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MOTHER! LO0K AT
CHILD'S TONGUE

If cross, feverish, constipated,
give “California Syrup
of Figs”

A laxative today saves a sick child
tomorrow. Children simply will not
take the time from play to empty thelr |
bowels, which become clogged up with
waste, llver getas sluggish; stomach
sour.

Look at the tongue, mother! If coat- |
ed, or your child is listless, cross, fev- i
erieh, breath bad, restless, doesn’t eat
heartily, full of cold or has sore throat |
or any other children's ailment, give a
teaspoorful of “California Syrup of |
Figs,” then don't worry, because it is |
perfectly harmless, and in a few hours |
all this constipation poison, sgur bile
and fermenting waste will gently |
move out of the bowels, and you have
a well, playful child again. A thor
ough “inside cleansing” 18 oftimes all
that is necessary. It should be the |
first treatment given in any sickness.

Beware of counterfeit fig syrups.
Ask at the store for a 50-cent bottle of
“California Syrup of Figs,” which has |
tull directions for bables, children of |
all ages and for grewn-ups plainly |
printed on the bottle. Adv.

Ice Cavern Is Filling Up.

Hungary's world renowned national |
wonder, the ice cavern of Dobsina, 18 |
threatened with serious danger. An of-
ficial of the meteorologic institute of;
Budapest established, after a lengthy |
observation, that ice is forming in the
cavern %o fast and in such a measure
that It will ecompletely fill the cavern
in one or two decades, and it is quite
possible the cavern will not be ap-
proachable In a few years. The tem-
perature is steadily one degree below
the freezing point in the cavern, caus-
ing the ever Increasing @ precipitation
and the water that trickles in turns to
fce Immediajely, thickening the avalls
and arches.

THICK, GLOSSY HAIR
FREE FROM DANDRUFF

Girls! Beautify Your Hair! Make It
Soft, Fluffy and Luxuriant—Try
the Moist Cloth.

Try as you will, after an application
of Danderine, you cannot find a single
trace of dandruff or falling hair and
your scalp will not itch, but what will
please you most, will be after a few
weeks' use, when you see new hair,
fine and downy at first—yes—but real-
ly new hair—growing all over the
scalp.

A little Danderine immediately dou-
bles the beauty of your hair. No differ-
ence how dull, faded, brittle and
scraggy, just moisten a cloth with
Danderine and carefully draw it
through your hair, taking one small
strand at a time. The effect is im-
mediate and amazing—your halr will
be light, fluffy and wavy, and have an
appearance of abundance; an ineom-
parable luster, softness and luxuri-
ance, the beauty and shimmer of true
hair health.

Get a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton's
Danderine from any store and prove
that your hair Is as pretty and soft
a8 any—that it has been neglected or
injured by careless treatment—that's
all. Adv,

New Brooms.

Representative Dillon sald in Yank-
ton apropos to an administrative mu-
nicipal change, of which he did not ap-
prove: ' “They declare that a new
broom sweeps clean, but some of these
new brooms that seem to sweep clean
are in reality only throwing dust in
our eyes."

FIVE CHILDREN
T0 WORK FOR

Quite an U For a
but Mrs. Wright Doesn’t
Mind Now.

Ashevills, N. C.~Mrs, Minnle
Wright, of R. F. D. No. 1, this city,
says: “I don't think there is any
medicine made that would have done
me the good Cardul, the woman's ton-
fe, did. 1 have five children to work

a delicate condition, on aec-
a relapse of measles which
in a bad shape, and 1 also had
headaches and backache., Was
bad a fix for anyone to live, It
seemed to me,

1 was told that my only chance was
an operation, but 1 decided to try Car-
dui instead. 1 only took two bottles, |
and now | am well and strong again,

1 don't believe there Is any medicine
on earth that will help suffering wom-
en as Cardul will. 1 have already
gotten several ladies to try it, and l
am going to continue to r

| rchools, escorts Fran from the lent

SYNOPSIS.

Fran arrives at Hamilton. Gregory's

| home in Littleburg, but finds him absent

conducting the choir at a camp meeting.
Bhe repalrs thither in search of him,
laughs during the service and Is asked to
lerve, Abbott Ashton, superintendent I_rlvf
(]
is a wealthy man,
deeply Interested In charity work, and a
pillar of the church. Ashton becomes
reatly interested in Fran and while tak-
ng leave of her, holds her hand and is
meen by Snp;\hlrn Clinton, sister of Rob-
rt Clinton, chairman of the school board
“ran tells Gregory she wants a home
lh h-rn Grace Nolr, Gregory's private
ary, takes a violent dislike to Fran
ldvl.lu her to go away at once
hints at & twenty-year-old secret,
Gregory in tation asks Grace to
ive the room. an relates the story
how Gregory marrled a young girl at
ringflsld while attending college and
esert her. Fran Is the child of
that marriage, Gregory had married his
present wife lhf!.e y.:rnrs before the death
of Fran's mother. an takes a lking to
Il’rl Gregory. OGregory explains that
Fran is :h. dauﬁhtar of a very dear friend
who is dead ‘ran agrees to the story.
Mrs. Gr insiata on her making her
home with them and takes her 1o her
arms, It !s decided that Fran must go to
sch Grace shows raistent Interest
In Gregory’s story of his dead friend and
hints that Fran may be an Iimposter.
Fran declares that the secretary must go.
Grace begins nagging tactics In an effort
to drive Fran from the Gregory home, by
Mrs. Gregor, stanch in
friendship. is ordered before Super-
Intendent Ashton to be punished for in-
subordination in school. Chairman Clin-
ton i present. The affair ends In Fran
leaving the school in company of the two
men to the amagement of the scandal-
mongers of the town.

CHAPTER X.—Continued,

“Lem me!" Jakey pleaded, with fine
admiration.

“Well, 1 rather guess not!" cried
Bob.. "Think I'll refuse Fran's first re-
quest?™ He sped upstairs, uncom-
monly light of foot.

“Now,” whispered Fran wickedly,
"let's run off and leave him."

“I'm with you!™ Abbott whispered
boyishly.

They burst from the building like a
storm, Fran-laughing musically, Ab-
bott laughing joyously, Jakey laugh-
Ing loudest of all. They sallied down
the front walk under the artillery fire
of hostile eyes from the green veranda
They continued merry. Jakey even
swaggered, fancying himself a part of
It; he regretted his short trousers

When Ropert Clinton overtook them,
he was red and breathless, but Fran's
beribboned hat was clutched triumph-
antly in his hand. It was he who first
discovered the ambuscade. He sud-
denly remembered, looked across the
street, then fell, desperately wounded.
The shots would have passed unheed-
ed over Abbott's head, had not Fran
called his attention to the ambuscade.

“It's a good thing,” she sald inno-
eently, “that you're mot holding my
hand—" and she nodded toward the
boarding house. Abbott looked, and
turned for one despairing glance at
Bob; the latter was without sign of
life.

“What shall we do?" Inquired Fran,
as they halted ridiculously. “If we run
for it, it'll make things worse.”

“Oh, Lord, yes!" groaned Bob; “don't
make a bolt!™

Abbott pretended not to understand.
“Come on, Fran, I shall go home with
you." His fighting blood was up. In
bis face was no surrender, no, not
even to Grace Noir. “Come,” he per-
sisted, with dignity.

“How jolly!" Fran exclaimed. “Shall
we go through the grovel—that's the
longest way."

tells her Gregory

“Then let ua go that way,” respond-
ed Abbott stubbormly.
“Abbott,” the school director

warned, “you'd better come on over to
my place—I'm going there this instant
to—to get a cup of tea. It'll be best
for you, old fellow, you listen to me,
now—you need a little er—a—some—a
lttle stimulant.”

“No,” Abbott returned definitely, He
had done nothing wrong, and he re-
eented the accusing glances from
acrose the way. “No, I'm golng with
Fran."

“And don't you bother about him,”
Fran called after the retreating chair-
man of the board, “he'll have stimu-
lant engugh.”

CHAPTER XI.

The New Bridge at Midnight.

It was almost time for summer va-
cation. Like all consclentious superin-
tendents of public schools, Abbott Ash-
ton found the closing week especially
fatiguing. Examinations were wverve
testing, and correction of examination
papers called for late hours over the
lamp. Ashton had fallen into the
reprehensible habit of bolting from the
boarding house, after the last paper

had been graded, no matter how late
the night, and making his way rapidly
from town as if to bathe his soul in
country solitude. Like all reprebens-
ible habits this ene was presently to
revenge Itself by getting the “profes-
sor” into trouble.

One beautiful moonlight night, he
was nearing the suburbs, when he
made a discovery. The discovery was
twofold: First, that the real cause of
his nightly wanderings was not alto-
gether a weariness of mental toil; sec-
ond, that he had, for some time, been
trying to esecape from the thought of
Fran. He had not konown this. He
had simply run, asking no questioms.
It was when he suddenly discovered
Fran in the flesh, as she slipped along
a crooked alley, gliding in shadows,
that the caunse of much sleeplessness
was made tangible,

Abbott was greatly disturbed. Why
should Fran be stealthily darting down
gide-alleys at midnight? The wonder
suggested its corollary—why was he
running as from some intangible ene-
my? But now was no time for intro-
gpection, and he set himself the task
of solving the new mystery. As Fran
merged from the mouth of the alley,
Abbott dived into its bowels, but when
he reached the next street, no Fran
was to be seen.

Had she darted into one of the scat-
tered cabins that composed the fringe
of Littleburg? At the mere thought,
he felt a nameless shrinking of the
heart, Surely not. But could she pos-
sibly, however fleet of foot, have
rounded the next corner before his
coming into the light? Abbott sped
along the street that he might know
the truth, though he realized that the
less he saw of Fran the better. How-
ever, the thought of her being alone
in the outskirts of the village, most as-
suredly without her guardian's knowl-
edge, seemed to call him to duty. Call
or no call, he went,

It seemed to him a long time before
he reached the corner. He darted
around it—yonder sped Fran like a
thin shadow racing before the moon.
8he ran. Abbott ran. It was like a
foot-race without spectators,

At last she reached the bridge span-
ning a ravine In whose far depths
murmured a little stream. The bridge
was new, bullt to replace the foot-

“But Whose Hearts Are We King and
Queen Of7"

bridge upon which Abbott and Fran
had stood on the night of the tent-
meeting. Was it poseible that the su-
perintendent of instruction was about
to venture a second time across this
ravine with the same girl, under the
same danger of misund¢rstanding, re-
vealed by similar glory of moonlight?
Conscience whispered that it would
not be enough simply to warn; he
should escort her to Hamilton Greg-
ory's very door, that he might know
she had been rescued from the wide
white night; and his consclence was
poesibly upheld by the knowledge thar
a sudden advent of a Miss Sapphira
was morally impossible,

Fran's back had been towara him
all the time. Bhe was still unaware
of his presence, as she paused in the
middle of the bridge, and with eritical
eye sought a position mathematically
the same from either hand-rail. Stand-
ing there, she drew a package from

her bosom, haetily seated herself upon
the boards, and, oblivious of surround
ings, bent over the package as it rest-
ed in her lap.

Abbott, without pause, hurried up.
His feet sounded on the bridge.

Fran Wwas speaking aloud, and, on
that account, did not hear him, as he
came up behind her. “Grace Neir,”
she was saying—"Abbott Ashtou—Bob
Clinton — Hamilton Gregory — Mrs.
iregory—8imon Jefferson—Mre. Jef-
ferson—Miss - Sapphira < Fran — the
Devil—" She seemed to be calling the
roll of her acquaintances. Was she
reading a list from the package?

Abbott trod noisily on the fresh pine
floor.

Fran swiftly turned, and the moon-
beams revealed a flush, yet she did not
attempt to rise. “Why didn't you an-
swer when you ‘heard your vpame
called 7' she asked with a good deal of
composure.

“Fran!" Abbott exclaimed. “Here all
alpne at midnight—all alone! s it
possible?”

“No, It isn't poseible,” Fran returned
satirically, “for 1 have company."

Abbott warmly urged her to hasten
back home; at the same time he darew
nearer and discovered that her lap was
covered with playing-cards.

“But you musn’t stay here,” he said
imperatively. “Let us go at once.”

“Just as soon as I tell the fortunes.
Of course 1 wouldn't go to all this
trouble for nothing. Now look. Thie
card is Fran—the queen of hearts
This one is Simon Jefferson—and this
one is Bob. And you—but it's no use
telling all of them. Now; we want to
see who's golng to marry.”

Abbott spoke in his most authori-
tative tone: “Fran! Get up and come
with me before somebody sees you
here. This is not only ridiculous, it's
wrong and dreadfully imprudent.”

Fran looked up with flashing eyes.
“l won't!” she cried. “Not till I've
told the fortunes. I'm not the girl to
go away until she's done what she
came to do.” Then she added mildly,
“Abbott, 1 just had to say it in that
voice, so you'd know 1 meant it. Don't
be cross with me.”

She shuffied the cards.

“But why must you stay out here to
de it?™ he groaned.

“Because this is a new bridge. I'd
hate to be a professor, and not know
that it has to be in the middle of a
new bridge, at midnight, over running
water, in the moonlight. Now you Eeep
still and be nice; I want to see who's
going to get married. Here is Grace
Noir, and here is Fran . . ."

“And where am I7" asked Abbott,
in an awed voice, as he bent down.

Fran wouldn't tell him. ™

He bent over. “Oh, | see, 1 see!” he
cried. “This is me—" he drew a card
from the pack—"the king of hearts.”
He held it triumphantly. ell. And
you are the queen of hearts, you eaid.”

“Maybe 1 am,” said Fran, rather
breathlessly, “but whose hearts are we
king and queen of? That's what I
want to find out.” And she showed
her teeth at him.

“We can draw and see,” he suggest-
ed, sinking upon one knee. “And yet,
since you're the gueen and I'm the
king, it must be each other’s hearts—"

He stopped abruptly at sight of her
crimsoned cheeks.

“That doesn't always follow,” Fran
told him hastily; “not by any means,
For here are other gqueens. See the
queen of spades? Maybe you'll get
her. Maybe you want her. You see,
she either goes to you, or to the next
card.”

“But 1 don't want any queen of
spades,” Abbott declared. He drew
the next card, and exclaimed dramatic-
ally, “Saved, saved! Here's Bob Give
her to Bob Clinton.”

“Oh, Abbott!" Fran exclaimed, look-
ing at hien with starlike eyes and rose-
like cheeks, making the mcst fascinat-
ing picture he had ever beheld at mid-
night under a silver moon. “Do you
mean that? Remember you're on a
new bridge over running water.”

Abbott paused uneasily. She looked
less like a child than he had ever seen
her. Her body was very slight—but
her face was It is marvaslious
how much of a woman's seriousness
was to be found in this girl. He rose
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with the consciousness that for a mo-
ment he had rather forgotten himaelf.

He reminded her gravely—"We are
talking about cardes—just cards.”

“No,” said Fran, not stirring, “we
are talking about Grace Noir. You say
you don't want her; you've already
drawn yoursell out, That leaves her
to poor Bob—he'll have tuv take her,
unless the joker gets the lady—the
joker i{s named the devil So
the game isn't interesting any more.”
She threw down all the ecards, and
looked up, beaming. “My! but I'm
glad you came.”

He was fascinated and could not
move, though as convinced as at the
beginning that they should not linger
thus. There might be fatal conse-
quences; but the charm of the little
girl seemed to temper this chill knowl-
edge to the shorm lamb. He tempor-
ized: “Why don't you go on with
your fortune-telling, little girl™

“I just wanted to find out if Grace
Noir is golng to get you," she sald
candidly; “it doesn't matter what be-
comes of her. Were you ever on this
bridge before?"

“Fran, Miss Grace is one of the best
friends I have, and—and everybody ad-
mires her. The fact that you don't like
her, shows that you are not all you
ought to be.”

Fran's drooping head hid her face.
‘Was she contrite, or mocking?

Preeently she looked up, her expres-
sion that of grave cheerfulness. “Now
you've said what you thought you had
to say,” she remarked. “So that's over.
Were you ever on this bridge before?"

Abbott was offended. “No.”

“Good, good!" with vivacious enthu-
slasm. “Both of us must cross it at
the same time and make a wish. Help
me up—quick.”

Bhe reached up both hands, and Ab-
bott lifted her to her feet.

“Whenever you cross a new bridge,”
ghe explained, “you must make a wish.
It'll come true. Won't you do it, Ab-
bott?"

“Of course. What a superstitious
little Nenparefl! Do you hold hands?

“Honest hands—" She held out both
of hers. “Come on then. What are you
going to wish, Abbott? But no, you
mustn’t teil till we're across. Oh, I'm

Fran Cried
“What Did You Wish?™

just dying to know!

“Now!" Breathlessly,

Have you made
up your mind, : o

“Yes, Fran,” he answered indulgent-
ly, “it's something always in my
mind.” 4

“About Grace Noir?”

“Nothing whatever about Mias Grace
Noir.”

“All right. I'm glad. Bay this:

“'Slow we go,
Two in & row—"

Don't talk or anything, just wish, oh,

wish with all your might—

“ “With all my mind and all my heart
While we're together and after we part'—

say that.”
Abbott repeated gravely:

* “With all my mind and all my heart
While we're together and after we part.”

“What are you going to wish, Fran?"

Mum!

“Sh-h-h!
opening her eyes wide.
steps they walked side by side, shoul
der to shoulder, four hands clasped.
Fran's great dark eyes were set fixed-
ly upon space as they solemuly pa-

whispered Fran,
With slow

raded beneath the watchful moon. As
Abbott watched her, the witchery of
the night stole into his blood.

The last plank was crossed. “Now!™
Fran cried breathlessly, “what did you
wish?" Her body was quivering, her
face glowing.

“That 1 might succeed,” Abbott an-
swered.

“Oh!"™ sald Fran. “My! That was
like & colf breath. Just wishing to
be great, and famous, and useful, and
rich!"”

Abbott laughed as light-heartedly as
if the road were not calling him away
from solitudes. “Well, what did you
wish, Fran?™

“That you might always be jmy
friend, while we're together, and after
we part.”

“It doesn't take a new bridge to
make that come true,” he declared.

8he looked at him solemnly. "De
you understand the responsibilities of
being a friend? A friend bas to as-
sume obligations, just as when a man's
alected to office, he must represent his
party and his platform.”

“I'll stand for you!™ Abbott cried
earnestly.

“Will you? Then I'm going to tell
you all about myself—ready to be sur
prised? Friends ought to know each
other. In the first place, I am eighteen
years old, and in the second place I
am a professional llon-trainer, and in
the third place my father is—but
friends don't have to know each oth-
er's fathers. DBesides, maybe (hat's
enough to start with.”

“Yes,” sald Abbott, “it In.”" He
paused, but she could not guess his
emotions, for his face showed noth-
ing but a sort of blankness. “I shodld
like to take this up seriatim, You tell
me you are eighteen years old?”

“—And have had lots of experl
ence.”

“Your lion-training; has it been theo-
retical or—"

SMercenary,” Fran responded; “real
lions, real bars, real spectators, real
pay days.”

“But, Fran,” sald Abbott helplessly,
*“1 don't understand.”

“But you're going to, before I'm
done with you. I tell you, I'm a show-
girl, a lon-tralner, a jungler. I'm the
famous Fran Nonpareil, and my car
nival company has showed in most of
the towns and citles of the United
Btates. It's when I'm in my blue silks
and gold etars and crimson sashes,
kissing my hands to the audience, that
I'm the real princess.”

Abboit was unable to analyze his

mote from conventions that it sesmed
In & way almost uncanny. It seemed
to isolate Fran, to set her coldly apart
from the people of his world.

had spoken, “Btill, I'd like for you
know about it.”

He quickened his step to regain
side, but was oppressed by an odd
sense of the abnormal.

quietly that he would like to hear all
she felt disposed to tell.

Bhe looked at him steadily: “Can
' you dilute a few words with the water
of your imagination, to cover a lfe?
I'll speak the words, if you have the
imagination.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Ammonia water that has been used
for washing may be used for plants
It is an excellent fertilizer.

Your medicine.”
For more than 50 years, Cardul has
been successfully used in the treat-
ment of womanly {lls. It has been
found to relieve women's pains, and
strengthen women's weakness,

If you are A woman, and suffer from
any of the ailments pecullar to your
sex, we urge you to give Cardui a trial
It has helped more than a million
women in the past half century, and
will do the same for you if given a fair
trial.

Your druggist sells Cardui.

B —Write to:
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TM Shopper.

Lady of Leisure (discarding the fif-
tieth hat she has tried on)—No, it's
not a bit of use. I knew when I came
to this shop that you would have noth-
ing to suit me.—London Opinion.

LURE OF TREASURE HUNTING

For the Sake of Romance and Adven-
ture Do Not Discourage the
Seeker of Treasure.

For the sake of romance and ad-
venture and all that puts color imto
Iife it is to be hoped that the failure
of the expedition which recently went
to the lale of Cocos In search of pirate
gold will not mark the end of treasure
hunting. In the interest also of the
good town of Panama, where the treas-
ure seekers are wont to outfit and buy
supplies, we should point out that
negative results never really proved
anything. There may be gold on Co
cos. There may be milllons of pleees
of eight and pewels galore and wine
which the buccaneers, who had more
than they could drink, lald aside for a
rainy day. Because many treasure
hunters bave ransacked Cocos from
end to emd mo man can say that the
next treasure hunter will not find that
for which all the others have labored
and sought in vain
Treasure hunters are of the u.ﬂhg

salt. They are the dreamers of great

dreams, the seers of wonderful vision,
the makers of romance. All the world
loves or shoild love them. The news
of the day is too much hardened with
heavy reading One wearies at last
of political and soclal reform, of di-
voree and murder in sordid bar.rooms,
of the cost of living and the course
of the markets. There is a craving
for something not so commonplace.
for something less prosaic, for some
thing which has a touch of moonshine
in it. Let us not, therefore, discourage
the treasure hunters wfh cold reason
like a dash of cold water. Let us rath
er fan their enthusiasm and 4aep it
forever aglow so that as long as news
papers exist there may be now and
then a tale of Cocos island wedged in
between the tariff and the trusts

Who Knows the Shaddock?

And here is @8 man who says that
the shaddock isn't the grape fruit at
all—that they are no more alike than
pigs are like gazelles "1 Lave™ he
says, "never seen a shaddock here in
the market The shaddock is a big
as six grape fruits You would have
to get more than 75 cents for L be

cause one shaddock would serve a
party of six any time The juice
tastes very different from  the grape
fruit.” He also declares that the grape
fruit should not have any biiter taste
—that this taste is imparted to it by
falling on the ground, the spray from
the rind being sent through the pulp
by the fall. “If,” he says, “Americans
could get the fruit of the grape fruit
as it Is picked they would never again
eat the fruit that bas been knocked
about from hand to hand.” All of
which Is referred to the scientific
men, who say that the shaddcck and
the grape fruit and the pomelo are all
citrus decumana. and consequently
the same thing.—New York Malil

Spiders Work for Canal.

Officlal notice that six large splders
were working for the Panama canal
came out when Colonel Goethals ar
ranged for a man to care for them in
the instrument room at the Gorgona
chops. From the cocoons the instru
ment. makers will take threads for use
in all the engineers’ tr: on the

work these threads taking the place

of plat.uur

TRIBUTE TO BARD OF AVON

Garden Contains Every Shrub, Flower
or Plant Mertioned in Plays of
Shakespeare.

Tradition has it that Shakespeare
was a frequent partaker of the hos-
pitality dispensed at a certain tavern
in Brentford, and until recently this
was the only direct association which
this portion of Greater Londor could
claim with the world's chief drama-
tist.

Now, however, a tram-ride to the
Shakespeare garden in Raverscourt
park, Hammersmith, brings the po-
et’s devotees to a Mittle green board
which conveys this intimation: “This
garden contains all the herbs and gar-
den plants mentioned in Shakespeare's
works.”

Many an Interesting hour may be
spent here in an occupation at once
literary and herticultural, in locating
in garden-bed and printed page the
whereabouts of the plants and flowers
whioh figure In Shakespearean
drumas

On the estate of the countess of

Warwick in Essex there Is a worthy
tribute to the Bard of Avon. It is a
plece of land known as the “Shake-
eépeare Border,” and Includes every
flower, shrub, and vegetable mention-
ed by the poet. HEvery specimen is
labeled, not only with its botanie
name, but also with the quotation
from the play In which it is mention-
ed. —London Malil

Such an Obvious Solution,

After Cave Johnson had served his
long and brilliant career in congress
and had retired to the quiet private
lite, he once stepped Into the office of
his nephew, Robert Johnson, then a
young lawyer of much promise, and
finding the young man engaged in
writing with a gol. pen, had occasion
to remark upon the extravagance of
the rising generation.

“Why 18 It," sald he, “that every
young man now has his gold pen,
while those of my day were contemt
to use thelr goosequills™

“l suppose,” replied Robert in the
most innocent manner possible, “it is
because there were more geese whes

YOu wWere & young man.”

TORTURING TWINGE!
Much so-called rhenmatism is
by weakened kidneys. Whnh
neys fail to clear the blood

lumbago, sciatica, gravel
and urinary disorders.

Amm

John T. BScantling,
840 Johnson St, Trin-
idad, Colo., says: *“I
wis heipless In  bed
for three months with
rhsumatism. When I
did get up, 1 had to
uss crulches Besidea
backache and rheu-

matio ns,’ I had
troubla with my kid-
neys, After doctoring
unsuccessfully, 1 be-
gan using Doan's Kid-
ney Pllls. They cured
the terrible pains and

have been able to
since.
erent

Flnc Old Sailor,
Lord John Hay, the oldest 4
naval officer, has just completed i
elghty-sixth year. Like many of ¢
old sailors he has had a i
career, not the least interesting
dent in which being the fact that
was the first British subject to
ister the government of Cyprus.
took possession of the island 1
convention of 1878, and mmhnl'
charge until the arrival of Lord ¥
ley, the first high commissioner, Iy
John entered the navytwo nln
Queen Victoria ascended thetl
and became an admiral of the
quarter of a century ago.

“JUST AS GOOD AS
BOND'S PILLS?

Don't you believe it! No such a Liy
remedy is made. But do not abuse |
dealer who tells you so! He Go-
intend to injure you or us; he
likes to make a larger profit §
Bond's Pills afford him. -
Just laugh at him and insist
BOND'S LIVER PILLS, the
safe and effective liver lt'lnu.luf.
are honestly made from
known ingredients and irlﬂwlt
to cost or trouble, -
They are expressly intended to &
Biliousness, Headaches, Consti
lndl.nltlon. Malaria uul all the §
ments due to an inactive liver or

els. :
“ABK YOIJE NEIGHBOR!™
Take just ONE pill at hlthn

wake up well, without any
feeling.

If the Pills cannot be obtained
your town, send 25¢ to us and get ¢
by return mail.

Bold by leading druggists, 25¢.
to us for free sample,
BOND'S PHARMACY CO, LI

ROCK, ARK.

Old Gowns Made Over.
Wonders can be worked by
over old frocks with black m
peries.© The bodice of an X
foundation can be treated to a te
fichu of the net with a hanging af
sleeve, and the skirt hung |
straight lengths lﬂ.‘hpndll
under the bell, with an opening
middlofmatmtlhl ts off tow
back.
At the hem of the gown the p
laid with some fulness :
skirt. A charming French
which this idea was elaborat:
mmmnhdatmat 1
able mauve and ‘yellow silk,
mauve net as a covering, and a ¢

ple rhinestone trimming is &a

A Practical Wife. *

“Wife, this is our wedding
sary.” +

“So it 1s."

“As a matter of sentiment I sb
bring home a bunch dm
night.” :

"Ncmmmmmm
Bring home some limburger ¢

Well Trained.
Brown—You seem more




