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MOTHER! OPEN

CHILD'S BOWELS WITH
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP

Your little one will love the “frulty”
tazte of “California Fig Syrup” even if
constipated, billous, Irritable, feverish.
or full of cold. A teaspoonful never
fallg to cleanse the liver and bowels,
In a few hours you can see for your-
self how thoroughly It works all the
sour blle, and undigested food out of
the bowels and you have a well, play-
ful child agaln.

Milllong of mothers keep “California
Fig Syrup" handy., They koow a tea-
spoonful today saves a sick child to
morrow. Ask your drugglst for genu-
ine “Californin Flg Syrup,” which has
directlons for bables and children of
all ages printed on bottle. Mother!
Yon must say “"Callfornin™ or you may
get an imitatlon fig syrup.—Advertise-
ment,
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Don't follow the crowd If you want
o bhe a eader,

BY “BAYER" IN 1900

Look for Name “Bayer” on the Tab.
lets, Then You Need
Never Worry.

If you want the true, world-famous
Arpirin, as prescribed by physiclans
for over twenty-one years, you must
nek for “Bayer Tablets of Aspirin.”

The name “Bayer” |s stamped on
each tablet and appears onh each pack-
age for your protectios mgainst lLmita-
tions.—Advertisement,

A bonst Isn't arways n boost; some-
times It means 8 “bust.”

SUFFERED ALL
A WOMAN COULD

Mrs. Meyer Finally Found
Relief and Health in Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound

' Cal.—*“1 always feel ve
ﬂm you, as mma‘{wenty yeg

mmago three doctors
#8iisaid I had to have a
serious o tion. 1
## had a tumor, and ul-
il cers which would
ther and break. 1
Ihad displacement so
badl at I could
hardly sit down at
times, and it seemed
asif Isufferedevery-
tning that a woman
could suffer, Then
- some one advised me
to take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound, and I took it until I was
curego and saved from the operation.
have told women of your wonderful
medicine times without number, and I
am willing that you should use these
facts and my name if you like. Ialso
used your Compound during the Changf.
and I ean do all my own work but the
and can walk miles eve
da my husband in the office.”
—Mrs, J. HP Meyer, 412 South Orange
8t., Orange, California.

It is quite true that such troubles as
Mrs. Meyer had may reach astage where
an operation is the only resource. On
the other hand, a great many women
have been restored to health by Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound.
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Vaseline

RegUs Pat.OfF.

PETROLEUM JELLY
For burns, cuts,
sEEins and all
skin irritations
Relieves

of scalp.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES

MFG. €O.
New York

LOMBLDRTED )

State Strect

New Method

Nujol is a lubricant,
not a laxative.

Without forcing or irrie
tating, Nujol softens the
food waste, - The many
tiny muscles in the
intestines can then re-
move it regularly, A!:-
solutely harmless—tryit.

THE NORTH PLATTE SEMIWEERKLY TRIBUNE.
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“MY LASSIE!"” "

Bynopeis.—Jane Harding, respect-
able and conservitive old mald—
but pever too old to think of mar
riage — with more money than
minded spinster, Miss Higglegby-
Browne, into financing an expedi- “
|| tion te hunt for buried treasure on
Lesward island, Her niece, Vir-
ginia Harding, undertaking to stop
her, geta on the vessel and s un-
willingly carried along. Hy mno
meunn concealing her distaste for
M the expedition and her contampt
for its members, Virginia makea
the mequaintunce of the Honotable

Cuthbert Vane. Tulking with
HJ Duginld Shaw, leader of the expedi-
tion, Virginia very frankly ox-
presses hor views, practically aec-
cuning Shaw and the otheér mem-

l bars of the party, Inciuding «
1] somewhat uncertuin personage
Captaln Magnus., and a shady
“financier,” Hamlilton H., Tubbs, of
belng In a consplracy to defraud
Jane Harding. Landing on the
Insland In a mutter of some difficuls |
ty, Virginin belng carried ashore
In the arms of Cuthbert Vane. The
party gets setfled, Miss Browne
tells about the treasure Virginia
declares hermelf out of 1t. The
dead anllor's map Is produced. Vire-
ginla finds a mysterious dog, Cro-
soe. Virginia visits the wreck of
the Inland Queen. The dog saves
Virginia from advances by Cap-
tain Magnus

CHAPTER VIIL
—10—=
“|_assie, Lassie ., ."

Two or three doys later occurred a
painful eplsode. The small unsospect-
ed germ of It had Inln ambughed In
a discourse of Mr, Shaw's, delivered
shortly after our arrival on the Island,
on the multifarious uses of the cocop-
palm. He told how the jnice from the
unexpanded flower-spathes Is drawn
off to form a potent toddy, =0 that
where every prospect plenses man may
still be wlle. Cookle, experimentally
disposed, set to work, Mr. Vane, also
experimentally, sampled the results of
Cookle's efforts. The liquor had mere-
ly been allowed to ferment, whereas
a complicated process Is necessary for
the manufacture of the true arrack,
but enough had been achlieved to bring
about dire consequences for Cuthbert
Vane, who had found the liguid cool

and refreshing, and was skeptical
sbout Its potency.
Aunt Jane took the matter very

hard, and reboked the ribald mirth of
Mr, Tubbs. He had to shed tears over
a devastating poem called “The
Drunkard's Home,” before she would
forgive him. Cookle made his peace
by engaging to vote the prohibition
ticket at the next election.

Mr. Shaw was disturbed over Cuth-
bert, who was not at all bad, only
queer and sleepy, and had to be led
away to slumber in retirement., Also,
it was exceptionally low tlde and
Mr. Shaw had counted on taking nd-
vantage of it to work In the cave.
Now Cuthbert was laid up—

“You and I will have to manage by
ourselves, Magnus.”

“Nothing doing—bont got to be
patched up—go out there without
and get caught!” growled the captaln,

“Well, lend a hand, then. We can
be ready with the boat inside an hour,"”

The captain hesitated queerly. Hig
wandering eyes seemed ;to be search-
ing In every quarter for something
they did not find. At last he mum-
bled that he thought he felt a touch
of the sun, and had decided to lay
off for the afternoon and make his way
acvross the island. e sald he wanted
to ghoot water-fowl and that they had
sll been frightened away from the
cove, but that with the glnss he had
seen them from Lookout thickly about
the other bay.

“Yery well,” sald the Scotelinan
eoldly. *I suppose you must sult your-
self. I can get the boat In shape with-
out help, I dare say.,” I saw him pres.
ently looking In an anpnoyed and puz
gled fashion after the vanishing figure
of the sallor.

Mr. Tuhbs and the umbrellas soon
disappeared into the woods, 1 belleve
the search for Bill Halllwell's tomb-
stone was no longer very actlvely pur-
sued, and that he and Aunt Jane and
Yiolet spent thelr time ensconced In a
mug little nook with hammocks and
cushions. 1 more than suspected Mr,
Tubbs of feellng that such a bhird In
the hand as Aunt June was worth many
doublooms In the bush. But In splte
o uneasinesi ahout the future, for the
present I rested secure In the certainty
that they could not elope from the
felund, and that there was no one on
it with suthority to metamorphose
Augut June into Mrs, Hamlilton H.
Tuobkba,

‘I'he waters of the cove had receded
uotl a fringe of rocks under the high
‘annd of the polnt, usually covered, had
b left boare. 1 had watched the
epergence of thelr black Jagged sur
faces for some time hefore It oecurred
t» me that they offered a menans of
secess 1o the cave, The cave—place
» fuscinutlon and mystery! Here

was the opportunity of ull others to
explore it, unhampered by any one,
Just Crusoe and 1 alone, in the fash-
fonn that left me freest to indulge my
dreams,

1 walted untll the Scotchman's bnck
wans safely torned, because if he saw
me setting forth on this excursion he
was quite certain to command me to
return, and I had no intention of sub-
mitting to his dictatorinl ways and
yvet was pot quite sure bow 1 was suc-
cessfully to defy him,

The retreating tide bad left deep
pools behind, each a little cosmos of
fairy seaweeds and oy  scuttling
crabs and rich and wonderful forms of
life which were strange to me. Cru-
soe and I were very much Interested,
and lingered a good deal on the way.
But at last we reached the great arch-
wny, and passed with a suddenness
which was like a plunge luto cool
water from the hot glure of the trople
sunghine Into the green shadow of the
cavern.

At the lower end, Dbetween Iwo
arches, a black, water-worn rock pav-
Ing rang under one's feet. Further
In under the point the floor of the
cave was covered with white sand.
All the great shadowy place wus mur-
muring llke a vast sen-shell.

1 wished I could visit the place In
darkness, It would be thrice as mys-
rerlous, flled with Ws hollow whis-
pering echoes, ns in the day. From
the ledge far above my head led off
those narrow, teasing crevices in which
the three explorers did their unre-
warded burrowing. 1 could see the
strands of a rope ladder lylng colled
fit the edge of the shelf, where It was
secured by splkes, The men dragged
down the ladder with & boat-hook when
they wanted to ascend. I looked about
with a hope that perhaps they had left
the bout-hook gomewhere,

I found no boat-hook, but Instend a
spade, which had been driven deep Into
the sand and left, too tirmly imbedded
for the tide to bear away. AL once a
burning hope that I, alone and unns-
sisted, might bring to light the trens-
nre of the Bonny Lass seethed In my
velns. 1 jerked the spade loose and
fell to,

I now dlscovered the great truth that
digging for treasure Is the most thrill-
Ing and absorbing occupation known
to man. Time ceased to be, and the
welght of the domp and ¢lose-packed
sand seemed thut of feathers. This
temporary state of exaltatlon passed,
to be sure, and the sand got very
heavy, and my back ached, but still I
dug. Crusoe began to fuss about and
bark, He came and tugged at my
skirt, uttering an uneasy whine.

“Be quiet, Crusoe!" 1 commanded,
threntening him with my spade. The

madness of the treasure-lust possessed
me. 1 was panting now, and my
hands begun to feel llke baseball mitts,

A Shriek Echoed Through the Cave.

but stll 1 dug. COrusoe had censed to
iImportune me; vaguely | was aware
that he had got tired and run off, 1
tolled on, pausing now and then for
breath. 1 was leaning on my spade,
rither dejectedly consldering the mod-
est exeavation I had achleved, when
I felt a little cool splash at my feet,
Dropping my spade I whirled around
—and & shriek echoed through the
cave as 1 saw pouring Into It the dark
Mmeldlous torrent of the returulog
tide,

How had 1 forgotten It, that deadly
thing, muttering to liself out there,
ready to spring back ke an unlegshed
beast? Crosoe had warned me—and
then he had forsaken me, und [ was
plone,

Amd yel nt

first, wild us my ter

ror was, I had ne thought but that
somehow 1 could escape, That these
waters were for me the very fnce of
denth, sure nnd relentiess, errible nmd
slow, did not at once selge hold upon
my heart.

Franticully 1 sprang for the entrunce
on the gove, The floor of the cave was
sloplng and the water deepened swift-
Iy a8 | sdvanced. Soon | was flounder-
Ing to my knees, and on the Instant a
great wave rushed o, drenching me to
the walst, dazing wmwe with Its spray
and uproar, and driving me back to
the far end of the cave

With a dreadful  hollow sucking
sound the surge retreated, 1 stag-
gered toward the archway that was

my only door to life, The water was
deeper now, nod swiftly came anoth-
er Herce lnrush of the sea that drove
me back,

I fled to the far end of the cave, but
the sea pursued me. Swirltly the wa-
ter climbed—it flung me ugainst the
wall, then dragged me buck, 1
clutched at the nnked rock with bleed-
ing fingers.

Agnln, after a paroxysm during
which 1 hdd seemed to stund a great
wity off and lsten to my own shrieks,
there came to me 8 moment of calm.
I knew that my one tenuous thread
of hope lay in launching myself Into
that wild flood that was tearing
through the cove. 1 was not a strong
swlmmer, but & buoyant one, I might
find refuge on some half-submerged
rock ou the shores of the cove—at
least 1 should perish In the open, In
the sunlight, not trapped like n des-
perate rat. And 1 began to fght my
way toward the opening.

And then a dreadful visglon flnshed
across my mind, welghted down my
feet llke lend, choked buck even the
ery from my frozen |lips. Sharks !
The black cutting fin, the livid belly,
the dreadful Jaws opening-—no, ne,
hetter to die here, better the clean
embrace of the waters—If Indeed the
sharks did pot come Into the cave,

And then I think I went quite mad.
I remember trylng to ¢llmb up to the
ledge which hung beetling fifteen feet
above, Afterward my poor hands
showed how desperately. And 1 re-
member that once I slipped and went
clear under, and how I choked uand
strungled In the salt water. For my
mouth was plways open, screnming,
screaming eontinunlly.

And when 1 saw the boat fighting Its
way inch by Inch into the cave [ was
sure that It was a vislon, and that
ouly my own wild beseeching of him
to save me had made the face of Du-
gald Shaw arise before my dying eyes,
Dugald Shaw wag still mending the
hoat on the shore of the cove, and
this was a mocking phantom.

Only the warm human clasp of the
arms that drew me Into the boat
made me believe fn him,

The boat bobbed quietly In the eddy
at the far end of the cave, while a wet,
sobbing, choking heap clung to Du-
gald Shaw. I clasped him about the
neck and would not let him go, for
fear that T should find myself alone
angaln, perishing in the dark water, My
head was on his breast, and he was
pressing bock my wet halr with strong
and tender hands,

What was this he was saying?
lassle, my little, little lassle "

And no less Incredible than this it
wns to feel his cheek pressed, very
gently, against my halr—

After a little my self-control came
back to me. 1 stopped my senseless
ehildish crying, lifted my head and
tried to speak, 1 could only whisper,
“You came, you came "

“Of course 1 came!” he sald husk-
ily. “There, don't tremble so—you are
safe—safe In my arma!"

After & while he lifted me Into the
stern and began to maneuver the boat
out of the cave, 1 suppose at another
time I should have realized the peril
of It. The fierce flow through the
archway all but swamped us, the cr-
rent threatened to hurl us against the
rocks, but 1 felt no fear. He had
come to save me, and he would, All
at once the drendful shadow of the
cavern was left behind, and the sun-
ghing Immersed my chilled body like
a draught of wine. 1 lay huddled in
the stern, my cheek upon wmy bhand,
a8 he rowed swiftly across the cove and
drove the boat upuon the beach.

Everybody but Captain Magnus was
assembled there, Incinding Crosoe,
Crusce It was who had given warnlng
of my daunger, Like a wise little dog,
when [ jgnored his admonitions he had
run home. At first his uneasiness and
troubled barking Lhad got no notlee,
Once or twice the Scotchman, worrled
by his fretfulpess, had ordered him
awny, Then wucross his preocccupled
mind there flaghed a doubt, He lald
down his twools and spoke to the anl-
mal, Instantly Urusoe dashed for the
rocks, barking and erylng with eager-
ness,

Then Mr, Shaw understood. He
| snatehed the palnter of the boat and
| dragged it down the beach, He was
shoving off us Cookle, roused by
Crusoe's burking, appeared from the
goclusion of his afterncon slesta, To
him were borpe the Scotchman’'s part-
Ing words:

*“Virginia Hardlng—In the cave—
hot blankets—may be drownlng—"

“And at dat,” sald Cookie, relating
lils part In the near tragedy with une-
tlon, “1 Jes' natchully plumped right
down on mah bones and wrestied with
de Lawd in prayabh.”

"MJ’

Virginia finds a diary on the
Island Queen.

(TO BE CONTINUELD.)
More Than Ever Then.
Beware of the moan who knows (|t
all, especinlly If 1t happeos (o be your
self.—Boston Transcrip

The Cuticura Tollet Trie, ' -4
HMaving cleared your skin keep it clear ure el |e
by making Cutleurn yonr every-day ESTIO“

tollet preparations, The soap to cleanse |
and purify, the Olntment to soothe and
heal, the Talcum to powder and per- |

fumea, No tollet table Is complete
without them. 20¢ everywhere—Ad-

vertispment, |

An Oversight.
“Ma, doesn’t the Lord eare for good
boys?™ |
“Of conrse, Willie ™
“Then it's funny. He hardly ever
makes good boys strong enough to lick
bad boys.—Boston ‘Uranscript.

25¢ and 79¢ Packages, Everywhere
W, N. U, OMAHA, NO. 51..1921,

Spirin

Never say “Aspirin" without saying “Bayer.”
WARNING!

you are not getting, genuine Aspirin prescribed by
'physicians over 21 years and proved safe by milions for

Unless you see name “Bayer” on tablets,

Colds Headache Rheumatism
Toothache Neuralgia Neuritis
Earache LLumbago Pain, Pain

Accept only “Bayer" package which contains proper directions.

Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets—Bottles of 24 and 100—All druggista.
Asplria s the trade mark of Bayer Manufacture of Mmupscrtieacidester of Sallpylieactd

His Talent.

North—How came Brown to be play-
ing In movie comedies?

West—He's n good runner!

There I8 nothing more satisfactory
after a day of hard work than a line
full of snowy white clothes, For such
results use RHed Crosa Ball Bloe—Ad-
vertisement,

Safery First,

“We pedestrinns should stand up

for our rights,” sald the choleric old

gentleman,
“I qulte agree with yon," sald a
meek little man, “but If we are go-

ing to do anything of that sort 1 sug-
gest that we make our demonstration
from the sidewalk.”

It Was a Fine Stream.

A New Hampshire mnn had his
estute up for sale amd n prospective
purchaser had been looking over It
1 find everyvthing just as you adver
tised, he reported ; *“That s, all except
the fine strenm you mentioned.”

“It runs through the plece of woods
at the end of the mendow," the owner
explalined,

“What! that little hrook? Why, It
doesn't hold much more than a spoon-
ful, You don't call that a fine stream,
do you?"

“Well, If it wns much finer yon
couldn't see It at all,” sald the owner
blandly.—Boston Transeript.

Uses Carbon Copy for Love Letters

“I'm through with Gloria for the rest
of my life,” sald Charlie bs he seated
himself in n comfortable chaulr at the
club,

“What's the trouble? asked Jack.
“Hasn't she written to you lately "

“Yes, 1 Just recelved n ‘ung letter
from her,” answered Charlle with a
long fuce,

“Wasn't it as endearing as psual?
arked Jack with a twinkle In his eye.

*Yes, Just as much as ever" re-
plied Charlie,

“Then, for Pete's sake, what I1s the
trouble?” Inquiged Jack Imputiently.

“The letter,” tmumbled Charlle, “was
n earbon copy.'

THE SCHOOL HERO CHANGES

No Longer Does the Freshman Wim
Football Games Single Handed—
Style Improved.

There has bheen a noticeable slumpe
in the demand by boys at libraries
for the school story, with the hero
who always won the blg fontball game
and who knocked the home run with
three on bases when, os n substitute
player, he brought the baseball hon-
ors to Tushtushville prep schooll
Boys who have tried to go out and
win foothall gnmes single handed and
who have sought an opportunity to
muke home runs at crocinl moments
In school baseball serles, have found
out what rot has been handed theoy
In fictlon. They know that bhoys sim-
ply don't do  such things—not as
“frosh,” anyway.

The school hero still maintaing, but
he 18 travellng at a slower pace.
Prexy does not kowtow to the gifted
youth as suddenly ns in the heyiday
of such fietion, Librarinns say that
the big lmprovement in school fiction
has come through saner plots nnd
more careful work In characteriza-
tion, The author must really show
his own Interest in a school charncrer
If he Is golng to get the hero “over,"—
Arthur Chapman in the New York
Tribune,

Prompt Punishment.

There was o great stampede for the
omnlbus, A man was pushed off the
step and he and his son falled to se-
cure places,

“Iifd God see the man that pushed
us ot asked the little boy.

“Of course he ld”™

“And will be punlsh him?

“He has punished him, sonny."

“Alrendy, futher?"

“Yes, I've got his watch"—Londom
Tit-Bits.

It 1 man knows a great deal, he s
bound to el i, elther voeally or with.
the pen, \

r. 8—lue
witnan's letter,

business end of o

What Kind of a Day

Do You Wish

Yourself?

Suppose you could make a wish at the
breakfast table and finally have the wish come

true.

Would you say,

“l want this to be a good day,” or—"1 am
willing for this day to drag along?

If you keep on wishing your days with the
food you eat, finally the wish is likely to come

true.

Grape-Nuts helps

your wish fora good day.

Nothing miraculous; just the natural result from
right food with the right taste.

There is a charm of flavor and crispness
in Grape-Nuts that is like the smile of a good
friend at the breakfast table—

And Grape-Nuts, with cream or milk (fresh
or tinned), is fully nourishing—feeding the tissues
and glands, the bone and blood, with just those
elements which Nature requires — building
strength without any “heaviness.”

Grape-Nuts is the perfected goodness of
wheat and malted barley, scientifically developed
~—ready to eat from the package. A Grupe-Nuts
breakfast or lunch is a practical wish for good luck.

“There’s

Sold by all grocers

a Reason”
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