WS i

RED

IN MISER
. MlsFl] YEARS

Mrs. Courtney Tells How She
Was Cured by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable

Compound.

Onkalooss, Towa.—"* For years I was
simply in misery Irom a weakness and
awful pains~and

nothing seemed to

do me an I‘ood. A
vised me

friend

table Com d 1
did so ung"::t re-
lief right away. I
can certainly re-
RN commend this valu-
NN able medicine to
.i.,_\.\\._‘\'-J other women who
S W PRSI

suffer, for it has

done such f”d
work for me and 1 know it will help
others if they will give it a fair trial.
~Mrs, L1zzig COUurRTNEY, 108 8th Ave.,
West, Oskaloosa, Iowa.

Why will women drag along from day
to day, year in and year out, suffering
such misery as did Mrs. Courtney, when
guch letters as this arecontinually being

blished. Every woman who suffers

displacements, irregularities, in-
fAammation, ulceration, backache, ner-
wvousness, or who is passing through the
Change of Life should give this famous
root and herb remedy, Lydis E. Pink-
bam's Vegetable Compound, a trial, For
woelll lﬁvleo write Lydia E. Pinkhar
edicine Co., Lynn, Mass, © The result
of its long experience is at your service.

For Coon
Carter’s Little
Liver Pills

will set you right
over night.

Purely Vegetable
Small Pill, Small Dose, Small Price

Carter’s Iron Pills

Will restore color to the faces of
those who lack Iron in the blood,

as most pale-faced people do,

Catarrh of the Head $i7t hie 105 mses:
@ Riomisar, no s ing_ Fallure unknown. m
ney Woods of I!Ir:iumh. Hoasom's Late Macove

ory, Omne bottle nsually sufMelant, 81, your d iy
wr o Bessom's Hemedy Co,, Lumberwon, &

THE PAXTONZZS:

Omaha, Nebraska
EUROPEAN PLAN

ma from §1.00 up single, 76 cents up double
CAFE PRICES REASONABLE
Patont aahingion

PATENTS feoonz i fitags

Batos roasonabls. Highest references, Hostaorvices

W.u?:"l..rgvnl eman,

'Scuse Me, Mamma.

floth 15 Just three years old, Re-
cently she hns heen playlng with the
melghborhood children, and has learned
to use words which untll then had
been forelgn to her vocabulary., The
other duy she was on her hack porch.
The screen door came to with a bang,
tipping over the chair In which were
her playthings. “Darn!" she exploded,
wrathfully. Immediantely her mother,
who had heard the expression, cume to
the porch. “Whaut did you say, Ruth?"
she demanded.

Ruth looked up from the scattered
playthings and smlled her most allur
ing smile, *'Scuse me, mamma," she
veturned.

Catarrhal Deafness Cannot Be Cured

by local lpgvt:llloul s they cannot reach
the diseased jortion of the ear. There ls
-::r one way to cure Catarrhal Deafness,

that is by a constitutional remedy

ALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE acts
through tha Rlood on the Mucous Surfaces
of the Bystem. Catarrhal Deafness s
caused by an Inflamed condition of the

uoous lining of the Eustachlan Tube

‘hen this tube is Inflamed you have a
rumbling sound or imperfect hearing, and
when it Is entirely chosed, Deafuess In the
result. Unless the Inflammation can be re-
duced and this tube restored to lts nor-
mal condition, hearing may _be destroyed
forever. Many cases of Deafnens are
caused by Catarrh, which 18 an inflamed
eondition of the Mucous Burfaces.

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS for any
ecats of Catarrhial Deafpess that cannot
w coured by HALL'S CATARRH

EDICINE,

All Druggists Te. Clroulars frea

¥. J. Chensy & Co,, Toledo, Ohlo.

His View.

“Wives are sold in the Fijl 1slands
for &5 each”

“Ugh!"

“Shame, lsn't 1ty

“Yeu," growled the grouchy hache
for; “more profiteering.”-—Loulsville
Courler-Journnl,

One Exception,

*1 belleve In handling
¥ithout gloves.™

“How about Hve wires."

Always sure to please, Red Cross Bal
Blue. All grovers sell it, Adv,

all things

—

Philadelphin convicts want to be sent
to Fronee to fight,

Granulated Eyelids,
Eyes inflamed by expo-
sureto Sum, Dustand Wind
teuickhr relieved by Murine

Your
Eyes iy

Your Druggists or by mail 60c per Botle,
For Book el the Fye free write
Murine Eye Remedy Co.,

—

UTII BEI

~BY

ORE ENDICOTT

COPYRIGNT =191 8 - BY
DODD, MEAD arp COMPANY,
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CAROLYN AND PRINCE MAKE THE ACQUAINTANCE OF
AUNTY ROSE, MR. STAGG'S HOUSEKEEPER

—
—

=

——

CHAPTER |—Continued,
===

A volce calling, “Chuck!t
Chuck-a-chuck!” came from behind

the old house. A few white-feathered
fowls that had been In slght scurried
wildly away In answer to the sum-
mons,

Mr. Stagg. still looking at the little
girl, set down the bag and reached
for the dog's leash. The loop of the
Iatter he passed around the gatepost.

“I tell you what it Is, Car'lyn May.
You'd better meet Aunty Rose first
plone. I've my fears about this mon-
grel”

*Oh, Unele Joe " quivered his niece.

“You go ahead and get acquainted
with her,” urged Mr. Stagg. “She
don't like dogs. They chase her
chickens and run over ber flower beds,
Aunty Rose Is pecullar, I might say.”

“Oh, Uncle Joe!" repeated the little
girl faintly.

“You've got to make her like you, 1f
you want to live here,” the hardware
dealer concluded firmly.

He gnve Carolyn May a llttle shove
up the path and then stood back and
mopped his brow with his handker-
chief. Prince strained at the leash
and whined, wishing to follow his little
mistress,

Mr. Stagg sald: “You'd better keep
mighty qulet, dog. If you want your
home address to be The Corners, sing
small I"

Carolyn May did not hear thls, but
Qisappeared after the fowls around
the corner of the wide, vine-draped
porch. The pleasant back yard was
full of sunshine, On the gravel path
beyond the old well, with its long
sweep and bucket, ha!f a hundred
chickens, some guineas and a flock of
turkeys acuffled for grain which was
belng thrown to them from an open
pan.

That pan was held In the plump
hand of a very dignified-looking wom-
an, dressed in drab and with a sun-
bonnet on her head.

Aunty Rose's appearance smote the
Uttle girl with a feeling of awe,

There was po frown on her face;
it was only calm, unruflled, unemo-
tional, It slmply seemed as though
nothing, either material or spiritual,
could ruffle the placidity of Aunty
Rose Kennedy.

Bhe came of Quaker stock and the
serenity of body and spirit taught by
the sect bullt a wall between her and
everybody else.

“Chlld, who are you?" asked Aunty
Rose with some curlosity,

The little girl told her name; but
perhaps It was her black frock and
bat that identified her in Aunty Rose's

Chuck !

]IlM.lﬂ.lrllL
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Chicage. |

“You are Hannah Stagg's little girl,”
she sald,

“Yes'm—If you please,” Carolyn May
confessed falntly.

“And how came you here alone?"

*If you please, Uncle Joe sald I'd
better prob'ly come ahead and get ac
qualnted with you first."

“'First?” What do you mean, *first?"
asked Aunty Rose sternly.

“Mrst—before you saw Prince,” re-
sponded the perfectly frank lttle girl,
“Uncle Joe thought maybe you
wouldn't cure for dogs”

“Dogs 1"

“No, ma'awn, And of course where
I live Prince has to live too. So—"

“So you brought your dog?

“Yes, ma'am.”

*Of course," snld Aunty Rose com-
posadly, "I expected you to come here,
[ do not know what Joseph Stagg ex-

pected. Dut I did not suppose yon
would have a dog. Where I8 Josepl
Btage?”

“He—he's coming.”

“With the dog:"

“Yes, ma'am."”

Aunty Rofse scemed to take gome
time to digest this; but she made no
further comment in regurd to the mat-
ter, only saying;

“Let us go into the house, Car'lyn
May., You mn take off your lat
and bnthe your fuce and hands”

Carolyn Moy Cameron followed the
stately figure of Aunty Rose K nedy
into the bluc-und-white kitchen of the
old house, with sometlitug of the feels
fng of a culprit on the wuy to the
block,

Such a blg kitel ns it was! The
Httle ghrl thouciur It must be almost
as Mg us hel o apartment in
Hurlem “put 1 '

The MWttle girl toe: off her plain
black hat, shook Lack her halr and
patted It smooth with her hands, then
plunged her lands and face Into the
basin of cool wuiter Aunty Rose hod

drawn for ber ot the sink. The dust

\

Bynopsis~ITer father and mother reported lost at sea when the
Dunraven, on which they had salled for Furope, was sunk, Carolyn
May Cameron—Hannah's Carolyn—is sent from New York to her
bachelor uncle, Joseph Stogg at The Corners.
her by her uncle is not very enthusiastie.

The reception glven

was all washed away and a fresh glow
came Into her flowerlike face. Aunty
Itose wutched her sllently,

Such a dignified. upright, unrespon-
slve womnn as she seemed stunding
there! And so particular, neat and
Immaculate was this kitchen!

Carolyn May, as she drled her face
angd hands, heard a familiar whine at
the door, It wns Prince.
dered If she had at all broken the lce
for him with Aunty Rose,

“Oh,” the little girl mused, “I won-
der what she will say to & mongorel."

CHAPTER I

Going to Bed.

Mr. Stagg had fastened Prince's
strap to the porch raill and he now
came In wish the bag.

“Is that all the child’s baggage, Jo-
seph Stagg?' asked Aunty Nose, tak-
ing it from his hand.

“Why—why, I never thought to nsk
her,” the man admitted. “Have you
a trunk check, Carllyn?"

“No, alr.”

“They sent you up here with only
that boag?' Mr. Stagg snid with some
exasperation. “Haven't you got any
clothes but those you stand In?"

“Mrs. Price snld—sald they weren't
sultable,”” explained the little girl
“You see, they aren’t black.”

“Oh!" exploded her uncle,

“You greatly lack tact, Joseph
Stngg,” sald Aunty Rose, and the hard-
ware dealer cleared his throat loudly
as he went to the slnk to perform his

LT

CLOUD, NEBRASKA,

| volee "or manner,
|lose taste for lis supper after reading

CHIE

——

Aunty Rose 410 not even smile,

“Plees me!” Mr. Strgy exclalmed
mddenly. “What's that on the montel,
Aunty Rose? That yaller letter?

"A telegram for yonu, Joseph Stagg®
| replied the old lndy coniposedly,

“Well!”  muttered the hardware
denler, and Corolyn May wonidered If
he were not afrald to express just the
emotion he folt ot that instant,
foce was red nand he got up clumsily
to secure the sealed messuge,

“Who bronght it, snd when? he
asked finnlly, having resd the lows
yer's night letter,

“A boy. This morning” suld Aunty
Rose, utterly enlm,

“And I never saw it this noon,”
grumbled the hardware dealer,

Mrs, Kennedy quite fgnored nny
suggestion of Impatience In Mr, Stage's
But he seemed to

the telegram,

“Where Is the letter that thls Mr.
Price wrote and ‘sent by you, Car'-
lyn?" he asked ns he was ahout to
depart for the store,

The lttle girl asked permission to
leave the table and then ran to open
her bog. Mr. Stagg said doubtfully:

“I g'pose you'll have to put her some-
where—for the present,  Don't see
what else we enn do, Aunty Rose,"

“You may be sure, Joseph Stogg,
that her room was ready for her a
week ago” Mrs, Kennedy rejolned,
qulte unrufMed,

The surprised hardware dealer

She won- |

“Child, Whe Are You?" Asked Aunty
Rose With Some Curlosity,

pressupper ablutions. Carolyn May
d1d not understand just what the
woman meant.

“Ahem!" sald Uncle Joe grutiy.
“S'pose I ought t've read that letter
before. What's come of It, Car'lyn
Moy

But just then the little girl wus so
decply Interested In what Aunty Rose
was doing that she falled to henr him.

Mrs. Kennedy brought out of tle pan-
try a tin ple plate, on which were
gernps of meat and bread, belles a
goodly marrow bone,

“If you think the dog Is hLungry,
Car'lyn May,” she sold, “you would
better give him this befare we Lreak
our fast,"

“Oh, Aunty Rose!” gasped the little
glrl, her soher face all a-smile, *ile'll
be de-light-ed.”

She carried the pan out to I'rinee.

When the door closed aguly, Mrs.
EKennedy went to the stove uwid in-
stantly, with the opening of the oven,
the rush of deliclous odor from It

made Carolyn May's mouth ralrly
water,

Such fluky hiscult—two gren' pans
full of the brown beautlies! Mr. Siagg
l.ﬂut down at the tuble and v ually
smiled,

‘ The 1Mtle girl took her i cated
pluce at the table timidly,

“Joseph Stage” sald Aunty Jlose,
sitting down, “ask a Wessing,

Unele Joe's harsh volce seen o | gud-
denly 1o hevome }:l’lllla ns | overs
ently snid OTide,
| Mro Btigg was In hagte to oot and
ol vl 1o e store, “Or tl (Chet
i ey will try to meke a voogl of
{ #ome of the hardwore, I gue " he

sl gloomily,

YOl dear me, Unele Joe!"™ ex !l imed
Carolvy May., “If he did that, Lo'd die
of indignation™

“IHuti? Oh! 1 guess ‘iwould cause
indigestion,” agreed her uncle,

gurgled something In  his  throat
“What room?" he finally stammered,

“That which was her mother's, Han-
nah Stage's room, It is next to wmine
and she will come to no harm there.”

“Hunnah's!" exclaimed Mr. Stagg.
“Why, that aln’t been slept In since
the went away.”

“It Is quite fit, then,” sald Aunty
Rose, “that It should be used for her
c¢hild, Trouble nothing about things
that do not concern you, Joseph
Stagg," she added with, perhaps, addi-
tlonal steroness,

Carolyn May did not hear this. She
now produced the letter from her law-
yer,

“There It is, Uncle Joe,” she sald,
“I—I guess he tells you all about me
In It."

“Hum!" sald the hardware man,
clearing his throat and pleking up his
hat. “I'll read It down at the store.”

“Shall—shall I sece you again to-
pight, Uncle Joe?" the lHttle girl nsked
wistfully, *You kuow, my bedtime's
half-past elght.”

“Well, If you don't see me tonight
agnin, you'll be well cared for, 1
haven't a donubt,” said Uncle Joe short-
ly. and went out.

Carolyn May went soberly back to
her chalr. She did not ent much more,
Somehow there seemed to be u big
lump In her throat past which she
could not force the food, As the dusk
fell, the spirit of loneliness gripped
her and the tears pooled behind her
eyellds, ready to pour over her cheeks
at the least “Jogele.” Yot she was not
usually a “ery-buby” girl,

Aunty Itose was watching her more
closely thnn Carolyn Muay supposed,
After her third cup of tea she arose
and began quietly elearing the table,
The newcomer was nodding in her
place, her blue eyes clouded with sleep
and unhnppiness,

“It is thue for you to go to bed,
Car'lyn May,” sald Auaty Rose tirmly.
“I will show you the rooms Hannah
Stuge had for her own when she was
a girl"

“Thank you, Aunty Rose,” sald the
lttle girl humbly.

She pleked up the bag and followed
the stately old womnn into the back
hall and up the stairway into the ell,
Carolyn May saw thut at the foot of
the stalrs was a door leading out upon
the porch where I'rince wus now mov-
ing about uneasily at the end of his
leash. She would have llked to say
“good night" to Prince, but it seemed
better not to mentlon this feeling to
Aunty Rose,

The fading hues of sunset In the
sky gnve the little girl plenty of light
to undress by, She thought the room
very bLeautiful, too.

“Do you need any help, child?”
asked Mrs, Kennedy, standiog in her
soldierly mapper in the doorway, It
was dusky there and the little girl
could not see her face,

“Oh, no, ma'am,"” sald Carolyn May
faint!y,

"Very well,” sald Aunty Rose and
turned nwny, Carolyn Moy stood In
the middle of the room and listened
to her descending foolsteps. Aunty
Rose Liad not even bidden her good
alght !

Like a marooned sallor upon a des-
ert island the little girl went about
exploring the bedroom which was to
pe hers—and which bhud once been her
maother's,.  That fact helped greatly.
Then she looked at the high, puffy bed,

“llow ever can 1 get into (17" sighed
Caralsn May.

She had to stand upon her tiptobs
In Lo thuffy lttle bedroom slippers to
pull buck thesquilt and the blanket
and sheet underneonth it. The bed was
Just o great blg bag of feuthers!

“Just Hke n blg, big pillow,” thought
the little girl, “And if 1 do get Into
it I'tn I'ble to sink down and down
and down till I'm buorled, and won't
evier be uble to get up o the worns
g

|

Joecaph Stagg is filled with dis.
miay when he learns from a laws
yer friend of his brotherdn.law
that Carelyn has been left pen-
niless and has been consigned
to his care. His frame of mind
does not promise well for Caro-
lyn's future happ'necs,

o —
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('TO BE CQNATINULD,
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You Can’t Eat Meat
100 Miles Away

Preparing meat is only a part
of Swift & Company’s usefulness.

The finest meat in the world
wouldn’t do you any good one
hundred miles away from your

table.

Swift & Company efficiency has made
it possible to place complete lines of
products in the smallest and most remote

communities.

To be sure the work is done well
Swift & Company, through its branch
houses and car routes, brings the meat to
the retail dealer for you.

Swift & Company lays out car routes
covering towns—big, little, medium size
—which are not served by a Swift

branch house.

Salesmen find out in advance what is
wanted by the dealers in every town.

They are followed by refrigerator cars
loaded with retailers’ orders, which are
delivered at each town—f{resh, clean, and
sweet=—once or twice each week,

Swift & Company operates a large
number of car routes like this, from four-
teen distributing plants.

This is a necessary and natural part

of the packers’ usefulness,

It fits ‘nto

the industry in an orderly, effective way.
It makes better meat cheaper from one
end of the land to the other.

Swift & Company, U. S. A.

Jerusalem to Gaza by Rail.

The modern Ethiopilan travels from
Jerusalem to Guza on the way to his
home vountry fur up the Nlle by rail-
romd traln, Reports from Palestine In-
dlcate thut since the British occupation
of the country Gnzn, the chief city of
the Phillstines In Old Testament days,
and the svepe of Samson's explolts,
has becomas an Important railrond cen-
ter, the broad-guage rallway having
been extendaed from Gaza to n point
50 miles te the northward, and the
old Turkish line from Ludd to Jeru-
snlem, as well as the recently con-
structed branch llope from Gaza to
Surar Junction, hns been restored and
18 now In operation—llochester Post
Expreoss,

One Sure Thing,
*Who I8 back of thin show?"
“I don't know who Is buek of (t, but
I know the sherlff s In front.”

Chemleal nnnlysts ghowvs no signifl-
ennt changes In fish held 27 monthy In
frozen condition.

New Gospel Hymn.

At n New Jersey camp meeting
new song I8 becomlng popular us th
old gospel tunes, It is “Telephone to
Heaven,” Many of the old hymn
writers never’ heard of such n Jhing
a8 a telephone, but a 19018 auwdience
sits In the grove and mokes {1 ring
with the strains of “Central’'s never
busy, always on the line; you muy hear
from heanven nhnost any time™—Utlca
(N. Y.) Press,

Briton Conquers Bees,

There Is nt least one ninn In Enge
land whose nerves have nov beem
budged by the war,

He was bleyeling from Newton Cage
nell recently when n swinrin of hees
settled on his hat,  He allghted enline
Iy and lmpersonnted a lnmp pose unes
til u beemmn cume und hiveo the
bees,

The stolld hero was not stung,

A brush, comb, mirror and electrie
Heht are combined in a new tollet set
that ean bhe enrrled In a pocket,

Scenes of Prosperity

Are Common Iin Western Canada

farm lan

L A

The thousands of U. S, farmers who have accepted

Canada's generous offer to settle on homesteads or buy

(fln her provinces have been well repaid by
bountiful crops of wheat and other grains,

Where you can buy good farm land at $15 to $30
per acre— get $2 a bushel for wheat and ralase 20 to
45 bushels to the acre you are bound to make money
~—that's what you can do in Western Canada.

In the provinces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan or
Alberta you can get a

HOMESTEAD OF 160 ACRES
and other land at very low prices.
During many years Canadian
wheat fields have averaged 20 bushels
to the acre—many yields a5 high as
45 bushels to the acre.
crops also of Oats, Barley, and Flax.
Mixed Farming is 25 profitable an
industry as grain rasing.

A\ schools, churches; markets convenient,
climate excellent. Writefor literature and
culars as to reduced railway ratesto

of lmmigration, Ottawa, Can., or to

W. V. BENNETT
Roem4,BeeBldg.Omaha,Neh

Canadlan Government Agent

F A o .

Wonderful

Good




