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“Only think, Mrs. Blivons! Every
time I hear a scandal, and run post-
baste over to share the latest mews
with that Mre. Spitzenfest, I find she
knows every deiail already—the
shameless thing'™

=

A NURSE'S EXPERIENCE.

Backache, Pains in the Kidneys, Bloat-
ing, Etc., Overcome.

A nurse is expected to know what
to do for common 2ilments, and wom-
en who suffer back-
ache, constant lan-
guor, and other com-
mon symptoms of
kidney complaint,
should be grateful to
Mrs. Minnie Turner,
of E. B. St, Ana-
darko, Okla., for
pointing out the way
to find quick relief. Mrs. Turner used
Doan’s Kidney Pills for a run-down con-
dition, backache, pains in the sides and
kidneys, bloated limbs, etc. “The way
they have built me up is simply mar-
velous,” says Mrs. Turner, who is a
nurse. “My health improved rapidly.
Five boxes did so much for me I am
telling everybody about it.”

Remember the name—Doan’s. Sold
by all dealers. 50 cents a box. Foster-
Milburn Co, Buffalo, N. Y.

Strictly Neutral.

Among the humorous and human
etories in Dr. T. L. Pennell's recent
book, "Among the Wild Tribes of the
Afghan Frontier,” is one of a British
officer in the Kurram valley who inter-
rogated an Afridi with regard to what
was then considered a probable con-
flict.

“Now tell me,” sald the officer, “if
there were to be war—which God for-
bid—between Russia and England,
what part would you and your people
take? Whom would you side with?”

“Do you wish me to tell you what
would pledse you or to tell you the
real truth?” was the naive reply.

“] adjure you to tell me what Is the
‘white werd.""”

“Then,” sald the old graybeard, “we
would just sit up here on our moun-
tain tops watching you both fight, un-
til we saw one or the other defeated.
Then we would come down and loot
the vanquished till the last mule! God
is great! What a time that would be
for us!”
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pitals or sanitoria have been provided
also for every day of the year.

Christmas Post Cards Free.
Send 2c stamp for five samples of
cur very best Goid and Silk Finish
Christmas, Flower and Motto Post
Cards; beantiful colors and loveliest
designs. Art Post Card Club, 792
Jackscn Bt., Topeka, Kan.

Her Opservation.

“Love,” remarked the romantic
voung man, “is said to brighten the
eye.”

“I"don't kmow about that,” rejoimed
the praetical maid, “but it has a ten-
dency %o disarrange one’s hair.”

Pettit’s Eye Salve for 25c.
dmﬁﬂc’ﬂnﬂ&u?ﬁnﬁb,ﬂ.l’.

The grandest time a man has Is de-
scribing to his wife exactly how an
«lection is coming out and the buriest
cxplaining why it didn't.

_ The from_slight cuts or woundse
L]

always . The immedi-
ate .pgll::.lm mim Wizard Oil

The great ane good do nct die even
in this world, embalmed in books their
spirits walk abroad. —Smiles,

The best preparation for the future
is the present well seen to, and the
last duty well done.

_There are imitations, den’t be fcoled.
There is ne substitute! Tell the dealer you
want Lewis' Single Binder cigar.

Good company and good discourses
»re the very sinews of virtue.—lIzaak

as preserver of the helpless pair.
was sulng for the¢ hand of
Winthrope wasted his last
match on a cigarette, for which he was
scored by Blake. All three constructed
hats to shield themselves from the sun.
They then feasted on cocoanuts, the only

urable food. Miss Leslie showed a

g for Blake, but detested his -
ness. Led by BElake, they establis a
home in some cliffs. Blake found a fresh
water spring. Miss Leslie faced an un-
pleasant situation. Blake recovered his
surveyor's magnifying glass, thus insur-
ing fire. He started a jungle fire, killing
a large leopard and smotheri several
cubs. In the leopard’'s cavern they bulit
a small home. They gained the cliffs by
burning the bottom of a tree until it fell
against the heights. The trio secured
egegs from the cliffs. Miss Leslie’s white
skirt was decided upon as a signal. Miss
Leslie made a dress from the leopard
skin. Overhearing a conversation be-
tween Blake and Winthrope, Miss Leslie
became frightened. Winthrope became
il with fever. Blake was poisoned by a
fish and almost dled. Jackals attacked
the camp that night, but were driven off
by Genevieve. Blake constructed an ani-
mal trap. It killed a hyena. On a tour
the trio discovered honey and oysters
Miss Leslle was attacked by a polsonous
snake. Blake killed it and saved its pol-
son to kill game. For the second time
Winthrope was attacked by fever. He
and Blake disagreed. The latter made a
strnnﬂ:lmr for the private compartment
of M Leslie's cave home. A terrible
storm raged that night. Winthrope stole
into her room, but she managed to swing
her door closed in time. Winthrope was
badly hurt. He dled the following morn-
irg. The storm tore down their distress
tflag, 50 A new one was swung from
bamuvoo pole.

CHAPTER XXIl.

Understanding and Misunderstanding.

— /s4- N the morning she found
P4/ @~ Blake scraping energetical-
- ly at the inner surfaces of

a pair of raw hyena skins.

“So vou've killed more game!” she
exclzimed.

“Game? No; hyenas. [ hated to
waste good poison on the brutes; but
nolhing else showed up, and I need a
new pair of pa—er—trousers.”

“Was it not dangerous—great beasts
Hke these?”

“Not even enough to make it inter-
esting. I'd have had some fun,
though, with that confounded lion
when the moom came up if he hadn't
sneaked off into the grass.”

“A lion?” "

“Yes. Didn't you kear him? The
skulking brute prowled around for
hours before the moon rose, when it
was pitch dark. It was mighty lone-
gome, with him vowling down by the
poo!. Half a chance and I'd given him
something to yowl about. Bat it
wasn't any use firing off my arrows in
the dark, and, as I said, he sneaked
oft before—"

“Tom—Mr. Blake!—you must not
risk your life!”

“Don't you worry about me. I've
learned how to look out for Tom
Blake. And you can just bank on it
I'm going to look out for Miss Jenny
Leslie, too! But say, after breakfast,
suppose we take a run out on the cliff
for eggs?”

“l do not wish any to-day, thank
you.”

He waited a lttle, studying her
down-bent face.

“Well,” he muttered; “you don't
have to come. I know 1 oughtn’t to
take a moment’s time. 1 did quite a
bit last night; but if you think—"

She glanced up, puzzied. His mean-
ing flashed upon her, and she rose.

“Oh, not that! 1 will come,” she
answered, and hastened to prepare
the morning meal.

When they came to the tree-ladder
she found that the heap of stones
built up by Blake to facilitate the first
part of the ascent was now so high
that she could climb into the branches
without dificulty. She surmised that
Blake had found it mecessary to build
up the plle before he could ascend
with his burden. :

They were at the foot of ithe heap,
when, with a sharp exclamatien, Blake
sprang up into the branches and
scrambled to the top in hot haste.
Wondering what this might mean,
Miss Leslie followed as fast as she
could. When she reached the top she
saw him running across towards an

“Yes, I'm sure.”
He carried an armful of roc
lay on the mound. When he
his
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cleft, and Miss Leslie gave little
to the absence of shade.
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bave worked on under the burning

“I'm Fixing It So It'll Do

without thought of consequences.
But Blake knew the need of modera-
tion.

“There; thatll do,” he said. “He
may have been—all he was; but we've
no more than done our duty. Now,
we’ll stroll out on the point.”

“] should prefer to return.”

“No doubt. But it's time you
learned how to go nesting. What if
you should be left alone here? Be-
sides, it locks to me iike the signal Is
tearing loose.”

She accompanied him ont along the
cliff crest until they stood in the midst
of the bird colony, half deafened by
their harsh clamor. She had never
ventured into their concourse when
alone. Even now she cried out, and
would have retreated before the charp
bills and beating wings had not Blake
walked ahead and kicked the squawk-
ing birds out of the path. Having
made certain that the big white flag
was still secure on its staff he led the
way along the seaward brink of the
cliff, pointing out the different kinds
of seafowl and shouting information
about such of their habits and quali-
ties as were of concern to hungry cast-
aways.

He coneluded the lesson by descend-
ing a dizzy flight of ledges to rob thé
nest of a frigate bird. It was a fool-
hardy feat at best, and doubly so in
view of the thousands of eggs lying
all around in the hollows of the cliff
top. But from these Blake had re-
cently culled out all the fresh settings
of the frigate birds and none of the
other eggs equaled them in delicacy
of flavor.

“How's that?” he demanded, as he
drew himself up over the edge of the
cliff and handed the big chalky-white
egg into her keeping.

“l would rsther go without than
see you take such risks,” she replied,
coldly.

“You would, eh?™ he cried, quite
misunderstanding her, and angered by
.what seemed to him a gratuitous re-
buff, *“Well, I'd rather you'd say
nothing than speak in that tonme. If
you don't want the egg heave It over.”

and drew back, wgtching him with
sidelong glances.

“What's the matter?” he demanded.
“Think I'm going to bite you?”

She shrank farther away, and did
not answer.
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.-anly.taet to.conciliate” him.
“You must help me eat the egg.”

“But just to please me—when I've
cooked it your way?”

He nuttered an inarticulate sound
which she chose to interpret as as-
sent. The egg was already shelled.
She cut it exactly in half and served

Me Even When It Rains.”

“Do you—I was not aware that you
knew about music.”

“Don't know a note. But give me
a chance to hear good music and I'm
there if I have to stand in the peanut-
gallery.” ] .

{ “Oh, I'm so glad! I'm very, very
fond of music! Have vyou been to
Bayreuth?”

“Where's that?”

“In Germany. It Is where his
operas are given as staged by Wagner
himself. It is indescribably grand
and inspiring—above all, the Par-
sifal!™

“I'll most certainly take that in,
even if I have to cut short my em-
gagement in this gee-lorious clime—
not but what, when it comes to leopard
ladies—" He paused and surveyed her
with frank admiration.

The blood leaped into her face.

“Oh!” she gasped, “I never dreamed
that even such a man as you would
compare me with—with a creature
like that!” 3

“Such a man as me!” repeated
Blake, staring. “What do you mean?
I know I'm not much of a ladies’ man;
but to be yanked up like this when a
fellow is trying to pay a compliment
—well, it’s not just what you'd call
pleasant.”

*l beg your pardon, Mr. Blake. I
misunderstood. I—"

“That's all right, Miss Jenny! 1
don’t ask any lady to beg my pardon.
The only thing is I don’t see why you
should flare out at me that way.”

For a full minute she sat, with
down-bent head, her face clouded with
doubt and indecision. At last she
bravely raised her eyes td® meet his.

“Do you wonder that I am not quite
myself?” she asked. “You should re
member that I have always had the
utmost comforts of life gnd have been
cared for— Don't you see how ter-
rible it is for me? And then the death
of—of—"

“] can't be sorry for that!”

“But even you feit how terrible it
was—and then— Oh, surely, you must
see how—how embarrassing—"

It was Blake's turn to look down
and hesitate. She studied his face,
her bosom heaving with quick-drawn
breath; but she could make nothing
of hia square jaw and firm-set lips.
His eyes were concealed by the brim
of his leaf hat. When he spoke, seem-
ingly it was to change the subject:
“Guess you saw me making my hut.
I'm fixing it so it'll do me even when
it rains.”

Had he been the kind of man that
she had beem educated to counsider as
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alone entitled to the pame of gentle-
man, she could have felt certain that
he had intended the remark for a del-
icately worded assurance. But was
Tom Blake, for all his blunt kindli-
ness, capable of such tact? She
chose to conslder that he was. p

“It's a cunning little bungalow. But
will not the rain flood you out?”

“It’s going to have a raised floor.
You're more like to have the rain
drive in on you again. I'll have to rig
up a porch over your door. It won't

do to stuff up the hole. You've little

enough air as it is. But that can
wait a while. There's other work
more pressing. First, there's the bar-
ricade. By the time that's done those
hyena skins will be cured enough to
use. Ive got to have new trousers
soon, and new shoes, too.”

“I can do the sewing, if you will eut
out the patterns.”

“No; I'll take a stagger at it my-
seli first. 1'd rather you'd g0 egging.
You negd to run around more, to keep
in trim.”

“l feel quite well now, and I am
growing so strong! The only thing
is this constant heat.”

“Well have to grin and bear It.
After all, it's not so bad, If only we
can stave off the fever. Another rea-
son ‘1 want you to go for eggs is that
you can take your time about it, and
kecp a lo?k-out for steamers”

“Then you think—7" ’

“Don’t screw up your hopes too
high. We've little show of being
picked up by a chance boat on a coast
with reefs like this. But I figure that
if I was in your daddy's shoes it'd be
joyment to eat such a delicacy with-
out some one to share it.” she said.

Blake looked away without answer.
But she could see that his face was
beginning to clear. Greatly encour-
aged, she chatted away as though they
were seated at her father’'s dinner-
table and he was an elderly friend
from the business world whom it wase
her duty to entertain.

For a while Blake betrayed little in-
terest, confining himself to monosyl-
lables except when he commented on
the care with which she had cooked
the various dishes. When she least
expected, he looked up at her, his lips
parted in a broad smile. She stopped
short, for she had been describing her
first social triumphs and his untimely
levity embarrassed her.

“Don’'t get mad, Miss Jenny,” he
said, his eyes twinkling. “You don't
know how funny it seems to sit here
and listen to you talking about those
things. It's like serving up ice cream
high time for me to be cabling a ship
to run up from Natal, or down from
Zanzibar, to look around for jettison,
et cetera.”

“I'm sure papa will offer a big re
ward.” : .

“Second “the motion! [I've a sort
of idea I wouldn't mind coming In for
a reward myself.”"

“You? Oh, yes; to be sure. Papa
is generous, and he will be grateful
to anyone who—"

“You think I mean his
money!”™ broke in Blake, hotly.

Her confusion told him that he had
not been mistaken. His face, omnly
a moment since bright and pleasant,
took on its sullenest frown. 4

Miss Leslie rose hurriedly and
started along the cleft.

“Hello!” he called. ‘““Not going for
eggs now, are you?”

8he did not reply.

“Hang it all, Miss Jenny!
off like that.”

“May I ask you to excuse me, Mr.
Blake? Is that sufficient?”

“Sufficient? It’s enough to give a
fellow a chill! Come, now; don't go
off mad. You know I've a quick tem-
per. Can't you make allowances?”

“You've—you've no right to look so
angry, even if I did misunderstand
you. You misunderstood me!™ She
caught herself up with a half sob. His
silence gave her time to recover her
composure. She continued with ex-
cessive politeness: *“Need I repeat
my request to be excused, Mr. Blake?”

“No; once Is enough! But, honest,
now, I didn’t mean to be nasty.”

“Good-day, Mr. Blake.”

“Oh, da-darm it, good-day!™ he
groaned.

When, a few minutes later, she re-
turned, he was gone. He did not
come back until some time after dark,
when she had withdrawn to her lean-
to for the night. His hands were
bleeding from thorn scratches; but
after a hasty supper he went back
down .the cleft to build up the new
wall of the barricade with the great
stack of fresh thorn-brush that he
bad gathered during the afternoon.

(TO BE CORTINUED.) )
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ALL IN THE GOLDEN FUTURE

-
Beautiful Picture of What Life on the| for
for

Farm Is to Be Like.

The future marmer will subirrigate
his land, and defy drought as ‘well as
floods. He will become a sgientific
forester, and every farm will produce
wood and fumber as well as wheat and
apples. A single acre will produce
what ten acres yleld now. Women
will work out doors as heartily as
men; in fact, they will be the horti-
culturists and the truck gardeners.
There will be closer relation between
the producer and &he consumer fig-
noring a horde of middlemen who fre-
quently waste more than is destroyed
by ignorant help and insect foes com-
bined. Under the alliance with the
school the farm will be valued not only

its gross weight of products, but
its poems and its education. As

the
school farm. The alliance between the
home and the school will become very
A valley full of farms is al-
ready the mearest to paradise that we
have, but the future will tenfold its
wealth and hundredfold its delights.—
Independent.

But the Glamor Fades.
If every man could be as good as
e would like to be the first time he
in love, there would be more
citizens In this country than
are now.
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BOYS SHOES
5700 83750

Wherever you live, W. L. Douglas shoes are within
your reach. [l your dealer cannot fit you, write for
Mail Order Catalog. W. L. Douglas, Brockton, Mass.

From Arctic to Tropics
in Ten Minutes
5 oo i g

PERFECTION
0il Heater

(Equipped with Smokeless Device)

With it you can go from the cold
of the Arctic to the warmth of the
Tropics in 10 minutes.

The new
Automatic
Smokeless Device
prevents smoking. Removed in an
instant for cleaning.

- Solid brass font holds 4 quarts of oil—sufficient to give out a glowing heat
for 9 hours—solid brass wick carriers—damper top—cool handle—oil indicator.
Heater beautifully finished in nickel or Japan in a variety of styles.

Every Dealer Everywhere. If Not At Yours, Write for Descriptive Circular
: to the Nearest Agency of tke

BTmARCP OIL COMPANY

ERRELUIIRERRTINNR

A Few Acres In
California
In one of the rich f\?llll:ys along the

Union Pacific-

Southern Pacific

mean a comfortable living, an as-
sured future and money in the bank.

For complete and reliable information get
our illustrated booklets on California land.
Call on or address

E. L. LOMAX, G. P. A, Omaha, Neb.

WESTERN CANADA

— "

W. N. U, OMAHA, NO. 48-1909.

Murder!

Oune gets it by kghway men—Tase

OPPORTUNITIES Unsurpassed. A-1 land,
ABUNDANT WATER at low rate. Healthfol VN Sy - :
Climate. Everything Grows. Strawberries at 3

Christmas. No Shelter Necessary for stock on
ecoldest day or night, The DAIRYMAN'S PAR-
ADISE. Write for ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET.

Dest. g, TURLOCK BOARD OF TRADE, Turieck. Cal

gﬁml lniml Iﬁv-n mini Emaﬂ‘ EE:-
Book B P. BUNTEA CO., Washidgion,




