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Undraped Babies. 

In Philadelphia, more than half a 

century ago, a few casts from the an- 

tique created something very like a 

public scandal; and when, at an earlier 

period Greenouglr’s Chanting Cherubs, 
the first group by an American sculp- 
tor, was exhibited, a storm of condem- 
nation enveloped the undraped fig- 
ures; nude babies were familiar In 

American homes, but their appearance 
in public shocked the moral sense of 

the whole community. This, remarks 
Hamilton Mabia in Atlantic Monthly, 
was iu New York, where, still earlier, 
gentlemen who lived by piracy had 

been Influential members of society. 
The symbolism of Powers’ Greek 
Slave and the passionate sympathy 
with the Greek struggle for freedom 

diverted attention from the nudity of 
the figure to the pathos it expressed; 
but it was thought necessary, in the in- 

terests of public morals, that the fair 

captive should be examined by a com- 

mittee of experts. Accordingly a group 
of clergymen in Cincinnati sat as a 

jury and, after a critical examination 
of the figure, issued a kind of license 

for purposes of public exhibition. The 

humor of submitting the statue to the 

inspection of a committee of clergy- 
men does not seem to have occurred 
to any save a few Americans who had 

been corrupted by familiarity with 

foreign galleries; nor does anyone ap- 

pear to have realized that the real im- 

morality was net in the timid slave, 
but in the public opinion which hailed 

her efllgy as the greatest work of art 

In the history of the world! 

Transformation in Lumber Industry. 
A few American citizens are still 

living who were alive in the days when 

the Indiana and Ohio pioneers were 

cutting great clear-grained black wal- 

nut, white oak and hickory logs, piling 
them and burning them to ashes in 

order to be rid of them. Farmhouses 
are still standing in the Ohio valley 
whose tenoned frames are of black 

walnut, and whose roof boards are of 

wide, clear lumber such as is now 

sought for to be made into kings’ table 
tops. Black walnut lumber in Ameri- 
can commerce is to-day little more 

than a memory, says Milton O. Nelson 

in the American Review of Reviews; 
white oak in the finer finishing grades 
is worth half the price of mahogany, 
and the American vehicle industry is 

in distress for the lack of hickory. 
Even in sawmill cities of the present 
day the lath from the walls of wrecked 
houses is carefully cleaned and bun- 

dled for resale, while half-decayed pine 
logs are sawed into merchantable lum- 

ber. Thus in the span of one life the' 

American lumber industry has passed 
from surfeit to hunger. Such another 
span promises to carry us from hunger 
to starvation. 

American Wheat to Odessa. 
~ 

A big shipment of wheat from New 
York to Odessa, Russia, is an impor- 
tant indicator as showing how the cur- 

rent of trade is sweeping in an unusual 
direction and one that promises to 

bring benefit to this country. Ordinar- 
ily Odessa itself is a wheat-shipping 
point, being one of the ports to which 

the Russian grain fields are contribu- 
tory, and Europe has been accus- 

tomed to depend on that region for a 

large portion of its food supplies. This 

year the Russian crop has not been 

sufficient to meet home demands, and 
the export trade has fallen off accord- 

ingly. The people of that country are 

buying instead of selling foodstuffs, 
and as Europe is always confronting a 

shortage, the situation compels reli- 
ance upon the new world, in which the 
United States is the chief wheat pro- 
ducer. Hence, remarks the Troy (N. 
Y.) Times, the increasing shipments 
abroad, the effect of which in the ag- 
gregate must be to strengthen materi- 
ally bur credit and to increase the 
favorable balance of trade. 

The automobile may have its uses. 

The Touring club of France, compose d 
of bicyclists and automobiles, has ta- 
ken np the work of reforestry and got 
it under way on a broad and sound 
basis. The theory was thst the de- 
struction of forests lessened the pleas- 
ure of travel. Auxiliary societies have 
been started everywhere, and by their 
efTorts tree culture is now taught in 
the public schools. Prizes are given 
both to teachers and to pupils for good 
work in this line. The club has also 
secured the passage of several laws 
for the preservation of forests. This 
is better than running over pedes- 
trians, at least. 

King Edward now is eligible for 
membership in the hotel clerks' union, 
with his fine big $750,000 diamond. 
He could paralyze the drummer and 
the blase traveler simply by extending 
bis front a few inches and not saying 
a word. 

New Jersey has a gay bridegroom 
of S4. Cupid is, after all, the real Ievel- 
er, though it takes some people quite 
a while to realize that there is nothing 
half so sweet in life as love's young 
dream. _. 
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SYNOPSIS. 

A detachment of the Eighteenth in- 
fantry from Fort Bethune trapped by 
Indians in a narrow gorge. Among them 
is a stranger who introduces himself by 
the name of Hampton, also Gillis the 
post trader, and his daughter. Gillis and 
a majority of the soldiers are killed dur- 
ing a three days’ siege. Hampton and 
the girl only escape from the Indians. 
They fall exhausted on the plains. A 
company of tl^e Seventh cavalry. Lieut. 
Brant .in command, find them. Hampton 
and the girl stop at the Miners’ Home in 
Gleneaid, Mrs. Duffy, proprietress. Hamp- 
ton talks the future over with Miss Gil- 
lis—the Kid. She shows him her moth- 
er’s picture and tells him what she can 
of her parentage and life. They decide 
she shall live with Mrs. Herndon. Naida 
the Kid—runs away from Mrs. Herndon’s 
and rejoins Hampton Hi* induces her to 

go hack, and to have nothing more to do 
with him. Hampton plays his last game 
of cards. He announces to Red Slavin 
that he lias quit, and then leaves Glen- 
eaid. Miss Phoebe Spencer arrives in 
Gleneaid to teach its first school. Miss 
Spencer meets Naida, Rev. Wynkoop, 
etc. She boards at Mrs. Herndon’s. 
Naida and Lieut. Brant again meet with- 
out his knowing who she is. She informs 
him of the coming Bachelor club ball in 
honor of Miss Spencer. Lieut. Brant 
meets Silent Murphy. Custer’s scout. He 
reports trouble brewing among the Sioux. 
Social difficulties arise at the Bachelor 
club's ball among tin* admirers of Miss 
Spencer. Lieut. Brant meets Miss Spen- 
'•er but she is not his acquaintance of the 
day before. She tells him of Naida, and 
he accidentally meets her again as he is 
returning to the ballroom with a fan for 
Miss Spencer. Brant accompanies Naida 
home from the dance. On the way she 
informs him as to who she is. and that 
she is to meet Hampton. 

CHAPTER XVI.—Continued. 
"Oh, I do, Lieut. Brant. It is not 

doubt bf you at all; but I am not sure, 
even within my own heart, that I am 

doing just what is right. Besides, it 
will be so difficult to make you, almost 
a stranger, comprehend the peculiar 
conditions which influence my action. 
Even now you suspect that I am de- 
ceitful—a masked sham like those 
others we discussed to-night; but 1 
have never played a part before, never 

skulked in the dark. To-night I simply 
had to do it.” 

"Then attempt no explanation,” he 
said, gently, "and believe me, I shall 
continue to trust you. To-night, what- 
ever you wish may be, 1 will abide by 
it. Shall I go, or stay? In either case 

you have nothing to fear." 
She drew a deep breath, these open 

words of faith touching her more 

strongly than would any selfish fault- 

finding. 
"Trust begets trust,” she replied, 

with new firmness, and now gazing 
frankly into Ills face. "You can walk 
with me a portion of the way if you 
wish, but I am going to tell you the 

truth,—I have an appointment with a 

man." 
"I naturally regret to learn this," he 

said, with assumed calmness. "But 
the way. is so lonely I prefer walking 
with you until you have some other 

protector.” 
She accepted his proffered arm, feel- 

ing the constraint in his tone, the 

formality in his manner, most keenly. 
An older woman might have resented 
it, but it only served to sadden and 
embarrass her. He began speaking of 
the quiet beauty of the night, but she 
had no thought of what he was saying. 

"Lieut. Brant,” she said, at last, 
“you do not ask me who the man is." 

“Certainly not, Miss Naida; it is 
none of my business." 

"I think, perhaps, it might be; the 

knowledge might belli you to under- 
stand. It is Bob Hampton." 

He stared at her. "The gambler? 
No wonder, then, your meeting is 
cianuesune. 

She replied indignantly, her lips 
trembling. "He is not a gambler; he 

is a miner, over in the Black Range. 
He has not touched a card in two 

years." 
"Oh, reformed hag he? And are 

you the instrument that has worked 
such a miracle?” 

Her eyes fell. "I don't know, but I 

hope so." Then she glanced up again, 
wondering at his continued silence. 
"Don’t you understand yet?” 

“Only that you are secretly meeting 
a man of the worst reputation, one 

known the length and breadth of this 
border as a gambler and fighter.” 

“Yes; but—but don’t.you know who 
I am?” 

He smiled grimly, wondering what 

possible difference that could make. 

“Certainly; you are Miss Naida Hern- 
don.” 

"1? You have not known? Lieut. 

Brant, I am Naida Gillis.” 
He stopped still, again facing her. 

“Naida Gillis? Do you mean old Gillis’ 
girl? Is it possible you are the same 

we rescued on the prairie two years 
ago?” 

She bowed her head. “Yes; do you 
understand now why I trust this Bob 

Hampton?-’ 
“I perhaps might comprehend why 

you should feel grateful to him, but 
not why you should thus consent to 
meet with him clandestinely.” 

He could not see the deep flush upon 
her cheeks, but he was not deaf to the 

pitiful falter in her voice. 
"Because he has been good and true 

to me," she explained, frankly, “bet- 
ter than anybody else in all the world. 
I don’t care what you say, you and 
those others who do not know him, 
but I believe In him; I think he is a 

man. They won’t let me see him, the 
Herndons, nor permit him to come to 

the house. He has not been in Glen- 
caid for two years, until yesterday. 
The Indian rising has driven all the 
miners out from the Black Range, and 
he came down here for no other pur- 
pose than to get a glimpse of me, and 
learn how I was getting on. I—I saw’ 
him over at the hotel just for a mo- 
ment—Mrs. Guffy handed me a note— 
and I—1 had only just left him when? 1 
encountered you at the door. I wanted 
to see him again, to talk with him 
longer, but I couldn't manage to get 
away from you, and I didn’t know 
what to do. There, I’ve told it all; do 
you really think I am so very bad, be- 
cause—because I like Bob Hampton?” 

He stood a moment completely non- 

plussed, yet compelled to answer. 
’’I certainly have no right to ques- 

tion your motives,” he said, at last, 
“and 1 believe" your purposes to be 
above reproach. 1 wish 1 might give 
the same credit to this man Hampton. 
But, Miss Naida, the world does not 
often consent to judge us by our awn 
estimation of right and wrong; It pre- 
fers to place its own interpretation on 

acts, and thus often condemns the in- 
nocent. Others might not see this as 
I do, nor have such unquestioning faith 
in you.” 

“I know," she admitted, stubbornly, 
“but 1 wanted to see him; I have been 
so lonely for him, and this was the 
only possible way.” 

Brant felt a wave of uncontrolable j 
sympathy sweep across him, even 
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warm pressure, and then the two left 
behind stood motionless and watched 
him striding along ihe moonlit road. 

CHAPTER XVII. 

The Verge of a Quarrel. 
Brant’s mind was a chaos of con- 

flicting emotions, but a single abiding 
conviction never once left hint—he re- 

tained implicit faith in her, and he 

purposed to fight this matter out with 

Hampton. Even in that crucial hour, 
had any Qne ventured to suggest that 

lie was in love with Naida, he would 
merely have laughed, serenely confi- 
dent that nothing more than gentle- 
manly interest swayed his conduct. 

Nevertheless, he manifested an un- 

reasonable dislike for Hampton. He 

had never before felt thus toward this 

person; indeed, he had possessed a 

strong man's natural admiration for 

the other's physical power and cool, 
determined courage. He now sincere- 

ly feared Hampton's power over the 

innocent mind of the girl, imagining 
his influence to be much stronger 
than it really was, and he sought after 

some suitable means for overcoming 
it. He alone, among' those who might 
be considered as her true friends, 
knew of her secret infatuation, and 

upon him, alone, therefore, rested the 

burden of her release. It was his 
heart that drove him into such a de- 

cision, although he conceived it then 
to be the reasoning of the brain. 

And so she was Naida Gillis, poor 
old Gillis' little girl: He stopped sud- 

denly in the road, striving to realize 

the thought. He had never dreamed 
of such a consummation, and it stag- 
gered him. What was there in com- 

mon betw’een that outcast, and this 
well-groomed, frankly spoken young 
woman? Yet, whoever she was or had 

been, the remembrance of her could 
not be conjured out of his brain. He 

might look hack with repugnance upon 
those others, those misty phantoms of 
the past, but the vision of his mind, 
his ever-changeable divinity of the 
vine shadows, would not become ob- 

scured, nor grow less fascinating. 
Suddenly there occurred to him a rec- 

ollection of Silent Murphy, and his 
strange, unguarded remark. What 
could the fei'ow have meant? Was 
there indeed some secret in the life 
history of this young girl?—some 

“Do You Really Think I am So Very Bad, Because—Because 
Bob Hampton?” 

Like 

while he was beginning to hate this 
man, who, he felt, had stolen a pas- 
sage into the innocent heart of a girl 
not half his age, one knowing little of 
the ways of the world. 

‘'May I walk beside you until you 
meet him?” he asked. 

"You will not quarrel?” 
"No; at least not through any fault 

of mine.” 
A few' steps in the moonlight and 

she again took his arm, although they 
scarcely spoke. At the bridge she 
withdrew her hand and uttered a pecu- 
liar call, and Hampton stepped forth 
from the concealing bushes, his head 

bare, his hat in his hand.' 
"I scarcely thought it could be you,” 

he said, seemingly not altogether sat- 

isfied, “as you were accompanied by 
another.” 

The younger man took a single step 
forward, his uniform showing in the 

moonlight. “Miss Gillis will inform 

you later why I am here,” he said, 
striving to speak civilly. "You and I, 
however, have met before—I am Lieut. 

Brant, of the Seventh cavalry.” 
Hampton bow'ed, his manner some- 

what stiff and formal, his face impen- 
etrable. 

"I should have left Miss Gillis pre- 
vious to her meeting with you,” Brant 

continued, “but I desired to request 
the privilege of calling upon you to- 
morrow for a brief interview.” 

“With pleasure.” 
"Shall it be at ten?” 
"The hour is perfectly satisfactory. 

You will find me at the hotel.” 
"You place me under obligations,” 

said Brant, and turned toward the 

wondering girl. “I will now say gcod- 
night, Miss Gillis, and I promise to re- 

member only the pleasant events of 
this evening.” 

Their hands met for an instant of 

story of shame, perhaps? If so, did 
Hampton know about it? 

Already daylight rested white and 
solemn over the silent valley, and only 
a short distance away lay the spot 
where the crippled scout had made 
his solitary camp. Almost without vo- 
lition the young officer turned that 
way, crossed the stream by means of 
the log. and clambered up the bank. 
Hut it was clear at a glance that Mur- 
phy had deserted the spot. Convinced 
of this, Brant retraced his steps to- 
ward the camp of his own troop, now 

already astir with the duties of early 
morning. Just in front of his tent 
he encountered his first sergeant. 

"Watson,” he questioned, as the lat- 
ter saluted and stood at attention, 
"do you know a man called Silent 
Murphy?” 

"The scout? Yes, sir; knew him as 

long ago as when he was corporal in 
your father's troop. He was reduced 
to the ranks for striking an officer.” 

Brant wheeled in astonishment. 
“Was he ever a soldier in the Sev- 
enth?” 

"He was that, for two enlistments, 
and a mighty tough one; but he was 

always quick enough for a fight in 
field or garrison.” 

"Has he shown himself here at the 
camp?” 

“No, sir; didn’t know he was any- 
where around. He and I were never 
very good friends, sir.” 

The lieutenant remained silent for 
several moments, endeavoring to per- 
fect some feasible plan. 

"Dispatch an order to the telegraph 
office;” he finally commanded, "to in- 
quire if this man Murphy receives 
any messages there, and if they know 
where he is stopping. Send an intel- 
ligent man and have him discover all 
the facts he can. When he returns 
bring him in to me." 

He had enjoyed a oath and a shave, i 

and was yet lingering over his cof- 
fee. when the two soldiers entered 
with their report. The sergeant step- 
ped aside, and the orderly, a tall, boy- 
ish looking fellow with a pugnacious 
chin, saluted stiffly. 

"Well, Bane," and the officer eyed 
his trim appearance with manifest ap- 
proval, "what did you succeed in learn- 

ing?" 
"The operator said this yere Mur- 

phy had never bin thar himself, sir. 
but there wus several messages come 

fer him. One got'here this mornin’." 
"What becomes of them?” 
“They’re called fer by another fel- 

ler, sir.” 
"Oh, they are! Who?” 
"Bed Slavin wus the name he give 

me of thet other buck.” 
When the two had disappeared, 

Brant sat back thinking rapidly. There 
was a mystery here, and such actions 
must have a cause. Something eith- 
er in or about Gleneaid was com- 

pelling Murphy to keep out of sight 
—but what? Who? Brant was un- 

able to get it out of hi3 head that 
all litis secrecy centered around Naida. 
Perhaps Hampton knew; at least he 
might possess some additional scrap 
of information which would help to 
solve the problem. He looked at his 
watch, and ordered his horse to be 
saddled. 

it did not seem quite so simple now, 
this projected interview with Hamp- 
ton, as it had appeared the night be- 
fore. In the clear light of day, he 

began to realize the weakness of his 

position, the fact that he possessed 
not the smallest right to speak on be- 
haif of Naida Giilis. Nevertheicaa, the 
die was cast, and perhaps, provided an 

open quarrel could he avoided, the 
meeting might result in good to all 
concerned. 

Hampton welcomed him with dis- 
tant but marked courtesy, having evi- 

dently thought out his own imme- 
diate plan of action, and schooled him- 
self accordingly. Standing there, the 
bright light streaming over them from 
the open windows, they presented two 

widely contrasting personalities, yet 
each exhibited in figure and face the 
evidences of hard training and iron 
discipline. Hampton was clothed in 
black, standing straight as an arrow, 
his shoulders squared, his head held 
proudly erect, while his cool gray 
eyes studied the face of the other as 

he had been accustomed to survey 
his opponents at the card table. Brant 
looked the picture of a soldier on 

duty, trim, well built, erect, his reso- 

lute blue eyes never flinching from 
the steady gaze bent upon him, his 
bronzed young face grave from the 
seriousness of his mission. In both 
minds the same thought lingered— 
the vague wonder how much the oth- 
er knew. The elder man, however, re- 

tained a better self-control and was 

first to break the silence. 
"Miss Gillis informed me of your 

kindness to her last evening,” he 
said, quietly, "and in her behalf I 
sincerely thank you. Permit me to 
offer ^ou‘a chair.” 

Brant accepted it and sat down, 
feeling the calm tone of proprietorship 
in the words of the other as if they 
had been a blow. His face flushed, 
yet he spoke firmly. "Possibly 1 mis- 
construe your meaning," he said, with 
some bluntness, determined to reach 
the gist of the matter at once. "Did 
Miss Gillis authorize'you to thank me 
for these courtesies?" 

Hampton smiled with provoking 
calmness, holding an unlighted cigar 
between his fingers. "Why, really, 
as to that I do not remember. I 
merely mentioned it as expressing the 
natural gratitude of us both.” 

"You speak as if you possessed full 
authority to express her mind as well 
as )uur own. 

The other bowed gravely, his face 
impassive. “My words quite naturally 
bear some such construction." 

The officer hesitated, feeling more 
doubtful than ever regarding his own 

position. Chagrined, disarmed, he 
felt like a prisoner standing bound 
before his mocking captor. "Then I 
fear my mission here is useless.” 

“Entirely so, if you come for the 
purpose I suspect,” said Hampton, sit- 
ting erect in his chair, and speaking 
with more rapid utterance. "To lec- 
ture me on morality, and demand my 
yielding up all influence over this girl 
—such a mission is assuredly a fail- 
ure. I have listened with some de- 
gree of calmness in this room already 
to one such address, and surrendered 
to its reasoning. But permit me to 
say quite plainly, Lieut. Brant, that 
you are not the person from whom i 
will quietly listen to another." 

"I had very little expectation that 
you would.” 

"You should have had still less, and 
remained away entirely. However, 
now that you are here, and the sub- 
ject broached, it becomes my turn 
to say something, and to say it clear- 
ly. It seems to me you would ex- 
hibit far better taste and discrimina- 
tion if from now on you would cease 
forcing your attentions upon Miss Gil- 
lis 

Brant leaped to his feet, but the 
other never deigned to alter his posi- 
tion. 

"Forcing my attentions!” exclaimed 
*he officer. “God's mercy, man! do 
you realize what you are saying? I 
have forced no attentions upon Miss 
ntiiis.” 

"My reference was rather to future 
Possibilities. Young blood is prov- 
erbially hot, and I thought it wise to 
warn you in time.” 

Brant stared into that imperturbed 
face, and somehow the very sight of 
‘*s calm, inflexible resolve served to 
clear his own brain. He felt that this 
cool, self-controlled man was speak- 
ing with authority. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

When the unexpected happens the 
“I told you so” chap is in his glory. 

MISS ANNIE CATRON 

CATARRH MADE LIFE 
A BURDEN TO ME. 

yjlSS ANNIE CATRON, 927 Main 
St.. Cincinnati. Ohio, writes: 

“As I have found Peruna a blessing 
for a severe case of catarrh of the head 
and throat which I suffered from for a 

number of years, I am only too pleased 
to give it my personal endorsement. 

‘•Catarrh, such as 1 suffered from, 
made life a burden to me, my breath 
was offensive, stomach bad, and my 
head stopped up so that I was usually 
troubled with a headache, and although 
1 tried many so-called remedies, noth- 
ing gave me permanent relief. I was 
rather discouraged with all medicines v 

when Peruna was suggested to me. 

However, I did buy a bottle, and be- 
fore that was finished there was a 

marked change in my condition. Much 
encouraged 1 kept on until l was com- 

pletely cured in a month’s time, and I 
find that my general health is also ex- 

cellent.” 
People who prefer solid medicines 

should try Peruna tablets. Each tablet 
represents one average dose of Peruna. 

Man-a-lirt the Ideal Laxative. 
\sk Your Druggist for Free Peruna 

Almanac for 1908. 

TRUE AFFECTION. 

Ethel—Jimmy, do you love me? 
Jimmy—Great Scott, girl, do 1 love 

you! Ain't I kept my hands and face 
clean for more than a week all on ac- 

count of you? 

Inevitable. 
“So Nelson is dead. What killed 

him?" 
“You knotv he. had one foot in the 

grave?" 
“Yes.” 
"Well, some one pulled his leg.”— 

Harper's Weekly. 

SICK HEADACHE 
CARTER'S 
"Kittle 

IVER 
PILLS. 

Positively cored by 
these Little Pills. 
They also relieve Dis- 

tressfrom Dyspepsia, la- 
digestion and Too Hearty 
Eating. A perfect rem- 

m s'■ T"edy for Dizziness, Nau- 
K2§ ■ I LLvi sea, Drowsiness, Bad 

v Taste in the 3Iouth,Coat- 
»*d Toutrue. Pun in t!.e 

S-1 Side, TORPID LIVER. 
They regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable. 
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE. 

Genuine Must Bear 
Fac-Simile Signature 

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES* 

Every Washburn Sells Another 
YOU CAN 
GET A GENUINE 
LYON & HEAl.Y 

Washburn 
Piano 

at “® *owfst Chicago price and on the 
most liberal terms of monthly payments. 
Home P?nnn” P2J“ that-13 known a* “America's 
StSl becSus* 11 has H>e true singing 
who w ll^uara.n,tee,d/ar l, fr hy L>'°!l * Heaty. 
U’a^hta?mh^r?rld * music house. The tvashbum catalog explains everything. 

a P'-I'ie. mail this adver- 
Wlth vour name nnd address and IJSf*2? ^ta,0« aQd name of local piano dealer and six pieces of beautiful new piano m.lsi? 

Address, LION ft BBALT, CHICAGO 


