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CHAPTER XVIL
CAVANAGH S LAST VIO, BEGINS.

N hix solltary ride upward aud

homewnrd the ranger scarch

ed hig heart and found It bit

ter and disloyal. Love Ll
interfored with duty, sand pride had
checked nud defeated love. FHlis path
no lopger clear and definite, looped
sway almiessly, lost In vugue, obscure
weanderings.  His worldl bad suddenly
grown gray, He bad no trade, no busl
ness, no speclal skl save o the wuyy
of the mountainesr, and to return to
s wncestral bome in Englund at the
moment seemed o woelal confession of
fallure.

It was again dusk ns he rode up to
his own hitehing pole nod slipped from
the-saddle,

Wetherford enme out, indicating by
his manner that be had recovered hig
confidonce once more. “How did you
find things in the valley ¥ ke nguired
aw they walked awny toward the cor
il

“Bad," responded the runger

“In whal way?"*

“The chlef has been dismissed, and
nll the raseals are chuckling with glee
I've resigned from the service,"

Wetherford wos aglinst. “'What for?

“I will not serve uonder any other
chief. The best thing for you to do
I to go out when 1| do. [ think by
keeping on thut upiform you can get
to the train with me”

“DHd you see Lize nnd my girl?”

“No: I only remained in town a mio-
ute, It was too Lot for me. I'm done
with It. Wetherford. I'm golng back
to civflizgation. No more wild west for
me,"” The bitterness of his voice touch-
el the elder mau's heart, but he con
sidered It merely a mood.

“Don't lose your nerve.
ends the relgn of terror.”

“Nothing will end the moral shift
lessména of this country but the deuth
of the freebooter. That Job wax done
hy men who linted the dugoes—hated
‘em Because they were rival elnfmants
for the rmopge, [t's nonsense to ai
tempt to fasten it on men like Nelll
Ballard. Tue men who did that plece
of work are well khown stock own
ere.”

“I recion that's so,"

“Well, now, who's golng to conviet
themt [ ean’t do it. I'm going o pull
ot a8 soon a8 | ean put my books in
shape, and you'd bhetter go too.”

They were standivg nt the gate of
the coreal, and the ronr of the moun
tnin strenm enveloped them In a elond
of sonnd.

Wetherford spoke slowly: “1 bnte to
loge my girl now that I've =een her
bot 1 guess you're right  And Lize
poor old critter! It's n shame the way
I're queered her life. and I'd glve my
vight arm to be where 1 war twelve
yeurs ago. bt with n price on my head
sid old nge coming on | don't see my-

Mebbe this

welf ever again getting up to par. It's
& losing wama for e now."

There was resignution as well as
despair in his voice, and Cavanngh felt
it, but be soid; “'There's one other gues-
tion that may come up for decislon. If
that Basque died of swallpox you may
possibly tuke It

“I've lgured on that, but It will tnke
f day or 1wo o show on me T don't
feel any wche In my boves yet, If |
do come dowun you keep away [rom
we, You've got to Hye abpd tnke enre
of Virginia "~

‘She should never huve returned to
thls  gecursed  country,” Cavauagh
harshly replied, starting back townrd
the cabin,

The constnble, smoking his plpe be
wide the firepinee, did not preseat oo
wnsious fuce, On the contrary, he
seemoed plumply content s bhe roplisd
1o the rungers greeting.  He cepre
sented very well the type of olficer
which these disorderly communities
produce.  Brave and tlreless wlhen
working nlong the line of his preju
dices, be conld be most laxly Inefelen
when his duties cut neross his owp or
nis neighbor's Interesis.  Helng w cul
tiemun by tralnlog, e wos gl of the
red bereing which the Toxas ofieer
had tralled aoross the lne of his pug
it

This attitude still further o tamed
Cavanagh's indignnot hae of the conn
try. The theory which the deputy de
veloped was (eansparent folly. "It was
fust a cose of pluin robbery,”™ be ar
gued, “One of them dugoes hnd won
ey, and Nelll Ballard and that wan B4
wirds just oaturally follered him anpd
killed the whole bunch and scooted
That's my guess*

An hour later the sound of n horse's
bhoofs on the hiridge gave warning of o
vigitor, and o8 Cavanagh went to the
door Grege otode up, seeking partien
lnrs as to the death of the herder and
the whereabonts of the sheep

The rmnger was not In o wood to In
vite the P-||l'4‘]i!1|!lll by, oo, Desfdes, e
perceived the danger 1o wlilch Wetley
ford was exposed; therefore Lils an
swers were short, Gregg, on his part,
did not appenr anxlons to mter

“What_bappened to that old hobo |

I sent Up?" LWEEAKEAEL

Cavanagh briefly retold his story, nud
at the end of It Gregg grunted  “Yon
{ sny you burned the fent and all the

bedding *

“Every thread of It. It wasn't safe
| to lenve 1"
“What alled the man®”
| “1 dun't know, Lut It looked amdd
smelled ke smallpox ™

The deputy rose with a
“Smallpox! You didn't
cuss ¥

Cavanagh did not spare him. “Some-
body had to lend a hand | couldn't
see him die there alone, and be bad to
be buried, so | did the joh"

Gregg recolled a step or two, but the
feputy stood ataring, the implication
of all this sipking deap.
wearing the same clothes you've got
on?"

“Yes, but 1 ueed a slicker while
working around the bedy.

“Good king!" The sweat broke out
on the man’s face. “You ought to be
arrested.”

Ross took a step towand him.
at your service."

“Keep off ™ shonted the sberiff.

Ross smiled, then became very ae-
rlous. 1 took every precantion, Mr
Deputy, 1 destroyed everything that
counld possibly carry the disease. |
burned every utensil, Including the
saddle—everything but the man's
horse and his dog.”

The oMcer caught up his bhat and
coat and started for the door. *“lIt's
me for the open ale,” sald he,

As the men withdrew Ross followsd
them and, standivg in his door. de-
livered his final velley. “If this state
does not punish those Heoads every de-
cenl man should emigrate out of I,
turning the loud over to the wolves,
the wildeats and other bensts of prey.”

Gregg n8 he retreated called back:
“That's all right, Mr. Raoger, but
vou'd better keep to the hills for a
few weeks. The settlers down below
won't enjoy baving 8 man with small
pox chuassusing around town. They
might rope and tle you.™

Wetherford came out of bls hiding
place. with a grave face.

“They're right about our staying
clear of town" sald Cavanagh
“They'll quarantine us sure.”

Wetherford now that the danger of
arrest was over was disposed to be
grimly humorous. “There's no great
loss without some small gnin, 1don't
think we'll be tronbled by any more
| ¥laitors, not even by sheriffsa or doc-
tors, 1 reckon you and 1 are In for a
couple of months of the quiet lfe—the
kind we read about.”

Cavanagh now that he waa definite.
ly out of the forest service percelved
the welght of every objection which
his friends and relatlves had made
agalnst hils golng Into It. It wns &
lonely Iife nnd must ever be wmo. It
was all very well for a young unmar-
rled man who loved the woods and
hills beyond aM things else and who
could walt for advapcement, but [t
was a sad place for one who desired
n wife. ‘The ranger's place was op
the trall and In the hills, and to bring
a woman into these high silences, Into
these lone renches of forest and fell,
would be cruel. To bring eblldren into
them would be eriminal.

All the next day, while Wetherford
pottered about the cabin or the yard,
Cavanagh toiled at his papers, resoly
ed to leave everything In the perfect
order which Le loved. Whenever he
looked round npon his belongings, each
and all so redolent of the wilderness,
he found them very dear. s chalre,
which he had rived out of sinha; his
guns, his robes, his saddles and thelr
aecouterments—all meant muach to
him. *“Some of théem wmust go with

spring
handle the

“I'm

me," he said, *and when 1 nm settied
down Io the old bome I'l have one
room to myself which sbhall be so com-
pletely of the mountnin America that
when | nm within it T ean fancy my-
self back o the camp,”

He thought of South Afrien ns a pos-
slbllity and put It aside, knowing well
that no other place could have the
sume indefinnble charm that the Rocky
mountalns possessed for the reason
that he had come to them at his most
Impressionnble age Then, too, the
United States, for all its fanlts, seem-
ol merely an extension of the English
form of governmeot

Wetherford was nlso moving in deep
thought and at In&t put his perplexity
Into a question. “What am I to do?
I'm beginolug to feel queer. 1 reckon
the chances for my baving smallpox
are purty fale. Maybe I'd better drop
down (o Sulplur and report to the au-
thorities. I've got a day or two be
fore the blossoms will begin to show
on me."

Cavunagh studied him ciosely, *Now,
don't get 1o thinking you've got 1t. 1
don’t see how you could attach n
germ. The high altitude and the
winds up thers ought to prevent In-
fection. I'm not afraid for myself,
| but If you're able perhaps we'd better
pull out tomorrow,"”

Later In the day Wetherford express-
! ed deeper dejection. I don't ses any

thing aliend of me anyhow," he con-

fessed. ™17 1 go back to the ‘pen” I'll
| die of lung trouble, and 1 don't know
how I'm going to enrn a living in the
clty, Mebbe the best thing 1 could do
would be to tnke the pox and go un
dor. 'm afenid of blg towns,” he con
tinued,
| hat money. Now that I am old and
broke 1 duren’t go. No ¢lty for me'

Cavanagh's patience gnve way. “But,

ing up to leave. Your only chance
when 1 go and In my company.” [Ills
volee was harsh and keen, and the
min felt s edge, but be made po re
ply, and this sad silence moved Cav
wnngh _to repentunce.

“Were yow

wafed him OF SoRiTany - ety
changing in his own nature.

Approaching the brooding felon, he
spoke gently and sadly. “T'm sorcy
for youn, Wetherford, | sure am, but
it's up 1o you to gut cloar avway so that
Lee will never by any possible chance
find out that you nre ulive. She has
& romantic notlon of you ws & repre-
sentntive of the old time west, and It
would be s dreadful shock to ber if
shie knew you ns you are. [ty hard to
leave bher, | koow, now that you've
seen her, but that's the manly thing to
do-the only thing to do.”

“Oh, you're right-of course you're
right. But I wish I could be of some
use to her. 1 wish | could kind of keep
watch over her. I'd be glad enough to
piay the sculllon ln her kitchen. But
if you're going 1o take her"—

“But I'm not,” protested Ross. “T'm
golng to leave her right here. 1 can't
take her'

Wetherford  looked at him with
steady eyes, Into which a keen light
leaped. “Don’t you lutend to marey
her

Ross turned away. “No; T don't. |
mean It Is impossible.”

“Why pnot? Don't tell me you're al
ready married?” He sald thls with
menacing tone.

“No: 'm not married, but”"— He
stopped without making his meaning
pinin, “I'm golng to leave the countr
and"—

Wetherford caught bim up. *1 reck-
on I understund what you mean. Yon
consider Lize and me undesirable pur-
ents—not Just the kKind you'd cut out of
the berd of your own free will. Well,
that's nll right. 1 don’t blame you so
far as 1'm concerned. But you can for-
get me—consider me a deand one. 1"l
never bother her por you.*

Cavansgh threw out an lmpatient
hand. "It Is impossible.” he protest.
ed  "It's better for her and better for
me that 1 should do so. 'm golng
buek to my own people,"

Wetherford wus thoroughly roused
now. Sowe part of his old time fre
seemed o return to him. He rose from
his chulr and approached the rmoger
firmly. “I've seen you act llke a man,
Ross Cavonngh. You've been p good
partner these Inst few days—a son
conldn't have treated me better—and
I bate to think il of you. But my wirl
loves you—I counld see that. 1 could
see her lesn to you

Ross sald slowly: It will be hard
for you to understand when I tell you
that | eure a great deal for your daugh-
ter. but a man like me—an Englishman
—eannot warry, or he ought not to
marry—for himself slone. There are so
many others to conslder—hls friends.
hig sisters"—

Wetherford dropped his hand,  *1
see!” His tone wasdespairing. “'When
T was young we married the girls we
loved In deflance of everything. But
you mre not that kind, You may be
right. 1'm nothing but a debilitated
old cowpuncher brianded by the state—
n man who threw asway his chance—
but I enn tell you straight 1've lenrned
thut nothing but the love of 0 womun
counts.”

In the meantime Lee Virginia wailt-
ed with incressing Impatience for
Itoss Cavanagh's return, expecting
each noon to see him appenr at the
door. But when three days passed
without word or slgn from bim her
unenslness deepensd into alarm.  The
whole town was profoundly exclted
over the murder, that she knew, and
ghe began to fear that some of the
ranger's enemies had worked thelr evil
will upon him,

With this vague fear in her heart,
she went forth Ioto the street to In-
quire. One of the first men she met
was Sifton, who was sitting, ax usual,
outside the lvery bnrn door. smillng.
inefficient, content, OFf him she asked,
“Have you seen Mr. Cavanagh?

“Yes," he answered; 1 suw him yes-
terday, Just after dinuer, down at the
postoflice, e was writing a letter at
the desk, Almost immediately after
ward be mounted and rode nway, He
was much cut up over his chief's dis-
missal"

“Why has he not written to me”
ghe nsked herself, “and why should he
bave gone away without a word of
greeting, explanation or goodly? It
would have taken but a moment's
time to call nt the door.”

The more she dwelt upon thls neg-
lect the more slgnificant it became.
After the tender look In his eyes,
after the ardent clasp of hls hand, the
thought that he could be so Indiferent
was at once n source of paln and self
repronch,

With ehildish frankness she went to
Lize nnd told her what she had learn-
ed, her eyes dim with hot tears.
“Ross came to town and wenl awny
buck to his cabin without coming to
see me."”

“Are you sure he's been here?

“Yes. He came In, got some letiers
at the postofice and then rode
away'— Her volee broke as her dla-

appolotment and grief overcume her.

Lize struggled to a sitting posaition.
“There's some mistake about this,
Ross Cavanagh never wan the whiffing
kind of man. You've got to remember
he's on duty, Probably the letter was
some order that earrled bim right back
to his work,"

“Dut If bhe had really cared he econld
have ridden by to say just a word. But
he dldn't. He went away without a

smign after promising to come™ Bhe
buried her face In the coverlet of her

i“ . g » »
I nlways was, even when || gother's bed and wept (o childish grief

und despair
Lize was foreed to neknowledge that

[ the ranger's action was inexplicable,

Oold | yim, remembor

mun, you can't gtay herel I'm pack | but she did her best to mnke light of

fit. “He moy hinve hurried to town on

of getilng out of the country 1s to g0 wome errand nud bhudn't & moment to

spure, These are exciting days for
He'll be (o tomorrow
sure."”

With a falnt hope of this the girl

His Irritabllity | poue and went about bee dally tasks,

but the day passed snd another with-

A gasoline engine is the biggest labor saver ever used. They will run all

the small machines, such as cream seperator, washing machine, churn, corn
milking machine, ice ann freezer, etc,
| aterloo Boy Gasoline Engine.

This engine is of the first grade material throughout, and entire engine is

guaranteed for a period of five years. Engine has throttle control, which also
releases all compression when starting, making it start easy, in fact can be

sheller, small fodder cutter, dynam
All this work can be done with the

started by any woman or child.

We deliver all engines and take care of you in case you haye any trouble,
until you get familiar with the engine and can locate your trouble should any
ever happen to occur, Let us show you this excellent engine.

JOHN BAUER,

Plattsmouth, Nebraska.

out worsd or sigh of The recreanl lover,
and each day bronght a deeper spnse
of loss, but her pride would por per |
mit her to show het grief

Young Grege, without knowing in the |
lenst the canse of her troubled face, !
took this occasion to ofler comfort,
His manner townrd her had changed
since she no longer hid n part in the |
munngement of the sating house, and
for that renson she did sot repulse him
as shaeply as she had been wont to |
do. He really bore Cavanagh oo I1I|
will and was, Indeed, shrewd enough
to understand that Lee sdmired the |
ranger and that his own courtship was |
rather hopeless,  Nevertholess he per-
slated, his respect for her growing as
he found her steadfiast In ber refusal
to permit any familiarity.

"Ses hero, Miss Virginla,” he erled
as she was passipng him in the hall, “1
can see you're worrled about Lize—1
mean your mother—and If T can be
of noy use 1 hope you'll call on me.“[
As she thanked him without enthusl-
asm he ndded, “How [s she tonight ¥

“I think she's better™

“Can 1 see her?

His tone was so earnest that the giri
was moved to say, “I'Il ask her”

“1 wish you would, T want to say
something to her”

Lize's volee reached where they
gtond.  "Come In, Joe; the door's
open.”

He aneccepted her Invitntion rather
awkwardly, but his face was [mpas-
slve as be looked down upon her

“Well, how about 1Y she nsked
“What's doing In the town?”

“Not much of anyvihing excemt talk
The whole conutry I8 buzzing over this
dismwissal of the chief forester.

“They'd better be dolng something
about that murder.”

“They nre. They're golug up there
In stréams to see whopre the work was
done,  The coroner's lnquest wis held
yesterday,” e grinoed,  * "Partles
cnme to their death by perscos unp-
known" "™

Lise scowled.  “It's & wonder they
don’t charge It up to RNoss Covanagh
ar sume ot eanger.”

“hnt wonld be a Hitle 1on mw,
even for this country. They're all
feoling gny over this ehinnge [n the for
estry head.  DBut, see here, don't you
want to et out for a ride? [I've gnll
my uew muclhilne out here. 1t rides |
e slik."

“1 reckon a henrse Is abour m
kind,” she replled darkly. “If yo
could tnke me up to Cavanagh's cabin
i'd go." she added. "1 want to see
him*

“I ean take vou part way," he in-
stuntly declared. “Buot you'd have to
ride n horse the lnst ten miles.™

“Conlda't do It, Joo," she sighed
“These lnst few days I've been about |
ar bopeless as an sel. Funny the way

A fellow keeps golng when he's got
soweihilong to do thut has to be done
I'll tell you what, If you want to tnke
me and Lee up to Sulphure U'll go you."

“Sure thing, What day?"

“Not for n day or two. I'm not quite
up to It Just now, but by Saturday I'll
be snddiewlss ngaln.”

Joe turned Joyously to Lee. *“That
will be great! Won't you come out for
8 gpin this minute?”

Ifor a moement Lee was tempted
Anything to get away from this hoirl
ble little den nod the people who o

| haa no more right to the government !

fested It was her feeling, but she dis
trusteed Greogeg, aud sbe knew that ey |
ery oya In the rown would be upon her
If she went, snd, besldes, Ross might
return whille she was away, “No: not
today." she replled funlly, but her |
volee waos gentler than It had ever|
been 1o hilm,

The young fellow wns moved to ex
plain his position to Lize, “You don't |
think much of me, and 1 don't h’.umu-|
you, | haven't been wueh use so fur. |
but I'm pgolug to reform, If | had »
girl ke Lee Vieginia to Hye up to 1'd
meke o great oltizen

I don’t Iny ma
arvest up against Cavanagh. 'm ready |
And ns for thls ut'we |
business—ihis free ronge war In whi

the old man s mixed up—1 want _.-..|,|
o know thot i I

knows his day
mnkes hin so Lot

to puss that by

'm sngninst Mii)
I8 whort: that's wha
Wt he's n BinT
He knows h l

Just n sy old _biuff
P TR

grass than anybody else, but he's wo-
ing to get nhead of the cattlemen if ha
ean.”

“Doea bhe know who burned them
sheep bherders?”

“Of course he knows, but ain't go- |
Ing to say so, You wsee, that old |
Basque who was kllled was a monopo-
list too. He went after that grmul'
without nsking anybody's leave. More
over, he belopged to that Mexicno
dugo outfit that everybody hates, The
old man lsn't erylng over that job; it's
money n bis pocket. Al the snme,
It's too good a chinnee o put the hooks
futo the enttlemen: hence his offering
o rewand, nod It looks as If something
woulld really be doue this time, They
sy Nelll Ballard was wixed up In It
and that ofd guy that showsd me the
sheep.  But 1 don't take much stock
In that, Whoever did It was puld by
the cattlemen, sure thing,” The young
follow's tone and bearing mude o
vyorable (mpression upon Lize, Bhe
hud never seen this side of him, for
the renson that he bad hitherto trent-
wl ber ws o bartender, 8he was poule
etough to understand that ber socinl
status had changed along with bher re
lense from the cash regiater, and she
was slightly mere reconciled, although
ghe could not see her way (o provid
lng o Hving for berself and Lee, For
all these reasons she was nuwontedly
clvil to Joe and sent him away highly
elnted with the suceess of hls Inter-
view,

“I'm golng to let bim take us up to
Sulphur,” she sald o Lee, 1 want to
go to town ™

Lew wis silent, but o keen paong ran
through her heart, for she perceived
In this remark by her mother a taclt
acknowledgment of Ross Cavanagh's
desertion of them both  His invita-
tlou to them to come and camp with
him wis only o polite momentary fm-
pulse.  “I'm ready (o go'" she an
nounesd at last. “U'm tired of this

p]lll‘n' Lot ns go omaorrow.”
|
(To Be Continued.) |
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Al Bauer took in the eireus al
Lincaln Monday, |
Harry Thomas was visgiling his

|
mother Sunday.,

FEmile Barey of Alve  was in
town Sunday evening, J

Lona  Rush is visiling  wilh |
Dorris Parmeter of Elimmwood, |

Fd Thimgan and wife antertain-
v Kl Kuehn and wife at dinnar
Bunday.

Mr. and Mrs. William Gehris
and daughter, da, were in Omaha |
Monday,

Frnest Hart, from near Soulh |
Hend, spent Sunday with Lacey
MebDonnld,

Miss Elsie Thomas of Lincoln
i vigiting her mother, Mrs, Sam
Keiser, here,

Miss Kute Ampwerl took sup-
per with  Miss Lyda
Sunday svening,

Sorick on

THE HARDWARE MAN
5 ADOTIIRTS (NSRS SIS 7 GRS | S SER N

Mrs, Willlam Rush and daugh-
fer, Miss Vorna, wenl o Elmwood |
Monday evening.

Mrs, Beanckle and Mrs, Borne
mier were passengers to Omaha

Inst Thuprsday noon

Al Cram was confined 1o his
hed several davs last week, bul
15 aboul again now ‘

Miss Ellen Gakemier and Hittle
gigler wera passengers to Lincoln |
last Mopday morning

David Thimgan returned to his
work at Omaha Thursday, after
spending the Fourth al home,

The infant daughier of Mre. and |
Mrs, Charlie Craig has been real
sick, bul it betler al presont,
returned Lo
harsday, after
visiting a few dayvs with relatives |
hepe '

George Mooney and wile ook

Herman Gakemer
Kansas Cily last

dinner with his parents Sunday.

W, O, Gillespie was al Lineoln
Monday,

Peter Mockenhauplt and wife,
from near Greenwood, visiled with
Oscar MeDonald and family Sun-
day alternoon,

Mrs, Rose Waile returned last
Friday evening after visiling a
few days  with  pelatives and
fricnds al Couneil Blufls,

Mr. and Mrs. Fred Gorder and
daughters, Dorothy, and Helen,
of Weeping Water, spenl Sunday
al the E. T, Tool home heve,

Henry  Tool has  had a new
poreh built on the front of his
house, which adds greatly lo the
beauty of his home, Depner did
the work,

Andrew MeNamara and daughe-
ler, Mrs, W, O, Gillespic, lofé
Tuesday for Fairmanl, ng..
where they will visit William Mo~
Namara and family,

Mrs. Kalfe Amgwerlt and
Lyda Sorick went to Lincoln on
No. 17 Monday (o take in the
cireus in the evening. They re-
turned on No, 18 Tuesday,

Mr, and Mres. Harry MeDonald
and children, Bryan and lrene,
left Monday for Stralton, Neb.,
where they  will visit  Mrs, Mo-
Donald's  parents,  From thera
they will go to Palisade, Neh,, to
visit with Mrs. MeDonall's sister,
They expect to be nbsent  from
home o month,

Invitalions have been received
in our lown announcing the com-
ing marriage of Osear Riokls,
formerly of thig vicinity, bul now
of Devmmoend, Oklahomn, 1o Miss
Hazel Oliver, also of (hal place,
which is to lake plage on Thurs=
dav, July 14, Osear's  many
fricmds here wish him and his
bride all kinds of good luek, also
a long and happy wedded life,

Last Monday afternoon the lit-
tle freiends of Hazel Baurer went
1 her home and helped Lo osles
brate her ninth bithday, Thae
afternoon was spenl in games
and mugie, A lunch was served

of oranges, bananas, ecake and
lrmonade,  Those presenl were:
Mabel and  Mary  Rush, Ruth

Jones, Mildeed, Gladys and Ruth
Sorick, Margoaerite  MeDonald,
Muargerel Tool, Diller ULl, Rioh-
ard Tool, Hazel and Gertrods
Bauer,

Escaped With His Life.

“Twenly=-one vears ago I facea
an awful death,” writes H. B,
Martin, Port Harrelson, 8. 0,
“Doelors gaid T had consumplion
and the dreadful cough 1 had
looked i, sure enough. T tried
everything I could hear of for my
eough, and was under fhe treat-

{mentl of the best dootor in Georges

town, 8. (0, for a vear, but could
got no relief, A friend advised me
to tey D, King's New Discovery,
[ did s0, and was completely
cured. 1 feel that T owe my life to
this great throat and lung cure,”
It's  posilively  guaranteed  for
eotighs, eolds and all bronchial
affections.  H0¢ and §1.00, Trial
hottle feee at F. 6. Fricke & Cn.
Announcement.

I hereby announcees mys=elf as a
candidate on the republican Licket
for the nominalion for the oMea
of counly  eommisgioner of the
second 1“*!]‘“",
suhject to the deelsion of the vot-
ars at the coming primary eleg-
Lion 3. F. Hesbner.,

Commisisone:

For Sale.
Brood sows and male hogs for

{aale or will trade for fresh ocows,

Fred Patterson. T-0-31w
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