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Back Bad Since the Grip?

Has s cold or grip sapped your
strength? Do you suffer constunt back-
sche, feel nervous and dapressed? Then
look to your kidneys! any cases of
kidnéy trouble are the result of in-
fectioun disense. e kidneys hava
broken down under the wstrain of fil

diseane-created poisons from the
bln-n(f That's why a cold or grip often
lenves backache, hondachen, dizey spells
and irregular kldm.-y action. Help vour
woakened kidneys with Doan's Kidne r

Pilla. Doan's have helped thousans
and should belp you. Ask your
neighbor!

Nebruka Case

Andy Hurnrn " lLo-
nBL Holdrege,
'ehr., payn: "1 wan
suffering from an at-
tack of lumbago and
the muscles through
my sldea wers 8o lame
and pore I could hard.
ly get around.
back nohed all the
time.

& cold which settled |
in my kldneys A

18 boxen of Doan's
Kidney Pllla was all
I neadad to cure me
of the attack."

Oet Doan’s at Any Stors, 60c a Bex

DOAN’S 505%
BUFF.

TODEATH

When the body begina to stiffen
and movement becomes painful it
is usually an indication that the
kidneys are out of order. Keep

these organs healthy by taking

GOLD MEDAL

CAPSULES t

Tihe d's standard remedy for kidney,
Uyer, and uric acld troubles,
Famous since 1606, Take regularly and
kepp in good health, In three sizes, all

Guarantesd as represented.

dMm bon
l-&n-t(i‘” odal on every

mght Agllu.

Jack—Where are rou going In such
a hurry?

Blll—I want to get a look at Hen:
peck. The profesior told us to de
scribe an atom, the smallest thing in
the world,

Jdack—Well, why see Henpeck,

Bill—He's the smallest thing in the
world when his wite gets through roast-
tng him. 1 want to Tt nn accarate
description of hiln and palm It off on
the professor for the description of an
atom,

MOTHER! MOVE
CHILD'S BOWELS WITH
i CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP

Huarry, mother! HByen a slck child
loves the ‘frulty” taste of “Oalifornia
Fig Syrup” and It never falls to' open
the bowels. A teaspoonful today may
prevent a gick child tomorrow, If con-
stipated, billous, feverish, fretful, has
cold, colle, or If stomach Is sour,

@ coirled, breath bad, remember a
cleansing of the litHe bowels Is

all thit Is necessary.
ppr drugglst for genulne “Call,
Syrup” which has directinns
aud children of all ages

True Enough,
Is the knlser sp vehement In
he dido’t start the war?"
ltkes to take crodit for a los-
ing venture”

Red Oross Ball Blue should be used
fn eygry home. It makes clothes white

w and never Injures the fabrie.
gosd grocers—Advertisement,

Many a man's cowardice has kept
hini from g OIUIL g In bad,

‘Are You a Mother ?
Do You Need Help ?

THEN THIS LETTER IS OF vmu.
, IMPORTANCE TO YOU

Nalrr ~—"Dr, Pierce’s Favor-
pﬂon was a splendid tonie snd

nlumtml oonditions
Epoo My baby and 1
ltmng nnd in
n

o recommen
uorlta Preseription to the
uﬂtlnt mothar btzc.:ulin Pknnw
[ experience t '—-
Mm. Jobe Coopqr 4818 !m Bt
i You should obtain this famous
8 L' now st ypur nearest
waulets or q‘dd or send 10a
. Plerco’s Invalids Hotel in By alo,

Np \;-;'or ;:5; tablets and write

Garﬁeld Tea

Was Your
Grandmother’s Remedy

For avery stomach
and Intestinal [l
This good old-fash-
loned herb home
remedy for consti-
pation, stomach s
- and of.har Oerange-
ments of the
tem go prevalent these days is
greater favor as a famlly m
tha your mudmothpr’s day,

Storm Country

by Grace Miller White

“LOVE! H-LI"

dated shack In the Sllent City, &

I BYNOPRIB.—Occupying a dllap!-
1 near Mhaca,

squntiegr settiement
New York, PPolly Hopkins |lives
with har father, small Jerry, and
an old woman, Granny Hope. COm
an adjacent farm, Oscar Henneti,
resperous farmer, I8 a nelghbory
rlu I secretly married to Evelyn I
“ Robertmon, supposedly wenithy girl
of the nn)xhhr.rl.nml Polly alone
known thelr secret. Moarcus Macs
Kengle, who owns the groupd the
squatters occupy, s thalr deter-
mined snamy Polly overhears a
L conversution between MacKaenzie
1 and a stranger, In whieh the for-
mer avows his (ntentlon of drive
ing the squalters from his land.
The stranger sympathizes with the
squatiers, and earns Polly‘'s grati-
lude Evelyn Hoberthon discovers
Il from her mother that they are not
rich, as she supposed, but practi-
1 cally living on the bounty af Hob-

ert Pervival, Bvelyn's cousin

CHAPTER Il
— i

As she ran, Polly I!nplmgn coitntod
on MacKenzle's words, EvelAn's moth-
er had sald that she was ag odid as she
was fithy,

Mrs. Robertson! The arrogant wom.
an who lived on the hill In 2 house al-
most hlg enonugh o hold eyery person
In the Rilent Olty ought not to say
anything against the squutters. If the
Erand lady only knew It, her own
daughter had stooped to n trick such
As would put to sbhame any hut-wom-
un, A sqoatter wife would not leave
her man to do for himself or deny him
before the world, Added to Polly's
personnl bhumilation was MacKenzie's
threat ngailnst Duddy Hopkins,

The hope Robert Perclval's words
lind Instilled in ber seemed to die as
she traveled, and her beart beat with
fear, for should Ol Mare get his fin-
gers oo Daddy Hophkins, Polly had no
doubt there would be nothing but im-
prisonment for hlm and the graveyard
for ber and Jerry. 8he could not
think of Iife without her father. Not
n slogle night had she ever been away
from his kindly love and attention—
and Wee Jerry! A vivid pleture rose
before her of the baby's grief if he
could not straddle daddy's neck and
play his father was a horse.

When she reached the top of the
ragged rocks, she pulled up and cast a
glance out over the Inke, The calling
of her name wmade her turn swiftly.
Recognizing Evelyn Robertson's volee,
she walted while the other girl came
down the path from MacKenzie's
woods, She was quite unllke the little
squatter. A fashlonable ralncoat pro-
tected her from the wet; and she car-
ried a light umbrella In her gloved
hand, The greeting between them was
one of embarrassment,

“I were goln’ to find my daddy,”
Polly explained, “He's somewheres
along the lake. I didn't know I'd come
en you this mornin'.”

The memory of Mrs, Robertson's
words brought a rush of color to her
face, and she looked down st her feet.
There surged up In her a feeling that
she did not want anythlog to do with
any of these people, Why should she?
They were rich; and she was only a
squatter brat! She started to walk
nway.

“1 sald" she flung over her shoul-
der, “I were lookin' for my daddy.
Good.by."

Evelyn Robertson was not Interested
In Jereminh Hopkins, As far ag she
Wis concerned, the whole Silent Clty
might be washed off Into the waves
and carrled away. Her own troubles
filled her mind. The shock of her
mother's disclosure stunved her, for
without the help she had expected,
she could see no way out of Osecar
Bennett's clutches, In the meantime,
the squatter girl wus her only means
of eominunication,

"Wait, Pollyop, wnlt a minute! 1
eatne down Just to speak to yon "

Wheellng slowly around, Polly faced
her.

“What do you want?' she
surly tones,

“Pollyop," ejaculated Evelyn,
ng swiftly to her side;, “I'm almost
scared to death, My cousin, Bob-—oh,
you''ve got to hadp me agatn 1™

Bob! "Then the soldler In the uni-
form wis Evelyn's cousin, Bob! That
was the nleest name In all the world,
o name fitted for the man
dropped inte the Kllent City
along the squutters Suddenly  her
mood changed. She forgot Osear Hen-
pett and his odious words, forgot that
the girl erying for her ald bad allowed
ber mother to say dreadful things
agnlest bher and Daddy Hopkins. I
Bvelyn were related to the soldler
then Polly Hopkins would do unything
Misg Robertson asked of her,

“What do yon want? she repeated
shyly, blushing,

usked in

oo

who had
1o help

“It's this,"” answered Evelyn, “Mr,
MucKenzle's bome—and my eousin
eume with him. My cousin, Robert
Percival I”

“Is your cousin & handsome feller
with long legs an' a face—"

Pollyop stopped for lack of words.
Mow conld she describe the fine, sym-
pathetic countenance she had seen
from the hut roof?

Yes" Bvelyn Interjected, “Bob's
awfully good.dooking, and he's ull teo,
Now Hsten, Pollyop: you must ge to
Osear ngain for me this very day—QOh,

dear, he's 50 mean tv me [

Copyright by Little, Brown & Co.

Paolly
| moment, Bhe

congldered the prenty face a
conld not anderstand
why the homecoming of the cousin
and Ol Mare should make Evelyn so
flustered, With her steady eyes upon
her she was studying over this ques-
tiom when Evelyn burst forth:

*Tell Osear 1 haven't any money ! 1
Just can't get it now! And, Pollyop,
tell hlm too that he mustn't write me
any more letters. My mother—well,
If she found one of them, she'd turn
e out of the hounse."

Polly's mouth flew open, Bhe could
not concelve of a girl dolng anything
in the world bad enough to make her
mother turn her out of her home,

"Lordy! Wowld she, now?" she
gaspd,

“My mother's proud,” s=ald Evelyn,
in exeuse, "You know that, Pully.”

Certainly Polly knew It! Hadn't
she ducked out of sight of the unsyn-
pathetic Indy many a time when lurk-
Ing near the Roberteon home with a
messge from Oscar to Evelyn?

“I don't know what I will do, Polly"
the other girl went on, “if you don't
help me—and—some tlme 111 really
o something for you™

A temiptation to blurt out the worda
Muarcus MacKengie had spoken as-
sailed the squatter glrl; but Evelyn
looked worrled! Polly's heart was as
soft as the velver in her ayes when
she came upon trouble of any kind.

“You've been good to Wee Jerry,™
she Interposed gently. “Awful good.
He 'most glggles his little life away
when I bring him the goodies you send
him."

“I'm golng to do n lot for both of
vou,” returned Evelyn impuisively,
“and today T brought this bag of candy
for the baby. Here! Take It! And
you'll go to Oscar for me as soon as
You can, won't you?"

Smlling, Polly slipped the package
of sweets into her pocket, She could
forgive anything against herself for
the sake of seecing Wee Jerry smile
and hearing him crow over the con-
tents of the small bag.

“Yep," she agreed, “an' say all you
tell me to, But what If he kicks up a
row? He's gettin' awful pernickity,
Oscar Is!" S

A sharp ery from Evelyn was fol-
lowed by:

“Tell hlm he mustn't! Make him
promise he won't! And—and, Pollyop,
I'll tell you something else, If you'll
promise pever to tell."

“I never told nnything yet, have 17"
Pollyop protested In low, Indignant
tones,

“No one must ever know about Oscar
and me,” Hvelyn began, still harping

“Tell Oscar | Haven't Any Money! |
Just Can't Get It Now! And Pol.
Iyop, Tell Him Toe That He Mustn't
Write Me Any More Letters.”

upon the great fear that obsessed her,
“becanse—"

“Boecnuse of yvour ma” loterrupted
Polly. "Sure I know thatt*

A sllm hand was ralsed In partial
o

“Mother's an awful worry to me
rometitmes;, but it's not she altogether
But—but—"

“Then—then—It's your fine-lookin’
cousin,” ecame brokenly from Polly,
during the pause in Miss Robertson's
sthtement,

“Of course, T wouldn't have him
know for anything,” Evelyn nodded as
sent, "Oh, goodness, 1 might ss well
tell It and get it over, 1 love some ope
else, and he loves me, Pollyop. |
want to be his wife more than T've
ever wantedd anything before. He's
wealthy, dear, and I've got to marry
him."™

Polly's face guthered n shocked ex
pression. How could she marry any
one when she was already wedded 1o
Osear Beunett? By any law  Polly
kpew of, a girl could not have two
hashands at the same time. HEyven the
squatters, In their careless way of
living, d4ld nothing ke that,

*You can’'t tle up to no ether man

Polly |

while you belong to Oscar, Miss Eve "

she ventured gravely.

“Well, 1 know it: of course I know
it,) retorted Evelyn, resenting the
censure in the other's tones: “but T've
got to be free, I'm so frantie, T don't
much eare how., That's the way Os-
car's got to help me! Anyway make
him understand he's got to walt: he
must be qulet and not bother me, Then
come toplght, and let me know what
he says, W you, Polly?

The squatter girl nodded. She would
rather have heen switched than see Os-
car Bennelt again.

“Yep," she assented. “I'l hunt him
up late this afternoon and then hus-
tle right ever to you. I got to go now "

For some moments after Evelyn
ieft her, Polly wiatehed the slim fig-
ure on the piuth to the woods, Then
she suddenly remembered Marcus Mace

Kenele and  without a backward
glances hurrled swiftly toward the
south,

Meantime three squatters from the
Sllent City were in the Bad Man's
ravine, dressing the fsh they had net.
ted the night hefore, One enormous
man wag seated on a flat rock, his bare
feot almost touching the water as it
hurried by o the lake, On his shonl-
ders, with his legs wound tightly
around the mon's neck, sat a small
boy, little more than a baby, He was
shivering with cold, and, ns the spring
riuin shot its drops upon hils face, he
lifted & smoll hand and brushed them
awany, Seemingly obllvions of the
welght against his swarthy head, the
man picked up a fish and contemplated
It with n scowl, Then he provesded to
clean It deftly.

The sllence was unbroken for a long
time except by the rushing of the wa-
ter, the gruesome running of the
knlves over the fish senles and a little
whimper, now and then, from the child
astride the man’s neck.

“I heard In town,” broke forth Lye
Braeger, “that Old Mare MacKenzie's
comin' home. Here's where us squat-
ters get h—Il flung at us good and
plenty."

Jeremiah Hopkins stopped his work
and frowned at the speaker.

“He'd best be a-lookin' out for. his-
self,” he muttered, “Mebbe he'll get a
taste of the hot place if he does any
struttin’ areund the Silent City.”

“Mebbe,” repeated Larry Bishop,
and po more, Marcus MacKenzie,
handsome, smug and rich, had been the
Instrument that had moved the hands
of the law to swing open the prison
doors and shove Larry Blshop inside
Just when his young wife needed him
most.

Once In sight of the roaring water,
rushiong in torrents from the Bad Man's
ravine, Polly sent out a pecullar little
trill; and the hoarse answer of a
man’s volce mingled with its echo as
it struck the enormous, up-roaring
rock slnbs.

Polly's heart bounded and lost its
heavy welght of fear, Daddy Hop-
kins had responded ponderonsly to her
first call. In another moment she was
crawling up the jagged sldes of the
deep gulf, As she came up to them,
Hopking' companlons waved her a
greeting, but stopped their work at
the sight of her sober face,

“What's up, lassie?” demanded Hop-
kina. “You' ain't seen a ghost, have
you'?"

“Worser'n that, Daddy,” she replied,
“Much®* worser'n that! Old Mare's
home, an' I heard him say he's goin'
to root us squatters out of the Silent
City."

A brute-llke glare flashed Into Lar-
ry Blshup's eyes.

“Did he, now, brat?" he muttered,
taking up his knife and looking at 1t

Polly squutied down beside her fath-
er, slipping one hand under hiz arm.
The other she guve to the child, who
grasped It eagerly.

“Dld he, now?™ came in repetition
from Bishop's throat,

“Yep," nsserted Pollvop, with an
emphatie bob of her head, “an' I come
to tell you all you'd best be a-lookin'
ot for "lm, Daddy, he says you're
the wopst man In the settlement, buat
evervhody knows he's a linr™

“He'd hest be lookin' out for hiis own
hide,” Hopkins shot back like n flash
of steel, "I ain't In any mind to stand
mueh of his gul®, the dirty duffer.”

Withdruwing her arm from her fath
er's, she leaned her ehin on her hand,
She wanted to urge them not to worry
too much, to tell them of the other
man, rich like old Mare, who had ex
pressed in tender tones a kindly in-
terest Iin thelr wellfure, Somehow,
though, the words would not come. The
peaceful fgure did not it In with the
secrel understanding that Expressed it-
self In the frowning, furtive glances
that passcd from one to the other of
her men-folks

“He's nwful, powerful strong.™ she
ventured in answer to the look she
had Intercepted, “an” powerful rich!”

“An' money's what mankes the mare
go," struck in Lye Braeger.

“Bure, so 'tis," ans vered Polly, “But
‘taln't everything In the world, 1 got
Granny Hope's word for that, An'
whe knows a lot about love, Granny
does.™

Larry Rishop's sudden lnugh cracked
in the middle, und be swallowad fleree-
Iy.

“Love! H

—{ " he burst out husk-

iy, “Granny'll know soon what havin'
money means, Some mornin' the Sl
tent Cltyll wake up an’ find tRe Hope
shack burned to the rocks.”

“Mebbe not,” replled Polly simply.
“Anyway, Granny don't need her hut
now she's livin® with vs.”

A sudden thought of Robert Per-
cival shot a queer little thrill through
her, and #he got confusedly to her feet.

“Lordy, but the wind's cold this
mornin’ " she exclahmed,

“That's se.” answered her father.
“It’s too blamed cold for the baby to
sty here. Get off'n my neck, boy, an'
go along home with Poll, an’ get het
up a hir,”

The ehild set up a hewl that flung
itself back and forth In squealing
echoes from side to side of the ravine,
but the struggle of unloosening Wee
Jorry'y fingers from hig father's thick
halr was ghort and sharp,

“Toake him home, brat,” sald Jere-
miah to Pollyop. “He's llke a frog,

“Sure, 8o 'Tis,” Answered Polly.
'Tain’t Everything in the Worid.”

“But

poor Imp. We got a full hour's work
yvet."

With the child’'s hand In hers, Polly
looked at her father.

“Come when you ean, Daddy,
s'prise for yon"

“Good little kid, your girl Is, Jere-
minh."” droned Braeger, and he grunted
as he straightened out his legs.

Hopkins bent over to catch another
glimpse of hi= children.

“Yep," he ngreed, a wavering smile
touching his lips. “God love 'er! She's
llke her ma was at her age—as pear
Hke as two peas In a pod.”

Igota

CHAPTER 1V.

On entering the shack Pollyop found
firanny Hope still asleep. Then she
replenished the fire and sat down with
Jerry on her lap. She digsrobed him,
dried the small body, and placed him
on the cot under the blunkets. An-
other plece of candy was popped into
the ever-ready little mouth:; and he
cuddiedl down contentedly.

His daughter's cheerful fuce, when
Jeremlah came home for his dinner,
drove away, for the time belng, the
drend her announcement of Mac-
Kengzie's return bad stirred In him.
Her description of ‘mending the roof
brought a wry smile to his face. She
sat on his knee while he smoked his
pipe andd ehattered of the little inti-
mute things of the Inkeside, and later
sent him and Jerry off  to Larry
Bishop's shack, feeling the better for
foodd and warmth and love,

At five o'clock, milk-pail In hand,
ghe took the Inne that led to the Ben-
nett farm. Nothing but her promise
to Hvelyn would have drageged her
aenin that day Into Osecar's presence
Nor did she conslder thiat the message
she hnd to dellver would Incline the
farmer to e very gencerous In the mat
ter of milk, Suppose he demanded pay
for It on the basiz he had saggested!

She rounded the bullding and went
Into the cow stables, On n nall o the
wull hung o lintern, and the farmer
st milking n cow,

“Hello, Osear!” was her greeting, 1
saw Miss Eve, but T didn't tell her
nothin' about the kisses you wanted™

Bennett turnied and studied her carl
ously, taking qulck stock of her, even
to the brown of her bare feet. No, he
had not made n mistake o summing
her up that morning.

“You better hadn't,” he growled,

A SWEET LITTLE
BABY BOY

Makes a Bright Spot in Every
Home. A Comfort in
Years to Come

Park Rapids, Minnesota,—*1 have
taken yourpmedmna — Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable

Compound— when 1
Was & rl for pains
and before and after

ge. 1 now

sweet little
hoy and will
you hia picture
if you wish to publish
lit. My sisters also

| medicine

have &

Minn,
mm and nn'in at middle
at dium&
lm.nt to many womnn. f

and comfort other women have in
children as they grow older.

Lydia K. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-

pound has helped to bring great In
ness to many families by mstm'in

men to health, Often t.ha childlesa

is due to a run down ooudlt.iono! the
wif which rnny be hel

E. egetable mponn It
brought hualth and happimu into the
home of Johnson, Why not to
yours?

Stop Laxatives

Which Only Aggravate
Constipation

Nujol is a lubricant—not
a medicine or laxative—
so cannot gripe.

When you are constipat-
ed, there is not enough
lubricant produced by
{our system to keep the

od waste soft. Doctors
rrescﬂba Nujol because
ts action is so close to
lubricant.

this natural
Try it today,

Nujol

}(1?‘ l‘}"‘l';‘.('::- 7
F

back without question
NTS OUARANTB
BEKIN DISEASE REMED
(Hunt's Salveand SBoap),failin
thetremtment of Itch, Ecxema,
Ringworm, Tetter or other iteh-
ing skindiscanes. Tey thistreat-
ment at our risk Sold by all rellable -
A. B, Rlcharde Medicine Co. Sherman, Texan

Leave It to Her.

Sultor—1 will admit 1 haven't al-
ways lived as I should, but I do love
your daughter sincerely, and If ever
I should make her unhappy, I hope
I will he made to suffer for It.

Father—Don't let that worry you;
she'll attend to that.

DYED HER DRAPERIES,
SKIRT AND A SWEATER
WITH “DIAMOND DYES”

Bach package of “Diamond Dyes” con-
tains directions so l:mJ:le that any woman

can dye or tint faded, shabby skirts,
dresses, waists, coats, sweaters, «
ings,

hangings, drnperin e\rrrythm' liko
pew. Buy “Diamond hw.'n —nt  other
kind—then perfect home dyein

teed, even if you have never (fyed %le{um
Tell your druggmt whether the material
ou wish to dye is wool or silk, or whether
f is linen, cotton, or mixed goods. Dia-
mond Dyes never streak, spot, fade,
run. So easy to use.—advertisement.

And Each a Daya Work,
Young Housekeeper—"And

eges, are they real
Grocer—"Yes'm

these
country egus?
gepuine hen-made,"

Sure Relief
FOR INDIGESTION

- El.I.-ANS

25¢ and 75¢ Packeges, Everywherg

TO KILL RATS

withoaot interrupting his work, "I sup-
pose you hrought me some ool mes-
sage from ber, eh?™ Having finished
the cow, he rose and stood . with the
brimming pall of milk In his hand
“She sent you, didn't she?”

E—
—

“Evelyn! !.1.1 believe you
care for me, | really balieve
you dol”

(TO BE CONTINUEDY)

Ahnnﬂmdagmuuw
STEARNS' ELECTRIC
RAT & ROACH PASTE

tou- lﬂﬂlﬂ to run from the butlding for

Direett
dcand 115 “Money back IT11 falls®
U. 8. Government buys Lt

W. N. U. OMAHA, NO. 7..1922.
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