e

B ——

[Copyright, 1897, by F. Tennyson Neely.]

CHAPTER XXIV.

Never unless sure of its ground and
the weakness of the adversary does the
modern Indian band attack at night.
Folsom and his people well knew that.
Yet not five minutes after the Indian
girl, faint with exhaustion and dread,
was carried within doors, the big
mastiff challenged again. The dogs
charged furiously out to the northeast
and would not be recalled. For nearly
half an hour they kept up their angry
clamor. Time and again during the
night, suspicious and excited, they
dashed out again and again, and once
one of them, venturing further than
his fellows, broke suddenly into loud
cries of mingled pain and rage, and
when at last he came whining piteous-
ly back to the ranch it was found that
he was bleeding from a gash along the
flank, where an Indian arrow had
seared him. Only by fits and starts did
any man sleep. Hour after hour Fol-
som’s little garrison was on the alert.
The women had all been moved to the
deep, dry cellar, Mrs. Hal moaning over
her baby, utterly unnerved, Jessie
silent, but white and tremulous; the
herdsman’s wife, an Amazon, demand-
ed the right to have a gun and fight by
her hushand's side: Lizette, the Indian
girl, faint and starved. asked nothing
but to be allowed to crouch at the door
of the room where Halbert lay, fevered
and unconscious, and Pappoose, scorn-
ing danger, flitted from her brother's
bedside to her father's log-barricade ai
the east porch. In dread anxiety the
hours dragged by, and at last Lannion
reached forth his hand and pulled the
shirtsleeve of his comrade Jake, half-
dozing at his side. In an instant the
latter was kneeling at his post. “What
is it?” he queried, and Lannion, point-
ing to the first faint, pallid gleam in
the eastern sky, whispered: “Time to
be up, man. It’s eoming.”

For half an hour, except for the rush-
ing of the Laramie, a silence almost un-
earthly had brooded over the prairie,
and even the dogs seemed lulled to
sleep. But now, as the cold light crept
slowly over the distant range, and a
soft flush began to overspread the pal-
lor of the dawn, far out over the valley
the yelp of a coyote began again and
all men strained their ears and listened,
while strong hands grabbed the growl-
ing dogs and pinned them to earth, for,
beginning at the east, the cry was
taken up on every side. Folsom's
ranch seemed beleaguered by the
gaunt, half-famished wolves of the up-
land prairies. *“Look to your sights,
now, men! Down into the cellar, Pap-
poose!” exclaimed Iolsom, kindling
with fierce excitement. *“I've been the
iriend of all that tribe for 30 vears,
but when they break faith with me
and mine that ends it! Look to your
sights and make every shot count!” he
cautioned, as he made the rounds of
the little shelters thrown up during
the past two days. “We can stand offa
hundred of 'em if you only keep your
grit.”

Perched as it was on a little rise, the
ranch stood forth conspicuous over the
valley. At the foot of the slope to the
south lay the corral and some of the
buildings, about 100 yards away, where
the shallow Laramie curled and lapped
beneath their walls, and now the dogs
seemed to concentrate their attention
on that side. Folsom, rifle in hand,
was kneeling on the porch. listening
intently. Two of the hands were with
him. Jake and Lannion, experienced
and reliable, had been given independ-
ent posts on the other front, and just
as objects could be dimly recognized
along the flats, there burst upon the
ears of the little garrison a sudden
chorus of exultant yells. A tongue of
flame leaped upward from beyond the
huts lately occupied by the ranchmen.
The half-used haystacks caught and
held one moment the fiery messenger,
and then in a broad glare that reddened
the flood of the Laramie for miles and
lighted up the ranch like a sunburst
gave forth a huge column of blaze and
smoke that could be seen far over the
Black Hills of Wyoming, and all the
valley seemed to spring to instant life.
On every side arose the stirring war
cery of the Sioux, the swift beat of
pony hoofs, the ring of rifle, and brave
John Folsom's heart sank within him
as he realized that here was no mere
marauding party, but a powerful band
organized for deliberate vengeance.

The bullets came whistling through
the morning air, biting fiercely into
the solid logs, spattering the chinking,
smashing pane after pane. Some of the
dogs came howling and whining back
for shelter, though the mastiffs held
their ground, fiercely barking and
bounding about, despite the whistles
and calls from the besieged, who
sought to save them to the last, but not
once as yet had the ranch replied with
a shot. Down in the cellar women
clung together or clasped their wail-
ing children and listened fearfully to
the clamor. In Hal's room the fevered
sufferer awoke from his stupor, and,
demanding his rifle, struggled to rise
from the bed, and there John Folsom
found Pappoose, pale and determined,
bending over her weakened brother
and holding Nim down almost as she
‘could have overpowered a child.  Lift-
ing his son in'his strong arms, he bore

-him to the cellar and laid him upon a
couch of buffalo robes. “Watch him
-here, my child,” he said, as he clasped
her in his arms one moment. “But on
no account let anyone  show above
.ground now. There are more of them
than I thought, yet there is hope for
us. Somebody is vexing them down the
Laramie.”
.- Bounding up the steps, the veteran
‘was almost back at his post upon the
‘porch when there came a sound that
seemed to give the lie to his last
words and that froze the hope that
had risen in his breast—the sudden
rumble and thunder of at least 200
ghoofs, the charging yell of an Indian
"band, the sputter and bang of rifles
close at hand, and then a rush'of feet,
as, with fuces agonized with fear,

" three of the men came darting within,

#t's all upl Tmere’s & million In

dians!” they cried. Two of the de-
moralized fellows plunged into the
passage that led to the cellar. One
burst into childish wailing and elung
to Folsom's knees. 3

“Let go, you coward!” yelled the
old man in fury, as he kicked himself
loose, and then went bounding out
upon the porch. God, what a sight!
Sweeping up the gentle slope, bran-
dishing rifles and lances and war
clubs, racing for their hapless prey,
came 50 Ogallallas, Burning Star
among the leaders. Bullets could not
stop them now. The two men who
had stood to their posts knelt grim
and desperate, and ILannion’s last
shot took effect. Within 50 yards of
the walls Burning Star’s rushing pony
went down on his nose, and in the
fury of his pace, turned sudden and
complete somersault, erushing his red
rider under him, and stretching him
senseless on the turf., An inspiration,
almost God-given, seemed to flash upon
the old trader at the instant. Bare-
headed, in his shirt sleeves, throwing
upward and forward his empty hands,
he sprang out as though to meet and
rebuke his assailants. *“Hold!” he
cried, in the tongue he knew so well.
“Are my brothers crazed? Look! I
am no enemy. It is your friend! It
is old John!” And even in the rage
of their charge, many Indians at
sight of him veered to right and left;
many reined up short within ten
paces of the unarmed man; two
sprang from their ponies and threw
themselves between him and their
brethren, shouting to be heard. And
then in the midst of furious discus-
sion, some Indians erying out for the
blood of all at the ranch in revenge
for Chaska, some demanding instant
surrender of every woman there in
expiation for Lizette, some urging that
old John be given respectful hearing,
but held prisoner, there came lashing
into their midst a young brave, cry-
ing aloud and pointing down the now
well-lighted wvalley where. darting
about a mile away, a few Indians were
evidently striving to head off the com-
ing of some hostile force. Leaving
two or three of their number trying
to restore consciousness to the strick-
en chief, and a dozen, Folsom's advo-
cates among them, to hold possession
of the ranen, away scurried most of
the warriors at top speed to the aid
of their outlying scouts.

Meantime. under cover of the fierce
argument, Jake and Lannion had
managed to erawl back within the
building. Folsom himself, in such
calm as he could command, stood si-
lent while his captors wrangled. The
warriors who pleaded for him were
Standing Elk, a subchief of note,
whose long attachment to Folsom was
based on kindnesses shown him when
a young man, the other was Young-
Shows-the-Road, son of a chief who
had guided more than one party of
whites through the lands of the Sioux
before the bitterness of war arose be-
tween the races., They had loved Fol-
som for years and would not desert
him now in the face of popular clam-
or. Yet even their influence would
have failed but for the sound that
told of hotter conflict still among the
foothills along the opposite side of
the valley. With straining ears, TFol-
som listened, hope and fear alternat-

He felled the old trader with one stunning blow

ing in his breast. The mingling yells
and volleying told that the issue was
in doubt. Man after man of his cap-
tors galloped away until not half a
dozen were left. Now, Jake and Lan-
nion could have shot them down and
borne him within, but to what good?
Escape from the ranch itself was im-
possible! Such action would only in-
tensify the Indian hate and make
more horrible the Indian vengeance.
For 20 minutes the clamor continued,
then seemed to die gradually away,
and, with fury in their faces, back at
full gallop came a dozen of the braves.
One glance was enough. They had
penned in their foe among the rocks,
but not without the loss of several
at least of their band, for the fore-
most rode with brandished war club
straight at Folsom, and despite the
leap of his two champions to save,
felled the old trader with one stun-
ning blow, then gave the savage or-
der to burn the ranch. ;
By this time the sun was just peer-
ing into the valley. The smoke and
flame from the corral were dying
or drifting away. [Eagerly half a
dozen young braves rushed for fag-
ots and kindling with which to do
his bidding, and a cry of despair went
up from within the walls. Recklessly
now Lannion and his comrade opened
fire from the loopholes and shot down
two of the dancing furies ‘without;
sending every other Indian to the
nearest-cover. But the arrows that
came whistling speedily were fired
brands. The besiegers gained in foree
with every moment. Poor old Fol-
som, slowly regaining senses as he
lay bound and helpless down by the
stream, whither his captors had
borne him, heard the jeers and shouts
of triumph with whicli the Indians
within the corral were rapidly mak-
ing their fire darts, when suddenly
there rose on the morning air a sound
that stilled all others, a sound to
which the Indians listened in super-
stitious awe, a sound that.stopped-the]
hands that sought to burn out the
besieged and paralyze just long
enough all inspiration - of attack.
Some of the Indians, indeed, dropped
their arms, others sprang to the
ponies as. though to take to flight. It
was the voice of Lizette, chapting
the death song of the. Sioux.
-'-An hour later, once more in force.

the band was ‘gathered for its rush

upon the ranch. Jake, gallant fellow,
lay bleeding at his post. Hope - of
every kind was well-nigh dead. The
silence without was only portent of
the storm so soon to burst. Pappoose,
grasping her brother's rifle, crouched
facing the narrow entrance to the
cellar. Jessie clung to the baby, far
Mrs. Hal, only dimly conscious, was
moaning by her husband'’s side, while
Lizette in silence was kneeling, watch-
ing them with strange glitter in her
eyes. Suddenly she started, and with
hand to ear listened intently. Then
she sprang to an air port and
crouched there, quivering. Then again
the ground began to tremble under
the distant thander of pony feet,
louder and louder every second. Again
came the rush of the Indian braves,
but with it no exultant yell, only cries
of warning, and as this sound swept
over and beyond their walls, there fol-
lowed another, the distant, deep-
throated trooper cheer, the crack of
carbine, the rising thunder of the cav-
alry gallop, and then the voice of Ned
Lannion rang jubilantly over the dull
clamor,

“Up! Up, everybody!

Thank God,
it’'s Dean and the boys!” -

Long years after, in the camps and
stockades and the growing towns of
the far west that almost marvelous
vescue was the theme of many an
wur'’s talk. The number of men who
took part in it, the number of hardy
fellows who personally guided the
troops or else stood shoulder to shoul-
der with Ned Lannion at the last tri-
umphant moment, increased so rapids
1y with the growing moons that in
time the only wonder was that any-
thing was left of the Sioux. Official
records, however, limited the number
of officers and men engaged to a se-
lect few, consisting entirely of Lieut.
Loring, United States engineers;
Lieut. Loomis, —th infantry; a few
men from scattered troops, “pickups”
at Frayne and Emory, with Lieut.
Marshall Dean and 50 rank and file
of company “C.”

Loring, it will be remembered, had
taken a small detachment from Em-
ory and gone into the hills in search of
Burleigh, Toomis, fretting at the fort,
was later electrified by a most grudg-
ingly given order to march to the Lar-
amie and render such aid as might be
required by the engineer officer of the
department. Dean, with only 15 men
all told, had dashed from Frayne
straight for the ranch, and, marching
all night, had come in sight of the
valley just as it was lighted afar to
the westward by the glare of the burn-
ing buildings. “We thought it was all
over,” said he, as he lay there weak
and languid, a few days later, for the
wound reopened in the rush of the
fight. “but we rode on to the Laramie,
and there,sGod be thanked! fell in with
Loomis here and ‘C’ troop, heading for
the fire. No words can tell you our joy
when we found the ranch still stand-
ing and some 40 Sioux getting ready
for the final dash. That running fight,
past the old home and down the valley
where we stirred up Loring’s be-
siegers and sent them whirling, too—
why, 1'd give a fortune, if I had it, to
live it over again!”

But Loring, after all, had the most
thrilling story to tell—of how he
wormed a clew to Burleigh’s hiding
place out of a captured outlaw and
beat up the party in a nook of the
hills, nabbed the major asleep, but was
warned that all the Birdsall “outfit”
would rally to the rescue, and so sent
a courier to Emory for “C” troop, and,
making a wide detour to avoid the
gang, ran slap into the Sioux in the act
of firing Folsom’s ranch. Then he had
to take to the rocks in the fight that
followed, and had a desperate siege of
a few hours, even Burleigh having to
handle a gun and fight for his life. “I
spotted him for a coward that day we
stumbled on Red Cloud’s band up by
the Big Horn. You remember it, Dean,
I thought him a villain when I learned
how he was trying to undermine you.
Time proved him a thief and a scoun-
drel, but, peace to his ashes, he died
like a gentleman, after all, with two
Indian bullets through him, and just
as the rescue came. He had time to
make a full confession, and it was all
pretty much as I suspected. The note
Dean picked up at Reno, that so stam-
peded him, told how a blackmailing
scoundrel was on his way to Emory to
expose him unless headed off by fur-
ther huge payments. It was the fellow
who called himself Newhall.” 2

“The fellow who gave the tip to Bird-
sall's people?” said old Folsom at this
juncture, raising a bandaged head from
his daughter’s lap. “Who was he,
really 2"

“Burleigh knew all the time, and I
suspected the moment I heard Miss
Folsom's description, and was certain
the instant I laid eyes on him. He was
a rascally captain cashiered at Yuma
the year before, and I was judge advo-
cate of the court.”

“And Mrs. Fletcher?” asked Pap-
poose, extending one hand to Jess
while the other smoothed ‘he gray
cur:s of her father's forehead.

“Mrs. Fletcher was his deserted wife,
one of those women who have known
better days.”

The ranch is still there, or was 20
¥years ago, but even then the Sioux were
said to raise more hair in the neigh-
borhood than Folsom did cattle. The
old trader had been gathered to his
fathers, and Mrs. Hal to hers, for she
broke down utterly after the events of
'68. Neither Pappoose nor Jessie cared
to revisit the spot for some time, yet,
oddly enough, both have done so more
than once. The first time its chronicler
ever saw it was in company with a stal-

wart young captain of horse and his|
dark-eyed, beautiful wife nine years [~

after the siege. Hal met us, a shy, si-
lent fellow, despite his inches. “Among
other things,” said he, “Lieut. and Mrs,
Loomis are coming next week. I wish
you might all be here to meet them.”
“I know,” said Mrs. Dean, “we are to
meet at Cheyenne.
your wife?”
He looked shyer still. “She don't
like to meet folks unless—" ° '
‘“There’s no unless about it,” said the
lady, with all her old decision, as she
sprang {rom:the ambulance, and pres-
ently reappeared, leading by the hand
reluctant, yet not'all unhappy, Lizette.
Some people said Hal Folsom had no
business 'to marry an Indian girl be-
fore his wife was dead three years, but
all who knew Lizette said he did per-
fectly right; at least Pappoose did, and
that settled it. As for Loring— .but
‘that’s—enough for one story. - .. .ii:
< i 7 'THE END.

4

But, Hal, where's |
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PROFIT IN CHICORY.

A New Industry That Fias Obtained a
Falr Start in Several Western
; States.

Chicory is grown quite extensively
as a substitute or adulteration of
coffee. The root, which resembles
somewhat 4 beet, is the part used,
although the leaves have a value for
cattle food. It is essentially a cool
climate crop, but is cultivated in
wnearly every country in Europe. The
industry in this country has obtained
a good start and is confined very
largely to sections of Michigan, 1lli-
nois, Wisconsin and Nebraska. Maur-
ice G, Kains, in a bulletin of the
United States department of agricul-
ture, gives the average yield per
acre at six to tem tons, the average

CHICKORY ROOTS AND LEAVES.

price as six to eight dollars, and the
cost of growing from $30 to $45 per
acre. With intelligent management,
a fair season and an average yield
and price, the profit is somewhat
more than from growing corn or
wheat.

The varieties commonly grown are
Brunswick, Magdeburg and Schles-
ische, which are here illustrated.
The former two are of the same
form, Fig. b, the roots of Magde-
burg being somewhat longer, but
harder to dig, although more pro-
ductive, Schlesische has a short,
blunt, thick root, Fig. a, and is com-
paratively easy to dig. A deep loam
of medium richness and texture is
the best soil. In fact, any soil which
will allow a good root development
is suitable. A light dressing of stable
manure is used, but the best prac-
tice is to apply manure in excess to
the crop which precedes chicory.

Chicory does best when following
some cereal crop like wheat, barley
or oats. As soon as the cereal is
harvested the land should be gang-
plowed six inches deep. The surface
should be harrowed after every rain,
or once in two weeks until late fall,
when it should be plowed ten inches
deep. In spring the surface should
be harrowed down fine and kept mel-
low until planting time. Chicory
should be sown at corn planting
time, when the weather has become
fairly settled. Seed is put in with a
garden drill at the rate of two
pounds per acre. It should be plant-
ed about one-third of an inch deep,
in rows 15 to 18 inches apart. The
cultivation should be similar to that
given beets. Harvesting should be-
gin in October, the later the better
before frost. The harvesting is sim-
ilar to that of beets. The roots are
sent to the factory, where they are
then carefully washed, cut into
pieces of irregular shape about half
an inch in diameter and roasted.—
Orange Judd Farmer.

MAKING POULTRY PAY.

Learn the Business, Be Willing to
Work Hard, and Experience Is
Sure to Bring Succeas,

Success and failure with poultry de-
pend upon the poultryman himself.
There are good opportunities with
poultry and many ways of making a
certain amount of money by judicious
arrangements and close attention in
the keeping of fowls; but for a begin-
ner to suppose that because he is pro-
vided with a certain amount of money
and can secure a likely-looking place
for business success is certain is a mis-
take that may result in disappoint-
ment. Although just at first matters
may seem easy, the undertaking may
gooner or later end in a very sad awak-
ening to the reality of dead loss. But,
provided the business could be made an
adjunct to something else which does
not pay, then, with acquired knowledge
‘—gotten only by experience—and un-
remitting attention to even the small-
28t details, it may be made to add very
materially to the annual receipts, and
later on-may be made an exclusive busi-
ness. Very great mistakes are often
‘made in attempting too much at first,
:hy keeping too many kinds; it is there-
fore best to absolutely decide which of
the breeds in the market will be best
in the situation selected and keep and
ibreed nothing else. - Learn at first, be
'willing to do any kind of work, and ex-
oerience will bring success. The poul-
‘try business will pay if one will begin
with a few and increase every year.—
Farm and Fireside. :

g lblnglg-,_.‘g'prl,ﬂ_'urn Buildings,

I'léarn that many farmers ~have
/been decejvediby buying iron or steel
toofing. A building was covered with
Iron, roofing and cost $72, and only
Jasted 13" ydars. Then the same
building was tovered with good hem-
Jlock shingles that cost only $32, and
these: shingles will last 30 years. I
have a building that was covered
,with shaved ' hemlock shingles in
1861, and it is a fair roof .to-day.
Sawed hemlock shingles, 16  inches
long, cost here $2.40 per 1,000. -Also
some farmers: have been deceived by
buying shingles made of sap. . pine. |
These will last only about 12 years.
In Wisconsin pine shingles are made
from slabs, dnd are nearly all sap,
.and will not last as long as .good
hemlock shingles, but these cost
three dollarsiper 1,000. Red cedar
.makes good shingles, but white_cedar

NOTES ABOUT BEES.

Some Valuable Suggestions for Bew
ginners Condensed Into & Few
Short Paragrapha,

Among honey plants that may be
set in orchards where bees are kept
are alsike and sweet clover, but these
crops would not do the trees any
good. The raspberry is a good honey
plant, and it can be cultivated among
the trees without damaging them.
Cucumbers, squashes and pumpkins
are good honey plants that can be
gown in orchards, says J. L. Van Ars-
dale, in the New York Farmer.

Smoke causes bees to fill themselves
with honey. Disturbance has the
same effect. They probably do this
because the smoke and the disturb-
ance cause them to think they are
to be driven from their hives, and it
is their instinct of providing for the
future that prompts them to take
along with them as much of their
stored food as they can. After the
smoke passes away, or the disturb-
ance subsides, the bees return to the
cells the honey with which they have
loaded themselves.

Sometimes a small after-swarm of
bees will leave the hive and gather on
a near bush or tree. Those will go
about from bush to bush, but will
not return to the parent colony.
Such after-swarms often have much
trouble with their virgin queens.

Not all small clusters that leave a
hive are to be classed as after-swarm.
Frequently a number of bees will ac-
company a superseding queen which
is about to take her nuptial flight.
These always return to the hive.

Bees should not be transferred too
early in the spring, when the weath-
er is yet cold and there is no honey
to gather. Transfer them when fruits
are in bloom.

Disarrangement of the brood-comb
can be more easily overcome when
the bees are storing honey than at
any other time.

If it be necessary to move an api-
ary, do it just before the bees take
their cleansing flight in the spring.

0Old comb can be wused without
placing it exactly as it was placed in
the hive in waich it was made. The
bees will straighten up everything to
their own taste.

SMALL HOTBED HOUSE.

For Raising®arly Chicks It Is Really
Superior to Many Far More
Coatly Structures.

This house is used by Mrs. J. Wil-
son, of Jowa, for raising winter
chicks. In it she can put three hens
with about 40 chicks. Take a box
about six feet long, 21, feet wide,

HOTBED POULTRY HOUSE.

21, feet high in front, with sloping
roof, cover with tarred paper, and
have a sliding window in front near
the top, as shown. Dig a hole in the
ground just the size of the box, as
for a hotbed. Fill it with horse
manure, cover with dry earth and
over this put soft straw, chaff and
hayseed from the barnfloor. Place
the box over this and put the hens
and chicks in. Throw an old carpet
over all and they are easily cared
for. In a home like this it is sur-
prising how fast they will grow. A
small door near the bottom may be
opened on warm days to let them
have a little sun, but they will soon
scamper back.—Orange Judd Farmer.

HENS NEED VARIETY.

One Kind of Food Retards Develop-
ment and Is a Serious Check on
Egg Production,

A writer says that hens do not lay
well on one kind of fool, no matter
what their other conditions are. This
is without doubt true. Most animals
like a variety of food, and it is econo-
my to give it to them. The food of
fowls is naturally varied. In their wild
state they have an almost endless va-
riety of animal and vegetable {food.
Take insects, for ipstance. There is
doubtless as much difference in the
taste of different insects as there is to
us in the taste of pork, beef, mutton
and fish. The insects themselves thus
give fowls a great variety. Then there
is great difference in the taste of dif-
ferent weed seeds, just as there is a
difference to us in the taste of rice.
wheat and oats. The fowls, having all
kinds of weed seeds upon which to
feed, are supplied with a variety in
that line. Then come the grasses and
other green foods in endless variety,
all of which are eaten by birds. Thus
we see that the fowl is very omnivor-
ous. We can only expect the best re-
sults when we follow the hint that na-
ture has given. Itis therefore reason-
able to suppose that the hen will do
her best only when given a wide variety
of foods.—Farmers’ Review.

Cornstalk Shelter for Hens,

A cornstalk shelter for the hens can
be made quickly and cheaply. The
hens are very fond of a low, open shed
facing the south, and one can be built
of stalks that will last two or three
years or longer. Drive a few posts in
the ground and wire some rails against
and on top of them. Lean the stalks
against these and lay them thickly an
top for the roof, which should have ¢
steep slant. Cover the roof with a few
inches of straw and lay a few stalkson
top to keep it in place, which will make
it waterproof. In the spring the stalks
may be taken down and thrown in the
barnyard if no longer needed.—Na
tional Rural.

Corn Weakened by Smut.

The smuts of grain are due to a
small plant or parasitic fungus which
gains an entrance to the grain plant
at some period in its existence after
the germination of the seed, and
grows entirely within the body of its
host until it is mature, when it forms
its spores or reproductive bodies in
some definite portion of the host,
such as the seed, as in the case of

at the expense of the plant wupon
which it grows, the latter is, waak-
_ened in proportion to the amount of

makes poar shingles.—L. H. Ketchum,

in Country Ge

smut.

wheat smut. Since the parasite lives |.

“Mrs.Pinkham Saved me
from an Operation.

Hospitals in our great cities are sad places to visit.

Three-fourths of the patients lying on those snow-white

beds are women and girls,

Why should this be the case ?

Because the

have neglected themselves.

Every one of these patients in the hospital beds had P!enty

of warning in that bearing-down feeling, pain at the

eft or

right of the womb, nervous exhaustion, pain in the small of
the back. All of these things are indications of an unhealthy
condition of the ovaries or womb.

What a terrifyin% thought ! these

there on those hos‘pita.
Do not drag a

oor souls are lying

beds awaiting a fearful operation.
ong at home or in your place of employ-

ment until you are obliged to go to the hospital and submit to
an examination and possible operation. Build up the female
system, cure the deranglements which have signified them-

selves by danger signa

s, and remember that Lydia E.

Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound has saved thousands

of women from tEe hospital.

use your

Lkinnie Avenue, Milwaukee, Wis.

ead the letter here published

with the full consent of the writer, and see how she escaped
the knife by a faithful reliance on Mrs. Pinkham’s advice
and the consistent treatment of her medicines.

Mrs. Knapp tells of her Great Gratitude.

**DEAR MRs. PINkrAM :—I have received much benefit from using your
Vegetable Compound and Sanative Wash. After my child was born, blood
poison set in, which left me with granulated in-
flammation of the womb and ¢ongested ovaries.
I had suffered from suppressed and painful
menstruation from a girl. The doctors told me
the ovaries would have to be removed. I took
freatment two years to escape an operation,
but still remained in miserable health in both
body and mind, expecting to part with my
reason with each coming month. After using
one bottle of the Compound, I became entirely
rid of the trouble in m

head. I continued to

remedies until cured.

*'The last nine months have been passed in
perfect good health. This, I know, T owe en-
tirely to Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound.

**My gratitude is great indeed to the oneto
whom so man

happiness."— F. M. Exarp, 1528 Kinnic-

women owe their health and

ed with

REWARD

Owing to the fact that some skeptical
people have from time to time questioned
the f the testi ialletters

ublishing, we have

ynn, Mass., §s,000,

we are constantl
the National City Bank, o!

which will be paid to any person who will show that the above
n

*3000:

or was published before obtaining the,

eS| 15 not g
writer's special permission.—Lypia E. Pinknam Mepiciis Co

The Way of the World.
Towne—Every man must hustle for him-
self, oqget left. You’ll get very little in this
world if you don't ask ror it.
Browne—\Vell, there’s one thing you're
likely to get most of if you don’t ask

for it.
“What’s that?”’
“Credit.””—Philadelphia Press.

Try Grain-0! Try Graln-01

Ask your grocer to-day to show you a pack-
age of GRAIN-O, the new food drink that
takes the place of coffee. The children may
drink it without injury as well as the adult.
All who try it, like it. GRAIN-O has that
rich seal brown of Mocha or Java, but it is
made from pure grains, and the most delicate
stomach receives it without distress. } the
g;ice of coffee. 15c. and 25cts. per package.
sold by all grocers.

Jack—*Did Miss Withers make him wait
for an answer?”’ Arthur—*Yes; it was 15
minutes before they could bring her to.”—
Town Topics. .

. To be thrown upon one’s own resources
is to be cast into the very lap of fortune.—
Benjamin Franklin.
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GASTORIA

Promotes Digestior.Cheerful- |§
ness and Rest.Contains neither |}

1 orphine nor Minesal.
i %H:MNARC OoTIC.

.Mlv- of B [ir SANUZZ PITCHER
Puoglin Sond~
Alx.Smns +
m&ﬁ;-

P}
Aperfect Remedy for Constipa- |E
ﬂon.SourSloﬂgd?.lqu
Worms Convulsions Feverish-

nessu;dl.ossor SLEEP.

Cheap Rates to California.

February 12th and each Tuesday there-
after, until and including April 30th, SFecial
Low Rate Colonist Tickets will be sold via
the Southern Pacific’s Company’s “Ogden”
and *“Sunset” Routes to all points in Califor-
nia. The rate will be: From Chicago
$30.00, from St. Louis, Memphis and New
Orleans $27.50, from Omaha, Kansas City,
ete., $25.00. Corresponding low rates from
all other points east and north. .

For particulars and detailed information
pertaining {0 the Southern Pacific Com-
pany’s Routes, and these special rates to Cal-
dornlhcal] upon or address

W. G. Neimyer, G. W. A, S. P. Co., 238
Clark St., Chicago, Ill.

W. H. Connor, C. A., 8. P. Co., Chamber
of Commerce Bldg., Cincinnati, Ohio.

G. G. Herring, C. A., S. P.Co., 711 Park
Bldg., Pittsburg, Pa.

L. E. Townsley, C. A., 8. P. Co,, 421 Olive
St., St. Louis, Mo.

C. C. Cary, C. A, 8. P. Co., 208 Sheidley
Bldg., Kansas City, Mo.

Hypatia Roland (to the Browns’ parlor
maid)—"Call me a hansom, please.” Cad-
by—*“I'm going your way, Miss Roland.

We might go to¥ether." Miss Roland—
“Two hansoms, please!”—Chicago Journal.

For Infants and Children.

8 The Kind You Have

Always Bought

- For Over
Thirty Years

GASTORIA

THE CENTAUR CORPARY, BTW YORR OITY.
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