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BED-BOUND FOR MONTHMS,

Hope Abandoned After Physiciane
Consultation.

Mre. Bnoes Shearer, Yow and Wash.
Wmglon Big, Contralia, Wash., says:
“For years 1 was
wenk and run down,
could not sleep, my

limbs awelled and
the secretions were
troublesome; paing
were intense, 1 was

fast In bed for four
months, Threa doc.
4 VAR tors sald there was
o cure for mo and 1 wis given up to
dle. Heing urged, T used Doan's Kld-
mey Pills. Boon I was better and Ina
fow woeks was about the house, well
and strong again.”
Sold by all dealers, 560 cents a box
Fostor-Milburn Co, Buffalo, N. Y.

A HINT TO GOLFERS.

The Visltor—Whut on  carth  doos
that chap carry that phonograph round
for. Ia he dotty?

The Member—Na!  But he's dumb.
80 he has that talking machine to
glve imgtructions to his caddip or to
make a few well chosen remnrks In
case he forzles his drive or does any-
thing else annoying.

S8EVERE HEMORRHOIDS

Bores, and Itching Eczema—Doctor
Thought an Operation Necessary
—Cuticura's Efficacy Proven.

"l am mow 80 years old, and three
years ago I was taken with an at-
tack of plles (hemorrholds), bleeding
and protruding. The doctor said the
anly help for me was to go to &
hospital and be operated on, 1 tried
soveral remedles for months but did
not get much help, During thls time
sores appeared which changed to a
terrible Itching eczema. Then 1 began
to use Cuticura Soap, Ointment, and
Pills, Injecting a quantity of Cuticura
Ointment with a Cutlcura Suppository
Syringe. It took a month of this
treatment to get me In a fairly healthy
state and then I trected myself once
a day for three months and, after that,
once or twice a week. The treatments
I *ried took a lot of money, and it s
fortnnate that I usced Cuticura. J. H.
Henderson, Hopkinton, N. Y. Apr.
26, 1907."

A Riddle.

An English paper recently asked its
readers for an answer to the follow-
tng riddle:

What does a man love more than life,

Hute more than death or mortal
strife;

That which contented men desire,

The poor have, and the rich require;

A miser spends, the spendthrift saves,

And all men carry to their graves?

All sorte of answors were sent In,
but the correct onea was declarad to
boe “Nothing.”

Deafness Cannot Be Cured
by local applieations, an they eannot reach the dis
esed porten of the ear. ‘Thore W only ona way to
eure deaMmess. and that s by constititional remedies.
Denfoess u enmed by an inflames condition of the
miuoous long of the Ewstachian Tube. Wher this
Suba i Inflamed you have s rumbling sound or im-
perfoct hoarlig, and when It 18 entirely closed, Deal-
ooss o the result, and unless the infammation can be
Saken oub snd this tubo restored 10 Iy pormal eoodis
Son, heartsg will be dostroyed forever; olon onsos
¥ Catarth, which W nothing
but Inflamed condition of the mucous surfaees

We wil give One Hundeed Dollam for any case of
Deminoss (esused by catarrh) that eanpos {u oured
by Hai's Cumrh Cure, Bend for otroulars, free.

¥. J. CHENEY & CO,, Toiedo, O,
by Druseiets, 750,
‘n.r-hml.lr Plils for eonstipation,

are caused b

sold
Tako
Bumped.

“1 don't believe Titewad has any
bump of benevolence,”

“If he has It's In his wife's name;:
she is the only member of the family
who ever glves anything away."—
Houston “Post.

we !ﬂ'.l--.tzlfiﬁ .;\.Nl' TRAPS CHEAP
& buy Furs & Hides, Write for entalog 105
N. W. llide & Fur Co., Minneapolis, Minn.

In point of area, New Orleans Is the
éecond largest city In this country.
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are relleved by a sln.
Ele mﬂ'}%‘im'l Cuu., Tha
regular use of this famous re-
medy wiil relleve the worat
form of coughy, colds, honmes
nesa, brova itis, asthma and dis-
eases of the throat and lu
shlo!uu:‘f free from harm
i lates, F

=. m.ol hl::e‘:

At all

Agrnen of Cavn Exy” “Pantaens of the Tioe”

Carvwiohr 1907 A S Baswss ano CONPANY

SYNOPSIS.

Mr. Solomon Pratt began comleal nar-
ratlon of atory, Introducing well-to-do
Nathan Scudder of hia town, and Edward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
New Yorkers secking rest, Because of
latter patr's lavish oxpenditure of money
Prott's first Impression was connectad
with lunaties, ‘hie wrrival of James
Hopper, Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt
the desired Information about the New
anten.. 'rhert_ wished to I_l_vo what they
termed "“The Natural Life.”* Van Brunt,
it was learnad, was the successful sultor
for the hand of Miss Agnes Page, who
suve Hartley up,

CHAPTER 111,
Too Many Cooks.

It was a day or 80 after that that 1
see Nate Scudder agaln. I'd been out
in the sloop with a parcel of boarders
—they were beglnning to get thicker
at the Old Home now, same as the
mosqultoes—and on my way home I
mat Nate driving down the Neck road.
He was in the carryall and I halled
him as he come abreast of me.

“Hello, Nate!" I says. “Taking the
air, are you?”

He pulled up his horse—it didn't
take a hard pull-—and, while the crit-
ter leaned up against the shafts and
took a nap, Nate talked to me. It
appeared that there'd been more or
less trouble down his way. Huldy Ann
and Lord James hadn't agreed any too
well,

“You seq,” says Nate, taking a callco
handkerchief out of his hat and
swabbing his bald head with It, “it's
that valet feller—he's too stuck-up to
live”

I wa'n't going to fight with him on
that point, so he went ahead with his
yarn.

“He come parading out to the barn,”
says Nale, “and give out that he'd
been appointed cook in Huldy Ann's
place. Well, she'd been sort of laying
herself out, as you might say, to
please them two up at the houre—
glving 'em splder bread and dried ap-
ple pie for breakfast, and the like of
that—and It riled her to ba chucked
overboard that way. So she got sort
sarcastic. That Opper man, he—"

“His name's Hopper,” 1 says.

“He don't eall it so, then.”

“That’s all right. Him and 1 had a
spelling match here t'other day and
Hopper it 18, I says.

“Woll, then, this Hopper feller he
lorded it round, asking where the
double biler was and complaining that
he couldn't cook steak without a char-
conl fire, and so on. Huldy took him
down, I tell you!

“‘Charcoal your granny!' says she,
‘I've fried more steak than you've got
hairs on your head, and & plain wood
fire always done me,’ she says.

“He cooked that steak, and say! I'll
bet the Iron-Jawed Man [ ace once at a
dime show up to Boston eoulin't have
got away with {t. Tough! Why, the
pesky Idiot never pounded it a bit!
How do you expect to get tender
steak If you don't pound It? Haw!
haw!"

When he got through laughing he
went on to say that him and Huldy had
decided to go over to her sister's at
Ostable for a visit.

“We've been Intending to go for a
good while,” he says, “And now we
can do It without its costing much.
Pay for the house goes on whether
we're there or not, and the rallroad
fare’ll be more than made up by the
saving In our own grub. I'm & peace-
abie jeller, anyhow,” says he, “and
there'd be no peace while Huldy and
that Britisher was together.”

“Case of too many cooks spolling
the soup, hoy ™" says L

“Soup!™ he says. “Waell, you walt a
little spell. 1If they ain't chasing
around after & new cook inside of a
week I'm a Jonah, that's all.”

He was right. Couple of days later
I heard from Emmie T. that the Twins
had hired Hannah Jane Purvis to do
the cooking for ‘em. Hannah Jane's
late lamented had been cook on a
Banks boat when he was young, so I
suppose she cal'lated she'd inherited
the knack. But I had my doubts.

I was getting real chummy with the
Heavenlles by this time, so one after-
noon I walked up to the Scudder place
to see ‘em. They were sprawled out
on the plazza chairs with their feet
on the railing and they halled me as
friendly as if I was rich as they was, in-
stead of belng poorer than Job's tur-
key. I noticed Lord James tiptoeing
around In the parlor, so I naturally
mentioned him,

“Your valet man, here,” I says; “he
wa'n't quite to the skipper's taste as
cook, hey?"

They both lanughed, Van Brunt with
his blg good-natured “Ha, ha!" and
Hartley with that quiet chuckle of his.

“James,"” sald Van, “is a glittering
guccess In the wardrobe, but he dis-
likes to hide his talenta under a kitch-
en bushel.”

“James," sald Hartley, “appears to
apply the same methods to trounsers
and steak.”

“Presses both of 'em, don't ha? I
says, thinking of Scudder's yarn.

“Flat as a board,” says Van. “Be-
sldes which, this Is supposed to be a
pleasure crulse for Martin and me,
and James serves with the cheerful
dignity of an undertaker. He's too
complex; we yearn for simplicity and
reat.”

I grinned. “Well, you've got the
simplicity with Hannah, aln't you?" 1
askad. *1 ain’t saying nothlng about
the rest.”

Both of 'em groaned. 1 knew Han-
nah Jane Purvis, and she had the
name of talking the hinges off & barn
door,

“Lord!" says Van. “Let's change
the subject. By the way, Martin; It's
odd that Agnes hasn't written,”

Hartley was setting out towards the
front of the porch where the sun could
get at him. Now he shifted back into
the shadow of the vines.

“ls it time for a letter to reach
here?" he nsked.

“Why, yes. I should think so. She
was to reach New York on the first
and sall on that day. She would prob-
ably write on the seamer, It was a
fast boat and, allowing that the letter
came back Immediately—well, I don't
know that it s time yet."

He began to whistle, 1 gathered
that ‘twas the Page girl he was talk.
ing about. The valet had told about
her going on a trip to Europe. But
it struck me that, for an engaged man,
Van Brunt was the easiest in his
mind of anybody ever I see. I've never
been engaged myself, but judging by
them 1've known who was, he'd ought
to be shooting telegrams to Europe
faster than you could shake 'em out of
a pepper box,

Neither of 'em spoke for a minute.
Then Hartley asked, quiet ss wsual:
“Have you written her, Van1”

“Oh, yes; dropped a llne the other
day, telling her we were safe sad duly
hovsed and #o0 on. Whooped up the
Joye of the ‘Natural' and begged her to
‘g0 thou and do llkewlss.! Which she

would like to do, probably, But which

also—If 1 know her highly respected
mamma-—ahe won't.”

“Where dld yon address your let-
tar?" Hartley asks, after a little,

“Liverpool, enre of her usual hotal.
8he'll got it all right—always pro-
vided she hasn't already organized a
gettlement colony of small Hoollganes
In the Liverpool slums. Bat theye!

Let’'s forget morala and matrimony,
Helgho! Wonder what's dolng in the
Street? Not that 1 care a red.”

They gecmed to have forgot me alto-
gether. ut | was interested In thelr
talk all the same, and 've teied to pul
it down Just as | heard it "T'was quoer
tulk, but they was gueer folks, and |

butcher cart; 'don’t, says T, ‘glve me
nothing but fat pork. Might's well
have plain lard and be done with it
Give me, gays 1, ‘a streaked chunk:
streak of leon and a streak of fat'
Then I put ‘om lo the ovon and bake

‘em all day and by night they're
ready. So when Jehiel says to me,
‘Hannah, I don‘t feel like beans,’ §

set and looked at him."”
"I be look like ‘em?’ nsks Van,
Hannah Jans awitehed round on the
step and stared at him, But ho wins as
sober 8 a church and just ruuning
over with sympathy, scemed so, s0
she gniffed and went on,

was learning how the blgbugs done
thelr courting,  From what I'd heard
g0 Tar 1 liked the Wellinouth way full
as well,

“He looked slek,” she soys, “and I
conld geo that he was slek, too. So 1
2ot him to bed and what a night 1 put
in! O, the hot Jugs to his feat! Oh,
the running for the doctor! We had

The front gnte clleked. Van lirunt Dr. Blake here then, Mr. Pratt.  You
looked up. “Great Scott!" aays he, “it's remoember him, don't you?! Great blg
the phonograph.” tall man with gray whiskers. No,

"Twas Hunnal Jane Purvis COMINE | walt a minute, *“Twas Dr. White that
home from the next honse with n dish- had the whiskers; Dr. Blake was

pan full of peas, Hannah was & klmlJ
of scant patternod  eritter without |
much canvias on her poles and hor !
sleoves most generally rolled up. She

had brindled halr elewed baek so tight i
off her forchead that her eyes wouldn't |
shut good, and the hnpression you got

from the fiest look at her was that shoe |
wag all sguire corners—mnot o tnuull|
one In the lot.

“Well!™ gays she, coming up Into
the wind in front of the plazza and
looking at me hard, “I do beliove it's
Solomon Pratt.  Why, what a stran
ger you be! I aln’t seen you for 1
don't know whon.”

I didn't know when efther and 1
didn't try to remember. “Sufficlent
unto the day Is the trouble belonging
to IL," the Seriptures say, if 1 recollect
It right, nnd ‘twas enough for me that
she'd seen me this time. She comes
over, dishpan and all, and planks her-
sell down on the steps right in front
of Van Brunt's chair. There aln't
nothing shy or unfriendly about Han.
nah Jane; she's the most folksy fe.
male 1 ever come across, nnd always
was.

“My sakes!” says she, turning round
to Van, “l seo Mr. Pratt come in here
and [ couldn’t make out who ‘twas.
Thinks 1: 'They've got company and
I must get there gulck.’ So back |
put, and | don't know as I've got a full
measure of poas ‘cause it seemed to
me that some of "em spllled off the
top when Cap'n Poundberry was
emptyin' ‘em In. 1 bope not, ‘eause
peas Is high now. Not that it makes
any difference to welloff folks like
you, Mr. Van Brunt, but—"

“Hadn't you better go back and
plek 'em up?” asks Van, solemn as an
owl

“Oh, love! There

land of no.

wa'n't enough for that. Besides 1 want | funfal, or just a cooking-school s
to see Mr. Pratt. Well, Mr. Pratt,” | slo -
says she. “I suppose you're surprised | ‘Jumph!” suys Hartley.

enough to find me working out. Dear!
dear! I don't know what Jehlel—he
that was my first husband—would
have sald; nor my second one nelther.
But there! we can't none of us never
tell what's In store for us in this
world, can we?”

I made some sort of answer; don't

smooth-faced No,
hid & mustacho, I remember he did
hocause he was engaged to Emma
Boker's slster's girl and sho used to
say that when she onee got him for
good he'd have (o raise more beard
than that. She sald a doctor without

#geomse Lo mo he

a beard was ke a soft-bolled egg with- |
withont something or |

out—=without

nother {n ft. Strange 1 ean't think!

An v without something In Jt—"
“Chlckeon, possibly,” suggests Van,
“No, indood. Salt! that's what ‘twas.

Now you'd ought to be as careful
about biling eggs s you had about

CEus I8 n sin and rhame. 1've ot ogg
8o hard that you could bulld a utnn:j
wall out of ‘em, seems so; and the
again I've ot ‘o when I've actuall
had to drink ‘gn. Now when 1 bil
eges 1 alwaysy let me see: I wa'n'
speaking of efs when [ fust utartu-{
Where was 1"

“You were olling us about bonnl,i
belleve, Mri Purvis,” purrs V
aganln, sweetand buttery as can be.
“I seem to Bve a dim recollection bf
beans, Mrs, 2.

“Oh, yes,¥es! | was golng on to
Hel's sufferin’s, Mr. Van
« could only begin to give

r, but he took Hannah Jane
rom us, which was a mercy.
opped the dishpan and went in-

A moit-biled epg without salt In it |

anything else. Way some folks biln]

Truth and
Quality

walk of life and are cssential 1o permanent
success and creditable standing.  Aeeor-
ingly, it is not elaimed that Syrup of Fige
and Elixir of S8onna is the only remody of

known value, but one of many reasons
: why it is the best of personal and family
[laxatives is the fact that it ecloanss,

| swectenn and relioves the jaternal orguns
on which it acts without any debilitating
pfter offects and without having to inereasa
the quantity from time to time,

It acts pleasantly and naturally and
tily as u laxative, and ita component
parta are known to and approved by,
physioians, wa it is fron from all objection-
wle substaners. To get its beneficiad
fTects always purchase fhe gonuine—
panufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Po., only, aud for sale by all leading drug-
rista.

NOT EXACTLY.

Flossle Footlight—Part/of the Jap
anecse wedding ceremony consists in
the burning of the discgided toys of
the bride.

Winnle Winga—Ho:
mean cer¢mating hor

you?

As He Und
Despite the fmafinative nature of
the child, it has A doclded tendoency
to seo thidgs In g Iteral sonse. This
Ip notietAble In the acquiring of lan-
guage. For Dwance, fittle Herbert
was pPading 10 wa gut of doors to
play. '
“WAen 1 see fit, you & "
his pother, decldedly, Mlm. e
I8 sottled the matter, and the n
tlg/ fellow went off to hig blocks, In
.ldm half an hour he returned, asd
“Mamma, have you seen him?"

Brunt looked after her. “Will
one please inform me," says he,

‘I understand now why (hey put
Rest' on Jehlel's gravatone,” I

matter what. She went ahead lament.
Ing over what a come-down ‘twas for
her to work out. You'd think she'd
been used to marble halls to hear her,
She settles the dishpan between her
knees and starts In shelling peas
talking a blue streak all the time. Sh
was a whole sewing circle In hersel
that woman.

“Jehiel was such a quiet man,”
says, after a spell. “He scarcely e
talked.” (Dida't have a chance, thin
1 to myself.) “When he died—di
ever tell you how Cap'n Samuels—
first hushand as was—come to die,
Hartley?” says she.

Hartley had took up the Natgh!
Life book and was trying to
Now he looked up and says, mou
but resigned: “No, Mrs. Purvis,
lieve we have never had the pleas

“The pleasure was wholly
Cap'n’s,” says Van Brunt unde
breath. If Hannah Jan heard hi
didn’t let it worry her.

was married—and we was

claven year, not counting the t
he was took slck—he always h
beans for supper, 1 used to

you'd turn Into beans, you're
of 'em.! But he nover did and

She stopped for a secopd toget her
breath. Van cut in quick.

“That wasn't the cause of M death,
then?" he asks, very grave.

“Who—what "

“Turning Into beans? course
not. I belleve you said be didn't
turn,”

“lI sald he never got tied of 'em.
Course he didn't turn intc’em. Who-
oever heard of such a thig? W, as
I was saylng; every Ssturday pight
we had 'em, and ong nRbhi—"twis (he
last one, poor thing—' B8he slopped
to unfurl her handkefchlef and mop
her eyes.

“Pray go on, Mrs, Purvis,” says Van,
very polite. “You ware saying 'twas
the last bean—"

“1 sald ‘twas Als last well night.
There was beshs enough, land knows!
Well, 1 had '¢m on the table and he
nah,’ says he, ‘I don't
I looked at
‘n't because they wa'n't
. I'm always as particular
A8 can uﬁbﬂul cooking beans. Al

ways put #ich to soak over nlght on a
Friday, 4nd then Saturday morning 1
take ¥m aid put 'em In the bean-pot
alovg With some molasses and a nice
edunk of pirks You can't be too par-
ticular about your pork. ‘Doa't, 1
used Lo say to the man that drove tae

cheered us with happy little memories

at fourfifty per.
cousin, who dled of smallpox, and
she's worked down through tha family
till she's got to her husband.”

first.
ber Two fell Into a store-crusher or
was bolled In oll.

says I; “and they've all died within
the last ten year.
funerals coming to you.'"

{8 | pacl: we could hear Haunah Jane lay-
ing Into the neighbor's boy because
he trucked mud on the kitchen floor.

“1 refuse to renew my subscription to
The Dally Morgue. All those In favor
of parting with the Widow Purvis at
once, Immediate, P, D, Q,, will say
rled ! ‘Aye.
volte.
we do, Martin—go back to James and
dignity, or feed ourselves?

“Skipper,” says he to me, “you cin

cook.

come and help us out?
say ™

ys.

Hartley turned to me, “Skipper,”
@ says, "you mustn’t think that Van
nd I are altogether cold-blooded be-
'anuse we refuse to veep over the de-
arted Samuels. The lady has

f this kind ever since she agreed to
lemean herself and make ‘riz biscult’
She begsn with her

“Yes," says Van, “and he's only her
We ghall hear later how Num-

Lord!"
“Hank Purvis had fAve brothers”™

You've got more

It wus quiet for a few minutes. Out

“It was no use,” says Van, decided.

Contrary minded, ‘No.'! It's &
Hannah Is erased. What shall

Hartley+ seemed to be thinking.

l-—even I, the Interesting In-
valld—can eat your chowder and like
it and come back for more. WIll you
What do you

Van Drunt sat up stralght. “Mar-
tin,” says he, “you're as comforting as
the shadow of a great rock in a—in a
—gomething or other. You're a gonlus,
Pratt, you've got to come here and
live with us. We need thee every
hour, as Mrs., P, slogs at 6 a. m,
which 18 her ungodly time for getting
out of bed. It's seltled; you're com-
lng."

“Well, now; hold on,” says 1. “Some
ways 1'd llke to, and, If you want plain
cooking, why, I guess likely I can give
it to you, But business Is business
ang there's my boat and my living for
the symmer, You're here only &
month, ug I understand it, and—"'

That dias't make no difference. 1
could feteh the Dora Basselt along too,
Van sald. Hartley explained that they
intended to stuy through the summer,
anyhow, perhaps later. He went on to
tell that he and his chum was what
he called “rodeemed conventionali-
tles,” or some soch name, and that
they Intended to stay redeomed,
They'd hitched horses and agreed (o
find the Natural In all its glory. And
the Natural they was golng to find Uf
it took a thousand vear.

. (TO Bl CONTINUND,)

“Soen whom?" replied the lady, ut
terly In the dark as to hig meaning.
“Why, seen Fit."”

Her Experience.

Letty was a little colored girl whoss
chlef occupation was the bringing of
water from a distant spring. This
Was vory much to her discomfort, for
the summons to Il the emply water
b;mket called bher often from her
p .'o

One day her young mistress was
Riving Der a loegses 1= 1y

“Letty,” she said, “what dld Noah
do when he found that the water was
all gone?"

Letty, who had been glving scant at-
tention to the story, replled with a

“I spec’ he sent after mo".”

Her Qualifications.

A prominent educator tells of »
unique recommendation made by the
hoard of examination with reference
to oortain questions put to & primary
s#ckool in an Indiana town.

“I desire to recommend Mary Wik
son also for a reward of merit,” stated
one of the board in a note appended
to the report. “Belng very young,
Mary naturally missed the point of
all the guestions in the examination
papers, but her answers wore ln avery
instance so ladyllke and refined that
I think she should be awarded »a
medal.'"—Harpor's Monthly,

UPWARD START
After Changing from Coffee to Postum,

Many a talented person {8 kept back
because of the interference of ocoflns
with the nourishment of the body.

This 1s especlally so with those
whose nervea are very sensitive, as is
often the ecase with talented persons.
There Is a slmple, easy way to getrid
of coffee evils and a Tenn. lady's ex-
perience along these lines Is worth
consldering. She says: :

“Almost from the beginning of the
use of coffee It hurt my stomach. By
the time I was fifteen 1 was almost a
nervous wrock, nerves all unstrung, no
strength to endure the most trivial
thing, elther work or fun.

“There was scarcely anything 1
could eat that would agree with_ me.
The little I did eat seemed to glve me
more tronble than it was worth, I
finally quit coffee and drank hot
water, but there was so littla food I
could digest, 1 was llterally starving;
was s0 weak I could not ait up long
at a time.

“It was then a friend brought me a
hot cup of Postum. I drank part of it
und after an hour I felt as though 1
had had something to eat — felt
dtrepgthened. That was about five
years ago, and after continulog Post.
um in place of coffes and graduvally
getting stronger, to-day I can oat and
digest anything 1 want, walk as much
as I want. My nerves are steady.

“I belleve the first thing that dld me
any good and gave mo an upward
start, was Postum, and I use it alto-
gether now instead of coffea.” *“There's
& Reason.”

Name given by Postum Co.,, Battle
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road to Well-
ville,” in pkgs.

Kver read the above letter?

oxe SEriors Iim a3 Seuiver pae

i

appeal to the Well-Informod in every .

the subject belng Noah o

il




