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NORTHWESTERN. LOUP CITY. NEBRASEA. .

Crailis Wrendall is found murdersd in
8 rond Louse wear Neow Tork Mrs Wran-
€all i susnmustesd (1om the ciiy and iden-

Lfirs The iy A young woman who as-
coampanied Wrands!! to the '‘no and sub-
W randal e b “life
randall, B sppenrs. Lad led = ¥
ond pegiccted hts wife Mrn J‘nndnll
#larts be i for Kew York in an aulo Sur-
Ing a blirling snow slorm. n the way
e masls » young woman in the road
whe proves 1o be the woman whe killed
Wraniali Fesling that the gir! had Jone
Ber & servioe i mading her of the man
wheo though she toved Lim y. had
Caused Ler gremt sorrow, Mrs randal!
Poternts = Lo abi=il ber and *akes her to
own Yome Mers Wrandal! hears the
slory of Metty Castioten’s life, »xcept that
portion ot reistes o Weandall This
and the stery of the tragedy she forbids
She girl ever to tell BEhe wrs Hetty a
bor - 1 sAshilp and security from
on arocont of the tragedy Mra
Wrandst' gnd Hetiy sitend ‘he funeral
of Challs Wrandall at the home of his
rrvr‘n Eara Wrandall and Hetty re-
sre to New York after an absence of &
yoar tn Furoge
of Chals makes himesel! useful w Sars
Aad Le uvmues greally interested in Het!y

CHAPTER Vi.—Continued.

Bars and Hetty did pot stay loog in
town. The newspapers anncunced the
returs of Challls Wrandall's widow
azd reporters sought her out (or inter-
views The old interest was revived
end columns were printed about the
murder at Bartoa’s ion,
edi‘orial comments on the faiilure of
the police o clear up the mystery.

“]l shall sk Leslle down for the |
weekend ™ sald Sarz, the “hird day
after thelr arrival in the country. The
house was huge and lonely, aud time

hung rather heavily despite 'he glori- |

eplift of spring
Hetty looked up quickly

s

book. A look of dismay dickered In
ber ¢yes for an Instant and then gave | |
way 0o Lhe calmeess that had ~ome 0 |
e Lhedr depths of late Her lips
partied in the sudden impuise %0 cry
out against the plan, but she checked |
the words. For a moment her dark,
guestiozing eyes studied tse face of
Rer benefactress: then, az [ pothing
kad been revealed to her, sho allowed
ber gaze to drift pensively cut toward
tLe sonsetl sea

They were sitting om (e broad |
verandah oserlooking the sound. -The
€ysk of evening was beginning "o eteal |
over the earth. She lald Zer book
aslde i

“Will you telephone in to him after
dinner, Hetty ™ went oa

Eara, after
& long period of silence. 1
Again Hetty started. This time a

Laslle Wrandnll Lrother |

with sharp |

from her

- COPYINT, IV2 BY

“Listen, my dear,” sald Sara, a
hard note growing Ilun her voice: “this
is my home. 1 do not love it, but I
can see no reason for abandoning it.
That is why we came back to New
York.™

Hetty pressed her friend's hand to
bher lips. “Forgive me,” she cried im-
pulsively. *“I shouldn’t have com-
complained. It was detestable.”

“Besides,” went on Sara evenly,
“you were quite free to remain on the
otber side. I left it to you.”

“You gave me a week to decide,”
sald Hetty in a hurried manner of
speaking. “I—I took but twenty-four
bours—less than that Over night,
you remember. 1 love you, Sara. 1
could pot leave you. All that night
I could feel you pulling at my heart
stringe, pulling me closer, and holding
| me. You were In your room, I in
mine, and yet all the time you seemed
to be bending over me in the dark-
ness, urging me to stay with you and
love you and be loved by you It
couldn’t have been a dream.”

“It was not a dream,” sald Sara,
with a queer smile.

“You do love me?" tensely.

“I" do love you,” was the firm an-
gswer. Sara was staring across the

| “Good God, Saral!™ Cried the Girl In
Jook of actual paln flashed in her evea. |

Horror.

“Would pot a note by post He more |

certais o find him in the—"
gan hurriedly
“1 dislike writing notes,” sald Sara

calmly. “Of course, dear, /[ you feel
that rou'd rather not teleptocane bim
] can—

“I dare say | am fnicky, Sara.” apol-
cgized Hetty in guick coatrition. “Of
course be is your brother

remem—"

“My brotherinlaw, dear,” sald Sara,
& Lrife too literally

“He will come often W you* Lhouse ™
went! on Hetty rapidly. “] mast jmake

tLe best of 1L

“He is your friend, Hetty

mires you.*
rapnot
eYes, Sara

“But ke » charming and agreeable
poull admit” persisted the other.

“He is very kird, and be (s devoted
o you | should like him for that™

“You bave no cause for disliking
Bim

“1 do not dislike him |—{ am—Oh,
you always have been se thoughtful,
so considerate. Sara, | can: under-
slz=d your falling 10 see how hard it
s for me to—lo—well, 0 eadure his
Ccpen hearted (riendship.”

Sara was silent for a moment. “You
éraw & preity fine line, Hetty,” she
said geotly

Hetty Rushed

He ad

¢se¢ bim through your

“You mean that

there is litle 10 choose between wife |

and brother? That isa't guite falr.
You koow everything, he knows poth-
tng 1| wear & mask for bim: you have
seen 0l the very bheart of me. It
isn'l the ssin

Sera came over and stood beside the
girl's chair. After a moment of inde-

she be- |
| night itself. She seemed to be looking

water, her eyes big and as black as

| far beyond the misty lights that bob-
| bled with nearby schooners, far be-
, ¥ond the yellow mass on the opposite

| shore where & town lay cradled in the

| shadows, far into the fast darkening
| sky that came up like a wall out of

1 should | the east.

Hetty's fingers tightened in a
warmer clasp. Unconsciously perhaps,
| Sara’s grip on the girl's shoulder
, tightened also; unconsciously, for her
thoughts were far away. The younger
| woman's pensive gaze rested on the
ipeacel’ul waters below, taking in the
| slow approach of the fog that was
| #oon to envelop the land. Neither
| Epoke for many minutes: Inscrutable
thinkers, each a prey to thoughts that
| leaped backward to the beginning and
' tock up the puzzle at its inception.
| “I1 wonder—" began Hetty, her eyes
| narrowing with the intensity of
ithough'_. She did not complete the
| sentence,
! Sara answered the unspoken ques-
| tion. “It will never be different from
what it Is now, unless you make it s0.”

Hetty started. “How could you have
inown what I was thinking?" she
| eried in wonder.

“It is what you are always think-
ing, my dear. You are always asking
yourself when will I turn against you,”

“Sara!”

“Your own intelligence should sup-
ply the answer to all the questions you
are acking of yourself. It is too late
for me to turn against you.” She ab-
ruptly removed her hand from Hetty's
shoulder and walked to the edge of
the veranda. For the first time, the
English girl was consclous of pain.
| She drew her arm up and cringed. She
pulled the light scarf about her bare
shoulders.
| The butler appeared in the doorway.
| "The telephone, if you please, Miss
| Castleton. Mr. Leslie Wrandall is
| calling.”
{

1

The girl stared. “For me, Watson?”

“Yes, miss.”

Hetty had risen, visibly agitated.

“What shall I say to him, Sara?
she cried.
| “Apparently it is he who has some-
lthnu ™ say to you,” said the other,
still smiling. *“Walit and see what it
is. Please don't neglest to say that
we'd like to have him over Sunday.”

“A box of flowers has just come up
from the statiom for you, miss,” said
Watson.

Hetty was very white as she passed
into the house. Mrs. Wrandall re
sumed ber contemplation of the fog-

T iy S “I am coming in, Watson. Open
Metty Looked Quickly box of flowers for Miss <
u:.*_ '"*th?'nuallth

shoulder. The girl locked up, the ever- Tell Mrs. Conkling.
recurring question in bher eyes. “The evening

“We baven't spoken of—of these| =N, The eleven-thirty.
ings iz many months Hetty.” be here for luncheon.

“Not since Mrs. Wrandall and Viv-| wWhen Hetty
fan came to Nice. | was upset—dread- | o
fully spset then, Sara. [ don't know | that of
bow | managed to get through with | gomething that has
" g on the moment

“But you managed IL” pronounced | flushed and her
Sara. Her fingers seemed to tighten | of a no uncertain
soddenly on the girl's shoulder. “I| Mrs. Wrandall was
ﬁ-m*-—ﬂ_ﬂ.m the fireplace, an
of ¢s. It waso't easy for me. slinky black

Hollow -
+ Of Her Hand

George Barr McCutcheon
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in her dark hair, where it had been
placed by the whimsical Hetty an hour
earlier as they ieft the dinner table.

“He is coming out on the eleven-
 thirty, Sara,” said the girl nervously,
“unless you will send the motor in for
him. The body of his car is being
changed and it’s in the shop. He must
have been jesting when he said he
would pay for the petrol—I should
have said gasoline.”

Sara laughed. “You will know Him
better, my dear,” she said. “Leslie is
very light-hearted.”

“He suggested bringing a friend,”

went on Hetty hurriedly. “A Mr.
Booth, the portrait painter.”
“I met him in Italy. He is charm-

ing. You will like him, too, Hetty.”

The emphasis did not escape notice.
“It seems that he is epending a fort-

night in the village, this Mr. Booth,

recreation, Mr. Leslie says.”

“Then he is at our very gates,” said
Sara, looking up suddenly.

“I wonder if he can be the man 1
saw yesterday at the bridge,” mused
Hetty. “Is he tall?™ -

“l really can't say. He's rather
vague. It was six or seven years ago.”

“It was left that Mr. Wrandall is to
come out on the eleven-thirty,” ex-
plained Hetty. “I thought you wouldn't
like sending either of the motors in.”

“And Mr. Booth?"

“We are to send for him after Mr.
Wrandall arrives. He is stopping at
the inn, wherever that may be.”

“Poor fellow!"” sighed Sara, with a
grimace. *“I am sure he will like us
immensely if he has been stopping at
the {nn.”

Hetty stood staring down at the
blazing logs for a full minute before
giving expression to the thought that
troubled her.

“Sara,” she sald, meeting her
friend’s eyes with a steady light in her
own, “why did Mr. Wrandall ask for
me instead of you? It is vou he is
coming to visit, not me. It is your
house. Why should—"

“My dear,” said Sara glibly, “I am
merely his sister-in-law. It wouldn’t
be necessary to ask me if he should
come. He knows he is welcome.”

“Then why should he feel called up-
on to—"

“Some men like to telephone, I sup-
pose,” said the other coolly.

“l wonder if you will ever under-
stand how I feel about—about certain
things, Sara,”

“What, for instance?”

“Well, his very evident interest in
me,” cried the girl hotly. “He sends
me flowers—this is the second box
this week—and he is so kind, so very

really can’t.”

Mrs. Wrandall stared at her. “You
cau't very well send him about his
business,” she said, “unless he be-
comes more than friendly. Now, can
you?”

“But it seeme so—so0  horrible, so
beastly,” groaned the girl

Sara faced her squarely. “See here,
Hetty,” she said levelly, “we have
made our bed, you and I. We must lie
in it—together. If Leslie Wrandall
chooses to fall in love with you, that
is his affalr, not ours. We must face
every condition. In plain words, we
must play the game.”

“What could be more appalling than
to have him fall in love with me?"

“The other way ‘round would be
more dramatie, I should say.”

“Good God Sara!” cried the girl in
horror. “How can you even speak of
such a thing?”

“After all, why shouldn't—" began
Sara, but stopped in the middle of her
suggestion, with the result that it had
its full effect without being uttered in
so many cold-blooded words. The girl
shuddered.

1 wish, Sara, you would let me un-
burden myself completely to you,” she
pleaded, seizing her friend's hands.
“You have forbiddem me—>

Sara jerked her hands away. Her
eyes flashed. “I do not want to hear
it,” ehe cried fiercely. “Never, never!
Do you understand? It is your secret.
I will not share it with you. I should
hate you if I knew everything. As it
is, I love you because you are a wom-
an who suffered at the hand of one
who made me suffer. There is noth-
ing more to say. Don't bring up the
subject again. I want to be your
friend for ever, not your confidante.
There is a distinction. You may be
able to see how very marked it is in
our case. Hetty. What one does not
know, seldom hurts.”

“But I want to justify myself—"

“It isn't necessary,” cut in the other

painting spring lambs for rest a.nd‘

>

&

She came to the bridge by the mill,
long since deserted and now a thing of
ruin and decay. A man in knicker-
bockers stood leaning against the rail,
idly gazing down at the trickling
stream below. The brier pipe that
formed the circuit between hand and
lips sent up soft blue coils to float
away on the drizzle.

She passed behind him, with a sin-
gle furtive, curious glance at his hand-
some, undisturbed profile, and in that
glance recognized him as the man she
had seen the day before.

When she was a dozen rods away,
the tall man turned his face from the
stream and sent after her the long-
restrained look. There was something
akin to cautiouysness in that lock of
his, as if he were afraid that she
might turn her head suddenly and
catch him at it. Something began
stirring in his heart, the nameless
something that awakens when least
expected. He felt the subtle, sweet
femininity of her as she passed. It
lingered with him as he looked.

She turned the bend in the road a
hundred yards away. For many min-
utes he studied the stream below
without really seeing it Then he
straightened up, knocked the ashes
from his pipe, and set off slowly in
her wake, although he had been walk-
ing in quite the opposite direction
when he came to the bridge—and on
a mission of some consequence, too.

There was the chance that he would
meet her coming back.

CHAPTER VI,

A Faithful Crayon-Point.

]

Leslle Wrandall came out on the
eleven-thirty, Hetty was at the station
with the motor, a sullen resentment
in her heart, but a welcoming smile
‘, on her lips. The sun shone brightly.
| The sound glared with the white of re-
| flected skies.

“l thought of catching the eight
{ o'clock,” he cried enthusiastically, as
he dropped his bag beside the motor
in order to reach over and shake
{ hands with her. “That would have
| gotten me here houre earlier. The dif-
| ficulty was that 1 didn't think of the
| eight o'clock until I awoke at nine.”

“And then ;you had the additional
ltaak of thinking about breakfast,”

sald Hetty, but without a trace of sar-
| casm in her manner.
| “I never think of breakfast,” said
| he amiably. “I merely eat it. Of
| course, it's a task to eat if sometimes,
| but—well, how are you? How do you

.

| like it out here?”

He was beside her on the broad

| seat, his face beaming, his gay little
friendly, Sara, that [ can't bear it-—»li mustache pointing upward st the ends

like oblique brown exclamation points,
iao expansive was his smile,
! *“I adore it,” she replied, her own
| smile growing in response to his. It
| was impossible to resist the good na-
| ture of him. She could not dislike
| him, even though she dreaded him
| deep down in her heart. Her blood
| was hot and cold by turns when she
| was with him, as her mind opened and
| shut to thoughts pleasant and unpleas-
| ant with something of the regularity
| of a fish's gills in breathing.
| “When I get to heaven I mean to
| have a place in the country the year
| round,” he said conclusively.
| *“And if you don’t get to heaven?
“1 suppose I'll take a furniched fiat
| somewhere.”
! Sara was waiting for them at the
| bottom of the terrace as they drove
| up. He leaped out and kissed her
hand.
| “Much obliged,” he murmured, with
| a slight twist of his head in the direc-
| tion of Hetty, who was giving orders
to the chauffeur,
| “You're quite welcome,” sald Sara,
| with a smile of understanding. “She’s
lovely, isn't she?"

“Enchanting!™ said he, almost too
loudly.

Hetty walked up the long ascent
ahead of them. She did not have to
look back to kmow that they were
watching her with unfaltering interest.
She could feel their gaze.

“Absolutely adorable,” he added, en-
larging his estimate without really be-
ing aware that he voiced it

Sara shot a look at his rapt face,
and turned her own away to hide the
queer little smile that flickered briefty
and died away. -

Hetty, pleading a sudden headache,
declined to accompany them later on
in the day when they set forth in the
car to “pick up” Brandon Booth at the

clared Leslie when they were out of
sight around the bend in the road. He
had waved his hat to Hetty just be-

&

it I thought she'd— But nonsense:
Let's talk about something elsa
Yourself, for instance.”

She leaned back with a smile on
her lips, but not in her eyes; and
drew a long, deep breath. He was
hard hit. That was what she wanted
to know.

They found Booth at the inn. Hs
was eitting on the old-fashioned poreh,
surrounded by bags and boys. As he
climbed into the car after the bags,
the boys grinned and jingled the coins
in their pocksts and ventured, almost
in unison, the intelligence that they
would all be there if he ever came
back again. Big and little, they had
transported his easel and canvasses
from place to place for three weeks
or more and his departure was to be
regarded as a financial calamity.

Leslie, perhaps in the desire to be
alone with his reflections, sat forward
with the chauffeur, and paid little or
no heed to the unhappy person’s com-
ments on the vile condition of all vil-
lage thoroughfares, New York city in-
cluded.

“And you painted those wretched
little boye instead of the beautiful
things that nature provides for us out
here, Mr, Booth?" Sara was saying
to the artist beside her.

“Of course I managed to get a bit

—=

“Enchanting!™ Said He, Almost Too
Loudly.

of nature, even at that,” said he, with

a smile. “Boys are pretty closs to
earth, you know. To be perfectly hon-
est, I did it in order to get away from
the eminently beautiful but unnatural
things I'm required to paint at home.”

“l suppose we will see you at the
‘Wrandall place this summer.”

“‘I'm coming out to paint LesHe's
sister in June, I believe. And that

. | another for yourself.

ity.. “I've seen her somewhere, but
for the life of me I can't place her.
Perhaps in a crowded street, or the
theater, or a railway train—just a
fleeting glimpse, you know. But in
any event I got a lasting impression.
Queer things like that happen, dom’t
you think so?”

Mrs., Wrandall leaned forward and
spoke to Leslie. As he turned, she

ded him the envelope, without
comment.

“Great Scott!” he exclaimed.

“Mr. Booth is a mind reader,” she
explained. “He has been reading
your thoughts, dear boy.”

Booth understood, and grinned.

“You don’t mean to say—" began
the dumfounded Leslie, still staring
at the sketch. “Upon my word, it's a
wonderful likeness, old chap. I didn’t
know you'd ever met her.”

“Met her?” cried Booth, an-amiable
conspirator. “I've never met her.”

*“See here, don't try anything like
that on me. How could you do this
if you've never seen—" -

“He is a mind reader,” cried Sara.

“Haven't you been thinking of her
steadily for—well, we’ll say ten min-
utes?” demanded Booth.

Leslie reddened. “Nonsense!”

“That's a mental telepathy sketch,”
said the artist, complacently.

“When did you do that?”

“This instant, you might say. See!
Here is the crayom point. 1 always
| carry one around with me for just
| such—"

{  "All right,” said Leslie blandly, at

73 | the same time putting the envelope in

his own pocket; “we’ll let it go at
that, If you're so clever at mind pie-
| tures you canp go to work and make
I mean to keep

! this one.”

P | *I say.” began Booth, dismayed.

“One’s thoughts are his own,” said
| the happy possessor of the eketch. He
|turned his back on them.

Sara was contrite. “He will never
give it up,” she lamented.

“Is he really hard hit?" asked Booth
1 in surprise.
| *“1 wonder,” mused Sara.

“Of course he's welcome to the
sketch, confound him.”

“Would you like to paint her?

“Is this a commission?”

“Hardly. I Eknow her, that's all
She is a very dear friend.”

“My heart is set on painting some
one elsg, Mrs. Wrandall."

“Oh!”

“When I know you better I'll tell
you who she is.”

“Could you make a sketch of this
other one from memory?” she asked

lightly.
“1 think so. I'll ehow you one this
evening. I have my trusty eayon

about me always, as I said before.”
Later in the afternoon Booth came

reminds me, } came upon an uncom- | face to face with Hetty. He was de-

monly pretty girl not far from your
place the other day—and yesterday,
as well—some one I've met before, un-
less I'm vastly mistaken. 1 wonder
it you know your neighbors well
enough—by sight, at least—to venture
a good guess as to who I mean.”

She appeared thoughtful.

“Oh, there are dozens of pretty
girls in the neighborhood. Can't you
remember where you met—" She
stopped suddenly, a swift look of ap-
prehension in her eyes.

He failed to note the look or the
broken sentence. He was searching
in his coat pocket for something. Se-
lecting a letter from the middle of a
small pocket, he held it out to her.

“I sketched this from memory, She
posed all too briefiy for me,” he said.

On the back of the envelope was a
remarkably good likeness of Hetty
Castleton, dome broadly, sketchily,
with a crayon point, evidently drawn
with haste while the impression was
fresh, but long after she had passed
out of range of his vision.

“l know her,” said Sara quietly.

“It's very clever, Mr. Booth.”

“There is something hauntingly fa-
miliar about it,” he went on, looking
at the sketch with a frown of perplex-

ALMOST PERFECT IN SYSTEM

Modern Hotel a Wonderful Improve-
ment Over Its Predecessor of Only
a Few Years Ago.

“It is wonderful to appreciate the
difference in hotel systems of today
and 15 years ago. And still, with all
the conveniences that are offered to
guests at practically the same rates,
there is the man who finds fault.
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scending the stairs and met her com-
ing up. The sun streamed in through
the tall windows at the turn in the

as she approached him from below.
He could not repress the start of
amazement. She was carrying a box
of roses in her arms—red roses whose
stems protruded far beyond the end
of the pasteboard box and reeked of
a fragrant dampness,

She gave him a shy, startled smile
as she passed. He had stopped to
make room for her on the turn. Some-
what dazed, he continued on his way

with a twinge of dismay that he had
not returned her polite smiile, but had
stared at her with most unblinking
fervor. In no little shame and em-
barrassment he sent a swift glance
over his shoulder. She was walking
close to the banister rail on the floor
above. As he glanced up their eyes
met, for she too had turned to peer.

Leslie Wrandall was standing near
the foot of the stairs. There was an
eager, exalted look in his face that
slowly gave way to well-assumed un-
concern as his friend came upon him
and grasped his arm.

(TO BE CONTINUTED.)

“Another device was the old cord
in the room at the Grand hotel. A
certain number of pulls would release
brass checks on which was scheduled
the desire of the guest. Whenever a
pull came on this indicator it sounded
as though some ome had dropped a
couple of hundred brass checks on &
marble floor.

“This affair was a nuisance, for we
got to sending ice water to a room
every time it worked. Many times &
guest would receive three or four
pitchers of water.

“Then some one came along and
put in the telgphone for hotels. The
modern day hotel is a wonderful in-

stairs, shining full in her uplifted face |

down the steps, to suddenly remember |

MRS. LYON'S
AGHES AND PAINS

Have All Gone Since Taking

Terre Hill, Pa.—**Kindly permit me
to give you my testimonial in faver of
e Lydia E. Pinkhxm’s
=S8 ] Vegetable Com-
- When I iﬁra;

began taking it
| was suffering from
§ female troubles for
| some time and had
4 almost all kindzl; of
aches—pains in low-
er part of back and
in sides, and press-
ing down pains. I
. could not sleep and
had no appetite. Since I have taken
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
the aches and pains are all gone
and I feel like a new woman. I cannot
praise your medicine too highly.”’—Mrs,

AvucusTtus LyoN, Terre Hill, Pa.

It is true that nature and a woman's
work nas produced the grandest remedy
for woman’'s ills that the world has
| ever known. From the roots and
| herbs of the field, Lydia E. Pinkham,
| forty years ago, gave to womankind
& remedy for their peculiar ills which
has proved more efficacious than any
other combination of drugs ever coms-

unded, and today Lydia E. Pinkham’s

egetable Compound is recognized
from coast to coast as the s
remedy for woman'’s ills.

In the Pinkham Laboratory at Lynn,
Mass., are files containing hundreds of
thousands of letters from women seek-
ing health—many of them openly stata
*| over theirown signatures that they have
| regained their health by taking Lydia
| E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound;
| and in some cases that it has saved them
| from surgical operations.
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J. Keys arrived in the §
country § years ago from
nmark with very little
means. He homesteaded, [
worked hard, is now the |
owner of 320 acres of lan
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The crop of 1913 was an abun-

! dant one everywhere in Western
Canada.
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Stmerﬁoit‘endent of Immigration, } :
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tawa, Canada, or

W. V. BENNETT, W
Bee Building, Omaha, Nebs ‘%

Canadian Government Agent

DEFIANCE STARCH

is constantly growing in favor because it

Does Not Stick to the iron

and it will not injure the finest fabric. For
laundry purposes it has no equal. 16 oz.
package Isc. 1-3 more starch for same meney.
DEFIANCE STARCH CO., Omaha, Nebraska

DAISY FLY KILLER 35 5.'.’5 "k il

namental, convealent
o cheajp.

Lasts sll

Sl season. Made of
metal, ean’tsplilor tip
over, will not &5l ow
Injure anytking.

Guarantesd effective,
Alldealers orésent

- express paid for &1.00.
HAROLD SOMIES, 150 De£alb Ave., Brookiyn, N. ¥,

PARKER'S
HAIR BALSAM
A toilet preparation of merit.
Fot Restoring Color and.
or
Beauty toGray or .Fldﬂzﬁlif.
S0c. and $1.00 at Druggists,

e =
1,000 %GAESEEKERS WANTED 7.750r-iov.t
ley land; greatest Inducements ever uffered to thosa
-ﬂ: buy for fature homes. Cheap lomber for homes;
some work at fair wages. Representatives wunted
cverywhere. Trinity Vailey Land Co., Trinity, Tex.

STOP—LOOK—READ [ 7%
necklaces 48¢, sterling silver sticapins 15¢, penknives
dc, goid filled penknives Tée, guld filled penclls e
M. A TAYLOR COMPANY, 68 WALL ~TREKT, NEW YURS (ITY

W. N. U, OMAHA, NO. 23-1914,

Nebraska Directory

DOCTORS
MACH & MACH
DENTISTS
3rd Floor Paxton Elock

h & Farnam Sts..Omaha
Hest equipped Dental Offices
in Omaha. Reasonable prices.
Special discount to all peop
living outside of Omahws.

BLISS & WELLMAN

Live Stock Commission Merchanis
£54-256 Exchange Bullding, Scuth Umaha

gned to us Is gold by members of the
firm, and all employees have been selected and
trained fortbe work which they do. Write-phooe-ship us

1

K and supplies. Largest

KOD : house in the west. All
FINISHING

Eastman goods. We pay re-

turn postage oun finishing,

THME ROBERT DEMPSTER CO., 1813 Farnam Street
n Kodak Co. Omaha, Neb.,

CAFE PRICES REASONAERLE
Anti-Hog Cholera Serum

Bave your hogs by Immunizing them inst
eholera for life. Largest lm-mlﬂ: i
nmﬂmm&e“ﬁdnm can be 1:

muned at a low cost. Wri
information. N 8. m;'k‘:m'“

COMPANY, 2512 O STREET, SOUTH Olm“

==: BOWLES

LIVE STOCK:COMMISSION by
SOUTH ommﬁgnmco-xfh?s‘:gég
Good Sales— i

Returns — Order Buying a ;pa_chhy.
m—m-ﬁm-ummm
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