
Blood Humors
Commonly cause pimples.' bolls, hives. eczema
or salt rneum. or some other form of erup-
tion: but sometimes they exist In the system,
indicated by feelings of weakness, languor,
loss of appetite, or general debility, without
causing any breaking out.

Hood's Sarsaparilla expels them, renovates,
strengthens and tones the whole system.
This is the testimony of thousands annually.

Hood's Sarsaparilla
Js peculiar to Itself. Accept no substitute,
put insist on having Hood's and get It today,
Liquid or tablets, 100 Doses One Dollar.

Lavrlna; It On.
Nell Did you hear May's fiance rhap-

sodizing over her connexion?
Belle Yes, he certainly did Jay It on

pretty thick.
Nell Yes, but not nearly as thick as

May does. Philadelphia Ledger.

How' This?
We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward forany case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by

Hall's Catarrh Cure.
F. 1. CHKNEY & CO., Props., Toledo, 0.

We, the undersigned, have known F. J.
Cheney for the last 15 years, and believe him
perfectly honorable in all business transac-
tion a and ft n socially able to carry out any ob-
ligations made by their Ann.
W est & Truax, wholesale Druggists, Toledo, O.
Waldino, Kinnam di Mabvin, Wholesale Drug-
gists, Toledo, O.

Hall's Catarrh Cure Is taken Internally, act-
ing directly upon the blood and mucous sur-
faces of the system. Price 16c. per bottle,
bold by all DrugUts. Testimonials free.

Hall's Family Pills are the best.

No Great Difference After AH.
"It Isn't considered polite to ask a

Chinese how niuny wives he has."
"Well, it lMii t polite to usli au Amer-

ican how many wives he's had, either."
Detroit Free Press.

Some Other Town.
"Wants to be a police inspector, does

he? Has be anything to recomend hiin
for the position?"

"Yes .he's already rich."
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Trade

Namei and Addrcuea In Portland of Repre-
sentative Business Firms.

PHOTO HUl'l'MKH; Kodak developing and print-
ing; writs fur prices. Woodard, Claras A Co.

MACHO LANTKKNS-WelK- lcr Co., Portland.
Lowest prices on and Slides.

KLAHTIC HOsIKRY Knit to
measurement blanks: Woodard, Clarke.

HOKHKH or all kinds for sal at very raasouabls
prices. 7!e Front HL

TKUhskh on approvals we guarantee fit la
niost difficult cases; Woodard, Clarke A Co.

ARTIFICIAL KYKHj eyery shade and shapa; as-
sortment sent on approval; Woodard, Clarke Co

CRKAH KEPARATOHS We guarantee the U.S.
ISeparalor to be the best. Writ lor free catalog.
Uaselwood Co., Fifth and Oak.

A Pendleton, sole
agents red Heiijamln A o.'s correot clothes,
everything: la men's Morrison and

BUth reels. Opposite postofllca.

FKKK LAND IN OltKUON under the Carey Irri-
gation Deed direct from state. Write today.
Booklet map free. B. 8. Cooke dt Co., asl
A Ider street, Portland, Oregon.

POULTRY KOOD- -If you want your hens to lay
write us for free particulars about PU- -

JUftA POULTRY tfcKUa-Ac- ms Mills Co.,
Portland, Oregon.

PIANOH A OIUUNKi Oldest piano house on
coast. Organs and Pianos an easy payments.

Write fur list. Let us quote yot price. Allen
Uilberl-Hamak- Portland, Oregon.

Human Hair Ooods Switches, Pompadours, Men's
Toupees aud Wigs; best quality; lowest prices

tree price list; orders specialty.
Paris Hair rilore, Sue Washington tit. kit lass.

Dr. G. Gee Wo

WONDERFUL HOME

TREATMENT

This wonderful Chi-
nese Doctor is called
great because hs oures
people without opera-
tion that are given up
to die. cures with
Oioscl wonderful

herbs, roots, buds,
barks and vegetable!
that are entirely un-

known to medical sci

It's

of you us
you

A, Hi to

free

sent

and

ence In this oonutry. Through of tiiosiiharmless remedies this famous doctor knows
tn..u uv.r nuu remeilles whichhe uses In diseases. Heguarantee tocure catarrh. asthma, lung, throat,rheumallsm, nervousness, liver; kid-neys, etc. has hundreds of

Charges moderate. Call and see him. Patlontout of the city writ fur blankr and circulars,
stamp. CONSULTATION PRICK.

mm THEC.6EE WO CHINESE

162fj rirat St 5. E. Cor. Morrison
Mention paper. OREGON.

The Dim Past.
Iban was justifying the deception he

had practiced upon Jacob In matter
of Leah.

"I didn't mind letting him have Leah,'
he ald, "but I'm little more particular
as to Itachel. I've had my doubts all the
time, anyhow, about taking into my fam
ily a young man who is willing to work
seven whole years just for a girl. He
doesn seem to me to be the kind of man
tha: would be likely to get ahead in the
woriu.

P.dt Jacob's willingness to anoth-
er seven years for Itacbel struck the old
man a showing grit and perseverance,
and it is a matter of history that ths
young man finally made good ea a

Simplicity.
"Our dads were a lot of mossbacks,

they?"
"'Deed they were. Why, old

chaps to actually think that the
'Black Crook' was Louis-
ville

Tlllle Wanted te Make
It was Tuesday morninit. The clothe

had been washed, dried and folded and
common sense pointed to the fact that
It was ironing day, but Scandi-
navian Tlllle, the new maid, was not
going to make the of going
ahead before being sure that she was
right Before committing' herself
the obvious task she poked her head
Into the dining room to say, appeallng-l- y

"Meesis, I skuld like to speak some-
thing." "What It Tlllle?" "Ska. I
cook some flatlron?" asked Tlllle, earn
estly.

Not a Stenographer,
"I understand that you have a new

typewriter."
"Yes."
"Did you in getting a brteht

one?"
"Yes, nickel-plated.- " Houston

Post

HE TO
who goes to to cure

the of

DR. W.

and saves lime, and gets out of misery

It Acts ke Music. Price,

CELLULOID PLATE
When right satisfactory

wea-e- r way, li thing
dentist can grata ate i upon.
one product twentieth century
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WISE BROS., Dentists
Bnlldli and Washington
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Line of Retreat Cut Off.
"By the way, Mr. Ilankinson, papa

made such a funny remark about you tha
other evening."

"What was It, Miss Bella?"
"He aaid he wondered why you were

coming-- here o often."

Mothers will And Mr. Winslow's Soothing
Byrup the best remedy to use for their children
during (he teething period.

Not a Valid Objection.
Man at the Desk No, sjr ; I don't want

It. I haven't any time to talk to you,
either.

Caller (with prospectus of new book)
My dear sir, that won't be necessary.

I'm willing to do all the talking.

PIT A Permanently Cnred. No fits or nervousness
Mid afterfirstday'BuseofDr.Klfne'sUreatNerve
Restorer. Bend for Free 83 trial bottleand treatise.Ir. it. H. Kline, Ltd.,8Jl Arch St.. Philadelphia, Pa,

Off Hie Guard.
Correspondent Senator, may I ask

what considerations have Induced you to
oppose the statehood bill?

Eminent Statesman (flying Into a rage)
"Considerations?" Sir, that question

It a damnable insult 1

Correspondent Then you are doing It
without consideration? Do you know,
Senator, that la what the most of us
have been suspecting?

AN EVEKY-DA- STRUGGLE.

Men and Women of Every Occupation
Suffer Miseries from Kianuy

Complaint.

J. C. Llghtner, 703 So. Cedar St.,
Abilene, Kansas, is one of the thou

sands who suffer
from kidney trou-
bles brought on by
daily work, "I first
noticed it eight or
ten years ago," said
Mr. Lightner. "The
dull pain in the
back fairly made
me sick. It was
hard to got up or
down, hard to

straighten, hard to do any work that
brought a strain on the back. I had
frequent attacks of gravel and the
urine was passed too often and with
pain. When: I usod Doan's Kidney
Pills, however, all traces of the trou-
ble disappeared and have not returned.
I am certainly grateful."

Sold by all dealers. 60 cents a box.
Foster-MUbur- n Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

for The Term ofHis Natural Life
By MARCUS CUARKB

CHAPTER XIV. Continued.)
Turn my face to it once more!" he

whispered; and as they raised him, he
inclined his enr to listen. "It's calm
enongh here, God bless it," be said; "but
I can hear the waves hard
npon the bar!"

Ae Frere relieved Mrs. Vickers from
the weight of the corpse, Sylvia ran
to her mother. "Oh, mamma, mammal"
she cried, "why did God let him die
when we wanted him so much?"

Before It grew dark, Frere made shift
to carry the body to the sherter of some
rocks at a little distance, and, spread-
ing the Jacket over the face, he piled
stones npon it to keep It steady. The
march of events had been so rapid that
he scarcely realized that since the pre-vle-

evening two of the five human crea-
tures left In 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 mountains. Frere spent
the morning In scooping a grave In the
sand, In which to Inter poor Bates.
Practically awake to his own necessities,
he removed such portions of clothing
from the body as would be useful to him,
but hid them under a stone, not liking
to let Mrs. Vickers see what he had
done. Having completed the grave by
mid-da- he placed the corpse therein,
and rolled as many stones as possible to
the sides of the mound. In the after-
noon he cast the fishing line from the
point of a rock he had marked the day
before, but caught nothing. Passing by
the grave, on his return, he noticed that
Mrs. Vickers had placed at the head
of It a rode cross, formed by tying two
pieces of stick together. After supper

the usual salt meat and damper he
tried to talk to Sylvia. "Why won't
you be friends with me, missy?" he
asked.

"I don't like you," said Sylvia. "Yon
frighten me. You are not kind. I don't
mean that you do cruel things, but you
are Oh,. I .wish papa was. here!"

"Wishing won't bring him," says
Frere.

"There! That's what I mean! Is
that kind? 'Wishing won't bring him!
Oh, If it only would!"

"I didn't . mean It unkindly," says
Frere. "What a strange child you are!"

"Thero are persons," says Sylvia,
"who have no affinity for each other.
I read about it in a book papa had, and
I suppose that's what it Is. I have no
affinity for you. I can't help It, can I?"

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

Mrs. Vickers had gone back to her
cave, and the two were alone by the
fire, near which stood the kettle and the
newly made damper. The child, with
some show of hesitation, came to him
and he caught and placed her. on his
knee. The moon had not yet risen, and
the shadows cast by the flickering fire
seemed weird and monstrous. The wick-
ed wish to frighten this helpless crea-
ture came to Maurice Frere.

"There was once," said he, "a castle
In an old wood, and In this castle there
lived an ogre, with great goggle eyes."

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

"And this ogre lived on the bones of
little girls. One day a little girl was
traveling the wood, and she heard 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 saw "

A piercing scream burst from his
"Ohl oh! What's that?" she

cried, and clung to her persecutor.
On the other side of the fire stood the

figure of a man. He staggered forward,
and then, falling on his knees, stretched
out his hands, and hoarsely articulated
one word "Food!" It was Hufus
Dawes.

The sound of a human voice broke the
spell of terror that was on the child,
and as the glow from the fire fell upon
the tattered yellow garments, she guess-
ed at once the whole story. Not so Mau-

rice Frere. lie saw before him a new
danger, a new mouth to share the scanty
provision, and snatching a brand from
the fire, he kept the convict at bay. But
Rufus Dawes, glaring round with wolfish
eyes, ca.ught sight of the damper resting
against the Iron kettle, and made a
clutch at It Frere dashed the brand In
his face. "Stand back!" he cried. "We
have no food to spare!"

The convict uttered a savage cry, and,
raising the Iron gad, plunged forward
desperately to attack his new enemy;
but quick as thought, the child glided
past Frere, and snatching the loaf, plac-
ed it In the hands of the starving man,
with, "Here, poor prisoner, eat!" and
then, turning to Frere, she cast upon
him a glance so full' of horror, Indigna-
tion and surprise that the man blushed
and threw down the brand.

As for Rufus Dawes, the sudden ap-
parition of the golden-haire- d girl seemed
to have transformed him. Allowing the
loaf to slip through his fingers, he gazed,
with haggard eyes, at the retreating fig-

ure of the child, and as it vanished Into
the darkness outside the circle of the
firelight, the unhappy man sank his face
upon his blackened, horny hands, and
burst into tears, '

CHAPTER XV.
The coarse tones of Maurice Frere

roused him. "What do you want?" he
asked.

Rufus Dawes, raising his head, con-
templated the figure before him, and rec

ognized it "Is It your he said,. slowly.
"What do you mean? Do you know

me?" asked Frere, drawing back. But
the convict did not reply. His moment-
ary emotion passed away, the pangs of
hunger returned, and greedily seizing
upon the piece of damper, he began to
eat in silence.

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

"An escaped prisoner. You can 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. There Is no
one but myself and a woman and child
on the settlement" Rufus Dawes, paus-
ing in his eating, stared at him in amaze-
ment "The prisoners have gone away
In the schooner. If you choose to re-
main free, you can do so as far as I
am concerned.. I am as helpless as you,
are."

'But how do you come here?"
Frere laughed bitterly. To give ex-

planations to convicts was foreign to his
experience, and he did not relish the
task. In this case, however, there was
no help for It "The prisoners mu-
tinied and seized the brig."

A terrible light broke npon Rufus
Da wed, aud La leau to understand how
he had again missed his chance. "Who
took her?"

"That double-dye- d villain, John Rex,"
says Frere, giving vent to his passion. '

Rufus Dawes burst Into a laugh so
discordant that it made the other shud-
der. "We'll starve together, Maurice
Frere," said he; "for while you've a
crust I'll share it If I don't get lib-
erty, nt least I'll have revenger'

The sinister aspect of this famished
savage sitting 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, returning to his campfire, found a
lion there. "Wretch!" said he, shrink-
ing from him, "why should you wish to
be revenged on me?"

The convict turned npon him with a
snarl. 'Take care what you say! I'll
have no hard words. Wretch! 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 as free as
yon are. Why should I be sent to herd
with beasts, and condemned to this slav-
ery, worse than death? Tell me that
Maurice Frere tell me that!"

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

"Because you are what I was. You
are free.. You can do as you please.
You can love, you can work, you can
think. I can only hate!" He paused as
If astonished at himself, and then con-
tinued, with a low laugh: "Fine words
for a convict, eh! But never mind, it's
all right Mr, Frere; we're equal now,
and I sha'n't die an hour sooner than
you, though you are a free man."

Frere began to think that he was deal-
ing with another madman. "Die! There's
no need to talk of dying." he said, as
soothingly as It was possible for him to
say It "Time enough for that by and
by."

"There spoke the free man. We con-
victs have an advantage over you gentle-
men. You are afraid of death; we pray
for It It Is the best thing that can
happen to us Die! They were go-
ing to hang me once. I wish they had."

Ther was such a depth of agony In
this terrible utterance that Maurice
Frere was appalled at It "There, go
and sleep, my man," he said. "You are
knocked up. We'll talk In the morning."

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

"The wife and daughter of the
replied Frere, half afraid to

refuse an answer to a question so fierce-
ly p.ut

"Poor souls!" said the convict, "I pity
them." And then he stretched himself,
like a dog, before the blaze and went to
sleep Instantly. When morning dawned
Frere awoke him.

Rufus Dawes glanced around him stu-
pidly, and then remembering what had
happened, with a great effort he stag-
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."

"You must wait" said Frere. "Do
you think there is no one here but your-
self?"

The convict stretching out his wast-
ed arms, looked down upon them with
the uncertain gaze of a drunken man. "I
am weak' now," he said. "You have the
beat .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 again. Mrs. Vickers and
Sylvia coming out while he still slept,
recognized him as the desperado of the
settlement

"He was the most desperate man we
had," said Mrs. Vickers, Identifying
herself with her husband. "Oh, what
shall we do?"

"He won't do much harm," returned
Frere, looking down at the notorious
ruffian with curiosity. "He's as near
dead as can be."

Sylvia looked np at him with her clear
child's glance. "We mustn't let him
die," said she. "That would be mur-
der."

"No, no," returned Frere, hastily "no

one wants him to die. But what can'
we do?"

"I'll nurse him!" cried Sylvia.
Frere broke into one of his coarse

laughs, the first one that he had indulg-
ed in since the mutiny. "You nurse
him! That's a good one!" The poor
little child, weak and excitable; felt the
contempt In the tone, and burst into a
passion of sobs. "Why do you insult
me, you wicked man? The poor fellow's
ill, and he'll he'll die, like Mr. Bates.
Oh, mamma, mamma, let's go away by
ourselves."

Frere walked away. He went into the
little wood under the cliff and sat down.
He was full of strange thoughts, which

,he could not express, and which he had
never owned before. The dislike the
child bore to him made him miserable,
and yet be took delight in tormenting
her. He was conscious 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 earned; but he had fully determined
to stake his life In her defense, should
the savage who had thus come upon
them out of the desert attempt violence,
and he was unreasonably angry at the
pity she had shown. When he got back
he found Dawes stretched npon the
brush wood, with Sylvia sitting near
him.

"He is better," said Mrs. Vickers, dis-
daining to refer to the scene of the
morning. "Sit down and have something
to eat Mr. Frere."

"Are you better?" asked Frere, ab-
ruptly.

To his surprise, the convict answered
quite civilly, "I shall be strong again in
a day or two, and then I can help you,
sir."

Within a week from the night on
Which he had Duel! the auiokt of Tiefe'a
fire, the convict had recovered his
strength, and had become an Important
personage. He was skilled in all the
mysteries of the prison sheds. He knew
how to sustain life on as little food as
possible. He could fell trees without an
ax, bake bread without an oven, build
a weather-proo- f hut without bricks or
mortar. From the patient he became
the adviser; and from the adviser, the
commander.

As the time wore on, and the scanty
stock of provisions decreased, he found
that his authority grew more and more
powerful. Did a question arise as to the
qualities of a strange plant it was Rufus
Dawes who could pronounce upon ItWere fish to be caught, it was Rufus
Dawes who caught them. Did Mrs.
Vickers complain of the Instability of her
brush wood hut it was Rufus Dawes
who worked a wicker shield, and, plas-
tering It with clay, produced a wall that
defied the keenest wind. He made cups
out of pine knots, and plates out of bark
strips. He worked harder than any
three men. Nothing daunted htm, noth-
ing discouraged him. When Mrs. Vick-
ers fell sick, from anxiety, and Inspffl-cle- nt

food, It was Rufus Dawes who
gathered fresh leaves for her couch, who
cheered her by hopeful words, who vo-
luntarily gave up half his own allowance
of meat that she might grow the strong-
er on It The poor woman and her child
called him "Mr." Dawes.

But the days stole on and no vessel
appeared. Each day they eagerly scan-
ned the watery horizon; 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 vain. Mrs. Vickers' Illness
Increased, and the stock of provisions
began to run short Dawes talked of
putting himself and Frere on half allow-
ance. It was evident that, unless suc-
cor came In a few days, they must
starve. v

One day Sylvia was sitting In the sun
reading the "English History," which,
by the accident 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 makes gold," was Frere'a
not very accurate definition.

"Did the ancient Britons know It?"
"No; not so old as that."
Sylvia suddenly gave a little scream.

The remembrance of the evening when
she rend about the ancient Britons to
poor Bates came vividly into her mind,
and though she had since d the
passage that had then attracted her at-
tention a hnndred times, It had never
before presented Itself to her In Its full
significance. Hurriedly turning the

d leaves, she read aloud the
passage which had provoked remark:

"The ancient Britons were little bet-
ter than barbarians. They painted their
bodies with woad, and, seated In their
light coracles of skin stretched upon
slender wooden frames, must have pre-
sented a wild and savage appearance,"

"A coracle! That's a boat! Can't we
make a coracle, Mr. Dawes?"

The convict knitted his brows gloom-
ily.

"Come, Dawes!" cried Frere, forget-
ting his enmity for an instant, In the
flash of new hope, "can't you suggest
something?"

Rufus Dawes, thus appealed to as the
acknowledged head of the little society,
felt a pleasant thrill of
"I don't know," he said; "I must think
of It. It looks ensy, and yt -- " He
paused as something In the water caught
his eye. It was a mass of bladdery sea-
weed that the returning tide sas waft-
ing slowly to the shore. This object
which would have passed unnoticed at
any other time, suggested to Rufus
Dawes a new Idea. "Yes," he added,
slowly, with a change of tone, "it may
be done, I think I 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 I might have done It once.
But this sort of life weakens a man.
It must be done, after all."

"What are you going to do?" asked
Frere.

"To kill the goat"
(To be continued


