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turn perfectly so far as your limited
information extends. In strict confi-
dence I propose now to impart to you
what has hitherto remained a pro-
found secret. Upon special request ofHAMPTON

PLACE
DESPONDENCY

Are Tooth symptoms of organic- - de-

rangement, and nature's warning1 to
women of a trouble which, will soon-
er or later declare itself.

- How often do we hear women say,"It seems as though my back would
break." Yet they continue to drag'
along-- and suffer with aches in the
small of the back, pain low down in
the side, dragging sensations, nerv-
ousness and no ambition. "'

They do not realize thct the back
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was destined to be their last on this
earth unless help came.

For two days Wyman had scarcely
stirred from where he lay bolstered
against the rock. Sometimes he be-
came delirious from fever, uttering in-
coherent phrases, or swearing in piti-
ful weakness. Again he would par-
tially arouse to his old sense of sol-

dierly duty, and assume- - intelligent
command. Now he twisted painfully
about upon his side, and, with clouded
eyes, sought to discern what man was
lying next him. The face was hidden
so that all he could clearly distinguish
was the fact that this man was not
clothed as a soldier. -

"Is that you, Hampton?" he ques-
tioned, his voice barely audible. '

The person thus addressed, who was
lying flat upon his back, gazing si-

lently upward at the rocky front of
the cliff, turned cautiously over upon
his elbow before venturing reply.

"Yes; what is it, sergeant? It looks
to be a beauty of a morning way up
yonder."

There was a hearty, cheery ring to

ism--an- quickly indicates by acmng-- ihi-j- l. uimm w - -

a diseased condition of the feminine organs or kidneys, and that aches
and pains will continue until the cause is removed. ' r

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound
made from native .roots and herbs has been for many years the most
successful remedy in such cases Ho other medicine has such, a record
of cures of feminine ills.

Miss LenaNagel, of 117 Morgan St., Buffalo, N. T., writes: "I was
completely worn out and on the verge of nervous prostration. My back
ached all the time. - 1 had dreadful periods of pain, was subject to fits
of crying and extreme nervousness, and was always weak and tired.
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound completely cured me.'

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound cures Female Complaints,
such, as Backache, Falling and Displacements, and all Organic Diseases.
Dissolves and exuels Tumors at an early stao-e- It strengthens and
tones the Stomach. Cures Headache and Indigestion and invigorates
the whole feminine system.
Mrs. Pinkham's Standing Invitation to Women

vanishing prairie dogs. Now and then
a sinewy brown arm might incautious
ly project across the gleaming surface
of a rock, or a mop of coarse, black
hair appear above the edge of a gully
either incident resulting in a quick
interchange of fire. That was all; yet
the experienced frontiersmen knew
that eyes as keen as those of any wild
animal of the jungle were watching
murderously their slightest movement.

Wyman, now reclining in agony
against the base of the overhanging
cliff, directed the movements of his
little command calmly and with sober
military judgment. Little by little, un-
der protection of the rifles of the three
civilians, the uninjured infantrymen
crept cautiously about, rolling loosened
bowlders forward into position, until
they finally succeeded in thus erecting
a rude barricade between them and the
enemy. The wounded who could be
reached were laboriously drawn back
within this improvised shelter, and
when the black shadows of the night
finally shut down, all remaining alive
were once more clustered together,
the injured lying moaning and ghastly
beneath the overhanging shelf of rock,
and the girl, who possessed all the pa-
tient stoicism of frontier training, rest-
ing in silence, her widely opened 'eyes
on those far-of- f stars peeping above
the brink of the chasm, her head pil-
lowed on old Gillis' knee.

Twice during the long night volun
teers sought vainly to pierce .those

number of influential citizens of
Placer, including the city marshal and
other officials, expressed in mass-meetin- g,

I have decided upon desert-
ing that sagebrush metropolis to its
just fate, and plan to add the influ-
ence of my presence to the future de
velopment .of Glencaid. I learn that
the climate there is more salubrious,
more conducive to long living, the citi-
zens of Placer being peculiarly excit-
able and careless with their fire-
arms."

The sergeant had been listening
with open mouth. "The hell you say!"
he finally ejaculated.

"The undefiled truth, every word of
it. . No wonder you are shocked. A
fine state of affairs, isn't it, when a
plain-spoke- pleasant-mannere- d gen
tleman, such as I surely am, a uni
versity graduate, by all the gods, the
nephew of a United States senator,
and acknowledged to be the greatest
exponent of scientific poker in this ter
ritory, should be obliged to ' hastily
change his chosen place of abode be-
cause of the threat of an ignorant and
depraved mob. Ever have a rope dan-
gled in front of your eyes, sergeant,
and a gun-barr- biting into your cheek
at the same time? Accept my word
for it, the experience is trying on the
nerves. Ran a perfectly square game.
too, and those ducks knew it; but
there's no true sporting spirit left in
this territory any more. However,
spilled milk is never worth sobbing
over, and Fate always contrives to
play the final hand in any game, and
stocks the cards to win."

"A breath of good, honest prayer
would serve- - better than anything
else," groaned the sergeant, soberly.

The gray eyes resting thoughtfully
on the old soldier's haggard face be
came instantly grave and earnest.

"Sincerely I wish I might aid you
with one," the man admitted, "but I
fear, old fellow, any prayer coming
from my lips would never ascend very
far. However, I might try the com
fort of a hymn, and you will remember
this one, which, no doubt, you have
helped to sing back in God's country."

There was a moment's hushed
pause, during which a rifle cracked
sharply out in the ravine; then the
reckless fellow, his head partially sup-
ported against the protecting bowlder,
lifted up a full, rich barytone in rendi-
tion of that hymn of Christian faith.

"Nearer, my God, to Thee!
Nearer to Thee!

E'en though it be a cross
That raiseth me,

Still all my song shall be.
Nearer, my God, to Thee!

Nearer to Thee."
Glazed and wearied eyes glanced

cautiously toward the singer around
the edges of protecting rocks; fingers
loosened their grasp upon the rifle bar-
rels; smoke-begrime- d cheeks became
moist; while lips, a moment before
profaned by oaths, grew silent and
trembling. Out in front a revengeful
brave sent his bullet swirling just
above the-- singer's head, the sharp
fragments of rock dislodged falling in
a shower upon his upturned face; but
the fearless rascal sang serenely on
to the end, without a quaver.

"Mistake it for a death song likely,"
he remarked dryly, while the last
clear, lingering note, reechoed by the
cliff, died reluctantly away in softened
cadence. "Beautiful old song, ser-
geant, and I trust hearing It again has
done you good. Sang it once in a
church way back in New England.
But what is the trouble?- - Did you call
me for some special reason?"

"Yes," came the almost gruff re
sponse; for Wyman, the fever steal-
ing back upon him, felt half ashamed
of his unshed tears. "That is, pro-
vided you retain sufficient sense to
listen. - Old Gillis was shot over an
hour ago, yonder behind that big
bowlder, and his girl sits there still
holding his head in her lap. She'll get
hit also unless somebody pulls her out
of there, and she's doing no good to
Gillis he's dead."

Hampton's clear-cu- t, expressive face
became graver, all trace of reckless-
ness gone from it. He lifted his head
cautiously, peering over his rock cover
toward where he remembered earlier
in the fight Gillis had sought refuge.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
A Sure Cure.

F. Marlon Crawford, at a dinner in
New York, attacked spiritualism. "In
principle it may be true," Mr. Craw-
ford said, "but spiritualism as it is
practiced to-da- y is a thing to beware
of. I know a man whose wife sudden-
ly developed a great interest in spir-
itualism. She attended seance after
seance at the house of a handsome
medium with oark, thick hair aud
smoldering eyes.

"Her husband cured her, though. He
took to accompanying her to the me-
dium's, and at every seance he got the
most passionate and tender messages
from his-firs- t wife." -

Concrete Lighthouse.
By the use of concrete a tall light-

house was constructed in a short pe
riod of time at the Point de la Coubre,
at the mouth of the Gironde river, in
France. The building is 225 feet high
and about 35 feet in diameter at the
base. It was finished in nine months
after the beginning of the work, and
cost $90,000. The haste was due to
the fact that the sea threatened to
wash away the old structure.

Using the Insurance.
"I think, said the man whose' com-

mercial emporium had been burned
curiously, "that 111 try my new yacht
this afternoon."

"Ah, going to have a fire sail," com-
mented a friend; but as this style of
Jest has to be seen in print to be ap-

preciated it fell fiat, of course. Phil-

adelphia Ledger. -
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CHAPTER I.

Hampton, of Placer.
It was not an uncommon tragedy 01

the west. If slightest chronicle of it
DU1 111 CT, 1L 111 UOI, UV. U'"Jv.v v, o
the musty and nearly forgotten rec-
ords of the Eighteenth regiment of in-

fantry.
Yet the tale is worth telling now,

when such days are past and gone.
There were 16 of them when, like so
many hunted rabbits, they were first
securely trapped among the frowning
rocks, and forced relentlessly back-
ward from off the narrow trail until
the precipitous canyon walls finally
baited their disorganized flight, and
from sheer necessity compelled a rally
In hopeless battle. Sixteen; ten in-

fantrymen from old Fort Bethune, un-

der command of Syd. Wyman, a gray-lieade- d

sergeant of 30 years' continu-
ous service in the regulars, two cow-punche- rs

from the "XL." ranch, a
stranger who had joined them unin-
vited at the ford over the Bear Water,
together with old Gillis, the post-trade- r,

and his silent chit of a girl.
Sixteen but that was three days be-

fore, and in the meanwhile not a few
or tnose speeding sioux Duneis naa
found softer billet than the limestone
rocks. Six of the soldiers, four al-

ready dead, two dying, lay out-
stretched in ghastly silence where they
fell.

Then the taciturn Gillis gave sud-
den utterance to a sobbing cry, and a
burst of red spurted across his white
beard as he reeled backward, knock-
ing the girl prostrate when he fell.
Eight remained, one helpless, one a
mere lass of 15. It was the morning
of the third day.

The beginning of the affair had burst
upon them so suddenly that no two in
that stricken company would have
told the same tale. None' among them
ihad anticipated trouble.

In all the fancied security of un-

questioned peace these chance trav-
elers had slowly toiled along the steep
trail leading toward the foothills.
Gillis and the girl, as well as the two
cattleherders, were on horseback; the
remainder soberly trudged forward on
foot, with guns slung to their shoul-
ders. Wyman was somewhat in ad-

vance, walking beside the stranger,
the latter a man of uncertain age,
smoothly shaven, quietly dressed in
garments bespeaking an eastern tailor,
a bit grizzled of hair along the tem
ples, and possessing a pair of cool,
gray eyes. He had introduced himself
by the name of Hampton, but had vol
unteerea no lurtner Information, nor
"was it customary in that country to
question impertinently.

Hampton, through the medium of
easy conversation, early discovered in
tne sergeant an Intelligent mind, pos
sessing some knowledge of literature.
They had been discussing books with
rare enthusiasm, and the former had
drawn from the concealment of an
inner pocket a diminutive copy of "The
Merchant of Venice," from which he
was reading aloud a disputed passage,
when the faint trail they followed sud
denly dipped into the yawning mouth
of a black canyon. It was a narrow,
gloomy, contracted gorge, a mere gash
between those towering hills shadow
ing its depths on either hand. A swift
mountain stream, noisy and clear as
crystal, dashed from rock to rock close
beside the more northern wall, while
the illdefined pathway, strewn with
bowlders and guarded by underbrush,
clung to the opposite side, where low
scrub trees partially obscured "the
view.

All was silent as death when they
entered, yet they had barely advanced
a short hundred paces when those ap- -

narontlv in fmn flomail
red, the narrow defile echoed to wild
screeches and became instantly crowd-
ed with weird, leaping figures. It was
like a plunge from heaven into hell.
Ulaine and Endicott sank at the first
fire, while Wyman's - stricken arm
dripped blood. Indeed, under that
sudden shock, he fell, and was barely
rescued by the prompt action of the
man beside him. Dropping the opened
book, and firing madly to left and
Tight with a revolver which appeared
"to spring into his-- hand as by magic,
the latter coolly dragged the fainting
soldier across the more exposed space,
until the two found partial security
among a mass of loosened rocks litter-
ing the base of the precipice. The
others who survived that first scorch
ing discharge also raced toward this
same shelter, impelled thereto by the
unerring instinct of border fightin
and flinging themselves flat behind
protecting bowlders, began responding
to the Saot fire rained upon them.

Scattered and hurried as these first
volleys were, they proved sufficient to
check the howling demons in the open.
It has never been Indian nature to
facq unprotected the aim of the white
men, and those dark figures, which
only a moment before thronged the
narrow gorge, leaping crazily in the
riot of apparent victory, suddenly
melted from sight, slinking down into
leafy coverts beside the 6tream or into
told a aructg the rocks, like so many

Women sufferinir from any form
write Airs. rmKnam, Liyou, juuas. -

A REAL "HOSS" RACE.

Country Fair the Place to See It at
Its Best.

If you would see a horse strap-
ped, booted, braced and geared to
the limit, you must seek such a
track as you see at the old-tim- e

country fair. Here comes an awk-
ward flea-bitte- n gray which never
went under 2:50 in his life. He is
hobbled and checked and goggled, and
hitched up sidewise, lengthwise and
crosswise until there is more har-
ness than horse. You wonder how
his driver ever got him into this rig-
ging, and how he will get him out
again without cutting him free with
a jackknife. A farmer with a
gray beard and twinkling ' eye ob-
serves to his neighbor:

"Last time John Martin had that
plug out on the road I told him he
had the old cripple overloaded with

Them straps
that was cal'lated to hoist up his
knees must ha' pulled too tight and
the critter was yanked clean off the
ground. What John was gettin'
ready for was a race for flyin ma-

chines, not a hoss trot." From "The
Country Fair," by David Lansing, in
Outing.

Man Whose Memory Was Bad.
For more than an hour a witness

for the defense had dodged questions.
His faulty memory was particularly
exasperating for the counsel for the
plaintiff, who was seeking to recall
to the witness' recollection an event
of four of five years previous. Event-
ually the man remembered "some-
thing about it,"

"Ah," continued the lawyer for the
plaintiff, "what dd you think of it
at the time?" - ,

."Really," said the witness, speak-
ing before the lawyer for the defense
had time to interpose objection, "it
was so long ago I can't recall exactly
what I thought of it "

"Well," shouted the cross-examine- r,

excitedly,- - "if you can't recall, tell
us what you think now you thought
then."

Didn't Need Cyclopedias.
The canvasser for a cyclopedia

came to the home of a colonel, whose
record he had carefully studied be-
fore his visit. The colonel was es-

pecially proud of some of his sons,
so the canvasser began with: .

"Those are very fine boys of yours,
colonel."

"They are," replied the- - colonel.
"I reckon you are ready to buy any-

thing those boys want?"
"I am so," said the father of the

fine boys. -

"Well, then, let me sell you - thi3
cyclopedia. There's nothing will do
your sons so much good."

But the colonel looked at him
aghast. "Why, them lads of mine
don't need any cyclopedia. They ride
mules!"

Peculiar Ice Cave.
A summer attraction in Colebrook,

N. II-- , is the "ice cave" In Dixvtlle
notch.' This cave is formed by a fis-
sure in the ledge of the mountain
that fills with snow in winter, and is
protected from the sun's rays at all
seasons.

Italians Go to South America.
Italians to the number of 130,000

emigrated last year to South Ameri-
can ports, as against 287,000 who
came to the United States.
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Shouts the

his clear voice which left the pain- -

racked old soldier envious.
"My God!" he growled savagely." 'Tis likely to be the last any of us

will ever see. Wasn't it you I heard
whistling just now? One might Im-

agine this was to be a wedding, rather
than a funeral." -

"And why not, Wyman? Didn't you
know they employed music at both
functions nowadays? Besides, it is not
every man who is permitted to assist
at his own obsequies the very unique-
ness of such a situation rather appeals
to my sense of humor.

The sergeant, his teeth clinched
tightly to repress the pain racking
him, stifled his resentment with an
evident effort. "You may be less
light-hearte- d when you learn that the
last of our ammunition is already in
the guns," he remarked, stiffly.

"I suspected as much." And the
speaker lifted himself on one elbow to
peer down the line of recumbent fig
ures. "To be perfectly frank with
you, sergeant, the stuff has held out
considerably longer than I believed it
would, judging from the way those
'dough boys' of yours kept popping at
every, shadow In front of them. It's
a marvel to me, the mutton-head- s they

take into the army. Oh, now, you
needn't scowl at me like that, Wy
man; I've worn the blue, and seen
some service where a fellow needed to
be a man to sport the uniform. Be
sides, I'm not indifferent, old chap,
and just so long as there remained
any work worth attending to in this
skirmishing affair, I did it, didn't I?
But I tell you, man there is mighty lit
tle good trying to buck against Fate,
and when Luck once finally lets go of
a victim, he's bound to drop straight
to the bottom before he stops. That's
the sum and substance of all my
philosophy, old fellow, consequently
never kick simply because things hap
pen to go wrong. What's the use
They'll go wrong just the same. Con
sequently, - upheld by my acquired
philosophy, I'm merely holding back
one shot for myself, as & sort of grand
finale to this fandango, and another for
that little girl out yonder.

These words were uttered slowly,
the least touch of a lazy drawl appar
ent in the low voice, yet there was an
earnest simplicity pervading the
speech . which somehow gave it im
pressiveness. The man meant exactly
what he said, beyond the possibility of
a doubt. The-ol- soldier, accustomed
to every form of border eccentricity,
gazed at mm witn disapproval.

"Either you're the coolest devil I've
met during 30 years of soldiering, he
commented, doubtfully, "or else the
craziest. - Who are you, anyhow?
half believe you might be Bob Hamp
ton, of Placer.

The other smiled grimly. "You have
the name tolerably correct, old fellow;
likewise that delightful spot so lately
honored by my residence. In brief,
von have succeeded in calling the

of female weakness are invited to
nur auviix la

QUALITIES OF WIT AND HUMOR.

Alike, Yet jji Many Ways Fundament-
ally Different.

Wit and humor are such elemental
fundamental things that it has always
been found difficult to analyze them,
says a writer in The Atlantic. Upon
some points, however, those who have
essayed this puzzling task agree, for
they all hold that wit is an intel-
lectual, humor an emotional, quality;
that wit is a perception of resem-
blance, and humor a perception of
contrast, of discrepancy, of' incongru-
ity. The incongruity is that which
arises 'between the ideal and the fact.

promise and performance; and per--ha- ps

it might be added that it is al-

ways or almost always a moral in-

congruity. In the case both of wit
and humor there is also a pleasurable
surprise, a gentle shock, which ac
companies our perception of the hith-
erto unsuspected resemblance or in-

congruity. A New England farmer
was once describing In the pres-
ence of a very humane person the
great age and debility of a horse that
he formerly owned and used. "You
ought to have killed him," interrupt-
ed the ' humane person indignantly.
"Well," drawled the farmer "we did

almost."

GIVING HIM A CHANCE.

Surely Time for Hubby to Do a Live-
ly Sidestep.'

Mrs. Wilson's husband was often"

obliged to go to New York or busi-
ness, and frequently did not reach his
home until the arrival of the midnight
train. Mrs. Wilson had been in the
habit of sleeping peacefully at these
times without fear, but a number of
burglaries in the neighborhood during
one of her husband's trips to New
York had disturbed her calm.

On the night of his return Mr. Wil-
son was stealing carefully up the
front stairs, as was his wont on such
occasions, so that his wife .would not
be wakened, when he heard her voice,
high and strained:

"I don't know whether you are my .

husband or a burglar," came the ex-

cited tones, "but I am going to be on
the safe side and shoot, so if you are
Henry you'd better get out of the
way." Youth's Companion.

Saw It Come Out of a Cow.
A little city boy and his sister Dor-

othy were taken to the country for
the first time. ,

The two children were happy as
the day was long. In the late after-
noon they watched the cows come
hnmf" board with rlelierht the tink
ling cow-bell- s, and the little boy
even went in the barns to see the
milking done.

At supper. Just as Dorothy was
lifting her glass to her rosy lips, the
boy cried out: " .', '

"Oh, Dorothy, don't! You mustn't

It came out of a cow. I saw it!"

Peculiar Ornament.
An African mifipn the second wifa

of King Lobengula, wears for a head-
dress on state occasions a carved and
decorated bust of her' husband's first
wife.

Feminine curiosity originated with
Mother Eve when she took the first
bite of that apple.
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Hampton Fired Madly Right and Left.

lines of savage watchers. , A long,
wailing cry of agony from out the
thick darkness told the fate of their
first messenger, while Casey, of the
"XL," crept Blowly, painfully - back,
with an Indian bullet embedded deep
in his shoulder. Just before the com-
ing of dawn, Hampton, without utter-
ing a word, calmly turned up the collar
of his tightly buttoned coat, so as
better to conceal the white collar he
wore, gripped his revolver between his
teeth, and crept like some wriggling
snake among the black rocks and
through the dense underbrush in
search after water. By some miracle
of divine mercy he was permitted to
pass unscathed, and came crawling
back, a dozen hastily filled canteens
dangling across his shoulders. It was
like nectar to those parched, feverish
throats; but of food barely a mouth-
ful a piece remained In the haver-
sacks.

The second day dragged onward, its
hours bringing no change for the bet-
ter, no relief, no slightest ray of hope.
The hot sun scorched them pitilessly,
and two of the wounded died delirious.
From dawn to dark there came no
slackening of the savage watchfulness
which held the survivors helpless Toe-hin-d

their coverts. The merest up-
lifting of a head, the slightest move-
ment of a hand, was sufficient to dem-
onstrate how sharp were those savage
eyes. ,

Another long, black night followed,
during which, for an hour or so in
turn, the weary defenders slept, toss-
ing uneasily, and disturbed by fearful
dreams. Then gray and solemn, amid
the lingering shadows of darkness.
aawnea tne tnira areaa aay oi un

j equal conflict. ATI-- understood that it

Spanked Baby ;

The "Colic" of "Collier's" treated by a Doctor of.
Divinity. - - - J

Look for the "Boo Hoo" article in this.paper.'

There's


