
Continued.
Then sh< got the sleeping draught

made up, and was back at the yard

almost before the doctor had missed

her.
Harry lay fox some hours uncon-

scious, then he roused and looked
around.

“I will keep behind the curtains

for the present,” said Marie Ver-

ner, in a whisper to the doctor. “A

sudden shock

He nodded with keen approval.

She certainly was a model nurse!
Harry stared around him, tn a

made an effort to get up, hut fell
back with a sharp sigh.

“Where am I? What has hap-

pened? Has she gone?”
The doctor soothed him.
“You have had a bad fall from

your horse,’ he said, “and have

been unconscious ”

Harry drew a long breath of re-
lief.

“Unconscious!” he said, and his

ryes lit up; “then I must have

dreamed it. Did you—did you hear
any one say ‘the Marchioness of

Merle?”
.

, ,

“No!” said the doctor, who had

come up after the policeman had

spoken the name. “No; I never heard
it. You must have dreamed it,

Herne.”
“Thank Heaven! —thank Heaven.

be exclaimed.
“Come!” said the doctor, thinking

that delirium had already set in

“You must be quiet now, you know,

the quieter you keep yourself, the

sooner you will be better.”
“Yes, yes,” assented Harry; “I am

all right; I must have dreamed it.
Ycr ’ she would not do that I must

have dreamed it. Yes, I’ll keep quiet.

Am I very much hurt7—can I get up
soon?’ he demanded, eagerly. “Do you

know why I ask” and he fixed his glit-

tering eyes upon the doctor s face
feverishly. “Because I have been a

fOOj—a fool! 1 have thrust happiness

from me with both hands! and now I

want to take it back! Do you hear?

I'll struggle no longer—l cannot! I
give in! I love her too dearly—too
dearly!”

Then ho stretched out his hands
and uttered her name in a low cry of

tenderness and longing.
“Lucile, Lucile, come to me!”
The doctor beckoned to Marie.
“Delirious,” he said, quietly. “The

Jce, please.”
All that night, and for many nights

afterward, he lay tossing to and fro

and raving. Her name was forever on
his lips. If’he lapsed for a time from
sheer exhaustion into quietude, he

would awaken, as it weie, with the
word ‘ iYucille” upon his parched Ups.

Sometimes he dreamed that she was
bv his bedside, and h e would draw
Marie’s hand to his lips and kiss It.
telling her not to cry for he knew

the Marchiness of Merle he is con-
that she was there, ; ad then when he
was well they should be married.

“Who is this ‘Lucille?’ And who is
the Marchioness of Merle he is con-
stantly talking about?” asked the
doctor.

• Lucille was the name of a young
lady he was fond of. and who jilted
him,” said Marie, demuxely. “He has

never forgotten It. Ami the Marchion-
ess of Merle—l really don’t know.
Perhaps it is a lady he has sold a

horse to. I believe people in a fever
do harp upon some name perhaps
they have only heard once, do they
not, doctor?”

“Yes,” he assented and was satis
fled.

The “yard” showed the geatest
concern over (he accident and illness.
The men gathered in an anxious group
to hear the doctor’s disconsolate bul-
letin. and Mr. Doyle wandered up anf
down disconsolate, begging that he
might be allowed to do something for

the young fellow, of whom he knew
nothing except that “he was the fin-
est and straightest man in the world.”
The only thing he could do was to
lay down tan all over the yard to dull
the noise of the horses' feet, and he
<i H that wandering up and down, and
eyeing the window of the sickroom
wistfully.
**

Day followed day. and the self-
elected nurse grew in the estimation
of the doctor. She was self-possession
and quietness itself, and exhibited a
devotion to the patient which made
the doctor enthusiastic.

One evening, a fortnight after the
accident, Harry fell into a sleep, not
the fitful sleep of fever, but a calm,
long slumber, from which he awoke
von scions and intelligent, but as weak
as a new-born babe.

The doctor had gone, and Marie
Verner sat beside the bed alone.

Harry turned his gieat eyes upon
her in silence for a moment, then
-poke her name.

The moment had come, and she was
prepared for it.

"Yes, it is I.” she said, gently.
You. Miss Verner,” he said; then

his (yes grow anxious. “Then where
is she?”

And he looked beyond her with a
wild gaze of hope.

Marie hung her head.
•She?”
"Yes. she.” he repeated. “Where is

Lucille? '

"She is not here. Hush! you must

not talk. She is not here.”
A sigh broke from his lips, and he

turned hb head away slightly.
“Xo,” she answered, gently, sooth-

ingly; “no. Harry.”
"Xo. Then—it was only fancy! I

'ould have sworn. Not here! How long
have I been here?”

She told him.
"And Lucille—Miss Darracourt?” he

asked. “Tell me about her. Quick! I
saw her—I saw her in the park. Miss
Verner, for Heaven’s sake, don't keep
me in suspense! Tell me—where is

she? I must send to her—I must go—”

JLove s C onquest
By CHARLES GARVICE

“Hush!” she whispered. “I will tell
you nothing now—l will tell you all

in the morning, and not then—I dare
not! —unless you sleep’

He looked at her for a moment or
two, as if he would wring the words
from her; then, with a long sigh, he
closed his eyes and fell off again.’*

In the morning he awr oke, and the

first question was:
“Where is she-?”
Marie Verner whispered to the doc-

tor.
“Will you leave him alone with

me?” she said, plaintively, and he
withdrew.

“Now, then,” said poor Harry.

■ “Quick. Miss Verner, you know my

secret?”
“Yes,” she said.
“I—i love her!” he breathed. "T

have been trying to play the part of a

hero, but I am beaten. I must see
her! Tell me where she is?”

“She is in Ixmdon," she answered.
“So near—so near! Will you send

for her? Tell her—ah you can tell her
nothing of all 1 want to say! tell her

to come to me, Miss Verner,’
“It would be no use.”
“No use?” he repeated, with a mock-

ing smile.
“No,” she said; “she would not—-

could not come—”
“Ah!” he cried, and tried to rise.

“She h HI—dead!"’
“No; she is neither ill nor dead. Are

von strong enough to hear the truth?

Can you be—a man?”
She shook her head, watching him

closely, watchfully.
His thin face whitened, and he

panted:
“What is it you are going to tell

me?” he breathed. “Stop!” and he

pondered for a moment. “Let me

think! What was it I dreamed? They

say I dreamed it! But was it true?”
The agony rang in his voice.

“What was it you dreamed?” she
said, her hand upon his arm.

“I__l dreamed tha* she married
him!” he replied, eyeing her with
fast growing horror. “That—that she
was the Marchioness of Merle! Was
it true?” he demanded, hoarsely.

“My poor Harry!” she murmured.
“Be brave, be strong; it was true! ’

For a moment there was no sound
in the quiet room; then his lips moved
and the words camo cut like the last

y of the dying soul.
“Married! To him! Oh, Lucille, Lu-

cille! Lost to me now forever!”
Marie Verner set her lips hard, and

said not a word. She had dealt the
blow, and waited for the result.

Presently she looked down at him.
He had covered his face with his thin
hands, and the tears were willing
through, for he was as weak as a

child.
Then she was nurse enough to know

that the blow would not be fatal. She
still held the winning cards!

CHAPTER XXX.
Five and twenty thousand pounds!

It was a large sum even to one so

rich as the Marchiness of Merle. How
could he ask her for it? What excuse
could he invent? He had already got

four thousand pounds on the pretense
of paying hills—it might be easy to

get a thousand or two more—but. five
and twenty!

As the marquis sat and pondered
the question late into the night upon

which Mr. Sinclair had made his de-
mand, (he palor of his face grew deep-
er and graver. Not the Marquis of
Merle! He was a nameless nobody,
the illegitimate son, and the real mar-
quis was—Harry Herne!

For hours he sat with an unlit cl
gar in his fingers, repeating Mr. Sin-
clair’s words as if they had burned
themselves into his brain. Harry
Herne! The man he hated with a
hatred beyond all conception.

And if he did not silence this vul-
gar fellow —if he did not pay him the
blackmail—he would find Harry
Herne and tell him all! And Harry
Herne would swoop down and seize
the Hall, the title—

The cold sweat broke out upon the
pale forehead, and the marquis’ deli
cate hands clinched spasmodically
Ills eyes glanced around the room,
with the depression of a tiger driven
into a corner and desperate.

“If I could kill him!” he muttered.
“If I could kill him and Herne, too!
He is the only one who knows the
secret—the only one!”

He sat and mused until his brain
swam, until the dawn crept coldly
through the curtains, then went with
stealthy tread to his room.

When he came down to breakfast
it was past noon. He had slept for an
hour at most, an awful hour, haunted
by dreams, in which he saw Harry
Herne surrounded by a crowd, shout
ing, “The Marquis of Merle!” and him
self, in rags, crawling, nameless and
penniless, through some miserable
foreign city, an outcast and wanderer
for life.

To his relief, he found that Lucille
had breakfasted and gone out in the
carriage. They had seen so little of
each other of late that they might b-
said to have led separate existences;
if they spoke, it was as mere aoqualn'-
auces. and upon general subjects. Lu
cille never inquired how he spent his
•ime, or < xpressed any desire for his
ocb-ty. She was living in the past

and the veil behind which she shroud-
ed herself grew thicker and more im-
penetrable each day. The marquis
breakfasted or a piece o? toast an 5
nip of coffee fortified with brand.-
and then went out. The Hazard was
rot yet open, and he wandered about
•bo s'reets. with set face and vacant
eyes.

; Five and twenty thousand pounds
, to quiet the man. How was he to get
it?

Late in the afternoon he got back
to Meurice’s. For the first time since
his arrival in London he had not
played during the day. he kvew that
his bard would shake when he

touched the cards and that the words
which rang through tis brain, “You
are not the Marquis of Merle I’ would
prevent him from exercising his usual
skill.

As he entered the drawing-room of
his suite at the hotel, the first thing

he saw was Mr. Sinclair. That gen-
tleman, moi e elaborately got up if

possible than ever, was lolling' upon a
couch, his patent leather boots and
brass jewelry g "tiering in the sun.

“Good mornirg, marqui. ” he said,
nodding affably. “Been out for a
stroll? I just looked in to see how
you were and to know if you’ve man-
aged that little matter.”

The marquis stood and eyed him in
silence for a moment, and, if a look
could have killed him, Mr. Sinclair
would have expiied then and there.

“I have not get the money ye ’he
said. “There are arrangements to

be made—

“Just, so, exactly,” said Mr. Sin-
clair, flickering the dust from his
boots with a crimson bordered hand-
kerchief. “It’s a lot of money, ain’t it?
But don't make yourself uneasy! I'm
not in a particular hurry; a day or
two won’t make any difference. I
don’t want to drive you hard, mar-
quis, I only want to keep my hi upon
you. You see I look upon myself as
a sort ot man in possession, and I
mean to stick to you until w*e come
to a settlement; and the sooner we do
the better I shall be pleased. Mean-
while, what I say is, let’s enjoy our-
selves! ’

The marquis bit his lip until his
keen, sharp teeth left livid indenta-
tions; but what could he say? He
guessed, intuitively, that the man was
half monkey, half cat; that if he did
not keep him in good humor, Sinclair
might turn and rend him. The mar-
quis was a good judge of character,
and was quick to detect the cot se,
passionate nature under the thick
coating of subservience and vulgar-
ity, It would not do to anger Mr.
Sinclair.

“I shall be delighted ” he said, with
a cold smile, “but I am engaged until
dinner time. If you wMI come at half-
past eight—”

“Ail right, ’ said Mr. Sinclair, Jump-
ing up; “I’m your man. And look here,
marquis,” he added, turning at the
door; “don t you be nervous on my
account; I know how to behave my-
se ,f you’ve no call to be afraid!”

When the marquis entered the
drawing room a litt’e before dinner,
be found Lucille seated, waiting for
him. She w*as beautifuhy dressed, as
usual, but of late her attire had al-
most a touch of mourning in it. To-
night black lace like Indian inlaid
weik of efcm v and ivory,

“You look almost funeral,” he said,
with a pause. “Has anyone died?”

“No,” said Lucille, calmly, listless-
ly; and as the monosyllable
dropped from her lips she mental’y
wished that one were dead—the Mar-
chioness of Merle!

“I am glad of that,” he said, “for I
expect a fiienu to dinner.”

“Yes,” she ’esponded. “I will tell
them!” and she rang the bell.

“You donp t inquire who it is,” he
said, when the servant had retired.

“Who is it? ’

“A man named Sinclair,” he said,
with assumed carelessness. “A good
sort of fellow, but rough. He was at
school with me. I think you saw h : m
here yesterday.’

Lucille opened her eyes for a me
ment, with faint wonderment.

‘‘That man?” she said.
“Yes, the* man! he repeated, fa

ing her, defiantly. “I told you he was
rough—you saw that ior yourself—-
but he was at school with me. In fact,
I am indebted to him—” He paused.
A sudden resolution smote him to tell
her that he was in the man’s potver,
and the sum that would free him,
but his pride prevented him, and, in-
stead, he turned to the table. “I owe
him my life; he saved it in an acci-
dent—a boat accident. I suppose, un-
der those circumstances, you can be
civil to him.”

‘‘l should bp civil to him under any
circumstances,” said Lucille, quietly.

As she spoke, the footman opened
the door and announced, in a tone
that just indicated his astonishment
at the presence of such a guest, “M
Sinclair,” and Sinclair entered.

He was in evening dress, but the
evening dress which the singer at a
music hall wears—loud, pronounced
and vulgar in every fold and aspect. A
false diamond shone in his shirt front
and a huge pair of brass studs glit-
tered at his wrists, and he waP per-
fumed with hair oil and patchouli.

Lucille look and up at him with that
calm, cold regard, which from a beau-
tiful girl is more trying than a judge’s
frown.

“Mi. Sinclair, let me introduce you
to my wife. Lady Merle,” said the
marquis. “I have told her ladyship
that you and I are old friends, aid
that I owe my life to you! If you were
not a skillful swimmer, I should not
be here now.”

Mr. Sinclair bowed, and half
stretched out his hand, but drew it
back.

“Proud to make your acquaintance
my lady,’ he said. “Merle’s told you
the story, has he? Yes, I was always
a neat hand in the water, th. Merle?”
and he winked at the marquis. "Very
'ot for the time of -he year, my
lady!

Lucille inclined her head, almost too
amaz and to speak, and the footman an
noimced dinner.

All through the meal the marqul-
tried to “cover up" his tyrant, so to
speak, and Mr. Sinclair, awed by *he
beauty and grace of Lucille, did keep
his tongue pretty quiet; but the few
words he said only increased Lu-
cille’s wonder. This man a schooifoi
low of the marquis. It seemed incred

!e. She rose as soon as she could;
and Mr. Sinclair, who had made n,

attempt c rise and open the door fo
her, leaned back in his chair, an
whistled.

"liy jingo, maroirs.” he oxrlaime
“her ladyship’s the most
creature I ever saw—bar one!”

"Her ladyship would be flattered by
your admiration.” said the marquis
with a smile that was more like a
scowl. "Will you take some wine?
There are port and claret.”

Mr. Sinclair filled and re-filied his

glass, aud presently his voice grew
thlck and bis menner more familiar
an<j confidential.

' Been an admirer of the fair sex all
my life, marquis; but devoted slave
to one of 'em only. Don’t mention
name—bur you know* her, ’ and he
wagged his bead with pl?y ful mys-

tery.
“Indeed,” said the marquis, paying

no heed to the man's maur lerlrgs.
but plCr o- the decantei.

'Wes! Faiiest of tbe fair! Not an
other woman in the kingdon to com-
pare ui b her. She’s the sole queen o;
my art, marquis, and when I’ve made
my pile—when I’ve got that you
know—mean to lay it at her feet. She
dont’ know anything of it, at present
—never -hall—oh. I’ll keep my word
to you, marquis!—honor- hoao
among thieves, you know*! I lay it at
her feet - at her teet—” He seemed as
if hr wei about to rehearse the per-
formaae of the moment, or he slip-
ped forw avd and almost fell off tbe
chair. “Feel sleepy somehow, mar-
quis.” he said. “Got to go to the Ori-
ental—musn’t be late. Say good
night now—will see you in the morn-
ing.”

Th3 marquis took hold of him and
he 1 ped him to his feet the? got his
hat and lev] him downstairs.

It was imposible for the marquis to
remain in London with this incubus
dogging his steps and haunting him.
He felt as if every one he saw eyed
bi n suspiciously and was ready to de-
nounce him, and as the hunted ani-
mal makes for the deepest coverts, so
the marqtrs, with Mr. Sinclair close
-U.UBCI P.ic.wot patunj ‘siaaq stq nod a
court.
“What do you say to going back to
the Court?’ ’he asked Lucille. “I am
sick of London ,and it is too late—or
too early—for Paris. The 1 3 :s no
place like one’s own home. WPI you
go back?”

“Yes,"’ sad Lucille, and a sigh
quivered on her lips. Back *o Darra-
eourt, where she had tasted the
sweet jot happiness of her Pfe, but to
find it turn to bitter, Dead Sea fruit.
Back to Darracourt, every foot of
whose lawns and woods would speak
to her of Harry Herne. “Oh, yes; i
do not care.”

Winter was approaching with
stealthy footsteps, and the few leaves
that remained upon the trees in the
park shuddered in the keen wind that
threatened them as the voice of an
executioner ere it swept them life
less to the ground.

Wrapped in her furs, Liullle lay
back in the carriage and looked out
with a listless gaze. Only a few
months ago she had driven to the
Court, a young girl rejoicing in her
sudden acquisition of wealth, and now
she was approaching the Court, the
wife of the marquis of Merle, with
not a joy before her, nothing but a
life of loveless apathy! The marquis
sat beside her, silent and gloomy.
He had won what he had been plot-
ting and scheming for, and now this
heavy blow had fallen upon him! His
name, rank, all he possessed, were at
the mercy of a vulgar scoudrel. To-
morrow' Mr. Sinclair would be follow-
ing on his track, and unless the mar-
quis could procure the money to buy

h’'m off. w’ould dog him day by day,
night by night! As the carriage
drove up to the entrance and Lucille
saw Mrs. Dalton standing at the door
to welcome her, a faint flush stained
her cheeks, but it fled as quickly as
it came, leaving her pale and wan
again, and Mrs. Dalton took her in

her arms and looked at her with dis-
may.

"H’ve you been ill, my lady?’’ she
said, tenderly, when they were alone
in Luc'lle's room.

Lucille laughed, and bent and kissed
her.

‘‘Don't call me my lady, dear,” she
said.“Call me ‘Lucille.’' as you used
to do. 111? No, bu: I don't think Lon-
don suited me! I am very, very glad
to get back. Do I look so woe-hegone,
then?” she asked suddenly.

To he continued.

Children Cry

FOR FLETCHER S
OAST O R I A

—-— |

Perry Wilder, a member of the re-
publican state central committee,
died at Evansville, aged 57 years.

For headache Dr. Miles' Anti-Pain Pills.

It isn't always the janitor who
cleans out the bank.

7.00t! JAPANESE
ST SEATHi FAIR

ORIENTAL COMMISSIONERS ARE

GIVEN GREAT RECEPTION

BY COUNTRYMEN.

BARON SHIBUSAWA BESPEAKS

PERPETUAL RELATIONS OF

FRIENDSHIP.

Seattle, Sept. G.—Nearly all of the
7.0u0 Japanese living near Seattle vis-
ited the exposition Saturday to cele-
brate Japanese day. In two parades
through the city streets and fair
grounds, the mixing of the old and new
Japan was somewhat incongruous hut
everything was picturesque. The city
parade was led by mounted semarul
warriors in suits of mail, looking like
a picture from the middle ages. Fol-
lowing came dozens of automobiles
carrying the visiting Japanese com-
missioners wearing frock coats and
high hats. Young women in automo-
biles that followed dressed and acted
like Americans. The commissioners
spent much time iu the exposition au-
ditorium, exchanging expressions of
good will with their American hosts.

Baron Shibusawa in a speech said;
“Japan, in the last fifty years, sent

to America two important diplomatic
missions. These were sent by the
government of Japan. The present
one is sent by the people. Its object
is to complete and consolidate for all

time the relations of friendship so
well promoted by the two political
missions. Its precise object is to lay
the foundations of friendly relations
on the sure basis of commerce and

mutual interest."
The commissioners were entertained

at dinner la.?t night by citizens of
Seattle. There was an elaborate fire
works display, the greatest feature of
which depicted the fall of Port Ar-
thur.

DEATH OF CAPTAIN
SAMUEL C. LtMl!

MAN WHO FOUND GREELY IN

POLAR SEA PASSES

AWAY.
Washington, D. C., Sept. 5. Cap

tain Samuel C. Lemly, formerly judge

advocate general of the navy, who be-

came prominent in connection with
the famous Schley court of inquiry,
died at St. Elizabeth’s hospital in this
city Friday night.

Full military honors will be ac-
corded Captain Lemly on the occasion
of his funeral, which will take place
from St. John’s Episcopal church to-
morrow. The escort will consist of the
Marine band and two companies .of
marines. The burial will be at Arling-
ton cemetery.

Captain Lemly was an officer aboard
the naval vessel Thetis which, with
two other ships, made up the Greely
relief expedition to the Arctic regions
in 1884. Captain W. S. Schley, now
rf ar admiral, on the retired list, was

the commanding officer of the squad-
ron with the Thetis as his flagship.

Naval officers remarked on the
singular fact that it should have been
Captain Lemly who, in later years,
was the judge advocate of the court
of inquiry which investigated the con-
duct of Admiral Schley at the battle
of Santiago, the court having been ap-
pointed at the request of the admiral.

Captain Lemly was one of the best
known officers of the navy, and as a
reconteur. he is said to have few if
any equals in the navy establishment.
He spent much of his time in Wash-
ington and was commissioned judge
advocate general for three successive
terms.

A Western
Aid Society

By I. L. M.

Just exactly what the organization
was primarily designed to aid. I do
not know. It was called, however,
the “ladies’ aid society,” shortened
for convenience into “the aid.’’ That
the men of the community called it
“the pow-wow” is neither here nor
there. All of us were eager for ad-
mission into the organization, for
while they sometimes sewed at the
weekly meetings they always ate,
which made the sessions joyful places
for homesteaders.

One day in August, when. Pm sure,
it must have been 92 degrees in the
icebox—had I possessed such a lux-
ury—l received the information that
I was to be hostess at the next gath-
ering of the members two days hence.
Life mar have some hard problems
for me in years to come, but I do not
think I shall ever feel more helpless
than I did at that moment.

Our place of meeting depended up-
on the will or sudde* 1 fancy of the
majority of the memoers, and while
all of us had extended tentative In-
vitations to the society to meet with
us, there had been no definite dates
assigned us. Hence my state of
mind.

Bear in mind that I am not an in-
hospitable person, but that it was, as
I have already said, 92 degress in the
icebox and that my fuel for cooking
was coal, in a small laundry stove
that could throw out more heat than
any stove I ever expect to see again.
The third thing to remember is that
my shack was SxIO feet and that there
were 22 members of the “Aid.”

I settled this third horror first, by
remembering calmly that there was
al] of cut of doors in which to enter-

tain my guests. The other horrors I
did not attempt to settle. As far as
they were concerned nothing hut stoi-
cal endurance awaited me.

The details of ray preparation are
not cheerful and I shall not enumer-
ate them. Suffice it to say that
when the day arrived, a very hot,

very clean shack and very weary
hostess awaited the guests, together

with a lunch which was a triumph of

patience and perspiration.
The ladies began to arrive in bug-

gies and wagons and on horseback. It
was the banner meeting for the year,
as far as number went. I stood in the
doorway with a fixed smile, whil
all the while I was mentally counting
the rolls in the cupboard behind me
and wondering how many pieces
three cakes would cut into. It seemed
to me that the whole community was
coming.

Along with* their mothers came the
babies—eight of them—with bottles.
Babies are prominent factors in Da-
kota social life and are ever present
members of gatherings—making
their debuts at a most unheard of

early age. As my guests came driv-
ing up I gave them seats at the shady

side of the house as long as the shady

side lasted. After that the rest of
us sat in the sun and thought of (he

efficacy of the sun cure for insanity.
As the hour for luncheon came 1

went into the house to begin my
preparations. Six babies lay on the
couch or disposed at various angles of

discomfort on the rug. Here also I

found the dog panting and red eyed

with the heat but enscounced In
safety behind the stove whence he
banged the babies right and left with
his plumey tail. I stepped on one
bottle, sat down on another and nar-
rowly escaped puncturing the appli-
ances of another with the meat fork.
How I should ever manage to make
the necessary preparation among

such difficulties I could not imagine,
for whenever there was not a baby
there was a bottle and vica versa. The
dog wagged his tail sympathetically.
He meant well but (he way he upset
a tin pan on one side and a wash ba-
sin on the other.

I mastered the situation for I built
a fire in the stove and in three min-
utes babies and bottles had disap
peared as if by magic. Even Dakota
mothers are not so indifferent as to
risk heat prostration for their off-
spring.

Some time after sunset the gather-
ing dispersed and the next issue of
the weekly paper contained the flat-
tering information that “A good time
was had by all.” I saddled up the
broncho and went for a long gallop
in the restful air, for Dakota even-
ings—bless them! —are always cool. I
felt competent to write a three page
article for some woman’s magazine
on How to Prepare a Banquet From
Three Cans of Sardines, for I had suc-
cessfully solved the problem of feed-
ing 22 people and entertaining the
same number in a shack 8-10 feet,
containing already a bed. a table, a
stove, cupboard, bookshelves and a
shirt waist box, not to mention eight
babies’ bottles!

Cocaine Evil Growing.
Cocaine is a growing evil. Put a

prohibitory duty on cocaine leaves as
has been done with crude opium. Co-
caine leaves come in free and in
enormous quantities. In. 1906 there
were 2,650.141 pounds brought in, and
in the last three years 4.838,000
P< unds. The imports have gone up

fivefold in a few years. Cut thi3 off.
Put on a duty which will exclude this
import except for medicinal use. Its
use there will not be checked by a
high duty any more than in the case
of opium. The use of cocaine as a nar-
cotic grows by leaps and hounds be-
cause it is cheap. This state has just
passed a more stringent low on its,

use. Its use there will n.~* be checked
by a high duty any more than in the
case of opium. The use of cocaine as
narcotic grow? by leaps and bounds
because it is cheap. This state ha?
just passed a more stringent low on
its use. New York has a still more
severe statute. These do not prevent
a daily growth in its use. Cut co-

caine oil at its source by a duty on
leaves or drugs which will limit its
use to its demand in medicine.—Phila-
delphia Press,

AMERICAN YACHTm fifth race
UNCLE SAM AGAIN TRIUMPHS

OVER GERMANY IN SONDER

CONTEST.

Marblehead, Mass., Sept. ",—Ellen
of Boston won the tilth internalionai
Sender yacht race, and again Ameri-
ca hits triumphed ovei Germany in (he

contest between the yachts of the
type fostered by Emperor William.
As the result of the Ellen’s victory,
the German challenger Hevella us
eliminated from the series. Today
the Ellen and Joyette of Brooklyn will
sail over the windward and leewaerd
course to determine which will re>
ceive the Taft cup. The loser of to-
day’s encounter will win the Governor
Draper cup, as both yachts were tied
for this in the first four races and
the winner of the Taft trophy cannot
also receive the governor’s cup.

The Hevella yesterday finished sec-
ond, two minutes and 43 seconds be-
hind the Ellen. Joyette was far be-
hind both leaders. Yesterday’s light
breeze exactly suited the Ellen.

A fortnight ago Captain Protzen of
the Hevella injured his knee by a tall
and all last week ami yesterday he
steered the yacht w th his limb en-
cased in a plaster cast.

Just, But Not Generous.
The barefoot boy had carefully

broken his fishing pole across his
knee and tossed it into the stream.

“What’s the trouble?” asked the
passing stranger.

“Been fishin’ all afternoon. Dicin’:
get a bite. If T could have brought
home a mess o’ fish T might have
squared it for shekin’ that boss an’
plow.”

“I’m willin’ to take what’s cornin’
to mo, mister, but 1 don’t see why 1
should save dad the trouble of cuttin’
his own switch.”—Washington Star.
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Another Theory.

“Hero i. another diet theor; :■

marked the boarder who is town

raking up odd items.
“Let’s have it,” spoke up the oo

dlan boarder as he chased a fly men
his coffee.

“Well, a foreign professor says we
could live on onions and strong cheese
and thrive. That would be cheap liv-
ing.”

“Exceedingly. It would only be two

scents.”

SAVE YOUR HAIR.
We base our statements upon what has

already been accomplished when we offer
to return the money paid us for Kexau

“93” Hair Tonic, if it fails to make the
scalp healthy, cure dandruff, grow hair and
prevent baldness. You take no risk what-
ever when 'r ou uy it. Iwo azes, -cc. a..d

i.oc.

CHAS. L. IVEY, MINERAL POINT.

A “gallery of the dead,” in which
photographs and measurements of all

unidentified bodies arc kept, h a : ?>v-

elty ?,t the Pittsburg morgue.

Sir Richard Whittington, the “Dick”
of the nursery tale who went to Lon-
don to seek his fortune and found it

by the help of his cat, sur\ives in
fact as well as fiction.
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