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I' She would live to be old, 
\ the supposed, like all the Arguellos 
\ and Moragas; but hidden in her un

spotted soul would be the flame of eter-
i nal youth, fed by an ideal and a mem-

| ' ory that would outlive her weary in-
* < significant body. And in it she would 
11 find her courage and her inspiration as 
< well as an unwasting sympathy for 
, those she taught. 

Then had come the sudden and pas
sionate wooing of Rezanov. All other 
ideals and aspirations had fled. She 
had alternated between the tragic ex
tremes of bliss and despair. So com
pletely did the ardor or her nature re
spond to his, so fierce and primitive 
was the cry of her ego'for its mate, 

,, that she cared nothing for the distress 
1 of her parents nor the fate of Califor

nia. There is no love complete with
out this early and absolute selfishness, 
which is merely the furious determina
tion of the race to accomplish its ob
ject before the spirit awakens and the 
passions cool. 

Last night life had seemed less ser
ious; she nad been girlishly, romantic
ally happy. It is true that her heart 
had thumped against the wall as he 
kissed her, and that she had been full 
of a wild desire to sing, altho she 
could hardly shape and utter the words 
that danced in her throbbing brain. 
But she had been conscious thru it all 

I of the romantic circumstance, of the 
. lonely beauty of the night, of the de-
' lightiul wickedness of meeting her lov

er in the silence and the dark, even 
with a wall ten feet high between 
them. For the wall, indeed, she had 
been confusedly and dehciously grate
ful. 

And this was what a man's love came 
to: ardors by night and expedience by 
day! Or was it merely that Eezanov 
was the man of affairs always, the 
lover incidentally? But how could a 
man who had seemed the very epitome 
of all the lovers of all the world but a 
few hours before, contemplate, far loss 
accept, a separation of years I Poor 
Concha groped toward the great unac
ceptable fact of life the whole, lit by 
love its chief incident; and had a fleet
ing vision of the waste lanas in the 
lives of "Women occupied only with mat
rimony. But she dropped her lashes 
upon this unalluring vision, and as she 
did so, inevitably she began to excuse 
the man. 

# None knew better than she every 
side of the great question that was 
shaking not only her life, but Cali
fornia itself. Appeal from the dictum 
of state and clergy would be a mere 
waste of time. The only alternative 
was flight. That would mean the wreck 
of Rezanov's avowed purposes in com
ing to this quarter of new Spain, and 
perhaps of others she dimly suspected'. 
It would mean the very acme of misery 
for his Sitkans, and an indefensible 
blow to the company. I t might even 
prove the fatal mistake in his career, 
for which his enemies were ever on the 

' alert. He was not communicative about 
himself except when he had an obiect 
in view, but he had told her something 
of his life, and his officers and Langs-
dorff had told more. He was no silly 
eaballerp warbling and thrumming at 
her grating when she longed for sleep, 
but a man in his forties whose passions 
were in the leash of a remarkably acute 
and ambitious brain. She even thrilled 
with pride in his strength, for she knew 
how he loved her; and altho his part 
was action, her stimulated instincts 
taught her that she would rarely be 
long from his mind. And what was she 1 smalj community, until his return, with 
to seek to roll stumbling blocks into consent of nope and king, he was iorced 
the career of a man like that? In this to concede that her conduct was irre-

not hot and shifting, a few ships in 
the bay when Spain had been compelled 
to relax her jealous vigilance—or—who 
knewt—perhaps!— a flourishing colony 
when, the Russian bear had devoured the 
Spanish lion. She knew something and 
suspected more of the rottenness and 
inefficiency of Spain, and, were Rus
sia a nation of Rezanovs, what opposi
tion in California against the tide 
thundering down from the north! Then, 
perhaps, the city that had traveled 
from the brain of the Russian to hers 
when the fog had rolled over the 
heights; the towers and palaces and 
bazaars, the thousand little golden 
domes with the slender cross atop; the 
forts on the crags and the villas in the 
hollows, and on all the islands and 
hilK But when she and her lover were 
dust. When she and her lover were 
dust. 

But she was too young and too ardent 
to listen long to the ravens of the 
spirit. Two years are not eternity, and 
in happiness the past rolls together like 
a scroll and is naught. She fell to 
dreaming. Her lips that had been set 
with the gravity of stone relaxed in 
warm curves. The color came back to 
her cheek, the light to her eyes. She 
was a girl at her grating with the roses 

Soignant above her, and the world, ra-
lant, alluring and all for her, swim

ming in the violet haze beyond. 

XXII 
Rezanov in those days was literally 

lord and master at the Presidio. If 
he did not burn the house of his de
voted host he ran it to suit himself. 
He turned one of its rooms into an 
office, where he received the envoys 
from the different missions and exam
ined the samples of everything submit
ted to him, trusting little to his com
missary. His leisure he employed 
scouring the country or shooting deer 
and quail in the company of his young
er hosts. The literal mind of Don Jose 
accepted him as an actual son and em
bryonic Cahfornian, and, his conscience 
at peace, revelled in his society as a 
sign from propitiated heaven; v o i c i n g 
i » the virtue of his years. The gov
ernor, testily remarking that as Cali-
firnia was BO well governed for the 
present he would retiie to Monterey 
and take a siesta, rode off one morning, 
but not without an affectionate: "God 
preserve the life of your excellency 
many years ." 

But altho Rezanov saw the most 
sanguine hopes that had brought him to 
California fulfilled, and altho he looked 
from the mountame ridges of the east 
oyer the great low valleys watered by 
rivers and shaded by oaks, where 
enough grain could be raised to keep 
the blood red in a thousand times the 
colonial population of Russia, altho he 
felt himself in more and more abund
ant health, more and more in love with 
lite, it is not to be supposed for a mo
ment that he was satisfied Concha 
he barely saw. She remained with the 
Moragas, and altho she came occasion
ally to the afternoon dances at the 
Presidio, and he had dined once at her 
cousin's house, where the formal be
trothal had taken place and the mar
riage contract had been signed in the 
presence of her family and more inti
mate friends, the priests, his officers 
and the governor, he had not spoken 
with her for a moment alone. Nor had 
her eyes met his in a glance of under
standing. At the dances she showed 
him no favor; and as the engagement 
was to b© as secret as might be in that 

very garden, for four long days, she 
had dreamed exalted dreams of the 
manifold gifts she should develop both 
for his solace at home and his worldly 
advancement. She had once felt all a 
girl's impatience when her mother's 
tears made her father's departure on 
some distant mission more difficult than 
need be, and altho Bhe knew now that 
her capacity for tenderness was as great 
she resolved to mould herself in a larg
er shape than that. 

But she sighed and drooped a little. 
The burden or woman's waiting seemed 
already to have descended upon her. 
Two years were long—long. There 
might be other delays. He might fall 
ill; he had been ill before in that bar
barous Russian north. And in all 
that time it was doubtful if she re
ceived a line from him, a hint of his 
welfare. The Boston and British 
skippers came no more, and it was cer
tain that no Russian ship would visit 
California again until the treaty was 
signed and official news of it had made 
its slow way to these uttermost shores. 
She had resented, in her young ambi
tion and indocility, the chance that had 
stranded her, equipped for civilization, 
on this rim of the world, but never so 
much as in that moment, when she sat 
with arrested breath and realized to the 
full the primitive conditions of a coun
try thousands of miles from the very 
outposts of Europe, and with never the 
sight of a letter that did not come from 
Spain or one of her colonies. 

"Would that we lived a generation 
later," she thought with a heavy sigh. 
"Progress is almost automatic, and to 
a land as fertile and desirable as this 
the stream must turn in due course. But 
not in my time. Not in my t ime." 

She rose and leaned her elbows in the 
embrasure of the grille, where Santiago 
had restored the bars, and looked out 
over the fields of grain planted by the 
padres, the immense sand dunes beyond, 
that shut the lovely bay from eight; 
the hills embracing the primitive scene 
in a frowning arc. With all her im
agination it was long before she could 
picture a great city covering that im
mense and almost desert space. A pueb
lo in time, perhaps, for Rezanov had 
awakened her mind to the importance 
of the harbor as a port of call. Many 
more adobe homes where the sand was 
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proachable; but when on the day of 
the betrothal she was oblivious to his 
efforts to draw her into the garden, he 
mounted his horse and rode off in a 
huff. 

But Concna's humble moments at this 

Seriod of her life were rare, and she 
rew herself up proudly, the blood of 

the proudest rfcce in Europe shaking 
angrily in her veins. A moment later, 
in response to a power greater than 
any within herself, she turned again. 
The attention of host and guest was 
riveted upon the preliminary antics of 
the Indian dancers, and Rezanov seized 
the opportunity to lean forward unob
served and gaze at the girt whom it 
seemed to him be saw for the first time 
in the full splendor of her beauty. She 
wore a large mantilla of white Spanish 
lace. In the fashion of the day it rose 
at the back almost from the hem of her 
gown to descend in a point over the 
high comb to her eyes. The two points 
of the width were gathered at her 
breast, defining the outlines of her su
per^ figure, and fastened with one large 
Qastilian rose surrounded by its mass 
of tiny sharp buds and dull green leaves. 
As the familiar scent assailed Rez
anov '8 nostrils they tingled and ex
panded. His lids were lifted and his 
eyes rfowing as he finally compelled 
her glance, and her own eves opened 
with an eager flash; her lips parted and 
her shoulders lost their haughty poise. 
For a moment their gaze lingered in a 
perfect understanding; his ill-humor 
vanished, and he leaned back with a 
complimentary remark as Father Abella 
directed his attention to the most agile 
of the Indians. 

The swart natives of both sexes 
with their thick features and long 
hair were even more hideous than usu
al in bandeaux of bright feathers, 
scant garments made from the breasts 
of water fowls, rattling strings of 
shells, and tattooing on arm and leg 
no longer concealed by the decorous 
mission smock. Rezanov had that day 
sent them presents of glass beads and 
ribbons, and in these they took such 
extravagant pride that for some time 
their dancing was almost automatic. 

But soon their blood warmed, and 
after the first dance, which was merely 
a series of measured springs on the 
part of the men and a beating of time 
by the women, a large straw figure, 
symbolizing an entire hostile tribe, 
was brought in, and about this pranced 
the men with savage cries and ges
tures, attacking, retreating, finally 
piercing it with their arrows and 
marching it off with sharp yells of tri
umph that reverberated among the 
hills; the women never varying from a 
loud, monotonous chant. 
. There was a peaceful interlude, dur
ing which the men, holding bow and 
arrow aloft, hopped up and down on 
one spot, the women hopping beside 
them and snapping thumb and forefin
ger on the body, still singing in the 
same high-measured voice. But while 
they danced a great bonfire was laid 
and kindled. The gyrations lasted a 
few moments longer, then the chief 
seized a live ember and swallowed it. 
His example was immediately followed 
by his tribe, and. whether to relieve 
discomfort or with energies but quick
ened, they executed a series of incred
ible handsprings and acrobatic capers. 
When they finally whirled away on toes 
and finger tips, another chief, in the 
horns and hide of a deer, rushed in, 
pursued by a party of hunters. For 
several moments he perfectly simu
lated a hunted animal, lurking and 
dodging m high grass, behind trees, 
venturing to the brink of a stream to 
drink, searching eagerly for his mate; 
and when he finally escaped it was 
amidst the most enthusiastic plaudits 
as yet evoked. 

After an hour of this varied perform
ance, the square was enlarged by sev
eral mounted vaqueros galloping about 
with warning cries and much flourish
ing of lasso. They were the cattle 
herders of the mission ranch just over 
the hills, and were in gala attire of 
black glazed sombrero with silver cord, 
white shirt open at the throat, short 
black velvet trousers laced with silver, 
red sash and high yellow boots. Four, 

?istol in hand, stationed themselves in 
ront of the corridor, while the others 

rode out and in again, dragging a bear 
and a bull, with hmd legs attached by-
two yards of rope. The captors left 
the captives m the middle of the square, 
and without more ado the serious sport 
of the day began. The bull, with stomach 

Tn,~ «.«,«. ™«B i u * n«T,/»>,o i,va^ «,« empty and hide inflamed, rushed at the 
« ™ « * r a « ^ K r J £ S A S t h i bear, furious from captivity, with such present arrangement no better than I „ „„„_ +^„* *i.« T - J J . / LI A 
himself, and knowing that her own ap
peal against the proprieties would re
sult in a deeper Beclusion, she deter-
mmd to goad him into using every re
source of address and subtlety to bring 
about a more human state of affairs. 
And she accomplished her object. Reza
nov, at tKe end of a week, was not 
only infuriated but alarmed. He knew 

a roar that the Indian women Bcreamed, 
and even the men shuffled their feet 
uneasily. But neither combatant was 
interested in aught but the other. The 
one sought to gore, his enemy to strike 
or hug. The vaqueros teased them 
with arrows and cries, the dust flew; 
for a few moments there was but a 
h e a v i n g , p a n t i n g , l a sh ing bu lk i n t h e 

h7,r3,rf\Zr;B/i»3 " " ^ of the arena. and then the bull, the imagination o_f woman, and guessed . . . t n _ _ - t_TT, m i f • u„a nn vltJ K o„i,' 
that Concha), in her brooding solitude, 
distorted all that was unfortunate in 
the present and dwelt morbidly on the 
future. He knew that she must resent 
his part* in the long separation, no doubt 
his lack of impulsiveness is not pro
posing elopement. There was a priest 
in his company who, altho he ate be
low the salt and found his associates 

his tongue torn out, rolled on his back, 
and another was driven in before the 
victor could wreak his unsated ven-

§eance among th* spectators. The 
ear, dragging the dead bull, rushed at 

the living, who, unmartial at first, 
stiffened to the defensive as he saw 
a bulk of wiry fur set with eyes of 
fire, almost upon him. He sprang aside, 

amnntr thp sai lors ennkl have n«rf nrniAA lowered h is horns, a n d caught the bear among tne sailors, could nave performed , i n t h e c h e B t > B u t t h e v i c t o r w a f j ft 

compact mass of battle and momen
tum. His onslaught flung the bear 

the ceremony of marriage when the 
Juno, under full sail in the night, was 
scudding for the Russian north. It is 
not to oe denied that this romantic 
alternative appealed to Rezanov, and 
had it not been for the starving wretch
es so eagerly awaiting his coming, he 
might have been tempted to throw 
commercial relations to the winds and 
flee with his bride, while San Fran
cisco, secure in the knowledge of the 
Juno's empty hold, was in its first 
heavy sleep. It is doubtful if he would 
have advanced beyond impulse, for 
Rezanov was not the man to lose sight 
of a purpose to which he had set the 
full strength of his talents, and life 
had tempered his impetuous nature with 
much philosophy. Moreover, while his 
conscience might ignore the double 
dealing necessary to the accomplish
ment of patriotic or political acts, it 
revolted at the idea of outwitting, pos
sibly wrecking, his trusting and hospi
table host. But the mere fact that his 
imagination could dwell upon such an 
issue as reckless flight, inflamed his 
impatience, and his desire to see Con
cha daily during these last few weeks 
of propinquity. Finally he sought the 
co-operation of Father Abella, and that 
wise student of maids and men gave 
him cheer. 

On Thursday afternoon there was to 
take place the long delayed Indian 
dance and bull-bear fight; not in the 
Presidio, but at the Mission, the pride 
of the friars inciting them to succeed 
where the military authorities had 
failed. All the little world of San 
Francisco would be there, and it would 
be strange if in the confusion between 
performance and supper "a. lover could 
not find a moment alone with his lady. 

The elements were kind to the padres. 
The afternoon was not too hot. 
altho the sun flooded the plain, and 
there was not a cloud int Ifae. 
dazzling blue sky. Never had the 
Mission and the mansions looked 
so white, *heir tiles so red. The tree» 
were blossoming pink and white in the 
orchards, the lightest breeze riupled the 
green of the fields; and into this valley 
came neither the winds nor the fogB 
of the ocean. 

The priests and their guests of honor 
sat on the long corridor beside the 
church; the soldiers, sailors and In
dians of Presidio and Mission forming 
the other three sides of a hollow 
square. The Indian women were a 
blaze of color. The ladies on the corri
dor wore their mantillas, iewels and the 
gayest of artificial flowers. There were 
as many fans as women. Rezanov sat 
between Father Abella and the coman-
dante, and not being in the best of 
tempers had never looked more impos
ing and remote. Concha, leaning against 
one of the pillars, stole a glance at him 
and wondered miserably if this haughty 
European had Really sought her hand, 

yard away. The hindrance and her new 
loveliness in the soft mantilla, the pink* 
of the roses reflected in her throat, 
the provoeatiye curl of her mouth, sent 
the blood to his head. 

"You have only to say the word," 
he said hoarsely, "and ihe Juno will 
sail tonight." 

Never before had she seen his face so 
unmasked*. Her voice shook in triumph 
and response. < * 

" W o $ d youf Would you*" , 
"Say' the word!" 
"You would sacrifice all—the com

pany—your career—your Sitkans f" 
"All—everything." His own voice 

shook with more than passion, for even 
in that moment he counted the cost, 
but he did not care. 

But Concha detected that second 
break in his voice, and turned her 
head sadly. 

" Y o u would not say that tomorrow. 
I hate myself that I ever made you 
say it now. 1 love you enough to wait 
forever, but I have not the courage 
to hand you over to your enemies." 

"You are strangely far-sighted for 
a young girl ." And between admira
tion and pique, his ardor suffered a 
chill. 

" I am no longer a young girl. In 
these last days it has seemed to me that 
secrets locked in my brain, secrets of 
women long dead, but of whose essence 
I am, have ebme forth to the light. I 
have suffered in anticipation. My mind 
has flown—flown—I have lived those 
two years until they are twenty, thirty, 
and I have lived on into old age here 
by the sea, <- watching, watching " 

She had dropped all pretence of co
quetry and was speaking with a pas
sionate forlornness. But before he 
could interrupt her, take advantage of 
the retreating voices that left them 
alone at last, she had drawn herself 
up and moved a step away. " D o not 
think, however." she said proudly, 
" that I am really as weak and silly as 
that. It was only a mood. Should vou 
not return I Bhould grieve, yes; and 
should I live as long as is common with 
my race, still would my heart remain 
young with your image, and with the 
fidelity that would be no less 9 religion 
than that of my church. But I should 
not live a selfish life, or I should be 
unworthy of my election to experience 
a great and eternal passion. Memorv 
and the life of the imagination would 
be my solace, possibly in time my hap
piness, but my days I should give to 
this poor little world of ours; and all 
that one moTtal, and that a woman, 
has to bestow upon a stranded and be
nighted people. It may not be much, 
but I make you that promise, senor, 
that you will not think me a foolish, 
romantic girl, unworthy of the great 
responsibilities you have offered m e . " 

" Concha 1 " He was deeply moved, 
and at the same time her words chilled 
him with subtle prophecy, sank into 
some unexplored depth of his con
sciousness, meeting response as subtle, 
filling him with a rush of angry im
patience at the mortality of man. He 
glanced over his shoulder, then took 
her recklessly in his arms. 

" I s it possible you doubt I will come 
back?" he demanded. " M y f a i t h ? " 

" N o , not that. But such happiness 
seems to me tqo great for this l i f e . " 

He remembered how often he had 
been close to death; he knew that dur
ing the greater part of the next two 
years he should see the glimmer of the 
scythe oftener yet. For a moment it 
seemed to him that he felt the dark 
waters rise in his soul, heard the jeers 
of the gods at the vanity of mortal 
will. But the blood ran strong and 
warm in his veins. He shook off the 
obsession, and smiled a little cynically, 
even as he kissed her. 

"This is the hour for romance, my 
dear. In the years to come, when you 
are very prosaically my wife with a 
thousand duties, and crumbling at my 
exactions, your consolation will be the 
memory of some moment like this, when 
you were able." to feel romantic and' 
sad. I wish] £ could arrange for some 
such set of^toemortes for myself, but I 
am unequal vo your divine melancholy. 
When I cannm see you I*am cross and 
sujky; and -just now—I am, well-rphilo-
sophically happy. Some day I shall be 
happier, but this is well enough. And 
I can harbor no ugly presentiments. 
As I entered California I was elated 
with a sense of coming happiness, of 
future victories; and I prefer to dwell 
upon that, the more particularly as in 
a measure the prophetic, hint has been 
fulfilled. So make the most of the pres
ent. I shall see you daily during this 
last precious fortnight, for I am deter
mined this arrangement shall cease; and 
you must exorcise coquetry and abet mp 
whenever there is a Chance of a word 
alone." 

She nodded, but she noted with a 
si#h that he said no more of sudden 
flight. She would never have consent
ed to jeopardize the least of his inter
ests, but she fain* would have been be
sought. The experience she had had 
of the vehemence and fire in Rezanov 
made her long for his complete subju-
gation and the happiness it must bring 
to herself.* But as he smiled tenderly 
above her she saw that his practical 
brain had silenced the irresponsible de
mands of love, and altho she did not 
withdraw from his arm she stiffened 
her head. 

" I fancy I shall return home tomor
row,-" she said. " M y mother tells nfe 
that she can live without me no longer, 
and that Father Abella has reminded 
her that if I stay in the house of Ele
na Castro I shall be as free from gos-
Bip as here. I infer that he has rated 
my two parents for making a martyr 
of me unnnecessarily. and told them 
it was a duty to enliven my life as 
much as possible before I enter upon 
this long period of probation. The 
grating of my room at Elena's is above 
a little strip of garden and faces the 
blank wall of the next house. Some-
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over backward, and quickly disengaging 
himself, he made another leap at his 
equally agile enemy. This time the 
battle was longer and more various, 
for the bull was smaller, more active 
and dexterous. Twice he almost had 
the bear on his horns, but wa,s rolled, 
only saving his neck and back from 
the fury of the mountain beast by 
such a kicking and leaping that both 
combatants were indistinguishable from 
the whirlwind of dust. Ont of this 
they would emerge to stand panting 
in front of each other with tongues 
pendant and red eyes rolling. Finally 
the bear, nearly exhausted, made a sud
den charge, the bull leaped aside, back 
again with incredible swiftness, caught 
the bear in the belly, tossed him so 
high that he met the hard earth with 
a loud cracking of bone. The vaque
ros circled about the maddened bull, 
set his hide thick with arrows, tripped 
him with the lasso. A wiry little Mexi
can in yellow, galloping in on his mus
tang, administered the coup de grace 
amidst the wild applause of the specta
tors, whose shouting and clapping and 
stamping might have been heard by 
the envious guard at Presidio and Yer-
ba Buena. 

As the party on the corridor broke, 
Rezanov found no difficulty in reach
ing Concha's side, for even Bona Igna
cia was Shattering wildly with several 
other good dames who renewed their 
youth briefly at the bullfight. 

" D i d you enjoy t h a t ! " he asked 
curiously. 

" I did not look at it. I never do. 
But I know that you were not affronted. 
You never took your eyes from those 
dreadful beasts ." , 

" I am exhilarated' to know that you 
watched me. Yes, at a bullfight the 

f rimitive man in me has its way, altho 
have the grace to be ashamed of my

self afterward. In that I am at least 
one degree more civilized than your 
race, which never repents." 

The door of one of the smaller rooms 
stood open, and as they took advantage 
of this oversight with a singular con
cert of motive, he took both her hands 
in his. "Are you angry with m e ? " 
he asked softly. He dared not close 
the# door, but his back was square 
against' it , and the other guests were 
moving down to the refectory. 

"For liking such horrid' sportf" 
" W e have a o time to waste in co

quetry," 
Her eves mejted, but she could not 

reBist planting a dart. " N o t now—I 
quite understand; love could never be 
first with you. And two years are not 
so long. They quickly pass when one 
ia busy. I shall find occupation, and 
you will have no time for longings and 
regrets." , ^ ^ ^ i U J ^i.*.,*—*, —,. JUUUXO nu.u. AWx 

They were not^yet alone, women were a free trial treatm^it, which wiii be 

comr )̂ stpa,id 

I am ashamed of myself for delay in 
writing. Your remedy (Morphfha-Cura) 
cured me of the Morphine Habit of 
eight years' standing. At beginning of 
treatment I used^JQ grains of morphine 
every twenty-four hours by mouth. I 
was reduced to skin and bones. I have 

?ained twenty-six pounds since, and 
eel better than I did before commenc

ing to take morphine. During treat
ment I was not confined to my tied one 
day, but was working from 4:30 in the 
morning until 8 o'clock in the evening, 
and then I went to bed and slept all 
night. I haven't taken any opiates of 
any kind since the 13th day of Decem
ber, 1905, neither have I used Morphia-
Cura since that time. You have a sure 
cure, and yon are a honorable, 
straightforward house to do business 
with. I have just taken a civil service 
examination and stood next to highest, 
also took a rigid examination by a 
physician required by the civil service 
commission, and' was pronounced per
fect mentally an£ .physically. 

t CHAJL T. DANIEL, R .Ph . ; 
Napiefville, UfP > « 
As an «*videxr& of^^ont ^faith in 

Morphina-Cura =we have supplied the 
Voegeli Bros. Djrug Co., Minneapolis, 
Minn.. Druggists* with a limited num
ber of free tr ia | treatments, which they 
will cheerfully g ive to applicants. Per
sons who cannoj call at the druggists 
are requested to write in confidence tb 
the Delta Chemical Co., Colonial-
Security Building, V * Louis, Mo., for 

Sunday, November 4, 1906. 
times—who knows f" She shrugged her 
shoulders and gave a gay little laugh, 
then stood Very erect and moved past 
mm to the door. She had recognized 
the shuffling step of Father Abella. 

" I s supper ready, padre mio?", she 
asked sweetly. ' 'His excellency and 
I have, talked so much that we are 
very hungry." 

''There is no need to deceive me ." 
said Father Abella dryly. "You are 
not the first lover I have known, altho 
I will admit you are by far the most 
interesting, and for that reason I have 
had the wickedness to abet you. But 
I fancy the good God will forgive me. 
Come quickly. They are scattered now, 
but. will go to the refectory in a mo
ment and miss you. Excellency, will 
you give your arm to Dona Ignacia 
and take the seat at the head of the 
table? Concha, my child, I am afraid 
you must console our good Don Wee-
liam. He is having a wretched quar
ter of an hour, but has loyally diverted 
the attention of your mother." 

' ' T ^ a t . I s t n e vocation of certain 
men," said Concha lightly. 

To be Continued. 

N E W STANDARD OF INSANITY 
Kansas City Journal. 

Margaret Anglin, the actress, says that 
a man who has been making love to her 
is insane. 

HIT WITH A PANCAKE, 
- •WIFE G E T S ' O W E 
Says on the Stand that She Had 

- to Pay for W^ogf'-
-̂ Prip. **>* 'Jt-

Scranton, Pa., Nov. 3.—*<A man isn't 
much of a man if he takes a girl on a 
wedding trip and takes her money to 
pay for i t , " said Mrs. Margaret Ma-
loney in her action for a divorce from 
her husband, George S. Maloney. *' But 
that is not all. There was some change, 
and I'm still waiting for i t . " 

Mrs. Maloney was married July 20, 
1892, and the fact that she lived with 
her husband for several years was an 
indication that she had forgiven him 
for spending her money. She probably 
would have forgotten it, but he struck 
her, and—with a pancake. According 
to the servant girl he not only struck 
her with it, but " p e g g e d " i t at her. 

This was the straw that broke the 
camel's back. Mrs. Maloney sued, and 
a divorce was granted her. " 

. j i * 

^POISON SQUAD GOT THIN^ 
Had That Tired Feeling, Too, from 

Feeding on Salicylic Acid, 
"Washington, Nov. 3.—Results of the 

investigations of the effects of salicylio 
acid and salicylates upon digestion and 
health are given in a report is* 
sued by Dr H. W. Wiley, ehief of th« 
bureau of chemistry. The report de
clares that there is no necessity for tha 
use of these chemicals, as food can be 
preserved in unobjectionable ways 
without it. 

"The addition of salicylic acid and 
salicylates of food," says the report, 
" is a process reprehensible in every re
spect. It leads to injury to the con
sumer, which, tho in many cases not 
easily measured, must finally be pro
ductive of great harm." 

It was found that the twelve young 
men who ate at Dr. Wiley's special 
table—the "poison squad"—lost flesh 
after they had partaken of food in 
which salicylic acid and salicylates had 
been used; that they had "that tired 
Reeling" and were uncomfortable-^ 
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MINNEAPOLIS 
StS Nxcollet Av. en 

thru to Fourth 
Btrttt 
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MONEY CHBBRFULJLT REFUNDED. 

"THE BULLET" 
Varsity Pennants, 

80c up. 
A new small shape in 

The Gordon Hat 
So named for style of its crown. 

Fall's Fairest Model—here exclusively 

$ 3 
SELZ CALF-LINED SHOES 

Are Practically Wind-proof! 

Dressy Vici, 

Cloudy Calf, 

Defective 


