Prostrated Every Spring

Suffering from dyspepsia, weakness, generai
run-dowa econdition that some ecall ‘that ex-
treme tired feeling,” was my regular experience
until I began to take Hood’s Sarsaparilla, It
gave me relief almost from the first dose, and
soon I was completely restored to health and
strength. I have now for some years used this
urfailing remedy each spring, and have been
rewarded with good health in the summer and
winter.”” Mrs. L. U. Biekford, Gossville, N, H.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Contalns nnt (ml\ Sarsaparilla, but also those great Alteratives, Stillingia
and Blue Flag; those great Anti-Bilious and Liver remedies, Mandrake and
Dandelon; those great Kidney remedies, Uva Ursi, Juniper Berries, and
Pipsissewa; those great Stomach Tonics, Gentian Root and Wild Cherry
Bark; and other valuable curative agents. It will do you good,

IN PLEASANT MANNER
Man Uniformly Courteous, Has an Ad
vantage Over Rival With

Morose Bearing.

A pleasing manner is an important
essentlal to success in any business, A
gentle, courteous manner will win rec-
ognition anywhere, So much depends
upon first Impressions, and these are
favorable or unfavorable according to

IMUCH
POULTRY AND GAME )|

Can get you fancy prices for Wild Ducks |
and other game in season. Write us for
cash offer on all kinds of poultry, pork, ete,

Pearson-Page Co., Portland f

MAKE BIG MONEY!

y sales anywhere,

Be our representative,
Show samples and take

orders. No risk, Don't wait; write toda, whether a man I8 podite and courteous
“’9‘ 12, Room 312, Wilcox "“"l Portland, Or | or brusque and nervous in bearing.

—a We cannot always judge a man by

Watson E. Coleman, | What he says or does, but the way in

Putent Lawyer, Washinglon

P‘TE"TS 0O, Advice and books Tree,

Raten reasonabie, Highest references. Best services,

which he says or does a certain thing
will prove the best index to his char

acter.
p—— . A pleasant, courteous bearing will
A few sett ,
White Wyandotte and chix. Home | help a man to success in business,
bred and stury. Write 1107 E 18th N, Portland, Or | where a boorish, impatient manner
will turr away customers. The

Becond-Hand Machin-
ery bought, sold and

MaChlne’y exchanged: engines,

bollers, sawmills, ste. The J, E. Martin Co., 5 st
Bt, Portland. Send for Stock List and prices, ’

WRITE FOR FREE ADVICE |

information and booklets of value to you. | pleasure to serve;

PACIFIC GUANO & FERTILIZER CO, | mighty pleasant place,
152 Madison St., Portland, Or. glad to be alive.

- If you are not the possessor of a
BANDMEN: hiokorvd i

pleasant manner, start in to acquire it.
You will find it an immense help in

HOLTON and BUESCHER
hand instruments, The most complete stock

making a success of anything you un-
of Munical Merchandise in the Northwest

dertuke,
Write for Catalogues,
SEEIBERLING-LUCAS MUSIC CO.
1M Second Street Portland, Oregon

brusque min may be as well meaning
as his mor. affable rival, but people
have not the time nor inclination to
find out what is beneath the rude ex-
terior; they prefer to patronize the
man who makes it plain that it Is a
that the world is a
and that he is

FREE ADVICE
For the cure and prevention of every disease
with HERBS-NATURE'S OWN REMEDIES
Are you sick? Huve you a friend that's sick?
Write today for symptom blank and we will
ltlingmmu your case free of charge and tell
you what resnedies are needed to cure vour-
self at home., Aid Dept. American Herb Doc-
tor, 4158 Arcade Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

$100 TO $500 SAVED

On Each Automobile.

|
‘ Small Print Bad for Children.

Small print leads the young scholar
to look too closely at his books. He
is not yet familiar with the forms of
| the words, and hls eyesight has not
'_\'M reached its full acuteness. For
easy vision he must have retinal im
ages larger than those which satisfy
the trained reader. To obtain these
larger images he brings the book too
near to his eyes, or his eyves too near
| the book, and th+ Is apt to be in-
| jurious,
| i S

Save Yow Homs
l"mm nlsu.-mpor. Mountain Fever, and all
other forms of Contagion by using Spohn's
Distemper Compound. 'ut on the tongue or in
the feed. Safe at all times for all ages and
sexes, under all conditions. Same for Dog
Distemper and Chicken Cholera. Acts on the
blood, expels the germs. Removes worms
from stomach and intestines, A fine tonie
and appetizer, Absolutely safe, even for hu-
man beings. Owver 1,000,000 bottles sold last
ear., Greatest cure and preventive ever
nown for Contagious diseases. Nearly every-
one knows Spohn's. Over 18 years on the

One orange a week Is to be given | market. Have you used this great remedy?
to each child in the Lambeth Guard- | Why not? Itis not an experiment. Try it;
fans’ schools at No wood, England, as | be convinced; let *Spohn’s” holr you save

and make money. All wholesale druggists

Our co-operative sales plan en-
abies you to buy n brund new au-
tomobile; only #4476 requ'red, bale
ance ensy terms. For full partie-
ulnrs address

GERLINGER MOTOR CAR CO.

690 Washington Street,
PORTLAND, OREGON,

Wanted His Body Above Ground.
Not so very long ago there died, in
the north of England, a [armer who
left instructions that his body should
be put in a coffin, and then placed
in the loft of one of the barns on the
farm premises. It was done, and will
probably l‘mmlln there for generations,
|

Underrating Influenza Germ.

a preventive agab st influenza, All .
we can say is that, If the influenza | bandleit. Your home druggist can supply
- s you, or write to manufacturers, with price
germ Is to be intimidated by one | g foooq”™ A bottle, 60c. and $1.00; $5.00 and
orange a woek, it has sadly lost its| $1000 the dozen. Local agents wanted

pluck since we I| \ rnol it. bpuhn Medical Co., Goshen, Ind., U. 8. A,

No Romance in These, Zones of Silence
Polly—"“Having aunounced that they Zones of silence such as that dis
were going to live in an apartment, 1| covered in the Alps have been known
suppose the Newlyweds got a lot of [ to scientists for a long time. Some
useful presents.” “Dolly—"Yes, In- vears ago a commitiee conducted a
deed! Among them 1 saw a snow |series of experiments in the English
shovel, a lawn mower and a set of channel with the loudest and most

| enr plercing sirens, whistles and hoot-
ers they could procure, It was fourd
that sometimes on the clearest and
quietest day a sound was unaccounta-
This

garden tools.”—Judge

After Material.
Editor—"Why do you persist in com-

fng here? 1 tell you I don't buy fle bly inaudible at a short distance.
tion.” Author—"Oh, I don't wish to|demonstruied wonclusively the exis
sell any of my stories, | am writing | tence of soundless zones and incident
a short serinl, entitled *‘The Ugliest | ally suggested an explanation of cer-
Man on BEarth,’ and came in merely | tRin ocean ‘1"‘“"“"
to obtain local color.™ s -
| Mothers will find Mrs. Winslow's Soothing
Friendship. A
Friendship Is the gift of the gods, | S——
and the most precious gift to man, ‘ Advertising Always Going On,
Disraell. From the first announcement of a
A T fond mother that vou have made your
Daily Thought. bow to the world to the time when
I am more and more impressed with | vour friends put up their belated ap
the duty of finding happiness.—Qeorge | preciation of your virtues on your
Ellot. tombstone, you are constantly adver

tising or being advertised.—Edmund

Street.

Sunflowers and Temperature.
Sunflowers reduce temperature, and
are known to arrest the malaria thst
prevails in some localities. Hundreds
of homes Iin Missourl and Arkansas, as
\\vll a8 In Texas, are provided with a
| gouthern or southwestern patch of
sunflowers near the home. It is sald

to work wonders !n lhn rmpmt

You're “Out!” (|

In the
you are soon ‘‘down and
if the |R|

stomach to become weak

“game of health’’

Music and Mo:quitoel

In some parts of India, where mos
| quitoes abound, it is impossible to play
the violin because the musiec attracts
the insects in great numbers, When
| the first notes are heard the mosqui
toes swarm in clouds around the play-
er and make the movements of the
hand impossibie.—Harper's Weekly.

out"’ you allow

and the system run-down.
BRACE UP!
Tone the stomach, stir

| Paint on Window Glass.

If the window glass has been splash-
iw! with paint, melt some soda in very
hot water and wash the pane with it,
using a soft flannel mg

make the

the

the lazy liver,
bowels active by

daily use of

HOSTETTER'S
STOMACHBITTERS [f ... e oo

| The way of the transgressor is well

| written up —Kansas City Journal,

| Camel's Speed Considerable.

. A camel with an average load will
| travel twenty-five miles a day, and
| when unineumbered It will reach nine
ty miles a day sometimes

SERIAL
STORY

@ie
Chronicles
A
Addington

Peace |

By B. Fletcher Robinson

Co-Author with A. Cmnn Doyle of
“The Hound of the Bagkervilles,” stc.

r WG Chapman)

THE MYSTERY OF
THE CAUSEWAY

(Continued.)

“Well, well, no one can think of
everything,” suld Peace, with a flick-
er of & smile. "Come and show me
where you found him.”

The dark staln upon the slabs be-
tween the nodding reeds was sign-post
sufficlent. The Ittle detective took
one look at the spot, and then stood
with his hands behind his back, peer
Ing about hlm

“Were the prisoner's clothes wet?”
bhe asked quletly.

“No, sir; quite dry.”

*And how deep Is the lake?”

“From three to six feet deep, or so
I've always heard ”

“Is there a boat on L7

“Jake keeps an cold punt, | belleve,
but the plessure craft are under lock
and key In the boathouse. They've
not been In the water for years, aud
would leak llke sleves.”

“That 1s all. Go up to the house
and walt for me there. 1 shall be
back In an hour or so0.”

The policeman saluted and retired
down the causeway, his hedvy boOLs
clattering upon the stones,

“"Now we cun get to work, Mr. Phill
lips,” sald the lttle man, cheerfully,
his eyes dapncing with u pleasaut ex-
pectation. “"While | um makiug a It
tle examiuation of the causeway, |
should be obliged It you will walt for
me at the cottage on the island youd-
er.”

The last thing | saw of him was &
neat boot sticking out from the reeds
into which ne was r~uwliug on hauds
and knees.

The cottage was an old-fashioned,
one-storfed bulldiug. The red tiles of
ita gabled roof had been dellcately
toned by age until they had sunk to
A color very restful to an artist's eye.
Wooden shutters blocked  the win-
dows; Its door of gtained and worm-
eaten onk was firmly secured. A path
led through straggling laurel bushes
from the door to the luke, and | walked
down to It to the loud outery of the
nesting ducks that rose with flapping
wings about me and circled round to
splash into the water at a safe dis-
tance. By a dilapidated wooden land-
Ing stage | stopped to light a clga-
rette As | threw away the match
o ragged tear In the deep moss that
covered the planking caught my eye.
I stooped to examine it. Under the
moss the wood Itsellf was splintered
with a deep, fresh scar! I studled
tha rest of the landing stage without
result. Nelther the moss nor the ex-
posed patches of woodwork showed
any simllar sigus The one fresh
scar—that was all

I was still consldering the problem
when Peace joined me. He was In
high good humor. For a time he
stared at the mark with his head on
one slde llke a meditative sparrow,
and then, selzing me by the arm, led
me back by the way we had come.

“Pleturesque, eh!™ he sald, polnting
to the old pavilion, “It catches your
artistic eye. Perhaps ¥ou wlill have
time to make a sketch of it this
afternoon.”

“Nonsense,” | sald, Irritably enough.
"Who shot this poor fellow?”

“No one.”

“What—sulclde?”

“Nothing so simple, I'm afrald.
Now don't lose youar temper. You
will understand wilthin the bour

Come along.™
“Where are we golpg?
“To visit our esteemed friend, Jake

Warner There Is Just a chance he

may show temper. Shall we riak It. |
Mr. Phillips, or shall we call the po

lleceman from the house yonder?”

1 told him quite briefly that | would |
see the pollceman condemned first

Warner's coltage was a straw-
thatched, Ivy-covered little place

bullt on the slope of the park u&
neath It a brook that carrled the
overflow from the lake gurgled mo-
notonously by A thin, longlegged

man, who was digging In a patech of
garden, stopped his work at sight of
us and walted, leaning on his spade

“Jake Warner, Isn’t t?" Peace In-
quired over the low fence of split-
pine.

“Yes, sir”

“1 am inspector Addington Peace of
the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment.”

Warner sald nothing, but [ saw his
fingers c¢lench upon his spade, as he
gave the detective stare for stare

“A falrly good breeding season for
the ducks, | should Imagine,” com-

tinued the little man, with
lent Interest

There was still no reply.

“l understand the foxes
troublesome.” .

Warner threw down his spade ana
strode up to where we stood. His
eyes had in them the dumb agony or
a wild thing In a trap.
| "l am a married man, sir,” he said.
| “For my wife's sake take me away
| quietly.”

“l have pot come to arrest you,
| Jake Warnper,” sald Peace. “If you

are responsible for your master's
death, it was by sheer accident. But
the question ls, are you responsible?”

“No, sir, [ am not. But | can never
m'. ’Lll

“Perhaps It would be best If you ex-
plalned.”

We remalned where we were, with

the fence between us, while he told
his story.
J “It was on Monday afternoon, sir,”
| sald Jake Warner, addressing Ad-
| dington Peace of the Criminal Invest-
gatlon Department of Scotland Yard.
"l was crossing the public path that
runs pear the other end of the lake,
when | fell In with a middle-aged,
spectacled gentleman, who was strull-
| Ing along with a un collecting-case
on his back, such as botanists use.
We fell to talking, and one thing led
to another, until, when | turned off
down to the lake to see after my
| ducks, he came with me. He never
| meant no harm as | know of, but |
would give all | huve never to have
seen him.”

a benevo

are very

spector,

"A short fellow, with a brown full
beard and a slight stutter. Very
pleasant he was to talk to; but this 18
outside the point, sir, as you will see.
We walked down the causeway, and
Just before the pavillon what should
We come across but three deud birds,
all with their heads bitten clean off.
It made me wild, for the foxes have
been plaguing me cruel this spring.
Sir Willam pever would have oune
shot, though he bad given up hunting
many years. As for the young mas-
ter, I couldn't say as to his views,
for I had never set eyes upon him.

“The stranger, he sympathized very
kindly with me, and [ told him wmy
‘roubles. ‘How they can expecl A
kecper to rear a decent lot of wild
duck with a plague of foxes In his
midst, I'm dashed If | know, | sald.
He allowed that a fox who would kill
ducks Ilke that was us bad as & man-
eatlug tiger. ‘She’'s a cunning old
vixen as won't let me get within shot
of her I told him, ‘but I've half a
mind to set a spring gun for her on
the causeway here.’

“Hless my soul, how that fellow
laughed. He threw back his head and
crowed with joy at my ldea. ‘A spring
gun for a fox,’ he says; '‘why, keeper,
It’s the very thing! Think of the sim-
plicity of it and the certainty of it
and the security of it.' Those were
his words. After that he sobered
down and begun talking more serlous.
Did I really understand how to set a
spring gun? | told him no: and then
be explained how he had a friend
from Iudia who had often used them
to kill Jackals. Whether I did right
or wrong, the fact 1s that [ agreed
to set the gun when he sent me the
lnstructions,

“Well, sir, his letter arrived yes-
terday morning with careful little
plans and all. 1 loaded my gun with
buckshot and carrted it down to the
causeway shortly after dusk. 1 had
lost several more ducks each day, and
my mind was made up to have that
old vixen. [ fixed the gun, with a
thread of strong cotton across the
path and round the trigger. You may
think I took a wicked risk, but I had
hardly ever known any one to pass
along the causeway in the daytime,
far less at nlght. Yet, for safety's
sake, | meant to take It up agaln at
dawn.

“l walked home and sat smoking
my pipe for a while. But I was wor-
ried and disturbed. [ couldn't get it
from my miod that there was danger
in that spring gun left to itself as it
were. Even If | bagged the old vixen
some one might hear the shot and
find the body. A dead fox would
make me a marked man amongst all
the hunting people about. 1 didn't
like that thought neither. At last 1
conldn’t stand It no longer, and set
off back to the causeway. | was more
than half-way when | heard the shot,
and that set me running. When | saw
|t.he policeman | was mightily afrald
| he would be finding the vixen dead.
That's why | lled to him.”

“1 know the rest, Warner,” sald
Peace; "but | want a few detalls. D14
| yon see any sign of another man?"

S \:
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“What was he Ilke?" asked the In- }

“No, sir.”
“VWhere was Sir Andrew hit?™

“The chest, «ir; he got it full In the |

chest.”

“S8o | understocd. A curious ele
vation of the muzzle, eh? Did you
expect & fox over flve feet high?”

Peace brought out the words with
asnap, but the keeper answered him
without hesitation.

“That 18 tha polnt, sir,” he said.
“That Is why | am not responsible for
the master's death. [ set the gun
at a level of elght Inches from the
ground, which [ reckoned would take
the fox about the shoulder. Bome
one altered the elevation of the mus-
zle after 1 had gone.”

“The second forked stick that sup- |
perted the gun was In the mud. Might |
It not have sunk under the welght,

and thus ralsed the muzzle?"
“No, sir. 1 bad pushed It through

the mud down to the gravel. It was a |

good foot deeper when | went to look
at It. A man must have used great
lorce to get it so far through the
gravel.”

“What became of the gun?”
“After they carried Sir
away, | must have gone off my head
lor awhile. What would they say to
me for setting such a trap for my mas-
ter? That was the only thing |
could think about. [ ran back and
pulled up the sticks, and carried away

the gun to the cottage here.”

“But you saw the policeman arrest
the man whom we may presume to
be the murderer?”

“Yes, 8ir; but | was too wild to
reason it out. 1 made up my mind
this morning to tell them all about It
at the Inquest That s the truth.”

“Did you use the punt last night?”

“No, sir, It must have been the
man that was caught. | missed her
this morning, and after a search
found her In the reeds near the Island
where she had drifted. Though |
don’t see how you could have known
anything about the punt, sir.”

“The iron-shod pole had chipped the
lendlog-stage. The other man had
ferried himself across rather than use
the causeway. And now please fetch
me the plans and the gun.”

When Warner returned Peace
sllpped the euvelope Into his pocket,
aud examined the weapon with great
care, sn&pping the lock twice.

“You had eased the trigger, eh?”

“Yes, sir; 1 thought a light pull
would be best, so | ofled ard loosened
the screws.”

The little man handed it back to
him and turned away, staring over
the lake towards the distant wood-
lands, with his hands clasped behind
his back.

“That fellow, sir—he must have
done it, don't you think?' asked the
under-keeper.

“8o It would seem, Warner,” sald
Addington Peace over his shoulder.

It was eleven o'clock on the follow-
ing day when Peace was announced
I was sitting In the garden of my
friend’'s cottage smoking my pipe and
reading the paper. From within the
villa came the sound of whistling that
told of my host working at his Acad-
emy plctyre.

“Why, Peace,” 1 sald,
you here?”

He seated himself on a corner of
the garden bench and lit a cigarette,

“l went to London last night,” he
told me. “And as | had to pass your
frlend’'s house on the way from the
statlon to Alrlle Hall, 1 thought 1
would call in and see you."

“Any further news?”

“I have had an Interesting visit.
The botanist with the beard has
stepped into a leading part In our It
tle tragedy, Mr. Phllllpn"

“Do you mean—"

“Yes, | belleve him to be tho mur-
derer of Sir Andrew Cheyne.”

“Then the man under arrest is In-
nocent.”

“That scarcely describes him—but
he had no hand in this crime.”

»Confound you and your riddles™ |
sald. “"Where I8 the murderer? Have
you caught him?"

“There |ls a carriage at the door. If
you care to come along peghaps |
may be able to show him to you.”

It was a swift horse from the sta-
bles of Alrlle Hail, and we covered the
ground quickly. There was little talk
between us. Twelve had struck when
we stepped out at the overhanging
porch of the old gray mansion und
walked through Into the Iibrary that
overlooked the terrace and the lake.
By the window, twisting his cap In his
nervous fingers, stood Jake Warner.

“what brings

Peace nodded him a good morning,
and then slipped away with a word
of apology.

! {CHRONICLES TO BE CONTINUED.)

MULE DEVOURED THE PIANO ripped off a portion of the outer box,

Animal Totally wrtcked a Musical
Iinstrument Near Him on a Steam-
boat's Deck.

“Mule ate plano shipped. Send an-
|!mh!.-r next boat.™ This message was
received recently by a local plano
house from an “up-the-river” purchas
er whose $500 instrument had been

deck next to a lanky, sleepy lookiug
mule bound for the cotton fields of the
upper benda. Although provided with
plenty of oats and bay, the mule

| animal
Llnn;in;l:r across the river at a grass

| forwarded via Mississippl river
| steamboat. In its usual pine box the |
plano was Installed on the lower

disposing of eix octaves of black and
white Ivory keys, running the chro-
matic scale up to “G" In the treble
clef. He had gnawed away the ma-
hogany panels In front, masticated felt
dampers and hammers by the dozen,
completely wrecking the melodious
“ingides” of the Instrument. Steam-

| boat Bill, stoking a bofler twenty feet
| away, sald the mule “must have had

his foot on the soft pedal.” as he did
not hear a note. When dlscovered the
was unconcernedly gazing

| covered levee. It will cost $300 to re
pair the plano.—New Orleans corre
spondeat Montgomery Journal

Andrew |

IN EMBARRASSING POSITION

Barney Oldfield Recelves Startling
Reply to Query as to His Stand-
ing in Auto Race.

Herbert Corey, New York corre-
spondent of the Cincinnatl Times-Star,
has run across a new story about Bill
Pickens, the renowned automobile and
airship “impresario,” and Barney Old-
fleld, automoblile racer. Bill s =an
Alabama product and has often
“breezed” into Birmingham, each time
with a brand new scheme. Barney ls
also well known here for his perform-
ances on a local track In past years.
This is the story:

“Here's another yarn of Barney O1d-
fleld, right from Gasoline lane:

“‘Oldfleld was driving in the Grand
Prix last summer,’ says Burton Brown,
‘under the management of Bill Plck-
ens. A lot of things happened and he
began to lose alps. Each time he
passed the grand stand Plckens would
run out and hold up a board on which
was chalked Barney's position. By
and by Barney got so far behind that
Pilckens lost heart. He let Barney
whiz by several times without inform-
ing him of his place. Then Barney
got anxlous. He leaned out from the
driver's seat as he roared by:

“*“Hey, B-I-11!” he shouted.
at's my po-sit-lon?”

““The next time around Pickens was
ready for him, his hands cupped to his
mouth. :

“«“Most embarrassing, Barney,” he
bellowed.’ "—Cincinnati Times-Star.

“Wha-

A Good Sign.

“How's your wife this morning?”
asked the solicitous neighbor.

“l think she's a little better,”
plied the worried husband.

“Do the doctors think now that she
will recover?”

“They haven't
hope.”

“Is her fever down?"

“Not at all.”

“And yet you think she's improve
Ing?

“Yes. Last night before I retired
ghe called to find out if I was sure I
had checked the furnace and locked
the back door.”

re-

glven me much

SO EASY.

“Yes, Willle, when the Pilgrims land-
ed at Plymouth Rock it was dreadfully
cold and they suffered terribly.”

“Why didn’t they go to Florida for
the winter?” .

Pocr Old New York.

The man from the west was visiting
the nation's blggest town. “It I8 true,”
he sald to the native, “that your taxes
are high, but only see what a magnifi-
ecent return you get for them! Your
street service, your water supply, your
fire department, your police protec-

tlon.” “Our police protection is an
extra cost,” replied the New Yorker
gloomily. Sadama)

Pleasanter for Both.

“So your wife intends to vote?”

“No,” replied the argumentative
man. “I don't think she'll find it nec-
essary. If we disagree about politics
as we do about other things, we can
conslder ourselves paired in the vot-
ing and not bother about going tp the
polls.”

Camera Ananias Wanted.

She (looking at the photo proofs)—
Do you mean to tell me that I have
such an ugly nose as that?

Photographer—My apparatus cannot
lie, madam.

She—Then, for goodness' sake, go
and get one that can.

Occming

“Bliggins seems tremendously busy
sometimes.”

“Yes,” replied the eynical person.
“He's one of these people who can
avold a great deal of actual work by
seeming busy.”




