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CHAPTER IIL—CONTINUED.

Reno was some 90 miles away, and
not until late the next evening did the
grays reach the lonely post. Not a
eipn of hostile Indian had been seen
or heard, said the officer in command.
Small bands of hunters were out to-
ward Pumpkin Butte two days before.
Yes, Ogallallas—and a scouting par-
ty, working down the valley of the
Powder, had met no band at all, though
trails were numerous. They were now
patrolling toward the Big Horn. Per-
haps there'd be a courier in to-morrow.
Better get a good night's rest mean-
timne, he said. But all the same he
daubled his guards and ordered extra
vigilance, for all men knew John Fol-
som, and when Folsom was anxious
on the Indian question it was time tc
look alive. Daybreak came without a
sign, but Folsom could not rest. The
grays had no authority to go beyond
Reno, but such was his anxiety that it
was decided to hold the traop at the
cantonment for a day or two. Mean-
time, despite his years, Folsom decided
to push on for the Gap. All efforts to
dissuade him were in vain. With him
rode DBaptiste, a half-breed French-
man, whose mother was an Ogallalla
squaw, and “Bat” had served him many
a year. Their canteens were filled,
their saddle-pouches packed. They led
along an extra mule, with camp equip-
age, and shook hands gravely with the
officers ere they rode away. “All de-
pends,” said Folsom, *“on whether Red
Cloud is hereabouts in person. If he
is and I can get his ear I can probably
stave off trouble long encugh to get
those people at the Gap back to Kear-
ney, or over here. They're goners if
they attempt to stay there and build
that post. If you don’t have word
from us in two days, send for all the
troops the government can raise. It
will take every mother’s son they've
got to whip the Sioux when once
they're leagued together.”

“But our men have the new breech-
loaders now, Mr. Folsom,” said the
officers. “The Indians Lave only old
percussion-cap rifles, and not too many
of them.”

“But there are 20 warriors to every
soldier,” was the answer, “and all are
fighting men.”

They watched the pair until they
disappeared far to the west. All day
long the lookouts searched the horizon.
All that night the sentries listened for
hoofbeats on the Bozeman road, but
only the weird chorus of the coyotes
woke the echoes of the dark prairie.
Dawn of the second day came, and, un-
able to bear suspense, the major sent
a little party, mounted on their fleet-
edt horses, to scour the prairie at least
halfway to the foothills of the Big
ITorn, and just at nightfall they came
back—three at least—galloping like
mad, their mounts a mass of foam.
Folsom’s dread was well founded. Red
Cloud. with heaven only knows how
many warriors, had camped on Crazy
Woman’s Fork within the past three
days, and gone on up stream. He
might have met and fought the troops
sent out three days before. He must
have met the troops dispatched to
Warrior Gap.

And this last, at least, he had done.
For a few seconds after the fall of the
buiffalo bull, the watchers on the dis-
tant ridge lay still, except that Dean,
turning slightly, called to the orderly
trumpeter, who had come trotting out
atfer the troop commander, and was
now halted and afoot some 20 yards
down the slope. “Go back, Bryan,” he
ordered. “Halt the ambulances. Noti-
fy Capt. Brooks that there are lots of
Indians ahead, and have the sergeant
deploy the men at once.” Tken he
turned back and with his field glass
studied the party along the ravine.

“They can’t have seen us, can they,
lieutenant?” muttered the trooper
nearest him.

But Dean’s young face was grave
and clouded. Certainly the Indians
acted as though they were totally un-
aware of the presence of troops, but
the more he thought the more he
knew that no big body of Sioux would
be traveling across country at so crit-
jcal a time (country, too, that was
conquered as this was from their ene-
mies, the Crows), without vigilant
scouts afar out on front and flank.
The more he thought. the more he
knew that even as early as three
o'clock those keen-eyed fellows must
have sighted his little column, con-
spicuous as it was because of its wag-
ons. Beyond questiony he told him-
self, the chief of the band or village
so steadily approaching from the
northeast had full information of their
presence, and was coming confidently
ahead. What had he to fear? Even
though the blood of settlers and sol-
diers might still be red upon the hands
of his braves, even though fresh scalps
might be dangling at this moment
from their shields, what mattered it?
Did he not know that the safeguard of
the Indian bureau spread like the wing
of a protecting angel over him and his
people, forbidding troops to molest or

. open fire unless they themselves were
attacked? Did he not laugh in his
ragged shirt sleeve at the policy of the
white fool who would permit the red
enemy to ride boldly up to his soldiers,
count their numbers, inspect their ar-
ray, satisfy himself as to their arma-
ment and readiness, then calculate the
chances, and, if he thought the force
too strong, ride on his way with only
o significant gesture in parting in-
sult? If, on the contrary, he found it
weak, then he could turn loose his
braves, surround, massacre and scaip,
and swear before the commissioners
gent out to investigate next moon that
ke and his people knew nothing about
the matter—nothing, at least, that
they could be induced to tell.

One moment more Dean watched and
waited. Two of the Indians in the
ravine were busily reloading their
rifles. Two others were aiming over
the bank, for, with the strange stupid-
ity of their kind, the other buffalo,
even when startled by the shot, had
never sought szfety in flight, but were

now sniffing the odor of blood on the
tainted air and slowly, wonderingly
drawing near the stricken leader as
though to ask what ailed him. Obe-
dientand docile the Indian ponies stood
with drooping heads, hidden under
the shelter of the steep banks. Nearer
and nearer came the big black animals,
bulky, stupid, fatuous; the foremost
lowered a huge head to sniff at the
blood cozing from the shoulder of the
dying bull, then two more shots puffed
out from the ravine, the huge head
tossed suddenly in air, and the un-
gainly brute started and staggered,
whirled about and darted a few yards
away, then plunged on its knees, and
the next moment, startled at some
sight the soldier watchers could not
see, the black band was seized with
sudden panic and darted like mad into
the depths of the watercourse, dis-
appeared one moment from sight, then,
suddenly reappearing, came laboring
up the hither side, straight for the
crest on which they lay, a dozen black,
bounding, panting beasts thundering
over the ground, followed by half a
dozen darting Indian ponies, each with
his lithe rider scurrying in pursuit.
“Out of the way, men! Don't fire!”
shouted Dean. And, scrambling back
toward their horses, the lieutenant
and his men drew away from the front
of the charging herd, invisible as yet
to the halted troop and to the occu-
pants of the ambulance, whose eager
heads could be seen poked out at the
side doors of the leading vehicle, as
though watching for the cause of the
sudden halt. ’
And then a thing happened that at
least one man saw and fortunately
remembered later. Bryan, the trum-
peter, with jabbing heels and flapping
arms,,was tearing back toward the
troop at the moment at the top speed
of his gray charger, already so mnear
that he was shouting to the sergeant
in the lead. By thistime, too, that vet-
eran trooper, with the quick sense of
duty that seemed to inspire the war-
time sergeant, had jumped his little
column “front into line” to meet the
unseen danger; so that now, with car-
bines advanced, some thirty blue jack-
ets were aligned in the loose fighting
order of the prairies in front of the
foremost wagon. The sight of the dis-
tant officer and men tumbling hur-
riedly to one side, out of the way pre-
sumably of some swiftly-coming peril,
acted like magic on the line. Carbines
were quickly brougbt to ready, the
gun locks crackling in chorus as the

Disdainfully turned their backs.

horses pranced and snorted. Dut it
had a varying effect on the occupants
of the leading wagon. The shout of
“Indians” from Bryan's lips, the sight
of scurry on the ridge ahead brought
the engineer and aid-de-camp spring-
ing out, rifle in hand, to take their
manly part in the coming fray. It
should have brought Maj. Burleigh too,
but that appropriately named non-
combatant never showed outside. An
instant more and to the sound of rising
thunder, before the astonished eyes of
the cavalry line there burst into view,
full tear for safety, the uncouth, yet
marvelously swift-running leaders of
the little herd. The whole dozen came
flying across the sky line and down
the gentle slope, heading well around
to the left of the line of troopers, while
sticking to their flanks like red net-
tles half a dozen warriors rode like
the wind on their nimble ponies, crack-
ing away with revolver or rifle in sav-
age joy in the glorious sport. Too
much for Burleigh’s nerve was the
combination of sounds, thunder of
hoofs and sputter of shots, for when a
cheer of sympathetic delight went up
from the soldier line at the sight of the
chase, and the young engineer sprang
to the door of the ambulance to help
the major out, he found him a limp and
ghastly heaps quivering with terror in
the bottom of the wagon, looking for
all the world as if he were trying to
crawl under the seat.

CHAPTER IV.

Away to the left of the little com-
mand tore the quarry and the chase.
Out on the rolling prairie, barely four
hundred yards from where the ambu-
lance and mules were backed into a
tangle of traces and whiffletrees and
fear-stricken creatures, another buffa-
lo had dropped in a heap; a swarthy
rider had tumbled off his pony, cut a
slash or two with ever-ready knife, and
then, throwing a bead-bedizened left
leg over his eager little mount, had
gone lashing away after his fellows,
not without a jeering slap at the halt-
ed soldiery. Then, in almost less time
than it takes to tell it, the pursued and
pursuers had vanished from sight over
a low ridge a mile to the north. “Only
a hunting party!” said one of the
nervous recruits, with a gulp of re-
lief. “Only a hunting party,” gasped
Burleigh, as presently he heaved him-
self up from the floor, “and I thought
I'd never find that damned gun of
mine. All this fuss for nothing!™ he
continued, his lips still blue and quiv-
ering. “That green youngster up there
in front hasn't learned the first princi-
ples of plainscraft yet. Here, Brooks,”
he added, loudly, “it's high time you
were looking after this sub of yours,”
and Brooks, despite his illness, was in-
deed working out of the back door of his
vellow trundle bed at the moment, and
looking anxiously about. But the en-
gineer stood pale and quiet, coolly
studying the flustered growler, and
when Burleigh's shifting eyes sought
that young scientist’s face, what he
read there—and Burleigh was no fool
—told him he would be wise to change
the tune. The aid had pushed him in
front of the troop and was signaling to
Dean, once more in saddle and scan-
ning through his glass the big hand
afar down the valley.

“Take my horse, sir,” said the ser-
geant, dismounting, and the officer
thanked him and rode swiftly out to
join the young commander at the
front. Together they gazed and con-
sulted and still no signal came to re-
sume the advance. Then the troopers
saw the staff officer make a broad
sweep with his right arm to the south,
and in a moment Dean's hat was up-
lifted and waved well out in that di-
rection. “Drop carbine,” growled the
sergeant. “By twos again. Incline to
the right. Damn the Sioux, I say!
Have we got to circle five miles around
their hunting ground foc fear of hurt-
ing their feelings? Come on, Jimmy,”
he added to the driver of the leading
wagon. Jimmy responded with vig-
orous language at the expense of his
leading mules. The quartermaster and
engineer silently scrambled in; the
ambulance started with a jerk and
away went the party off to the right
of the trail, the wagons jolting a
bit now over the uneven clumps of
bunch grass.

But once well up at the summit of
the low divide the command reined in
for a look at the great Indian caval-
cade swarming in the northeastwexd
valley, and covering its grassy surface
still a good mile away. Out from
among the dingy mass came galloping
half a dozen young braves, followed
by as many squaws. The former soon
spread out over the billowy surface,
some following the direction of the
chase, some bounding on southwest-
ward as though confident of finding
what, they sought the moment they
reached the nearest ridge; some rid-
ing straight to the point where lay
the carcasses of the earliest victims
of the hunt. Here in full view of the
soldiery, but vouchsafing them no
glance nor greecting wkLatever, two
young warriors veined in their lively
ponies and disdainfully turned their
backs upon the spectators on the di-
vide, while the squaws, with shrill
laugh and chatter, rolled from their
saddles and began the drudgery of
their lot—skinning and cutting up the
buffaloes slaughtered by their lords.

“Don't you see,” sneered Burleigh,
“it’s nothing but a village out for a
hunt—nothing in God's world to get
stampeded about. We've had all this
show of warlike preparations for noth-
ing.” But he turned away again as
he caught the steady look in the en-
gineer’s blue eyes, and shouted to his
more appreciative friend, the aid-de-
camp: “Well, pardner, haven't we
fooled away enough time here, or have
we got to await the pleasure of people
that never saw Indians before?"

Dean flushed crimson at the taunt.
He well knew for whom it was meant.
He was indignant enough by this time
to speuk for himself, but the aid-de-
camp saved him the trouble,

“I requested Mr. Dean to halt a few
moments, Burleigh. It i{s necessary
I should know what band this is, and
how many are out.”

“Well, be quick about it,” snapped
the quartermaster. “I want to get to
Reno before midnight, and at this
rate we won't make it in a week."”

A sergeant who could speak a little
Sioux came riding back to the camp,
a grin on his sun-blistered face. “Well,
sergeant, what'd he say?"” asked the
stafl officer.

“He said would I plaze go to hell,
sor,” was the prompt response.

“Won't he tell who they are?"

“He won't, sorr. He says we know
widout askin’, which is thrue, sorr.
They're Ogallallas to a man, barrin’
the squaws and pappooses, wid ould
RRed Cloud himself.”

“How'd you find out if they wouldn't
talk?” asked the staff officer, impa-
tiently.

“"Pwas the bucks wouldn't talk—ex-
cept in swear wurruds. I wasted no
time on them, sorr. I gave the first
squaw the last hardtaelk in me saddle-
bags and tould her wa it Machpealota,
and she said it was, 4nd he was wid
Dox Karesha—that's ov'd Folsom—not
six hour ago, an’ Folsctx's gone back
to the cantonment.”

“Then the quicker we #kip the bet-
ter,” were the aid-de-caw'p's words.
“Get us to Reno fast as ya'y can, Dean,
Strike for the road again as soon as
we're well beyond their a<Talo. Now
for it! There's something behind zll
this bogus hunt business, and Folsom
knows what it is.”

And every mile of the way, until
thick darkness settled down over the
prairie, there was something behind
the trooper cavalcade—several some-
things—wary red men, young and
wiry, who never let themselves be
seen, yet followed on over wave after
wave of prairie to look to it that no
man went back from that column to
carry the news of their presence to the
little battalion left in charge of the
new post at Warrior Gap.

1t was the dark of the moon, or, as
the Indians say, *“the nights the moon
is sleeping in his lodge,” and by ten
p. m. the skies were overcast. Only
here and there a twinkling star was
visible, and only where some trooper
struck a light for his pipe could a
hand be seen in front of the face. The
ambulance mules that had kept their
steady jog during the late afternoon
and the long gloaming that followed
still seemed able to maintain the gait,
and even the big, lumbering wagon at
the rear came briskly on under the tug
of its triple span, but in the intense
darkness the guides at the head of the
column kept losing the road, and the
bumping of the wagons would reveal
the fact, and a halt would be ordered,
men would dismount and go bending
and crouching and feeling their way
over the almost barren surface, hunt-
ing among the sage brush for the dou-
ble furrow of the trail. Matches in-
numerable were consumed, and min-
utes of valuable time, and the quarter-
master waxed fretful and impatient,
and swore that his mules could find
their way where the troopers couldn’t,
and finally, after the trail had been lost
and found half a dozen times, old
Brooks was badgered into telling
Dean to I't the ambulance take the
lead. The driver shirked at once.

“There’s no tellin’ where we'll fetch
up,” said he. “Those mules can't see
the trail if a man can’t. Take their
harness off and turn ’em loose, an’ I
suppose they can find their way to
the post, but sure as you turn them
loose when they've got somethin® on
'em, or behind 'em, and the doggone
cussedness of the creatures will
prompt them to smash things.”

[To Be Continued.]

They have a right to centare, that
have a heart to help. The rest s
cruelty, not injusties.
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GRAVEYARD GUARDIANS.

How the Cemeteries of a Great City
Are Protected from Nocturnal
Depredations,

Every oemetcrj in Chicago and in
its suburbs has a watchman, whose
work it is through the dark hours
of the night to make the round of
the vaults and the graves. Under the
belief that it must be a hard task to
find men willing to stand guard by
musty tombs and new-made graves
when the moon is in the dark the of-
ficials of several Chicago cemetery
companies were asked if they did not
ever find difficulty in getting men to
make the nightly rounds, says the
Tribune of that city.

“Difliculty? Bless you, no,” was the
answer. “The place of night watch-
man in a cemetery is one that is sought
after. It may strike some people as
being an uncanny sort of a job, but
its ‘uncanniness’ makes it attractive
There is no more trouble about get-
ting a man to make the round of the
tombstones than there is to get one to
sit on a stool and figure up how much
the lot-owners owe.”
~ An easy way to commit suicide and
to save friends the trouble of carrying
the body far for a resting place after
death is to scale the wall of Graceland
or the fence of Calvary some time be-
tween midnight and dawn and go med-
dling around some newly-made grave
or go fooling with the lock of some
granite vault. So ghouls confine their
operations to unguarded country cem-
eteries. Every graveyard guardian in
Chicago and vicinity is armed and is
said to ‘be a crack shot. The Calvary
watchman cannot well miss his game,
for he carries over his shoulder a heav-
ily charged double-barrel shotgun, and
shot scatter pretty well at a distance
of 25 or 30 yards. This guardian of Chi-
cago's Roman Catholic dead can follow
up this shotgun fusillade with revolver
bullets if necessary.

It fell to the lot of a man recently
to make an extremely early call at
Graceland cemetery. The sun was
just coming up as the visitor entered
the burial ground. The fact that it
was daylight saved him. As he stood
on one of the walks near the center
of the cemetery, for he had gone thus
far undiscovered, a man on a bicycle
whirled down on him. It was a case
of stand aad deliver your intentions.
As a matter of fact the visitor had
gone there in the interest of a cer-
tain newspaper whose city editor had
heard that the newly erected monu-
ment of a prominent man had been
overthrown. He wished to get the
story into an early edition. If the
editor could have entered Graceland
just as the tips of the willows near
the pond were being gilded by the
rising sun he would have seen his
emissary walking briskly toward the
gate just a few yards in advance of
a cross-looking man on a wheel. It
was eight o'clock before the actual
facts touching the condition of the
injured monument could be learned.

There are signs posted about a Jew-
ish cemgtery northwest of Chicago
which say succinetly:

KEEP OUT!

Any Person Seen in This Cemetery Be-
tween Sundown and Sunrise Will Be
Shot. No Questions Asked.

It might seem at first thought that
the robbery of a grave well filled in
with earth would be the question of
too much time to allow its successful
accomplishment. As a matter of fact,
in those parts of the cemeteries
which are set aside for the sale of
single graves the bodies are placed so
close together that in digging one
burial place the side of the coffin in
the next grave is often uncovered.
The graves are frequently dug the
day before the interment takes place,
and in cases like this the taking of a
body from the adjoining place of sep-
ulcher by way of the newly dug
grave would be the matter of but a
minute,

It is not, however, any great danger
from grave robbers that leads to the
extraordinary vigilance exercised over
cemeteries. There are ghouls of less-
er degree, those whose booty is the
flowers left by friends on the resting
places of their dead. The rare blos-
soms which are to be purchased on
the street at such extraordinarily
cheap prices are at times those which
the day before had been part of the
trappings of a funeral. There is a
sale for the wire forms in which elab-
orate flower designs are placed, and
these are not infrequently stolen.

Ruassin’s "loneers.

The Cossacks are the arms and legs
of Russia, while the moujik is the back-
bone. The Cossacks won Siberia for
Russia when they were the daring
fringe of her population, grown adven-
turous and warlike by their frequent
conflicts with the Tartars who crowd-
ed Russia’s borders. In them is con-
centrated the enterprise and aggress-
iveness which the moujik lacks.
They cut the path and the moujiks fol-
lowed, and the descendants of these
hardy pioneers live throughout Siberia
to-day, forming a hereditary military
caste. So strict are the laws of heredi-
ty among the Cossacks that it is al-
most impossible for an officer who was
not born one to obtain a commission
in a Cossack regiment.—N. Y. Sun.

Cuba to Be Resurveyed.

In response to the frequent appeals
from navigators and captains of ports
and a special request of Gen. Wood,
the United States navy department
will soon commence a complete geo-
detical survey of the Cuban coast and
of the waters for a radius of several
meters. As an example of the utter
unreliability of the Spanish chart, the
Isle of Pines is seven miles out of the
course represented by it. There are
other errors equally surprising and
navigation near the coast is foolhardy
without a competent pilot. It is
thought that it will require three
years to thoroughly resurvey the
Cuban coast and waters.—Chicago
Chronicle.

A Deposed Ruler,
" Spudds—How do you like your new
cook?
Henpeck—Oh, fine; my wife isn’t boss
of the establishment any longer.—De-
troit Free Press.

A Hot Day in London,

The hottest day experienced in Lon-
don in recent years was August 18, 1893,
when the thermometer reached 94 de-
grees Fahrenheit in the shade.—N. Y.
Journal

Siberian Prisons Abolished,
Biberia is no longer to be a penal colony.
The imperial decree abolishing the former
atatus 1s the result of the building of the
Trans-Siberian railroad. Nothing can com-
e to the rapid settlement of the vast Si-
g::ian plains by the inrushing farmers, un-
less it be the rapid growth achieved by
that famous dyspepsia cure, Hostetter's
Stomach Bitters. Try it for constipation,
indigestion, dyspepsia, biliousness or flatu-
lency, if you would be well.

Sandy as an Art Critie.

One day, while Millais was painting his
famous picture, *“Chill October, amongrthe
reeds and rushes on the banks of the Ta
a man came up behind him and stood look-
ing at the picture, then at the surroundin
landscape. ~ Finally he asked in a broa
Scotch dialect:  *‘Man, did ye never trv{)ho-
tography?”’ ‘“No, never,” replied Millais,

amtmg slowly. A pause. “It’s u hantle
fgren eal) qulcker,‘ said the man. “Yes,

suppose 80.” Another pause; then the
Scotchman added, thoughtfully: *‘An’ it’s
mair like the place!”—San Francisco Argo-
naut.

How's This?

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward
for any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured
by Hall’s Catarrh Cure.

F. J. Cheney & Co., Props., Toledo, ().

We, the undersigned, have known F. J.
Cheney for the last 15 years, and believe him
perfectly honorable in all business transac-
tions and financially able to casry out any
obligations made by their firm.

]\\réestok T'ruax, Wholesale Druggists, To-
edo, O.

Walding, Kinnan & Marvin, Wholesale
Druggists, Toledo, O. 3

Hgﬁ'a Catarrh Cure is taken internally,
acting directly upon the blood and mucous
surfaces of the system. Price 75¢. per bot-
tle. Sold by all ~Druggists. Testimouials

{ree.
Hall’s Family Pills are the best.

Worked Both Ways.

“T can’t have lost all my good looks,"” said
Miss Northside to her best friend, Miss
Shadyside, “for I can still obtain a seat in
a crowded street car.”

“Oh, well,” replied Miss Shadyside, “you
know the men will give seats to old age as
well as to youthful beauty.”—Pittsburgh
Chronicle-Telegraph.

Your Poor Back

Aches and aches and aches. Every move-
ment hurts. Standing, lying, sitting, walk-
ing, always aches. You may have relief if
you will. Science knows why your back
aches. Science has given the world Dodd’s
Kidney Pills. They never fail. Thousands
who have doubted just as you do now have
tried and proven them. Their evidence you
have. They say they have been cured. Muny
bad tried everything else and given up hope.
Many had been given up by the doctors.
They say that they have been completely
cured by the use of Dodd’s Kidney Pills.
You, too, may be cured. Do not suffer a
moment longer. Be sure you get the gen-
uine Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

Hiandicapped.,

“Tibbs, T never hear you make any fun
of Yyour wife’s cooking.”

“‘Well, no; you see, she belongs to &0
many cooking clubs that 1 do a &wod deal
of the home cooking myself.”—Indianapolis
Journal.

Try Graln-0! Try Grain-0!

Ask your Grocer to-day toshow you a pack-
age of GRAIN-O, the new food drink that
takes the place of coffee. Children may
drink it without injur{. as well as adults.
Allwhotryit like it. GRAIN-O has that rich
seal brown of Mocha or Java, but is made
frompuregrains,and the most delicate stom-
achreceivesit without distress. } the price of
coffee. 15c.and 25¢c. per package. Allgrocers.

No Doubt of Tt.—"So there was a real
fashionable audience at the musicale?” “Oh,
yes; they kept right on talkiug through all
the music.””—Philadelphia Bulletiu.

Best for the Bowels.

No matter what ails you, headache to a
cancer, you will never get well until your
bowels are put right. Cascarets help nature,
cure you without a gripe or pain, produce
easy natural movements, cost you just 10
cents to start getting your health back.
(lascarets Candy Cathartic, the genuine, put
up in metal boxes, every tablet has C. ¢.C.
stamped on it. Beware of imitations.

01d Party—“Do you enjoy going to school,
my dear?” Up-to-Date lJ(id—“Prcuy well;
but I enjoy coming home from school a guud
deal better.””—-Somerville Journal.

;2-4.00 Per Weel;
To men with rigs to introduce our PoulHK

Compound among farmers. Address, wit
stamp, Acme Mfg. Co., Kansas City, Mo.

Some men are so stingy they refuse to
smile except at the expense of others.—Chi-
cago Daily News.

Carter’s Ink .
is used by millions, which is a sure proof of
itsquality. Send for free booklet, “Inklings.
Address Carter’s Ink Co., Boston, Mass.

You will never profit by your mistakes as
Jong as you blame others for them.—Atch-
ison Globe.

Piso’s Cure is the best medicine we ever
used for all affections of the throat and
Jungs.—Wm. O. Endsley, Vanburen, Ind..
Feb. 10, 1900.

Abuse is doubly painful when wit is used
as a conveyance.—Chicago Daily News.

Check Cr)l:l: and BronchitTwitb Hale'’s
Honey of Horehound and Tar, y
Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in one minute.

A smile is the reflection of a light heart.—
Chicago Daily News.

Have you ever experienced the joyful sen-
sation of' a good appetite? You will if you
chew Adams’ Pepsin Tutti Frutti.

Even the timid engineer whisles at dan-
ger.—N. Y. Press.

Dyeing is as simpie as washing when you
use Purvam FapeLess Dyes. Bold by all
druggists.

No one is ever too busy to tell his troubles.
—Atchison Globe.

To Cuje s Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
druggists refund money if itfails to cure. 25¢.

COME AND GO 3

1a many forms D

Rheumatism
Neuralgia
Lumbago
Sciatica

D & N Pk sodenty:

but they go promptly by the
use o

-: St.‘.lacobs Oil

which is a certain sure cure,

A NARROW ESCAPE.
A GRATEEFUL WOMAN.

MRS. F. J. LYNCH, GRAND RAPIDS, MICH.
Mrs F J Lynch. 324 South hivision street, Grand Rapids, Mich., writes:
The Peruna Medicine Company, Columbus, Ohio:

QGentlemen- -*‘ | earnestly rrycommend Poruna fo any suffering women
as It cures quickly. | had a nmost persistent cough which nothing seemed
t0 cure. Two bottles of Peruna did more for me than all the doctors
soemed to do. In a couple of wecks I found mysell In oxcellent health,
and have been enloying It ev.r since. Hence | lock on Peruna as a tres

friend to womon."’

Chronic Coughs
and Colds Are
Catarrhal

Diseases.

Catarrh is—t—he Contin-
uval Scourge cf
Christendom.

Catarrh hovers ominously over every
city, and nestles treacherously in ¢ very ham-
let. It flies with vampire wings { “om coun-
try to country, and casts a black shadow
of despair over all lands. Its stealthy ap-
proachunditslingering stay makeiita read
to the physician and a pest to the patient.

It changes the merry laugh of childhood
to the wheezy breathing of croun, and the
song of the Blushing maiden to .he hollow
cough of consumption. In its withering
grasp the rounded form of thc fond wife
and mother becomes gaunt and _spectral,
and the healthy flush of manho«d turns to
the sallow, haggard visage of the nvalid.,

Cough takes the place of ccaversation,

MRS. F. J. LYNCH.

speech gives way to spitting, the repulsive
odors oF chronic catarrh poison the kiss o
the fondest lovers, and thickened mem.
branes bedim sight, impair hearing and de-
stroy taste.

Like the plague-stricken Egyptians a cry
of distress has gone out from every house-
hold, and the mildew of woe clings to every
hearthstone.

Catarrh in some form, catarrh im some
stage lurks as an enem[\l! in the slightest
cough or cold and finishes its fiendish work
in heart disease and consumption.

No tissue, function, or organ of the body
escapes its ravages; muscles wither, nerves
shatter, and secretions dry up under ity
blighting presence. So stubborn and diffi-
cult is this disease that to invent a remedy
to cure chronic catarrh has been the ambi.
tion of the greatest minds in all ages.

Is it therefore any wonder that the vast
multitude of people who have been cured
of chronic catarrh hgr Peruna are so Javish
in their praise of this remedy? That the
discovery of Peruna has made the cure of
catarrh a practical certainty is not only the
testimony of the people, but many medical
men declare it to be true.

As a drug store in this age of the world is
incomplete without Peruna, it can be ob-
tained anywhere with directions for use.
A complete guide for the prevention and
cure of catarrh and all diseases of winter,
sent free by The Peruna Medicine Co., Co-
Jumbus, Ohio.

PAIN OPENED HER SKULL

Mrs. Lasher’s Remarkable Story—Dr. Greene’s Nervura
: Cured Her.
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MRS. FRED. C. LASHER, JR.

The case of Mrs. Fr:d. C. Lasher, Jr., a well-known woman of Westport,
N. Y., is one of the mos: interesting on record. It is an actual fact that head-

aches caused her head to split.

“ For thirteen years,” she says, I suffered from terrible headaches night
and day, until the bone: of my skull opened so that the doctor could lay his
thumb right into the o}.ening on to my brain. Two doctors attended me and
claimed that 1 was on t)ie verge of insanity. I was under their care for nine

years, but got no relief

Then I tried Dr. Greene's Nervura blood and nerve

remedy, and inside of » year the bones of my head had taken their natural

shape again.”

That Mrs. Lasher's statements are true is vouched for by reliable men of
Westport, and by a Justice of the Peace there. Dr. Greene's Nervura blood
and nerve remedy cured Mrs. Lasher when all other remedies failed, and it cures
thousands of suffering women every year. If your head aches, if you cannot
sleep and are weak an | nervous, remember that this great curative agent, Dr.
Greene's Nervura bloo 1 and nerve remedy, will make you well and strong. ,

Dr. Greene’s N:rvura blood and nerve remedy is a physician’s
prescription, formulated from a discovery after years of investigae
tion and experimer.t. Dr. Greene, 35 West 14th St., New York City,
is the discoverer. He can be consulted free personally or by letter,
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