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CHAPTER XVIIL—(CoxTINUED).

“let me do it, and save you the
troublet”

“No, no, no! [ cannot, I must still
live on, and keep the dreandful secret.
0, would that I had died before I yleld-
e to that horrible temptation!"

“You made your own bed!” he sald,
coarsely, “It don't become you to com-
plain if it doesn't lie easy.”

“No, 1 have no one to blame. 1
risked everything upon a single die,
and lost all!”

“And that was rather a Incky day for
me that duriosity to see the bride led
me to ellmb the locust tree just under
this window, and I saw—"

“Hush!' she cried, fearfully.
walls have ears sometimes.”

The backs of the couple were turned
to Helen; she slipped nolselessly from
ler conceiilment, and locked the room
door, and put the key In her pocket.
Then she gllded to the window, and
placed her back sgainst it, thus con-
fronting the man and woman,

“You just remarked that walls have
sars,” dhe sald, quletly. "I agree with
you. These have a pair of them."”

“Who are you?' cried the man,
springing to his feet, and looking at
her, "The devil!”

“No, thank you. My name {8 Helen
Fulton, No relation to your friend.”

He strode toward the window.

“l.et ma pass here right quickly, or
take the consequences!” he sald, with
brutal determination,

She drew herself up proudly, and her
volce was cuttingly firm as his own,

“You-do not pass here until you
come to my terms.”

“Well, T llke your pluck! If 1 was
in want of a wife, I'd honor you with
my proposals, What are your terms?”

“You must tell me all you know about
the murder of Marina Trenholme!”

“Which I will not do!"

“Very well. Then you can stay here
until morning, and I will summon some
of the family to make you come to
terme, I would speak to them to-night,
hut 1 never llke to disturb people after
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they are a-bed. It {8 apt to make them
ill-tempered.”

+ “C'onfound you!
aside!”

“Not if I know it."”

With an oath he sprung upon her.
Quick as thought she lifted her righi
hand, In which she held the loaded
plstol.

“An ineh nearer,” she sald, coolly,
“and I will blow your brains out! Tam
sorry to be impolite to a gentleman,
but you foree me to it!"

The rufflan recoiled, He saw the
steady determination in her eye, and
knew that he might expect no mercy.

Imogene had sunk to the floor on the
first appearance of Helen, and crouched
there, staring at vacancy, her rich dress
sweeping over the bloody stain on the
carpet, She seemed incapable of speech
or motion, .

" “One or the other of you murdered
Marina ’l‘r'holme." sald Helen, speak-
ing in a'low, clear voice, “and T will
know' which. The innocent sghall not
suffey for the guilty, if it is in my power
to prevent it. 1 want lo save Lynde
(Giraham, [ am disposed to be gracious
with _you both. 1 want your written

Will you stand

oon jon—both of you—in regard to
this.thing. That is all' T ask. It is now
the senth of June—ten days to the

exeontion, 1 will give you eight days
in %ﬁ to escape. Give me what |
ask for, and I promise you faithfully 1
wilkipot show the paper to any lving
peifig’ until just in time to save him
from the gallows.”

“Pewill be caught in no such trap,’
i the man, “Get out of my way,
vourlittle she devil. 11l show you how
(o use & platol!™  And he seized the
o . by the muzzle, with the Inten-
tion of wrenching It from her grasp
Mut he had not reckoned on thestrength
o that right arm, and in the struggle
it was discharged, and the ball passed
imto Bis breast just above the heart

I'm done for! he eried with an oath
and fell to the foor

lmogens sprang up., and  darted
wward the window, but Helen was on
the alort, and divined her intention In-
stoutly, Whe caught her frmly by the
arms, @nd held her fam

The nolée of the platol had alarmed |

the whele housebald, and
riushing to the spot
y the dom ™’ thundered Ralph
1 , from without
must burst it in sald Helen
He put his shoukder against it and
hrole the lock lustantly, The whaele
rushed inte the roam. Mt Uyril's
quick eye fell Brat on the sounded man
“Jebn Budaiph'’ be enclabmed “The
abdustor of my slster™
L magene turied toward the Inthaders
per faee aoselutels Mold ber wyon wild
an COf & menine  Halph
»t arm areund ber shoulders and
Theie was semething

they vame
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“Speak quickly,” she sald. “You will
gain nothing now by concealment.”

“Am I dying?" he asked, anxiously.

“I think so. Speak on., But first let
me ask, Mr. Trenholme, is there a
maglstrate present?”

“I am one,” sald Ralph's friend, Mr.
Brunell, who was stopping there foi
the night.

“Very well then. Give this gentleman
the oath. I can testify that he has no
consclentions seruples to prevent him
from swearing.”

It was done, and Rudo!ph proceeded
to epeak:

“It 18 hardly fair to force things out
of a fellow in this way, but 1 suppose
there's no help for it. There's too many
agalpst me! This girl 18 the very devil
herself.”

“l have once before informed you,
gir, that T am Miss Fulton, and in no
way a relative of the perscn you men-
tion.”

“0, have it your own way! but I'm
gsure I don't understand how you came
to guess at what has puzzled so many
older heads. I've been a Lard case. |
don't deny it, It was all owing to the
way [ had to struggle up. Everybody
was willing to give me a kick because
I happened to be the child of poverty
and of disgrace. I stole the child of
Mrs. 8t. Cyril, partly from motives of
revenge, and partly because I hoped to
get money from its father by it. I'm
not going to give a history of my doings,
#0 don’t get Impatient. It seems a 1t-
tle necessary that I should speak of
that child, peeing as It was she that was
murdered, The ship that we came to
this country In was wrecked, and peo-
ple hereabouts thought that the little
girl was the sole survivor. I know bet-
ter, because I myself escaped. It did not
suit my purpose, however, to let the
fact be known. I had my own plans,
which 1 shall not now divulge. The
time for me to work Is past, and I will
not tell you what T meant to do If my
life had been lengthened. I found that
the child had a good home, and for the
present, then, I wag satlsfied. After
awhile I returned to Burope, and saw
Mrs. 8t. Cyril. But she had no money
with which to purchase my secret. 1
then sought the father of the child, but
he refused to listen to me a moment.
He had no children, he said, bitterly.
I came back to America. Part of the
time I was In New York, but I never
lost sight of Marina—for so they called
the girl I had stolen from her parents.
At last I heard she was going to be mar-
rled. I thought I shonld like to see how
she looked in her bridal clothes, It was
a little weakness of mine which you
must pardon, seeing that [ once loved
her mother,

“l eame here, and knowing no other
way, I climbed the locust tree just out-
slde this window, and from its thick-
leaved shelter, I commanded a complete
view of this apartment. Just after
the bridesmaids left the bride, the door
of her chamber opened, and Imogene
Ireton entered, I knew thls woman by
sight. She came up nolselessly behind
Marina, and as she turned, 1 saw some-
thing glitter in her hand. She stood
still a moment as if to gather strength,
and then she struck down quickly and
silently? I heard a low cry, and then
all was guiet!”

Ralph’s grasp had tightened around
his wife, until her face had grown pur-
ple from the iron pressure. He was
crushing her to death, but he would not
have known it, if she had breathed her
last gigh. St. Cyril touched his arm,

“Mr. Trenholme, look at your wife,
You are suffocating her!”

He looked down upon her distorted
features, removed his arm, and took her
hand in his, !

“Imogene lreton came directly to the
window,” proceeded Rudolph, “and
looked down. She had the dripping
knife still in her hand. She cast about
her a half fearful glance, but discover-
ing no one, she stepped out upon the
grape vine that balf covered that side

of the house. And just as she did so
Lynde Grabam came along on his way
to the main entrance. He was dressed
for the wedding and had bis gloves In |
his hand, He looked up at her, and an |
amazed expression crossed his face,
“‘Miss lreton, how came you there® |
he asked, hastening toward her
“'Help me down, quick” she sald
lmperiously
He lifted bher down in bis arms. |
kuew then that he loved her by the |
way he performed the act. | could have

sworn it
“'What freak 8 this!" he asked
‘Why do you choose thal menins of

exress from the chamber of the brids*

“Hhe looked at him -and such & loak
He falrly recoiled before It The Hifte
up her hand, there was upon It & single
dash of ¢rimsen

“Lanide Graham ' rhe sald, distine
Iy, "there will be no bride. and U you
luve me prove that love by kewplng mv
wopel "

She Bed away. and he 'voaked alter
her like ole In & maws It was fAyve
Mminutes befare e seotied o Peouy
hin Facultive Ad then hin faee was

put &

pibiful 1o behald Wuch agony 1 hay
never sl N ahy LTS
sulivnan. ¢’ as | wan
i pltied him

Well, you kuows prvtts well all th
ool Soaplcion fell upas Lande G
ham; bhe was arresied and convieis

sl by
Harlened

terrible in the face of this | and woause he loved this woman he

el Hived up the Baee of Bn

| He refussd 'a speal

would e willing 1o die in her stead
he wards that

| sume sense of “having known."

would establish his innocence, because
by so doing be would condemn her to
the gallows.

“You may well believe that 1 was pre
pared to take advantage of what [
knew. I guessed at first that she had
murdered Marina because she wanted
to be mistress of Trenholme House, and
it was not long before I sought her out,
and revealed to her my terrible secret
For a moment I thought gshe would have
killed me, 1 think she would, if she
had had the means at hand. After her
passion had a little subsided, T made
terms with her. Money was what [
wanted, and she gladly consented to
pay me for keeping dumb, This began
before she married Mr. Trenholme, Af-
terward It continued just the same, You
all wondered at her frequent journeys
from home; she only went to pay me
my allowance at times when I was un-
able, through illness, to come for it
You, Mr. Trenholme, thought me your
wife's paramour! bah! she would soon
er have killed herself than submitted
to the caresses of one like me. If she
was a murderess, she was true to you.
I remember once I made her kiss me,
and she touched me with just the loath-
ing that she would have touched a toad!
But what did I care? I wanted money,
not love. It was a dangerous secret to
keep, but I have been well paid for it
Thank the powers above and below! I
am out of the reach of the law! I defy
you all!"

He lifted his hand in wild deflance,
and fell back a corpse!

Helen rose from her kneeling posture
and faced Imogene, her face pale as
that of the dead man before her.

“You have heard the confession of
that dead villain,” she said, slowly.
“Now, we will llsten to yours,”

Imogene shrank from the steady gaze
of those clear eyes, shrank back piti-
fully, erylng out:

“0) spare me! spare me! Do with me
as you will, but do not force me to a
confession!"”

Ralph drew her sternly forward, and
took in his own the hands with which
gshe strove to conceal her face.

“You shall not be spared!" he sald,
hoarsely. “You did not spare her! But
we will not condemn yon without a
hearing. Clear yourself, if you can.”

“I cannot! O, you know I cannot! I
did murder her! But it was because I
loved you! I could not live to see you
the husband of another! With her
dangerous face under the sod, I thought
my beauty might win you! God will
bear me witness that it was pure love
alone that influenced me. [ never once
thought of the power that would be
mine as your wife.
tion were nothing to me! It was your
love I wanted! O Ralph, only that!”

“0 God!" cried Ralph, striking his
forehead, “to think that 1 took to my
bosom as my wife the murderess of my
poor Marina! It is too much! It mad-
dens me! And but for you, Miss Ful-
ton, T might have lived on to the end
in ignorance, and Lynde Graham would
have died an innocent man!”

“T did not seek this,” Helen said, In
a subdued volce, “Heaven knows I did
not! But T was obliged to come here,
I could not keep away. It was what
some call fate, I suppose, After | came
here some things were forced upon my
knowledge that I did not care to know.
But having once become convinced that
Lynde Graham was wrongfully accused,
[ set to work with my whole soul to
bring the real eulprit to light.

“I think Mrs. Trenholme has a habit
of walking in her sleep. The ghost of
this chamber ig8 none other than her-
self, Ihave watched here for the phan-
tom, and satisfied myself. The last
time I tore a piece of silk from her
sleeve, and if you will take the trouble
to make the examination, you will find
that this fragment,” drawing it from
her pocket, “will fit exactly a rent In
the sleeve of the black silk the lady Is
in the habit of wearing.

10 BE CONTINUED.)
A SLEEPING POWER.

Is It Telepathy, Instinct or What?—
Ought to Be Cultivated.

Within us is a power sleeping. Once
in awhile some sensitive soul has felt
it stir, but there was no known law that
governed It, no logic with which to con-
vince others of its being: so It was
buried deep in the inner consclousness,
where hide ideas that dare not seek
light because they are in advance of
thelr age, says the New Science Review,
Lcng ago, at the house of a friend, I
saw a photograph of a man's head. As
I plcked it up there came over me a
sense of having known the original; it
was the face of a “friend.” When my
hostess entered 1 asked about the pho-
tograph and she told me who It waa,

| The name meant nothing to me but the

face meant all things that [ knew.
Severn! times In the next week 1 looked
at the photograph, always with the
Then
eight vears elapsed, during which ne
memory of that face came over me,
One day at the theater there fashed
over me that same curlous sense of
having known'™ Instinetively 1
turned and caught full the glance of the
original of the photograph, What he
was dolng there | have never found out.
Several miles away from me lived a
frisnd. Days would elapse without sut
meeling but i | sat down and wrole hee
4 nole she wauld come, Always crossing
the pote. | bocame se certaln about N
after awhile that | would write the note
andd tear 1t up. The thought would stie
i her the desire 1o see e There was
ne wie in malling . The sight of
vriain handwritiog would alsays wake
noart sink: It was something tha |
aidid mat reasan mysell out of, yet (he
ploasing and the words

My

wvie

wilers

fall Oue dark day | found out 'hal

wy inslin was rhahto 1 trast W bow
A Family A e

W palde Avven, of CUreen MBay, Wia

baring the last four years, has lost thiee
sons by drowning The third s, o

tad of elght yoars, was drowned olul‘

4 ferinight age, while fehing

| cles on her toilette table—which were

Wealth and sta- |

YOUNG MR HONEYLOVE RND
HIS BRIDE.

Young Mrs. Honeylove, the prettiest
of youthful brides, in the sweetest of
mworning tollettes, sat In the most
charming of dainty boudoirs, in a
highly pleturesque attitude, reflective-
ly and appreciatively contemplative of
her small, French-slippered foot, idly
tapping the polished fender of the
glowing grate fire—in a highly-satistied

and righteous frame of mind, as be-
Locved a three-weeks' bride whose
uuptinls had been attended with more

would soon come. Her Leart was at
this moment moved. As she sat idly
toasting her toes by the grate she had
become conscious of a growing uneasi-
ness, or, as the lady herself would
term It, a “feeling in her bones."”
{  wuFINITION—A “fecling in the
l bones” Is 4 power of prescience; an oc-
| cult Influence to which only delieately
| orgamized and supersensitive constitu-
| tions are subject. It is a prerogative
of femininity. None of courser mold
have ever been known to have experi-
enced this mysterious influence, 1t has
been the scoff and jeer of man from
time Immemorial. It is usually most
potent with those of spiritualistie ten-
dencles, and it has breen noticed that
those who are most rusceptible to this
spiritual forewarniug are also good
subjects for hypnotie and mesmerie in-
fluence. The presentiment Is usually
precedea by a slight, prophetic shiver
(or a serles of them), vulgarly known
as “flesh creep."

It suddenly pops into Mrs. Honey-
love's head, without either rhyme or
reason apparently that she heard Fred
say at breakfast that he was going to
paint the squares on his cnecker board
that day, and it flashed into her mind
with the force of conviction that he
was doing this In the library with his
board and paint cans established on
her handsome center table, and—hor-
ro¢ of horrors!—on that maguificent
embrojdered cover—one of her most
valued wedding presents which Mrs.
M - had “done” at so much expense
of time and material,

| #unt at This Moment She Was Think.

| Ing.

| than usual elegance and ostentation,

{and the account of which had ocenpled

| nearly five sticks In the leading dai-
les,

She bad the satisfaction of knowing

that no bride of the season had 'nore
| numerous or showy present#; and that,

in the vernacular of one of her old-

| fashloned aunties, whom she had kept
as much in the background as possible
| at her faghionable wedding, “Suey she
| done well,” an expression that re-
| ferred, of course to the amount of
' mouey she lind married more than the
Jamount of man. “Svey” had gotten
| safely rid of her old aunty, however,
packed her back to the country where |
shie belonged, and the thought of her
wns stored away in the furthermost |
recesses of that mechanism she was |
pleased to call her brain, only to be |
resurrécted in case she should feel, at |
some remote period in the future, that
country air would be bracing to her
| perves,

The nerves of young Mrs. Honey-
love were In good condition jhowever,
on this particular morning. Bhe had
adjusted and readjusted to a nicety all
| the costly bric-a-brac and all the artl-

| perfectly adjusted before—and attend-

ed to all other Imagioary duties in-
cumbent npon a very new wife in a
very new home, with plenty of ser-
vants to attend to her slightest bid-
ding. Still, she felt that she had a
great deal of responsibility—an aggra-
| vated idea of self-importance to which
newly-married people are more or less
snbject.

Just at this moment she was think-
ing—if thinking at all—as she watched
emditatively the curling, darting little
flames that wrapped themselves med-
itatively around the log in the grate,
that she is very well fixed and has a
great deal to be thankful for. She has
married—gossip said—one of the best
of young men, and, I fact, she hag no
quarrel with fate on any account, for
she felt that she even loved and was
loved very dearly. This, if only a
pretty fallacy, at least brightened the
path of sordid worldliness, so as to
seem to her to be the genuine article,

* 5 5w |

Young Mr. Honeylove, the “best of |
young men,” was, at this particular |
moment, with a persistent energy
worthy of a better cause, engaged in |
blocking out and painting no less a
thing than a checker-hoard. He was, |
in all respects, undeniably a *nice” |
young man, just such a young man as
one would have suspected of a capac-
ity to get deeply absorbed in a game
of checkers, and just such a smooth-
faced, rosy-cheeked, pale-haired youth
a9 anyvone knowing the young Mrs,
Honeylove's characteristics, or ler
lack of them ,would have expected her
to select as the partner of her joys and
SOrrows,

Young Mr. Honelove argued that it
behooved a young husbaud to econo-
mize in order that the sweet being
who has pinned her affections to him
might not be denied her luxuries, a
theory that he pessistently indulged in,
not because he had need to practice
economy for any other purpose what-
soever than to flatter himself that
there was one husband in the world
who could be virtuous In spite of his
inheritance,

With the

logie  which

consistent

Making & Cheogor Board mud W hise
ling Patadise Ve

| would reach the point of perfeciion culy
| In such & masculine mlud as his, o
U therefope, stralguway provcecded 1o ey
| pond three taws as el ones ol
[ 10 spennk of the Hine and laboar in

| ducing the artlele as It would liave
| vost him o bay half o dosvin vin
twsbieds, oF to bave ciphayod o o
enl persen o da the work for bl
Pists tsatter of the ehevker beoard lay
voory e r b buim beart, Do oscn mcntal
as woll as sovtomionl « 1 reas us R

Y

had he not woml his Wife over & ol K
warl, when ansthor very ntereating
SRl WS olng o In wiiied e el

i

o wae & peslesi

lwein Bl W ibeN | T
s
Mo b workes) ey encbasiastioally
whistling “"Sunshne of Panuiise Al
Wy oa van ol rd palnt on oke haad
sidd & van of yolbow on the waer, e
it expeciant glhances ot ‘he door, fog
o sl wesmled young walve ever shoow
a delightiul expecioney g v b M er &
yrecling, laving wo neda for suspd
| vholn of sauepdl disgesition® Yea, sh

Her womanly guick conclusion, more
certain than man's, though he had
reached It after a process of reasoning,
was one of many, which, it should be
observed, has never proved to argu-
mentative man that the womnan's way
is the correct way of arriving at the
concluslon for all that, but her wny
was probably nature’'s plan to save
wear and tear on the intellect,

Yes, “she” I8 coming. “She” |8 come,

Young Mr. Honeylove, at this junect-
ure, had just taken a brushful of paint,
when he heard her approach, and
thinking that she had at last come to
lend him the encouragement of her
inspiring presence In his labors, laid
the brush across the can and turned
with open arms and a beaming coun-
tenance to greet the charming appari-
tion.

A glance confirmed Mrs. Honeylove's
worst susplcions,

“Fred,” she burst forth, “how can

| you, how dare you, put that horrid

paint can on my best table cover?’
This was Mr. Honeylove's first ex-
perience, and he was entirely unpre-

pared.
“Why, dearie,” he faltered, in a con-

Of Conrse They Made Up at Last,
cillatory tone, “I won't spill it, and I—
— wiped off the bottom of the ean.”

“You will spill it, I know you will,”
she flashed out. “Oh,” with a little
shriek and a pounce at the can, “there
is a big drop just ready to fall.”

She and her hushand grabbed for the
can simultaneously, and neither
them could tell just how it happened,
but not only the drop fell, but the
brush as well, and with another shriek
from young Mrs., Honeylove and an
execeration from young Mr. Honeylove,
the can itself was deposited upside
down on the beautifully embroldered
cover.

Then the deluge—of tears,

“1 Just knew you'd =pill i1,”
she

sobhed

If you had let the thing alone, it would
not have oceurred,”

“Tt would, it would; it was just go-
ing to drop. You're a br-bhr-brute,” de-
flantly shrieked Mrs. Honeylove, now
far advanced In a fit of hysteries,

- - L L - [ ]

They made it up, of course, after i
sufficient period of sulking aml pout-
ing, and It is all very triflug and vol
gar, 1 know, but what can be expected
of a story of matches that are strack
in the shadowy nooks of Belimont, fos-
tored by the faraway straius of musie
flonting in the night alr, the mysterious
result I lmpenctrable intuences plus
over-wranght Nerves, over-steadned
sensibilities, excited lmaginations and
the Duchiess’ novels > Philadelphia In
quirer,

EVEN SILKR Is ADLLTERATED

Tunnnie of Tia and Sitica Laed 1o

Give 1t Welght |
Some “tmprovements” in the treal ]

ment of sk are annonpeed. Oopdbrl
Iy, wlik s “welghted” by depositing
tannate of thn on the iher, 4 repetition
of this bwing wade untll an bneronse
of the welgh! smomits 1o row 1S te 0
per cent, beyoud which o Is not con
whidersdd safe 1o go o the case of sllk
intended W be ddyed Hght shades or te
e Dleached. Recently o vierman in
voutor has brought foraard a process
i whileh siblea is the welghting agent

In cartying out this method thwe
siops are o ribed. First, the silk
raw oF In nny stuge of manafactum, |

wisl elther befure or after dyeing, s
worked for an bhour in & bath of per
ehborkde of e then, alter sguvesing
sl washing, 1t is worked In a8 warm
wobiibon of water glnss or solubide sili

vt of sodda B abvsl an bhowr, fol
bowedd by washing. basloyg alsa bevn
previonsly pessed through o sobution
of phosphate of saln.  LThe cperation
iy be repeated pgnin and again, with

L]
T Y e s

wo harie Ml efeet um the thay
the submeguent dyeling, il

erntinne the silk iy b o reased In
welght some R 1o E3 por conl,  The
olk s mow seapedd, sl 0 sleesdy

dyodd, I8 clearve (h an enlooy of olive
wdl and aedd  Iwieodd Neas Tl

of |

“I didu’t suill i, said Mr. Honey- |
love wrathfully; “you did it yourself, |

- That

]
| Extremetired feelingaffiicts nearly every-
| body at thisseason. The hustlers ceaseto
push, the tireless grow weary, the ener-
getic become enervated. You know just
what we mean. SBome men and women

endeavor temporarily to overcome that

- Tired

| Feeling by great force of will. But this
fs unsafe, as it pulls powerfully upon the
nervous system, which will not long stand
such strain., Too many people “work on
their nerves,”’ and the result is seen in un-
fortunato wrecks marked ' nervous pros-
tration,” in every direction. That tired

Feel-

fng is & positive proof of thin, weak, im«
pure blood; for, if the blood is rich, red,
vitalized and vigorous, it imparts lifeand
energy to every nerve, organ and tissue
of the body. The necessity of taking
Hood's Barsaparilla for that tired feeling
is, therefore, apparent to every one, and
the good it will do you is equally beyond
question, Remember that

Hoods

Sarsaparilla

Isthe One True Blood Purifier. All druggists. §L.
Prepared only by C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Hood’s Pills & operate. 2 contn
The Greatest edical Discovery
of the Age.

KENNEDY’S

MEDICAL DISCOVERY.

DOMALD KENNEDY, OF ROXBURY, MASS.,

Has discovered in one of our common

ture weeds a remedy that cures ev
f'u'm of Humor, from the worst Scrof
down to a common Pimple.

He has tried it in over eleven hundred
cases, and never failed except in two cases
(both thunder humor). He has now in his
possession over two hundred certificates
of its value, all within twenty miles of
Boston. Send postal card for =

A benefit is always experienced from
the first bottle, and a perfect cure is war-
ranted when the right quantity is !

When the lungs a;e aﬂuc:‘"ug it auisu
shooti ins, like n passing
thmugnh‘thf:'l; the same with the Liver
g: Bowels. Ihisdisﬂauseddiby the dli.ld;l

ing stopped, and always disappears in 4
week after taking it. Read the label.

If the stomach is foul or bilious it will

cause squeamish feelings at first.
No change of diet ever nec . Eat
the best you caa get, and enough of it

Dose, one tablesrwnlul in water af bed-
time. Sold by all Druggists.

V999999
{CUT=SLASH
§ UG T
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CHEROOTS—3 for 5 Cents.

Give & Good, Mellow, Healthy,
Pleasant Smoke. Try Them.

! LYON & CO. TOBACCO WORKS, Durham, K C.
e e i

Here's your
Denwver train,

the Buriington's ‘‘Denver
Limited, © which leaves
Omaha at 4:35 p. m. daily,
reaching Denver at 7:30 the
next morning

Fastest and most com-
B 'i otin fortalde train letween the
]} II!E,T[!.. Missouri River and the
H' . Rocky Mountaios.
{ [rU”"
Through s'eapers — chair

cars— Diner

Tickets aud (ull informa
tion on application to the
llorll agent or by address
ng

4. Fuaxas, Cen'l Pass'r Agt, Omaha, Neb

A pure, L oaud y [
llﬂ'llf M’ mlII:;ul‘n“ wall coating
| FOR SALE :1\' P&'ll‘l DEALERS EVERYWMERE.
| A Tiot show ing 18 desirable tints.
also Alabast
| R

ALABASTINE CO.. Grand Rapids, Mich,

IKON AND WOOD -“:—1 é‘:ﬂ':ﬁm-'?&
| e bt o Wt sas?

FAIRBANKS, MORSE & CO,,
- HO2 Farnam S1. Omaha, Neb,

LINDSEY « OMAHA « RUBBERS!
AT [ Thompaon's Eye Water,
, DMANA

Waen woiting to advertirors, kindly
mention this psper

wW.x. 1 TR L




