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Bitets of Mally's lumber camp diresta
8 stranger to the cump, Walter Bamiry
ntroduces himeell 10 John Daily. fore-
man, as “the Oilltngworth Lumber Co,
uf most of It He makes acgualntanes
with the eamp and the work he Has come
from the BEest (o superintend ahd maks
successfiil, Ve writes to his father that
he Intends to get & handful of the wealth
In the uncut timber of the reglon  He
E\‘u Sileiz prermilsaion to ride Riack Bolt,
Ia saddle horse In an emergency he
roves to the foreman that he does nt
ack Judgment., Kijetg tells him of the
Preacher  He discovaes that Siietz benars |
the sign of the 8otz (e of Indlans and
wonders what her surname s In the
Nush of & tender moment he enlls  her
“the Night Wind in the Pines” and klases |
her  Poppy Ordway, N magaaine writer

from New York, comen to Dally's tn get
materinl for A& romnoce of the lumbee
yeRlon Hampden of the Yellow Plpes
Co wanis Sandry to keop off o 1e8ct of
Ftumpigy Lie clnims title 1o and Bandry
thinks Hs ne Bhoughit as the Kast et
MHarpilen svte yp & cabin on the Fast
Helt and warns [respassors off  Sandry
van fIind ne written evhidence of Hiie 10
the traet, MHis men pull down the cabln

Bandry compures Bilets and Poppy

CHAPTER X. I
The Fight in the Timber,

When Sandry awoke next morning
the gray day was alight outside his
pane and he could hear the rumble of
the dinkey as It rocked up from the |
lower rollway. By this he knew that ’
broakfast was over and the crews out |
in the hille.  Therefors he got into his
clothes (n doublequick time, swing up
to the conk shack, washed In the porch
and presented himself with apologies
to Ma Daily

Siletz eame In In the dusk of the
long room and set the cup beside him,
quiet, soft-footed, slilm and straight
in her plain garments. She seomed
made for service, the unquestioning '
servies of womun, ag she wiited upor
his needs after the fashion of the prim.
itive mate of man. She placed a last
touch here and there, smiled at him
and erossing to the west door, snapped
her fingers to the big mongrel and
stepped out,

SBamdry, his hand unconaciously
polsed with rulsed spoon, watched her
He saw her basten as she ueared the
edge of the level, and tinally, as if sbe
could no longer hold herself to the
decorum of her pace, break into tight,
running ke a deer up among the pines
with long bounding leaps  As she dis
uppeared he dropped bile hand and be-
ceame aware of Ma Dally In the door
to the kitchen She, too, was watching
her.

Mrs Datly,” he sald suddenly, “what
is 5'letz”

The old lady turned on him quickly
the plercing ginnce of hor sharp eyes. |

“Just a girl," shin safd succinetly

Bhe turned to her realm and Sandry
rose and went out in the mist Hw
climbed steadlily with something of
the logger s movement. This much ne
bad learned nlong with a thousand
other things of the free life, and yet
he wWas a
still,

novice=—Johnuny l-‘.ut"ru’

He was thinking deoply ns I'tl‘1
climbed, lost in the majestic stlenee of
the hushed pines with the stilling ear

pet of needles at thelr feot, and It ~as
somée tme after the first sounds from
ahoend had come to bim dimly that be
wakaned to the loud volees of men in
gquarrel, As be broke through the wall
of dripping walst-aigh fern he came
fu'l upon o sight that stirred his biood,
and fired his wrato, in apite of nis ef-
fort to keep calm, There in the new
cutting #tood Hampden, his face red
with fury, his eyes snapping, his dou-
bled fists whaking st Lally who front |

odl him Behind the two the men wera |
grouped in menacing hunches 'l'l.t-}'l
were huge fellows, every one of them,

aa If they had been pleked purposaly,
barcarmed, opeuthronted, wet with
the cunstuntiy falline,. snfl mist

Mhose of Hampden were armed with
plles and peavies 10 8 man-—and thess
are dendly wenapons ‘wily's crow car
ried wxes  waud

severnl had cant

hooke
I told your Johnny Eastern Lo staj
off this hees land'™ oried the ownoer
o! the Yellow Pines, his volee running

up on the last woard in o squesk of
ruge, "an’ I'll see 't he dovs! An’ you
Wi your fiver Logs thatl you pass as
loggers! Iotten outhy, ve are’  Yau'll
git off an’ stay oft!  This Innd belongs
1o me by right of good money paid

an' you tore down O'Connel’'s home
gtonder's cabin' That's amg'in the law'"

He thrust out his heavy (aco helligor-
ently, lnvitiug insuit, & Brst movement
aof violenes, [t came, not from Daily,
the oasy-going, tamful foreman, who
had righted many toppling crises, but
from Jim Anworthy, the curly-hiended
voung scapegrace who was the worrh
ment and favorite of Ma Duaily, He
flung himself forward with 4 whoop.

*Rotten are we! ‘'Live viean to th’
heart!"

And with a lightning pass he slapped
Hampden sguare in the face, leaping
backward like & eat. In a flash the
two groups of men had mingled and
the sllent woods rang with & conflict
thut woas a delight to every heart In
the mixup, with the exeeption, perhaps
of Hampden, who was too small and
menn of nature to love anythiong for
Ita own ke

sandry on the outskirts beheld it
with consternation

Ven' he shouted, jumping up on &
gtump  “Hampden! Hampden! Dally!
Humgden'”
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A bare nrm shot forward Into a face
which crumpled and sank out of sight
and the owner of the arm looked up
at him.

“Come off your perch, Johany'" he
cried with the insolence of indiffer
ence, and even It the exeitement of
the moment the thrust went home to
the young owner His jaw tightaned
and he marked the man, one of the
fallors, for future reckoning.

How the fight would have ended
Sandry, thinking It over afterward,
could never deelde, They were evenly
matched In intent, the two factions,
and nearly so in numbers. though
Hampden's force was a trifle the
slronger.

Hlows ralned fast and furious
Dlood was flowing freely and the oaths
and laughter had given place to pant
ing ellence

“You lowdown cheat'" he heard
Dally say as he slosed with Hampden,
"We'll—wettle—a few things—now'

There was the scent of heated flesh
and of warm blood In the close, moist
air, and the clump and swish and |
crutch of heavy boots threshing the
fern. From under the trampling feot
be caught sight of a limp Higure. erum-
pled on its glde

Bomething in Its ghastly stillness
caught at his heart and set & purposo |
in its horritled amnaze,

He musgt stop this thing at any cost.
Springing down he caught up a long |
blacksnske whip lying colled beside a |
stumip. It had evidently come with the |
Yellow Pines outfit, for what purpose
he did not know, for there was not
such an article anywhere in eamp

Raolsing his arm he whirled it back
to send the long lush singing in among
the struggling mass, when a sound,
coming clearly out of the brooding
stillness of the great pine woods, ar-
rested him

it was the high, slivery note of a
flute. sShrill and clear, It cut into the
rush of the fight litke a Hashing biade
The men heard it. even through tne
fight rage.  Here and there the furious
action halted a moment, without volt.
tion, it seemed, and a man drow quick:
Iy out on one side  In the moment o
hush that followed a whole eascade of
sparkling notes fell from the ridge
like n bhandful of diamonds trickling
down, wnd sweet and tender came the
strains of “Lead, Kindly Light,”

Daily caughit his antagonist by the
thront and hurled him  backward,
opening up A space in the locked and
panting swelter.

“he Preacher!”™
Preacher's eomin'!™

With common consent the twa fae-
tlons fell npart, the Yellow Plpes own-
er getting to his fect blind with the un- |
oaring unger of the bully

So it was the Preacher who was com-
tng thus with the herald of those sil:
ver notes —<the Preacher whose worn
old Bible lay in the little south room
and whose name brought the light of
gladness Into the somber face of |
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Blul?.

he panted, “The

Sandry. still holding the trafling |
whip, waited expectunt. What he be |
held, when at last the player came out
in a watery bar of the slanting light, |
astounded bl beyond measure,

The wtranger wore o garment of |
seue  course brown fiber, buttoned |
down from the throat to the feet and
helted at the walst with hempen rope |
He carried his flute high with a mar.
tial alr. as i it told of victory nndl
songuest, and hils thin form qulwdll
Lehtly and erect White and tine and |
delicately Hned, the face above nhunn!
rudlantly from between heavy hair
wiileh fell in long. lovse curl#, white
as the winter snow, Hlue eyes, under !
jeval brows, looked out with the batf
vaeanl innoecence of the very voung
For him the world had stopped some
titne wgo. AN he emergod through the
ftorn, Sandry saw that the brown gar
ment wins wet to the knees. the heavy
sheoes  upon his fest sodden with :
vurth

“Ab, John, my son " he sald In & |
valee au gentie as his eyes, "It has
bheesn long sines we moet! 1 have |
wouried on the way for the faces of
frienda'!"

He beld out & hand, slim and shape. |

Iy, ¥t which bure the look of onetima
strength.  The foreman took It, after
wiping hils own swiftly on his corduy-
roys

“Wao ben waltin® for you a long

| Hme” he sald, “an' we're mighty glad
you've come "
| The strunger nodded and, turning to
the shifting lumberjacks, want round
among them with a word for each and
| that same delleate handshake, Hefors
| he reached Hampden, the owner of the
' Yellow Pines, straightening his dighov-
Celod clothes, swung out of the Eroup.

An he passod Sandry he glared into
his Tace,

“I'll stap you befora another tweanty,
four hours,” he sald savagely, "and
don't you forget it. Your little desd

[ to the East Belt an’ this strip happons
to have besn made by a hogus owner,
| who sonked old Frazer for a plle an
;eleared [Us been filed on as a4 homes
| stead an’ sold to me, an' I'll see you
\in hell but what 'l get it—all, | was
keepin' the belt as & surprise party for
you, but | guess it's due right now!"
The vindictive triumph in his small

congt. "

0on AN eXLra erew,

THE TUCUM

eyen was a guaranty ef his earnest-
nea# and Sandry returned it with a
glance ns earnest, “You speak in rid-
dies, Mr. Hampden,” he sald coldly,
“and 'm Inelined to think the pummal-
ing John gave you has injured your
mentality

The Preacher reached him as the
other turned away, followed by his
men, who shoulderad thelr tools and
disappeared through the undergrowth
In u shambling fle, abandoning the
fght for other means,
“A stranger?” asked the newcomer,

CARI NEWS

“And why didn't you verify all pa
pers, Mr. Bandry, when you made the
denl *™

Dally was entirely earnest and un
consclous of the coffrontery of his
words. Sandry's bovish face fushed
painfully,

“Inoxperiencs,” he asald bluntiy;

extending that fine white bhand, “a
satranger at the eamp ™

“The new owner, father”
teered Dally, “Mr, S8andry.”

“Ah. yes! You are young, sir, in the
ways of the world! But God guldes the
foot of the young It is a Inbyrinthian
path—the way of youth!
buttertiies along It and primroses, and
both are so euslly trod underfoot!
Ah, so easily! And a lttle farther
nlong there ia regrot and shadow Ah,
me! Ah, me' What is tha way out®”

He turned troubled blue eves to the |
foreman and the latter, strong and |
lumbering as an ox, lald & light touch
apon the sacred flute

The troubled eyes dropped thereon. |

"Why—certainiy. How could 1 for |
got!"

And lifting the Instrument and his |
shiver head he answered his wisttul
guery with the plaintive sweetness of
“lesus, Lover of My SBoul.”

“That,” he smiled, "is the way out, |
fon, in case you should lose yourselfl |
in the shadows - the lonely shadows
of dishonor and sin."”

He latd his band on Sandry's arm

volun-

Land slowly the young man's face grew

darkly erimson,  His lips twitched and
he turned away “I'll go down to camp,
son.” sald the preacher to  UDally,
“there are those there who are ai
Ways there?”

There was a quick sliding of some
thing ke fear in his voles,

“All there,” sald Dally kindly as the

( peculiar arrival turned away,

“He is n bit embarrassing at times, |
Mr, Sandry.” he apologized, “but inno
cent—and a bit o' the God he preaches
Says he's the father of all things fath-
eriess  It's the strongest grip of his
trotible, the idea that he's o father to
everyhody an' evervthing that needs

p—

) |
l
l

Answered His Wistful Query With the
Plaintive Sweetness.

him--regular lunatie on the point,
Pitiful sometimes in his eagorness.
But he's loved from Scattle to Santa
Barbara, and known all over the

“Let's go down to the trall,” satld
Sandry, changing the subject: “we'll |
rush the work on the double guick Put}
I'm going (o tnke
heed to that swindler's words He
meant what he sald. There's some-
thing crooked here”

CHAPTER XI.
An Unrecorded Deed.

The Preacher proved to he the
strungest thing In all this strange
country to Sandry as he watched him
i the days that followed Hi wpoke
but seldom end then with o qualit pre-
cislon, & beauty of speech and thought
that smazed the mwan from the Bast.
But they were old thoughts, Sundry
found at last, thoughts formalated in
the fire and enthusissm of youth, hence
still burning wher youth had fog and
uge had brought its empty sceming,

“And it s there,” ho sald to himselt,
“that 8'letz gets her manner of specch,
though hor vislons wre her own, born
of her conterod soul.”

At the end of the woek Sandry went
to Salem. When he returued his face
was drawn as If from loss of sleep,
and he summoened Dally to the otics.

Sandry pulled open w drawer in his
desk and took out the deed to the Kast
Belt,

“This,” he sald tensely, "has nover
been rocorded, | searched the rocords
at the land office and our deed is not
there. Instoad there (s & brand new
homestead fling tn the name of T, J
O'Connel, Dally, vither old Frazer was
orooked or a fool”

There was a stratned note In the
owner's volea  His foreman sat in the
tiptilted ofhes chalr, open-mouthed
and round-weyed

“Then Hampden's got th' strangle
holt<=damn his soul to hell! He
knows about the contrack an’ he'll bilk
It If ne can.  But Frazer wasn't erook-
ed, Mr. Bandry, I'd stake my life on
that."

“Then why did he sell me the Kast
Belt stumpage—the prize card in the
Dillingworth pack—without & record:
od deed? This mn't worth its paper.”

He wvaved the folded slio,

“faith in men, though hy all the signe
1 shonld have lost that, and lastly no
econception that such a thing could be
done, Our first move now, however,
in to find Frazer.”

nlly shook his hoad

[t new bucker we took on yes
terday In the bunch of new men toid
me last night that Frazer was in
‘Frisco two weeks ngo, and was goin
gouth.  Salled on the mail bost for
Panama.”

Bandry regarded his foreman grimly

Thera are | out of sparkling blue syes,

“Then,” he said, after a moment 8
thought, “we'll save our eontract first
and fght for our stumpage Iater."”

He rose and began gathering up the
papers on his densk.

At noon,” sald he, thinking rapidly
and with astonishing *ase In this, nis
first business criels, “you will take
every man off the pregent work, We
will bulld no more trall toward the
Fast Belt now.  Instead we will iy
track ms fast as possible into the tim
her at the bead of the valley there o
the north. You know that contract
eullg for alx mililon feet of logs to bo
in raft at Yaquina bay by the sixieenth
of March If It 1s pot there we jose
our big profita and the connection with
this powerful company Now get busy,”

Speeulation and comment were rife
in camp whon Dally announced at
noon that all work along present lines
was to be dropped and that all hands
wore to fall to laying track to the
north.

“Hy jingo.” grumbied Collins openly,
“were gettin’ seairt out by th’ Yelln
Pines' Ef It aln’t plymb disgustin’t”

“Quit? eried Jim Anworthy. “let a
bunch o cutthroats call us quitters?
What's eatin® you, John?"

“Opders,” sald the | roman warning.

|1y, and the men buzzed like a nest of

hornets. Among the old hands at the
camp it was almost a personnl affalr
and they took it to heart, criticizing
with that freedom which charneterized

done servics on many s B

the far metropolia—ana she st ek
Polt Hke a soldler! Mandry watehed
her go with an unconscrous pride In
her urban  appearance. She  rode
astride in his saddle, but though he ad
mired every line of the splondid pair
he was conscious of a comparison
which left something to be destred
Hinck Bolt with Siletz awinging drunk
enly to the dip and 1t of his running
atride, had been one. They had boeon
the West, This was (he East—and It
wasr artifieinl,

While Bandry stood at the block
wiatching Miss Ordway cantering down
the valley, he heard a light step be
hind and Stletz came around the fling
shed.  Ho turned to her, smlilng into
her eves, which lighted slowly as they
rested on him.

“Where huave
Squaw ! he asked,

"Over the hog back.”

“Eight milos!
like that, child,
might
ness !

Bandry moved slightly and Silets
glanced ncross hin shoulder down the
valloy. A gasp, as of Indrawn breath
made him look up,

Her lips were open and intense as
tonighment #at upon her face, For a
moment she stared at the distant
rider  Then she whirled, so swiltly
that one of her long bralds whipped
across Sandry's face like a lash, and
dashed Into the leanto.

When she emerged the dark color
had drawn out of her cheeks and lips,
leaving them ashien, Her face worked
and Sandry fell back n step at sight
of her eyves, They were all savage,
flaming with a rage which astounded
him,

“"Why — why — 8'let2!”  he
catehing her by the wrist

you been, Little

Don't you know you
lose yourself o this wilder

eried
ns she

pussed him, “1 didn't know you felt

like this about the horse!"™

Iyt whe fdung his grasp loose in o
perfect fury and dashed up the steps
to the kitehen, the sobs coming wildly

With an Indescribable sensation
sonding shivers down his spiue, the
young owner went to his oflice,

When Miss Ordway returned late In
the day her smart hahit was stalged
with mud, her Httle cap was charm-

their kind and laying the blams upon | ingly awry, and she bore ull the ear
the now owner, the tenderfoot (rom | murks of adventurs,

the Enst. Feeling ut the abrupt giy-
ing up of operations ar Hampden's
threats ran so high that three old.
timers=including Smith  the
tender, & jewel in the crown of any
logging camp—rolled down thelr
sloeves and called for their time,

“Can’'t stand the atmosphers,” sald
Iittle Smith, sottling his round. nar-
row-brimmed felt hat a trifle forward
on hig bullet head, "it's gettin' too cul.
tured. We'll be asked to stop swearin’
next, an’ eatin’ with our spoona  Me
fer th' timber right. 1 don't Hke elvili-
zation.”

“Lot them go." sald Sandry grimly,
“1'11 learn how and tend hook myself
If necessary” v

[ays slipped by so swiftly that San-
dry scarce foand time to count them,
and they were all oo short. He was
out before day had even erept up the
enstern glopes of the great Caseades,
and was still going when it died half
across the Pacific to the west. He
nte ke a logger and slept without a
dream,

The dampness freshened his cheeks
and curled his halr into a riot under
Lis gray felt hat; and Siletz, glancing
sidewise from under her level brows,
flushed darkly beneath her dusky skin
at the wonderful mag-beauty of him,
She could not forget the day in the
forn glade when he had stooped to
her for that passing kiss, She felt a
constant pulling of all her nature to
fall In a little way belind and follow
him. This feelng puzzled her and
sovernl times she caught herself al
most in the aet when he passed
through the big room, or paced tbke
length of the porch.

She fed sugar to Black Holt, sat on
the seven-foot fir stump on the ridge
with an arm over the stald shouwlders
of Coosnah. watched the wonderful
gold lights in Miss Ordway's halr, and
dreamed more than ever, Upon the
Preacher she walted hand and foot.
with n devotion beautiful in its un-
consclousness

Ma Dally went about her business
ip an unusual silence; and she, too,
took In all the detalls of the asuthor
from the East, but with a far different
eye

“Don’t ke her smile” she golllo
guized in the steam of her lmportant
realm, " ‘tain't thick. It's spread on
mighty thin— ke & siepma’s jam.”

ut to Sandry, when he found one
of his rare halfhours of cessation
from the rushing work, that same
smile, brilllant and well.poieed and
of the distant world, was & refreshing
wind.

“You're working too hard, Mr. S8an-
dry.” Miss Ordway often told him,
“why don't you go after this Hamp-
den man?"

“"Huven't time, This contract may
mean the slow gain of years. | must
pave it first and by all means.”

“H'm. I'm keen for the unusual
There may be a lot in thia. 1 bellove
't do a little Investigating  You
know | spoke of it and you sald go
ahend—?"

“] wouldn’t mix up with that man,
Miss Ordway. lle's the coarsest Ltype
| ever met with.”

“Trust me," suid Miss Ordway brief.
Iy, and the next moment could have
shaken herself for the wsalfslangy,
hali boastful expression,

And upon the word she put her in-
tention into action, for with her usual
far-sightedness she saw an almost un-
canny opening and dovetalling of
plans.

The next day but one a fitful, blowy,
tonrful day, she ventured forth, clad
in a smart suit of corduroy that bad

“But | know Hampden of the Yol
low Mnes.” she whispered intimately
as Sandry asslsted her to dismount,

l"mk'i"ll | did bave to manage a rather
spoctaculur fall and ruin my coat in |

your unspenkable mud, 1 think be'll
furnish admirable data”

“What?" erted Sundry, "you dia
that? Wull, for the love of heaven!
No wonder you can poriray other
folks' emotions!  You simply go out
and make yvour situntions!"

ITO BE CONTINUED)

KNEW USE OF ANESTHETICS

Conclusive Evidence That Ancient
Surgeons Were Familiar With
Methods of Alleviating Pain,

Those who lmagine
knowledge began with later genera-
tion®, mnd that the discovery ot
chloroform, revolutionized the science,
should read sn article recently pub-
lished by Dr J. de Fenton ifi the South
African Journul of sScience,

Various anesthetizing media and
methods were well kpown both
antiguity and during the Middle Ages.
Homer wmwentions the anesthetic el
fects of nepenthe; Herodotus stales
tuat the Scythinns obtained simblar
eRects from the vapors ol hemp, pro
duced by throwing hemp seed on hot
#stones. A Chinese physiclan of the
third century B. C. gave his patlents
& preparation of hemp to make them

insensible during surgical operations. |
The most important apesthetic o |
anclent and medieval times was, how: |

ever, wine of mandrugora, the use of
which mentioned by a gleat number
of early writers, and s referred to
by Shukespeare, More recently, In
the year 1760, the UGerman surgeon
Welss, better known as Alblous, am:
putated the toot of Augustus L, king
ol Poland, while under tbhe lntuence
of mundragors,

Two other anesthetizing agencles

were employed In very early times, |

|

' For sick headache, bad breath,

viz, warterial
notism.

It s sald that the apclent Assyr
lnns produced o wthurglo state by
compression of the carotld artery be
fore performiug the uperation ot e
cumcision.

compression and hyp

Find Curious Siberian Tribe,

Thu last moewmbers of the Siberian
expedition promotdd by the Uxford
university 8 school of anthropology
and the Philnde'pola museum  have
returned to London with a rich culs
lection of muterial and new Inloriss:
Uon nbout a strange reglon

The strangost tribe moet In their
travels wan the Tungus, a primitiva
nomud peoplo of the Mongollan type,
who live to thempelfes, have only
vaguo rotiony about the Hussians and
the cear and no system of writing,
They lHve In wigwams and havo no oo
cupntion othor than the breeding of
relndeer and the hunting of white
foxes, Thelr rellglor ls & bellef in
goad wnd evil spirite

A lnrge collection of esstumen, wea.
pons, implements and copper and frop
ornaments wad brought home by the
expedition

Stopping Him.

“1 shall nuver ask you Lo promise
to come bomo early again,” she sald
gorrowfully when be let blmsell in
L ¢ A, m,

“Why noi, my dear? be loguired
quietly,

“It's bad enough to be married (o o
nighthawk and a loafer without mak
ing & lar of you (oo, she replivd,
aud he bad no comeback,

You shouldn't go off |

that surgier’ |

E
i
|

" Ian't It
i
|

HAD AWFU
~ WEAK SPELLS

Suffered So Much Felt She Had to
Have Relief. Says Cardui
Made Her Well.

Elba, Ala.—Mra. M. T. May, of this
place, writes: I was not especisly
' strong whon 1 married. .., but after
my marringe, | seemed to got very
' muech worse, About two months after
I was married, | began to have awful
weak spells. Would have bad spells
| of headache, simply felt bad all the
| time, could hardly do a thing... 1|
| suffered so much pain In my left side
| and had the swimming of the head and
congestion and heartburn very bad. In
fact 1 suffered so much 1 thought |
would dle [ kept getting worse and
felt | must have some relief. 1 had
lcotno pain ana difficulty in walking. ..
“Mr. ., who ran a store In

, recommended that | take ‘Car-
dul,’ and my husband bought me a bot-
tle, which did me so much good that
he bought me another, and after the
use of three or four bottles | was well;
was up doing my work after the use of
| the first bottle. It's the fAnest tonie I
| know of. 1 got Into better health than
| I had been since my marriage. 1 ad-
who have weak

| vise »ll women...

| apals. .., to take IL"
The thousands of letters. which

come to us every year, like the above,

| eertainly are procf of the merit of

Cardul, the woman's tonle.

‘ For sale by all druggists.

Careful,
Wil the vaccination mark show,
doctor ™
“That  depends  entirely
madum’ - Muck.

GRANDMA USED SAGE
TEA TO' DARKEN HAIR

She mixed Sulphur with it te
Restore Color, Gloss,
Youthfulness.

an  yow

Common garden sage brewed Into 8
{ heavy tea with sulphur added, will
turn grav, streaked and faded halr
| berutifully dark and luxuriant.  Just

n few applications wiill prove a revels
-}llon It your halr ts fading, streaked
L or gray. Mising the SBage Tea and Sul
! phur recipe at home, though, s
tronblerome. An easler way is to get
a b0cent hottle of Wyeth's Sage and
Bulpbur Compound at any drug store
all ready for use, This Is the old time
recipe improvedd by the addition of
other Ingredients,

While wispy, gray, faded hair is not
| sinful, we all deslre to retaln our
youthful appearance and attractive-
ness. By darkening your hair with

| Wyeth's Sage and Sulphur Compound,

no one ean toll, hecause It does It 8o
paturally, so evenly, You just dampen
& sponge or soft brush with it and
, draw this through your halr, taking
one small strand at a time; by morn-
ing all gray halrs have disappeared,
and, after another application or two,
your halr hecomes beautifully dark,
glossy, soft and luxuriant,

This preparation 18 a delightful tol-
let requisite and 18 not intendod for

the cure, mitigation or prevention of

discase.—Adv.

He Got 'Em.
Customer—Glve me a palr of spl
ders,
Clerk—Er—heg pardon?
Customer—A pair i web suspend-

| @rs,
|

i“EASBAHETS” FOR

LIVER, BOWELS

Sour Stomach and
constipation,

Get o 10:cent hox now,

No adde how bad your liver, stomach
or howels; how much your head
aches, how miserable and uncomfort-
anle you are from constipation, indiges
tion, billousness and sluggish bowels
~ you wlways got the desired results
wihth Cancarota,
your stomach, liver and
howeln make yon miserable, Take
Cancarotn tonlght; put an end to the
hondachs, hillousness, dizzinoss, nerv-
ousnens, wlck, sour, gussy stomach,
backachn  and  sll other distress;
eleanso your Inside organs of all the
bile, pases and constipatsd matter
wilch in producing the misery,

A 1eont box means health, happl-
neds and a clear bhead for months,
No more doys of gloom and distress
it you will taka a Cascaret now and
then, Al stores sell Cascarets. Don't
forget the children—thelr little in-
tldes necd a cleansing too, Ady,

Keeping It Warm,

“You've heard of bottled wrath ™

“Youu bet. My wifo uses a Lthermos
bottle, '—Louwgville Courler-Journal,

Unkind.
‘Does your wifo wear spats?”
“Weur 'em? Bhe starts ‘wm."

-




