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SYNOPSIS.! ; ' 

At a private view of the Chatworth 
personal estate, to be sold at auction, the 
Crew.- Idol mysteriously disappears. Harry 
Creasy, who was present, describes the 
ring to his* fiancee, Klora Ollsey, and her 
chaperon. Mrs. Clara -Britton, as being 
like a heathen god. with a beautiful sap* 
Phlre set In the head. lrlora meets Mr. 

-^-Korr, an Englishman. In discussing the 
vuuippearance of the ring, the Exploits of 

English thief,' Farrefi Wand, are re-
jailed. Kerr tells Flora that he has met 
Hurry somewhere, biit cannot place him. 
120,000 reward Is offered for the returu 
' t«e ring. Harry takes Flora to a Chinese 
Coldsmlth's to buy an engagement ring. 
An exquisite sapphire sot in a hoop of 
onus Is selected. Harry urges her not to 
.wear It until It Is reset. The possession 
of the ring seems to cast a spell over 
.flora She becomes uneasy and appre
hensive. Flora Is startled by the eliect 
on Kerr when he gets A glimpse of the 
sapphire. The possibility that the stone 
Is part of the Crew Idol causes Flora 
inucu anxiety. / Unseen, Flora discovers 
Clara ransacking her dressing room, 
l'lqra refuses to idve or sell the stone to 
Kerr, ,and suspects him of. being the 
thief. She decides to return the ring to 
Harry, but he tells her to keep It for a 
day or two. Ella Buller tells Flora that 
Clara- ?j» petting her pAp for her father. 
Judge Buller. Flora Believes Harry sus
pects^ Kerr and Is watting to make sure 

- ot the reward before uhmasking the thief. 
Kerr antj- Clara confess their love for-
each other. Clara Is followed by a China* 
man. Harry admits to Flora that he 
knew th« ring was stolen. He attempts 
to take It from her. Flora goes to the 
Ban Mateo place with Mrs. Herrlck and 
writes Kerr and Clsra to come. Ella Bul-
jer. bribes Clara to leave the judge alone, 
©y giving her a picture ot Farrell Wand. 
Kerr and Harry unexpectedly arrive at 

, San Mateo. 
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CHAPTER XXII.—Continued. 

"Good morning," , she said, and, 
'pushing up her little misty veil, sat 
down with her back to tbe deserted 
breakfast table, and waited meekly 
like one who has been summoned. 

"I am very glad you've come," Flora 
•aid. Her wits were still all a-flutter 
from the appearance of that little 
heap of gold. She came forward and 
stood in Harry's place. She was face 
to face with the person and the ques
tion, but before the great import of it, 

: and before the marble frqnt of Clara's 
patience she felt helpless. There was 

• • alienee in the room, perfect silence in 
the garden; but moving along the 
hedged walk all at once she saw the 
flutter of Mrs. Herrlck's gown, and 

. then in,profile Kerr beside her. The 
sight o( him gave her her proper in
spiration. She turned upon Clara. 

"What are you going to do with die 
, picture of Farrell Wand ?" 

For the first time she saw Clara 
startled. Her lips parted, and the 

* breath that came and went between 
them was audible. But she was~her-
self again before she spoke. "Do with 
it? . Why, I don't know." Her Angers 
drummed the table. 

"Whatever you do," Flora began, 
. "please, oh, please don't do anything 

Immediately." 
Clara's eyebrows rose like graceful 

swallows. "You seem to anticipate pret
ty clearly what I am going to do." 

"1 suppose you're going to do what 
any one would who bad a clew and 
could' bring a person to justice," Flora 
candidly responded. "But if ever I 
have made anything easy for you, 
Clara, won't you thlB time make it 
sasy for me' I'm not asking you to 
give up the picture, I'm only asking 
you to wait." 

Clara nodded toward the window, 
through which Kerr could still be 
aeen with Mrs. Herrlck. "On account 
of him?" 

"On account of him." -
* For the first time Clara smiled. It 
crept out upon her faiie, aa it were 
involuntarily, but she sat there smil
ing in contemplation for quite ten 
secondB. At last, "You want me to 
suppress my information? My dear 
Flora, don't you think you want me 
io do more than is honest?" 

"Honest!" Flora xried. The words 
sounded hideous to her on Clara's 
tongue; and yet what right had she, 

she thought with shame, to Judge of 
Clara's honeBty when she herself was 
leagued with'a thief ? "Clara," she 
said humbly, before this upholder of 
the right, '"I can't pretend I'm not 
suppressing things. I've only asked 
you to see me before you* do anything 
more. Now, you've come. Will you 
tell' me one thing—did you bring the 
picture with you?" 

Clara weighed it. "Well, it I did—" 
This was the considering Clara, and 

Flora realized whatever she could ex-
pect from her she couldn't expect 
mercy. It was another thing she must 
appeal to. 

"Clara," she urged, "wait three 
days, and you shall have the whole 
of it. You have only the picture now. 
You shall have the Jewel, too. Then 
you <&n get the reward and still be— 
honest." 

She let the word fall Into the si
lence fearfully, as If she were afraid 
Clara might detect Its Bneer. But 
this time Clara neither smiled ,nor 
frowned. ^ 

"It isn't the reward I'm thinking 
about. That's really very little, con
sidering." , 

"Twenty thousand dollars!" 
"Would that be much to you?" V-
"No," Flora admitted; "at least I 

mean I could pay it." 
"Well, then," Clara triumphed, "why, 

the picture alone, if it's worth any
thing, Is worth .more than that." With 
a bird-like lifting of the head she gave 
a sidelong Interrogative glance. 

Flora, Mr a moment, steadily, re
turned the look. It was coming over 
her what Clara meant; a meaning so 
simple It was absurd she had not 
thought ot it before—so hateful that 
It was all she could do to face It She 
felt a tightness in her throat that was 
not tears. Shame and anger contended 
In her. , Oh, for the power to have re
fused that Bhameful bargain—to have 
scorned it! She turned away. She 
closed her eyes. In her mind* she 
saw the figure of Kerr moving quietly 
about the winding walks with Mrs. 
Herrlck. She faced 'sharply about. 
"What is It worth to you?" 

Clara put her off With the last 
sweet meeknesB ot her cleverness. 
"Whatever it's worth to you— 
and Him." 

Flora was in command of herself 
now. "There are some things I can
not set a price on. If this is what 
you have come down for, we are sim
ply waiting for you to name It." She) 
looked over Clara's head. She had 
stood abashed when Clara had put 
on the majesty ot right, but now It 
was Clara herself who was abashed, 
not at the thing itself, but at the fact 
of having to utter it. She sat grasp
ing one ot her gloves In her doubled 
fist; and, leaning forward, with her 
eyes like Jewels in her little pale face 
and the white aura of her veil, waited 
as if she thought that by some si
lent agency of understanding Flora 
would presently take up a pen and 
write the desired figure in her check
book. ' 

But Flora stood inexorable, , straight 
and black, crowned with her helmet 
of gleaming lialr; and, with her hands 
behind her, looked over Clara's head 
through the window into the garden. 
She would not help Clara-gloss over 
this ugly fact 

A curious grimace distorted Clara's 
features! as If with an effort she 
gulped something bitter, and then into 
the silence her voice fell—a gasp, a 
breath—"Fifty thousand." 

All Bums had become the same to 
Flora, even her year's Income. As if 
she were verily afraid Clara might 
take it back, she turned precipitately 
to H writing-table. But Clara had 
risen, and though still pale, in a meas
ure she seemed to have recovered her
self.' 

"Wait I can't give it to you now. 
I will meet you here in two hours and 
bring the picture. You can let me 
have It then." 

"Ob, two hours!" Flora objected. 
But Clara was firm.- "No, I can't 

bring it sooner. It will make no differ-' 
ence in your affair." She was panting 
in her excitement. "In two hours you 

I 

"What Is It Worth to You?" 

shall have the picture heri. I prom
ise you." • • 

Flora wondered. Depth below depth! 
She could never- seem -to get to the 
bottom of this business. There was 
only one thing Bhe could count on, 
and that was Clara's impeccable hon
or in living up to a bargain. Flora 
sealed that bargain now. She held out 
her fluttering slip of paper, still wet 
with ink. 1 

"Very well, In two hours—but take 
this now. I would rather you did." 

Clara reached the tips of her fin
gers, touched the paper—and then it 
was no longer In Flora's hand, and 
Clara was walking from her across 
tbe room. _ * 

CHAPTEH XXili:1 ^ 

Touche. 
Left alone. Flora glanced rapidly 

around h$r. Now for a sally, now for 
a dash straight for Kerr. The short
est way was what she wanted. Open
ing doors lately had led to too many 
surprises. She pushed aside the long 
curtains and stepped out through the 
French window upon the veranda. 
Rapidly her eyes swept the garden. 
Far down between the gray, slim 
branches of willows at last she made 
out the flutter of a skirt. She sighed 
relief to think Mrs. Herrlck stilt at 
her post, and began to hurry down 
the broad unshaded drive. Her.steps 
sounded loud on the gravel, and pres
ently to her excited ears they sound
ed double. Then 'nhe realised the 
truth. Some one else was walking 
behind her. She thought by not look-' 
ing over her shoulder she could avoid 
stopping; but in a moment Harry's 
volcer hailed her. ' It was still far 
enough behind. for her to - hope she 
could ignore It. She swept on as if 
she had not heard. Once around the 
tuni of the drive, she would be in 
sight of succor. 'She could trust to 
Mrs. Herrlck to manage Harry. She 
made a little rush around the, loop' 
and looked down the^long vista of the 
willows. 

A hundred yards distant she saw 
the two standing. Kerr , presented his 
back, and with his head a little canted 
forward seemed to listen, absorbed in 
his companion. But that companion 
was a smaller figure than Mrs. Her
rlck's, and her veil made an aura of 
filmy white around her face. The 
sight of her was enough to stop Flora 
short, and In that instant Harry, mak
ing a cut across the flower-beds, 
caught up with her. He stopped as 
abruptly as she, and gazed with a 
dismay that surpassed her own. For 
an instant she thought he was about 
to make a dash down, the walk tor 
them. Then he caught Flora's hand 
and puUed her back. There was no 
help for it, Bhe thought. Her other 
band crept downward stealthily and 
gathered up her swinging pouch of 
gold. Trembling, she let him drag her 
back, but when they faced each other 
behind the plumes and swords of a 
great patnpas clump she was shocked 
at the emotion in his face; and as if 
what he bad just seen had given the 
last touch, his voice had1' risen a key, 
and between every half-dozen wtords it 
broke for breath. 

"Look here,- Flora-," he began; "I 
know you've been trying to give me 
the slip ever since night before lrfst. 
I frightened you then. I didn't mean 
to, but you had no business to keep 
the ring after1 What I told you. No. 
I'm not going to touch you;" as she 
shrank back against the pampas 
swords, "but I want you to give it to 
me, yourself, right here and now." 

She lopked, up -into bis face, burning 
fiery in- the sun beating down on his 
bare bead. "No, no, Harry; I shan't 
give it to you. Last time I-said 1 
would give it to you for a good rea
son, but now I wouldn't give it to you 
for anything." 

"You don't know .what you're do
ing," he cried. 

"I do; I know as well as you that 
this is a part of the 'Crew Idol.' I've 
known it all-along, and when the time 
comes I'm going to give.lt myself to 
Mr. Purdle, but not until that time," 

Harry passed his hand over his face 
with, an inarticulate soupd. Then, 
"You will ruin us!" he choked. 

"I shall tell the. truth, whatever 
comes," sbe exulted.. To tell the truth 
and keep on telling It—that, in her 
passion of relief at 'speaking' out at 
last, was all she wanted! , But Harry 
fell back. He changed countenance. 
He recovered himself. 

"Look here. Flora; If you do I'm go
ing to leave you. I'm going to leave 
you to what you've chosen." 

She met it steadily. "I'm glad you 
say so. I've been thinking for days 
that it would be better so." 

"Have you?" he said in a low voice, 
looking at her earnestly. "Of course. 
I know the reason ot that I meant 
It' to be different but now there's no 
help. I—" 

With a motion too quick for her to 
escape he stooped and klSBed her 
lightly. To that moment tshe had 
pitied him. but his touch she loathed. 
She thrust him away with both hands.' 
He turned. Without speaking, with
out looking at' ber again, he walked 
away. She watched him with a des
perate feeling of" being abandoned, of 
losing something powerful and valu-

[ able. Tbe faint, thin screech of a lo
comotive from a Btation far down the 
line made hlfn pause, and turn, and 
gaze under his hand in the strong 
sun. So for a moment she saw him, 
a lowering, peering figure moving 
away from her over the lawn between 
broad flower-beds.' Then he disap
peared among the shrubbery. 

This eni ounter, that, had Btopped 
her lit full open field, bad not been 
the fatal thing she had feared. It 
had been a peril met that nerved her 
to a higher courage. Now she could 
walk gallantly to the most uncertain 
moment of her life. Between the glim
mering willows down the long avenue 
she passed, her flowing draperies 
borne backwards as by triumphant 
airs.' The wind of her approach 
seemed to reach the two still far in 
front of her. 

They turned and watched her draw
ing nearer, and before she had quite 
reached them Kerr stretched out his 
hand as if to help her over a last 
rough place, and drew her toward him 
and held her beside him with his fin

gers lightly clasped around her wrist 
She saw that he looked pale, worn, as 
he had not been last night and, what 
struck !ier most strangely, angry. The 
band that held hers shook with the 
violent pulse that was beating in it. 
He turned to Clara. 

"Will you pardon us, Mrs. Brltton?" 
Then after another patient moment 
"Miss Qllsey has something to say 
to me." still he made no motion to 
move away, and at last Clara seemed 
to understand what was expected of 
her. She flushed, and In the middle 
of that color her eyes flashed double 
steel. For the first time In Flora's 
memory she was at a loss. She passed 
them without a word. 

Kerr looked after the little brilliant 
figure, moving daintily away through 
sun and shadow, with deep disgust In 
his face. But when he turned to 
Flora disgust lifted to high severity. 

"Why didn't you come, last night?" 
"I couldn't. He' was there, Harry, 

outside my door." 
."In God's name! What did you tell 

him?" 
"Nothing. We did not speak—but I 

couldn't get past him!" The suspic
ion in his face was more than she 
could bear. "You must believe me— 
for, if you don't, we're both lost!" 

He had her by both wrists, now, and 
gently made her face him. "I have 
believed in you to the extent of com
ing alone to a place I know nothing 
of, because you wanted me. Now that 
I am here, what Is It you have to say 
to me?" 

"Ob, nothing more than I have said 
before," she pleaded; "only that, ten 
times more earnestly." 

"You extraordinary child!" At first 
he was pure amazement. "You've 
brought me so far, you've come so far 
yourself—you've got us both here in 
such danger, to tell me only this? 
How could you be so mad—so cruel?" 

She had locked her hands in front 
of her until the nails showed white 
with the pressure.- "It was more dan
gerous there than here. You don't 
know what has happened since I saw 
you. And I thought If you and I could 
only be alone together, without the 
tear ot them always between us, I 
could show you, I could persuade 
you—" Before his look she broke 
down. "Well—you see, they followed 
us—they are here." 

"Grant it. they are." He seemed to 
laugh at them. "You have still your 
chance. Give everything to me and 
I can save you still." 

" 'Save me?' Oh, nothing could hap
pen to me so terrible as having you 
break my heart like this! If I should 
give the sapphire to you I should 
lose you—even the thought of you— 
for ever. Nothing could ever be right 
with us again! Won't you—'•' she 
pleaded, "won't you go?" and lifting 
her hands, taking his face between 
them, "Won't you, because. I love 
you?" 

He stood steady to this assault, and 
smiled down upon her. "Without you 
and without It I will not budge. Come 
now, this is the end. I never meant 
to do another thing." 

She covered her face with' her 
hands. 

"Come, come." His voice waa urg
ing her, now very gentle. "It's more 
for your sake than for the jewel now." 
And bis arm around her shoulder was 
gently forcing her to walk beside him 
not toward the drive, but away'into 
the tree-grown sheltered wing ot the 
garden. By Interlacing paths, from 
the tremulous gray willows under tbe 
somber, clashing eucalyptus spears, 
under dark wings of cypress they 
were moving. She was bracing in 
every nerve, against the unnerving of 
his presence. 

It had been always so. Even across 
the distance of a room the mere sight 
c 7 him had had for her the power to 
summon those wild spirits of the soul 
and body that turn reason to a va
por.- And now so close, with his arm 
Around her, that same power she had 
felt when she saw him first, the power 
that had made her come out and be 
herself then, the power that had over
whelmed her in the little restaurant 
was leagued against her again to make 
ber do this one more thing, which she 
wouldn't do. Never, never! Despair
ing, she wondered that such an evil 
motive could have such strength. 

"Where have you got it now?" she 
heard him asking, and she pointed 
downward toward where the pouch 
at her knee was swinging to and fro. 
""Fake it up, then," and like a hlpno-
tized creature she gathered it into her 
hand. But, once she had it, she held 
it clenched against him. 

"You're going to give it to me," he 
prompted, "aren't you?—aren't you?" 
and looking steadily In her face his 
hand shut softly on her wrist, and 
bell out her clenched hand in front of 
her. And still they walked, slowly. 
Like a pendulum. the long gold chain 
swung from her clenohed fingers. To 
.the tree-top birds they seemed as 
quiet as two lovers speaking of their 
wedding-day. She felt her tension 
give way in this quiet—her hand re
lax. 

"Dearest." The word brought up 
her eyeB to his with a start of tender
ness. "Open tt," be said, and her 
hand, involuntarily, sprung the pouch 
wide. They stared together into it 
The little hollow golden shell was 
empty. 

For a moment It, held her incred
ulous. Then, faint'and sick, all the 
foundations of. her faith reeling, she 
slowly raised her eyes to him in ac
cusation. She was not ready for the 
terrible sternness ill his. 

"Have you lied to me?" he asked 
in a low voice. "Have you given it to 
Cressy?" 

"No, no, no," she cried in horror. 
"It was there! I put it there myself 
this morning!" They looked at each 
ottier now equally sincere* and aghast 

"But. you have seen him; you've 
been near him?" he demanded. 
i She gasped out the whole truth. 
"This morning! He left me. He 
kissed me." 

"Then, my God, where is he?" He 
gave a wide glance around him. Then 
raising his voice, "Stay where you 
are!" he commanded, and began to 
run from ber through the trees. 

She stood with her hand to her 
breast, with the empty pouch spin
ning in front of her, hearing him 

crashing in the shrubbery. Then, in 
sudden panic at finding herself alone, 
she fled back down the willow avenue-, 
and burst out on the broad drive In 
full view of the house. 
. Kerr was not in sight, but there 
was a tremor of disturbance where 
all had been still. Clara's face ap
peared at one of the upper windows 
and looked down into the garden. 
Then Mrs. Herrlck came down the 
stairs, and, showing an anxious pro
file as she passed the door, hurried 
away along the lower hall. There was 
a flutter In the servants' quarter, and 
from a side door the coachman ap
peared hatless. In his shirt sleeves, 
and ran toward the stable. All tbe 
people of the house seemed to be run
ning to and fro, but she didn't see 
Harry. This struck her with unrea
soning terror. She tied up the drive, 
and Clara's small face at the window 
watched her. 

As she came into the hall she heard 
Kerr's voice. He was at the tele
phone bpeaking names she had never 
heard in sentences whose meaning 
was too much for her stunned senses 
to take in; but none the less while 
she listened the feeling crept over her 
that there was some strange revo
lution taking place In him. It might 
be' transformation; it might be only 
a swift increase of his original power. 
Whatever It was, he seemed to her 
•superhuman. The house was full of 
him-—full of his rapid movement, his 
ringing orders. If he knew that the 
sapphire was gone, what was the 
meaning of this bold command? Was 
he, knowing all lost, plunging gallant
ly Into the clutches of his enemies? Or 
was this only a blind, a splendid piece 
of effrontery to cover his too long de
layed retreat? .She sat like a Joint-
less thing on the fauteuli in the large 
hall, and all at once she saw him In 
front, of her. 

She looked at his bat, his overcoat, 
his slim, glittering stick—all symbols 
of departure. 

"Walt here," he said, and turned 
away. 

She watched his shadow dance-
across the flagging, and as it slipped 
over the threshold she thought dully 
that now the sapphire was gone every 
one was going from her. 

, CHAPTER XXIV. ^ 

The Comic Mask. ^' 
Sbe listened to the sound of wheels* 

first rattling loud on the gravel, 
slowly growing fainter. Then stillness 
was with her again, and inanition. 
She looked around and up, and had 
no start at seeing Clara's'small face 
watching her over the gallery of the 
rotunda. It seemed to her that ap* 
pearance was natural to her existence 
how, like her shadow. She looked 
away. When she 'raised her eyes 
again Clara was coming down the 
stairs, and even at that distance Flora 
saw she carried something in her 

hand—something fiat and small and 
wrapped in a filmy l^it of paper. 

Out of the chaos oflier feeling rose 
the solitary thought—tbe picture 
which she had bought that morning, 
the picture of Farrell Wand. She 
watched it drawiug near her with 
wonder. She sat up-trembling. She 
had a great longing and a horror tc 
tear away the filmy paper and see 
Kerr at last brutally revealed. She 
could not have told afterward whether 
Clara spoke tc her. She was con
scious of her pausing; conscious of 
the faint rustle of her skirt passing; 
conscious, finally, that the small 
swathed square was in her hand.^ 

She tore the tissue paper through. 
She held a photograph, a mounted'ko* 
dak print. She made out the back
ground to be sky and water and the 
rail of a ship with silhouettes ol 
heads and shoulders, a jungle of 
black; and in the middle distance 
caught In full motion the single figure 
of a man. back turned and head in 
profile. He was moving from her out 
of the picture, and with the first look 
she knew it was not Kerr. 

Her first thought was that there 
had been a trick played on her! But 
no—across the bottom of the picture, 
in Judge Buller** full round hand, was 
written, "Farrell Wand boarding the 
Loch Ettive." She held it high to the 
light. Clara had been faithful to her 
bargain. It was the picture that *iad 
deceived her. She studied it with 
passionate earnestness. Sbe did «M>t 
know the bearded profile; but in the 
burly shoulders, in the set and swing 
of the body in motion, more than all 
in the lowering, peering aspect of the 
whole figure, sbe began tr see a fa
miliar something. She h*iid it away 
from her by both thin edges, and that 
aspect swelled and swelled in her 
startled eyes, until suddenly the fig* 
ure in the picture see'iied to be mov» 
Ing from her, not up a gang-plank, but 
through a glare of s'fn over grass be* 
tween broad beds of flowers. 

She was faint. *tae was going to 
fall. She caught %><. the chair to save 
herself, and still she was dropping 
down, down, int«g a gulf of spinning 
darkness. "Oh, Harry!" she whisper* 
ed, and let her uead roll back against 
the arm of the .'auteull. 
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GOT THE BEST OF THE ELDER 

Apt Quotations of Brer Reuben Saved 
His Mule and at the 8ame Time 

Rebuked SIq. 

Elder Harris waa making another 
attempt to induce one of the members 
of his flock to trade horses with him. 

"Dat pony o" you'n. Brer Reuben," 
he said, "Is.Jes' what I want, an' my 
big bay hos is Jes' what yo' want I 
kin git over de groun' faster wld de 
pony, an 'you kin haul a bigger load 
wld de boss. Hlt'd be a good trade fur 
bofe on us, 'ceptln' dat it'd be a leetle 
better fuh you dan it would tur me. 
You take de bay and give me de 
ches'nut sor'l." 
, "De pony BUlts me well 'nough, el
der," averred Brother Reuben, for the 
twentieth time. "I don' keer t' make 
no swap." 

"But I Jes' natchelly got t' have dat 
pony, Brer Reuben." 

"Elder," spoke the other, after a 
period ot profound thought, '1 been 
wantln't' aat yo' a question for a long 
time." 

"Well, what is itT" 
"I know w'at one o' de 'postles says 

'bout de law bein' done away with, but 
ain't we still llvin' undah de ten com-
man'ments?" 

"Brer Reuben," solemnly averred 
Elder Harris, "we air." 

"Well, one o' dem comman'ments 
says we mustn't covet anyt'lng wt 
b'longs t' our neighbors, an' you're 
covetln' dat li'l cheatnut sor'l pony o' 
mine, Brer Harris!" 

Then the elder gave it up. Clearly 
the tenth commandment waa against 
him.—Chicago Tribune. X' 

With a dim <ense of rising through 
Immeasurable distances back to light 
she opened her eyes. She saw Mrs. 
Herrlck's face, and as this was con
nected In her mind with protection 
she smiled. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) • 
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Bhe Caught at the Chair to Save Herself. 

BABY'S HAIR ALL CAME OUT 

"When my first baby was six 
months old he broke out on his head 
with little bumps. They would dry 
up and leave a scale. Then it would 
break out again and It. spread all over 
hia head. All the hair came out and 
his head was scaly all over. Then hia 
face broke out all over in red bumpa 
and it kept spreading until tt was on 
his hands and arms. I bought several 
boxes of ointment, gave him blood 
medicine, and had two doctors to treat 
him, but he got worae all the time. He 
had it about aix months when a friend 
told me about Cutlcura. I sent and 
got a bottle of Cutlcura Reaolvent, a 
cake ot Cutlcura Soap and a box of 

.Cutlcura Ointment, 'in three days 
after using them he began to Improve. 
He began to take long napa and to 
atop scratching hia head. After taking 
two bottleaot Resolvent, two boxes Of 
Ointment and three cakes of Soap he 
waa sound and well, and never had 
any breaking out ot any kind. His 
hair came; out in little ourls all over 
his head. I don't think anything else 
would have cured him except Cutlcura. 

"I have bought Cutlcura Ointment 
and Soap several times since to use 
for cuts and sores and have never 
known them to fall to cure what I put 
them on. I think Cutlcura Is a great 
remedy and would advise any one to 
use it. Cutlcura Soap la the best that 
I have ever used for toilet-purposes." 
(Signed) Mrs. F. E. Harmon, R. F. D. 
i, Atoka, Tenn., Sept 10, 1910., 0 

Poor Little Gordon. ^ 
Gordon's parents have worlced hard 

to teach him pure English, but be 
hears the hired girl's talk tea much as 
hia mother's. The other day he de
clared. "Mamma, I seen a dogflght to
day." "You saw a dogfight, dear," his 
mother corrected htm. "Never say 'I 
seen' again." j 

In the kitchen, a little later, Gor
don said carefully to the girl, "I saw 
a dogflght to-day, Mary." 

"Shame on you," cried Mary. "There 
you go again, saying 'I saw,' when 
your mother's just been telling you 
how wrong It Is. Say 'I seen a dog
flght," you naughty boy." 

• '. Ironical. ' ° ']• 
"Since I have lived In New York," 

said the Philadelphia woman, "I have 
done nothing but eat In Philadelphia 
they don't seem to pay half as much 
attention to eating as they do in New 
York. They have but one restaurant 
where you can go and dine and sit 
about talking. Here in New York you 
seem to have such a restaurant, Ital
ian table d'hotes, Greek restaurants. 

French restaurants, Dutch restaurants 
restaurants and cafes at every corner 
1 never saw anything like it. You di 
nothing but eat In New York." 

"Yes, we do one other thing," s*fd 
the man who sat near her. "We tfrink 
a little." 

"A little!"'cried tbe womau who 
was with him. 

New Indian Woman. 
Glare-in-tbe-Sun, a member of the 

Spokane tribe, whose forebears hunted 
and fished and smoked, as they were 
inclined, while their faithful squaws 
did menial tasks without a word of 
complaint, created a sensation among 
old timers In Spokane when she ap
peared in Riverside avenue carrying a 
[iiipooEe with an.ease and indifference 
seemingly born of practice. 

His squaw, gowned in a bright dress 
and shawl, walked by his side,.appar
ently unconscious of any irregularity. 
Glare-ln-the-Sun is a wealthy Indian 
and owns several tracts of land on the 
Columbia river.—Spokane correspond
ence Minneapolis Journal. 

Mewly Engaged Girl Had. Decided 
Variation on "This Is 8o 

Sudden" Formula, . _ 

"Women are the vain things," said 
the moody railroad clerk who had 

•quarreled, with "bis girl" and couldn't 
heli> telling about it Then he went 
•on: "I've been caliing on her a good 
while, but to-day when I got hold ot 
her batxi 1 noticed bar third finarar 

Had Been Waiting for Him 
was swollen. I found a tiny ring on 
It cut deep into the flesh. Sbe told 
me her grandmother, when sbe was 
dying,' gave ber tbe ring. Tbe girl 
was seven then, but she's IS now, 
and she never took it off. I found out 
tiie ring hurt ber, so 1 pulled out a 
flat key and a nail file. I got the 
thin, flat icey under the ring and then 
filed across It. She said It didn't hurt 
her, but aa 1 waa nearly done she 

fainted. I nearly fainted, too, but I 
got a glass of water and spilled It 
over ber and sbe came to slowly. By 
that time 1 bad the little ring oS. 
After a -while sbe held up her hand 
and looked - at the fearfully swollen 
digit, and teara came in ber eyes. 
'Jim,' she said, half angry, 'you've 
spoiled iny hand. How'll I ever cover 
up that awtul_ finger? It looks de
formed, Jim, and you're to blame.' 

" 'Never mind, little girl,' says 1-
111 get you an emerald engagement 
ring to cover it How'll that dor 

Wi-

"She didn't say 'This Is so sudden.' 
But she did say: 'Why, Jim, you're 
awful slow. 1 expected you to say 
that a year ago." 

"And then we quarreled." < 
: 

The Moor and His Hors£. 
The horsemanship of the Moors is 

primitive and entirely successful, 3ays 
the London Speculator. A Moor nev
er walks when he can ride, and never 
by any chance gets off to ease his 
beast - How a Moorish pony would 
have chuckled at the weary walKs en
forced o& tired men by well-meaning 

cavalry colonels in South Africa: "I 
don't think much of animals that can't 
carry 15 stone 15 hours a day; 1 
must be a really superior kind of 
beast" 

The Moorish (and Goumler) horse 
always spends his night in the open; 
he is never groomed nor clipped; hia 
'youth is passed wandering untended 
over the vast fields. When in work 
be gets all drink before bis feed in tbe 
evening. From\ 7 j\. m. to 7 p. m. be 
expects to work and to work hard 
without bite or supw His saddle Is a 

wooden tree superimposed oh at,least 
half a dozen folded blankets, the 
thickness of which often reaches six 
Inches, and he never gets a sore back 

In Evidence. 
A distinguished Irish lawyer, a!' 

.ways In impoverished circumstances, 
one took Chief Justice Whiteside to 
see his magnificently furnished new 
house In Dublin. "Don't you think." 
he said, with a complacc nt look aboul 
"that I deserve great credit for this? 
"Yes," the Judge answered, 'and ioi 
appear to have got It" 

-" -v W$> • ••'•• ••• '•>%.«' 

SLIGHT DIFFERENCE 

"Me mudder t'ought I'd be a cap*n of 
Industry." 

"You missed it, ehT" 
"Yep; I became a major general of 

Indolence!" 

What Happened. 
Rite—Did you call? 
Opportunity—Yea, but she sent word 

by her servant Bhe wasn't In.—Har
per's Bazar. 

On the Ties. 
First Thespian—Walking home? 
Second Thespian—Yes, the railroad 

cars are insufficiently heated. 

Hra. WLnilow'a Soothing Syrnp. 
VbT«hll4ren teething, aoftene the grunt, reduces In* 
ttaaininUoii.aHaye paon -cnrei wind ooiic. aioatioule. 

It takes more than a Btlnglng vo
cabulary to make a prophet 

Lewis' Single Binder straight 5c cigar 
is made to satisfy the smoker. 

KaW'Kure 
Is not a "food"—it is a medicine* aad the 
o nlj medicine In the woridfor cows only. 
Made fcr tbe cow and, as Its name Indicates* 
a«Mc«p. Barreaneee, retained afterbirth, 
abortion, eoourm,eakedndder, and ail elattar 
affections positively and quickly cured. No 
one who keepe eow*  ̂whethff many or hyj 
can afford to 
It te bl.. 
Oar book 

iade.especially to keep cows healthy, 
ook. What to Do When Your Cows 

frettek"iHn}free. Ask yoar loeet dealer far 
aes Kmrm, "oreendtotbewanefcetnters. 

man has trouble in adjusting his 
necktie unless he wears 

Slip Easy Collars 
which all have the Slip Essf Tab showm 
above. Thejr come In all styles. Once ose 
Slip Easy Collars you will never wear say 
other kind. A*k yoar dealer to .get then. 
If he will not, write as and we will see yot 
are supplied. 
C W. FERGUSON COLLAR CO, Tray, N. Y. 

Bad Taste 
in >Sur tnfath removed while 
you wit—that's true. A. Gu> 
oarec taken when the tonfM is 
thick-coated with the natty 
squeamish feeling in stomach, 
brings relief! It's easy, natural 
way to help nature help you. m 

y ymmw-ne tm-wMk* M. • 
meat. All druggists. Biggest teller 
inthewoeld. Millloa beaesaeoelK 

Tbe man whoee time Is worth 
most DM thm 

KNOWN TUB WORLD OVOt 

MORE EGGS 
I have dlsooveied a great asevet— 
hew to make 100 hens lay m e« 
a day la winter} tailure impossible! 

X prave tt by sending my soooessfttl method ea 
FREE YRIALs yea deal have to pay tin 
yoar hens lay. Bend for it TODAY te 
Mia. I, Allay. De»t S.IUwHaifM.Ha. 

* 

The whirlwind of passion scatters 
many of the seeds of sin. 

SUE MORE MONEY 
Than yon ever dreamed possible decorating 
china, burnt-wood, metal, pillow-tops, etc., 
in colors from photographs. Men success 
fol as women. Learned at once; no 
required. Takes like wildfire everywhere. 
Send stamp quick for praticulara. 
Oi M.VAULANCE COMPANY, Elkhart, KM. 

at yoar homo. Positive Guarantee, so fuU ""•"a"*™ ""a— •« 

MKAt, JMMTS. 

6REAT OPPORTUNITIES FOR YOU IN UTAH 
Tbere are many openings lor Industrious hoaseeek-
sis la Salt Lake (MT, Often. Logan, Pro TO s&doiber 
sections ot UtabTTne capital ox tbe ttateeoainaa& 
a, commercial supremacy for a radios of nearly one 
tboaMknd miles and offers an Inviting field to In-
testers and homeeeekeis, dairymen, stock rai 
Birtet gardeners or fruit growers. Utah oonl 
tbqnsands ofaores of o bo fee lands open for pi 
•nUy. The Dally Herald-Republican has Jnisl pnb-
SMew Years* Sonvenlr Number that wllTbe sent yon 
free for the asking Send yoar to tbe Olnra-
iMion Uepuof —" - |-a-riiiiuiwatr, 

Tan ISMS orchard la the Bitter Boot YaUey, 
• •n NvfVI Montana, would net more elear 
money than anylflO acres of grain land in the United 
States. WO to MOO per acre net Is the rale. While 
trees are growing, a comfortable living can be inada 
by raising potatoes, eelery, strawberries and other 
unall fruu. Bitter Boot potatoes ssll at H.W a 
bushel In MlnneepoUiTlt is tbe most beautiful val
ley In America. Good climate, good water and greet 
mountain soenerr. Ten acres Is Independence a 
acrei a fortune._ wrtte.for booklet giving f nU oar-
Ueula».lb«0.W.IanCs.,SQ*Aafc«IM£aiei5apMlslr 

bushel In Minneapolis 
ley In America. Good 

Sales o? applleaUon. One million acres 
Geo. B4wards, MT Portage Ave., Winnipeg. 

for list. Theo. Lower, Coyle, Ok la. 

W. N. u., CHICAGO, NO. 1-1911. 

'Discouraged 
The expression occurs so many times in letters from 

siek women,MI was oompletely discouraged." And thorny ' 
is always good reason for the discouragement. Years of / 
oain and suffering. Doctor after doctor tried in vain. 
Medieines doing no lasting good. It is no wonder that' < 
the woman feels discouraged. 

Thousands of these weak and sick women hare found ' 
health and courage regained as the result of the used 

Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescription. ; 
It establishes regularity, heels inflammation and uloeffti ' 
tioa, and cures weakness. 
®$ IT JMMH5S vrcair WOMEN STSOXQ §Jp 
?wJi! am SICK WOMBS WELL. ®SS • •?•>, 

Rchiie substitute, offered by uoscnipulotu dmffiste • 
for this reliable remedy. 

Siolc women in invited to consult by letter, frtt. All correspondence 
strictly privet, and seoredly confidential. Write without fear and without' 
fee to World', Dispensary, R. V. Pieroe, Pres't, Buffalo,'N. Y. 

Dr. Pierce', Pleasant Pellets re{ulato.7a£f4nvigorate stomanh, liver aad 
bowels. Suiar-ooated, tiny granules, emr^ppkt aa candy. 

Fra* Homttteadi for All 
roads running through it In evsry direction. Ton 
can obtain land within a few tidies of a siding el 
•UO per acre by South AfrloaaSerlp. TleUslUa 
nil, oats, to—ft bushels to the more, "wheat 4MB. 
ifor free literature, maps and full information.write 
JsUea rrfsse A1WH, tsak. 

fcttOO BEWARD—Who will get ltf The man 
qpomy who buys- I6t acres of farm land from see 
at US per acre plant It to broomoora. This land will 
produce a ton of good brush to five acres. Avr 
prtoe of brush f7& per ton. There you have It. 
and let me show you. Best of soil, perfr 
B. M. Crawford, Hugotoh, 

WRITK OHIOO8 COTOTV LAND CO* 
*" HauoafordlN. D.. for list of unproved and oalm* 
proved farms. Splendid bargains in large and small 
tracts suitable lor grain, stock or uinl^ 

m inmrn umn— 
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