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1 wrapped her up in'she was.

§t. and when I buttoned it around her
ehin. 1 did what I'd been aching to do
since 1 first met her, but had slipped
on my courage. She was looking down
fn a shy; little way she has—and I
kisscd her, When she lifted her eyes,
there was such a surprised little look,
in them, 1 felt just as if I had hurt a
h-")lfl didn’t mean to do it, I said, ‘but
I couldn’t help it. Will you forgive me:

“ I'1l forglve you,' she sald in a lm'v
voice after a moment, ‘but you musn’t
—again.'

:ffit}‘m meant it, so I didn’t, but she
let me hold her hand we sat quiet and
watched the moon shine on the water.

“1 asked her if she'd had a Sf‘lUll :1[:“:{

nd she told me it had been the
:romlc-.rrul day of her life—different
from all others, 4

* ‘Honest? 1 asked.

“She didn't answer, but looked off
over the water, and [ saw a tear on
bher check,

# 'Honest? 1 said again.

“ iyeg:' she said, ‘Honest, and 1 ne\'rn:
knew before what it was to be honest.

“1 didn’'t know what she meant, bu_l
we had got to Chicago pow. It wasn't
very late nnd I asked her should we
go to Reilly's again and she said it
would spoil the day. [ thought so, too,
On the way to where I'd left
her the night before, there was a little
park. We went In sat on one of the
benches, It was only a little clump of
trees, but it made » nice place to visit,
because there was no one around. Peo-
ple in cities don't act like they were
seagoned to outdoors except when it's
hot weather. .

“lT was booked to leave the next
morning, so I couldn't let any grass
grow. I asked her to marry me.

“ ¢ wish you hadn't asked me,' she
said, and her voice sounded like there
waore tears in her eyes.

* “Why? I asked.

* 1 wish,' she went on without tak-
Ing any notice of me — just like she
was talking to herself—'that 1 dared to
love a man like you.!

“Phat was all I cared to know. For
the ghost of a second I held her In my
arms, but she slipped out of them and
I saw her face was pale.

“ 'You do love me!’ I said,

* ‘I do, she repeated after me, ‘A lot.
If it was a little bit, I'd marry you, but
1 love you so much, I'll tell you why I
ean never marry you. You're the first
man that ever treated me like I was
white. I'm pretty bad, I know, but I
am not g0 bad as to do you wrong.'

“I told her I didn't know what she
meant, but there was nothing in the
world that should come between us.

“ 1 tried to tell you tonight on the
oat, when you asked me to tell you
zow much I had enjoyed the day, she
went on Just a¥ though I hadn't spok-
en, ‘when you sald "Honest” But 1
couldn't. 1 was afraid to tell you I
couldn’t do anything honest.

“Then she told me she was a thief.
Bhe didn't try to make any excuses for
herself, but when 1 heard her little
hard luck story and knew what she'd
been up against, I didn't wonder that
she stole or committed any crime. She
had had a regular Cinderella step-
mother who had licked her when she
was a kid because she took food from
the pantry when she was hungry. The
old hag called it stealing and warned
the school teacher and the other kids
got hold of it and of course you know
what it does to any one to get a black
eye. Bhe had the name of a thief
wighed on her until she got to be one,
Bhe was expelled from school; put in
a reformatory; ran away,; stole to keep
herself alive. Then they all took a
hand at her—minister's, society girls,
charitable assoclations; they gave her
& bum steer and made her feel that she
was a hopeless outcast, so she felt
more nt home with her vagrant class.
The only pergson who had ever made
her feel she wanted to be straight was
a Salvation Army woman, but she had
gone away and no one was left to care
now,

“1 didn't let her go any further. I
told her 1 cared and I cared all the
more since I had heard her story; and
that she was honest, or she wouldn't
have told me about herself. What did
1 care what she had been or done? Her
1ife was going to begin right then with
me. 1 couldn't budge her. 1 talked
and pleaded, and at last she gave.in—
o little, She said she'd think it over
and meet me at the little park in the
morning, and then she'd talk some
more about it

' "So we paried until morning came,
But I made up my mind that if she
wouldn't consent I'd simply kidnap her
and bring her up her to Mrs. Kingdon.

“I was on hand bright and early at
the park next morning, and after a
while a slovenly slip of a girl came
up to me and asked my name. I told
her. She gave me a note and then
sturted off like a akyrocket, but I'm
some spry myself, and I caught her
and held her till I'd read the note. It
was from her and she said she couldn’t
glve me the worst of the bargain. That
she was going to try hard to see if
ghe could make good and live without
rtealing, and when she was sure she'd
send word to me through Mr. Reilly,
and, if 1 never heard, I could know she
had falled, and for me to forget her.

“Where is she?' I asked the girl
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I made him pee what It
meant to me to find her, and he prom-
ised to try his best and to forward at
onge any letter that came to him. If
I don’t hear after a while, when work
gets slack so you can spare me, I'm
going to Chicago and go through it
with a fine tooth comb. Relli; will
help me follow every girl by the tame
of Marta that's ever lived there.

Kurts eyes, full of definite pity and
regret, turned to Jo as he broke the
little pause that followed.

“She ls doublless a poor little stray
of a girl and Juck has been against her,
but, Jo, put all thoughts of marrylng
her away, just as she has. Walit—" he
hurried on, seeing the anger kindling
In the lad's eyes-—"if it were any other
offense—EBut a thief! ‘Once a thief,
always a thief, is the truest saying I
know. Your love couldn’'t—"

“It didn't make any change In my
feelings when she told me,” sald Joe
stanchly. “She could steal anything I
had.”

“It might not change your feellngs,
but It should change your intentions.
Do you mean you'd marry—" Kurt had
an incredulous expression on his face.
“In a second, if she'd have me. I'd
buy her everything she wanted so she
wouldn't have to steal.'”

“But after you were married and
people found out what she was, you'd
be ashamed—"

“Ashamed! I'd put my little thief on
a throne, and whoever dared to try to
take her off would get it In the neck."
The car speeded up again. The man
at the wheel saw the utter futility of
further expostulation.
“I'll leave it to time and cow-punch-
ing,” he thought sagely. "“Time and
work are the best healers, eapecially
for the young. Preaching is of no
avail"
Night came on. Jo looked up at a
little lone star which was trying to
make Its light shine without A properly
darkened background,
“That's a poor little orphan star—
like her. I'll look for it every night
now. 1 wish I hadn't blabbed to Kurt,
He hasn't a nose for orange blossoms,"
In the fortnight that followed, Jo
worked Indefatigably, but his heart and
his thoughts were back In Chicago, ex-
cept when now and then his eyes
turned to a fertile little beauty spot
valleyed between the hills, For ehere he
Lad located animaginary cottage--his
cottage and hers. This mijrage, of
course, always showed a little glip of
a girl standing in the doorway, To
the surprise and dismay of his asso-
clates Jo the spender became Jo the
saver that his dream might come true,
He offered on addendum to the reve-
lation he had mad eto Kurt. They met
often, but in ranch life discouse is not
frequent, and Jo Instinctively felt that
his recital of Love's Young Dream had
fallen upon unsympathetic ears, while
the foreman, unversed in the Language
of TLove, was mystifled by the lad's
silence,
Three weeks later the “man without
4 nose for orange blossoms" was again
in town. As acting sheriff of the coun-
ty laely, Kurt had dropped in to see
the jailer.
“How's business, Bender?
boarders?” he asked,
“Yes; a gal run in for st
Didn't find the goods on her; bu:asllt\r;g!;
a sly one with the record of being a
lifelong thief. She strayed up here from
Chicago.”
“What's her name?' he asked cas-
ually,
“Marta Sills."”
“I wonder if {t could be Jo's Marta,"”
the acting sheriff thought suddenly.
“She may have followed him up here."
He walked back to the hotel, trying
to decide whether he should tell Jo. If
she should prove to be his girl, her ar-
rest up here should show him that his
love hadn't worked the miracle he ex-
pected. Jo had been a little quiet since
his return, but he gave no signs of
pining away, and maybe if nothing re-
vived his interest, it might die a nat-
ural death, The story Jo had told him
of the little waif had made a deep im-
pression upon him, however.
“Poor little brat!"” he thought, “What
chance does her kind have? I suppose
I ought to give her one. There is one
person in the world who might reform
her, and I'd put her in that person's
;‘il;urga if it weren't for wrecking Jo's
0.t
All  through the afternoen while
transacting the business that had
brought him to town, his heart and his
head were having a wrestling match,
the former being at the disadvantage
of being underworked,
“I'll go up and take a look at her,"”
he suddenly decided. “Maybe I can
tell from Jo's description whether she
is his Marta or not."
On his way to the jail he was ac-
costed by a big jovial man.
“Don’t know where I can get an ex-
tra  helper, do you Kurt? Simpson,
my right hand, has gone back to Cana-
da to enlist.”
“How providential!" thought Kurt.
“Why., ves; Mr. Westcott,” he re-
plied: “"We're well up with our work,
and T could spare Jo Gary for a few
woeks.”
“Jo Gary! Meay heaven bleas you!
When can 1 get him?
“CGioing out home now?"

Any new

who was squirming like an eel,

“ dunneo,’ she sald. 'She's left
town.'

“‘] don't believe it!' 1 said.

“*‘Yes, she has’ said the girl. 'She

pawned all her togs—that new white
dress and the swell shoes and her new
guit and bat to get money to make a
getaway.

“] might as well have tried to hang
on to & fish as to hold that slippery
little street Arab, Bhe broke away and
ran.
use. Bhe new the ins and outs of the
alleys like a rat, and I lost her. You
see, I didn’'t know my girl's last name.
When 1 asked her ehe said: ‘Call me
Marta.' I didn't care about knowing
her last name then, because [ was so
keen to give her my Oown name.

“L was Jus sbout ‘erazy. I hunted
all over the part ol the city where I'd
loft her the first nighl, Then I went
i+ di'nt know who

wpe Raifly, bul

I was after her, but it was no,

“Yes: on my way?"

“Stop at the ranch and take him
along with you. Tell him I said to go.
It'1l be all right with Kingdon.”

Westcott renewed his blessings upon
Kurt and drove on.

At the jall Kurt looked in on the lat-
est arrival. She was sitting at a table
in Bender's back office, her head bowed
In her hands. There was something
appealing in the drooping of her shoul-
ders and in her shabby attire.

“Now Jo is disposed of, she shall
have her chance, anyway,” he decided.

Without speaking to the girl, he
sought Dender and they held a brlef
consultation.

CHAPTER II.
“Aren’t we going to stop at all, Mr.
Sheriff Man?"
A soft, plaintive
made Kurl Walters turn the brake of

II:I.n old, rickety automobile and halt

note in the wvoice |

' »
| iIn the dust-white road, as he cast lI “Why not?”

sharply scrutinizing glance upon ths
atom of a girl who sat beside him. She
was a dejected, dusty, little figure,
drooping under the jolt of the jerking
car and the bright rayvs of hills-land
sunshine, She was young—in years;
young, too, In looks, as Kurt saw when
she raised her cyes which were soft
and almond-shaped; but old, he assum-
ed, in much that she should not have
been.

She had found it a long, hard ride
across the plains, and the end of her
endurance had been prefaced by fre-
quent sighs, changes of position and
softly muffled exclamations, all seem-
ingly unnoted by the man beside her,
whose deep-set eyeds had remalned
fixed on the open space ahead, his slim,
brown hands gripping the wheel, his

lean, sinewy body bending slightly
forwargl.
His®tenseness relaxed; a startled, re-

morseful look came into his eyes as he
saw two tears coursing down her
cheeks. They were unmistakably real
tears—though, as he was well aware,
they came from physical causes alone,
Still, they penetrated the armor of un-
concern with which he had girded him-
aelf,

“What for?"

“What for!"

he asked curtly,

she echoed, her mouth
quivering into pathetic droops. "For
rest, of course. You may be used to
this kind of locomotion, but I'm. mnot
very well upholstered, and I'm shaken
to bits. Fact is, I'm just all pegged
out, old man. Have a heart, and stop
for repairs. What's your rush, any-
way? I can't get loose hereabouts,
and I haven't anywhere to go, any-
how. Didn't mind getting ‘took’ at all,
at all. How many more miles Is it
to the end of your trail? This is a
trail, isn't it?"

“A great many miles,” he replied,
“and It was on your account more than
any other that I was hurrying te get to
the—"

“Jail,” she answered supinely, as he
hesitated.

“No,” he said grimiy. ‘I was going
to take you home—for tonight, any-
way."

“Home! Oh, how you startle me! 1
didn’t know there was any of those
home stuff places left except in the
movies. I never was much stuck on
home, so you needn’'t be afraid to call
it ‘jail' for fear of hurting my feelings.”

“You can't work on my sympathy
that way,” he said coldly.

“Dear me!” she replied with a silly,
little giggle. "I gave up trying to
work the sympathy racket long ago.
Honest, I've no longings for home., 1
feel sorry for anyone who's tled down
to one. Why don't you kick over the
traces and come off your trail and see
what's on the other side of your hills?
I'd hate to take root here. Say, Mr.
Sherlff Man, you look a good sort, even
if you have played you were deaf and
dumb for the whole of this awful ride.
Let's sidetrack the trail and go—home
—by moonlight."”

His eyes remained rigid and relent-
less, but there was a slight twitching
of his strongest feature, the wide, mo-
bile mouth,

He looked at his watch, ®

“We can wait for a few minutes,”
he said in a matter of fact voice,

“Please, may I go out and stretch?”
she asked pleadingly. z

Taking silence for
climbed ovut of the car. s

“Do you want a drink?" he asked,
as he poured some water from an im-
provised thermos bottle into a travel-
ing cup.

"Thanks for those first kind words,"”
she exclaimed, taking the eup from him
and drinking eagerly.

“Why didn't you say you were thirs-
ty?" he asked in a resentful tone, with-
out looking at her. He had, in fact,
studiously refrained from looking at
her throughout the journey.

“I'm not used to asking for anything,"”
she answered with a chuckle. “I take
what comes my way. ‘Taking' is your
job, too, ism't it?"

“To hell with my job!"” he broke out
fiercely. *“I'd never have taken it If
[ knew it meant this.”

“It's your own fault,” she retorted.
“It wouldn’t have been ‘this’ if you
hadn't been so grouchy. We could have
had a chummy little gabfest, if you
hadn’'t been bunging holes in the land-
scape with your lampa all the way.”
He made no response but began to
examine the workings of his car.
“Does the county furnish it to you?"
she asked. “It doesn’'t seem as #f you'd
pick out anything like this. Was it
‘made in America? Funny outfit for
a cowboy country, anyway."
“Get in,"” he commanded curtly,
must be away."

“Oh, please, not yet,” she implored.
“It's so awful hot, and I won't have all
this outdoors for a long time, 1 suppose.
I see there's a tidy little bit of shade
vander. Let's go there and rest awhile.
I'll be good; honest, I will, and when 1
get rested, you can hit a faster gait to

congent, she

"We

even up. I get tired just the same as
honest folks do. Come, now, won't
you?”

In a flash she had taken advantage of
this oasis of shade that beckoned en-
ticingly to the passer by.

He followed reluctantly.

“This la Heaven let loose,” she said,
lolling luxuriously against the trunk
of a tree. “You're the only nice sherift
man that ever run me in."”

He sat down near her and looked
gloomily ahead. S

“Cheer up!” she urged, after a short
silence. “It may not be so bad. Any
one would think you were the prisoner
instead of poor little me.”

“I wish I were,”" he said shortly,

She looked at him curiously,

“Say, what's eating you, anyway? If
you hate your job, what did you take it
for?" .

“1t was forced on me. I'm only sworn
in as acting sheriff for the county until
the sheriff returns.”

“How long you been ‘it.'?"

“Two weeks. You're my second—
arrest."”

*“Who was the firat ™

“So Long Sam."

She sat upright.

“Are you the man who caught So
Long Sam? Every one has been afrald
| to tackle him. I'd never have thought it
of you!"

“TWhy?" he asked curiously, not progt
aguinst the masculine enjoyvment of
hesring himself analyzed in spite of uis
reluctance to talk to her. “Do I sem
such a weakling 1 couldn't take ¢ne
man?"
|  “No: you look llke yvou'd take a red-
hot stove if you wanted to; but they

“Because they called the man
took So Long Sam, 'Kind Kurt' You
haven't been over-kind to me till just
lately. Whirling me over sands in that
awful fore-shortened ear.”

“It must be better,” he said dryly,
“than the kind you've been used to."

“You mean the jall jitney. Do you
know, they never yet put me in one.
Always conveyed me other ways.
Weren't so bad to me either. 1 guess
maybe your heart is in the right place
or you wouldn't have let me rest and
given me the drink, even if you did wait
till the eleventh hour. Can't you look
pleasant like you were going to sit for

who

|a picture to give to your best girl in-

stead of posing for
Battle, Mother?
you came."

“I am," he said angrily. "1 guess
‘Kind Kurt’ is a blankety blank fool,
as some people say. I've been a lot
kinder to you than you know. When
I heard of your case and Bender point-
ed you out to me and said he'd got
yvou locked up, I thought you were one
of the many yougg city girls who go
wrong because they have no chance to
know better., The kind bred In slums,
ignorant, ill fed—the kind who never
had a fair show. So I resolved tha'li-
you should have one. Bender wanted
vou out of town with the surety that
you would never come back.

“I felt sorry for you. 1 offered to
take you off his hands and bring you
out here among the hills, where the
best woman in the world would teach
you to want to be honest. Do you
suppose I'd have done it if I'd known
the kind you are—a bright, smart brat
who Is bad because she wants to be,
and boasts of it? There is no hope for
your kind."

It was the longest speech the acting
sheriff had ever made. He had been
searcely conscious that he was talking,
but was simply volecing what had been
in his thoughts for the last half hours

“How old 1s this ‘best woman in the
world'?" asked the girl, seemingly un-
concerned in his summing up of her
case. “Is she your sweetheart or your
wife? If she is either one, you'd hetter
take me ‘back to Bender, or spill me
out on the plains here. She won't be
real glad to try to referm a young,
good looking girl like me. I am good
looking, honest, if 1 was slicked up o
little," "

He looked away, an angry frown on
his lean, strong fare. She gazed at him
curiously for a moment, and then laid
a slim, brown hand on his arm.

“Listen here, Kurt,” she said. “You
were right in what you thought about
me never having bhad a fair show.
Everything, everyone including my=
self, seems to have heen against ms.
I was born with <aking ways' ﬂ
couldn't live them down. Lately things
have been going wrong awfully fast.
I've been sick and mo one acted as
if 1 were human up to a short time
ago. I didn't know that was why you
took me from Bender's jail. FHonest,
I'm not so bad as 1 talk.,”

He looked at her akeptically, Her
eyes, now turned from him, were soft,
feminine and witheut guile. He
wouldn’t let himself be hoodwinked.

“No; there's no excuse for you,” he
declared emphatically. “You are edu-
cated. You could have carned an hon-
est llving., You didn't have to steal.”

“No,” she said slowly and thought-
fully. *I didn’t have to.”

“Then why do you? Bender told me
you had a life long record of pilfering.”

“Life long! Kind Kurt, I am young—
only 20."

“He said you'd been given a chance
over and over again, but that you wert
hopeless, I—think yvou are.”

“I think so, too,” she acknowledged
with a little giggle that broughi back
his scowl. “You've got a white elephant
on your hands, Kurt. What are you
going to do with me?

“There's only one thing 1 ecan
now,” he said glumly,
bad bargain.
“Oh, Mr.
sotto voce.
“What did you say?”

“Nothing. Traveling libraries evi-
dently don't hit this trail. What is it
the trail to, anyway? Your house?"
“To Top Hill Tavern.”

“Gee! That sounds good. A tavern.
I hope it's tiptop as well as tophill
How did you come to build a hotel
way off here? Summer boarders? Will
there be dances?"

“Top Hill Tavern," he said coldly, “is
the name of a ranch—not mine. The
owners live there.”

“And does she, ‘the best woman in
the world,” live there?

"We must start now,"” he said, rising
abmuptly and leading the way to the
car.

“I should think,"” remarked the girl
casually after his fourth ineffectual ef-
fort to start the engine, “that if she
owns a ranch she might buy a better
buzz wagon than shis.”

He made no reply, but renewed his
futile attempts at starting, muttering
words softly the while. 5

“Don’'t be sore, Kurt. I can't help
it because your old ark won't budge.
I didn’t steal anything off {t. Wonldn't
it be fierce if you were maroon¢d on
the trail with a thief who has & life
long record!"”

He came around the car and stood
beside her. His face was flushed. His
eyes, of the decp set somber kind that
grow larger and come to the sutface
only when trongly moved, burned wilh
the light of anger.

“Did anyone ever try whipping yon,
I wonder?”

“Sure,” she said cheerfully. '} was
brought up on whippings by a- tep-
mother. But do you feel that way
toward me? You look like a man who
might strike a woman under cegtain
provocation, perhaps; but not like one
who would hit a little girl like me. If
you won't look so cross, T'll tell yaou
why your ‘mobile won't move."”

He made no reply, but turned &t the
brake.

“Say, ‘Db, she continued taptaliz-
ingly, *“whilst you are a-lookin’, just
cast your lamps into the gasoliné tank.
That man who ‘filed’ it didn't put a
widow's might in."

Unbelievingly he followed this lead.

“Not a drop, damn it!"

“The last straw with you, isi't it?
I'm not to blame, though. If you think
I stole your gasoline, just search me.
How far are we from your ttiptop tav-
exi 7"

‘Just Before the
You look so sorry

do,

“Carry out a
I'll see it through.”

Britling!"” she murmured

" 7{To Le Continued Next Week.J

y Liperty Hall, FEl1 Paso, Tex., bullt ava
| public meeting place in the new court-
| house, Is to be converted into a priblie

said-—Say; is your maiden name '‘Kurt?' | market as a means of reducing the Jigh

iNU: It can't be.”

lcon of living.

“BAYER CROSS” ON
_ GENUINE ASPIRIN

“Bayer Tablets of Aspirin” to be
genuine must be marked with the
safety “Bayer Cross.” Always buy an
unbroken Bayer package which con:
talns proper directions to safely re-
lleve Headache Toothache, Earache,
Neuralgia, Colds and pain. Handy tin
boxes of 12 tublets cost but a few
*ents at drug stores—larger packages
also. Aspirin |s the trade mark of
Bayer Manufasture of Monoacetic
acidester of Salicylicacid.—Ady.

Reached Limit of Endurance.
Bobby's usual early morning chatter
was suppressed to permit father to
sleep. Unable to keep the silence
longer, he burst out: “My mouth’s
tired—I gotta talk now.”

GREEN’S AUGUST FLOWER

In the good old summer time when
fruits of all kinds are getting ripe
and tempting, when cucumbers, rad-
ishes and vegetables fresh from the
garden are too good to resist, when the
festive plenie prevails and everybody
overeats and your stomach goes back
on you, then is the time for “August
Flower,” the soverelgn remedy for
tired, overworked and disordered stom-
achs, & panacea for Indigestion, fer-
mentation of food, sour stomach, sick
headache and consttpation. It gently
stimulates the liver, cleanses the in-
testines and alimentary canal, making
life worth living. Sold everywhere. Ady,

Dry-Cleaning, as It Were,
“Like my new bathing suit?"
“YQS-”

“It's waterproof.’

“That so? Is that an advantage?’

“Yes., I can go in bathing now and
not get wet."”

$100 Reward, $100

Catarrh 18 a local disease greatly infig.
ﬁ:iced by constitutional conditions, It

erefore requires constitutional treat
ment. HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINE
Is taken internally and acts through the
lood on the Mucous Surfaces of the 8
em. HALL'S CATARRH MEDICINB
festroys the foundation of the disease,
ves the dn.tlant strength by improving
he general health and assists nature in
doing its werk. $100.00 for any case of
Catarrh that HALL'S T
MEDICIND fails to cure.

Druggista 75c. Testimonials free.

F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, Ohlo,

WILD ANIMALS VISIT BANFF

D2er and Bears So Tame That They
Are Everyday Sights in Cana-
dian Village.

Although Banff is a hustling village
during the summer, and is thronged
with tourists, wild deer from the
mountains are to be seen daily on the
streets, and at nlght stately elk leap
from the roads inte the bushes to
escape approaching automobiles. It
a Banff cottager expects to eat hes
own “garden truck,” he builds a deer-
wroof fence around his patch. The
grourds of Brett hospital are open
from the street, and the other night
talf & dozen deer made a raid upon
the flower garden. Banff is the cap-
Ital of Roeky Mountaln park, and
shootlng gape within the park limits
is forbidden by Iaw. The deer, being
anmeolested, kave become very tame.
and even a bear mow and then pays
a friendly visit to the village. Not
long ago @ bieylist, speeding down
sne of the side streets at night, hit a
lark object, and turned a somersault
or two before he hit the maecadam.
Sitting up, he looked around and dis-
sovered a bear hilting the trail for
aome ns fast as foar legs could carry
him. Although tame and somewhat
obtrusive, the deer, elk and bear do
not relish toe close an acquaintance
with man, and have proved them-
selves to be not only picturesque but
perfectly safe neighbors—Canadian

News Letter.

What She Wanted to Know.
The Income Tax Man—Is there any-
thing you den’t understand, madam?
Mrs. Grabbitt—Yes. In listing my
Income am I entitled to deduet the dol-
lar a week I allow my husband out of
his salavy for carfare and lunches?

The Result
“Who are gemerally the winners at
a tea fight¥" “There aren’'t any. It
Is always a deawn battle.”

DISCOURAGED

Mr. Reuter Was Almost Helpless
From Kidney Trouble, But
Doan’s Made Him Well.

“I was in terrible shape from kidney
trouble,” says D. Reuter, North St.,
West Chicago, Il “I couldn’t st
because of the awful pains in my bac
| § and the steady, dull misery almost
| § drove me frantic. I had
to be helped out of bed
momlptfs, the pains across
my kidneys were so bad
and nobody knows the
agony I went through. I
couldn’t do anything and
was almost helpless; it
seemed I would never get
well, At times everythin
in front of me grew dan
and I eouldn’t see for sey-
eral minutes. I perspired Mr. Reater

rofusely and I was thirsty all the
ime. e urine passed far too often
and burned like scalding water. The
| | passages were scanty and I had no con-
| § trol over them.

“For two years 1 suffered, tryin
medicine after medicine without relief.
| § I was just about discouraged and didn’t
|  think I would ever able to work

again. Hearing about Doaw’s Kidney
| 178 1 used them and four boxes

cured me. My kidneys besame normal
my back got well and strong and all
]
|

the other troubles disappeared.”
Sworn to before me,
JAS. 'W. OARR,
Notary Publio.

| Get Doan's at Any Store, 60c a Box
|DOAN’S ®ipney
| | FOSTER-MILEURN CO., BUFFALO. N. Y.
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MILLIONS

Suffer from

Acid-Stomach

Mililons of people suffer year after :|rur'

. allments affecting practically every

of the body, never dreaming that thelr

11 nl:ulth can be tr:a;‘ln:luuly to utild-
ac L] H
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rishod-—begomes w
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00 lllonf. 0
bagd, Hclatica, general we
“yower and enetgy, i ]
nervousness, mental depression—eveR more
serious allments such as nrtarrh and cancéy
of the stomach, intestinal ulcers, elrrhoals
of the liver, heart trouble—all of these can
often be traced directly to acld-stomach.
Keep a aharp lookout for the first symp-
toms of acid-stomach—indigestion, heart-
bu belching, food repeating, that awful
painful bloat after eating, and sour, gassy
stomach. EATONIC, the wonderful modern
remedy for acid-stomach, is guaranteed to
bring quick rellef from these stomach mis-
#ries, Thousands say they never dreamed
that anything could bring such speedy relief
~—and make them feel so much better in
every way. Try HEATONIC and yom, too,
will be just as enthusiastic in its pralse.
Make your lifs worth living—no aches or
Fnlnl—-—no' blues or melancholy~—no more of
hat tired, llstless feeling. Be well and
strong. Get back your physical and mental
punch; your vim, vigor and vitality. You
will -ﬁun be weak and alling as long as
you have acid-stomach. So get rid of it now,
Take EATONIC Tablatn—thogy taste good—
you eat them Ilke a bit of candy. Your
druggist has EATONIC—E0 cents for a big
box. Get a box from him today and if you
are not satisfied he will refund your money.

EATONIC

e

BETTER FITTED FOR WORK

Testimony Shows That Service in the
Army Has Made the Average Man
More Efficient.

Evidence that returned soldters, par-
ticularly those who saw service over-
seas, are going back into civil pursuits
more efficient amd better fitted for
thelr work is furnished by one of the
largest employers of labor In the eoun-
try, a firm which has requested that
its name be not disclosed.

Of more than six hundred returned
soldlers who have been employed by
this corporation 43 per cent have
proved more efficiemt than they were
before their military experience; 58
per vent are put down as just about
the egame as before in efliclency and
the remaining 5 per cent are rated as
having less efliciency.

According to the letter giving these
figures: “The analysis Indicites thet
the men are more orderly In ther
routine work, more punctual, and a
few who were rather difficult to han He
are now amenable to discipline.”

The Evidence.

Fair Overseas Visitor—And, my
dear, they're.just the cleanest boys
you ever saw, It musi have been the
day they sent their things to the laun-
dry, for the major took us all over tha
barracks, and there wasn't a sheet or
pillow slip in sight anywhere! Aud not
even a speck of linen in the mess halll
—The Stars and Stripes.

All Depends.
He—I love the smell of powder.

She—=So dn 1. Don't you think wige
let scent Is the best?

=

A dish vou'll
always relish

At breakfast or lunch
with either milk or cream

Tape:Nut

fills a requirement for
nourishment not met by
many cereals.

No cooking No waste
At Grocers Everywhere, g
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