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SYNOPSIS. 

Fran arrives at Hamilton Gregory’s 
home in Littleburg. but finds him absent 
conducting the choir at a camp meeting. 
She repairs thither in search of him h 
laughs during the service and is asked tu" 
leave. Abbott Ashton, superintendent of 
schools, escorts Fran from the tent. He 
tells her Gregory is a wealthy man, 
deeply interested in charity work, and a 

pillar of the church. Ashton becomes 
greatly interested in Fran and while tak- 
ing leave of her. holds her hand and is 
seen by Sapphira Clinton, sister of Rob- 
ert Clinton, c hairman of the school board. 
Frail tells Gregory she wants a home 
with him. Grace Noir. Gregory's private 
secretary, takes a violent dislike to Fran 
and advises her to go away at once. 
Fran hints at a twenty-year-old secret, 
and Gregory in agitation asks Grace to 
leave the room. Fran relates the story 
of how Gregory married a young girl at 
Springfield while attending college and 
then deserted her. Fran is the child of 
that marriage. Gregory had married his 
present wife three years before the death 
of Fran's mother. Fran takes a liking to 
Mrs. Gregory. Gregory explains that 
Fran is the daughter of a very dear friend 
who is dead. Fran agrees to the story. 
Mrs. Gregory insists on her making her 
home with them and takes her to her 
arms. Fran declares the secretary must 
go. Grace begins nagging tactics in an 
effort to drive Fran from the Gregory 
liofne. Abbott, while taking a walk alone 
at midnight, finds Fran on a bridge tell- 
ing her fortune by cards. Site tells Ab- 
bott that she is the famous lion tamer. 
Fran Nonpareil. She tired of circus life 
and sought a home. Grace tells of see- 

ing Fran come home after midnight with 
a man. She guesses part of the story 
and surprises the rest from Abbott. She 
decides to ask Bob Clinton to go to 
Springfield to investigate Fran’s story. 
Fran enlists Abbott in her battle against 
Grace. Fran offers her services to Greg- 
ory as secretary during the temporary 
absence of Grace. The latter, hearing of 
Fran’s purpose, returns and interrupts a 
touching scene between father and 
daughter. Fran goes fishing with Mrs. 
Gregory’s brother. Abbott, whose reten- 
tion as superintendent, is to be decided 
that day. finds her sitting alone in a 
buggy. He joins her and is discovered by 
Clinton and his sister. Grace tells Greg- 
ory she intends to marry Clinton and quit 
his service. He declares that he cannot 
continue his work without her. Carried 
away by passion, he takes her in his 
arms. Fran walks in on them, and de- 
clares that Grace must leave the house 
at once. 

CHAPTER XVI.—Continued. 
Gregory beheld the awful secret 

quivering upon her lips. The danger 
drove him mad. "You devil!” he shout- 
ed. rushing upon her. 

Fran stood immovable, her eyes fas- 
tened on his. “Don’t strike me,” she 
said tensely, "don’t strike me, I warn 

you, unless you kill at the first blow." 
He staggered back as if her words 

possessed physical impact. He shrunk 
in a heap in the library chair and 
dropped his head upon his arms. To 
prevent Grace from learning the truth, 
he could have done almost anything 
in that first moment of insane terror; 
but he could not strike Fran. 

In the meantime, Mrs. Gregory had 
been ascending the stairs. They could 
hear her now, as she softly moved 
along the hall. No one in the library 
wished, at that moment, to confront 
the wife, and absolute silence reigned 
in the apartment. They heard her 
pause, when opposite the door, doubt- 
less to assure herself that the type- 
writer was at work. If she did not 
hear the clicking of the keys, she 
might conclude Grace was absent, and 
enter. 

Gregory raised his haggard head 
with an air suggesting meditated 
flight. Even Grace cowered back in- 

stinctively. 
Swift as a shadow, Fran darted on 

tiptoe to the typewriter, and began 
pounding upon it vigorously. 

Mrs. Gregory passed on her way, 
and when she reached the farther end 
of the hall, an old hymn which she 
had been humming, broke into audible 
words. Fran snatched the sheet from 
the typewriter, and bent her head to 

listen. The words were soft, full of a 

thrilling faith, a dauntless courage— 

"Still all my song shall be 
Nearer my God to Thee, 

Nearer—” 

A door closed. She was gone. Greg- 
ory dropped his head with a groan. 

It seemed to Fran that the voice of 
his wife who was not a wife, lingered 
in the room. The hymn, no longer 
audible, had left behind it a fragrance, 
as sometimes lingers the sweet savor 

of a prayer, after its “amen” has, as it 
were, dropped back into the heart 
whence it issued. Fran instinctively 
held out both arms toward the direc- 
tion of the door just closed, as if she 
could see Mrs. Gregory kneeling be- 
hind it. 

“Almost," she said, in a solemn un- 

dertone, “thou persuadest me to be a 
Christian.” 

Had anyone but Mrs. Gregory been 
singing that hymn, had anyone but 
Fran been the one to-intrude upon the 
library scene, Grace must have been 
overwhelmed. As it was, she stood 
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quite untouched, resolving to stay in 
order to prove herself, and to show 
Gregory that they must sacrifice their* 
love for conscience sake. 

Gregory, however, was deeply 
touched by Fran’s yearning arms' He 
rose and stood before her. “Fran, 
child, we promise that what you saw 
shall never happen again. But you 
mustn’t tell about it. I know you won’t 
tell. I can’t send Grace away, because 
I need her She will not go because 
she knows herself to be strong. We 
are going to hide our souls. And you 
can’t tell what you’ve seen, on ac- 
count of her—” He pointed in the di- 
rection of his wife. 

Fran knew very well what he meant. 
If she told the secret, it would dis- 
grace Mrs. Gregory. The revelation 
might drive Grace away, though Fran 
did not think so, but certainly whether 
Grace Went, or stayed, it would break 
the heart of the one she loved best in 
that home. Gregory was right; Fran 
could never betray him. 

She turned blindly upon Grace: 
“Then have you no conscience?—you 
are always talking about one. Does no 
sense of danger warn you away? Can’t 
you feel any shame?” 

Grace did not smile contemptuously. 
She weighed these words at their real 
value, and soberly interrogated her- 
self. "No,” she declared with delib- 
eration, “I feel no sense of danger be- 
cause I mean to guard myself after 
this. And my conscience bids me 

stay, to show that I have not really 
done anything—” But she could not 
deny the feeling of shame, for the 
burning of her cheeks proved the 
recollection of hot kisses. 

“But suppose 1 tell what I have 
seen. 

"Well,” said Grace, flashing out de- 
fiantly, "and suppose you do!” 

Gregory muttered: "Who would be- 
lieve you?” 

Fran looked at him. "Then,” she 
said, "the coward spoke.” She added: 
"I guess the only way is for you to 
make her leave. There's nothing in 
her for me to appeal to.” 

“I will never tell her to go,” he as- 
sured her defiantly. 

“While, on the contrary,” said 
Grace, "I fancy you will be put to flight 
in three or four days.” 

Fran threw back her head and 
laughed silently while they stared at 
her in blank perplexity. 

Fran regained composure to say 
coolly, “I was just laughing.” Then 
she stepped to her father’s chair and 
handed him the sheet she had drawn 
from the typewriter. The upper part 
was an unfinished letter to the Chica- 
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"You Devil!” 

go mission, just as Grace had left it 
in her haste to get rid of Fran. At 
odd variance with its philanthropic 
message were the words Fran had 
pounded out for the deception of Mrs. 
Gregory. 

Hamilton Gregory glared at them 
at first uncomprehendingly, then in 
growing amazement. They read— 

“Ask her why she sent Bob Clinton 
to Springfield.” 

He started up. “What is this?” he 
exclaimed wildly, extending the paper 
toward Grace. 

She read It and smiled coldly, “yes,” 
she said, “the little 6py has even fer- 
reted that out, has she! Very well, 

she won’t be so cool when Mr. Clinton 
returns from Springfield.” 

"From Springfield!” echoed Gregory 
aghast. 

“From Springfield. Mr. Gregory, 1 
have made the discovery that this 
Fran, whom you imagined only about 
sixteen years old, and the daughter of 
an old friend, is really of age. She's 
nothing but a circus-girl. You thought 
her joking when she called herself a 

lion-tamer; that's the wTay she meant 
for us to take it—but she can’t, de- 
ceive me. She's nothing but a show- 
girl pretending to come from Spring- 
field. But I know better. So I’ve 
sent Mr. Clinton there to find out all 
about the family of your friend, and in 

particular about the girl that this Fran 
is impersonating.” 

“You sent Bob Clinton to Spring- 
field!” gasped Gregory, as if his mind 
could get no further than that. Then 

he turned savagely upon Fran—“And 
did you tell her about Springfield?” 

Fran smiled her crooked smile. 
Grace interposed: “You may be sure 

she didn’t! Do you think she wanted 
her history cleared up? Mr. Gregory, 
you are so blinded by what she says 
that you won't investigate her claims. 
I decided to do this for your sake. 
When Mr. Clinton comes back, it’s 

good-by to this circus-girl!” 
Fran looked at her father Inscru- 

tably. "1 believe, after this," she said, 
“it will be safe to leave you two to- 

gether.” 

CHAPTER XVII. 

Shall the Secret Be Told? 
Fran had expected Robert Clinton’s 

return In four or five days, as had Grace 

Noir, but secrets that have been bur- 
ied for many years are not picked up 
in a day. However, had the chairman 
of the school-board returned the day 
after his departure, Abbott Ashton 
would have met him at the station. 
Twice, in the opinion of Fran, the 

young man had failed her by allow- 
ing Grace’s mind to flash to impor- 
tant discoveries along the path of his 
insulated remarks about the weather. 
This third test was more equal, since 
he was to deal with no Grace Noir— 

merely with a man. 

As Littleburg had only one railroad, 
and it a “branch,” it was not difficult 
to meet every train; moreover, Miss 
Sapphira's hasty notes from her 
brother kept Abbott advised. At first. 
Miss Sapphira said, “It will be a 

week;” later—"Then days more—and 
the business left like this!” Then 
came the final bulletin: "1 may come 

tomorrow. Look for me when you see 

me.” 
\\ nat uie secret was tnat ADDott 

must prevent Clinton lrom divulging, 
he did not care to guess; doubtless 
the picture of Gregory's past, with its 
face to the wall, might be inscribed, 
“Some ether woman.” For surely 
Grace Noir was some other woman. 

With these thoughts, Abbott met the 
evening train, to see Robert Clinton 
hastily emerge from the solitude he 
had endured in the midst of many. 

Robert was in no pacific mood, and 
when he found himself almost in the 
arms of Abbott, his greeting was bois- 
terous because impatient at being 
stopped. Abbott, knowing that Robert 
was not ordinarily effusive, thought, 
"He has the secret!” 

Robert shook hands without delay- 
ing progress toward the waiting hack, 
bearing Abbott aloug on waves of 
greeting. 

“But surely you are not going to 
ride!” Abbott expostulated. 

“Business—very pressing—see you 
later.” 

“But I have business with you, Mr. 
Clinton, that can't wait. Come, walk 
with me to town and I’ll explain; it'll 
delay you only a few minutes.” 

Like a restive horse on finding him- 
self restrained, Robert Clinton lifted a 

leg without advancing. “Oh. very 
well,” he agreed. “In fact, I’ve some- 
thing important for you, old fellow, 
and I’ll explain before I—before the— 
yes, before,” he ended, turning his 
back with a smothered growl. 

“Lucky I was at the station,” Ab- 
bott exclaimed, “since you’ve some- 

thing to tell me, Bob. What is it?” 
In thus addressing his old frieud as 
"Bob” the young man was officially 

SUICIDES, MALE AND FEMALE! 

Three German Men to One Woman i 
Kill Themselves. According to 

Prussian Statistics. 

If Prussian statistics give any Idea 

of the relative proportion, then women 

must be much fonder of life than men, 

for more than three men commit sui- 

cide for every woman who takes her 

own life. 
According to the Berlin correspond- 

ent of the Lancet, the number of sui- 
cides in Prussia showed a slight de- 
crease during the year 1911, when 21 
cases were registered for each 100,000 
of the population, as compared with 22 
in 1910. The actual number of per- 
sons who took their own lives was 8,- j 
422, of whom 6,394 were men and 2.02S 
were women. 

The relatively highest proportion of 
suicides—namely, 35 for each 100,000 
—occurred in the province of Bran- 

denburg; next came Berlin, with 32 
per 100,000. 

The tendency to commit suicide in- 
creases with the age, the proportion 
ner 100,000 at various age periods be- 

ing as follows: Between fifteen and 
twenty-five years. 2G; betweeen thirty 
and forty years. 23; between sixty and 
seventy years, 52; between seventy 
and eighty years, 61, and over eighty 
years. 63. 

About 25 per cent, of suicides are 
said to be caused by insanity. In 879 
cases bodily suffering, in 609 cases al- 
coholic excess, in 942 cases sorrow 
and in 604 cases remorse were the 
causes assigned. In 1,786 cases the 
cause was absolutely unknown. 

The smallest number of suicides 
happened on Fridays and Sundays, 
and the highest number on Mondays 
and Tuesdays. 

When Rothschild Died. 
The general and widespread evi- 

dences of sorrow occasioned by the 
death of Mr. Morgan are everywhere 
apparent They find some form of ex- 

pression not only among the eminent 
and the wealthy, but to some extent 
among the poor and the lowly as 
well. It Is always so. The taking-off 
of distinguished people who have cred- 
itably served their day and generation 
affects as all, more or less, in one 

\ 

way or another. When Baron Nathan 
de Rothschild, the head of the great 
banking house of that name, died in 
Vienna there was mourning every- 
where. On the day of the funeral a 
great man happened to meet a lit- 
tle, ragged urchin in the street 
whose eyes were filled with tears. 

“Why are you sad. little boy?” ask- 
ed the great man. 

“Oh, 6ir, it is because Rothschild 
is dead,” answered the boy. 

"But he was not a relative of yours,” 
added the great man. 

“Ah, no! Therefore I weep,” said 
the boy. 

Read Story of Her Death. 
When a blacksmith, named Lyon, 

declared that the body of a drowned 
woman, recently exhumed at Creil, 
France, was that of his wife, Juliette, 
who deserted him two years ago, a 
death certificate was made out in her 
name. Juliette, however, was very 
much alive, and, after reading the 
story in the Petit Parisien. she wrote 
an indignant letter to the authorities, 
demanding to be “officially resusci- 
tated.” 

declaring that their relationship as 

teacher and school-director was for 
ever at an end, and they stood as man 

to man. 

Clinton spoke rapidly, with his 
wonted bruskness: “Guess you know 
I’ve been knocking about the country 
for the last three or four weeks—saw 
a good many old friends—a fellow can’t 
go anywhere without meeting some- 

body he knows—curious, isn't it? Well, 
I’ve just got an opening for you. You 
know how sorry I am because we had 
to plump another teacher on to your 
job, but don’t you worry if Fran did 
hold your hand—just you keep your 
hands in your pockets after this, when 
there’s danger—Say! I've got some- 

thing lots better for you than Little- 
burg. School out in Oklahoma—rich 
—private man behind it—he owns the 
whole plant, and he’s determined to 
run it to suit the new ideas. This 
rich man—chum of mine—went West, 
bought land, sat on it, got up with his 
jeans full of money. Wants you to 
come at once.” 

Abbott wras elated. “What kind of 
new ideas. Bob?” he asked joyously. 

“Of that impractical nonsense of 
teaching life instead of books. You 
know what I mean, but I don’t think I 
do. Don’t worry about it now—some- 

thing terrible’s on my mind—just aw- 
ful! I can't think of anything else. 
What you want to do is to scoot out 
to Tahlelah, Oklahoma, to this ad- 
dress—here’s his card—tell ’em Bob 
sent you—” He looked at Abbott fe- 
verishly, as if almost hoping Abbott 
would bolt for Tahlelah then and 
there. His broad red face was set 
determinedly. 

I iuis news is spieuaia: addou 
declared enthusiastically. ‘‘I had al- 
ready applied for a country school; 
I was afraid I had lost out a whole 
year, on account of—everything I 
must thank—” 

“Abbott, I don’t want to be thanked, 
I haven't got time to be thanked. 
Yonder’s Hamilton Gregory’s house 
and that’s where I’m bound—good 
night—” 

“But, Bob, I haven't told you my 
business—” 

“I’ll hear it later, old fellow—dear 
old fellow—I think a heap of you, old 
Abb. But I must go now—” 

“No, you mustn’t. Before you go 
into that house, W'e must have a little 
talk. We can’t talk here—people are 

coming and going—” 
“1 don’t want to talk here, bless you! 

1 want to go in that house. My busi- 
ness is private and pressing.” The 
gate was but a few yards away; he 

“Business—Very Pressing—See You 
Later." 

looked at it fixedly, but Abbott held 
his hand upon the agitated arm. 

“Bob, what I have to cell you can’t 
wait, and that’s all about it. I won’t 
keep you long, just turn down this al- 
ley with me, for it’s a matter of life 
and death.” 

"Confound your life and death! My 
business is life and death, too.” 

At that moment, a light was turned 
on in Gregory’s library, and Grace 
Noir was seen to pass the window. 

Abbott’s hand tightened on the oth- 
er’s arm, as he urged, “Down that al- 
ley, a nice dark place for talking—” 

‘Nice dark,’ be hanged! *’ growled 

Robert. ‘What business can you have 
with me that wouldn’t wait till morn- 

ing? Look here. I’m desperate!” 
"So am I,” retorted Abbott. “Hob, 

you’ve been to Springfield.” 
Robert Clinton snatched open the 

yard-gate, muttering, "That's my busi- 
ness.”* 

“Miss Noir sent you to uneartb a 

secret.” 
“Oh!” exclaimed Robert, in an al- 

tered tone, stopping in the gateway, 
“did she tell you about it?” 

“No—but you’ve brought back that 
secret, and you must not tell it to 
Miss Noir.” 

“Not tell her? That’s funny!” Rob- 
ert produced a sound which he expect- 
ed to pass as laughter. "So that's 
what you wanted to tell me, is it? Do 

you know what the secret is?” 
"I do not. Rut you mustn't tell it.” 
“However, that’s what I’m going to 

do, as soon as I reach that door- 
take your hand off. man, my blood's 
up, by George! Can’t you see my 
blood's up? It's a-boiling, that's what 
it's doing! So all you want is to 
ask me not to tell that secret?" 

“Not exactly all.” 
“Well, well—quick! What else?” 
"To see that you don’t tell it.” 
“How do you mean to ‘see’ that I 

aon i ten u: 

“You will listen to reason, Bob.” 
said Abbott persuasively. 

"No, I won’t!” cried Robert “Not 
me! No, sir! I’m going to tell this 
minute. 

“You shall not!” said Abbott, in a 

lower and more compelling tone. His 
manner was so absolute, that Robert 

! Clinton, who had forced his way al- 
most to the porch-steps, was slightly 
moved. 

“See here, Abbott—say! Fran knows 
I all about it, and you pretend to think 

| a good deal of her. Well, it’s to her 
interests for the whole affair to be 
laid open to the world.” 

“I think so much of Fran.” was the 
low and earnest rejoinder, “that if I' 

i were better fixed, I’d ask her to marry 
i me without a moment’s delay. And I 
think enough of her, not to ask her 
to marry me, until I have a good po- 
sition. Now it was Fran who asked 
me to see that you didn’t betray the 
secret. And I think so much of her, 
that I’m going to see that you don’t!” 

For a moment Clinton was silent; 
then he said in desperation: “Where 
is your nice dark alley? Come on, 
then, let’s get in it!” 

When they were safe from interrup- 
tion, Clinton resumed: "You tell me 

that Fran wants that secret kept? I’d 
think she’d want it told everywhere. 
This secret is nothing at all but the 
wrong that was done Fran and her 
mother. And since you are so frank 
about how you like Fran, I'll follow- 
suit and say that I have asked Grace 
Noir to marry me, and I know I’ll 
stand a better show- by getting her 
out of the hypnotic spell of that mis- 
erable scoundrel who poses as a bleat- 
ing sheep—” 

Abbott interrupted: “The wrong 
done Fran? How do you mean?” 

“Why, man, that—that hypocrite In 
wool, that weed that infests the 
ground, that—” 

“In short, Mr. Gregory? But what 
about the wrong done Fran?” 

"Ain’t I telling you? That worm- 
eaten pillar of the church that’s made 
me lose so much faith in religion that 
I ain’t got enough left worth the post- 
age stamp to mail it back to the re- 
vival meeting where it came from—” 

“For heaven's sake, Bob, tell me 
what wrong Mr. Gregory did Fran!” 

“Didn’t he marry Fran’s mother 
when he was a college chap in Spring- 
field. and then desert her? Didn't he 
marry again, although his first wife— 
Fran's mother—was living, and hadn't 

! been divorced? Don’t he refuse to ac- 

| knowledge Fran as his daughter, mak- 
| ing her pass herself off as the daugh- 
ter of some old college chum? That’s 
what he did, your choir-leader! I’d 
like to see that baton of his laid over 
his back; I’d like to lay it, myself.” 

<TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Her Help. 
“The fact of the matter is, I never 

amounted to anything before I was 

| married.” 
"Then you give your wife credit for 

j awakening your ambition?" 
"No; for making it necessary for 

| to get out and hustle.”—Chicago 
j Record-Herald. 

WORSE THAN HEAT PRODUCES 
“Burn" Made by Cold Cause* Stub- 

born Wound That I* Some 
Weeks in Healing. 

Whoever has applied a moistened 
finger to a piece of frosty metal in 
winter well remembers the painful 
experience thereby gained of thd' fact 
that cold, as wrell as heat, can blister 
the skin. 

During some experiments in the pro- 
duction of excessively low tempera- 
tures Pictet, the French investigator, 
burned himself with cold several 
times, and the effects were so re- 
markable, says Harper’s Weekly, that; 
he deemed them worthy of description 
to a body of scientific men. 

It appears that there are two kinds 
or degrees of cold burn. In the case 
of the less severe “burns” the skin 
at first turns red, but becomes blue 
the next day. The Inflamed spot 
swells, and a period, varying from a 
month to six weeks, elapses before the 
wound heals. 

When the contact with the cold, sub- 
stance is longer ted more complete. 

a burn of the second degree Is pro- 
duced. A malignant and stubborn 
wound is formed, and the process of 
healing is very slow. 

A drop of liquid air falling on Pic- 
tet’s hand, produced a cold burn which 
did not completely heal in six months, 
while a scorch from heat, accidentally inflicted on the same hand and nearly 
at the same time, was healed in ten 
or twelve days. 

Reducing Cost of Harvest. 
Grain is hereafter not to be reaped but will be threshed in the field as it 

stands, saving the farmers something 
like $200,000,000 a year. This is the 
claim of Frank Morse, who describes 
in the Technical World Magazine the 
recent invention of a Kansan, Curtis 
C. Baldwin. The machine has been 
used for three successive harvests, but 
proved its utility and practicability 
most conclusively last fall when it 
threshed from 25 to 30 acres of stand- 
ing grain in a ten-hour day. The in- 
ventor contends that it will reduce the 
cost of the harvest from 14 cents to 2 
cents a bushel.—San Francisco Argo- 
naut. 

Not even a woman ever liked all her 
relatives. 

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup for Children 
teething, softens the gums, reduces inflamma- 
tion, ailays pain,cures wiudco.ie^oca bottieJUv 

Ever notice how much fuss men 

make about their honor—on the stage? : 
— 

Red Cross Ball Blue gives double value 
for youiV iiionet. goes twice as far as any 
other. Ask your grocer. Adv. 

Tact. 
"Of course these pies are not like 
"Not a bit. dear. Poor mother nev- 

the ones your mother used to make." 
er could make pies fit to eat.” 

WATERY BLISTERS ON FACE 

Sroithville, Ind.—“Six months ago 
our oaoy girl, one year old, had a few 
red nimples come on her face which 
gradually spread causing her face to 
become very irritated and a fiery red 
color. The pimples on the child’s face ! 
were at first small watery blisters, just 
a smaii blotch on the skin. She kept 
scratching at this until in a few days 
her wnole cheeks were fiery red color j 
and instead of the little blisters the 
skin was cracked and scaly looking 
and seemed to itch and burn very 
mucn. * 

“We used a number of remedies 
whicn seemed to give relief for a short 
time then leave her face worse than j 
ever. Finally we got a cake of Cuti- 
cura Soap and a box of Cuticura Oint- i 
menv. I washed the child’s face with 
very warm water and Cuticura Soap, 
then applied the Cuticura Ointment 1 
very lightly. After doing this about 
three times a day the itching and 
burntng seemed entirely gone in two j 
days' time. Inside of two weeks' time i 
her face seemed well. That was eight 
montns ago and there has been no re- ; 

turn of the trouble.” (Signed) Mrs. \ 
A. k Wooden, Nov. 4, 1912. 

Cuncura Soap and Ointment soid 
throughout the world. Sample of each 

free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address post- i 

j card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston.”—Adv. j 
Nothing to Retail. 

De Garry—Won't you give me a 

kiss—just one? 
Madge—Oh, pshaw! I like a map 

who makes love on a large scale.— 
Judge. 

Important to Mothers 
Examine carefully every bottle of 

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

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

Easy to Get Along With. 
"How are you getting along with 

! your neighbors?” 
“Fine. They don't seem to care 

what our children do to theirs." 

Foley Kidney Pills Succeed 
because they are a good honest med- 
icine that cannot help but heal kid- 
ney and bladder ailments and urinary 
irregularities, if they are once taken 
into the system. Try them now 

for positive and permanent help. 
-i 
COLONIZING fertile Arkansas lands In a ! 
healthful country, well drained, near good ! 
mkt.. $25. Some excellent Investments. Agts ! 

^wanted. Southern Land Co.. Helena. Ark. ; 

W. N. U., OMAHA. NO. 37-1913. 

SUFFERED 
AWFUL PAINS 

For Sixteen Years. Restored 
To Health by Lydia E. Pink* 

ham's Vegetable 
Compound. 

Moretown. Vermont.—"I was trou* 
bled with pains and irregularities for 

DiAiA.-eu years, ana 
was thin, weak and 
nervous. When I 
would lie down it 
would seem as if 1 
was going right 
down out of sight 
into some dark hole, 
and the window cur- 
tains had faces that 
would peek out at 
me, and when I was 

■ ■out oi aoors it would 
seem as if something was going to hap- 
pen. My blood was poor, my circula- 
tion was so bad I would be like a dead 
person at times. I had female weak- 
ness badly, my abdomen was sore and I 
bad awful pains. 
“I took Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta- 

ble Compound and U3ed the Sanative 
Wash and they certainly did wonders 
for me. My troubles disappeared and I 
am able to work hard every day. ’’—Mrs. 
W. F. Sawyek,River View Farm, More- 
town, Vermont. 

Another Case. 
Gifford, Iowa.—“ I was troubled with 

female weakness, also with displace- 
ment. I had very severe and steady 
headache, also pain in back and was 

very thin and tired all the time. I com- 

menced taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound and I am cured of 
these troubles. I cannot praise your 
medicine too highly.”—Mrs. Ina Mill* 
slagle. Gifford, Iowa. 

Make the Liver 
Do its Duty 

_ 
Nine times in ten when the liver is 

right the stomach and bowels are right. 
tAK ILK'S LITTLE 
LIVER PILLS 
gently butfirmly com^ 
pel a lazy liver ioj 
do its duty. 

Cures Con-, 
stipation, ln-^ 
digestion, 
Sick 

VsAKI Ctw 
WITTLE 
IlVER 
H PILLS. 

neaaacne,'" r^> 
and Distress After Eating. 
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSS, SMALL, PRICE, 

Genuine must bear Signature 

(PARKER’S HAIR BALSAM 
A toilet preparation ol merit. 
Helps to eradicate dandruff. 
For Restoring Color and 

Beauty to Gray or Faded Hair. 
60c. and $1.00 at Druggists. 

Nebraska Directory 

THEPAXTONS 
Rooms from $1.00 up single, 75 cents up double. 
CAFE PRICKS REASONABLE 

WINCHESTER 
BIG GAME CARTRIDGES ! 

The time of all others when reliable cartridges are invaluable is in 
big-game hunting. A miss-fire, an inaccurate cartridge, or one 
having poor penetration may mean the loss of a coveted trophy or 
even injury to the hunter. Winchester, the W brand of cartridges, 
smokeless or black powder, can always be relied on to be sure 
fire, accurate, and to have speed and penetration. You can help |j 

i: 
_ MAKE TOUR BUST A SUCCESS BY USING 
SZ*___ 

W. L. DOUGLAS r 
I $3i00 ^.50 ^ 

AINU *5^0/ 
SHOES / 

FOR MEN AND WOMEN/ 
Beat Boys’ Shoes In the World I 

$2.00, $2.50 and $3.00 I 
BEGAN BUSINESS IN 1876 \ 
ON $879 CAPITAL. NOW THE \ LARGEST MAKER OF $3 60 & \ 
$4.00 SHOES IN THE WORLD \ 

yonr neater to show Ton 'VtfwnggPW SSF » 

W.I..Douglas $:i.f>0, $4.00and $4.60^*®gf^^^ shoes. Just as good la style, flt and 
wear as other makes costing $.>.00 to $3.00 —the A only difference Is the price. Shoes la all J© 

leathers, styles and shapes to salt ererybody. A® If yon could visit W. I*. Doaglas large factories f 
at Brockton, Mass., and see for yourself how 
oarefully IV. L. Donglas shoes are made, yon wortd then understand why they are warranted to 

flt better, look better, hold their shape and wear longer than any other make for the price. 
" r 'll' 1,ou>ias *'»oes *re not for sale in your vicinity, 
hUST/IS* "?,n th'f^-tory. Shoes for every mero- 

fl(nvinw, ^ mi her of the faimlv, at all prices, by Parcel Post, postage SJJSJJli free. Write for Illustrate*! Catalog. YtwUi Se< that W.L. show yon how to order by mail, and why you can Donglas name is save money on your footwear. stamped on the bottom, W. I,. IPouglua, 301 8park Street, Breektaa, lut 

the Best is the Cheapest 
and when it all costs 
the same why not have 

The Best? 
i Send your next load 

JOHNNY COOK of stock to the The Leader of the Leaders t0 tnC 

Great Western Commission Company 
South Omaha, Nebraska 


