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‘Mrs. Chas, F. Brown, Vice-Preaident
Mothers’ Club, 21 Cedar Terrace, Hot
Springs,

« Writes:

etable Com -and totry |
Atthocnd;!thmmthlms dlilm‘
woman., Every one remarked about
my husband fell in love with me all over
again, 1 E. Pinkham's V
cptpmg entiré system, cured the

ble, and 1 felf like ‘a new woman. ‘Tam |
sure it will make every ering woman
strong, well and happy, as it has me.”

Women who are troubled with pain-

ful or ar

"feeling, dizziness, faintness,
s, Or nervous prostration
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Cattle, Hogs i-Sheep

Your
To ROGERS & ROGERS,
Unlon Stock Yards, 8o.” 8t. Paul, Minn.
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" Papumatic Soles. 4 l‘e‘l

'ta health which is
: | aweet singers were

| daughter! :

% | requested old Rhys.

(Copyright, 1008, by Joseph B. Bowles.)
-At the we

_ wedding - of Grafog and
Essyllt, held in the house of -the
bride’s father—a ocompany of merry
friends  with . their harp-player and
present. A
_Green woods and golden fields, en-
circled the house to keep and hold
which Essylit's' father would forfeit
his .own lite. The tribal element

£ grips these peoples By inheritance

the house and its farm lands came

from his father to him, by énheri-

tance it should go down to his son.
And for this son he bkacrificed a

A mere ghanee at the pale face of
the bride, seated at the head of the

| table, would. tell you that instead of

smiling in sympathy with the festivi-
ties, she felt the horror of beholding
& company feasting at the death of
‘her soul. Her gorgeous robes of red
and blue and green mocked the sor-
row in her dark, frightened eyes, in|
her hollow cheeks, and pain-drawn
wmouth.

The bolsterois bridegroom at her
side pretended not to note his new-

- made wife's distress. But sometimes

the flush in his face gave way to sud-
den paleness..

A guest suggested:

“Essylit will sing! She will give
us a merry song to-day!”

The others applauded and laughed
at the happy hit. Eassyllt looked to be

. on ‘the verge of weeping.

“Excuse her; excuse her!” quickly
“She 18 too much
overcome to-day.”

Grafog, her husband, turned with &.
tender look in which elation and fear
wingled, and said: :

“Are you too happy to sing,
Essylit?”

“I—I cannot! I—"

Essyllt bowed her head and hid
her face in her hands.

Grafog looked at her a moment in
silence. Then turning upon the others
boisterously called for a song. The
elation in his look and manner, con-
veyed the idea of victory, the sense
of achievement by the defeat of an-
other. As he called loudly for a
song, a cruel line came into his face,
& gleam of hatred into his deep-set
gray eyes; they rested on the face
of a young man opposite, whose gaze
was riveted on Essylit. .

The pale, intense face and large,
sorrow-laden, brown eyes of this youth
reflected the agony of the bride. The
flash of triumph that lighted Grafog’s
face revealed the secret. Here the
victor met the vanquished.

In his flerce elation Grafog, lacking

perhaps, the chivalrous sense, could |

not resist the temptation to torture
this boy and girl between whom he
stood. {

“Come,” said he, hoarsely, “Emlyn
Lloyd shall sing!”

Clapping hamds, moving. chairs
about, and settling in new places, the
company kept up hilarious calls in or-
der to ensure Emlyn’s compliance. A
running fire of complimentary phrases
went round for the same purpose.

And Emlyn? As Grafog and the
others persisted, he at last yielded. A
change came over him. Sadness deep-
ened in the lines of his white face.
Into his eyes came a look of anger.
A sense of outrage crept into his ex-
pression. He stood up. The flerce
chords with which the harpist pre-
luded the song heralded an indignant
outburst.

The singer moved forwa:d till he
stood in the midst of the ga‘hering.

In a voice of liquid, golden beauty,
glorious as ‘'a mountain sunset, he
sang an old, old melody, “The Love-
Token.” Upon a finger of his left
hand there gleamed a ring of gold,
which his right hand involuntarily
touched as he sang. With every
line the terror in Essylit's eyes deep-
ened, and the trilumphant elation of
her husband increased. Grafog looked
from the singer to his bride with a
smile of satisfaction.

The company first nodded approval.
The pathos and the sweetness of the
singer appealed to:them more power
fully than ever. But presently they
began to exchange looks of wonder
at the intemsity of his manner.

The song told of a.ring which a
maiden gave to & youth as a token of
her true love; them told of her for-
saking him at the, bidding of ‘ambi-
tion; of her union with one.better-
born than he; of the bitterness of the

youth, who broke in twain the ring

and threw these fragments at her feet.
..The passion of the singer as he
dwelt on the woman’'s falsity thrilled
all who heard him. Essylit cowered,
weeping at her father’s side. Grafog

watched her and laughed.

‘When the singer came to the line:

| “Now here is a token of love that

| mast spend ver lite with ' man ahe
| “8be ts dead,” mosned old Rhys.

“No, no,” quickly said the mother
ly woman who had raised the girl

| from ‘the floor and held her in her

arms. “See! she is bredthing.”

The 'company 10oked eagerly at
Essylit's. pale face. The silence be-
came absolute, everything was still,
8ave the silver sun-rays playing with-
An that serious circle. Neither the
green trees, seen through the big win-
dow behind father and daughter, nor
the golden flelds, showed any emotion.

The inténse mountain stillness fell
upon all things without and within.

Then upon this mysterious hush
there broke the song of a ' woman.
The voice came from the outside, un-
der the big windows, and its sadness
and if¥ sweetness searched the hearts
of the hearer Mke the moan of a suf-
fering child. The song and the sun-
shine came through the window to-
gether, and the sad notes of the
melody mingled like shadows with
the bright sun-rays that played around
them.

The story told in the song belonged,
indeed, to the' age of the hills, the
story ef false love, betrayal and ven-
geance. )

The p&ople listened entranced; as it
listening to the voice of some moun-
tain fairy. :

Then came a sudden breaking of
the spell:

“Trovana!”

The word~came in agasp of.terror
from the lips of the bridegroom. The
harsh sound seemed to bruise the
beautiful melody upon which it fell.

All eyes turned upon Grafog.

“She’s only a beggar woman sing-
ing for coppers,” said he, strangely.
“Drive her away!”

But no one moved to obey him.
Looking at him, they noted his agita-
tion.

“Trovana,” he muttered, repeatedly.

During the song, Essylit slowly re-
covered. The song caught her atten-
tion. She listened ‘intently. As the
story unfolded itself, her eyes flashed
from the direction of the voice to the
face of her husband.

His agitation became painful. He
looked like a wild animal entrapped.
But he strove to hide his emotion, and
glanced about him furtively to note
if he were watched.

“Trovana!” he cried in despair.

'OBLIGING THE SHOPKEEPER.

Traveler Had Time to Try On a Few

There has been,a great deal of com-
plaint of the way in which a certain
class of shopkeepers try to force their
wéres upon passers-by, says London
Tit-Bits. One man., a traveler, has
managed to get.the better, of one of
these shopmen, a clothing dealer, who
had a way of alinost dragging people
into his place. One day, shortly after
his arrival in London. the traveler
stopped for a mcment to examine a
coat hanging in frent of a clothing 2s-
tablishment, when the shopman
rushed out and asked:

“Won't you try on some coats?”

“I don't know but I will,” |_'espoudexl
the traveler, consulting his watch. *f
'have some time to spare. Yes.”

He went in and began to work. No
matter how often he found his fit he
called for more coats, and after he
had tried on thirty he looked at his
watch again, resumed his own gar-
ments dnd walked off, saying:

“l won't charge anything fof what 1
have dene. I believe in a man who'll
oblige another when he can. If I'n
ever this way again and you have any
coats to try on, I'll do all I can to lelp
you.”

what he thought.

“The A. B. C. Excels.”

schools, previous to my enrollment at
Aaker's Business College, I believe |
can say that my testimony is based
upon actual experience and proof. |
find that the A. B. C. does not adver-
tise one thing and practice another,
but that a person can rely upon it in
every respect.
modern in equipment, building and
methods of teaching. With pleasure
I recommend it to all those desiring
a good business education. For direct
Information write to
HANS OVERBY,
Binford, N. D.
Binford, N. D., 3-21-'06.

No Let-Up.
“She says she was dying to speak
to you this morning when she saw
you,” said the peacemaker.

The song ended in-a sad cadence
The company broke into a clamor of
delight.
preciation of good singing overbore
all other considerations.

“Bring her in—bring her
cried.

“We must hear her sing again.”

But besides the delight they felt in
a good voice, they also felt merry at
observing Essyllt fully recovered.
And the reaction from grave to gay

in,” they

Their weakness for and ap-|

“Why doesn’t she, then?”
the gir] with the steely eye.

“You mean you'd like her to speak
to you?”

“No; die.”

replied

DR. J. H. RINDLAUB, (Specialist),
Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat,
Fargo, N. D.

" On His Father's Side.
Small Boy (just home from school)

made them irresponsible.

So some rushed out to bring in the
singer, while others prepared a place
for her performance and fixed the
harpist in position, that they might
begin without delay.

to these preparations; but the good
humor of the company out-ran his
wish.

“Come—come and
again!” they urged.

The woman's voice, sad and falter
ing, protested. The guests seemed to
paey no attention. ' They led her to
the doorway.

She appearéd at the entrance to
the feasting-chamber.

She looked young and terrible.
Her black smooth hair covered her
ears, then was twisted into a peculiar
roll at the back of her head. Her face,
thin and white with suffering and
hunger, expressed the bitterness of
the forsaken; and in her dark eyes
gleamed the patient hate of those
who treasure up a wrong.

Her dress bespoke the worst ot.
poverty—painful poverty. And at the
threshold, beholding the women ' in-
side in their best robes she seemed
to draw back ashamed of her rags.

But the men drew her in against
her will.

Grafog turned away, his face
contortions of agony.

The others called to" him reproach-
fully.

“Grafog!—welcome your new guest
—‘Trovana’ is her name.”,

Unable to resist, he turned about.
He and the singer stood face to face.

A scream of rage and hatred came
from Trovana. Her thin hands closed
and trembled feverishly. Her eyes
flashed on the staring people. With
out-stretched hands she cried frantic-
ally:

“You see my - piteous state—my
distress? Here, is the cause!—this
man—to whose wedding ° with: an-
other I come an unbidden guest. I
have wandered night and day upon
the hills seeking him and at 1
have found what I sought— at
wedding feast!”

The relentless hate in Her worda
struck terror’into the ‘people’s hearts.
' Grafog, with & cry fear, turned
less desire

sing to us

Grafog rose in alarm to put a ltop|

i

—Mamma, Miss Simpson says I'm de-
scended from a monkey.

His Mother (glancing severely at
her. husband)—Not on my side, dar-
ling.

The school is strictly

What the shopkeeper sail we are .
not told, but it is not hard to imagine

Having attended other commercial |

The

Method In His Madness.
special mania of an inFane man

was the belief that he himself was a
poathed egz. One day he said to his
keeper, “I would like a piece of toast.”

It wgs not at meal
keeper asked:

time, and the
“Why do you want a

plece of toast now?”
“Because,” answered the man, “I
am tired, and I'd iike to sit down!”

Remarkable Man,

“Popley seems to be quite an extra-
ordinary individual.”

“In what respect?”

“It appears that he can remember
quite a number of incidents connected
with his own boyhood that are fit to
repeat to his children.”

The Retort Bitter.

“Why, how-d've do?" said the bar-
ber to his one-time customer.
“Howd'y’,” snapped the latter.

“You're a stranger.

your face for a long time.”

“That’s odd.

I left most of it on

your razor the last time I was in your

shop.”

I haven't seen '
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His Limit.
Scribbles — Pennington certainly
knows how to treat a subject.
Dribbles—Yes, and that’s his limit
I never knew him to treat an ao

quaintance.
If you are a young man willing %
.ET .lc“ rough il alittle cowe toSan Franele
co and receiveihe highest wages paid anywhere om
eurth. Jobs foreverybody and no questions ashed
H you are willing Lo do a falr day’s work for m
than n fairday's pay. For particulars address
OF PUBLICITY, Reom 514 Union Trust Bidg ., Sau Prosctess,

STIFFNESS, STITCHES, LAMENESS, CRAMP,
‘TWISTS AND TWITCHES, ALL DECAMP WHEN
YOU APPLY

SHOES FOR MEN

The highest degree of style, fit and workman-
ship are embodied in these splendid shoes.
There arc nonc {hat cqual fhem in appearance
and wearing qualily at fhe price. They are

BUILT ON HONOR

‘That’s what the name means.

That’s what a trial will prove. By

all means wear **Honorbilt’’ shoes. Demand them of your dealer

—INSIST. Sold everywhere.

write to us.

If you cannot get them

We, also make the *Wesiern Lady,”’ and the
*‘Martha Waskington’® comfort shoes and a full lime

of men’s, women’s and children’s shoes.

Our trade-

mark is stamped on every sole.

F. Mayer Boot & Shoe Co.,
ullwuuho. Wis. .
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If more than ordinary skill in playing brings the honors of the
game to the winning player, so exceptional merit in a remedy
ensures the commendation of the well informed, and as a rea-
.sonable amount of outdoor life and recreation is conducive to
the health and strength, so does a perfect laxative tend to one’s
improvement in cases of constipation, biliousness, headaches,
etc. It is all important, however, in selecting a laxative, to
choose one of known quality and excellence, like the ever
pleasant Syrup of Figs, manufactured by the California Fig
Syrup Co., a laxative which sweetens and cleanses the system
effectually, when a laxative is needed, without any unpleasant
after effects, as it acts naturally and gently on the internal
organs, simply assisting nature when nature needs assistance,
without griping, irritating or debilitating the internal organs in
any way, as it contains nothing of an pbjectionablé or injurious
nature. As the plants which are combined with the figs in
the manufacture of Syrup of Figs are known to physicians to
act most beneficially upon the system, the remedy has met
with their general approval as a family laxative, a fact well
worth considering in making purchases. .

It is because of the fact that SY RUP OF FIGS
is a remedy of known quality and excellence, and approved by
physicians that has led to its use by so many millions of well
informed people, who would not use any remedy of uncertain
quality or inferior reputation.
bottle of the genuine on hand at all times, to use when a ¢
‘laxative remedy’ is required. Please to remember that the

genuine Syrup of Figs is for sale in bottlesof one size
only, by all reputable druggists, and that full name of the
company— California #ig Syrup Co., is plainly printed on
the front of every package. Regular price, 50c per bottle.

Every family should have a
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