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re Relief

FOR INDIGESTION

THE BIG 4

Stomach-Kidneys-Heart -Liver

Keep the vital organs healthy by
regularly taking the world's stand.
ard remedy for kidney, liver,
bladder and uric acid troubles—

GOLD MEDAL
LM oy

The National Remedy of Holland for
canturies and endorsed by Queen Wilhel-
mina. At all druggists, three aizes.

Look for the name Cold Medal on every box
and accopl ne imitation

Cirlsf Girls!!
Clear Your Skin
With Cuticura

Seap 25¢, Dintment 25 and 50¢, Taleum 25¢,

PISO'S-
for Coughs ¢ Colds

This arrmp o diflesent from il othees,
Quick relief. Né oplates 15 evarywheri!

Dogfish and Sharks.
Severnl vacieties of lurge dogfish and
gl shurks are found sround, the
British  ecoust.. The fex-shark, or
thresher, follows the shoals of herrings,
plichards and sprats, destroying grent
pumbers and often doing mueh dam-
age to pets. It often attains a length
of 15 feet, Including its long, narrow
tull, sehich often exceeds In length the
remminder of the body, The Greenlund
shark, which sometimes grows to 20
feet, occastonally strays from arctie
witers to the latitudes of Great Brit-
sin, The tope s n dogfish common on
the coast of Englund nod Ireland; It
Ix of a slate-gray color and attaing a
length of six feet. Another dogfish
Is nlso common. It attdlns a length
of from three to four feet.

MUBBERLEAS

SysPENDERS £
oe 754

Guaranteed One Yeur
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Mark Twain Exposed a *“Hog"

A “eall down" letter from Mark
Twain (0 a London theatrical man-
nger, Bram Stolser, recently was re-
printed In purt by the New York
Timea on the ocension of the sale of
the letter In New York to on suto-
graph collector. It ls dated London,
Nov. 2, 1831, Mark Twaln wrote; “My
object In wrlling this note 18 to say
to you that the large blond mwan with
specincles, who wns selling scats In
your box office this afternoon, grossly
Insulted my two daughters by his bry-
tal and surly behavior. Apparently
their offense Iny in asking to buy cheap
tiekets—4 shilliug ones. Perhaps he
cian imitnie a geotleman’s gentleman
when people apply for boxesd. But In
any cise be Is o hog, be wns born a
lhog sod will dle one, But he shall
not dle uncelebrated If | can help IL”

Strictly Neutral,

Dean was playing with his brother,
Dick, and n nelghbor boy, John, when
Johin and Dick began to fght.

Dean eame In the honse and 1
nskad him why he didu't help his
brother, for I had been watching out
the window.

“1 Just told him he could battie his
own flghts," he sald—Chlcago Trib-
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COOKIE'S “HA'NT™

Bynopsis—Jane Harding, respect-
abie and conservative old mald—
but never too old to think of mar-
rh.’. — with more money than
brains, ls invelgled by a sirong-
minded spinster, Miss Higgleshy-
Browne, into ﬂmm-i:: an ex i=
tlon to hunt for buried treasure on
Isewnrd Island. Her nlece, Vir-
ginia Harding, undertaking to stop ||
her, gets on the vessel and Is un-
willingly carried along. By no
means conceallng her distasta for
the expodition and her contempl

for its members, Virginla makes
the acqualniance of the Honorabie
Cuthbert Talking with

Dugald Bhaw, leader of the expedi-
tion, Virginia very frankly ex.
prosses her views, practically ac-
cysing Shaw and the other mem-
bers of the puarty, Including o
somewhat uncertain personage
Cuptain Magnus, and a shady
“Anancler,” Hamilton H, Tubbs, of

Vane.

being In a conspiracy to defraud
Jane Harding. Landing on  the
Isiand Is & matter of some dificul-
ty. Virginia belng carried ashore
In the arma of Cuthbert Vane. The
party gets settled. Miss Browne
tells about the treasure. Virginia
declares herself out of it The
k idesd sallor's map Is produced.

(CHAPTER VI—Continued).
—8
It was fortupate that Cookle knew
nothing of the solltary grave some-
where on the lslund, with [Its stone
marked with B, H. and a cross-bones,

nor that the inhubitant thereof was |
If he hnd, I think |

supposed to walk.
the strunge spectacle of o lone negro
In a gmall boat rowing lustlly for the
American continent might soon have
been witnessed on the Puacific by ang
eyes that wers there to see. And we
could 11l have spared either bost or
ook,

Yet even though unvesed by this
grewsome knowledge, after two or
three duys I notliced that Cookle was
fil nt ense, As the leisure member of
the party, 1 enjoyed meore of Cookle's
soclety than the rest. On this oced-
glon while the morning wus still In its
freshness he wis permitting me  to
muke fudge, But his vsual joviality
was gone, I sew that he glanced over
his shoulder at Intervuls, mutiering
darkly to himself. Also that a ranbbit's
foot wans siung econsplcnously - about
hls neck, .

Having made my fudge and set the
pan on a Stone In the stream to cool
I was nbout to retire with a vlew to
eonducting a llmited exploring expedl-
tionm of my own. The assurances of
Mr, Bhaw—not personully directed to
me, of course; the armed truce un-
der which we lived did not permit of
that—had convinead me that 1 had
not to dread anything more feroclous
than the plgs, and the wildest of them
would retive before a stick or a stone.
Besides, I hoasted a llttle putomatie,
which 1 carrled strapped to my walst
fn & busipesslike manner. Mr, Vane
had almost got me to the point where
1 could shoot It off without shutting
nmy eyes,

Thus equipped, T was nbout to set
off into the woods, T had turned my

back on Cookie and the ecamp, when |

1 wag arrested by an exclamation:

“Miss Jlnny 1"

I turned to find Cookle guzing after
me with an expression which, In the
familine phrease of fction, 1 conld not
Interpret, though among Its Ingredi-
ents were doubt snd nngn'sh, Cookle,
too, looked pale. T don't In the least
know how
was the Impression he
dusky as he was.

“Miss Jinny, It mos’ Jook lak yo'
hout to go perambulatin® In dese yere
wools?"

1 am, Cookle,” I admitted,

The whites of Cookle's eyes heeame
alarmingly eonspleuons, Drawing
near In a stealthy manncr he whis
pered

“Yo' bettah not, Miss Jinny!"

“Oh, nonsense, Cookle!" I sald Im-
patiently. “There’s not a thing on the
Island but the plgs!*

“Miss Jlony," be solemnly replled,
*dey's plgs and pigs.” L

“Yes, but plgs Is plgs, you know"
1 nnswered, laughing,

“Dey's plgs and plgs,
ones and—dend ones.”

"Dead ones? OFf course—haven't we
been eating them?

“Yo' won't nevah eat dis yere kind
o dead plg, Miss Jinny, It's—it's a
ha'nt!"”

The murder was out, Cookle leaned
ngainst a cocod-palm and wiped his
ebon brow.

Persistently questioned, he told at
Inst how, today and yesterdny, arls
tng In the dim dawn to bulld his fire
before the camp was stirrinz, he had
scen lurking at the edge of the clear-
Ing ¢ white fourfooted shape. It was
A& Plg. yet not a plg; It ghostly hue,
ita nolseless movements, divided |t
‘rom nll proper muandane porkers by
‘he dreadful guif which divides the
Iving from the dend. The flest morn-
‘ng Cookle, doubtful of his senses
ad flung a stone and the spectral
[Ming had vanished llke a shadow.

conveyed,

chlile—llve

hﬁ'ﬂhh
B Cn.Cine | Ou its second sppearance, having had

he managed I, but that |

6 day and a night for meditation, he
had known better than to commit such
an outruge upotn the possessor of
ghostly powers, and had resorted to
prayer Instead. This had answered
quite us well, for the phantom plg had
dissolved like the morning mists.
While the sun blazed, what with his
devotlons and his rabbit’s foot and a
eross of twigs nalled to a trese,
CUookle felt a falr degree of security.
Bot his teeth chattered In his head
at the thought of approaching night,
Meanwhile he could not In consclence
permit me to venture forth into the
path of this horror, which might, for
all we knew, be lurking In the jun~
gle shadows, even through the day-
light hours. Also, though he did not
avow this motive, 1 believe he found
my company very reassuring. It 1s
Immensely easier to fave g ghost In
the sustalolng presence of other flesh
and blomd,

For g moment I wavered in my de-
termination. What If the island had
Its wild creatures after all? But
neither lynx nor panther nor any oth-
er bheast of prey 18 white, except a
polar bear, and It would be unusual to
meer one on o troplesl Istand,

I decided that Cookle's plg was af-
ter all a pig, though still In the flesh,
I thought I remembered hoving seen
quite falr plgs, which would pass for
white with a frightened negro In the
dim Hght of dawn. 1 consoled Cookle
o8 best I could by promlsing to cross
| my fingers If 1T héard or saw anything
susplclous, apd struck out Into the
woorls,

For all my brave words to Cookie,
I had no Intention of golng very far

ufield. From the shore of the cove
|1 had obgerved that the ground be- |
hind the clearing rose to the summit |
| of a low ridge, perhups four hundred |
feet In helght, which jutted from the |
| buse of the penk, From this ridge I
thought 1 might see something more
of the Island than the lmited enyi-
ronment of Lantern bay.

As the woods shut out the last
| glimpse of ‘the white teuts in the
| clenring, ns even the familine sound
of the gnrf died down to a falnt, half- |
Imagined whisper miogling with the
rustling of the pulms overhead, I ex-
| perlenced a certuln discomfort, which
| persons glven to hard and unguallfied
|terms might have called  fear. It
| seemed to me as If a very strong cord
| it the rear of my belt were jerking me
|luwk toward the Inglorious safety of
| the camp, T fingered my automatie
I|mtl marched on up the hill, trylng
not to gasp when a leaf rustled of a
cocanut dropped In the woods.

I galped the swmmit of the rhdge,
and stood upon n bare rock platform,
grantily sheltéred by a few  trees,
| lnrge shrubs, rather, with a smooth,
waxy leaf of vyivid green. On the
left rose the great mass of the penk.

s

“Yo' Battah Not, Miss Jinny!™

From far nbove mmong [is crags a
benutiful foamy waterfoll came hur
tling down,

I had not dreamed of getting u view
20 glorious from the little eminence of
the ridge. Here was an jtem of news
to take back to eamp. Having with
great originality christened the place
Lookout, 1 turned to go. And as [
turned I saw o shape vanish Into the
wods.

It wis an snimal, sot a human
shape. And It wus white. It had, in-
deed, every distingulshing tralt of
Cookle's phantom pig. Only It was
oot a pig. My brief shadowy glimpse
of It had told me that, 1 knew what
It was not, but what It was I could
not, a8 1 stood there rooted, evem

guess,
Would It attack me, or should I only

die of fright? I wondered if my heart

were weak, and boped It Glem so that
I should not live te feel the teeth of
the unknown Thing sink In my fiesh,
I thought of my revolver and after an
Infinity of time managed to draw it
from the case. My fiugers seemed at
once mnervelessly limp and woodenly
rigld. This was vot at all the dnunt-
less front with which I had dreamed of
meeting danger, I had fancied myself
with my automatic making & rather
pretty picture 8s a young Amagon—
but I had now a dreadful fear that
my revolver might epasmodically go
off and wound the Thing, and then,
gven if it had meditated letting me go,
it would certalnly attack me. Never-
theless I clung to my revolver as to
my last hope.

1 began to edge away crab-wise lato
the wood. Like a metronome I sald
to myself over and over monotonous
Iy, “Don't run, don't run!"

I dld pot run. Instead, I stepped
on & smooth starface of rock and slid
downhill llke a human toboggan until
I fetched up against a dead log after
& confused interval during which I
vaguely belleved myself to have been
swallowed by an alligator, While the
alligator Illusion endured I must have
Inin comatose and Immovable. Indeed,
when my senses began to come back

The Strange Beast of the Jungle Was
a White Bull.Terrier.

I was stlll guite lpert. 1 .experienced
that curlons tranquillity which s said
to visit those who are actually with-
In the jaws of death. There 1 lay
prone, absolutely at the mercy of the
mysterious white prowler of the forest
—and 1 did not eare. The whole pet-
ty business of living seemed a long
way behind me now.

Languldfy at last I opened my eyes.
Within three yards of ‘me; In the open
rock-paved glnde where I had fallen,
stood the'Thing. Yes, there It was—
only now It had put an ear back and
was snlffing at me with a mingling of
Interest and apprehension,

The strange beast of the jungle was
a white bull-terrier,

Abruptly I sat up. The terrier gave
a startled sldewlse bound, but paused
again and stood regarding me.

“Here, pup! Here, pup! Nlce dog-
gums!" I sald in soothing accents.

The dog gave a low whine and stood
shivering, eager but afrald. 1 con-
tinved my Dblandishments, Little by
little the forlorn creature drew near-
er, untll I put out a cautious hand
and stroked his ears. He dodged af-
frightedly, but presently crept back
again. Soon lis head was against my
knee, and he was devouring my hand
with avid caresses, Some Hme, be-
fore his sbandonment on the Island,
he had been a well-brought-up and
petted animal, Monthg or years of
wild [ife had estranged him from huo-
manity, yét at the human touch the
old devotion woke ngain.

The thing now was to lure him back
to enmp and restore him to the brppy
wervice of his godg, With nnother al-
luring, “Here, doggmmns!” I sturted on
my way, He shrank, trembled, hesl-
tated, then was ufter me with a bhound.
8o I brought him trivmphantly across
the Rubleon of the little stream, and
marched him Into camp under the as-
tounded eves of Cookle,

At slght of the negro the dog growled
=oftly and crouchel against my skiet,
Cookle stood Hke an effigy of amaze-
ment done In black and white,

“Fo' de Lawd's sake, Miss Jinny,"
he burst at last, “am dat de ghos"-plg?"

“It was, Cookle, hut I changed him
Into a live dog by crossing my fingers,
Mind your rabblt's foot, He might
eat {t, nnd then very likely we'd have
a ghost on our hands again."

“Yo' go 'long, Miss Jinny,” said
Cookie valinntly, “Yo' think I scured
of any ghos' what lower hisself to be
n llve white mong'ol dog? Yere, yo'
ki-yl, yo' bettah mek friends with ol
Cookle, ‘tause ha got charge o de
grub., Yeré's a l'le fat ma'ow bone
whnt mebbe come off'n yo' own grand-
chille, but yo' ain' goln' to mind dat
now yo' 18 transformulated dis yere
way.” And evidently the reincdrnated
ghost-plg did not.

“You are impertinemt. Lag

ma pans!”

({TO BE CONTINUED.)

Ancient lron Currency.

Sword-shaped bars of lron wers
used by the anclent Britons &8 money,
and many of these are now found In
British museums. A recent Investi-
gatlon shows that six different de-
nominations were ueed, distinguished
by thelr slses

DICE LONG KNOWN TO WORLD

Amusement Is Probably the Most An- |

clent Game, According to Records
of Old Writers. {

The oldest amusement fn the world
is dice-throwlng.

In some form or another, dloe have
exlsted in every perlod of history.
They are shown on early Egyptian
monuments, and some dug up at
Thebes recently are exactly similar to
those In use todihy., They are men-
tioned In laws regulating games
played In anclent Greece and Rome
and most other countries in Europe.

The Inventlon of dice ls attributed
to Palamedes, one of the heroes who
snlled agalnst Troy, about the year
1244 B. C, but the use of cubes with
numbered sides for gambling purposes
is probably much eariler,

Frequent passages In the works of
anclent writers and numeérous repre-
sentatlons In marble and palntings
show how popular dlce-playlng was
among them.

VOTHER, QUICK! GIVE
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP
FOR CHILD'S BOWELS

Even a sick chlld loves the “frulty"
taste of “California Fig Syrup.”" If tha
little tongue Is coated, or If your child
Is listless, cross, feverish, full of cold,
or has colle, & teaspoonful will never
fall to open the bowels. In a few
hours you can see for yourself how
thoroughly It works all the constipa-
tion polson, sour bile and waste from
the tender, little bowels and gives you
a well, playful child agaln, .

Milllons of mothers keep “Callfornla
Fig 8yrup" handy. They know n tea-
spoonful todny saves a sick child to-
morrow, Ask your druggist for genuine
“California Fig Syrup” which has di-
rections for bables and children of all
aged printed on bottle, Mother! ¥on
must gay “Callfornin” or you may get
an Imitation fig syrup.~Advertisement,

EXPLAINING LAGK OF DETAIL

Youthful Artist Had Excellent Reason
for Leaving Out Characters In
Her lllustration,

A primary cluss in one of the grade
schools was asked to llustrate a
story that had been read (o the little
ones by the teacher, The story told
of three children golog to a wood in
ft goat wagon, dnd staylog ootll the
sun went down. Most of the pletures
showed the goat with big horns pulling
the wagon containing the children,
and a sun golng down behind a hlll,
One of the small girls In the clase
handed In a picture showlng merely

a4 hill and some grass.

“Why, what does your picture
mean?" Inquired the teacher. “Where
are the goat and the children?”

“They have all gone home," repliad
Opal,

Shaw and the Tourist,

George Bernard Shaw recently con-
vulsed nn audience by relating a story
of n tourlst who nasked a rustic
whether he was on the right track for
Stratford-on-Avon. The yokel re
mnined gllent, “Come, come,” sild the
tourist encouragingly. “Stratford—
Shakespeare's town—Shakespesre, the
Yamour poet, you know. Surely you
know Shakespeare?® “Yus replied
the rustic, brightening. “Be you he?"

Idle Hours With Statisticlans.

It is estimated that a man who
reaches the age of elghty years spends
two years of his life dressing. No-
body has the conrnge to estimate how
many of her years a woman devotes to
—but, ns we were saying, it's a hard
winter that has no s0ft spots,

Dry Goods,

“Colonel, should a dry goods store
pell soda waoter?”

“Yes, I guess It's dry enough.”

If you nre ashamed of your ealling |

hire a boy to enll for you.

Wise men cultlyate the art of tak-
ing things easy.

WOULD HAND LORD DOLLAR

But Some People Will Doubt Whather
Such a Man WIll Ever Get
Close Enough.

A young man In Missourt wns col-
lecting funds for & benevolent Institu-
ton. He tried hard to get a dollar
from an old gentleman who was noted
for his closeness,

When the young man had stated his
mission and asked for the dollar, the
elderly person asked:

“Well, young man, how old are
yont"

“I am twenty-five,” sald the youth.

“Well,” continued the old gentle-
man, “I am seventy-five years old, and
a8 you are only twenty-five years, I
think that I will get to see the Lord
sooner than you. I will hand him the
dollar myself."—Pittaburgh Dispatch.

From Abraham to Allenby.

In the Book of Genesls it is told how
Abrabam dug “the Well of the Oath"™
ot Beershebu, and from time Ilmme-
morial the Bedouins have watered
their flocks from the wells of Beershe-
bu. The occupation of Palestine has
brought Twentleth century methods to
the oldest country In the world, aod
Abrahom's wells are now equipped
with modern pumping machinery,

A Materialist’s Decision on Ducks.

It Is possible, Lord Grey has found,
to bore one’s friends with tn'k about
birds. In an after-dinner speoch at
f Selborne soclety gathering he re-
cialled nn instunee when he himself
had talked freely about his water.
fowl. His llstener gnve vent to his
boredom In & pregoant  sentence;
“Ducks should be tnlked about only
when they are cooked."—Muanchestey
Gruprdinn,

Then the Fun Began.

Volee (at the othier end)—Is that
you, darling?

Gouty Fauther—Er—yes,

Volee—Oh, good! How's the old
boy's gout, my pet? I mean to say,
If he still has it T'Il come round to-
night, but if he hasn't we'll go out to
some show,

The Critic,

The brilliant Edgar Saltus of on-
happy memory sat in his club one aft-
ernoon when a widower entered,

The widower, with a deep sigh,
sank Into a chalr, pressed a black-
bordered handkerchief to his eyes and
gronned

“I tell youn, Saltus, old man, a chap
never realizes the full value of his
wife till he loses her"

“True, true,” said Mr. Saltus, *and
especially true If she was Insured.”

Qperations on Old Men.

The venerable Dr. Beverley Robin-
son, In a letter to the Medical Record
(New York), protests nguainst some of
the operatlons which are performed
nowadays on elderly persons, whom
there [s scarcely a chance of saving,
Too many of these are done, he says,
and the result 18 only ipcrensed dise
comfort to the patlent,

Women in Sculpture Society.
Ten American women senlptord
have been honored with membership
in the Nutional Seulpture goclety,

Speed of Glaclers.
Studylng Alaskan glaclers, Prof, W.
8. Cooper finds that Mulr glaciey has
receded 60 wiles In the last 127 years.

Armchalr Hint
Beonomy HMint — When corn and
beans are high eat succotash,

Never say “Aspirin” without saying “Bayer,”

WARNING! Unless you see name “Bayer” on tablets,
you are not getting genuine Aspirin prescribed by
physicians over 21 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds
Toothache
Earache

‘Headache
Neuraigia
Lumbago

Rheumatism
Neuritis

Pain, Pain

Accept oniy “Bayer” package which contains proper directions,

Asplria (o the trafe mark of

tin boxes of 12 tablots— 4
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