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CHAPTER XVIi—Continued.
] T

“Kirby, stand up! Drop that rifle—
tnke it, Eloise, Now ralse your hands.
Tim."

“Whot's up?

“i1a there anything serious going on
outside?"

“No; nuthin' much—just
wowin', Yer want me?"

“Search that scoundrel for weapons.
Don't ask gquestions; do what I say."”

He made short work of it, using no
gentle methods.

“Wal', the gent wasn't exactly harm-
tesgs,” he reported, grinning cheerfully,
“considerin’ this yere knife an' cannon.
Now, maybe y&'ll tell me whut the
h_._!s “p?ll

Kirby stood erect, his dark eyes
searching our faces, his lips scornful.

“And perhaps, Mr. Lieutenant
Knox,” he ndded sarcastically. “You
might condescend to explain to me
also the purpose of this outrage.”

“With pleasure,” but without lower-
ing my rifle. “This boy here belonged
to the company of soldlers massacred
yesterday morning. You know where I
mean., He was the only one to escape
alive, and he saw you there among the
savages—{ree, and one of them.”

“He tells you that? And you accept
the word of that half-wit?"

“He described your appearance to
us exactly twenty-four hours ago. 1
never thought of you at the time, al-
though the description was accurate
enough, because it seemed so lmpos-
sible for you to have been there. But
that Isn’t all, Kirby. What has become
of the emblem pin youn wore In your
tie? It is gone, I see.”

His hand went up involuntarily. It
is possible he had never missed it be-
fore, for a look of indecision came into
the man's face—the first symptom of
weakness I had ever detected there,

“It must have been lost—mislald—"

“It was; and I chance to be able to
tell you where—in this very room.
Hére is your pin, you incarnate devil.
I found it caught in those blankets
yonder. This I8 not your first visit to
this cabin; you were here with Indian
murderers.”

“It's a d—d lie—"

But Kennedy had him, locked in a
vise-like grip. It was well he had, for
the fellow had burst into a frantic
cage, yet was bound so utterly helpless
as to appear almost pitiful. The
knowledge of what he had planned, of
his despicable treachery, left us mer-
clless. In spite of his struggles we
bore him to the floos, and pinned him
there, cursing andl snapping Hke a
wild beast,

“Tear up one of those blankets,” 1
called back over my shoulder to Hali.
“Yes, into strips, of course; now bring
them here, Tim, you tie the fellow—
yes, do a good job; I'll hold him. Lie
still, Kirby, or I shall have to give yon
the butt of this gun iu the face."

He mnade one last effort to break
free, and, as my hand attempted to
close on his throat, the clutching fing-
<rs caught the band of his shirt, and
ripped it wide open. There, directly
before me, o scor across his hairy, ex-
posed chest, was a broad, black mark,
a tribal totem. I stared down at it,
recognizing its significance.

“By Heaven, Tim, look at this!” I
vried. “He s an Indian himself—a
black Sac!™
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I do not know what delayed the
attack of the savages, unless they were
waiting for some signnl which never
eame. I passed from loophole to loop-
hole, thus assuring myself not only
that they still remained, but that the
cabin was completely surrounded, al-
though the manner in which the war-
rlors had been distributed left the
great mass of them opposite the front,
The others evidently composed a mere
guard to prevent escape, No move-
ment I could ebserve indlcated an im-
mediate assault; they rather appeared
to be awalting something.

Those 1 saw were nll dismounted,
and bhad advanced toward the cabin as
closely an= possible without coming
within the range of guns. They had
also sheltered themselves as far as
possible behind clumps of brush, or
ridges of rock, so that I found 1t diffl-
cult to estimate thelr number. Only
oceaslonnlly would n  venturesome
warrior appear for a moment in the
open, a8 he glided stealthily from the
protection of one covert to.another.
No doubt some were brought within
range of our rifles, as these efforts
were usually made to more advanced
positions, but I forbade firing, in the
vague hope that, not hearing from
Kirby, the chiefs might become dis-
couraged and draw off without risking
an open attuck,

This was more & desperate hope,
rather than any real falth 1 possessed,
Beyond doubt the Indlan chief knew,
or thought he knew, our exact strength
before he consented to use his war-
rlors in this assault,

If the band had tralled us to this
spot, It had been done through the

pow-

Influence of Kirby, and he had, beyond
gquestion, Informed them ns te who
we were, and the conditlions under
which we had fled from Yellow Banks,
The only addition to our party since
them was the rescued boy, They would
have little fear of serlous loss In an
attack upon two men, and two women,
unarmed, except possibly with a pistol
or two, even though barricaded be-
hind the log walls of a cabin. And,
with one of thelr number within, any
attempt at defense would be but u
farce, This same gang had already
sacked the cabin, taking with them, as
they belleved, every weapon It con-
tained. In thelr haste they had over-
looked the cellar below, They had no
thought of Its existence, nor that we
awalted them rifles In hand and with
an ample supply of powder and lead.
Whatever might be the final result, a
surprise of no pleasant nature was
awnlting thelr advance.

Convinced, as T had become, that
Black Iawk was actually with the
party, although I was unable to obtain
any glimpse of him, I felt there was
small chance of his departure, without
mnking at lenst one effort to capture
the cabin, That was his nature, his
reputation—that of a bulldog to hang
on, a tiger to strike. More, even, this
band of raiders must be far south of
the main body of the Hawk's follow-
ers, and hence In danger themselves,
They would never remain here long,
facing the possibility of dlscovery, of
having their retreat cut off. If they
attacked the attempt would not be
long delayed.

Still there was nothing left to do
but walt. We were already as com-
pletely prepared as possible with our
resources,

The main assault would undoubtedly
be delivered from the front, directed
against the door, the only point where
they could hope to break In. Here
Tim and myself held our positions, as
rendy as we could be for any emer-
gency, and watchful of the slightest
movement without. Tim had even
brought up the half-keg of coarse pow-
der from the cellar, and rolled it into
one corner out of the way. His only
explanation was, a grim reply to my
question, that “it mought be mighty
handy ter hav' round afore the fracus
wus done,” There was no fear In
Elolse, no shrinking, no evidence of
cowardice. Not once did I feel the
need of giving her word of encour-
agement—even as I glanced toward
her it was to percelve the gleam of a
pistol gripped in her hand. She was
of the old French fighting stock,
which never falls,

Against the log wall a few yards
away, Kirby strained at his blanket
bonds, and had at last succeeded In
lifting himself up far enough so as
to stare about the room. There was
none of the ordinary ealm of the
gambler about the fellow now—all the
pitiless hate, and love of revenge
which belonged to his wild Indian
blood blazed In his eyes. He glared
at me in sudden, impotent rage.

“You think you've got me, do you?”
he erled, scowling across; then an ugly
grin distorted his thin lips. “Not yet
you haven't, you soldier dog. I've got
some cards left to play In this game,
you young fool. What dld you butt
in for anyway? This was none of your
affalr., D— you, Knox, do you know
who she 187 I mean that white-faced
chit over there—do you know who
she 187 She's my wife; do you hear?
—my wife! I've got the papers, d—
you! B8he's mine!—mine; and I am
golng to have her long after you're
dead--yes, and the whole d— Beau-
calre property with her. By G—! yon
talk about fighting—why there are fifty
Indians out here. Walt tinl they find
out what has happened to me. Oh,
I'll watch you dle at the stake, you
sneaking white cur, and spit in your
face!”

“Kirby,” I sald sternly, but quietly,
stepping directly geross toward him,
“You are u prisoner, and helpless, but
I am going to tell yon now to hold
your tongue. Otherwlise you will never
see me at the stake, because I shall
blow your brains ont where you lle.”

“You dare not do—"

“And why not? It will rid the girl of
you, and that means something to me
—and her, Just try me, and see."

He must have read the grim mean-
ing In my face, for he fell back agalnst
the log, muttering incoherently, his
dark eyes wells of hate, his face n
pletare of mallgnaney, but utterly
helpless—the lurking coward In him,
unable to face my threat. I left him
and stooped above her.

“We shall be busy presently ; the de-
lay cannot- be much longer, 1 am
afrald that fellow may succeed some-
how In doing us harmw. He is crazed
enough to attempt anything. May 1
trust you to guard him?"

Her eyes, ahsolutely fearless and di-
rect, looked straight up into mine,

“Yes, he will muiw no movement 1
shall not see. Tell me; do you belleve
there Is hope?”

“God knows. We shall do our best.
If the worst comes—what?"

“Do not fear for me; do not let any
memory of me turn you aside from
your work,” she sald quletly., “I know
what you mean and pledge you I shall
never fall into his hands, It—It can-
not ba wrong, I am sure, and—and I
must tell you that, I—I eould not,
Steven, for—for I love yon."

My eager hands were upon hers, my
eyes greedlly reading the message re-
vealed so frankly In the depths of her
own, Bhe only was ln my thoughis;
we were there alone—alone,

“They're a comin’, Cap,” yelled Ken-
nedy and his rifle eracked. “By G—!
they're here!l”

With one swift spring 1 was back nt
my deserted post and firing. Never
before had I been In an Indlan battle,
but they had told me at ArmsUroug
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that the Saca were fightlng men. 1
kuew It now. This was to be no play
at war but a grim, relentless struggle.
They came en masse, rushing reckleas-
Iy forward ncross the open space,
pressing upon each other In headiong
desire to he first, yelling like flends,
guns brandished in alr, or spitting fire,
unimated by but one purpose — the
battering of a way Into that eabin, 1
know not who led them-—nll T saw
wns a mass of half-naked bodies
bounding-toward me, long hair stream-
Ing, copper faces aglow, weapons glit-
tering In the light. Yes, 1 gaw more—
the menning of that fierce rush; the
instroment of destruction they brought
with them, It was there in the center
of the maelstrom of lenping figures,
protected by the grouped bodles, half
hidden by gesticulating red hArms—a
huge log, borne Irresistibly forward
on the shoulders of twenty warriors,
gripped by other hands, and hurled
toward us ns thoygh swept on by a
human sea. Agaln and again T fired
blindly into the yelping mob; 1 heard
the crack of Tim's rifle echolng mine,
and the chug of lead from without
striking the solid logs. Bullets
ploughed crashing through the door
punels and Eisle's shrill screams of
fright rang out above the unearthly
din. A slug tore through my loophoie,
drawing blood from my shoulder In
its passage, and lmbedded it=elf in the
opposite wall, In front of me savages
fell, staggering, screams of anger and
agony mingling as the astonished as-
anilants reallzed the fight before them.
An Instant we held them, startled,
and demoralized. The warrlors bear-
ing the log stumbled over a dead body
and went down, the great timber
crushing out another life as It fell.
Agnin we fired, this time straight into
their faces—but there was no stopping
them. A red bilanket flashed back be-
yond the big tree; a guttural volce
shouted, its hoarse note rising above
the helllsh uproar, and those demons
were on their feet aganin, filled with
new frenzy. It was a minute—no
more, With a blow that shook the
cabin, propelled by twenty strong
arms, the great tree butt struck,
splintering the oak wood as though it
were so much pine, and driving n
jagged hole clear through one panel
Kennedy was there, blazing away dl-
rectly into the assallants' eyes, and I
jeined him.,

Aguin they struck, and again, the
jagged end of thelr battering ram pro-
truded through the shattered wood,
We killed, but they were too many.
Once more the great butt came crash-
Ing forward, this time caving In the
entire door, bursting It back upon its

[
A Huge Fellow Faced Me—a Winne-
bago, | Knew.

hinges. In through the opening the
red mob hurled Itself, reckless of death
or wounds, mad with the thirst for
victory ; a jam of naked beasts, crazed
by the smell of blood—a wave of

slanghter, crested with brandished
guns and glenm of tomahawks,

There Is nothing to remember—
nothing but blows, curses, yells, the
crunch of steel on flesh, the horror of
cruel eves glowering into yours, the
clutching of fingers at your throat, the
spit of tire singelng you, the strain of
combat hand to hand—the knowledge
that it is all over, “except to dle. I
had no sense of fear; no thought but
to kill and be killed. I felt within me
strength—desperate, Insane strength.
The rifle butt splintered In my bauds,
but the bent and shapeless barrel rose
and fell ke a flafl. I saw It ecrush
agninst skulls; I Jabbed It stralght
into red faces! I brought It down with
nll my force on clutching arms. For
an Instant Tl was beslde me. IHe
hnd lost his gun and was fighting with
n knife. It was only a glimpse I had
of him through red mist—the next In-
stant he was gone. A huge fellow
faced me, 1 Winnebago, 1 knew, from
his shaven head, I struck him once,
laying open his cheek to the bone;
then he broke through and gripped me.

The rest is what—a dream; a de-
lirflum fever? I know not; It comes (o
me in flushes of mad memory. I was
struck agnln and agaln, stabbed, and
flung to the flwor, Moccasined feet
trod on me, and some flend gripped my
halr, bending my head back across a
dead body, until J felt the neck crack.
Above me were naked legs and arms,
n pandemonium of dancing figures, a
horrible chorus of maddened yells, I
caught a glimpse of Asa Hall flung
high Into the alr, shot dead In mld-
flight, the whirling body dropping Into
the ruck below., I saw the savage,
whose fingers were twined In my halr,
lift a gleaming tomohawk and cirele it
nbout his head; I stared Into the hate
of his eyes, and as It swept down—
there was & glare of red and yellow
flame betweoen us, the thunder of an
explosion; the roof above seemed to
burst asunder and full In—and dark-
ness, death,

CHAPTER XVIL

—

The Trall to Ottawa.

When my eyes agaln opened It was
to darkness and sllence as prdfound
as that of my former unconsciousness,
For the moment I felt no certainty
even that I was .actually alive, yet
slowly, lttle by lttle, reality con-
quered, and I became keenly con-
sclons of physieal paln, while memory
also began to blindly reassert itself.

I could gee nothing, hear nothing.
All about was Impenetrable blackness
and the silence of the grave, I found
myself unable to move my body and
when 1 desperately attempted to do
80, even the slightest motion brought
paln. I beeame consclous also of a
welght erushing down upon me, and
gtifling my breath. One of my arms
was free; I could move It about within
narrow limits, although it ached as
from a serlous burn. By use of It 1
endeavored through the black darkness
to learn the nature of that heavy ob-
Ject lying across my chest, feeling at
it enutliously. My fingers touched cold,
dead flesh, from contact with which
they shrank In horror, only to en-
counter a strand of coarse halr. The
first terror of this discovery was over-
whelming, yet 1 persevered, satisfying
myself that it was the half-naked hody
of an Indinn=—a very glunt of a fellow
=—which lay stretched ncross me, an
immovable welght, Something else,
perhaps another dead man, held my
feet as though In a vise, and when I
ventured to extend my one free arm
gropingly to one side, the fingers en-
conntered a moceasined foot. Searcely
daring to breathe, I lay staring up-
ward and, far above, looking out
through what might be a Jagged, over-
hunging mass of timbers, although
scarcely discernible, my eyes caught
the silver glimmer of a star.

I was alive—alive! Whatever had
occurred in that fateful second to de-
flect that murderous tomahawk, its
keen edge had falled to reach me, And
what had occurred? Then It was that
the probable truth came to me—that
flash and roar; that Inst impresslon
Imprinted on my brain before utter
darkness descended upon me, must
have meant an explosion, an upheaval
shattering the eabin, bringing the roof
down upon the struggling mob within,
the heawy tlmbers crushing out thelr
lives, And the cause! But one was
posgible—the half-keg of blasting
powder Kennedy had placed In the cor-
ner as n last resort. Had Tim reached
It In a final, mad effort to destroy, or
had some accidental flame wrought
the terrible destruction? Perhaps no
one could ever answer that—but was I
there alone, the sole survivor? Had
those others of our little party died
amid thelr Indian enemies, and were
they lylng now somewhere in this
darkness, crushed and mangled in the
midst of the debris?

Kennedy, Eisle Clark, the half-
witted boy Asa Hall—thelr faces
seemed to stare at me out of the black-
ness. They must be dead! Why, I had
seen Kennedy fall, the heedless feet
crunching his face, and Asa Hall
tossed into the alr and shot at as he
fell. Rlolse! FElolse! I covered my
eyes with the free hand, consclous that
I was erying llke a chlld—Elolse, My
God, Elolse! I wonder If I fainted; I
knew so little after that; so little, ex-
cept that T suffered helplessly, If I
did not faint, then I must have been
upon the verge of nsanity, for there
was a tlme—God knows how long—
when all was blank,

Bome slight, scarcely distingulshable
noise aroused me, Yes, it was actually
a sound, as though someone moved In
the room—moved stealthily, as though
upon hands and knees, seeking a pas-
sage In the darkness, I Imagined I
could distingulsh breathing. Who, what
could It be? A man; a prowling wild
anlmal which had scented blood? But
for my dry, parched lips I would have
cried out—yet even with the vhin
endeavor, doubt silenced me., Who
could be there—who? Some sneaking,
cownrdly thlef; some despoller of the
dead? Bome Indinn returned through
the night to take his toll of secalps,
hoplng to thus proclaim himself a
mighty warrlor? More llkely enemy
than friend. It was better that I lie
and suffer than appeal to such a flend
for mercy,

The slight sound shifted to the right
of where I lay, no longer reminding
me of the slow progress of a moving
body, but rather as though someonc
were attempting blindly to scrape to-

gether ashes in the fireplace. I pressed
my one free hand beneath my neck,
and thus, by an effort, lifted myself

80 a8 to see more clearly beyond the
shoulder of the dend Indian, The first
tiny, flickering spnrk of fire had enught
the dry wood, and was swiftly bursting
Into flnme. In another moment this
had {llumined that stoopling figure, and
rested In n blaze of light vpon the
lowered face, bringing out the features
as though they were framed against
the black wall heyond—a woman's
faece, the face of Klolse!

I gave vent to one startled, Inarticu-
late cry, nnd she sprang to her feef,
the mantling fAnmes girdling her ns
though she were o statue. In that first
frightened glance she falled to see

me; her whole posture told of fear, of
Indecision,

“Who was It spoke? Who called? Is
someone alive here?"”

The trembling words
strange, unnatural, I could
whisper, yet I did my best.

“It Is Steven, Elolsg—come to me."

sounded
barely

“Steven! Steven Knox—allve! Oh,
my God; you have answered my
prayer|"

She found me, hesdloss of all the
horror In hetween, as though gulded
by some instinet, and dropped on het
knees beslde me, I felt o tear fall on |
my cheek, and then the warm, eager

pressure of her lps to mine,

I could |

not speak; T could only hold her close
with my one hand.

“You are sufferlag” she ecrled
"“What ean 1 do? Is It this Indian's
hody 1

“Yer,” I breathed, the effort of
spenking an agony. “He lles directly
across my chest, n dead welght.,”

It taxed her strength to the utmost,
but, oh, the immediate relief! With
the drawing of a full breath I felt a
return of manhood, a revival of life,
Another body pinned my Umbs to the
floor, but this was more easily dis-
posed of. Then I managed to lift my-
self, but with the flrst attempt her
arm was about my shoulders,

“No; not alone—let me help you. Do
you really think you can stand? Why,
you are hurt, dear; this s a knife
wound in your side. It looks ugly, but
1a not deep and bleeds no longer. Are
there other Injuries?"

“My head rings, and this left arm
appears paralyzed, from blows, no
doubt; there are spots on my body
which feel llke burns. No, I am not In
bad shape, Now let me stand alone;
that's better, Good God, what a
scene !

The fire, by this time blazing bright
ly, gave us a full view of the entire
dismantled interior, The cabin wns n
complete wreck, the roof practleally
all gone and the upper logs of the side
walls elther fallen within or dangling
in threat, Clearly enough it had been
the sudden plunge of heavy timbers
and the dislodgment of those upper
logs, which accounted for this havoc
of death. There were dead there
plerced by bullets and brained by rifle
stocks, but the many had met their
fate under the avalanche of logs, and
amid the burning glare of exploding
powder,

Only between arched tlmbers and
sectlons of fallen roof could we move
at all, and beneath the network of
this entanglement the majority of the
bodies lay, crushed and mangled. 1
saw Kirby, free from his bonds, but
dead beneath a heavy beam. His face
was toward us and the flicker of flame
revealed a dark spot on his forehead
—his life had never been erushed out
by that plunging timber which plnned
him there; it had been ended by a bul-
let. My eyes sought hers, In swift
memory of my last order, and she must
have read my thought.

“No,"” she sald, “not that, Steven.
It was the boy who shot him. Oh,
please, can we not go? There s light
alrendy In the sky overhead—see. Take
me away from here—anywhere, out-
side”

“In & moment; all these surely are
dend, beyond our ald, and yet we
must not depart foodless. We know
not how far it still may be to Ottawa.
Wait, while I search for the things we
need."”

“Not alone; I must be where I can
touch you. Try to understand. Oh,
you do not know those hours I have
spent In agony—I have died a thou-
sand deaths since that sun went
down."

“You were consclous—all
long ™

“Conscious? Yes, and unhurt, yet
prisoned helpless beneath those two
logs yonder, saved only by that over-
turned bench. Hisle, poor thing, never
knew how death came, It was so swift,
but I lay there, within a foot of her
body unscratched. I could. think only
of you, Steven, but with never n dream
that you lived. There were groans at
first and cries. Some Indluns crept
In through the door and dragged out a
few who lived. But with the coming
of darkness all sound ceased and such
sllence was even more dreadful than
the calls for help. Oh, I fumot tell
you,” and she clung to me, her volce
breaking. “I—I dared not move for
hours, and then, when I did try, found
I could not; that I was held fast
Only for a kaife in the hands of a dead
savage, which I managed to secure,
I could never have freed myself. And
oh, the unspeakable horror of creeping
in the darkness among those bodles.
I knew where the fireplace must be;
that there might be live coals there
still. T had to have light; I had to
know If yon were dend."

“Don't think about it any more, dear
heart, T urged. “Yes, we can go now
—nothing else holds us here.”

We crept out through the door, un-
derneath a mnss of debrls, Into the
gray of the dawn, Beyond a ilttle
grove we found some horses browsing
in the deep grass; they were those
that had brought us from Yellow
Banks, and whinuled a greeting as we
drew near. Two of them were fit to
ride and the others followed, llmplng
along behind.

A half mile up the vallew we eame
to a beaten trall, running ‘strealght
neross from bluff to bluff, and disap
pearing loto the prairle beyond, head-
Ing directly toward the sunrlse. We
stopped and looked buck for the firat
time, There on the side of the slope,
under the shade of the blg tree, stood
the eabin, Only for the wreck of the
roof It spoke no message of the trag-
¢dy within, The sun's rays gllded It,
and the smoke from Its chimney
seemed o beckoning  welcome, )
renched out and took her hand, and
our eyes met In understanding. What
I whispered need not be told, and
when we agaln rode forward, It was
upon the trall to Ottawa,

[THE END]

night

Apostle Spoones.

Apostle spoons, also called “gossip
spoons,” were gilt spoons glven by the
sponsors or “gossips” to a child at its
christening. They were so called be-
couge each sgpoon had a fgure of an
apostle on the handle, Wealthy peo-
ple gave the whole twelve Apostles;
those of less means and gonerosity
gave the four Evangellsts; while poor
er persons had to be contented with
| oug, belng generally the figure of the
(onor's or of the chlld's patron saln’
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hed blood, wenkness, 1 -
nla, melancholls and a long traln of
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victims In miserable health year after year.

The right thing to do is to attack thess
allments at thelr source—get rid o
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:g my mnu LLITTY J)pluod. EATONIC is just
LR L
We ha thom of lettérs telling of
these marvelous benefits, Try BATONIC and

yon, too, will be just as enthusisstic In ite

pral

Your druggist has BATONIC. Qet a
G0p box from him todsy, He will refun
your money If you are not satisfled

EATONIC
Maternity

ARGEST house in the world
specializing in apparel forex-
tant mothers.. Newest styles.

t prices because of our own
manufacturing, Your money back
if you are not satisfied.

Style Book

PR o
N ew York

> MOTNER GRAY'S SWEET
> POWDERS FOR CHILDREN

Relleve Weverlnburay, Coustlpa-
tian,Oolds snd cvrrect disorders of
¢ ptemach and bowels,

W T aal i,
®aus nang. dress Mother Gray Co., Lo Koy, N. Y.

Cuticura Soap

1S IDEAL

For the Hands

Sonp 25¢, Ointment 25 snd 50c, Taleum 25¢

lw- Improved Farms, Chiockasaw,
ng Con Dirset from owners,
AKIs Wid Rellly Bros.,

nu m\Lb-—lMl,v
FARM noar
Waehar, Wateriown,

Lane Bruant

Adjoln-
$176 to §246 a
New Hamplon, Ia.

NECTION IMPROVED
Wautertown, R D John N,
Bouth Dalota

A Secret.

“Why, yves," sald Miss Pertle Good-
win to her intimate friend, “Harry
and 1 are going to have n secret wed-
g, Not u soul Is golng to know of
it till it's over., Haven't you heard?*

$100 Reward $100

Catarrh In o local dlxonse greatly influ-

enced by oconstitutional conditions, It
therefore roquires constitutional treat-
ment. HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE
i talkon Internally and acts through the
I lood on the Mucous Surfaces of the Bys-
e HALL'E CATARRH MEDICINHE

destroys the foundation of the disease,
Kives the \nllﬂll strength by improving
the penornl health and assists nature in
dolng Ity work., $100,00 for any case of
Catareh thit HALL'S CATARRH
MEDICING falls to cure

l»rmmlntn 8. Testimonials free,

F. I ‘honoy & Co., 'Iuhs!u Ohlo.

Hearts are very much ulil\e. und all
tnke lote of patience to mnke them
good and happy.—Loulsa M, Alcott,

- —

Uge N
Unghi

ormng-q
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