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SYNOPSIS. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Th* Judge Takes Charge. 
All work oe ibe plantation bad 

■tapped, and the hundreds if slaves— 

men. vmms and children mere gato 
seed about the house Among these 
moved the member* of the dominant 
race The Judge would have attached 
htmerit to the first group, but he 
bears a whispered question, and the 
aaoner 

Ifiu Maircy s lawyer 
Clearly it was not tor bio to mu 

with these outsiders, these curiosity 
•seders II* rreused the lawn to the 
house, and mounted the step* In tne 

doorway was big Steve, while groups 
«f o*s stood stout in the hall, the 
ham at basy purposeless talk pervad 
log (ho place The judge frowned. 
This was ail wrong 

“Has Mr Ware returned from Mem- 

phis r he asked of Sieve 
“So sah: not yet ~ 

“Then show me into the library," 
■aid the Judge with bland authority, 
oorreodering his bat to the butler 
“Come along. 14ah*fly' ae added 
They entered Ute library, and the 
Judge motioned Steve to close the 
dmot “Now. boy. you'll kindly kSk 
those people to withdraw—you may 
■ay tt to Judge Price a orders Allow 
Bo one to enter the bouse unless they 
have business with me. or a* I send 
(or them—you understand? Alter you 
have cleared the house, you may 
bring me a decanter of corn whisky— 
•top a hit—you tuny aak the sheriff 
to men hero 

"Tew. *ab“ And Steve withdrew 
The Judge drew an easy chair up to 

the Eat-topped desk that stood In the 
center of the room, and seated him 
or If 

The door ojeced. and the sheriff 
■touched Into the room He was chew 
tag a long wheat straw, and bia whole 
appearance was one of troubled weak 

iloraisg- he said briefly 
*TBt down, vherlff." and the Judge 

tadlcm'ed ■ me** sent lor the official 
to a distant comer “Have you learned 
■c jibing he asked 

The sheriff shook his bend 
“What you turning ail tBese reign 

horv out of doors for?" he queetloned 
TVs don t want people tracking in 

had out the house, sheriff Important 
ovMeore may he destroyed. I propose 
uaamtclng the slaves first—does that 
meet with your approval?” 

“Off. i ve talked with them; they 
Boot know nothing." said the abertff 
“No one don't know nothing 

"Please God. ue may yet put our 

fingers on some villain who does." 
said the judge. 

Outside It was noised about that 
Judge Price had taken matters In 
band—he was the old fellow who bad 
been warned to keep bis mouth shut, 
and who had never stopped talking 
since. A crowd collected beyond the 
library windows and feasted its eyes 
on the back of this hero's bald head. 

One by one the house servants were 

ushered Into the judge's presence. 
First he Interrogated little Steve, who 
had gone to Miss Betty's door that 
moratng to rouse her, as was his cus- 

tom Next he examined Betty’s maid; 
then the cook, and various house serv- 

ants. who had nothing especial to tell, 
hut told it at considerable length; and 
lastly big Steve. 

"Stop a bit." the judge suddenly In- 
terrupted the butler in the midst of 
bis narrative. “Does the overseer al- 
ways come up to the house the first 
thing In the morning?” 

"Why. not exactly, sah. but he come 

up this mo'ning, sah. He was talking 
to me at the back of the bouse, when 
the women run out with the word that 
Missy was done gone away." 

"He joined in the search?" 
"Yes. sah 

I-Tl! 

"Hicks Says Miss Malroy’s Been Acting Queer Sine* Charley Norton 
Was Shot." 

u Den was Miss M&lroy seen last? 
asked the judge. 

* 

"She and the young gemman you 
torched heah were seen In the gyar- 
den along about sundown. 1 seen them 
myself." 

"They had had supper?” 
“Yes. sah." 
"Who sleeps here?” 
"Just little Steve and three of the 

women; they sleeps at the back of 
the house, sah 

"No sounds were heard during the 
night?" 

"No. sah." » 

"I'll see the overseer—what’s his 

name?—Hicks? Suppose you go for 
him!" said the Judge, addressing the 
sheriff 

The sheriff was gone from the room 

only a tew moments, and returned 
with the Information that Hicks* was 

down at the bayou, which was to be 

dragged. 
"Why?" Inquired the Judge. 
"Hicks says Miss Malroy’s been act- 

ing tnigbty queer ever since Charley 
Norton was shot—distracted like! He 

says he noticed it, and that Tom Ware 
noticed It” 

"How does he explain the boy’s dis- 
appearance?" 

aside from that she was quite as she 
has always been.” 

"Well, what do you want to 6ee 

Hicks for? What do you expect to 
learn from him?" 

“I don't like his Insistence on the 
idea that Miss Malroy is mentally un- 

balanced. It's a question of some 

delicacy—the law. sir, fully recog- 
nizes that. It seems to me he is over- 

anxious to account for her disappear- 
ance in a manner that can compro- 
mise no one.” 

CHAPTER XXIII. 

The Judge Finds Allies. 
They were interrupted by the open- 

ing of the door, and big Steve admit- 
ted Carrington and the two men of 
whom the sheriff had spoken. 

"A shocking condition of -affairs, 
Mr. Carrington!” said the judge by 
way of greeting 

"Yes," said Carrington shortly. 
“You left these parta some time ago, 

I believe?” continued the judge. 
“The day before Norton was shot. 

I had started home for Kentucky. 1 
beard of his death when 1 reached 

Randolph on the second bluff,” ex- 

plained Carrington, from whose cheeks 

"He reckons she throwed herself In. 
and the boy tried to drag her out. like 
he naturally would, and got drawed 
la.” 

“Humph! I’ll trouble Mr. Hick9 to 

step here.” said the judge quietly. 
"There’s Mr. Carrington and a 

couple of strangers outside who’ve 
been asking about Miss Malroy and 
the boy; seems like the strangers 
knowed her and him back yonder in 

N'o’th Carolina,” said the sheriff as he 
turned away. 

"I’ll see them.” The sheriff went 
from the room and the judge dismissed 
the servants. 

“Well, what do you think. Price?” 
asked Mahaffy anxiously when they 
were alone. 

"Rubbish! Take my word for It, 
Solomon, this blow Is leveled at me. 

I have been too forward In my at- 

tempts to suppress the carnival of 
crime that Is raging through west 
Tennessee. You’ll observe that Miss 

Malroy disappeared at a moment 
when the public Is disposed to think 
she has retained me as her legal ad- 

viser; probably she will be set at lib- 

erty when she agrees to drop the mat- 
ter of Norton's murder. As for the 

boy. they’ll use him to compel my si- 
lence and inaction." The judge took 
a long breath. “Y’et there remains one 

point where the boy Is concerned that 

completely baffles me. If we knew 

just a little more of his antecedents 
it might cause me to make a startling 
and radical move.” 

Mahaffy was clearly not Impressed 
by the vague generalities in which 
the judge was dealing. 

“There you go. Price, as usual, try- 
ing to convince yourself that you are 

the center of everything!" he said, in 
a tone of much exasperation. “Let’s 

i get down to business! What does this 
man Hicks mean by hinting at sul- 

! cide? You saw Miss Malroy yester- 
day?" 

"You have put your finger on a 

point of some significance," said the 
judge. “She bore evidence of the 
shock and loss she had sustained; 

Anatasia Is Gipsy Queen 
# 

Fw MSI Just Turned Twenty and la 
a Beauty at tne First 

Water. 

Ktkelai. the Gypsy king. 1a dead, 
and Ms queen. Ananias)a. reigns In bis 

y .are le tbe world tbst amuses Itself, 
nays a St Peterebwrg correspondent 
Far thirty years Nikolai was tbe bero 

of tbe variety and concert stage, of 

after dinner entertainments and pH 
wale cabaret stoaa He eaa a com 

poser as weti at a singer, a virtuoso 
oa the guitar and a graceful dancer 

fits troupe usually consisted of thirty 
tr forty Gypatea. shorn gorgeous coe 

yn|—m acre tbe delight of St Peters 
Barg He fctmsell eras si mays dressed 
la red silk wltfc plenty of gold lace 

bts breast revered with medals, cotm 
tsrntitirsi He wore a sword and 

a anWetawcbe and ta tbs latter b« 

•tuSed tbe paper money, gold and all 

mar throws at him daring bis perform 

Tbe F' -«1*“ Gypsy baa s musics. 

field of bl* own. He doesn't use tbe 
fiddle, but be plays the guitar and 
sings better than any troubadour of 
old 

Anastasia was bis third or fourth 
queen. She has Just turned twenty 
and la a full-fledged Gypsy Sbe Is a 

beauty of tbe first water. AH St 
Petersburg calls ber diva or queen, 
but since abe attained popularity and 

j wealth sbe has never appeared In tbe 
! national costume. Tbe latest from 

Paris Is hardly good enough for her 
Sbe bat a high pitched mezzo soprano 
voice and makes ber bearers laugb 
and cry at wllL 

And abe aits there blazing with dla 
i moods from the buckles of her satlr 

slippers to tbe top of ber head, bun 
dred ruble notes, sliver, gold and cop 
per fly about ber from boxes, stalls 
and galleries. These volunteer contrt 
butions she calls ber “taxes." At tbs 
end of ber act her majesty collects 
them with a broom and woe to th< 
Gypsy who dares sneak a single ko 

peck, for Anastasia has the eye of an 

eagle and is as suspicions as a Turk. 

Westminster's Ideal. 
The Westminster’s willingness to 

give up home, neighbors and old as- 

sociations for the sake of a claim on 

the prairie is not sordid. His stern 

preoccupation with getting ahead ia a 

part of his inherited passion for per- 
sonal Independence. I have seen a 

gray hue steal over the face of the 
settler when speaking of some one 

who had lost his farm and bad to go 
out by the day. For the wage-earn- 
er’s lot the true-born Westerner feels 
a dread quite Incomprehensible to cit- 
ies and to old communities. If he 
ruthlessly sacrifices comforts and cul- 

ture. it is that he may win a footing 
of his own and so call no man master. 
Once he has cleared off the mortgage, 
improved his place, and gained a 

soothing sense of financial security, be 
will provide books, piano, music les- 
sons, travel and college education for 
bis children, even if in the meantime 
bis own capacity to enjoy has been 
atrophied —Edward Alsworth Ross ia 
the Century. 

the weather-beaten bloom bad faded. 
He rested his hand on the edge of 
the desk and turned to the men who 
had followed him into the room. "This 
is the gentlemaz^ you wish to see." he 
said, and stepped to one of the win- 
dows; ft overlooked the terraces 

where he had said good-by to Betty 
scarcely a week before. 

The two men had paused by the 
door. They now advanced. One was 

gaunt and haggard, his face disfigured 
by a great red scar; the other was a 

shock-headed individual who moved 
with a shambling gait. Both carried 
rifles and both were dressed in coarse 

homespun. 
"Morning, sir,” said the man with 

the scar. "Yancy's my name, and 
this gentleman 'lows he'd rather be 
known now as Mr. Cavendish.” 

The judge started to his teet. 
"Bob YancyT” he cried. 
"Yes, sir, that's me.” The Judge 

passed nimbly around the desk and 
shook the Scratch Hiller warmly by 
the hand. "Where's my nevvy, sir?— 
what's all this about him and Miss 

Betty?" Yancy's soft drawl was sud- 

denly eager. 
“Please God we'U recover him 

soon!” said the Judge. 
By the window Carrington moved 

impatiently. No harm could come to 
the boy, but Betty—a shudder went 

through him. 
"They've stolen him.” Yancy spoke 

with conviction. "I reckon they've 
started back to No’th Carolina with 

him—only that don't explain what's 
come of Miss Betty, does it?" and he 

dropped rather helplessly into a chair. 
"Bob are just getting oft a sick bed. 

He’s been powerful porely in conse- 

quence of having bis bead laid open 
and then being throwed into the Kik 

river, where l fished him out." ex- 

plained Cavendish, who still contin- 
ued to regard the Judge with unmixed 
astonishment, first cocking his shaggy 
head on one side and then on the 

other, his bleached eyes narrowed to a 

slit. Now and then he favored the 

| austere MahafTy with a fleeting 
glance. He seemed intuitively to un- 

derstand the comradeship of their 

degradation. 
"Mr. Cavendish fetched me here on 

his raft. We tied up to the sho' this 

morning. It was there we met Mr. 

Carrington—I’d knowed him slightly 
back yonder In No’th Carolina." con- 

tinued Yancy. "He said I'd find Han- 
nibal with you. I was counting a heap 
on seeing my nevvy.” 

Carrington, no longer able to con- 
trol himself, swung about on his heel. 

“What’s been done?” he asked, with 
fierce repression. “What's going to be 
done? Don't you know that every 

I second Is precious?” 
“I am about to conclude my Inves- 

tigations, sir," said the Judge with 

dignity. 
Carrington stepped to the door. 

After all, what was there to expect of 

these men? Whatever their interest, 
it was plainly centered in the boy. He 

passed out into the hall. 
As the door closed on him the judge 

turned again to the Scratch Hiller. 
"Mr. Yancy, Mr. Mahaffy and I hold 

your nephew In the tenderest regard; 
he has been our constant companion 
ever since you were lost to him. In 
this crisis you may rely upon us; we 

are committed to his recovery, no 

matter what It involves." The Judge's 
tone was one of unalterable resolu- 

tion. 
"I reckon you-all have been mighty 

good and kind to him," said Yancy 
huskily. 

“We have Endeavored to be, Mr. 

Yancy—indeed I had formed the reso- 

lution legally to adopt him should you 
not come to claim him. I should have 

given him my name, and made him 

my heir. His education has already 
begun under my supervision," and the 

judge, remembering the high use to 
which he had dedicated one of Peg- 
loe’s trade labels, fairly glowed with 

philanthropic fervor. 

"Think of that!” murmured Yancy 
softly. He was deeply moved. So was 

Mr. Cavendish, who was gifted with 
a wealth of ready sympathy. He 

thrust out a hardened hand to the 

judge. 
“Shake!" he said. "You're a heap 

better than you look." A thin ripple 
of laughter escaped Mahaffy, but the 

Judge accepted Chills and Fever's 

proffered hand. He understood that 

here was a simple genuine soul. 

“Price, Isn't It Important for us to 

know why Mr. Yancy thinks the boy 
has been taken back to North Caro- 

lina?" said Mahaffy. 
“Just what kin is Hannibal to you, 

Mr. Yancy?" asked the Judge resum- 

ing his seat. 

“9trlctly speaking, he ain't none. 

That he come to live with me is all 

owing to Mr. Crenshaw, who's a good 
man when left to himself, but he's 

got a wife, so a body may say he never 

is left to himself," began Yancy; and 
then briefly he told the story of the 
woman and the child much as he had 

told it to Bladen at the Barony the 

day or General Quintard's funeral. 
The judge, his back to the light and 

his face in shadow, rested his left el- 
bow on the desk and with his chin 
sunk in his palm, followed the Scratch 
Hiller's narrative with the closest at- 
tention. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Sarcasm That Must Have Hurt. 

Henry W. Paine, the eminent Bos- 
ton lawyer, once went to one of the 
Interior towns of Maine, where a boy 
was on trial for arson. He bad no 

counsel, and Mr. Paine was assigned 
by the court to take charge of his 
case. He discovered, after a brief in- 
terview with the boy. that he was 
half-witted. The Jury, however, was 

composed of farmers who owned 
bams such as the defendant was al- 
leged to have set on fire. and. in spite 
of the boy’s evident weakness of in- 
tellect. they brought in a verdict of 
guilty. The presiding Judge turned to 
Mr. Paine, and remarked: "Have yon 
any motion to make?” Mr. Paine arose 

and. in his dry and weighty manner, 
answered: "No. your honor; I believe 
I have secured for this idiot boy all 
that the laws of Maine and the consti- 
tution of the United States allow—« 
.rial of his peers 

First “Lighthouses." 
Two centuries before Christ, fires 

bad been lighted cm a tower near 
Alexandria. Egypt, as a warning to 
mariners. 

Wings, large and small (but mostly 
small), have been made for late sum- 
mer and early fall millinery and the 
manufacturer has considered their 
mounting in nearly every case. The 
base of the wing is set in a little dish 
of feathers or a raised band or some 
other device that will adjust itself to 
the brim or crown of shapes. This Is 
sewed to the hat and the wings spring 
from it at all sorts of odd angles and 
in many novel positions. 

Among the prettiest wings are those 
that show two colors, one on the upper 
and a contrasting color on the under 
side. That is, the wing is lined 
with small feathers in a contrasting 
color Most of these two-toned wings 
are large and used on long velvet tur- 
bans of white they form the only dec- oration and all that is needed. 

Wide-brimmed shapes with small 
wings poised on the brim edge or 
crown suggest to the mind butterfly 
bedecked hats. Some of the wings are 

very like huge butterflies. The man- 

ner of poising the wings in nearly 
every case suggests a bird or butterfly 
just ready for flight, a matter of per- 
sonal arrangement. 

Wings have come to stay for some 

time. As they are made now. they are 

for more durable than in past seasons. 

The feathers are sewed to a founda- 
tion. and considering the time and ex- 

perience necessary to make them, it 
is a wonder they can be sold so 

cheaply. 
Next to the wing for street hats, 

standing brushes promise to make the 
best impression. These are manufac- 
tured. also, with ornamental stem 

mountings of feathers. They may be 
s’ewed to the hat without the use of 
an ornament of any kind. Neverthe- 
less small flat bows and other bows 
are often used with them. As the 
season advances other ornaments may 
increase in favor, for they are new 

and already well launched upon a re- 

vival. 
JULIA BOTTOMLEY. 

HANDSOME BLOUSE. 

The drawing pictures a handsome 
i blouse of sand-colored chiffon over taf- 
; feta in a slightly deeper shade. A 

| cluster of small tucks on the shoul- 
i der contributes a slight fullness to the 

| front and a vest of brown taffeta with 
upper part of sand-colored taffeta give 

! an effective depth of tone to the color 
scheme. There are tiny revers of col- 
ored shadow lace. Turning back 
from either side of the vest opening is 
a length of brown lace edging. Worn 
with a handsome brown tailor-made, 

j this waist would be most effective. 
— 

Length of Skirts, y/ 
Hems out! 
Several inches longer. 
Away with chopped ones. 

Two inches and two and a half 
Is the proper height from the 

ground. 
The shoe top will now go into re- 

tirement. 
Skirts may be any wider. 
But they are longer—which helps 

some. 
Some folks may drop their ham- 

mers now. 

Usually there is another up their 
sleeve for the next change of fashion. 

Heigh-ho! but busy bodies cannot be 
expected to neglect their jobs. 

New Hats Artistic. 
The grotesque, and in reality bad” 

style of shape of hats worn in recent 

years seems to have given place to 

artistic developments. Most of them 
are modifications of a past pieriod, we 

see the "Watteau” shap»e in different 
sizes, with wreaths of flowers and rib- 
bons. or ribbon velvet streamers, 
which is such a sweet fashion for 
the girls. Large hats of the Gains- 
borough order are trimmed with one 

long feather. These feathers are quite 
as beautiful as the celebrated one 

worn by the duchess of Devonshire at 
the coronation of George IV. 

Lace Hatpins. 
Little home-made lace medallions— 

Irish or German crocheted lace—will 
form very exquisite tops to silk-cov- 
ered hatpins. 

Choose, or make, those about an 

Inch and a half In diameter, and apply 
them to the top of a flat or slighty 
rounded disk-shaped pinhead. In most 
cases the silk covering Is put on the 
pinhead first, and the lace is sewn on 

by hand afterward. 

Wide black velvet ribbon in huge 
hows trims some dead white hats. 

"V 

ODD MATERIAL AND DESIGN 

Gown of Moonlight Blue Satin Some- 

thing of a Novelty in Sar- 
torial Affairs. 

A beautiful gown for a recent occa- 

sion was made in a shade of moon- 

light blue satin of the softest con- 

sistency. known as peau de suede. 
The gown opened over a petticoat of 
the mousseline de sole, while one 

side of the corsage was likewise of 
the filmy fabric relieved with trim- 
mings of dull gold. 

Another gown for the same occa- 

sion was in a supple and beautiful 
gold tissue shot with flageolet green. 
The front of the gown was draped 
with a spoon-shaped panel of flower 
patterned Brussels lace, veiled with 
a shadowy drapery of flageolet green 
tulle illusion, while the tissue was 

left uncovered at the back. The cor- 

sage itself was hidden under a soft 
fichu drapery of Brussels lace, show- 
ing a little gathered tucker of pure 
white chiffon, while over it was the 
same soft shadow veiling of green 
tulle illusion, the drapery entirely hid- 
ing the sleeves. 

Lounge Pillow Cover. 
New in lounge pillow covers is a 

square or huckaback toweling in nat- 
ural linen shade. Its entire surface is 
decorated with a bold design in purple 
clematis done with coarse silk floss, 
the background being afterward filled 
in with pale green linen thread run in 
darning stitch. The back of the cover 
is of silk in a shade matching the cle- 
matis floss and the heavy cordage 
which finishes the seams of the four 
sides. Equally charming is a cover of 
white Irish linen. This is embroidered 
in a conventional lotus design with an 
Oriental mixture of colors in wash- 
able flosses and done in a long, heavy 
stitch. The. back is of the plain Irish 
linen and its only trimming is the scal- 
loped button-hole edging worked with 
dull red floss and matching the finish 
of the embroidered side of the cover, i 

Good Form in Dress. 
Few women know how to put on 

their clothes. This sounds like a very- 
startling statement, but let us stop 
and think over the matter quietly. 

How frequently we see women with 
dainty, well-made and even well-cut 
clothes, and yet how few appreciate 
the beauty of the garment, and why? 
Because the blouse is not pulled down 
tightly at the waist line and fastened 
in place either by hooks and loops or 

safety pins. Then, too. the collar is 
probably not carefully boned so that 
it Will fit the neck snugly. Each 
woman should study the shape of her 
own neck (not some one else’s) and 
find just where the bones must be 
placed in order to make the collar fit 
well. 

Of Black and Sapphire. 
A lovely afternoon gown which 

would prove an immensely valuable 
acquisition to the antumn wardrobe Is 
of black meteore patterned with 
bright sapphire blue and draped over 

a ninon skirt supplemented with em- 

broidered flounces, trimmed with 
bands and great fiat bows of black 
satin. 

The mixture of soft satin and taf- 
fetas silk In a gown shows with the 

petticoat of one material and the pan- i 
nier overdress of another. 

THOUGHT HE KNEW THE SIGNS 
Aged Darkey Could See Nothing to 

His Passenger Except a Man 
Instituting Lodges. 

Bob Hull, the champion story tell- 
er of Savannah, had occasion lately 
to take a business trip into interior 
Georgia. He took his golf clubs with 
him. intending to stop on his way for 
a match on the famous links at 
Augusta. 

He dropped off the train at his 
business destination—a small town on 
a branch road—and carrying his lug- 
gage climbed into an ancient hack 
and bade the driver, who was an old 
negro man, take him to the local 
hotel. 

The negro eyed the queer-looking 
yellow leather bag that his passenger 
carried with the peculiar-looking 
sticks in it. His curiosity got the 
best of him finally. 

“Boss,” he began, "please, suh. 
'scuse me—but mout I ax you a ques- 
tion ?” 

"Go ahead and ask,” said Mr. Hull. 
“Whut kind of a lodge is you insti- 

tutin’?”—Saturday Evening Post. 

WISE YOUTH. 

1 

The White Boy—Humph’. Why don’t 
you fight? 

The Moke—’Cause I draws de white 
line, dat’s why. 

His Modest Reqt est. 
“You handle large sums of money 

in this play—million br more in every 
act.” 

"I see,’’ said Yorick Hamm. 
“And you must handle it like you 

were used to it.” 
“I see. Could you let me have a J2 

bill to rehearse with?” 

Important 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 

_ 

In Use For Over 30 Years. 
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria 

The Anxious Seat. 

Father—Johnny, go fetch me my 
slippers. 

Johnny (nervously)—Do you want 
both of them or only one, dad?—Ex- 
change. 
• 

Not Successful. 
Mrs. Knicker—Why don’t you go 

to the market yourself? 
Mrs. Bocker—No. indeed; that's Just 

the way Jack told me he lost his 
money. 

Precaution. 
Chimmie—Hey. Maggie, hold dis 

bag o’ peanuts fer me fer a minute—• 
here comes a poor relation o’ mine!— 
Life. 

The Language. 
“I’m going to whip that child." 
"No. you’re not! It’s my child. 

Now. beat it!” 

If you cannot afford 10c cigars, smoke 
LEWIS’ Single Binder straight 5c—made 
of extra quality tobacco Adv. 

People who are crippled in the head 
get less sympathy than any other crip- 
ples. 

Red Cross Ball Blue, all blue, best bluing 
value in the whole world, makes the laun- 
dress smile. Adv. 

The principal difference between a 

cur dog and a thoroughbred is that 
the cur can pick up his own living. 

“A confession 
of faith*’ 

If you have trouble with 
your Stomach, Liver or Bowels, 
feel run-down and in need of 
a tonic, we urge a trial of 

HOSTETTER’S 
STOMACH BITTERS 

Your faith in this medicine 
will not be misplaced, it 
will surely help you. Be 
convinced today. All Drug- 
gists and Dealers. 

mammmmamm 
FREE TO ALL SUFFERERS 
[f r°.f«lMoirt of sorts"—“ran down" or "sot the 
tines, suffer from kidney.bladder.nerrons diseases, rbronle weaknesses, nicera, skin eruptions,pllee.&c.. '• riif FKKK book. It is tbe most Instructive 
i'-edlcal book ever written. It tells all about these 
Siseasea and the remarkable rares effected by tbeNew 
French Remedy “THERAPION” Mo. l.No.3. No.* tnd yon can decide foryouraetf If It Is tbe remedy for 
roar ailment. Hunt send & cent. IPs absolutely i KSR No "follow-up"circulars. Hr.LeClereMetL Co., Havers tock Rd., Hampstead, Lwdea, lag. 
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