Commonly canse pimples, bolls. hives, soxems
or salt rheum, or some other form of eTup-
tion: but sometimes they exist n the Eysbom,
indiented by feolings of weakneas, languor,
loss of appetite, or general debllity, without
enusing any breaking out,

Hood's Sursaparilln expels them, renovates,
nirengthens and tones the whole system,
Tuis is the testimony of thousands annunlly.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Is peeuliar to itself. Aceopt no substitute,
but insist on having Hood's and get it today,
Liquid or tablets, 100 Doses One Dollar,

Lnying It On,
Nell—Dld you henr May's finnce rhap-
soldizing over her compfexion?
EBelle—Yes, he certainly did lay it on
pretty thick.
Nell—Yes, but not nearly as thick as
May does.—Philadelphin Ledger,

How's This?

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward for
any case of Catarrh that ecannot be cured by
Hlil'l Untarrh Curs,
¥. J. CHENEY & CO,, Pmr..'l‘nhdo. 0.
We, the undersigned, have known P, J,
Chenc{ for the Imat 15 years, and belleve him

rlecily honorable in all business transao-

{ons and financislly able to earry out any ob-
ligations made by thelr tiria,

Wesr & Tnuax, Wholesale Druggista, Toledo, O,
WaLmING, KiNNaN & Mawviy, Wholesale Drug-
gistn, Toledo, O,

Hall’s Caiarrh Cure i taken internally, act-
Ing directly upon the blovd and mucous sur-
fnvos of the mystem. Price 750, per bottle.
Bold by all llru.?im. Toutlmonlals Lree,

Hall's Family Fills are the beat.

No Great Differencs After All

“It lsn't considered polite to askk g
Chinese how muny wives he has'

UMvell, itosn polite to ask an Amer-
fean how mony wives he's had, elther,”
—Detrolt Free Press.

Some Other Town,
"Wants to be a police inspector, does
he? Has he anything te recomend him
for the position "

ood Humors'

The Dim Past,

Leban was justifying the deseption ha
bhad practiced upon Jacob in the mutter
{of Leah,

“1 didn’t mind letting him have Leah ™
he said, “but I'm a little more particular
a8 to Rachel. I've had my doabts all thy
time, anyhow, nbout taking inte my fam-
lly a young man who s willing to work
seven whole years just for a girl. Ha
doesn’t séem to me to be the kind of man
tha: would be likely to get abend in the
woril."

Eut Jacob's willingness to work anoth-
er seven years for Rachel struck the ald
man as showing grit and parseverance,
and it Is & matter of history that the
young man finally made good as a son-in-
Inw,

0Old-Fashioned Simpllieity,

“Our dads were a lot of mossbacks,
waren't they "

“'Deed they were. Why, those old
chaps used to actunlly think that the
‘Binck Crook’ was Indecent.”"—Louls-
ville Courler-Journal.

Tillle Wanted to Make Sure.

It was Tuesday morning. The clothes
had been washed, dried and folded and
common sense polnted to the fact that
It was froning day, but cautious Beandi.
navian Tillle, the new mald, was not
golng to make the mistake of going
ahead before belng sure that she was
right. Before committing herself to
the obviousstask she poked her head
Into the dlnlng room to say, appesling
ly: “Meesls, I skuld llke to speak some
thing." “What 1s It, Tillle?' “Skal 1
cook some flatiron?” asked Tlllle, earn-
estly.

Not a Stenographer,
“I understand that you have a new
typewrlter.”
“Yes"
“Did you succeed In getting a bright
one?"

“Yes, It's nickel-plated."—Houston

“Yes—ho's alrendy rich.”

Post,
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HE ATTENDS

who goes straight to work to cure

TO BUSINESS

Hurts, Sprains, Bruises

by the

use of

St. Jacobs QOil

and saves time, money and
It Acts Like Maglc,

R Rl i - R

gets out of misery quickly.
Price, 25¢. and 50c.

the weaser In i very

dentistry.
of th= old opres,
youncelinlod plate?

A M tod P M
Maln

k DR, W. A. WISE

A CELLULOID PLATE

When fitted just right and satisfactory to
dentint can congratu ate himdelt apon, It's
aneé of the products ol twentleth grntury

Prrhaps you're stiil using one
Suppose you let us show

WISE BROS., Dentists

Falling Hnlldlr g, Third and Washinglon

wny, s a thing any

Buudays § to 12
2020

DR. T, P, WISE J'

CLASSIFIEDADVERTISING

Names and Addresses in Portland of Repre-
sentative Business Firms,

I'!lu'!'(l-_ﬂi'l‘l‘l.! 2. an.‘mt_ﬂ_-wrlnnln: nn-l‘.l_prlnl-
ing; write for prices \\‘tmﬁu_ﬂ. Ulnrks & Co,

MAGIO LANTRIINA — Wolstor_ Un., Porsinad,
__Loweat pribes on |‘|u|_l_l_‘rl‘ll nnd Bildes,

ELABTIC HOSTERY :Hll‘l]mrtln HBraces: Knlt to
Fit; froe measnrement blanks; \‘u‘mdurd, Olurke,

HORSES of all kinds for anle st very rensonstile
prices. lnguire 278 Froni 8t

'i'l!UHHI"H nent on Ap
mont diffieult cases

ARTIFICIAL BYHH; eyory shade and shape: as
sortment 8ol on approval; Woodsrd, Clarks Co
CURIEAM SEPARATORE=We guaranise tho U, 8.

Eeparaior to be the besl. Write tor fres calalog.
Haselwood Co,, Fifth and Onk.

rOvals we guarantes fis In
oodard, Clarke & Co

MEN'SCLOTHING — Buffum & Peondieton, sple

ente Allred Benjamin & Col's correct Mothes

Everyihing in men's furaishings,  Morrison and
Blath sireels. Opponsite posiofMice.

YREE LAND IN OIREGON under the Oneey [erl-
ation act.  Deed dircet from state, Write today.
cuokiet wnd map free, W K Cooke & Co., 251

Alder sireet, Portland, Oregon

POULTRY FOOD<If you wanl your hons to Iay
more egen write us for free {umr:lhu about PU-
RINA POULTRY FEELS—Acme Mills Co.,
Fortland, Oregon,

PIANOK & ORGANS < Oldeat plano house on s
oific conat. Organs and 1'lanos gn susy paymenta,
Wrrite for Hst,  Lat us quote yoll a price. Allen &
Gliberi-Ramaker Co,, Poetinnd, Oregon.

Human Hair Goods—Switchon, Pompadours, Men's
'ronrumu:win: bieat quality ; lowest prices;
send for free price let; mall ordees a |wut A

Paris Halr Blore, 308 Waahlugion St T

D C. Gee Wo

WONDERFUL HOME
TREATMENT

Ll

This wonderful Chi

prople without opers
ton that are given o
W die, He cures with
thime, wonderful Oni-
neno herbs, roots, buds,
barks and  vegetablos
thit ars entlrely  un. :
kKnowns 1o medieal wel- ") CuliRy
ence in this conutey, Through the use of Lo

Line of Retreat Cut Off.
“Ry the way, Mr. Hankinson, papa
made such a funny remark nbout you the
other evening.”
"What was it, Miss Bella?”
“He said he wondered why you were
coming here so often.”

Motherawill find Mr=, Winslow's Boothing
Byrup the best remedy touse for thelir children
during the teething period.

Not a Valld Ohjection.

it.
either.
Caller (with prospectus of

I'm willing to do all the talking.

FITS after firat day's use of D Kline's Qrent Nerve
Heatorer, Send for Froe 82 irinl bottleand treatise,
Die, K. H. Kline, Lid., 031 Arch Si., Philsdelphis, Pa

O His Guoard,

Correspondent—Senator, may T  aak
what considerntions have induced you to
oppose the statehood bill?

Iiminent Statesman (flying into a rage)
—*Considerations?' Sir, that question
is a damnable insult!

Correspondent—Then yon are doing It
without consideration? Do you know,
Sonator, that Is what the most of us
have been suspecting?

AN EVERY-DAY BTRUGGLE,

Men and Women of Every Occupation
Buffer Miserles from Kianoy
Complaint,

J. C. Lightner, 708 Bo. Cedar St.,
Abilene, Kansas, is one of the thou-
sands  who  suffer
from kidnsy trou-
bles brought on by

Barmiess reinedivs thin famous dogtor koows
the action of over W0 differenl remedies whlel
he sucoesafully uses 1o diffirent o lasasos, He
puaraniess to cure catareh, satlims, lung, throsd,
rhvumatiam, nervousnoss, stomach, 1ver i
neyn, oter hea hundreds  of  bestin i
Charges moderate.  Call and ses hin, Patients
out of the ¢lly wrile Jor blankr wod circulars
Bend stamp. CONBULTATION FUEL,

Mdress THE C. GEE WO CHINESE MEDICINE CO

162)4 First 5S¢, S, €, Cor. Morrison
k:utluu paper,

PORTLAND, onson.J

dnily work. ‘‘I flrst
noticed it eight or
ten years ago,’’ said
Mr. Lightner. ‘‘Tha
dull pain  in  the
back fairly made
mo sick, Tt wns
hard to get up or
«= down, hard to

| straighten, hard to do any work that
brought a strain on the back. I had
frequemt mttacks of gravel and the
urine was passed too often and with
min, When I used Doan’s Kidney
I’illu, however, all traces of the trou-
| ble disappeared and have not returned.
I am cortainly grateful.’’
Sold by all dealers. 60 eents a box.
| Postee-Milburn Co,, Buffalo, N. ¥,

For The Term of His Natural Life

By MARCUS CLARKE

CHAPTER XIV.—{(Continued.)

“Turn my face tb it onca more!™ he
whispered; and as they ralsed him, he
inclined his esr to listen. “It's calm
enough here, (God bless it,” he sald; “but
L ean hear the waves a-brenking hard
upon the bar!"

As Frere relioved Mra, Viekers from
the welght of the corpse, Syivia ran
to her mother, “Oh, mamma, mamma!"
she cried, “why did God let him dle
when we wante! him so much ¥

Before It grew dark, Frere made shift
to earry the body to the sherter of some
rocks at a little dlstance, and, spread-
Ing the jacket over the face, he plled
stones upon [t to keep It steady. The
march of events had been so rapld that
he mcarcely renlized that since the pre
vibus evening two of the five homan erea-
tures left Iu this wilderness had escaped
from It. As he did realize it, he began
to wonder whose turn it would be next

The following day passed gloomily. It
was hot and sultry, and a dull haze
hung over the mountaine. Frere spent
the morning In scooping n grave In the
eand, In which to Inter poor Bates.
Practieally awnke to hls own necessities,
he removed such portlons of clothing
from the body s would be useful to him,
but hid them under n stones, not lking
to let Mrs, Vickers see what he had
done, i.in\'mg coltpleted the STAYVE by
mid-day, he placed the corpse thereln,
and rolled as many stones as possible to
the sides of the mound., In the after-
noon he cast the fishing line from the
polnt of a rock he had marked the day

Man at the Deak—No, gir; I don't want |
I haven't any time to talk to you, ponlon.

new book) 1
—My dear alr, that won't be necessary, figure of a man.

Permanently Cured, Nofitnor nervousness one word—*"Food |"

before, but eaught nothing, Passing by
the grave, on his return, he notieed that
Mrs. Viekers had placed at the head
of it a rude cross, formed by tylng two
pleces of stlek together. After supper
—the usual salt meat and damper—he
tried to talk to Sylvin. “Why won't
you be friends with me, missy?' he
asked,

"1 don't ke you,” sald Sylva. “You
frighten me. You are not kind, I don't
menn that you do cruel things, but you
are—— Oh,.1 wish papn was here!”

“Wishing won't bring him,” says
Frera,

“There! That's what I mean! In
that kind? ‘Wishing won't bring him!
Oh, If it only would!™

“I dido't mean it unkindly,” says
Frere.  “What a strange child you are!"

“There are persons,” says Sylvia,
“who have no atfinlty for each other.
I read about It in a book papa had, and
I suppose that's what it ls. [ have no
affinity for you, I ean't halp It, can 17"

“Rubbish," Frere returned. *“Come
here, and I'll tell you a story.”

Mrs, Vickers had gone back to her
ceave, and the two were alone by the
fire, near which atood the kettle and the
newly made damper. The echlld, with
soma show of hesitation, eame to him
and he caught and placed her on hils
knee, The moon had not yet risen, and
the shadows cast hy the flickering fire
seemed weird and monstrous, The wick-
ed wish to frighten this helpless erea-
ture came to Muaurlce Frere,

“There wns once,” sald he, “a castle
In an old wood, and In this castle there
lived an ogre, with great goggle eyes.”

“You silly man!" said Bylvia, strug-
gling to be free. “You are trying to
frighten me."

“And this ogre llved on the hones of
little girls, One day a little girl was
travellng the wood, and she henrd the
ogre coming. ‘Haw! haw! Haw! haw!' "

“Mr, Frere, let me down!"

“She was terribly frightened, and she:

ran, and ran, and ran, until all of a
sudden she spw——"

A plereing seream burst from his eom-
“Oh! oh! What's that$" she
eried, and clung to her persecntor,

On the other side of the fira stood the
Ile stoggered forward,
ind then, falling on his knees, stretehed
out his hands, and hoarsely articulnted
It was Rofus
Dnwes,

The sound of a human volee broke the
spell of terror that was on the child,
nnd as the glow from the fire fell upon
the tattered yellow garments, she guess-
¢d at once the whole atory, Not so Maa-
rice Frere. He saw before him o new
danger, a new mouth to share the seanty
provision, and snatching a brand from
the fire, ho kept the conviet at bay, But
Rufus Dawes, glaring round with wolfish
oyes, caught sight of the damper resting
agalost the ifron kettle, and made a
cluteh at it. Frere dashed the brand in
his face. "“Stand back!" he cried. *We
have no food to spare!”

The eonvlet uttered n savage ery, and,
ralslng the lrom gad, plunged forward
desperately to attack his new enemy;
but, quick as thought, the child glided
past Frere, and snatching the loaf, piae-
ed it in the hands of the starving man,
with, “Here, poor prisoner, eat!" and
then, turning to Frere, sha ecast upon
him n glance so full of horror, Indigna-
tlon and surprise that the man blushed
and threw down the brand.

As for Rufus Dawes, the sudden ap-
parition of the golden-halred girl seemed
to have transformed him. Allowing the
loaf to slip through hls fingers, ha gazed,
with haggard eyes, at the rotreating fig-
ure of the ehild, and ns it vanished Into
the dnrkness outside the circle of the
firelight, the unhappy man sank his face
upon his blackened, horny hands, and
burst luto tears, :

CHAPTER XV,

The conrse tones of Maurlee Frere
roused him. “What do you want?' he
asked,

Rufus Dawes, ralslng his head, con-
templated the figure before him, and rec-
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ogulzed It. “Is it you?" ha sald, slowly.

“What do you mean? Do you know
me?' asked Frere, drawlng back. But
the conviet did not reply. His moment-
ary emotion passed away, the pangs of
hunger returned, and greedily seizing
upon the plece of damper, he began to
eut in silence.

“Do you hear, man?" repeated Frere,
at length. “What are you?"

“An escaped prisoner. You ean give
me up In the morning, | I've done my
best, and I'm beat.”

This sentence struck Frere with dis-
may. The man did not know that the
settlement had been abandoned!

“I cannot give you up. Thers Is no
one but myself and n woman and child
on the settlemont."” Rufus Dawes, paus-
Ing In his eating, stared at him in amnze-
ment, “The prisoners have gone away
In the schooner. If you choose to re-
main free, you can do so aa far ns I
am concerned,
.“ll

“But how do you eome here?”

Frere lnughed bitterly. To give ex-
planations to convicts was forelgn to his
experience, and he did not rellsh the
task. In this case, however, there was
no help for It. '"“The prisoners mu-
tinled and seized the brig.”

A terrible light broke upon Rufus
:}uhuo'. and Le 'ue.lu b uuderstaud how
he had again missed his chance. “Who
took her?"

“That double-dyed villain, John Rex,”
aays Frers, giving vent to his passion,

Rufus Dawes burst into a laugh mo
discordant that it made the other shud-
der. “"We'll starve together, Manrice
Frere,” sald he: “for while you've &
crust, I'll share it. If I don't got lib-
erty, at least I'll have revenge!"

The sinister aspect of this famished
savage sltting with his chin on his rag-
ged knees, rocking himself to and fro
In the light of the fire, gave Mr. Mau-
rice Frere a new sensation. He felt
as might have felt that African hunter
who, returnlng to hls campfire, found a
llon there. “Wretch!" sald he, shrink-
ing from him, “why should you wish to
be revenged on me?”

The conviet turned upon him with a
snarl.  “Take eare what yon say! I'll
have no hard words, Wreteh! If I am
a wretch who made me one? If I hate
you and myself and the world, who made
me hate It? I was born free—an free ns
you are. Why should I be sent to herd
with beasts, and condemned to this slay-
ery, worse than death? Tell me that,
Maurice Frere—tell me that!”

“I didn't make the laws," says Frera
“Why do you attack me?"

“Because you are what I was. You
are free. You can do as you plense,
You ean love, you ean work, you ean
think. I can only hate!” Ho paused as
If astonished at himself, and then con-
tinned, with a low laugh: "Fine words
for a conviet, ehl But never mind, It's
all right, Mr. Frere; we're equal now,
and I sha'n't dle an hour sooner than
you, though you are a free man.” i

Frere began to think that he was depl-
Ing with another madman. “Die! There's
no need to talk of dylug" he sald, as
soothingly ns It was possible for him to
;nynlt. “Time enough for that by and

¥

"There apoke the free man. We con-
victs have an advantage over you gentle
men, You are afraid of death; we pray
for it. Tt Ia the best thing that ean
happen to us—— Dis! They were go-
Ing to hang me once. I wish they had."”

Therp was auch a depth of agony in
this terrible utterance that Maurice
Freve was appalled at It.  *“There, go
and sleep, my man," he said. “Yon are
knocked up. We'll talk In the morning.”

“Hold on a bit!" cries Rufus Dawes,
with a coarseness of manner altogether
forelgn to that he had just nssumed.
“Who's with ye?"

“The wife and daughter of the com:
fandant," replied Frere, half afraid to
refuse nn answer to a question so fierce-
Iy pout.

“Poor souls!" sald the conviet, T pity
them.” And then he stretehed himself,
likke n dog, before the blaze and went to
sloep Instantly, When worning dawned
Frore awoke him.

Rufus Dawes glanced nronnd him sty-
pldly, and then remembering what had
happened, with a great effort he atag-
gered to his feet. I thought they'd got
me," he said; “but it's the other way,
I see. Come, let's have breakfast, Mr,
Frere. I'm hungry.”

“Y¥oun must wait,” sald Frere. *“Do
you think there Is no one here but your-
salf 7"

The convict, stretching out his wast-
ed arms, looked down upon them with
the uncertaln gnze of a drunken man, *
am weak now," he said. “You have the
best of me;” and then he sunk suddenly
down upon the ground, exhausted. “Give
me drink!" he moaned, feebly motioning
with his hand.

Frere got him water in the pannikin,
and having drunk it, he smiled, and lay
down to sleep agaln, Mrs. Vickers and
Bylvla comlug out whilo he stil] slept,
recognized him as the desperndo of the
settlement.

“He was the most desperate man we
had," enid Mra. Vickers, identifying
herself with her husband. *“Oh, what
shall we do?"*

“He won't do much harm,” returned
Frore, looking down at the notorlous
ruffian with curlosity. “He's as near
dend as can be"

Bylvia looked up at him with her clear
chlld's glance. “We mustn't let him
die,” saild she. "That would be mur-
d“l“

“No, no,” returned Frere, hastily; “no

I am as helpless as you,

one wants him to die. But what
we lin :"“

"I'll nurse him!" eried Syivia,

Frere broke Iuto one of his coarss
Inugha, the first one that he lhad indulg-
ed in slnce the mutiny. “You nurse
him! That's & good one!” The poor
little child, weak and excitable, felt tha
contempt In the tone, und burst into g
passion of mobs, *“Why do you insult
me, you wicked man? The poor fellow's
l, and he'll—he'll die, like Mr, Bates,
Oh, mamma, mawma, let's go away by
ourselves."

Frere walked awny. He went Into the
little wood under the cliff and sat down.
He was full of strange thoughts, which
,he could not express, nnd which he had
never owned hefore, The: dislike the
child bore to him made him misernble,
nnd yet he took delight In tormenting
her, He was consclous that he had act
ed the part of a coward the night be
fore In endeavoring to frighten her, and
that the detestation she bore him was
well sarned; but he had fully determined
to stake his life in her defense, should
the savage who had thus come upon
them ont of the desert attempt violence,
and be was unreasonably angry at the
pity she had shown. When he got back
he found Dawes stretched upon the
Eruuh wood, with Sylvia sitting near

m.

“He 18 better,” sald Mra. Vickers, dis-
daining to refer to the wcene of the
morning, *“Bit down and have something
to eat, Mr, Frere."

“Are you better? asked Frers, ab-
ruptly.

To his surprise, the convict answersd
quite civilly, "I shall be strong again in
.I day or two, and then I can help you,
. r'lI

Within a week from the night on
" :a‘u.h lie had soen Lie amoke of P el
fire, the convict had recovered his
strength, aud had bhecome an Important
personage. ITe was skilled In all the
mysterles of the prison sheds. He knew
how to sustain life on as little food as
posaible. He could fell trees without an
ax, bake bread without an oven, bulld
a wenther-proof hut without brieks ar
mortar, From the patlent he became
the adviser; and from the adviser, the
commander,

As the time wore on, and the seanty
stock of provisions decreased, he found
that his authority grew more and more
powerful. Did & question arise as to the
qualities of a strange plant, it was Rufus
Dawes who ecould pronounce upon it
Were fish to be caught, it was Rufus
Dawes who caught them. Did Mrs
Vickers complain of the Instabillty of her
brush wood hut, it was Rufus Dawes
who worked a wicker shield, and, plas-
tering it with elay, produced a wall thnt
defied the keenest wind, He made cups
out of plue knots, and plates out of bark
atrips. He worked harder than any
three mien, Nothing daunted him, noth-
ing discournged him. When Mrs. Viek-
ers fell sick, from anxlety, and Inspm-
clent food, It was Rufus Dawes who
gnthered fresh leaves for her conch, who
cheered her by hopeful words, who vol-
untarily gave up half his own allowance
of ment that she might grow the strong-
er on it. The poor woman nnd her child
called him “Mr." Dawes,

But the days stole on and no vessel
appeared.. Each day they engerly sean-
ned the watery horlgon; each day they
longed to behold the bowsprit of the re-
turning Ladybird glide past the jutting
rock that shut out the view of the har-
bor, but In valn., Mrs. Vickers' {llness
Increased, and the wtock of provisions
began to rom short. Dawes talked of
putting himaelf and Frere on half nllow-
ance. It was evident that, unless sue-
cor came In a fow days, they muost
starve,

One day Sylvia wns =ltting In the sun
rending the “English History," which,
by the aceldent of fright, she had
brought with her on the night of the
mutiny, “Mr. Frere said she, sud-
denly, “what Is an alchemist?"

“A man who mikes gold,” was Frere's
not very aceurnte definition,

“IDid the ancient Britons know it?"

“No;: not go old as that,"

Sylvin suddenly gave a little seream.
The remembrance of the evening when
she read about the mncient Britons to
poor Bates enme vividly into her mind,
and though she had since re-rend the
pagsage that had then attracted her at-
tentlon a hundred times, it had never
before presented [teelf to her In its full
signifieance. Hurriedly turning the
well-thumbed leaves, she read aloud the
passage which had provoked remnrk:

“The apeclent Britons were little hets
ter than barbarians. They paluted their
bodies with wond, and, seated in theie
light eoracles of skin stretched upon
slender wooden frames, must have pre-
sented a wild and savage appenrance.”

YA coracle!l That's & boat! Can't we
make a coracle, Mr, Dawes?"

The conviet knitted hls brows glooms
ily.

“Come, Dawes!" crled Frere, forget-
ting his enmity for an Instant, In the
finsh of new hope, “can't you suggest
something 7"

Rufus Dawea, thus nappealed to as the
acknowledged head of the little society,
felt a pleasant theill of self-satisfaction,
“1 don't know,” he said; “I must think
of it. It looks ensy, and vat " Ha
pnused as something In the water caught
his eye, It was o mass of bladdery sea-
weed that the returning tide =na waft-
Ing slowly to the whore. This object,
which would have passed unnoticed nt
any other time, suggested to Rufus
Dawes a new fdea. “Yes," he added,
slowly, with a chango of tone, “it may
be done, 1 think 1 see my way, How
far do you think it is across the bay "
he asked Frere,

“About four miles,*

The convict sighed. *Too far to swim
now, though T might have done It once
But this sort of life wenkens a man,
It must be done, after all."

“What are you goiog to do?' asked
Frere,

“To kill the goat.”

ean

(To be continuedd




