
WW••••••••••

SUFFERED PAIN
FOR YEARS

Mrs. Jahr Finally Relieved by
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vega

table Compound

Howard Lake, Minnesota.—"I write
to let you know that I have taken sev-

eral bottles of your
medicine in the last
three months, and
found it to be very
good. I had pains and
other troubles wo-
men have and was
not able to do my
work. Seeing your
'Ad.' in the paper,
I thought of giving
Lydia F. Pinklaam 'a
Vegetable Com-
pound a trial. I got

good results from it and feel able to do
my housework now. I used to have lots
of pains, but after taking the medicine
I am relieved from pains that I had
suffered from for years. I recommend
the Vegetable Compound to my friends,
and hope this letter will be satisfactory
for you to publish."—Mrs. JENNIE JAHR,
R. R. No. 2. Box 81,1Io ward Lake, Minn.

Free upon Request
Lydia E. Pinlcham's Private Text-

Book upon "Ailments Peculiar to Wo-
men" will be sent you free, upon re-
quest Write to the Lydia E. Pinkham
Medicine Co., Lynn, Massachusetts.
This book contains valuable information
that every woman should have.

Fast Black
Sam was a porter in a large hotel.

One day he approached his employer
with a request for a position for his
brother down in Tennessee. Having
secured it, in due time the brother ar-
rived. He was several shades darker
than Sam, and his employer remarked:
"Sam, your brother Is rather dark.

Isn't he?"
"Ile sure nm." replied Sam. "lie's

so black dat down home In Tennessee
de lightnin' bugs follow him amain' all
day, 'cause they think it's night"—
Los Angeles Times.

ALLEN'S FOOT-EASE
GIVES REST AND COMFORT
TO TIRED. ACHING FEET

After you have walked all day in
shoes that pinch or with corns and
bunions that make you cringe with pain,
or in shoes that make your feet nervous,
hot and swollen, you will get instant,
soothing relief from using some
ALLEN'S FOOT=EASE in your foot-
bath and gently rubbing the sore spots.
When shaken into the shoes, ALLEN'S

FOOT---EASE takes the friction from
the shoes, makes walking or dancing
a delight and takes the sting out of
corns and bunions, hot, tired, aching.
swollen, tender feet. Sold everywhere.
For FREE Trial Package and a Foote.
Ease Walking Doll, address
ALLEN'S FOOT=EASE, LeRoy, N. T.

Cuticura Soap
Pure and Wholesome

Keeps The Skin Clear
Soap, Moment, Tawso sold erwerywheire.

Always Demand for Bibles
The American Bible society has an-

nounced that there is an increasing
interest in the Bible, and that in the
last year it has given out more than
7,000,( copies. This is the second
time in its history that its issue has
exceeded that figure in one year. The
Bible now circulates in more than 175
langueges. Nearly one-half of the
7,000,000 copies distributed annually
are demanded in the Orient.

To insure glistening-white table
linens, use Red Cross Ball Blue in your
laundry. It never disappoints. At all
good grocers.—Advertisement

Both Right and Wrong
Men too frequently believe they de-

serve all the good that comes to them,
and very little of the had. They may
be as wrong regarding the one as the
other. As a rule they are right only
when by honest introspection they
have consciousness of deserving.—Grit

In the midst of life we are in death
but it is often possible to postpone
the interment.
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The sitting-room door opened, and

the portly form of the housekeeper
appeared on the porch.
"There's Mite Curry," the girl cried,

seizing her father's arm and inviting
the preacher with her eyes. "Break-
fast's ready, and our bouquet not half
finished."
She was the life of ,the little group

that assembled a few minutes later in
the gloomy old dining-room, with the
candles flickering over its bare walls
and waging a losing battle with the
shadows lurking In the corners. Only
for her, the scene and setting might
have been somber enough—the stark
walla, stiff old furniture, decorations
and ornamentation severely in keep-
ing with the taste of a day long gone;
the grim gray figure that presided at
the head of the table.
Banker Colin was a man out of

whom life had squeezed most of the
finer sensibilities and coined them into
gold. The dreams of boyhood, the ro-
mance of youth, the glory of manhood
—gone—bargained away for a price.
Sitting there at his gloomy breakfast
table, a disappointed, weary old man,
his soul cried out to rue the bargain;
to trade back with fate. But none
had learned the lesson better than he
that fate trades not back; that there
he was doomed to sit, a hopeless
mourner over the dead ashes of the
might-have-been.
The forenoon he spent in the small

room, busy with his papers, or in
meeting people who came to pay him
money—or borrow it.
In the afternoon be tried to take a

nap, but so long had his mind been set
to its daily grind that it now ran on
in spite of him—ft sort of mental en-
gine whose clutch could no longer be
released.
Rest; a quiet nap—they were no

longer his. He had sold them—part
of the price he had paid for—what?—
the privilege to pocket interest money;
to collect rents; to write his check.
Cheated again. The devil never loses
in a trade.

It would be a hopeless task to trace
his thoughts as he thrashed about over
the bed and fidgeted the hours away.
His business; the farms; his squan-
dered years all passed in review. And
what was left? To sit by a musty win-
dow 4nd pile up wealth—for somebody
else to spend. He couldn't spend it
himself. He didn't know how. He had
toiled so hard to make it that be had
never learned how to spend it—an in-
finitely finer thing to know.
Sleep—he was never wider awake

In his life. He floundered off the bed
at last, less rested than when he lay
down, and stormed out to the porch—
only to stand drumming a restless
tattoo upon a post with his long bony
fingers.

The voices of Texie and the preach-
er were borne to him from the rustic
seat undar the giant maple at Whis-
pering spring. He mildly wondered at
it; reflected that the genial day had
probably for once lured the young
man from his studies, and sauntered
back to his easy chair in the sitting.
room'
As he ast There, with the Wee and

purr of the wonderful May day borne
In through the open door, his mind
gro,eng back over the distant past, a
memory held him in far-flung retro-
spection. Minutes long it held him;
Until it smoothed the lines on his face
and softened his hard old eyes.
He rose from the chair at last;

paced back and forth across the
floor a time or two; went into the
email west room to his safe. unlocked

; with a noticeable effort swung the
heavy door open; fumbled inside and
drew out a large envelope of stout
manila paper; unsealed; funiKled
deeper and brought out a small locket
of gold; closed the safe, without lock-
ing it, and went back to his easy chair.
A long time he sat, with his elbow

propped up on the chair-arm, his chin
in his palm; finally with fingers that
trembled, he pressed in the catch of
the locket. It sprang open. There
were two pictures inside—a woman
and a man. But the face of the wom-
an was not the face over the mantel
in the sitting room; it was the face
of the woman beneath the draped
flag in the cabin under the crimson
rambler—what it had been in her girl-
hood. A,nd the face of the man in the
locket was not the upstanding soldier
above the sword and spurs, in the uni-
form of a colonel of Mounted Rangers;
It was the face of Simon Colin—what
it had been in the days of his young
manhood.
The old MID gazed at the beautiful,

highborn face of the woman In the
locket; again and again laid it to his
grim old lips, held it close against his
breast—suddenly, with it gasp,
snapped the locket shut.
A mighty spasm of pain had gripped

his side. He clutched It with his
hands; fought for breath. When it
was over and he was able to breathe
again, his lips were blue, and clammy
sweat stood heavy on his craggy brow.

Still clutching his side, he opened
the locket, with its secret, trying nol
to see the beautiful face, lest it turn
him from his purpose; took out both
pictures; struck a match, set them
alight ana watched them burn to
ashes.
As he sat staring, gradually he

seemed to grow aware of the envelope
lying in his lap. He picked it up and
gazed at it absently, as if his mind
still dwelt with tba dead ashes of the

By DAVID ANDERSON
Author of "The Blue Moon.'

Copyright by The Bobbs-Merrill Co.

1,ast—the past with its dinappoint-
talents, its misunderstandings, Its
tragedy.
In a bold hand that wavered slight-

ly—unmistakably the hand of an old
man—the big envelope was addressed,
curiously enough, to Joel Warhope,
with the legend—"Not to be opened
until his twenty-first birthday."
After a moment the old man fum-

bled some legal-looking papers out of
the envelope; read them through with
great care; replaced them; sealed the
envelope and put it in his pocket. Then
he walked to the safe; dropped the
empty locket behind some papers at
the very back of it; closed the door;
locked it and strayed aimlessly out to
the porch again.
The shadows of the fine old trees in

the yard were creeping well eastward.
The preacher, still a truant from his
studies, was with Texie at the spring.
Just over the brink of the decline
where the yard dipped to the park-
like orchard, he could see them—the
girl on the rustic seat, the tall form
of the young minister lounging against
a fork of the huge maple.
The drone of their voices carried up

to the lonesome old man, at a loss how
to spend the hours of his enforced
idleness, and the splintered ruins of
what had once been a smile for a mo-
ment chased the weariness from his
craggy old- battlement of a face. lie
dragged a chair to a sunny spot of
the porch and sat down.
The girl, hearing the scrape of the

chair, sprang up.
"Father!" she cried. "He's up."
Springing over the gnarled, exposed

roots of the great maple, she hurried
up the yard, half laughing back over
her shoulder at the preacher's minc-
ing steps as he followed.
She dew to the porch, and in a mo-

ment her arms were around the weary
gray figure in the chair.
"F'rgive me, father—I didn't know

y'u was up 'r I'd 'a' come sooner."
"Aw, that's all right," he drawled.

"Can't expect young folks t' waste
the'r time on old ones."
"No, no! Not waste." She smoothed

his hair. "I'm so sorry I frgot—your
good day at home, too."
The old man patted her face and re-

assured her, in a voice that the people

uletelog

The Old Man Gazed at the Beautiful,
Highborn Face of the Woman in
the Locket.

who borrowed his numey had never
heard.
"W'y, child, I got up' only a little

bit ago, an' thought I'd Pat set out on
the porch a while. It's kinda—lone-
some in the house."

"And do y'u feel better after y'ur
nap?" the girl asked, glowingly happy
at his endearments—endearments that
had been all too rare.
"Oceans," was his answer, with a

grimace at the idea of the nap—a
grimace that he suppressed just in
time to keep.her from seeing. "Good
as new. I be'n wonderin' why y'u
never tuck Mr. Hopkins hossback
ridin'. Y'u ain't even showed y'ur
new saddle hose, have y'u?"
"Brownie? F'r a wonder. I hain't

But this is the first Gnu- he's ever
be'n here, except at night—and he's
traveled s' mucfi and knows s' much
that I didn't low he'd care about
bosses. We've jist be'n talking about
—Ken—"
The old banker bent his head and

fumbled with a loosened screw of the
chair-arm. The girl gazed out across
the wide bottoms to the river. The
preacher took out his handkerchief;
nervously brushed away a speck of
dust from his coat sleeve; put It hack.
"Brownie," the girl repeated attar a

time, her eyes turning bark from the
river to the piously pensive face of
the preacher, "would y'n care t' see
'er?"
"It would give me the greatest pleas-

ure," was his answer, In the studied
and faultless though somewhat stilted
diction of the period.
"I could talk y'u t' death about 'er."
"I should die happy," he answered.
The girl was so artless and un-

spoiled that the flattety, trite as it

was, half pleased her. The native
cheerfulness, subdued for a moment
by thoughts of her hapless brother,
brightened again in her eyes. She
threw her arm about her father,
dragged Min up out of the chair and
led the way to the barn.
Brownie, a beautiful dark sorrel,

with a single small patch of white in
her forehead, hearing the itifl'a voice, 
cametrotting up out of the pasture
lot—the same through which Jack had
trailed the unknown prowler the night
before. A tall, clean-limbed gelding,
bright bay, with one white hind foot,
followed her almost up to the gate,
where he stood back and half jealous-
ly watched the girl caress his mate.
"Come, Rex," the girl called, reach-

ing out her hand and coaxing the tall
bay. But the horse kept his distance.
It was only after the two men had
drawn back a few steps that he came
up to the gate and put his nose against
her face.
"Do you ride, Mr. Hopkins?" el e

called over her shoulder.
"Not especially well," he answered,

"though I do like a good horse. You
rele, of ctourser
"Everybody rides in the Fiatwoode

—you must learn."
"W'T, yes," chimed in the old bank-

er, "there's Rex jist sp'llin' rr work,
now that I don't ride any more Bence
these blasted fainty spells got t' corn-
iii'. Ther's nothin' t' bender y'u from
takin' a ride every day—I reckon
we've still got my saddle an' things,
ain't we, daughter?"
"Saddle and bridle and all," she an-

swered. "And it will be such a pleas-
ure," she went on, turning to the
young preacher, "t' show y'u around
over our beautiful Fiatwoods."
"With such a guide, I am impatient

to go the earliest moment possible,"
the preacher exclaimed effusively,
"this afternoon—now—if you will."
The girl glanced at her father.
"Why not?" he nodded.
"I don't like to leave—you."
The old man tossed up his hand and

laughed—a raspy sort of laugh—all
that the years had left him.
The girl turned back to the preacher.
"W'y, yes-71f you wish," she said—

"only you must promise not t' run
away from we; Rex is ever s' much
faster than Brownie."
The preacher turned to look again

at the tall bay, standing a few feet
back from the gate, where he had
withdrawn step by step as the minis-
ter advanced.
"He certainly appears to possess

great speed."
"Speed!" the old banker repeated, a

note in his voice common to the throat
of every man in the Fiatwoods when
speaking of his horse or dog, "next t'
Jack's.Graylock at the homestead yon-
der, he's the fastest in the Flat-
woods."
"Greylock —Warhope — the tired

eyes pinched together thoughtfully—
"a remarkable young man." ,„
"Scarce as hen's teeth, his breed,"

the old man returned warmly. "I'm
doubtin' if ther's anybody along the
Wabash that knows the woods like he
does, unless it might be oi' Nick Wit.
flee. I've alw'ys be'n glad he tuck to
;ern the way 'e did, and I've encour-
aged 'im. Ther's nothin' like the
woods t' make a man of a feller."
"Some pr'fessors came up her fom

down the river t' study what they
called 'Native Flora' on the homestead
last year—y'u know, ther's two thou-
sand acres of it, most of it layin' jist
as the Indians left it, and he keeps
coaxin' me not t"low an ax laid to a
single sound tree. There'll be a for-
tune in that oak and walnut some day.
Jack, he'd be'n writin' to' these
pr'fessors, and they'd be'n senclin"im
books—anyhow, they come up and
tramped around ft nigh a week.
"One day one of 'em was talkin' t'

me, and he said Jack knowed more
about the woods than all the rest of
'em put together. Well, that's him,
every time. I never did know 'im t
try aeything but what he got it down
about RS fine as the next one."

'The old banker glanced up at the
Mtn slipping down the west and turned
to his daughter:
"Well, if y'u're goin', yen better be

startin'."

Long years of active business life
had taught Banker Colin the value of
promptness and decision—had so
ground these traits Into his nature
that they had come to function auto-
matically.
Talking as volubly about the rela-

tive merits of Rex and Brownie as if
he were an agent trying to sell them,
and rubbing his bony hands in delight
at having his restless mind set once
more to a definite task, he led the
Way to the lot and turned the horses
into the barn.

The saddle and bridle were some-,
what stiffened from disuse when he
tried them on Rex, but he had them
limbered up and came leading out the
horse almost as soon as Texle bad
Brownie ready.

(To BE CONTINUED.)

Carrier Pigeons.
Caryier pigeons normally fly at the

rate of about thirty to thirty-six miles
an hour, but when "homing" they cas

reach a speed of sixty miles an hour
or more.

Rubber Balls Flatten.
Rubber balls dropped to the gronnd

flatten almost into a hemisphere at
the moment of impact, but do It se
Quickie the OM cannot see it.

BAPTIST MINISTER GIVES
TANLAC FULL CREDIT

No greater praise can be accorded
a medicine than the voluntary testi-
mony of a minister of the gospel. The
preacher's high calling puts a grave
reeponalbility on his every word, and
he will not jeopardize his reputation
by commending a thing without first
assuring himself it is all right.
Taniac has been endorsed by. num-

bers of prominent ministers. They
have put Tanlac to the test of per-
sonal service and their words carry
conviction because they say what they
know to be the truth.
One of the latest to speak out in

behalf of Tanlac is Rev. B. E. Bell, a
retired Baptist minister, 207 Elm St,
San Antonio, Texas, who says:
"Before taking Tanlac I had suf-

fered from stomach and nerve trou-
bles for over 30 years and there were
times when my condition was such
that it required almost superhuman
effort for me to prepare my sermons
and go through with my Sunday serv-

ices. Indeed, my work seemed like

some great obstacle across my path-

way—a burden too big to carry In my

weak physical condition.
"But in six weeks' time Taniac

transformed my entire outlook, giving

me what seemed like a new set of

nerves and a brand-new digestive
system. My appetite became raven-
ous, my nerves steady, my liver action
regular and I could sleep sound for
the first time in years. Whenever I
have the slightest symptoms of trou-
ble now I always resort to Tanlac,

am taking some at present, and it
never fails to smooth things out for

me. I certainly have the best of rea-
sons for feeling grateful to Tanlac."
Tanlac Is for sale by all good drug-

gists. Accept no substitute. Over 40
million bottles sold.

Tanlac Vegetable Pills for consti-
pation; made and recommended by
the manufacturers Of Tanlac.

Italian Secret Society
Camorra was the name of a secret

society, formerly existing in Naples
and the vicinity, the members of which
were called Camorristi. For many
years it terrorized the country, plun-
dering the inhabitants and extorting
money from all trades and occupa-
tions. It also transported smuggled
goods and contracted for the commis-
sion of desperate crimes. The Camor-
Heti were long tolerated for political
reasons and rendered efficient aid to
the cause of Garibaldi in the expul-
sion of the Bourbons; but some years
after they proved so annoying to the'
newly established government of Italy
that in 1874 they were banished.—Kan-
sas City Star.

Cuticura Comforts Baby's Skin
When red, rough and itching, by hot
baths of Cuticura Soap and touches of
Cuticura Ointment. Also make use
now and then of that exquisitely scent-
ed dusting powder, Cations' Talcum,
one of the indispensable Outicura
Toilet Trio.—Advertisement

Why the Display
While posing in evening clothes for

a new photograph a movie hero was
very insistent about having the photo-
graph show plenty of shirt front. And,
as he was good for about a thousand
dollars' worth of work every year, the
photographer was anxious to oblige.
But a photographer has his bump of
curiosity the same as others.
"Why so much shirt front?" asked

this one.
"To write autographs on," explained

the star.

WHY DRUGGISTS RECOMMEND
SWAMP-ROOT

For many years druggists have watched
with much interest the remarkable record
maintained by Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root,
the great kidney, liver and bladder medi-
cine.
It is a physician's prescription.
Swamp-Root is a strengthening medi-

cine. It helps the kidneys, liver and
bladder do the work nature intended they
should do.
Swamp-Root has stood the test of years.

It is sold by all druggists on its merit and
it should help you. No other kidney medi-
cine has so many friends.
Be sure to get Swamp-Root and start

treatment at once.
However, if you wish first to test this

great preparation, send ten cents to Dr.
Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., for a
sample bottle. When writing, be sure
and mention this paper.—Advertisement.

Plants Prevent Fires
Agricultural officials of the French

government In Algeria have found a
new method of preventing forest fires.
It consists in carpeting the ground
under the trees with a hardy creeping
plant that will not burn. Juicy plants
that do not dry up and that spread
rapidly even in the shade are being
planted. Not only are the plants in-
combustible, but they have an addi-
tional value in conserving the moisture
of the soil. Weeds are also choked
by the thick, obscuring -foliage. The
plants used are species of ground ivy.

No ugly, grimy streaks on the
clothes when Red Cross Ball Blue IS
used. Good bluing gets good results.
All grocers carry it,—Advertisement.

Patient Old Bird
, The green heron, which is sometimes
called the fly-up-the-creek, is about
one and one-half feet long and is com-
mon throughout the United States and
Canada. It feeds mostly on fish, frogs
and other aquatic animals and may be
seen, particularly in the morning and
In the evening, standing patiently mo-
tionless in some shallow water, wait-
ing till prey comes within reach.

It's better to accept some statements
than to bother huntink up the truth.

Have Same Birthdays
At Lewiston, Me., the family of

Mr. and Mrs. Thomas Daly celebrated
the birthdays of the three sons on the
same day. The sons are seven, nine,
and eleven years of age, respectively,
and an of them were born on March
23. Curiously enough Mrs. Daly was
herself one of three children born on
February 16 of different years.

Champions have
been standard
equipment on
Ford cars for 12
years. They are
also equipment on
Ford trucks and Fordson
tractors. Champion Xis sold
by 90,000 dealers at 60 cents.

Champion Spark Plug Co.
Toledo, Ohio

ords
60i

CHAMPION .
,JPIJ aaaaa le Or glr,r, 5.15..11

Ruler Believed in "Luck"
Frederick the Great of Prussia was

governed In his military operations by
astrologers and always waited until
they had indicated the "lucky day" for
a start.

Sure Relief
FOR INDIGESTION

6 BELIANs
Hot water
Sure Relief

ELLANS
254 AND 754 PACKAGES EVERYWHERE

FOR OVER
200 YEARS
haarlem oil has been a world-
wide remedy for kidney, liver and
bladder disorders, rheumatism,
lumbago and uric acid conditions.

CADHAARLEM OIL
correct internal troubles, stimulate vital
organs. Three sizes. All druggists. Insist
on the original genuine GOLD MRDAL.

His Bedside Manner
Doctor—"I don't like to bring a bill

to a man as sick as you are, but It
causes so much red tape, you know, to
get money out of anyone's heirs."—
Santa Barbara News.

Don't forget that quitting a fault 111
the best way to correct it.

Children Cry for "Castoria"
A Harmless Substitute for Castor Oil, Paregoric, Drops

and Soothing Syrups — No Narcotics!

Mother! Fletchees Castoria has
been in use for over 30 years to relieve

babies and, children of Constipation,

Flatulency, Wind Colic and Diarrhea;

allaying Feverishness arising there-

from, and, by regulating the Stomach

and Bowels, aids the assimilation of

Food; giving natural sleep without
opiates. The genuine bears signature of


