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SYNOPSIS.

Honard Jefiries, btanker's son, under
the il aflurncr of Robert 'nderwood,
s Feliow-student ot Yale, lcads a life of
Sanipation marries (he daugbter of a
gommliber wiw died 0 ison, and is dis-
swmed by bis father. He tries (o get work
wed falie A frmner college chum makes
s eummess proposttion te Howard which
sogutres B o9 caslh, and Howard s broke.
Holert Upderwond wihe has been re-
futned by Hewasrd's wife, Annie, in his
vli=ge duye nnd had otc bLeen --n;afﬂl
ie Alcsn Homard's stepmolner, has
wpaitiuenis at the Astrunia Howard de-
Mes to sk Underwood for the K000 he
e Underwoesd tlaking advantage of
Ble nilmacr with M Jeffnes, Sr., be-
wnes & sorl of seciel bighwayman. Dis- *
wLeming dls tres clamcter she denles
tdan the bowse. Alicia receives o note from |
| et @ (hreairuing  subcide Art |
bealerns for whean bhe bhas been acting as
i imBidsed . Getuand an accounting li--j
et make gosod Howard Jeffries

alls v an mtoxksted condition. 1{e asks |
UVsdorwosd for 200 snd is told by the |
mller (bt e Bs in deldl up to his eyes 1
Hosard drinks Wmeelfl inte & maudlin |
- thati, and goss (o sleep on a divan
L) aller is someunced and |U'aderwond
braws 8 screen around The drunk=n
Bl Alrie enters Rive de mands 31
prosiine freen him that he will not take |
e bife. polinting te the disgrace that
ewuid attach e herseldl Underwood re-
Tuses 16 pramise uniess sl will renew
o patronages This she refuses to do
Uiadermosd kills himseld. The report of
the it smakens Howard He stumbles
ey the dead body of Underwood Reali- |
g lds predio sment bhe allempts to fler
ard s meet by Underwood's vale! How- |

I i» tursed over Lo e police 1

]

CHAPTER I1X.—Continued.

But what's the good of sitting hvrei
tn this death bouse®™ protested How- |
ard. “Take me_to the station if 1|
mast go. It's 'stolerable to sit anyj
‘onger befe

The captain beckoned to Malopey.

Not so fast, young man Before|
we go to the station we want to ask|
rou & few gquestions. Don't we, Ma-|
loney ™ |

The sergeant came over, and the'
splain whispered something in his'
ar Howard shivered Budd“niyi
tuwrning to his prisomer, the captain|

|
|

douted i the stern tobe of com-|
nand !
Get up'™ .I

Howard did as he was ordered He !
felt be must. There was no resisting
that powerful brute's tone of authori-|
ty. Polnting to the other side of the
iable, the caplain went om: |

“Stand over there where | can look |

o you'™ ‘

The two men now [aced each other,
ihe cmall table alone separating
them. The powerful electrolier mrer-i
bead cast ts light full on How-
ards haggard face and on the cap-|
tnin's poowling features Suddenl:ri'
Maloney turned off every electric|
light except the lights in the elect-|
rolier, the glare of which was inten-
wified by the surrounding darkness.
The rest of the room was in shadow.
One saw ouly these two figures
stasding vividly out In the strong
light—the whitefaced prisoner and
is stalwart inquisitor. In the dark
barkground stood Policeman Delaney.
ilose at hand was Maloney taking
il s |

You did It, and you know you did |
#'~ thundered the captain, fixing his |
eve= of bhis trembling victim. ‘

“1 did not do It” replied Howard |
siowly and firmly, returning the police-
wan’s stare

“You're lying!” shouted the captain.

“I'|m oot lvieg™ replied Howard
calmly.

The capiain glared at him for a
woment and then suddenly tried new
tactics.

“Why did you come here? he de-
manded

“1 came 0 borrow money.”

“iMd you get t™

“No—be sald be couldn't give it to

“Then you killed him ™

~1 44 mot kilk bhim.” replied Howard
pomitively

Thus the searching examination
went on, wercilessly, tirelessly.

:

captain was
t in physique,
knew that his
mot. It was only a ques-

thon of time when the latter's resist.
ance would be weakened. Then he
would stop lying and tell the truth
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He sank helplessly on to a chair. His
eyes rolled in his head. He looked as
if he would faint.

“Stand up!” thundered the captain
angrily.

Howard obeyed mechanically, al-
though he reeled in the effort. To
steady himself, he caught hold of the
table. His strength was fast ebbing.
He was losing his power to resist.
The captain saw he was weakening,
and he smiled with satisfaction. He'd
soon get a confession out of him. Sud-
denly bending forward, so that his
fierce, determined stare glared right
into Howard's half closed eyes, he
shouted :

“You did it and you know you did!”

“No—I—" replierd Howard weakly.

“These repeated denials are use
less'” shouted (he captain. “There's
already enough evidence to send you
to the chair!™

Howard shook his head helplessly.
Weakly he replied:

“This constant questioning is ma-
king me dizzv. Good God! What's
the use of guestioning me and ques-
tioning me? | know nothing about
Aoy

“Why did yeu come here?” thun-
dered the captain.

“I've told you over and over again.
We're old friends. I came to borrow
money. He owed me a few hundred
dollars when we were at college to-
gether, and T tried to get it. I've told
You s¢ many times. You won't be-

r?, M

about to be made. The wily police
captain would now play his trump
card. It was not without reason that
his enemies charged him with employ-
inz unlawful methods in conducting
his inquisitorial examinations.

“Stop your lying!” he said flerce-
ly. “Tell the truth, or we'll keep vou
here until you do. The motive is
clear. You came for money. You
were refused, and you did the trick.”

Suddenly producing the revolver,
and holding it well under the light,
so that the rays from the electrolier
fell directly on its highly polished
surface, he shouted:

“Howard Jeffries, you shot Robert
Underwood, and you shot him with
this pistol!”™

Howard gazed at the shining sur-
face of the metal as if fascinated. He
spoke not a word, but his eves be-
came riveted on the weapon until his
face assumed a vacant stare. From
the scientific standpoint, the act of
hypnotism had been accomplished.
In his nervous and overfatigued state,
added to his susceptibility to quick
hypnosis, he was now directly under
the influence of Capt. Clinton's
stronger will. He was completely re-
ceptive. The past seemed all a blur
on his mind. He saw the flash of
steel and the police captain’s angry,
determined-looking face. He felt he
was powerless to resist that will any
longer. He stepped back and gave
a shudder, averting his eyes from the

lleve me. My brain is tired. I'm thor-
oughly exhausted. Please let me go.
My poor wife won't know what's the
matter.” i

“Never mind about your wife”
growled the captain. “We've sent for
her. How much did you try to bor-
row?"

Howard was sllent a moment, as if
racking his brain, trying to remem-
ber.

“A thousand—two thousand.
get. 1 think one thousand.”
“Did he say he'd lend you the mon-
ey?" demanded the Inquisitor.

“No,” replied the prisoner, with hesi-
tation. He couldn't—he—poor chap—
he—"

“Ah'” snapped the captain.
fused—that led to rds. There was
a quarrel, and—" Buddenly leaning
forward until his face almost touched
Howard's, he hissed rather than
spoke: “You shot him!”

Howard gave an involuntary step
backward, as if he realized the trap
being lald for him.

“No, no!"™ he cried.

Quickly foliowing up his advantage,
Capt. Clinton shouted dramatically:

“You lie! He was found on the
floor in this room—dead. You were
trying to get out of the house with-
out being seen. You hadn’t even
stopped to wash the blood off your
hands. All you fellers make mistakes.
You relled on getting away unseen.
You mever stopped to think that the
blood on your hands would betray
you." Gruflly he added: “Now, come,
what's the use of wasting all this
time? It won't go so hard with you
if you own up. You killed Robert
Underwood!”

Howard shook his head. There was
a pathetic expression of helplessness
his face.

“l didn't kill him,” he faltered. *I
was asleep on that sofa. I ‘woke up.
It was dark. I went out. | wanted to
get home. My wife was waiting for
m.'.

“Now I've caught you lying,” inter
rupted the captain gquickly. “You told
the coroner you saw the dead man and
feared you would be suspected of his
murder, and so tried to get away un-

I for-

“He re-

“Why Did You Come Here?"

blinding steel. Capt. Clinton quickly
followed up his advantage:

“You committed this crime, Howard
Jeffries!” he shouted, fixing him with
a stare. To his subordinate he
shouted: “Didn’t he, Maloney?"

“He killed him all right,” echoed
Maloney.

His eyes still fixed on those of his
victim, and approaching his face
close to his, the captain shouted:
“You did it, Jeffries! Come on, own
up! Let's have the truth! You shot
Robert Underwood with this revolver.
You did it, and you can’t deny it! You
know you can't deny it! Speak!" he
thundered. “You did it!”

Howard, his eyes still fixed on the

shining pistol, repeated, as if recit-
ing a lesson:

“I did it'™ .
Quickly Capt. Clinton signaled to

Maloney to approach nearer with his
note-book. The detective sergeant
took his place immediately back of
Howard. The captain turned to his
prisoner:

“You shot Robert Underwood!"™

“l shot Robert Underwood,” ™
peated Howard mechanically.

“You quarreled!”

“We gquarreled.”

“You came here for money!"”

“]1 came here for money.”

“He refused to give it to you!™

“He refused to give it to me.”

“There was a quarrel!™

“There was a quarrel.”

*“You drew that pistol!™

“I drew that pistol.”

“And shot him!"

“And shot him.”

Capt. Clinton smiled triumphantly.

“That's all,” he said.

Howard collapsed into a chair. His
head dropped forward on his breast,
as if he were asleep. Capt. Clinton
vawned and looked at his watch.
Turning to Maloney, he said with a
chuckle:

“By George; it's taken five hours
to get it out of him!"™

Maloney turned out the electric
lights and went to pull up the window
shades, letting the bright daylight
stream into the room. Suddenly
there was a ring at the front door.
Officer Delaney opened. and Dr. Bern-
stein entered. Advancing into the
room, he shook hands with the cap-
tain.

“I'm sorry I couldn’t come before,
captain. I was out when I got the
call. Where's the body?”

The captain pointed to the inner
room.

“In there.”

After glancing curiously at How-
ard, the doctor disappeared into the
inner room.

Capt. Clinton turned to Maloney.

“Well, Maloney, I guess our work
is done here. We want to get the
prisoner over to the station, then
make out a charge of murder, and
prepare the full confession to submit
to the magistrate. Have everything
ready by nine o'clock. Meantime, I'll
go down and see the mewspaper boys.
1 guess there’s a bunch of them down
there. Of course, it's too late for the
morning papers, but it's a bully good
story for the afternoon editions. De-
laney, vou're responsible for the pris-
oner. Better handcuff him.”

The patrolman was just putting the
manacles on Howard's wrists when
Dr. Bernstein re-entered from the in-
ner room. The captain turned.

“Well, have you seen your man?”
he asked.

The doctor nodded.

“Found a bullet wound in his head.,”
he said. “Flesh all burned—must have

been pretty close range. It might
have been a case of suicide.”
Capt. Clinton frowned. He didn't

like suggestions of that kind after a
confession which had cost him five
hours’ work to procure.

“Suicide?" he sneered. *Say, doc-
tor, did you happen to notice what
side of the head the wound was on?"

Dr. Bernstein reflected a moment.

“Ah, yes. Now I come to think of
it, it was the left side.”

“Precisely,” sneered the captain. *1
never heard of a sulcide shooting him-
gelf in the left temple. Don’t worry,
doctor, it's murder, all right.” Point-
ing with a jerk of his finger toward
Howard, he added: “And we've got
the man who did the job.”

Officer Delaney approached his chief
and spoke to him in a low tone. The
captain frowned and looked toward
his prisoner. Then, turning toward
the officer, he said:

“Is the wife downstairs?”

The officer nodded.

“Yes, sir; they just telephoned.”

“Then let her come up,” said the
captain. “She may know something.”

Delaney returned to the telephone
and Dr. Bernstein turned to the cap-
tain:

“Say what you will, captain, I'm
not at all sure that Underwood did
not do this himself.”

“Ain't you? Well, 1 am,~ replied
the captain with a sneer. Pointing
again to Howard, he said:

“This man has just confessed to the
shooting.”

At that moment the front door
opened and Annie Jeffries came in es-
corted by an officer. She was pale
and frightened, and looked timidly at
the group of strange and serious-look-
ing men present. Then her eyes went
round the room in search of her hus-
band. She saw him seemingly asleep
in an armchair, his wrists manacled
in front of him. With a fright-
ened exclamation she sprang forward,
but Officer Delaney intercepted her.
Capt. Clinton turned around angrily
at the interruption. '

“Keep the woman quiet till she's

wanted!"” he growled.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Captain’s Herolc Act.

Penned in the cabin of a canal boat
that had sunk at its pler without
warning at New York, the other day.
the captain saved his invalid wife and
12-year-old daughter in a most re-
markable manner. The hero of this
exploit was James Oelsen, captain of
the Josle B. With his wife and daugh-
ter he was at breakfast in the cabin
of the boat, which was loaded with
coal, when suddenly the craft gave a
lurch, and went to the bottom like a
shot. The captain acted instantly. He
pushed his daughter through the cab-
in door and she rose to the surface
Then he started. to help his wife out,
but both became wedged in the door.
He managed to free himself and came
to the surface. Seeing his daughter
safe Capt. Oelsen looked around for
his wife, but she had not come up, and
be dived into the water, coming up in
a8 few moments with the unconsclous
form of the woman. Other help was

now at hand, ad all were got sal
to land. '0 "y

Young Hopeful—Well, 1t doesat
matter; it was probably only the
guv'nor. He was somewhere over In

that direction, wasn't he?—Harper's
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As You Like It

The aged, worn, and guileless-look-
ing individual sauntered up to the
desk of the clerk in a southern hotel,
and quavered, as he drew from his
wallet a yellow bill, “Friend, will you
kindly give me five silver dollars in
exchange for this memento of the
good old confederate days?"

The clerk glanced quickly at the
proffered bill. smiled to himself, tossed
it into the drawer, and counted out
the five dollars. When the guileless-
looking individual had gone, the clerk
examined the bill he had just taken
in. He found that it was, or was not,
a good U. S. bill. Either way youn
take it, it makes a story. It has never
been decided which is the better way.
—Puck

Remarkable Surgical Operation.
A remarkable surgical operation has

]

HE somber skies a sudden brighi-

ness show,
The clouds and mist reflect a golden glow,
And far and near what tender glories flow
As sunrise comes.

MAPLE SUGAR DAINTIES.

Did you ever try the good old-fash-
foned bonny clabber?. Scald and set
away a quart of milk in a pretty dish,
from which it will be served. When
it has thickened, which will be in
twenty-four hours if hot weather, put
it on the ice an hour or two and just
before serving sprinkle with grated
maple sugar. Sour milk is said to stay
the ravages of disease and old age. It
is not an expensive food to experiment
with, which is one great advantage.

Dainty Dessert.—Prepare oranges as
follows: Take off the peeling, open
at one end so that the orange resem-
bles a tulip. Make a custard of a cup
of milk, a quarter of a cup of maple
syrup, a tablespoonful of cormstarch
and one egg. When the custard is
cold fill the oranges and add a spoon-
ful of whipped cream.

Maple Sandwiches.—Boll a cupful
of maple syrup, a half cupful each of
dates, almonds and pineapples. Cook
for five minutes, take from the fire
and add a teaspoonful of lemon juice.
Cut the bread in long thin slices, re-
move the crust, butter and spread with
the mixture, then roll up and wrap
in waxed paper. Let stand several
hours and they will keep their shape
when the paper is removed.

This is also a fine filling for a white
cake.

Maple Peanut Cookies.—Take two
tablespoonfuls of butter, cream it and
add a half cup of maple syrup, one
egg, two tablespoonfuls of milk, a cup
of flour, sifted with a half teaspoon-
ful of cream of tartar and a quarter
of a teaspoon of soda, add three-quar-
ters of a cup of chopped peanuts. Drop
from a spoon on a buttered sheet.

Maple Creams.—Boil a pint of ma-
ple syrup with two tablespoonfuls of
glucose until a soft, waxy, ball is made,
when a litile is dropped in cold water.
Remove from the heat and stir until
the mass is creamy. Roll in balls
and decorate with nuts.

HO would long for peach and

pear,
Wealth of grape the hills adorning.
While the cherries, ripe and rare,
Fling their graces to the morning.
Crimson cherrles everywhere.

SOME FROZEN DISHES.

There are no desserts that are so
universally liked as the frozem one.
Here are a few to try:

Raspberry Water Ice.—Take one and
a half pints of raspberries, one orange,
one lemon and a pound of sugar
cooked with two cups of water for ten
minutes. Add the grated rind of the
lemon and orange and let it remain in
the syrup until quite cold, then add
the raspberries, also the strained
orange and lemon juice. Freeze until
firm,

Ginger Bombe.—Prepare a custard
with a cupful of milk, three table-
spoonfuls of sugar and the rind of a
lemon. When the milk boils, pour it
over the yolks of four eggs and a tea-
spoonful of ground ginger, stir until
it thickens, add the juice of a lemon
and freeze. Add a cup of whipped
cream and line the mould with pre-
served ginger, cut ‘n pieces.

Peach lce Cream.—Take a quart of
cream, add three-quarters of a pound
of sugar, one quart of ripe peaches,
half a teaspoonful of almond extract.
Put half of the cream on to scald,
add the sugar, then take from the fire
and add the remaining cream; when
cold freeze. The peaches are pared
and mashed and them put through a
sleve flavor with a teaspoonful of al-
mond extract and add to the frozen
cream, stir for a few minutes, then
let stand to ripen.

Strawberry Ice Cream.—There is no
more delicious dessert than a straw-
berry ice cream if carefully strained
to remove the seeds. Crush a quart
of berries and sweeten with a cup of
sugar, strain the juice and pulp
through a sieve, then through a cloth,
add a pint of cream and freeze. A ta-
blespoonful of lemon juice adds to
its palatability as well as making it
of a deeper color.

Banana Ice Cream.—Peel and put
through a sieve six bananas. Make a
custard and add the bananas when it
is cool; add a tablespoonful each of
lemon and orange juice. Stir in a half
cupful of cream, and freeze.
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NJOY your goods as If your

death were near,
Save them as if 'twere distant many a

year;
Sparing or spending, be thy wisdom seen,
In keeplng ever to the golden mean.

SAVORY MEAT DISHES.

saute in hot butter or other fat. Serve
with tomato sauce.

Cheese in any form is very nutri-
tious. but is best uncooked, as to di-
gestibility. There are many ways of
using cheese in dishes to add to the
food content. Grated cheese adds to
a dish of creamed potatoes or escal-
loped dishes of almost any vegetable.
It is especially good with creamed cel-
ery.

Cheese Cutlets.—Melt three table
spoonfuls of butter in a sauce pan, add
two tablespoonfuls of cornstarch
mixed with one and a half tablespoon-
fuls of flour. Cook until smooth; add
gradually two-thirds of a cup of milk,
stir and .cook ten minutes. Add the
yolks of two eggs slightly beaten, a
cake of cream cheese cut in pieces,
half a teaspoonful each of salt and
Worcestershire sauce, a dash of ta-
basco and a half a cup of American
cheese. Mix, but do not let it meit.
Pour into a deep ple plate to cool
When firm, cut in pleces, dip in egg.
roll in crumbs and fry in deep fat.

Chipped Beef With Celery.—Pour
hot water over half a pound of chipped
beef, if too salt, and drain quickly.
Meit two tablespoonfuls of butter, add
a cup of celery cut in small pleces;
stir until the celery 1s delicately
browned.

Cook a tablespoonful each of flour
and corpstarch in a tablespoonful of
butter, add a cup of milk, salt and
pepper to taste and combine the two
mixtures.. Serve on triangles of toast.

Salted Almond Soup.—Take half a
pound of blanched salted almonds.
Put them through a meat chopper and
grind like coarse meal. Cook two
and a half tablespoonfuls of corn-
starch and two tablespoonfuls of but-
ter until thick; add a pint of clear
veal broth, then add the almonds al-
ternately with a quart of veal broth
and a cup of cream. Season with =alt
and white pepper. Serve in cups with
whipped cream on top of each cup.

E ARE not all equals in intel-
lect, in learning and so forth,
but we are all equals in the power to be
good und honorable and generous.
—Senator Dolliver.

SUMMER DESSERTS.

During the warm weather months

' we like food that is both attractive, re-

freshing and satisfying. Cold desserts
of all kinds are popular at this sea-
son.

A very pretty and tasty dessert
was discovered one day when a cof-
fee custard had been carelessly left
too long over the heat and curdled
slightly. The custard was at once
removed to a cool dish and whipped
with the egg beater until smooth. Of
course, it was too thin to serve as
planned, so a few slices of banana
were placed in the bottom of some
sherbet cups and the custard poured
over them, then three over-lapping
slices were arranged on top. The
combination of coffee and banana fla-
VOr was a surprise.

One could use any bits of fruit at
hand, as strawberries, pineapple or
any fruit that is liked.

Banana Cantaloupe.—Scak two table
spoonfuls of granulated gelatine in
one-fourth of a cup of cold water;
dissolve in one cup of hut cream. Add
a cup of sugar, three egg whites well
beaten, six mashed bananas and a
fourth of a cup of lemon juice. Chill
and, as it begins to thicken, fold in
the whip from a pint of cream. Line
a melon mold with lady fingers, add
the cream mixture, chill and serve.
Garnish with cherries.

Rice and Cocoanut Custard.—Put
half a cup of well-washed rice into a
double boiler with three pints of milk.
Let it cook until very soft, then set
aside to cool. Beat together five eggs,
leaving out the whites of two; add
one cupful of sugar and one of grated
cocoanut. Stir in the cold rice mix-
ture and bake in the oven to a soft
custard. Make a meringue of the two
whites and six tablespoonfuls of pow-
dered sugar; pile on top of the pud-
ding and set back in the oven to
brown delicately.

Blenheim Pudding.—Make a custard
of one egg, a tablespoonful of sugar
and a cup of milk. Butter a pudding
dish and put in a layer of jam; over
this put slices of buttered bread and
some raisins. Pour over the custard
and bake until the custard is of a
creamy consistency.

Develop Individuality.

Care should be taken in the large
tamily t™t each child develops an in-
dividuality, says the London Sketch.
Sometimes, especially in the case of
girls, it is a good idea to send children
to different schools. This seems an
extreme measure, but is worth the con-
sideration of the parents who find that
their brood are dropping into slovenly
habits of speech, into codes and rules
of their own, and a general contempt
and disregard of the rest of the world

Where Hubby Made Mistake.
Wedmore—| made the mistake of
my life last night. I told my wile
I dido't like her new gown. Single
ton—And sbe flared up, eh? Wed-
more—Oh, no; it wasn't that; but
pow she wants the money for another.
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Rather Vague.

“Sir, as the cbairman of the com-
mittee, we 28k you please not to bave
wines or liquors at your soclety's com-
ing banquet. Will you permit this?"
“] promise you the matter shall have
my sober thought.”

Money as an Edible,
Benham—"A Harvard professor says'
that the average man eats one-fourth
of his salary.’ Mrs. Benham—*All the
more reason why bank bills should b
gew and clean.”

MADE BANK ACCOUNT GOOE

Why Uncle Reuben Could Not Meet
Debt He Acknowledged as
an Obligation.

Uncle Reuben, the village white
washer and man of all work, was 3
frequent borrower of small sums
from his neighbor, Colonel Arkwright
and as a rule he repaid these little
debts at the appointed time; but op
one occasion, when he had been ac
commodated with a loan of two dol
lars and a half, which he promised
to return in a few days, he allowed
two or three weeks to pass without
making any mention of his indebted
ness, and, in fact, seemed to avoid
his creditor. But one. morning the
colonel unexpectedly encountered him
at the post office.

“Hello, Uncle Rube! Didn't yon
borrow a little money from me sev
eral weeks ago?”

“Dat’'s right, cunnel,” said the old
man. "I sholy did.”

“You told me you'd pay it back in
three or four days. Have you had
bad luck?”

“No, suh,” responded Uncle Reuben.
“T'll fell you how it was, cunnel. |
lacked jes’ two dollahs an’ a half o
havin’ ten dollars to put in de savin's
bank, an’ I used it fo' dat. Hit's all
right, cunnel. I won't fo'glt it."—
Youth's Companion.

NO CHANCE TO COMMIT SUICIDE.

flicer, there is @ man in that flat
who is trying to cut his throat.”

“Don’'t worry about it; there ism't
room for him to do it.™

Heathen Nations Invent Nothing.
Bishop Thoburn, who has been a
missiopary in India for 50 years,

{ pnd knows India better than any other

living American, says: *“If you visit
the patent office at Washington, you
will see six hundred improvements on
the plow. India has not invented one
improvement on the toothpick in twe
thousand years. The nations without
God have no inventive faculty. They
are almost universally the savage, un
enlightened nations of the earth.”

Iimportant to Mothers
Examine carefully every bottle of

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for
infants and children, and see that it

Bears the

Signature of m
In Use For Over 30 Years.

Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria

A Quaint Thought.

Miss Geraldine Farrar, seated in
her deck chair on the George Wash
ington, regarded a half-dozen urchins
playing on the sunny deck, and then
said with a pensive smile:

“lI often wonder, considering what
charming things children are, where
all the queer old men come from!"”

SPOHN’S I:JIIS'I'EMPEflIDFl["EiJIP will
cure any possible case o STE ER
PINK F.Yii':. and the like among horses
of all ages, and prevents all others in the
same stable from having the disease. Also
cures chicken cholera, and dog distemper
Any good druggist can supply vou, or send
to mirs. 50 cents and $1.00 a bottle. Agents
wanted. Free book. Spohn Medical Co.,
Spec. Contagious Diseases, Goshen, Ind.

Captured Her Interest.
“She is very cold and formal, but |
got her interest.”
“How?"
“By asking her how she ever hap
pened to marry her dub of a hus
band."—Exchange.

Give Deflance Starch a fair trial—
try it for both hot and cold starching
and if you don't think you do better
work, in less time and at smaller cost
return it and your grocer will give
you back your money.

Their Favorite Alibi.
Cook—How do you get out of i
when the missis scolds you for nat
answering the bell?
Waitress—I always tell her T was
making mayonnaise.—Harper's Bazar

Beautiful Post Cards Free.
S8end 2¢ stamp for five sampil
very best Gold Embossed Birthany, e
er and Motto Post Cards; beautiful colors

and lovelliest desi . Art P
T Jackson St., Topeka, Kan' Cord Club

The great question is not so much
what money you have in your pocket
as what you will buy with it.—Ruskin

“Famillarity breeds contempt” is
one of the rules that work both ways

A POOR
APPETITE

QUICKLY
REGULATED
Loss of Appetite always
means—stomach weai-

ness—and this requires

Hostetier’s
Stomach Bitters

immediately. It ton
strengthens and inv?:;'-

orates the entire diges-
tive system. Try it and
see for yourself,

YOU'LL FIND IT EXCELLENT
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