well supplied with water. His dam s
A cheap affair, built entirely by labor
on the farm, and largely reconstructed
each year. It has no storage capacity,
the irrigation depending eatirely upon
the regular flow."

A Hair
Dressing

farmer have secured the same, and even
ihottor. results by the hydraulic ram.
| It works antomatically after once being
|started, both nights and Sundays, too,
|just the same as interest and just ae
leafely. It requires no attention what-
(ever, and need not be rebuilt every
| year as does the dam. It does more
| than merely to furnish water for irri-
'gating purposes. Pure water for the
{bouse and barn is also supplied
| Every enterprising farmer should in-
| vestigate this ram subject if it is only
with the view of supplying water to the
' house to make it easier for his wife.

Nearly every one likes a fine
hair dressing. Something to
make the hair more manage-
able; to keep it from being
too rough, or from splitting
at the ends. Something, too,
that will feed the hair at the
same time, a regular hair-food.
Well-fed hair will bestrong,and
will remain where it belongs —

on the head, not on the comb!

The best kind of a testimonial —
““Sold for over sixty years.”

J.C. Ayer Co., Lowsll, Mass.
Also manufsoturers of

Didn't Write to Her,
Little Dorothy came burrying home
|fmm school to tell in glowing terms
| about her new teacher, says the New
| York World.
| “What's her name?"
’ “1 don't know.,” stid Dorothy.
1
|

“Why, then, how do you address
—_— ———————— —— S— — - —_— P | hl.r ?'.
A Farmer's Irrigation. “Why,” answered Dorothy, “we do

not write to her."—New Orleans Plea-
yune.

case of Deafness (caused by catarrh
not be cured by Hall's Catarrh Cure,
circulars, free.
F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.
Sold by Druggists, 75
Hall's Family I'ills are the best.

Send for

Under above caption in a recent is- |
sue of The Furrow, the following arti- |
cle arppeared: 1 J Deafness Cannot Be Cured
““There is at least one man in the
: : - by local applications as they cannot reach the
rain belt region- of the United States diseased 1-1fuirrlt.-r\ uiluw ear. 'Ihlere'i:u:‘:‘) one
way to cure deainess, and that is by constitu-
'ho,h“ !01\‘0d _the llrouth proh_lem, tiut!ul tleluv-;i.es hl-cl'.n:-s!n 1‘.3-—- lT_\ Mll:::-
and in overcoming his drouth night- r1lm--\l§¢-nd}l§1--n ul‘lhe mucous lining of the
v Eustachian Tube. When this tube is intlamed
mare he has somewhat unexpectedly ©' “:"0‘r“lrlt‘:l‘-uzm:;'mh-r;Ln,m'f.-.uul-]:r-
diecovered that every year brlngu A ln‘, and whrnill lsentirely closed, Dealness {s
‘ the result, and unless the [« mmation can t
droath, tc_' & greater or {m ex_tent. I tn:erl: out lu:l lhlll‘;ul-e :’e- '-‘! ;:. its lt‘-r'lr:i
have put in, as you see,” he said to me, | condition, hem'ng will be destroyed forever;
‘ i i i nine cases out of ten are caused by Catarrh,
& almple pIau of irrigating some of my 'hu'll: in nu‘rlhlnk but su‘1:-.:'.a.‘.m1 n:n :'.1.1“11 of
land from a little stream ranning | themucous suriaces.
through the place which I ‘bough‘i We will give One Hundred Dollars for any
would give me crop insurance during
dry years; but it has taught me that
never a year goee by that there is not
some period or periods of greater or less |
ext Leri ! . . . .
]-:c:::!:b:l:el‘.:):)f”?!cfxbf::‘.sr:::g] Indianapolis Banking Facilities.
rately, because I have my irrigated’ There are in Indianapolis, where the
crops ‘grmﬂng practically alongside | National Editorial association convenes
those which get only rainfall for their | IP June, seven national banks with a
watering.’ | total capital of $5,000,000 and total de-
“Thi‘! flrmer" di!("Ot'er? 0[ th. eﬁi' pOGltl 0‘ ‘33."”0,000. The tnt.l sar-
ciency and ease of irrigating o in o , plas and umh‘_ufied profits are $2,725,-
measure accidental. A little stream |000- In addition there are six trust
which showed a capacity—in July—of | COmPanies with a total capital of §2..
about six cubic feet per second, or say, !475,000; the surplus and undlvu_led
2,500 gallons a minute, which isa profite, $1,210,000, and total nlepogue,
much smaller stream than the figures | $10,300,000. All the banks of Indian-
would indicate to the unwary, runs| *Poli® are in excellent condition, earn-
with a elight fall through a l;ieco of | 1ng fair dividends and entirely worthy
rich bottow land and a: one point near | °f 811 confidence.
its lower end had been dammed by the Quesns Taller than Kings.
boys to form a bathing pool. Several | mpare g hardly a king in Christen-
years ago, while in the midst of a de- dom to-day whose wife does not over-
structive dronth which was burning np | top him by a head.
:::;:t;mpsl e\'den t‘lm ;h" Mu.”u{xjmoli't' King Edward Is quite six Inches
d ;Jn :}? 'win]. i”m“thr.lwltbtthu shorter than Queen Alexandra.
h:?;) O{I pl?' agd ;m:r and crudel;} The Czar Is overtopped a full head
flooded several acres of cabhagee, mel- | by ‘the - zaflna.
ons and some tecently planted lsle! Kaiser Wilhelm Is of the medium
corn. The resuit was so satisfactory | height, but the German Empress Is
and ihe idea of overcoming nature w] tall, and that Is why the proud Kalser
fascinating, that the next year .!ur'wlll never consent to be photographed
L .
the epring high water season, a more beside his wife, unless she sits while he
substantial dam was put in at the head | stands.
of the field which enabled the flooding| The King of Italy, short and squat,
of the entire bottom, with a little| hardly comes up to the shoulders of
|
rough surveying to find the levels. The |the tall, athletic Queen Helena.
yield ie stated to have been enormouns,| The King of Portugal, though fat-
und while the farmer’s tendency has | ter, is less tall than his Queen.
been to over-irrigate, he is learning| Even the Prince of Wales Is shorter
more than he ever knew before about | a good four Inches than the Princess.
the great productive capacity of land| The young King of Spain Is several
which has enough water at the right | inches shorter than his new bride,
time, and aleo the great response which | The Queen of Denmark towers above
comee from heavily manured soil when | her royal spouse.

Prove It
By the Oven Fire

Put the wonderful K C Bak-
ing Powder to the test. GCeta
canon approval. Your money
will be returned if you don't
agree that all we claim is true.
You'll be delighted with the de-
licious, wholesome things that

K c BAKING

POWDER

will bring to life in your oven,
K C Baking Powder is two-
thirds cheaper and makes purer,
better, mpre healthful food than
other powders anywhere near
¥ C Quality. 25 ounces for
25 cents. éct it to-day |
JAQUES MFG. CO.
Chicago

Rend a postal for
“HBook of Presents,”

. In the oldest of all
Pu"lng Teeth dental work, But
nothing that modern dentistry has accom-
plished I8 greater than extracting teeth
without paln. We have 18 years' experl-
ence in doing th's. We can honestly extract
& sore tooth without hurting you Dr
Biurdevant, specialist on children's teeth
and regulating.

WISE BROTHERS
-.DENTISTS...

Falllng Bullding, Third and Washington
S a-Mid P. M. Sundays§to 12
Main 2029,

DR. W. A. WISE. DR. T. P. WISE.

With the loss of no time or labor and |
at considerably less expense could thie |

that can- |

for The Term of His Natural Life

By MARCUS CLARKE

CHAPTER XIX.

The mutineers of the Osprey had been
long since given up as dead, and the
story of their deaperate escape had be
come Indistinet to the general publie
mind. Now that they had been captured
in a remarkable manner, popular belief
Invested them with all sorts of strange
surroundings. They had
Ing to report—kings over savage Island
ers, chiefs of lawless and ferocious pi
rates, respectable married men In Java,
merchants in Singapore, and swindlers
in Hongkong. Their adventures had
[been dramatized at a theater, and the
|po;m|ar novelist of that day was engag-
(ed In a work descriptive of their won
| drous fortunes,

John Rex, the rlugleader, was related,
It was said, to a noble family
every prospect of bhelng satisfactorily
| hanged, however, for even the most out-
spoken admirers of his skill and courage
{ could mot but admit that he had com
 mitted an offense which was death by

bheen—aceord

the law. The already crowded prison
was recrammed with half a dozen life
| sentence men, brought up from Port

| Arthur to identify the prisoners. Among
| this number was stated to be the “no
torious Dawes."

This statement gave fresh food for
recollection and invention. It was re-
membered that “the notorious Dawes”
was the absconder who had been brought |

away by Captain Frere, and who owed

such fﬂfh‘rm! life as he |h-l‘l“‘l‘-! to the |

fact that he had assisted Captain Frere
to make the wonderful which
the marooned party escaped It

| remembered, also, how sullen and morose
he had been
| and how he had laughed when the com
mutation of his death sentence was an
nounced to him

boat in
wna

on his trial five years before,

Miss Sylvia Vickers also received an
additlonal share of public attention. Her
romantic rescue by the herole Frere, who
was shortly to reap the reward of his de
votion in the good old fashion, made her
almost as famous as the villain Dawes,
or his confederate m Rex
It was reported that she was to give evl
dence on the together

nmster, ohn

with her

trial,

afflanced husband, they being the only
two living witnesses who ecould speak
to the facts of the mutiny It was re

ported, also, that her lover was, nat
urally, fnost anxious that she should not
glve evidence, as she was affected deep
Iy by the illness ¢ on the suf
fering she had undergone, and In a
| state of pitiable mental confusion as to
the whole business. These reports caus
ed the court, on the day of the trial,
to be crowded with spectators, and as
the various particulars of the marvelous
history of this double escape were de
tailed, the excitement grew more intense.
| The aspect of the four heavily iron pris-
| oners eaused a sensation which, In that
city of the ironed, was quite novel, and
hets were offered and taken as to the
{line of defense which they would adopt
Mr. Meekin, sitting in the body of the
| court, felt his religious prejudices sadly
| shocked by a sight of John Rex. “A per
| feet wild beast, my dear Miss Vickers,”
| he said, returning, In a pause during the
examination of the conviects had
| been brought to identify the prisoner, to

neea ent
18 uent

who

the little room where Sylvia and her
| father were waiting. “He has quite a
| tigerish look about him.”

“Poor man!
der,

| The major tapped his fingers Impa
| tlently. *“Come here, Poppet,” he said,
| “and look through this door. Yon
|see them from here, and if you do not

recognize any of them, [ can’t see what
|is the use of putting you in the box."

The raised dock was just opposite to

| the door of the room in which they were
:li!l]!lz. and the four manacled men, each
| witk an armed warder behind him, were
| visible above the heads of th ecrowd.
| *“No, papa,” she sald, with a sigh of
[ relief; “I ean't recognize them at all."
| As she was turning from the door, a
|vo:m- from the witness box behind her
| made her suddenly pale, and

look again. The court itseif appeared, at
;t.‘un! moment, affected, for a murmur ran
| through it, and some official eried, *Si
| lence!”

sald Sylvia, with a shud

can

pause to

g The notorious eriminal, Rufus Dawes,
the desperado of Port Arthur, the wild
| beast whom the newspapers had judged
|nnr fit to live, had just entered the wit-

ness box. He was a man of thirty, in
the prime of life, with a torso whose
muscular grandeur not even the ill-fit-

ting yellow jacket could altogether con-
ceal, with strong, embrowned and nerv-
ous hands, and upright carriage, and a
pair of fierce black eyes that roamed
over the court hungrily.

Not all the welght of the double irons
swaying from the leathern thong around
his massive loins, could mar that ele-
gance of attitude which comes only from
perfect muscular development. Not all
the frowning faces bent upon him econld
frown an accent of respect into the con
temptuous tones in which he answered
to his name, “Rufus Dawes, prisoner of
the erown.”
| *“Come away, my darling,” mald Viek-
lers, alarmed at his daughter's blanched
|face and eager eyes.

“Walit,” she said, Impatiently, listen-
ing for the voice whose owner she could
not see, “Rufus Dawes! Oh, I have
heard that name before!"

“You are a prisoner of the erown at
the penal settlement of Port Arthur?’

“Yes."

Sylvia turned to her father with
breathless inquiry In her eyes. “Oh,
papa, who is that speaking? I know the
pame! I know the volce!”

“That ls the man who was with you

He had |

e T e

in the boat, dear,” says Vickers, grave
ly. "The prisoner.”

The eager light died out of her ayes,
and in ita place came a look of dimap
pointment and pain. I thought It was
a good man,” she sald, holding by the
edge of the doorway, *“It sounded like
L ‘lnhl Vuil‘l'."

And then shep ressed her hands over
her eyes and shuddered. “There. there.”
says  Vickers, wsoothingly, *“don't he
afrald, Poppet; he ean't hurt you now,"

The collogquy In the court went on.
"Do you know the prisoners In the
l!”!‘k?"

at {

“Who are they?

“John Rex, John Shiers, James Lesly
and, and—I'm not about the last
man,"

“You are not sure abont the last man
Will you swear to the three others 7

“I was In the chaln gang at Maequa
rle Harbor with them for three vears."

sure

Bylvia, hearing this hldeous reason for
acquaintance, gave a low cry, and fell
into her father's arms.

“Oh, papa, take me away' 1 feel an if
T was golng to remembor » mething ter
rE'.I"I.I

Amidst the u!l‘c‘p silence that [-n-".’l!!v-‘
the ery of the poor girl was distinetly

audible in the court, and all heads turn

ed to the door In the general wonder
no one noticed the change that passed
over Rufus Dawes His face flushed
ncarlet, great drops of sweat stood on

his forehead, and his black e

from w!

yes glared

in the direction ence the sound
came, an though they
that

whose v e

would plerce the
separated him from
heard

Maarice Frere sprang up and pushed hils

euvious woodd
the womnan he had
cerowd under the bench
“What's this?" he sald to Viekers., al
“What did you bring her

way through the

moat hrutally

here for? 8She is not wanted I told
you that.”

“1 considered It my duty, alr,” says
Viekers with stately rehipke

“That ruMan Dawes frightened her"
snld Meekin. “A gush of recollection
poor child There, there, calm your
self, Miss Vickers He s julte safe.”

“Frightened her, oh?

“Yea,”" sald Sylvia, falntly. “he fright
ened me, Maurice I needn't stop any
longer, dear. need 1.7

“No," says Frere, the clond passing
from his face “Major, 1 beg your

Take her home
This sort of thing s too muecl
for her.” And back
to his place, wiping his brow, and breath
Ing hard, as one who had Just escaped
from some peri]
Rufus Dawes had rema
same attitude until the
passing

pardon, but [ was hasty
at once
went

s0 he Again

near
ined In the
f Frere

roused

figure

through the doorway,

him, “Who is she?’ he sald, In a low,
hoarse volece, to the constable behind
him,

“Miss Vickers,” sald the man, shortly,
flinging the information at him as
might fling a bone to a dangerous dog

“Miss Vickers!" the conviet,
still staring In a sort of bhewildered
agony. “They told me she was dead.”

The constable sniffed contemptuously
at this preposterous conclusion, as who
should say: “If you know all about It,

one

repeated

animal, why 4id yon ask?" And then,
feeling that the fixed gaze of his Inter
rogator demanded some reply, added
“You thort she was, I've no doubt. You

1! your best to make her wmo, I've
heard.”

The convict ralsed both his hands with
sudden action of wrathful
though he would seize the other
the loaded muskets, checking
self with sudden Impulse, wheeled round

to the ecourt “Your honor!

despalr, nn
||.--1.;‘¢>
but, him

Gientle

nen! I want to speak.”
The change In the tone of his voles
ny less than the sndden loudness of teh

mnade the f.‘ll'a'-t, hitherto
iloor which Mr
Frere had passed, turn round again, To
many there it seemed that the
Dawes" was no longer in the hox, for in
place of the upright and defiant villain
there an hark
white-faced, agitnted ecreature,
bending forward in an attitude almost of
supplieation, one hand grasping the rall,
as though to save himself from falling,
the other outstretehed toward the bench
“Your honor, there has been some dread
ful mistake made, I want to explain
about myself. 1 explalned before, when
first I was sent to PPort Arthur, but the
letters were never forwarded by the com-
mandant. Of ecourse, that's the rule, and
I ean't complain, I've been sent there
unjustly, your honor. 1 made that boat,
your honor, 1 saved the major's wife
and daughter. I was the man: I 4id It
all myself, and my liberty was sworn
away by a villaln who hated me |
thought until now that no one knew the
truth, for they told me that she was
dead.” His rapid utterance took the
court so muech by surprise that no one
interrupted him. *“I
death for bolting, sir, and they reprieved
ma because I helped ahem in the hont,
Helped them! Why, T made It! She
will tell you so, I nursed her, 1 earried

eiclamation,

bent upon the throngh

“notorlons

who stood Instant Wns n

Nervons,

was sentenced to

her In my arms, I starved myself for
her, She was fond of me, sir. She was,
indeed, Bhe ealled me ‘Good Mr.
Dawes.'"

At this a coarse langh broke out,
which was Instantly checked. The judge
bent over to ask, “Does he mean Miss
Viekers?' and In this interval Rufus
Dawes, looking down Into the eourt,

saw Maurice Frere staring up at him
with terror In his eyes.

“I see you, Captain Frere, coward and
Har! Put him In the box, gentlemen,
and make him tell his story. She’ll con-

|
l

|
|

tradlet him, never foar. Oh, and 1
thought she wan dead all this while!™
The judge had got hix answer from
the clerk by this tlme “Misn Viekers
had been meriously I, had falnted Just
now In Her only moemories
of the conviet who had been with her in
the boat were those of terror, The sight
of him Just now had most werlously af
focted her. The conviet himself wona an

the court,

Inveternin lar and sehomer, and  his
story had been already disproved hy
Captain Frere, Rufus Dawes, still en-

deavoring to speak, was clanked away
with amidest a buzz of remark and sur-
mine.

The trial progressed without further
incldent. The defense set up by Hex
wan most Ingenlous. e was gullty of
absconding, but hls moderation might
plead an excuse for that His only ob-
Ject wan his freedom, and, having galn-
ed It, he had lived honestly for nearly
three years, as he could prove. He wan
charged with pleatieally selzing the Ow-
prey, and he urged that the brig Osprey,
having been bullt by convicts at Mae-
quarie Harbor, and entered In
any shipping list, conld not be sald to
be “pleatically wselged,” In the strict
meaning of the term, The court admit
ted the foree of this objection, and, In-

never

flueneesd doubtless by Captaln Frere's
evidence, the fact that five years had
passed since the mutiny, and that the

two men most gullty had been executed
in England, sentenced Hex and his three
companions to teansportation for life to
the penal settlements of the colony

At this happy conclusion of his Ia-
bors, Frere went down to comfort the
glrl for whose sake he had suffe red Hex

to encape the gallows He found Viek
ers In the garden, and at once hegged
him not to talk about the “business” to
his daughter

“You saw how bad she was to day,
Viekers For K-I-J-1';|'-'\I snke, do 't make

her il again!"

“My dear sir,” says poor Viekers, . |
won't refer to the subject Mhe's heen
very unwell ever aluce Nervous and
unatrung (io In and wsee her”

80 Frere went In, and soathed the
excited girl, with real sorrow at her
suffering. “It's all right now, Poppet,”
he saild to her. Doun't think of it any
more. Put It out of your mind, dear.”

“It was foollsh of me, Maurice, 1
know, but 1 ecould not help It The
sonnd of —of-—that mau's v meemed
to bring back to me some great pity fop
something or some one I don't explain
what | mean, 1 know: but [ felt that |
was jJust on the verge of remen ng
a story of some great wr £, Just n it

hear some dreadful revelation that
should make me tarn fros 2!l the people
whom | ought most to love I you un
lerstand ¥’

“1 think I know what you mean.” sarn
Frere. with averted face “Iut that's
all nonsense. you hnow.*

“Of ecourse,” returned shs, with »
tonneh of her old ehildisd Imnanner '
disposing of questlons out o hafd
“Forerybhody knowas [t's all nonsense,
PBut then we do think soch things It
seems to me that 1 am douhble, that 1
have lived somewhere hefore, and have
had another life-—~a dream-life.”

“What a romantle girl yon are!” sald
the other, dimly ecomprehending her
meaning “How could you have a

dream-1fe?’
“Of course, not really. Nut In thonght,

you know, | dream such strange thinge

now and then. I nm always falling
down preciplces and Into eataracts, and
being pushed Into great ecaverns In
enormous rocks, Horrible dreams! And
in these dreams,” continued Sylvia,
““there la one strange thing You are
always there, Maurice "

“C‘ome, that's all right,” says Mau-
rice

“Ah, bhat not kind and good as yom
are, Captain Bruin, but scowling, and

threatening, and that | am
afeald of yon o
“But that Is only In a Aream, darling.”

“Nut you looked just so to-day In the

Angry, mso

| court, Maurice, and I think that's what
made me so «llly”
“My darling! There! Hush—don't
ery!”

But she had borest Into a passion of
saobe and tears that shook her slight fig-

ure in his arms 2

“Oh, Maurice, T am a wicked girl! I
'!"'lll KNOow Iy own ||J;'|'I I T'I.HL worne-
times 1 don't love you as I ought—youn
who have saved me and nursed me.”

“There, never mind about that,” mut-
tered Mnaurice Frere, with n sort of
choking in his throat,

Bhe grew more ecomposed presently,
and sald, after a while, lifting her face:
“Tell me, Maurice, did you ever, In

those days of which you have spoken to

me—when you nursed me as a littls
child In your arms, and fed me, and
starved for me—did you ever think we

should he married 7
“I don't know,” says Maurlee, “Why?
“I think yon must have thought wso,
because—Iit's not  vanity, dear-—yon
would not else have been so kind and
gentle and devoted.”
“Nonsense, Poppet!”
eyen resolutely averted,
“No, but yon
very pettish, sometimes, Papn
spoiled me, You are always affec
tlonate, and those worrying ways of
yours, which 1 get angry at, all come
from love for me, don't they?"
“I hope 80" Maurice,
unwonted molsture in his eyes,
(To e eontinued s

A Knock,

“Me wants me to buy his elaim,” sald
the newecomer In Alaskn ; "says It's the
best In this district.”

“Huh!™ snorted Chilkoot Charlle,
“he’s trying to throw gold-dust In your
eyes."—DPhlladelphia Press,

he sald, with his

I am
hins

have heen: and

wnld with an

Good Mursle.
“Those people are very good, aren't
they 7"
"Good ! They're so good they wouldn't
have anything in their house but an
upright plano.”—-Baltimore American,




