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T SYNOPSIS.

At a private view of the Chatworth
personal estate, to be sold at auction, the
Crew Idol mysteriously disappears. Harry
Cressy, who was present, describes the
ring to his' flancee, Flora Gllsey, and her
chaperon, Mrs. Clara -Rritton, as being
Ilke & heathen god, with a beautiful sap-
Flora meets Mr.

orr, un Englishman. In discussing the

isuppearance of the rlmi. the exploits of
&0 English thief, Farrell Wand, are re-
called, Kerr tells Flora that he has met
Urry somewhere, but cannot pluce him,
L0 reward is offered for the return of

‘tae rlnr.h Harry lakes Flora to a Chinese
L

oldsmith's to buy an engagement ring.
N exquisite sapphire set In a hoop of
Tass I8 selected. Harry urges her not to
wear It until It {s reset. he possession
of the ring seems to cast a spell over
Flora Slie becomes uncasy and appre-
hensive. Ilora is startled by the effect
on Kerr when he gets a glimpse of the
sSapphire. The possibllity that the stone
Is part of the Crew Idol causes Flora
much anxlety, - Unseen, Flora discovers
Clara ransacking her dressing roo:
Flara refuses to glve or sell the stone
Kerr, and suspects him of being  Lhe
thief. She decldes to return the ring to
Harry, but he tells her to kee
day or two. Ella Buller tells Florn that
Jlarn. s eatting her gr for her father,
udge Buller. Flora feves Harry sus-
Pects Kerr and {s waiting to make sure
UL the reward before unmasking the thlef,
err and Clara confess their love for
<ach other, Clara is followed by a China-
man. . Harry admits to Florn that he
knew the ring was stolen. He attempts
to take It from her. Flora goes to the
Ban Mateo place with Mrs, Herrick and
writes Kerr and Clara to come, Ella Bul.

m.
to

it for a

. Jer bribes Clara to leave the judge alone,

}a(y giving lher a pleture of Farrell Wand.
err and Harry unexpectedly arrive at
8an Mateo.

CHAPTER XXIl.—Continued.

“Good morning,"  she sald, and,
pushing up her little misty veil, sat
down with her back to the deserted
breakfast table, and waited meekly
dike one who has been summoned.

“I am very glad you've come,” Flora

- sald. Her wits were still all a-flutter

from the appearance of that little
heap of gold. She came forward and
8tood 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
silence in the room, perfect silence in
the garden; but moving along the
Thedged walk all at once she saw the

" flutter of Mrs. Herrick's gown, and

then In profile Kerr beside her. The
sight of him gave her her proper in-
She turned upon Clara.

“What are you going to do with the
plcture ot 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
1t? . Why, I don’t know.” Her fingers
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 had a clew and
could'bring a person to justice,”" Flora
candidly resppnded. “But if ever 1
bave made anything easy for you,
Clara, won't you this time make it
easy 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
seen with Mrs. Herrick. “On account
of him?"

“On account of him."

For the first time Clara smiled. It
crept out upon her face, as It were
involuntarily, but she sat there smil-
ing in contemplation for quite ten
seconds. At last, “You want me to
suppress my information? My dear

ora, don't you think you want me

do more than is honest?"

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

she thought with shame, to judge oz
Clara's honesty when she hersell wa

leagued with ‘a thief? “Clara,” she
sald 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
plcture 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
merey. 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 can 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 sneer. But
this time Clara meither smiled nor
frowned.

“It {sn’'t the reward I'm thinking
about. That's really very little, con-
sidering.”

“Twenly thousand dollars!"

“Would that be much to you?"

“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, 18 worth more than that' With
a birdlike lifting of the head she gave
a sidelong Interrogative glance.

Flora, fer a moment, steadily, re-
turned the look. It was coming over
her what Clara meant; a meaning 8o
simple It was absurd she had not
thought of 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 shameful bargain—to have
scorned it! ‘She turned away. She
closed her eyes. In her mind” she
saw the figure of Kerr moving quletly
about the winding walks with Mrs,
Herrick. She faced ‘sharply about.
“What is it worth to you?"

Clara put her off with
sweet meekness
“Whatever it's
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 walting for you to name it." She)
looked over Clara's head. She had
stood abashed when Clara had put
on the majesty of right, but now it
was Clara hersélf who was abashed,
not at the thing fitself, but at the fact
of having to utter it. She sat grasp-
ing one of her gloves in her doubled
fist; and, leaning forward, with her
eyes llke jewels in her little pale face
and the white aura of her vell, waited
as If she thought that by some sl-
lent agency of understanding Flora
would presently take up a pen and
write the desired figure in her check-
book. £

the last
of her cleverness.
worth to you—

But Flora stood inexorable, straight
and black, crowned with her helmet
of gleaming hair; 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 i{f with an effort she
gulped something bitter, and then into
the silence her volce fell—a gasp, a
breath—“Fifty thousand.”

All sums had become the same to
Flora, even her year’s income. As it
she were verily afrald Clara might
take it back, she turned precipitately
to a writingtable. But Clara had
risen, and though still pale, in a meas-
ure she seemed to have recovered her-
self. 3 5
“Walt. 1 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,”

“Oh, 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
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“What Is It Worth to You?”

shall have the picture here. I prom-
Ise you." . . E AL

Flora wonderéd. Depth below depth!
She could never seem to get to the
bottom of this business.’ There was
only one thing she could count on,
and that was Clara’s fmpeccable 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. .

“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
the room,

CHAPTER XXIIIL.
Touche.

Left alone, Flora glanced rapidly
around her. Now for a sally, now for
a dash stralght for Kerr. The short-
est way was what she wanted. Qpen-
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.
Rapldly 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
rellef to think Mrs. Herrick still 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 realized the
truth. Some one aise was waiking
behind her. She thought by not look-
Ing over her shoulder she could avold
stopping; but in a moment Harry's
volcg hailled her. ‘It was still far
enough behind for her to hope she
could ignore it. She swept on as if
she had not heard. Cace around the
turn of the drive, she would be in
sight of succor. ‘She could trust to
Mrs. Herrick 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, ahsorbed in
his companion. But that companion
was a smaller figure than Mrs. Her-
rick’s, and her vell 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 for
them. Then he caught Flora's hand
and pulled her back. There was no
help for it, she thought. Her other
hand 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 pampas clump she was shocked
at the emotion In his face; and as if
what he had just seen had given the
last touch, his voice had risen a key,
and between every half-dozen words it
broke for breath. ‘

“Look" here,- Flora,” he -began; “I
know you've been trying to give me
the slip ever since night before 1dst.
I frightened you then. I didn't mean
to, but you had no business to keep
the ring after/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 looked up.into his face, burning
flery in' the sun beating down on his
bare head. “No, no, Harry; I shan't
give it to you. Last time I ‘sald 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; T 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 it myself to
Mr. Purdie, but not until that time.”

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

“I shall tell the truth, whatever
comes," she exulted. To tell the truth
and keep on telling {t—that, in her
passion of rellef 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 80. I've been thinking for days
that it would be better so."

“Have you?" he sald in a low volce,
looking at her earnestly. “Of course,
I know the reason of 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 kissed her
lightly. To that moment she had
pitied him, but his touch'she loathed.
She thrust him away with both hands.
 He turned. Without speaking, with-
jont looking at’ her again, he walked
{ away. She watched him with a des-
| perate feeling of being abandoned, of
losing something powerful and valu-
,able. The faint, thin screech of a lo-
comotive from a station far down the
line made him pause, and turn, and
gaze under his hand in the strong
sun, 8o for a moment she saw him,
a lowering, peering figure moving
away from her over the lawn between
broad flowerbeds. Then he disap-
peared among the shrubbery.

This ensounter, that had stopped
her in full open fleld, had 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
alrs.’ 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 1o help her over a last
rough place, and drew her toward him
and held her beside him with his fin-
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gers lightly clasped around her wrist.
She saw that he looked pale, worn, as
he had not been last night, and, what
struck her most strangely, angry. The
band that held hers shook ‘with the
violent pulse that was beating in it
He turned to Clara.

“WI1Il you pardon us, Mrs. Britton?”
Then after another patient moment,
“Miss Gllsey 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
8un 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?"”

“l couldn't. He' was there, Harry,
outside my door.”

“In God's name!
him?"

“Nothing. We did not speak—but I
couldn’t get past him!" The suspic-
fon in his face was more than she
could bear. “You must believe me—
for, It you don't, we're both lost!"

He had her by both wrists, now, and
gently made her face him. “I have
belleved 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?"

“Oh, nothing more than I have sald
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 nalls 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
fear of 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 {t, they are.”
laugh at them. “You have still your
chance. Glve everything to me and
I can save you still.”

“‘S8ave me? Oh, nothing could hap-
pen to me 8o 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

What did you tell

He seemed to

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. Herrick came down the
stairs, and, showing an anxlous 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 the
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 fled 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-

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
& 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
e, knowing all lost, plunging gallant-
ly Into the clutches of his enemies? Or
was this only a blind, a splendid plece
of effrontery to cover his too long de-
layed retreat? She sat like a joint-
less thing on the fautenil in the large
hall, and all at once she saw him in
front.of her.

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

“Wait here,” he sald, and turned
away. f

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.

She listened to the sound of wheels,
first rattling loud on the gravel,
slowly growing fainter. Then stillness
was with her agaln, 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
now, like her shadow. She looked
away. When she raised her eyes
again Clara was coming down the
stalrs, and even at that distance Flora
saw she carrled something in her

phone speaking names she had never |

i wrapped in a filmy

hand—something flat and small and

it of paper.

Out of the chaos of her feeling rose
the solitary thought—the picture
 Which she had bought that morning,

the picture of Farrell Wand. She
watched it drawing near her with
wonder. She sat up trembling. She

had a great longing and a horror te
tear away the filmy paper and see
Kerr at last brutally revealed. She
could not have told afterward whether
Clara spoke tec her. She was con-
scious of her pausing; consclous of
the faint rustle of her skirt passing;
consclous, 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
rall of a ship with silhouettes ol
heads and shoulders, a jungle of
black; and in the middle distance
caught in fall 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
¢he knew it was not Kerr.

Her first thought was that there

in Judge Buller's full round hand, was
written, “Farrell Wand boarding the
Loch Ettive.” She held It high tn the
light. Clara had been faithful to her
bargain. It was the picture that had
decelved her. She studied it with
passionate earnestness, She did ot
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 aspsct of the
whole figure, she began tr see a fa.
millar something, She haid it away
from her by both thin edfes, and that
aspect swelled and swolled in her
startled eyes, until suudenly the fig-
ure In the picture see'tied to be mov-
ing from her, not up » gang-plank, but
through a glare of s'm over grass be-
tween broad beds of flowers.

She was faint. *he was going to
fall, She caught g£¢< the chalr to save
herself, and still she was dropping
down, down, inty a gulf of spinning
darkness. “Oh, Harry!" she whisper-
ed, and let her .ead roll back against
the arm of the 'auteuil.

With a dim zense of rising through
fmmeasurable distances back to light
she opened her eyes. She saw Mrs.
Herrick's face, and as this was con-
nected in her mind with protection
she smiled.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

now, this {s the end. I never meant
to do another thing."
She covered her
hands. <
“Come, come,” His voice was urg-
Ing her, now very gentle. “It's more

face with' her

for your sake than for the jewel now.” |

And his arm around her shoulder was
gently forcing her to walk beside him
not toward the drive, but away'into
the tree-grown sheltered wing of the
garden. By interlacing paths, from
the tremulous gray willows under the
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
¢’ 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
firound 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
her do this one more thing, which she
wouldn't do. Never, never! Despalr-
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.

“*Take it up, then,” and like a hipno-

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
held out her clenched hand in front of
her. And still they walked, slowly.
Like a pendulum the long gold chain
swung from her clenched 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 eyes to his with a start of tender-
ness.  “Open It he sald, 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 falth reeling, she
slowly ralsed her eyes to him in ac-
cusation. She was not ready for the
terrible sternness in bis.

“Have you lled to me?" he asked
in a low volce. ‘“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
other now equally sincere and aghast.

“But. you have seen him; you've
been near him?” he demanded.

, 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
ralsing his voice, “Stay where you
are!” he commanded, and began to
run from her through the trees.

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

\
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Poor Little Gordon.

Gordon's parents have worked hard
to teach him pure English, but he
hears the hired girl's talk s much as
his mother's. The other day he de-
clared, “Mamma, I seen a dogfight to-
day." “You saw a dogfight, dear,” his
mother corrected him., *“Never say ‘1
seen' again.”

In the Kkitchen, a little later, Gor-
don sald carefully to the girl, “I saw
a dogfight 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-
fight, you naughty boy."

Ironical.

“Since I have lived in New York,"
sald the Philadelphia woman, “I have
done nothing but eat. In Phlladelphia
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,

She Clugi\t at the Chair to Sa\;o Her:elv.

-MN-\
French restaurants, Dutch restaurants
restaurants and cafes at every corner
1 never saw anything ltke it. You d¢
nothing but eat {n New York."

“Yes, we do one other thing,” said
the man who sat near her. “We drink
a little."

“A little!™ cried the womau who
was with him.

New Indian Woman,

Glare-in-the-Sun, & member of the
Spokane tribe, whose forebears hunted
and fished and smoked, as they were
fnclined, while their faithful squaws
did menial tasks without a word of
complaint, created a sensation among
old timers In Spokune when she ap-
peared in Riverside avenue carrying a
puwpoose with an.ease and indiference
seemingly born of practice.

His squaw, gowned in a bright dress
and shawl, walked by his side, appar-
ently unconscious of any irregularity.
Glare-in-the-Sun is a weaithy Indian
und owns several tracts of land on the

Columbia river.—Spokane correspond-
ence Minneapolis Journal.

. Had Beer; Waiting for Him

Newly Engaged Girl Had. Declided
Variation on “This Is So
Sudden" Formula,

*“Women are the vain things,” sald
the moody railroad clerk who had
quarrcled with “his girl” and couldn't
help telling about it. Then he went
.on: “I've been calling on her a good
while, but to-day when I got hold of
‘her band 1 moticed her third fincar

was swollen, 1 found a tiny ring on
it cut deep into tke flesh. She told
me her grandmother, when she was
dying,’ gave her the ring. The girl
was seven then, but she's 18 now,
and she never took it oft. I found out
the ring hurt her, so 1 pulled out a
flat key and a nall flle. 1 got the
thin, flat key under the ring and then
filed scross It. She said it didr’t hurt

her, but as 1 was nearly done she

fainted. I nearly fainted, too, but I
got a glass of water and spllled it

that time 1 had the little ring off.
After a while she held up her hand
and looked 'at the fearfully swollen
digit, and tears came In her eyes.
‘Jim,' she said, half angry, ‘you've
spolled my hand. How'll I ever cover
up that awful finger? It looks de-
formed, Jim, and you're to blame.’
“‘Never mind, little girl, says L
T11 get you an emerald engagement
ring to cover it. How'll that do?’

over her and she came to slowly. By.

“She didn't say ‘This {8 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 Horsé.

The horsemanship of the Moors ls
primitive and entirely successful, says
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 on tired men by well-meaning

e

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

The Moorish (and Goumier) horse
always spends his night in the open:
he is never groomed nor clipped; his
‘youth is passed wandering untended
over the vast flelds. When in work
he gets all drink before his feed in the
evening. From\7.a. m. to 7 p. m. he
expects to work and to work hard
without bite or sup, His saddle 18 »

wooden tree superimposed on 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 distingulshed Irish lawyer, al
.ways in impoverished circumstances,
one took Chief Justice Whiteside to
see his magnificently furnished new
house in: Dublin. *“Don’t you think.”
he sald, with a complaccnt look about
“that I deserve great credit for this?
“Yes,” the judge avswered, “and you
{ Appear to have got it."

had been a trick played on her! But !
no—across the bottom of the picture, |

price, and sold by all druggista.

Streets, Philadelphis, Pa.

MUNYON’S

EMINENT DOCTORS AT YOUR SERVICE FREE

We sweep away all doctor’s charges. We put the best medical talent’:
within everybody’s reach. We encourage everyone who ails or thinks
he ails to find out exactly what his state of health is. You can get our
remedies here, at your drug store, or not at all, as you prefer; is
positively no charge for examination. Professor Munyon has prepared
specifics for nearly every disease, which are sent prepaid on receipt of

|
Send to-day for a copy of our medical examination blank and Guids
to Health, which we will mail you promptly, and if you will answer alt
the questions, returning blank to us, our doctors will carefully diagnose
your case and advise you fully, without a penny char,
Address Munyon’s Doctors, Munyon’s ﬁbo

ge.
ratories, 53d & Jefferson

GOT THE BEST OF THE ELDER

Apt Quotations of Brer Reuben Saved
His Mule and at the S8ame Time
Rebuked Sig.

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

“Dat pony o' you'n, Brer Reuben,”
he sald, “Is.jes’ what I want, an’ my
big bay hos is jes' what yo' want. I
kin git over de groun' faster wid de
pony, an 'you kin haul a bigger load
wid de hoss. Hit'd be a good trade fur
bofe on us, 'ceptin’ dat it'd be a leetle
better fuh you dan it would fur me.
You take de bay and give me de
ches’nut sor’l.”

“De pony suits 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 of profound thought, “I been
wantin’' t' ast yo' a question for a long
time."”

“Well, what is {t?”

“I know w’'at one o' de 'postles says
'bout de law bein’ done away with, but
ain't we st{]l livin’ 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'ing w't
b'longs t' our neighbors, an’' you're
covetin' dat 1i'l chestnut sor’l pony o'
mine, Brer Harris!"

Then the elder gave it up. Clearly
the tenth commandment was against
him.—Chicago Tribune.

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
his head. All the hair came out and
his head was scaly all over. Then his
face broke out all over in red bumps
and it kept spreading until it 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 worse all the time. He
had it about six months when a friend
told me about Cuticura. I sent and
got a bottle of Cuticura Resolvent, a
cake of Cuticura Soap and a box of
Cuticura Ointment. “In three days
\ner using them he began to improve.
He began to take long naps and to
stop scratching his head. After taking
two bottles of Resolvent, two boxes of
Olntment and three cakes of Soap he
was sound and well, and never had
any breaking out of any kind. His
hair came out in little curls all over
his head. I don't think anything else
would have cured him except Cuticura,

“I have bought Cuticura Ointment
and Soap several times since to use
for cutas and sores and have never
known them to fail to cure what I put
them on. I think Cuticura is a great

remedy and would advise any omne to
I use {t. Cuticura Soap is the best that
; I have ever used for tollet.purposes.”
! (Signed) Mrs. F. B. Harmon, R. F. D.
| 3 Atoka, Tenn., Sept. 10, 1910.

SLIGHT DIFFERENCE.

“Me mudder t'ought I'd be a cap'n of
industry.”

“You missed it, eh?"”

“Yep; I became a major general of
indolence!”

What Happened.
Fate—Did you call?
Opportunity—Yes, but she sent word
by her servant she wasn't in.—Har-
per's Bazar.

On the Tles.
First Thesplan—Walking home?
Second Thesplan—Yes, the rallroad
cars are insufficlently heated.

mln. Winslow's “l.oo(:h‘ !n:x. ;
Idren teethl; & uces
m‘mamwhn .5.'&;&'-&2'3& BHoa uuul:

It takes more than a stinging vo-
cabulary to make a prophet.

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

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

@ cow cupe. Barrenness, retained
nbonlon.mwn.ubdu‘ddn.-ad :“nm:
ffections posl y an e
one who keeps whethey many or
ean afford to be without K~-£-:.‘n
Itis made y to eows healthy,
Our book ' at to Do W Your
Bick' sen free. Ask yourlosal dealer for
ure, ""orsendto themanufacturers.

Dairy Asseclation Co, Lymdeaville, VL.

Every man has trouble in adjusting his
pecktie unless he wears

Slip Easy Gollars

which all have the Slip Easy Tab showa

above. They come in all styles. Once tee
Slip Easy Collars you will never wear any
other kind. Ask your dealer to.get them.
If he will not, write us and we will see you
are supplied.

C W. FERGUSON COLLAR CO., Troy, L. Y.

Bad Taste

in ydur méuth removed while
you wait—that’s true. A Cas-
caret taken '

way to help nature help you. e

CASCARRTS—toc box—week's tread-
ment. All

KNOWN THE WORLD OVER.

MORE EGGS

I have discovered a great secret—
bow to make 100 heus lay 80

& day in winter; fallure impossib!
I prove it by sending my sucoessful on
PREE TRIAL; you don’s have to pay till
your hems lay. Send for i§ TODAY ¢
Mrs. L, Alley, Dept. 5, New NMadrid, Mo,

MAKE MORE MONEY

Than you ever dreamed possible decorating
china, burnt-wood, metal, pillow-tops, etes.,
in colors from ph hs. Men success-
ful as women. Learned at once; no talent
required. Takes like wildfire everywhere.
Send stamp quick for praticulars.

O. MLVALLANCE COMPANY, Klkhart, Ind.

AD) with undeveloped Busts can be fully de-
L nm by mnn‘way hr-nln.b‘ou
e I AR .
Mnmmﬂn oot

REAL ESTATE,
e T o)
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e AT0 WADY O or, oul -
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sl supremacy for a radius of nearly cne

& comme!

thousand miles and offers an inviting feld to in-
‘.I’u.)ll and homeseekors,

Al

, dalrymen, stock
ot s or trulsl'mm Utah co!
tho! of aoros of choloo lands open to.wn
entry. "n- ly Herald-Republican hrl’ b~

ears' Souvonlr Number that will be

i
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for tbe aaking Send @ the e
yolrn.n.n.

Dept, of The

Take Oy,

- hard io the Bitter Boot V!
Ton Acres ibii,'™ the Bitier Book Valler:
mlmnnwumo(n\lnhmln hw
Btates. B to ade

..
Lrees are growing, a comfortable living can be
by ln!gol. celory, straw l:f.T and T
1l frulte. Bitter t potatoes sell at S1.90 &
ushel in mnmzlls Itisthe utifal val-
y in Amerl
mountaln scenery.

tho most fertile dia
! 2 Wesien Hall

roads running thro it in ry'almuon. You
can obtaln land -n“ﬁ :}o"‘a&- of &-l

,un per acre bﬁﬂonm rican Berip. Yi

all, oats, 80—75 bushels 1o ti hea

For free litarature, maps and
daling 8. Weedward, See’y Board of

REWARD -Who will 17 The man
8800 who buys 160 acres of h'r: Lnd from

at 510 per acre plaxt it 1o broomoorn, This land
produce & ton of good brush to five acres. A

price of brush 78 per ton. u(ynu have iy,

and let me show you. t of soll, oct

B M. Urawford, Hugoton, Y

FARNERS AXD BUSINESS NEX who investin @i
Hiphets batt Toferaaieey gk big brodts SR e Y:
GLER REIGATION COMPANY, Denver,

I el RIS For oo i pro et A mes

4 proyed a.
vod f Hplendid bargaios | ¥
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CANADMN FARM NDS—Bu as
P S e
Geo, Bawards, 811 Portage Ave., Winnipeg. -

16() ACRES-15 acres (n oultivation, ten room
house, L land and imp

situated in the best section of the best state. Wri
for list. Theo. Lower, Coyle, Okla.

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

sick

Discouraged

The expression occurs so many times in letters from
,'*T was completely di aged.”’

Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets r

7 3
is always good reason for the discouragement.
nln and suffering.
edicines doing no lasting good.
the woman feels discouraged.
Thoudands of these weak and sick women have found
bealth and courage regained as the result of the use of

Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription.

l It establishes regularity, heals infl
, and cures weakness,

IT MAKES WEAK WOMEN STROXG
AND SICK WOMEN WELL,

Refuse substitutes offered by unserupulous druggiste
for this reliable remedy.

Siock women are invited to coosult by letter, free.
strictly private and sacredly oonﬁd_entid. Write without fear and without
fee to World’s Dispensary, R. V. Pierce, 1

And there.
Years of
Doctor after doctor tried in vain.

It is no wonder that

tion and ul

All correspondence

A l!’m't, Buffelo, N. Y.

bowels.

Sugar-coated, tiny granules, easy

h, liver aad

o I: candy,
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