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Scrofula Farm er and «hr P arty  Wlrw.
When the lndc|M>ndent telephone com-

ffew are entirely free from It ' PMnles to come together lu
It may develop »o alowly as to cause little If wnTeuHoua to exchange experience«,

any disturbance during  the whole period of o,1‘* fact was always commented upon
childhood. with great curiosity by the innnngera

i t  row then pro.luc. dy.p.p.1», c.t.rrh, i of town or city plants, any» Su.vcaa
ro .„!? .«roi»n,,» 7  Thl" " n" <h»‘ they l'»varlnt.l, met with
manifesting Itself In much cutaneous erup »«11.. < i
tinn or glandular swelling. i«Uure In their endeavors to Indue«

It Is best to be sure that you are quite free faruu‘rs to Put In what are known as 
"lockout” devices, by means of which 
every telephone on a party line becouica

from It. and you can rely on

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
to rid you of It radically and permanently. 
Accept no substitute, but Insist on having 
Hood s. L iq u id  or tablets, 100 Doses SI,

“ D w a t D e v i l s ”  o f  N i l«  V o l l e y .
Travelers lu the celebrated Death 

Valley of California have described the 
wonderful contortions of the sand pil­
lars that small w hlrlwlnda sometimes 
send spinning across the hot plain. 
Even more remarkable are "duet dev­
ils" seen by an explorer. In the valley 
° f  the White Nile. Sometimes two of 
these whirling columns, gyrating In op 
poslte directions, meet, "and If they be 
well-matched the collision stops them 
and a struggle ensues ns to which way 
they shall twist. Grndualy one gains 
the mastery, and the two combined rush 
on together.” Some of these whirlwinds 
will strip the clothes from an Arab’s 
back, or send a goat spinning round 
and round like a top

practically a private wire. CHAPTER X V I.—-(Continued.)
An hour after suurise next morning

In cities. the party line is considered the frail boat, which was the last hop. 
a great nuisance, because there Is no of these four human beings, drifted with 
privacy In conversations, and all the thw outgoing currant toward ths mouth 
1*11® on the line are rung each time a 1°* ^ e  harbor. Whan first launched aha 
subscriber calls. Naturally, the nmnag- h**’ coma nigh swamplug, being ovsr- 
ers of plants figured that this oblec- !o*',e‘!’ 8,“,i lt * 88 rouu‘! oseseeary to 
tlon prevailed lu the country also; but. * fre?1 ^ r5‘*n of the dr^

w ,,h .;ut „ « p u o , ,
that one of the great attractions to the northwest sprung up w ith tha dawn, and, 
fnrmer was that his telephone did ring hoisting the goat skin aall, they crept 
every time the other sixteen or twenty »long tha coast. It was resolved that 
people on the line rang up, and that he lwo rueu should keep watch and 
could hear or be overheard in conver- wate «̂ •®d Frere, for tha aecoud time, 
satlon. It was a practical demonstra- hla ««thorUy by giving tha first
tlon of tiro aortal hunger the farmer i ' “ 1'1’,,'“ . " *  • “  
ha. enduretl for «uturlee. end which I t h l ” -4' ’  '** * “"**
la now ended, thanks to the arrival of
telephone competition.

and Its haggard company, alone on that 
barren aud stormy ocean,

F re ra , with Sylvia lu hla arms, waited 
for her. -A- - -

C H APTER XVII.
Society In Hobart Town, In thia year 
grace 1WW, la, my dear lord, compow- 

ed of very curious elements.” Ho run 
•  passage In tha sparkling latter which 

I
lu

M a k e s  a  D i f fe r e n c e .
Dwellers in apartment houses some­

times seem to forget that conversations 
In the entrance halls may Is? overheard 
by other tenants. This was the greet­
ing which a belated husband received 
at the door of his apartment recently :

"Don’t talk to me! I know very well 
what you would sa y ! But I know— 
you have been off playing poker and 
lost all your money!”

"No. I didn't, my dear; I won twen­
ty dollars,” was the conciliating an­
swer.

The other voice suddenly modulated.
"Well, perhaps after all we women 

are a little too severe—a man should 
have a little recreation now and then.”

W r o n a l f  H e p e r te d .
Tommy Wrott—Did you tell a friend 

of mine the other day that I was the 
biggest fool in town?

Lotta Guph—Never! All I aaid was 
that you were the biggest fool for the op­
portunities you’d had.

m.-at. They made tedious way with
ths Ilsv. Mr. Meekln, newly appoint 
chaplain, and seven days* resident 

an Diemen’s Laud, waa carrying to the 
poatofllcs. Clad In glow / black, of the 
most faahlonabls clerical cut, with dandy 
boota, aud <lores of lightest lavender 
—a whits ailk overeat hinting that its 
wearer was not wholly free from sensi­
tiveness to sun aud b est—the Reverend 
Meekln tripped daintily to the p.«totfice. 

That night the wind fell, and they I and deposited hie letter. Two ladles met 
had to take their oar«. Itowiug all night, I him aa he turned

. they made but little progress, and Rufus I Mr. Meekln’« elegant hat win rales*!
FITS 1>awe* «»at they should put from hi. Intellectual brow snd hovered
\»rv* Kremrer bend for KHKK yjirtei b. tU-.«..,1 j to the shore, aud wait uutil the breese In the air. like some courteous blackbird,
Iresi as. Dr. R H.kub., ixt.Mi Archsl . Ptoiia.,W. 1 aprung up. But, upon gettlug undsr the for an Instant "Mrs. J e llicx ! Mrs.

lee .»f a long Uns of basaltic rocks I Protherlck! My dear leddlea, thia la
n s la n d ’e Oldest P eer. ; which rose abruptly out of the sea, they an unexpected pleasure! And where.

The only iixing peer who was n mem- . found the waves breaking furiously upon I pray, are you going on thia lovely after
ber of the house o f lords at the time * horseshoe reef, six or seven miles in I n<x»n? To atay In the bouse is positive-
of Queen Victoria’s accession Is Lord length. There was nothing for It but to I ly sinful. Ah! what a climate; but the
Nelson. He succeeded to the earldom 00,181 again. I trail of the serpent my dear Mrs. Proth-
1n 1835. Lord Nelson Is not a direct ! They co«»ted for two days, without a I stick—the trail of the serpent——" And
descendant of the hero of Trafalgar ii,n  and on thlnl day • I
but Is only collUerally descended from w1n<1 b,rok# upotl lhem fpom th# . / Why’ 7° u >r* foh,< our w*7’" •"M
Horatio Nelson’s « l e t * »  \ i r  i t  u  »outheast and drove them back thirty I Mrs. Jelllcos. “We can walk together.”

! !  . '.'>n- Th* « " ' I *  •>'»•» «• l « ‘ . . » t  " M O M M I 1 . . . .  to e l l  on
p,'n!"on r^ ,llr* 1 Will»«. W h.t . . .  I Major V lck .e ."

.  . *° tbtf 1 rst Nel' *,mort h .d , th . beat part of th .it I “ And I Itr. wllhln • Mon.', throw,”
son and his heirs. | water had leaked away also. I returned M n Protherlck. “What a

Ths position of ths four poor creatures I charming little creature—hla daughter. 
How’s This? was now almost desperate. Mrs Vick- I A tad thing. Quite a romance If It were

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward for era. Indeed, seemed completely proetrat- I not so had. you know. Hla wife, tx»or
any case of C atarrh  th a t cannot be cured by - j  . u   >, .  .v  „ « I vrx  v t  ». _*m<ii> t'lt.rrh < nr« 7 •«. and It was evident that, unleas some I Mm. \lckera!

help came, she could not long survive
the continued exposure to the weather.
The child was lu somewhat better ceee.
Rufus Dawes had wrapped her In hla 
woolen shirt, and. unknown to Erere, 
had divided with her dally hla allowance

TW IC E -TO LD  TE S T IM O N Y .
A  W o m a n  W h o  H a i  S u ffe red  T e l ia  H o w  

to  F in d  R e l ie f .

The thousands of women who suffer 
backache, languor, urinary disorders 

and other kidney ills, 
i will find comfort in
the words of Mrs. 
Jane Farrell, of 606
Ocean Ave., Jersey 
City, "
says

N .
“ I

J., who 
reiterate

r .  J. C H E N E Y  A CO.. ProtX.. Toledo, Q.
We, the undersigned, have known F. J. 

Cheney for the last 15 years, and believe bits  
j-erfectly honorable In  a ll business transao  
tions and financ ia lly  able to carry out any ob­
ligations made by their firm.
"  1st A  T m v a X. Wholesale Druggists,Toledo. O.

i ' ALDixo, k ix> ax A M a m v i.n , «S holeea.e Drug- 
Ista. Toledo, O.
H a ll ’s C atarrh  Cure Is taken In terna lly , act. 

lng  d ire c tly  upon the blood and mucous sur­
faces of the system. Price 75c. per bottle. 
&>ld by a ll Druggists. Testimonials free.

H a ll s F am ily  F ills  are the beet.

Wo ¿ T ro e b le .
“What is the meaning of ‘alter ego’?” 

asked the teacher of the beginners’ class 
in I^atin.

"The other I,” said the boy with the 
curly hair.

“Give a sentence containing the 
phrase.”

" 'He winked his other I.* ”

Mothers w ill find M r*. Winslow’s Soothing  
Syrup the best remedy to use for the ir children
durin g  the teething period.

A  G a l l a n t  B o y .

all I have eaid before I A Bc#tonJan wa’ talking about the 
in praise of Doau’e âte Henry I lari and.
Kidney Pills. I had "Harland waa a graceful, gallant 
been having heavy *°a^” be said. "Even In his boyhood 

backache and my general health was he turned the prettiest compliment 
affected when I began ueing them. My *Hn his boyhood he studied Ixitln 
feet were swollen, my eyee puffed, and onder a charming young woman, 
dixxy spells were frequent. Kidney "This young lady, calling him up In 
action wae irregular and the secretions class one morning, said: 
highly colored. Today, however, I am “ ’Henry, name some of the chief 
a well woman, and I am confident that beauties of education.’
Doan’s Kidney Pills have made me so, 
and are keeping me well.”

Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a box. 
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

"The boy, smiling into his teacher’s 
pretty eyes, answered:

” ‘Schoolmistresses.’ ”—Philadelphia 
Bulletin.

More Converts 
Every Year

¡^QUHCLSy^p

Every day in every yiar  
that comes, more housewives 
are giving up their exhorhitant 
priced B ak in g  P ow d ers and 
turning to K G, the honest and 
reliable, which has stood so well 
the test of years. They are find­
ing out that

"Indeed! What of her?” aaked Me«-k- 
In. bestowing a condescending bow on a 
passer by. “ la she an InvalidT*

"Hhe la dead, poor eoul, returned Jolly 
Mrs. Jellico«, with a fat sigh "Y- u 
don’t mean to say that you haven’t

of meat. She lay lu hla arms at night. I beard the story, Mr. Meekln?” 
and In the day crept hy hla aide for ah«J- I "My dear laddies. I have only been In
tar and protection. As long as she waa I Hobart Town a week, and 1 have not
naar him ahe felt safe. They spoke lit- I beard the story."
tie to each other, but when Rufua Dawes I "It’s about the mutiny, you know, the
felt the pressure of her tiny hand In m»tlny at Macquarie Harbor. The prls-
hla. or sustained the weight of her head I °nvre took the "hip and put Mre. Vick- 
upon hla shoulder, he almost forgot the I er8 Sylvia ashore somewhere. Cap- 
cold that froxe him and the hunger that I u ,n  Erere was with them, t «>. T  e
gnawed him.*

So two more daya paamed. and yet no 
•all! On the tenth day after their de­
parture from Macquarie Harbor they 
came to the end of their provlalona. To 
add to their dl»tre«a. the child waa eel« 
•d with fever. She waa hot and cold by 
turns, and In the Interval" of moaning 
talked dellrloualy. Rufua Dawes, hold­
ing her in hla arms, watched the auffer- 
Ing he was unable to alleviate, with 
a aavage deapalr at his heart. Waa ahe 
to die. after all?

So another day and night passed, and 
the eleventh morning saw the boat yet 
alive, rolling Io the trough of the aame 
deserted sea. The four exiles lay In 
her shnoet without breath. AH at once 
Dawes uttered a cry. and seising the 
sheet, put the clumsy craft about "A* 
sail! a sail!” he cried. ”I)o you not 
see her?”

“There is no aall,” said Frera. "You 
mock ua!"

poor thing« had a dreadful time, and 
nearly died. Captain Frera snade a Ix.at 
at laat. and they were picked up by a 
ship. Poor Mre. Vickers only lived s 
few hours, and little Sylvia she wsa 
only twelve years old then was quite 
lightheaded. They thought she wouldu’t 
recover She’s quite strong now; hut her 
memory's gone. She doesn’t remember 
anything about the three or four weeks 
they were ashore—at least not distinct 
ly.”

’’It’s a great mercy,” interrupted Mrs. 
Protherlck, determined to keep the {*>«1 
of honor. “Who wauta her to retnem- 
ber thnea horrors? From ( ’aptaln Frere’a 
account. It waa p**altively awful. A 
•bolter’—that’s what wa call an escaped 
prisoner, Mr. Meekln—happened to l»e 
left behind, and he found them out, and 
Insisted on sharing ths provisions -the 
wretch! Captain Frere was obliged to 
watch him constantly for fear he should 
murder them. Even In the l*»nt he tried
to run them out to sea and escape. Ils  

The boat, no longer following tha I,ns I waa one of tha worst men in the Harbor, 
of ths const, waa running nearly due I they any. But you should hear Captain 
south, straight into the great southern I Fn-rs tell the story.”
ocean. Frere tried to wrest the thong I "And where la ho now?” asked Mr.
from the hand of the convict, and bring I Meekln, with Interest,
the boat back to her course. “ Are you “Captain FrereT’
mad,” he asked. In fretful terror, “to “ No, tha prisoner.“
rU2o™ ° nt I “Oh. good newt. I don’t know—at Port

Sit down, ’ returned the other, with I Arthur, I think. I know that he w aa
a menacing gesture, and atnrlng acroaa J tried for bolting, and would have been 
the gray water. ”1 tel! you I aeo a | hanged but for ( ’aptaln Frere’a sxer-
aall.”’

The day had broken, and the dawn. 
In ono long pale atreak of afc-khy saffron^ 
lay low on the left hand. Retween this 
streak of saffron-colored light and the 
bows of the boat gleamed for an instant 
a white speck.

Frere. utterly confounded, looked.

tlons.” •
”I>ear, dear! a strange story. Indeed,” 

said Mr. Meekln. “And so the young 
lady doesn’t know anything about It?”

“Only what she’a been told, of course 
poor dear. Hhe’a engaged to Cnptain 
Frere ¿h

“Kenny! To the rnan who saved her.

for hla aheence, my dear Miss Vlekers."
”1 don’t Ilka Uailary, Mr. Meekln, so 

don't us« It At lenat,” she added, with 
a delirious fraukuvas that svsiued born 
of her very brightness and beauty, "not 
that sort of flattery. Young girls do 
like flattery, of course. Don’t you think
t o r

Thia rapid attack quit« dlscoucsrted 
Mr. Meekln, snd be could only bow and 
entile ul the eelf-poeeeaaed young lady.

"You have not been hero long. Mr. 
Meekiu." said Hylvls, after a psilse.

"No, only a week; ami I coufesa I am 
aurprlaeil. A lowly climate, but, na 1 
aaid Just now to Mrs. Jellico«, the trail 
of the serpent the trail of the serpent — 
tny dear young lady."

"If you aeud all the«« wretches here, 
you must expect the trail of the aer- 
pent," asld Hylvls. "It isn't the fault 
of the colony. But don’t let ua talk 
about tbla, Mr. Meekln,” ahe added, 
pushing Imck a stray curl of golden hair, 
’’l ’apa says that 1 am n«»t to talk about 
these things, because they are all dons 
according to the rules of the service, ae 
he calls It.”

"An admirable notion of papa's," aaid 
Meekln. much relieved na the <|o<»r opeu- 
ed, and Vickers and Frere antered.

Vickers’ hair bad grown white, but 
Frere carried hla thirty years aa ««ally 
as some men carry two ami twenty.

"My dear Hylvla." begnn Vickers, 
"bere’a sit extraordinary thing!” Aud 
then, becoming conscious of the preseuca 
of the agitate*! Meekln, he paused.

"You know Mr. Meekln, paps?" aaid 
Sylvia. “Mr. Meekln, Captain Frere."

“I have that pleasure,” »ahi VIckera. 
"Glad to a»« you. air. l ’rny alt down." 
Upon which Mr. Meekln beheld Hylvla 
unafTe<*t«*di)r kla« l«>th gentlemen; but be­
came strangely aware that the kl»a be­
stowed upon her father waa earmer than 
that which greeted her affianced hus­
band.

“ Warm weather, Mr. Meekln,” aaid 
Frere. "Sylvia, my darling. I hope you 
have not been out In the heat. Y<>u 
have! My dear, I've begge<| you — —-**

“It’s not hot at all,” »aid Hylvla, pet­
tishly. “ Nonsense! I’m not made of 
butter I aha'n’t melt. Thank you, dear; 
you nee*lu’t pull the blind down.” Ami 
then, aa though angry with her*e|f for 
her anger, she added, "Yon are always 
thinking of me, Maurice,” ami gave him 
her Kami affectionately.

"It’s very oppressive, ( ’aptaln Frere," 
said Meekln; ”an«l, to a stranger, quite 
enervating.”

Ay, to t»e sure.” repeated VIckera.
I hope Hylvls has not been attacking 

y<»u e lth  her strange theories, Mr. 
Meekln T’

"(>h, dear, no; not at all,” returned 
Meekln, feeling that thia charming young 
lady wna regarded aa a creature who waa 
not to he Judge«! by ordinary rules. ”We 
got «»n famously, tny dear major -quite 
famoitaly.”

“That's right," said VIckera. “She la 
very plain-epoketi, la my little g |r|, and 
stranger« can’t understand her some­
times ( ’an they. Poppet?*’

Poppet toeeed her head saucily. ”1 
don’t know," ahe said. "Why shouldn’t 
they? But yo ff ware going to any aotne- 
thlng extraordinary when you esme in. 
What Is It, dear?”

"Ah,” aal*l Vickers, with grave face. 
"Yea, a m<»et extraordinary thing. 
They’ve caught those villains.”

”W hat, y*»u don't mean-— - No, 
papa!" asld Hylvls, turning round with 
alarmed face.

In that little family there were, for 
conversational purpose«, but one aet of 
villains In the world—tha mutineers of 
the < >aprey,

‘T h ey ’ve got four of them In the hay 
at this moment—Rev, Barker. Hhl*-ra and 
Lealy. They are on board the Lady 
Jane. The moat extraordinary story I 
oror beard la my Ufa. The fellows got 
to ( bins, and passed themeolvc« off ns 
shipwrecked sailors. The merchant« in 
f ’anton got up u subscription ami «»nt 
them to I»ndon. They were recognised 
there hy old Pine, * who had been snrgcou 
on Itoard the ship they came out In.”

Hylvls ant down on th» m*.ir**»t chair, 
with heightened color. “And where aro 
the others?**

“Two were executed In England; the 
other six ham  not been taken. These 
fellows have been sent out for trial.”

“To what are you alluding, dear air?** 
naked Meekln.

“The piracy of a convict brig five 
years ago,’’ replied Vickers. “The a«-oun- 
drela put my po..r wife and child ashore 
snd left them to starve. If It hailu’t 
been for Frere—God bl»«s him!—they 
would have died. They shot the pilot 
and n soldier— and -but It’s n long story 
to tell now.”

"I have heard of It already,” said 
Meekln, “and of your gallant conduct, 
Captain Frere.”

"Oh, that’s nothing,” said Frere, red­
dening. t

Hylvia was staring at tho atrip of aun- 
shjne between the veranda snd the blind, 
as though the bright light might enable7 
her to remember something. “ What’a 
the matter?” aaked Frere, bending over 
her.

"I was trying to recollect, but I can’t, 
Maurice. It is all confused. I only re­
member a great shore and a great sen, 
ami two men, one of whom—that’s you, 
dear— carried me In hla arms. Maurice,’* 
naked she suddenly, “what became of 
the other man?”

“Poor Bates?”
“ No, not Bates. The prisoner. What 

was his name?”
“Oh, a h —tiie prisoner,” an Id Frere, 

as. if he, too, had forgotten. “Why, «you 
know, darling, he was sent to Port Ar­
thur.”

“Ah," said Hylvla, with n shudder.
And is he there still?”
"I believe ao,” said Frere, with a 

frown.
(Tn he continued.!

with his heart In his mouth, and again How charming—quite a romance! Her 
did the white speck glimmer. girlish love clings to her heroic protec-

“Rylvln!” cried Ilufua Dawen, ”fly|- I tor. Remarkable and beautiful. Quite 
via! My darling! You are saved!” I the— hern!—the Ivy and oak, dear led 

fihe opened her blue eyes and looked dies. Ah, In our fallen nature, what
at him, but gave no algn of recognition, «weet spots------  I think thia is the
Delirium had hold of her, and In the gat«.**
hour of «afety the child had forgotten I smart convict servant—he had been 
her preserver. Rufua Dawes, overcome 8 pickpocket of note In days gone by— 
by this last cruel stroke of fortune, sat th® clergyman to repose lu a ha mi­
down in the atern of the boat, with the domely furnished drawing room, whose 
child In hla arms apeechb-as. Frere 8un blinds revealed a wealth of bright 
thought that the chance he had ao long- I garden flecked with shadows, while he 
ed for had come. With the mother at I w«nt In search of Miss VIckera. Tho 
tha point of death, and the child dellrl- I major waa out, his duties as superin- 
ous, who could testify to this hated I tendent of convicts rendering such ab- 
convlct’a skillfulness? No one but Mr. I ■•nces necessary; but Miss Vickers was 
Maurice Frere, and Mr. Maurice Frere, I 1° the garden, and could be calle<l In at 
as commandant of convicts, could not but once. The Reverend Meekln, wiping 
give up an "absconder” to Justice. I his heated brow, and pulling down hla

The ship— a brig, with American col- I »potless wristbands, laid himself back 
ors flying— came within hall of them, on the soft.sofa, soothed by the elegant 
Frere could almost distinguish figures surroundings no less than by the cool- 
on her deck. He made his way aft to I De88 the atmosphere. He was dis 
where Dawg« was Bitting, unconscious, I turbed by the sound of voices in the gar- 
wlth the child In his arms, and stirred dftnl and going outside saw a young 
him roughly with his foot. girl talking to ono of the servants. She

“Go forward,” he said, In tones o f  turned, and Mr. Meekln, bowing his 
command, "find give the child to me.” I apologlog, became conscious thnt the 

RufUs Dawes raised his head, and, young lady was about seventeen years of 
seeing the approaching vessel, awoke to «««. that her eyes were large and soft, 
the consclouanesH of his duty. With a her hair plentiful and bright, aud that 
low laugh, full of unutterable bitternees, the hand which held the little book she 
he placed the burden he had borne so I had been reading was white am i small.

KC. __

W *OS« AA«*1/

BAKING  
POW DER

costs one-third the price of 
powder anywhere near K C

quality, and makes better, purer, more 
healthful baking. 25 ounces for 25c.

Send postal for "  Book o f Presents.’

JAQUES MFG. CO.
C h ica g o , 111.

SILVER FILINGS
O ftentim es a silver filling  is 

more ad u «ab le  than g id But 
acme dentints uae the m aterial 
a llow in g  the m u t  profit V. 
them»elVAB. You have to le a \e  
th is to th s Judgm ent of the 
dentist. Why not go to den­
tists who have built and m ain ­
tain a reputation for relia b ili­
ty? E xam inations free.

WISE BROTHERS
DENTISTS

Cor. Third and Washington 5ta.

tenderly in the arms of the lieutenant. 
The brig was close upon them. Her

canvas loomed large and dusky, shadow­
ing the aen. Her wet decks shone In 
the morning sunlight. From her bul­
warks peered bearded and eager faces, 
looking with astonishment at this boat

"Miss Vickers, I think. My name Is 
Meekln—the Rev. Arthur Meekln.”

"How do you do, Mr. Meekln?” said 
Sylvia, putting out one of her small 
hands, and looking straight at him. 
"Papa will bs In directly.”

"His daughter more than compsosatas

K n o w «  I t  A l l .
Sunday School Teacher—Who In It 

thnt posMcsaes nil knowledge?
S. H. Pupil— My big brother. He’i  

a aoph’jnore.—Cleveland leader.


