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“Incurable”” Heart Dis-
ease Soon Cured.

By the Great Specialist in Treating
Weak and Diseased  Hearts,
FRANKLIN MILES, M. D,

M. D, LL. B,

Who Will Send $2.50 Worth  of
Special Treatment and New

Book Free.

To prove the remarkable curative
powers of his new Special Treat-
ments for heart disease, short

breath, pain in side, shoulder or arm,

oppression, irregular pulse, palpita-
tion, smothering, puffing or ankles,
or dropsy, Dr. Miles will send, free
to every afllicted person a $2.50
treatment. The worst cases usually
soon relieved.

These treatments are the result of
25 years’ extensive research and re-
markable success in treating various
ailments of the heart, stomach and
nerves, which often complicate each
case. So astonishing are the results
of his treatment that he offers all
sick persons @ two-pound Trial
Treatment free. Do not fail to try it.

Certainly nothing could be more
generous. Few physicians have such
confidence in their treatments. All
afflicted persons should avail them-
selves of this liberal offer, as they
may never have such an opportunity
again. Delays are dangerous. No
death comes more suddenly than
from heart disease. Many cured af-
ter 5 to 15 physicians had pro-
nounced them “incurable.”

Mr. Gilbert Ward, Crown City, O., cured after 8
prominent physicians failed. Mrs, W, J. Crites, Lud-
ington, Mich., cured after 4 failed. Mr. P. W. Run-
van, Spencer, lowa, after 3 failed. Mr. H, L, Daven
port, Conneautville, Pa., after 4 failed. Mrs. Mary
DeBHart, Greenville, Pa., after 11 failed. Mr. C. E
Smith, Wayne, Mich.,, after 3 failed. Mrs. Lizzic
Ewing, South Charleston, O,, after 2 failed. Cures
from your state sent on request.

Send to Dr. Franklin Miles, Dept.
H 887 to 897 Main St., Elkhart, Ind.,
at once, for Free Heart Book. Exam-
ination Chart, Opinion, Advice aad
Free Treatment. Describe your dis-
ease,

/

“l was Crippled,
could hardly walk
and had to Crawl

down stairs at times on my hands
and knees. My doctor told me I
had an acute attack of inflammatory
rheumatism. I wasin the hospital
for weeks, but was scarcely able to
walk when I left it. I read about

Dr. Miles’ Nervine

bought a bottle and began to get
better from the start, and for the
past six months I have had scarcely
any pain and am able to walk as
well as ever.””  J.H. SANDERS,
JP. O.box s, Rockaway, N. J.
Few medicines are of any benefit
for rheumatism, but Mr. Sanders
tells plainly what Dr. Miles’ Re-
storative Nervine did for it. One
ounce of salicylate of soda added to
one bottle of Nervine makes an ex-
cellent remedy for rheumatism,
which is now known to be a nerv-
ous disease and therefore subject to
the influence of a medicine that acts
through the nerves, as does

Dr. Miles’ Nervine

Sufferers from rheumatism seldom
fail to find relief in the use of
Dr. Miles’ Nervine, with salicylate
of soda. .

Sold under a guarantee that assures

the return of the price of the first bottle
if it falls to benefit. At all Druggists.

MILES MEDICAL CO., Elkhart, Ind.
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.A GREAT Continued Story of the World's
Progress which you may begin reading at
will hold your interest

any time, and whic
forever, is running in

Popular Mechanics
Magazine

Are you reading it? Two millions of your
neighbors are, and it is the favorite magazine
in thousands of the best American homes. It
appeals to all classes—oid and voung—men
and women—those who kiuow and those who
want to know.

250 PAGES EACH MONTH 2C0 PICTURES
200 ARTICLES OF GENLNIAL INTEREST
The “"Shop Notes” Department (20 pages
gives easy ways to co things—how to mulic
useful articles for home and shiop, repairs, etc.
“Amateur Mechanics "’ (10 pages) tellshow to
make Mission furniture, wirelcssoutfits, borts,
engines, magic, and all the things a boy loves.
$1.50 PER YEAR. SINGLE CQPIES 15 CENTS
Ask your Newsdealer to show you cra «:

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLT CQPY TODAY

POPULAR MECHANICE CO.

320 W. W ashington St.,, CHICAGO

DRAIN TILT

For prices and information wri.
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Sold exciusively

on the plain.

and she wanted a drink herself. ‘As
she reached the pool she slipped from
the saddle, giving the pony its chance

to drink first. The noise of other
hoofs beating up the opposite path
startled her, and instinctively she

from her
drinking pool, while her

one hand over the pony’s nose.

or by morning there would be open
war and bloodshed. rhuVlvgn,m‘.

THis S’
IN eglglet

|
By lzola Forrester ‘

(Copyright, 1911, by Assoclated Literary
Press.) |

Vivien reined in her pony at sight
of the major. He was visibly dis-'
turbed. She could see that from his
troubled, uneasy gaze as he watched
the stumbling, ungainly figure of old
Broken Bow pass down the road that'
led from the post to the reservation. |

“Now what?” called Vivien, anx-|
fously. “Aren't you going to ride thlsi
glorious morning—with me?"

He came up to the pony, and |
stroked its velvet nose gently. .

“I cannot, dear, this morning
There's trouble over at the camp. |
Broken Bow tells me that their medi- |
cine man has lost his squaw’'s neck-
let.” |

|

“Lost what?" laughed Vivien. “How
interesting!”
“It may become more so. They are I

very superstitiouvs, and most aboml-;
nably obstinate over these things. It |
Is a necklet of elk teeth and caglef
claws, a sacred affair that has been |
handed down from chief to chief for |
generations, and is supposed to cou-’
vey miraculous powers to its pos-
sessor. The last chief had no son.
therefore his daughter kept it, and .
married the medicine man.”

“And he——"

“Thereby acquired part of the gift.
Broken Bow has been trying to ex-
plain it to me. The whole tribe is
up In arms over it. It is Dbelleved
that the woman’'s cousin, a young
brave named Flying Fox, has stolen
it, and will rally the tribe against
the peaceful rule of old Broken Bow.”

“Aren’t they just like children?”

“Hardly. More like frightened ani-
mals that rush panicstricken into un-
known danger. This foolish necklet
affair may bring on a tribal war, and
already the colonel has ordered me
out to settle it, with force if need be.”

“And you cannot ride?”

“No. Best not venture far your-
self.”

Vivien laughed back at him over
her shoulder as she let the pony go.

Danger? There was no danger, she ]
was sure.
Straight away from the post she‘

rode, choosing the river road as her
favorite. The post lay in the valley,

and she loved the trails that led over
the far-lying buttes up to the purple
reaches of the foothills.

Mile after

q)!/r'\-a>
Her Companion Waited.
until

the
white and yellow bouses of the post
looked like mere tiny boxes set up

mile the pony cantered,

There was water at a

certain turn, Vivien remembered,

drew her own pony back from the
water into the shelter of the trees.

They were both Indians. She knew
that as soon as she saw their rough,
ungraceful ponies. One was a wo-
man, and she was young. She slipped
saddle before her pony
came to a full stop, let it go free and
scrambled up the bank above the
companion
waited.

Vivien watched, holding her breath,
The
squaw bent over the stump of a light-
ning-blasted pine tree, remained for
perhaps a minute and returned,
mounting in silence, and both depart-
ed as they had come.

“Well, upon my word!" said Vivien
with the calm assurance of a Ver-
mont girl, born and bred. “I think
you are up to some mischief,. my
Minnehaha. Stand steady a minute,
Belle.”

She went up to the pine stump and
reached down into its hollow. There
were dry leaves, and beneath small
rocks, freshly placed there, but under
both her hand came in contact with
something foreign, something sharp
and queer to the touch. She lifted it
out, held it up to the light and gave
a quick gasp of amazement. Then,
returning, she turned about and made
for the post.

It was mid-afternoon before she
reached the post, too late to stop the
detachment that had already started
for the reservation to head off the
war parties. Signal fires must not
be lighted that night on distant hills

ol

l Vivien.

rived she threw her bridle to the first

soldier she met, and limped toward
the colonel's quarters, lame and al-
most dazed after her race; but clasped
in her band was the necklet.

“Can you ride with me to the res-

ervation?” asked the old fellow,
watching the flushed girl face nar-
rowly. “I shall need you."

“I could ride anywhere now,” she
said.

Fifteen minutes later, on a fresh
horse, she rode with the colonel and
escort straight out toward the reser-
vation.

“Whoever carries that necklet bears
power to sway the whole tribe,” the
colonel told her. “That brave you
saw at the spring must have been
Flying Fox himself, but who was the
woman? The wife of the mediclne
man is over thirty-five, and is fat and
already old.”

“Oh, this girl was young, and al-
most handsome, colonel,” protested
“And she wore two eagle
feathers behind her ear.”

“We will find her. Whoever
is, she is the thief.”

It was almost sundown when they
came in sight of the tepees of the
reservation. On a small hillock an
arrow's flight from the entrance to
the stockade were the major and
his men, waiting the going down of
the sun as the signal to open fire. Up
and down, before the tepees raced
the young braves on their war ponies,
nearly nude, and brightly painted,
velling wildly. The dull thud of the
tomtoms came faintly over the plain.

Not until they reached the main
tepee, where Broken Bow himself
held court, did the colonel dismount
and help Vivian from her horse. The
major had galloped to meet them, his
face stern and haggard as he realized
thelr peril.

“The truce ends at
colonel,” he shouted.

“It is not sundown yet, my boy,”
said the old man, and he led the way
into the tent where Broken Bow
waited, with the medicine man and
his wife and the old men of the tribe.
The chief returned the colonel's salu-
tation gravely.

*“It is too late,” he said; *I have
no power to quell them. Flying Fox
has been acclaimed their chief, and
rides to light the signal fires to call
the other tribes. I have no power
now.”

A long high wail came from the
medicine man, and his wife looked at
Vivien, as one women stares at an-
other she has never seen. Suddenly
she gave a shriek and sprang at the
gir], tearing at the necklet that rested
about her throat. Vivien threw off
the clinging hands, and held the
necklet high above her head out of
reach to the hands of Broken Bow.

“The white squaw holds the bal-
ance of power in her hands,” said the
old chief. “Send messengers to say
we have the necklet, and the gift re-
turns to our side, not Flying Fox's.”

Suddenly Vivien heard a low gasp
behind her, and turned to find the
girl who had hidden the necklet at
the spring. She caught her wrist, and
held fast, as she called to the major
what she knew of her.

“It is Evening Star,” said Broken
Bow, sternly, “my own daughter. She
had stolen the necklet for him, to

she

sundown,

give him victory. What shall her
punishment be at the hands of the
great white father?” He looked at
the old colonel, and the colonel

looked at Vivien, standing beside the
major. And Vivien, reading the look
in the Indian girl's eyes, gave sen-
tence.

“Let her be banished with Flying
Fox to the North country.”

“Thou hast said,” replied Broken
Bow, but the girl smiled back at
Vivien as they led her forth to her
exile, and understood.

FLED FROM CONGO CANNIBALS

Superintendent of Rubber Plantation
Saw a Cauldron He Feared Might
Be for Him,

It is not every day that a man ar-
rives in this town who has looked into
a boiling cauldron which cannibals
held in preparation for him. But such
a man came here the other day from
Antwerp on the Red Star liner Vader-
land. He was Emile Van Baelen, a
Belgian, who was in charge of a rub-
ber plantation in the Congo and had
the small task of bossing ten thousand

black men.

Mr. Van Baelen knew all about the
rubber business, but he wanted to
learn something of the mineral treas-
ures of the interlor of the Dark Con-
tinent, so he ventured one day with
three servants on an expedition that
led two hundred miles from his camp.
He found gold and other rich depos-
its in the interior, but as he was about
to return to camp he was surrounded
by a hundred dusky Dongalese, big
savages, who consider human flesh a
food dellcacy.

The servants fled and were captured.
Mr. Van Baelen stood his ground, and
as the savages approached him he
drew his revolver and dropped a cou-
ple of them. The others were held at
bay. Strategy becoming his only hope
new, he said, he raised his hands, and
addressing them in their own tongue
declared that he was a white god.
The blacks took him at his word and
instantly salaamed.

He did many things mysterious to
the tribe, such as lightlng a match
asd rolling a great stone by a lever,
and suddenly he found himself their
adored guest. He was invited to
sleep in the hut of the king of the
tribe, and a feast was prepared for
him. Fearing that he might have to
sample a part of one of his missing
servants, he escaped in the night and
got back to his camp. He is on bis
y to Mexico to raise coffes.

He Was
Hateful

“Don’'t talk to me, Ernle, 1 tell
you!” said Miss Zimmerman, heated-
ly, after she had devoted fifteen min-
utes to telling him her exact opinion
of him.,

“But I'm not talking to you,” ob-
jected Ernie. “I haven't had a chance!
It's been so long since I heard the
sound of my own voice that I don't
know now whether it’s myself talk-
ing! Is it?”

“It doesn’t make any difference,”
retorted Miss Zimmerman with in-
finite scorn. “When a person makes
as much noise as you do and says as
little it isn't necessary to bother won-
dering who's talking, because nobody
listens, anyhow!”

“Wow!" said Ernie.

“How do you soak ’'em! Straight
from the shoulder! I almost begin
to think that you're mad at me!”

Miss Zimmerman nearly choked.
“Mad!” she repeated. “Have you just
got it through your hgad, Ernie Casey,
that I'm not making love to you? You
didn't think, did you, that I was call-
ing you pet names the last half hour?
If that's your idea of a lady’s way of
expressing undying affection, you're
behind the times! I'd have you know
that 1 am mad, good and plenty! And
what's more, I'm mad for keeps!”

“Well,” said Ernie, “I am surprised.
The worst {s what you say about
there being no hope of your ever get-
ting over it—"

“Never!” cried Miss Zimmerman.
“] know 1 have an easy going disposi-
tion and people think I'm meek, but
when 1 get stepped on I know it and
I have spirit enough to resent it and
stand up for myself! And you needn’t

sit grining there, Ernie Casey. It's
serious!”
“Now, Evangeline!” began Ernle,

cooing like a dove. “You pain me
by——"

“Oh, piffie!” interrupted Miss Zim-
merman. “Pain' your grandmother!
As though you cared! As though it
made the slightest bit of difference to
you if every girl on earth got mad at
you! You're just a paving block,
Ernie Casey, and I'm glad I discover-
ed it in time! Why haven’'t you got
any more feeling in your heart—as
for that, you haven't got a heart! It's
some kind of a machine that keeps
things running. Something like an
alarm clock. And how much more
convenient!
when you do hateful things to other
people! 1 suppose that’'s why you
can't understand that the rest of us
are really human and can be hurt!
It’s really your misfortune!”

“I'm glad,” remarked Ernie with be-
coming gratitude, “that you are sorry
for me, Evangeline! Pity, you
know "

“Sorry for you!”
merman, agitatedly.
any sorrow on you! There’s people
that better deserve it! 1 just despise
you! [ didn't know it was possible
for me to be so downright furious at
a man as I am at you! i

“Yes,” said Ernie, as though con-
vinced at last against his will. “I can
see that you are actually annoyed. I
didn’t believe {t at first, but——"

“Annoyed!” almost shrieked Miss
Zimmerman. “Land o’ godness! Is
this your idea of ‘annoyed? Why, if
I got any madder I'd explode! You
needn't try to be funny, Ernie Casey!”

“l feel far from funny,” declared
Ernie. “I'm all of a tremble, I'm so
nervous! I'm not used to being jump-
ed at and eaten alive! Kind treat-
ment is what I've been brought up on
and [ haven't a bit of doubt that I'
have a nervous chill when 1 get
home!”

“You—you're a brute!” choked Miss
Zimmerman. “You don't care! You
just enjoy it!”

“Excuse me,” protested Ernie firm-
ly. *“You mean I just endure it!”

“Well, I wish you'd go home!”
snapped Miss Zimmerman, feeling for
her handkerchief with her chin very
high in the air. “Good-bye, Ernie
Casey!” ’

cried Miss Zim-
“I'm not wasting

I—

Ernle, rising, walked over and look-
ed down at her sternly. “See’here,
Evangeline,” he demanded, “just what
are you so mad about, anyhow?”

For an instant Miss Zimmerman
glared back at him. Then a little be-
wilderment drifted into her eyes. She
clutched the table back of her and
swallowed.

“1—I can’'t seem to remember,” she
said vaguely. “We've sald so much
since that—I guess I'm all mixed up!
But, anyhow, 1 had a perfect right to
get lots madder than I did and I'll do
it again if you do what you did to
make me mad, whatever it was—and
look out, Ernie Casey—you’re knock-
ing all my hair down—no-0-0, I won't
k-k-kiss and make up—I won't—"

“Well, 1T did, anyhow!” said Ernie,
calmly, “and that’'s what really
counts.”

Brought Strangers.

Visitor—Last time I was here your
board of trade was booming the town.
Didn’t they keep it up?

Uncle Eben—Nope! We called them
off pretty quick. First thing we knew
there was a lot of people coming into
town that we didn’t know at all!—
ruck. 2

It never disturbs you |

N You'’ll forsake

- Leon

Soap and water, grease and dirt,
Socks and blankets, waists and shirt,
All combine to make you shirk

This distasteful heavy work.

Don’t lament, for when you’ve seen
The work that’s done by our machine
the soapy tub,
Nevermore will scrub, scrub, scrub.
You can be the household Queen,
If you use this fine Machine.

FARQUHAR & SONS
HARDWARE

The Song
of the Suds

Scrub, serub, serub,

At the blamed old tub
All day Monday rub,rub,rub.
Elbows aching, back half

broke,
Clouds of steam that make
you choke.

lowa x
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Col. Lee Fleener

Who has bought so many thousand dollars worth
of horses here during the past few years will be in
this part of Jowa again next week, and he wants a

lot of horses this time.

Last week he bought 44 head

of good market horses about Genterville and he
hopes to buy still more here. '

PUT DOWN THESE Dates.
At Kellerton, Monday, February 5th.
At Lamoni, Tuesday, February 6th.
At Leon, Wednesday, February 7th.

He buys all classes of Horses
and Mules.
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