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CHAPTER IX,

The fragrance of the hyacinths in his
coat came to him in the crisp air, s
penetratingly sweet it gave him a heart-
ache—the Acwers she had given him,

With a groan he flung himself intoa
seat,

“] love her! 1 love her! And she?
Have [ not had the confession in her
eyves—in her kisst  Who has helped me
—who has understood me like her? How
can [ pain her—how can I leave her!”

For himself, if the reckless ambition
mastering him required it, he could pot
love away, blot it from his life, and the
thought had some of the eestasy of mar-
tyrdom. But Virginia loved him, and he
knew it, The thonght of hnrting ber
was cruel, and in lhn wgonized tumult of
the moment cold drops stood on  his
brow. Again as in the morning came
the inward avowal of his own weakness,
Oh, what if Delatole had spoken truly,
and the sovereignty of love meant the
enslaving of the talent he had sworn
should make him famous! Then—oh,
then, to what depths his roined hopes
would fling him! And he wonld drag
her with }ntu in his fall, perhaps making
her taste s bitter angnish to which this
younger disappointment was bat little,
And the other side of the picture—the
lite of the artist purely, the nntrammeled,
easy, earnest life, where great things
would be nccomplished—was it not bet-
ter?

Hours passed in this wnte conflict,
Love with dove's eyes first pleaded, then
changed to a fury and sconrged him,
Doubt, fear of himself, insatinble ambi-
tion, passed in mocking line and with
shadowy lips whispered predictions that
terrified him.

When he rose from the seat, he was
benumbed, The frost seemed to have
made a casing for his heart., The mid-
night traffic of the town, like the throb-
bing of massive machinery, swept across
the white silence of the square impera-
tively rousing him to a sense of action,
Yes, there lay his world, his life. No
more dresmning. He had dreamed long
enough. The conflict was finished, Love
had received its death wound,

Day by day the breach widened be-
tween the life Tom had led and the one
newly opening before him. The atelier
had been transformed into an eastern
nest, fragrant, harmonions, He had
given Delatole the money that paid the
bills, had also advanced half a year's rent
for the sunite and stood hopelessly come-
mitted to the agreement,

The honrs spent in Chelsea square
were like the rigor of an unsonght pen
ance, but the days drifted on while his
new home awaited him, and still he
could not find the conrvage to cut the old
ties, He was in continual antagonism
to his better nature, Iis honest instincts
asserted themselves only to be stifled,
for his decision had been taken, his steps
get upon a romsd that allowed no turning
back,

Soa fortnight dragged by, bringing
Christmas snow sand greens to the town,
Chelses square was o patch of crystal
brightness, the snow nndistnrbed in the

geminary grounds, The bells in the
chapel pe aled gladly morning, noon and
night,

But the benedictory climes were like
mockery to Virginia, These days, when
every window and shop gave evidence of
Christmas cheer, were black and cold to
her. Tom was changed., He nvoided
her eyes. ' When left for s moment alone
with her, he relapsed into a constrained
gilence, His life became daily more ir
regular, his moods more nncertain,.  The
simplicity that matched his blue eyes
was slowly vanishing before new, insin-
cere mannerisms,

When Virginia remembered the kiss
that had opened paradise to her, shame
burned her, and her pain changed to
fierce self contempt, It was the fruit of
a moment’s passing impulse with Lim,
and it had meant everything to her,  He
had forgotten or set aside the unfinished
sentence that had shot like a rainbow
across her life, He had forgotten, and
she had remembered, She had hugged
these things to her heart as memories
precions heyond words, a half spoken
promise of a love that matched her own.

Furiona pain, wounded, sching pride,
sometimes made the defiant little head
droop wearily and a passion of wild sobs
leave her lips in a stifled cry. Butonly
when she was alone,  Let him come and
2o as he pleased, let him hurt her by this
other side of his natare daily revealing
itself more fully, but he must not gness
she had dreamed of that which might
never he hors,

But, oh, to sea himn, speak to him, and
never by a single glance mirror the mn-
tiny that kept singing one question in
her brain—"Why—why—why has he
changed®™ —this was pain of that cruel
and particular kind that dwarfs in its
penetrating torture the endurance re-
guired for larger griefs,

And worse to bear than all was her
father's assnmption of a secret nnder-
standing existing between them.

“I say, now, yon and yonng Murray
are not qnite so indifferent to each other
as you'd have e believe, are you?" he
asked her one morning as he lingered
over his paper and enp of chocolate,

“Tom will always be my friend, I
hope,” Virginia answered steadily. bat
almost inandibly,

Mr. Kent gave a sharp side glance at
her pale face and a shrog.

“You don't mean to say there's noth-
ing else? Stnff and nonsense! He was
in love with you, whatever he may he
now. Just before that play of his was
put on, when he was on the tenter hooks
of anviety, I saw him watching yon
many a time, The tender passion re-
veals iteell now just as it did when I
wmaffered from it, and Tom looked sheep-
ish. 1daresay I nsed to look so, 1 know
my rivals always appearsd so to me
Has anvthing changed him*"

No word came from Virginia's qniver
ing lips. No word conld come,

“Then yon are not secretly hetrothed
to him®"

8he went hurriedly to her father's side,
and holding his arm tightly looked at
him with dry, barning eyves.

““Yon must not fancy sach a thing. |
am nothing to him. Oh, you wounldn't
speak to him about this, father! Yon
wonldn't! No: it wonld kill me if yon
diar

“Speak to him? 1¥ What are yon
m‘ about? Am 1 lihul_' to do so?
Do I strike you as that sort of person?
The man who wants to marry my dangh-
ter must sue for that homor.”

He studied her face hard for & moment,
and his lips settled into a thin, straight

line. The tragedy in her dilated eyes |

told him the truth, and a haughty anger
agsinst Tom awoke within Mm. Vir
ginia's love won and thrown away
seamed an insignificant thing beside the
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It was after 8 o'clock that night beforo
Tom eutered the homse. Delatole and
he were to leave for a visit to the south

lin the morning. He could no longer
-[pmtpun-- his going. But how to tell
| them? How to say goodby? Would Vir-

ginia remain his friend? Would she un-
derstand? Oh, she must, she must, He
eould not bear to think she wonld hate
or despise him.

As he walked slowly up stairs he met
Mr, Kent coming down, The old man's
greeting was chilling, but ecourteous,
Tom drew his breath hard and planged
into explanations at once, The words
were feverish, rapid—polite regrets for
his necessary departure, mingled with a
recital of his future plans,

Mr. Kent heard him unmoved to the
emd.

“I don't wish to bandy any words with
you, Mr. Murray,” he gaid in & calm, col-
orless tone, “‘One thing 1 must say.
however. When | was young, people
did not repay hospitality as yon have
done, Pardon me, if you please. Dan't
interrupt, Without plunging into stu-
pid detail I am snre yon understand me.
[ will say goodby to yon now, Yon can-
not go too quickly to please me. I dare
say yon will succeed, The sensitive and
forbearing man is often left in the back-
ground, but men of your stamp, never,”

He puassed down the hall, leaving Tom
hot and indignant, Had Virginia told
him, or did he only guess? It was im-
posgible to retaliate, impossible to tell
this selfish dreamer he had never been
his guest, Besidesjhe words did rankle,
oh, so deeply! for, thongh nttered from
a partially mistaken sense of wrong,
they were true. He had acted a coward-

ly !}imrt

is face was worn and reckless as he
turned to the hall window, endeavoring
to conquer the quivering of his pulses
before fucing Virginia,

It had commenced to snow again, He
could hear the students practicing a new
Christmas hymn én the chapel opposite,
In a moment the years spent in the col-
lege, so different from his present life,
passed in a series of pictures before him,
and with them the thought of all he owed
Virginia. But for her “The World's
Way" wonld never have been written,
Looking back, he saw how clearly her
companionship bad nerved him to con-
tinnal effort. Hers was the voice that
had urged him on, hers the dauntless
pptimisin that had sent a rift of glory
into his darkest days,

An ache rose in his throat; the snow,
in the light from the open chapel door,
whirled mistily before him. Now that
he was actnally going the thonght that
he was leaving her was exquisite pain,
The familiar landmarks frowned an un-
bearable reproach,

“What a fool Iam!"” he thonght and
gave his shoulders an impatient shrug.
“When I'm with Delatole, [ see I've done
right, When I'm here—pshaw! what's the
n=e of these regrets? They lead nowhere,
I can't turn back. I must goon. I'll
never forget Virginin, we can be friends
still, and some dey, in a year maybe,
when I'mn sure of myself, if she but loves
we, all will somehow come right,”

He went first to s own room and sat
down, looking before him ina dazed way.
Would it all come right? Did he believe
that? Was he trying to deceive himself
at the last? Then for the sake of action
and to keep thought away as much as
possible he put his clothes and books
m his trunk, locked and addressed it.
Even when that was done he hesitated.
A tomnult secmed striving to tear his
heart asui ||]| r. His hands were like ice,

“] must go tu her. ©must., Why de-
lay longer?

He found her leaning against the melo-
deon, her fingers buried in the fur of
the little white kitten he had often teased.
Her fuce was perfectly colorless, She
looked at him steadfastly, coldly and ut-
tered no word., It was evident she had
heard his voice in the hall and was wait-
ing for him.

There was a long and painful silence.
The words that came thronging to Tom’'s
lips were those he dared not speak.

“Yon have come to say goodby,” Vir-
ginia said abruptly, still bending upon
his face that full, disconcerting gaze, *1
heard all you said to father, There is
no need to go over it again,”

She held out her hand, and he seized it
eagerly, only to find it cold and unre-
sponsive,  Oh, if she but uttered one
pleading word, one reproach, that he
might in some measure defend himself!
But this chilling repose was & wall which
shut him away from her,

“Do not wigjndge me,” he burst out
passionately, his voiee broken, and at the
words she looked away, “I am going
away for a time ‘o work hard, very
hard. And I want to believe that your
good wishes go with me, that yon still re-
main my friend.”

No reply, but her eyes were upon him
agnin, a# elogquent with reproach as the
eyes of the murdered Cwmesar gazing on
the face of Brutns,

That look told all, He felt it in his
inmost heart. He knew himself con-
temptible. But Delatole's worldly wise,
humoronsly cynical counsel was with
him, impressive and significant as the
tenets of A new ereed to a convert,

He dropped her cold hand in silence
and half turned away.

“I'Nl come and see yon very often, Vir-
ginia, if Tiay,” he said haltingly, “*New
York is not a wilderness, you know,
Whenever my work permits, I'll come
and have a chat with you, just—just the
same,”

The words died on his lips. He knew
he lied. He knew it wonld be long ere
he shonld choose to see her change face,
if indeed ever again,

Her silence maddened him.

“Have yon nothing to say, Virginia®?

“Goodby,” she said, and smiled—bnt
snchasmile! There wereagony and scorn
in it,

[ “Is that all?”

She held up her littlo head prondly,
| and again from her pale, tense lips came
a murmur clear and defiant:

“Gloodby.”

Then her eves closed.  'When she look-
ed up, he was gone.

Her body seemed weighted, and she
moved with an effort to the window,
finding & dreaminess that soothed the
| burt in her heart in watching the even
fall of snow,

The chapel yomder was ablaze with

light, rainbow coloring from the win-
| dows falling in bars npon the fresh snow
that lovingly outlined every twig and
‘I.n‘]a, And now the students came
| thronging ont, still singing the chorus
| of the Christmns ), passed from
her sight, and sileace fvll agnin.

A NENT Tofhon e T Arm mane ner
tarn, and shesaw e Dnther.  There was
an angry bight o | eves, nlthough he

| smmiled.

| fro, his hands behind his back.
| 80, It's the way of the world. 1 know
lit. 1 hawe seen my friends depart on-

by one. Only the few stanch ones have
remembered and remained. But there

| is one consolation., We haven't lost

much, Our young friend was a fair

| specimen of the genus cad.”

Virginia winced at the word and shield-
ed her face with her hand, .

“We don't want him, I've learned to
snap my fingers st the pleasures that
won't stay and make the most of those
that will. We'll snap onr fingers, Vir-

| ginia. He's gone away like a puppy

with a bone he wants to eat alone, Let
him go.”

But still Virginia looked ont at the
gnow and felt each of the city's muffled
sounds like the surge from s sea on
which her dearest had embarked, leav-
ing her alone,

“We'll not miss him, Virginia,” pur-
sued her father in the meditative voice
that maddened her to a dumb fury in
that moment. She opened and closed
her hands and set her lips hard. 1 say
we'll shed no tears for him. We'll for-
swear all sentimental drewms if we had
any. We'll remember that his leaving
the church for the stage was, viewed in
this latter light, but an evidence of the
rowdiness inherent in our young friend.
Very, very rowdy., We will console onr-
selves by remembering how much we
are above him and that we couldn't
have expected more from a man whose
father was a brown fisted Irish immi-
grant, his mother an ignorant girl of the
plains.”

He lit a cigar with a nice deliberate-
ness and put on his cape and hat.

“I'm going for a walk in the snow
now, This room depressesme, Stir the
fire and turn up the light, When I come

“Have you nothing to say, Virgindaf”

back, I'll have von play that little thing
by Mozart."”

He turned her lightly to him and
kigsed her on the brow., If her flesh had
been touched by marble lips, the caress
conld not have chilled or sickened her
more, She conld not cling to her father
and sob out her pain. He had always
quietly transferred his griefs to her.
How conld she expect him to help her
now?

But when he was gone the loneliness
became unbearable, His voice could at
least keep the shadows from closing
ground her like a tomb. Her heavy
glance took in each familiar thing. The
girl with the mask laughed at her from
the corner, Thekeysof the organ flashed
back an eerie intelligence.

“Never again,” they seemed to say.
“Never again,”

A trembling seized her. She fell face
downward on a couch and threw her
arms out wide, How cruel it was, this
sting of human love flung back to feed
in bitterness upon itself! Oh, was there
nothing more in life than this? Was
thisall? How had she failed? What had
she forgotten or passed by that might
have held him?

For, say what we will, a woman's
heart does not beat only for the strong
and true, Weak men and bad ones have
without effort controlled a love the angels
might have coveted. There is sometimes
sufficient fascination in a trick of man-
ner, just the fall in a voice, to ontweigh
in love's inconsequent balance all the
Christian virtnes,

It was Tom Virginia loved. No one
better, no one higher. He alone had un-
derstood her. His sympathy, his smile
had made her sunshine. And now he
was gone,

A soft purring at her side, an animal
warmth against her throat, aronsed her,
and she saw that the white kitten had
crept under her arm and now lay cud-
dled against her like a ball of down, lap-
ping her flesh in soft sympathy with its
scrap of a tongue.

A ery broke from her. She caught it
wildly to her heart. It was something
living that pitied her. But the little
thing wriggled from the violent em-
brace, spat at her and scratched her on
the cheek.

Virginia started up, langhter heavy
with sobs leaving her quivering lips. She
pushed the kitten from her with a fran-
tic movement, and then with contra-
dictory tenderness picked it up again
and held it against her lips, weeping
wildly, as women de when painis robbed
of hope. Why should she hurt it? What
had it done more ernel than Tom? She
had held him too closely to her heart.
He turned and scratched her.

CHAPTER X

A year went by unmarked for Virginia
by a gingle incident ont of the common,
gray as the wastes of a sea unruffled by
a storm, nnmarked by the approach of a
sail.

Another year came, and when the o
lent snulight of early summer was del-
uging with its gold the dusty streets a
conpe stopped oue day at the door of the
house in Chelsea sgquare, and & man, &
strn ~ger, asked for Virginia Kent.

Crossing the threshold of her home, he
bad entered her life. Looking into her
eyes, full of unforgotten days, something
of his lost yonth had awakened in his
heart that conld only die with death.

This man was Richard Monklow. Vir-
ginia had often heard her father speak of
him, especinlly of his meeting with him
in the anction room the day he had pur-
chased ““The Masker."

The first glance at him gave an im-
pression that forever remained. He had
followed the sea and followed it as a
commander. His straight, powerful
shoulders had a fearless poise. Hisglance
was level, soft; his face, its first youth
faded ybrown as sere grass, under the
ghorn, glittering frost of his hair, His hu-
manity was deep, strong, farreaching,
as one could see who looked into his
eyes, and his smile had a warm, bright
eympathy. There were times when he
1boked startlingly youthfu! with his
white hair. There were nnguarded mo-
ments of sadness when the chronicle of
his years flared eloquently—a confession
in every deepened line. Then one knew
he had lived the fall life of & manina
erowded 40 years, in the sowing and har-
vest time, had garnered barren hopes and
pain, yet without bitterness had tied the
sheavea.

father's bedside. The tremors against
which the old man had struggled so long

«Just | her father to & semblance of health.

He had come to bring Virginia to her |

Her lonely heart won back a little of
its freshness in these surroundings. Her |
lips again voiced joyous langhter.
Friendship that rang like gold bad been
generously poured into her life. Her
gratitude went out with equal strength
to Richard Monklow, and to his sister, a
soft voiced, sympathetic woman, who
made her dimly realize what her moth-
er's love might have meant to her.

Then she came home again, and the
days settled back to their wonted placidi-
ty, but with this difference—that a bent
and shrunken figure lay limply in a
great chair, and the energy and pride in
her father's still stubborn heart could
only be read now in the hollow, morose
eves flashing bepeath the puckered
brows.

She stood beside the window one Sep-
temnber morning, a letter crushed be-
tween her hot hands. A mild rain was
drifting like tangled skeius through the
gray air. Beyond lay the college grounds,
a vista of damp greenness.

She opened the crumpled sheet, smooth-
ing ont its creases almost tenderly, Her
lips quivered like a child’s,

“You know what 1 am going to say,”
she read again. ‘‘During the summer
thut has been like no other to mé, many
times the words I longed to speak have
trembled npon my lips, but something in
your eyes always silenced me, Virginia.
[ can be silent no longer. 1 love you so!
The years are dark before yon, dear, but
I would keep yon safe. No harm, no
pain, ghould touch you. Too old and
sad, perhaps, you think me. The years
have left their ashes on my hair. Iam
asking too much when I ask for your
youth. Yes, yes, I know, But, oh!child,
your eyes lured me to dream again. Yon
woke my poor, chilled soul, and it is
yours, It but responded to your uncon-
wions eall. Turn from me, if you must,
and I will put away my dream, but ney
soul is forever yours, Yon possess it,
and I would not have it back. Bat, oh,
if yon would come to me, Virginial”
How the words awoke all the old pain!
She drew her breath in hard, the lips fell
over her heavy eyes, and reading Rich-
ard Monklow's letter she thought of
Tom. These words of searching strength.
quivering with the rejuvenating breath
of love, had been the lever that rolled
the stome from the old grave, and she
stood looking at memories she had be-
lieved were cruciflied,

“My soul is forever yours. I would
not have it back."

The words were in her mind. She
seemed speaking them in the darkness to
that other who had not listened. Was
it so always? Must one speak and one
not hear? One live, the other wait?

“You have a very interesting letter
there, Virginia. Yon haven't made a
sound for half an hour.” And at her
father’s voice, reduced now to a petulant
piping that auger made shrill, she start-
ed guiltily and throst it in her pocket.

8o you'll be a fool, will yout"

“It's from Monklow. He's asked yon
to marry him. There, there, I know.
When & man is robbed of almost every
faculty but sight and speech he uses
them to advantage. Of course you're
going to marry him. Of course you are,
He is genuine. He is stanch. He has o
few more vears than a novelist would
allow an impatient lover—what of it?
He is younger than half the emasculated,
jnvenile dndes floating around thid town.
He is the most picturesquely handsome
man I have ever seen and in the seri-
dian of his strength. He is a gentleman
by birth. The blood of ladies and gen-
tlemen for generations flows in his veins,
Al, ha! lots of girlsin his own set would
stay at home and chase no more the pov-
erty stricken duke if they thought there
was a chance of eatching Richard Monk-
low. I have no objection to him. He is
everything I admire and commend, I
give my consent, Virginia."”

Since his illness Virginia had grown
accustomed to treating her father like a
pettish child. She went to him, laid
both her warm palms on his bald crown,
and smiling looked tenderly at him.

“No, daddy, Idon't want to marry.
111 stay with you yet awhile.”

The sudden fury of his gaze was like
the leaping of an unlooked for flamne
from a dead fire.

“So you'll be a fool, will you? You'll
gay no? You'll fling away wealth that
could give me, in my last accursed days,
a few of the luxuries I was accustomed
to? And why? Oh, yon fool!" and his
blue, quivering lips seemed to spit out
the words, “and why? Because you are
still thinking of that fellow, that scamp,
that Murray, who gave you the go by.
Don't I know? You sentimental idiot,
he had no romantic memories to hold
him back! He has looked to it that his
bread will be plentifully buttered. Read
today's paper. After a splurge in Eu-
rope, a courtship on the steamer coming
home, he's going to marry General Ban-
doine's widow—a woman worth mil-
lions., Do yon hear? Refuse to marry
Monklow, and I'll never forgive you."

He was a terrible sight in this sudden
spasm of rage—repression, his lifelong |
habit, fallen from him like a garment
loosed by his palsied fingers,

Virginia straightened her young figure,
her arms hanging loosely at her sides
and as white as “The Masker” langhing
beside her.

The patience amd silence of the past
fled away like shades, and resistance,
fully armed, took their place,

“Then yon'll never forgive me, for I
do refuse,” she said steadily, but scarce-
Iy londer than a breath, **What sort of
life have I lived here at your very side?
Will you hear, now, at last? Youn flung
away your money while you conld. Yon
thought wholly of your pleasares. You
gave me nothing. You didn't think.
You didn’t care, And I have worked
with my hands, my brain, at anything [
econld find to do—yes, often while von
slept. Now you have said all yon could
to wonnd me,” and there was an angry.
sobbing break in the accusing voice. I
could bear even that. But you shall not
take all, father—not my body, my soul.
They are my own.”

Everything was dark as she went
blindly from the room. She had a faint
intention of going out in the rain—a
sense of supreme and awful loneliness,
The door closed upon her, and she would
have etumbled had not strong arms
caught her. She looked up and saw
Richard Monklow, One glance at his
face, drained of the hue of life under-

had culminated after an excessive de-

rooms and lay where he had fallen.

As she drove away with him that day
| Virginia did not dream that the summer
wonld be past ere ehe returned to live
again at Clelsea square, but so it was,

bauch in a paralytic stroke resembling |
death. He had drifted to Monklow's | oy

neath the brown, the lips contracted, the
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SAVE THE TACGS.
One Hundred and Seventy-Three Thousand Two Hundred and Fifty Dok

$173,250.00

in valuable Presents to be Civen Away in Return

SPEAR HEAD TAGS

1,158 STEM WINDING ELGIN GOLD WATCHES

N( OPERA GLASSES, MOROCCO B(
5 178 RINEJEMEII)WOI‘;EE %l!l‘ll’hl\]?‘ibﬂ, GUARANTEED ACHROMATIC,,
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CKET KNIV
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um?:hﬁ'\ff}f:m“ma return to us the “N TAGS taken therefrom, 3

‘We will distribute l.!cl these prizes In this eonnty as follows:

e greatest numher of d‘PEA.B HEAD
™~ THEESJL‘H.‘I‘Y .t.:llmn' e ly we will glve... eeanses]l GOLD WATC
ES sending us the nus mmt numbor nt
» mﬂpﬂ:? E;‘!‘\!H)IT&GB. w:‘wlll give to mg 1 OPERA GLASH,,..5 OPERA G

To the TWENTY PARTIES sending us the next greatest number
we wlll u l.o mh 1 PULKET

A oxl I;.l;.\n HEAD TAGS, xl . 20 POCKRE I8
ONE HUN RF'D PARTIEE Mndlng u; lhe m-xt ;mtul.

. ‘ﬁ‘:\:mber of H?*LAR HEAD TAUSI, we will give to each 1 .
ROLLED GOLD WATCH CHARM TOOTH PICK ... ..cccvinnnans 100 TOOTH PICKI

WWE HUNDRED PARTIES -endln us the next greatest

- m:u(nl:(hur f SPEAR HEAD TAGS, vfo will give to each 1
LARGE PIIL'TL"II.L IN ELEVEN COLORB ....ovsamssansssssssonsasssnsnss 100 FI

Total Number of Prizes for this County, 226,

CAUTION.—No Tags will be recelved hefore hnpl:l' 1st, 1804, nor after Pebru
1804, Each puk e containing tags must be mark nly with Name of Sender,
County, State, and Number of Tags In each package. All charges on packages must

prepi
—RP'.F‘A‘R HEAD m more qualities of Intrinsiec value than
plug tobacco JAD. roduced. It Is the swectes th:l toughest, the richest. SPEAR H
absclutel mltlnl:r and dl-ﬂnu!lvol different in flavor from any other plug to
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6 Warren Street NE
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guivkly absorbed.
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) IIII SAHDEH’S ELECTRIC BELT}

NW ELECTRIC SUSPEINNSORTY.

Notice is hereby given,
ui-,;nml as sheriff of Yambhill county
will, by virtue of a writ nh X
ention 1I||I\ issued ont n! the Circnit court
bearing date of
3, and to e directer 1,
1.. tn(u ru that certain -In ree
Iu-ulra nnd “nlr made on the 3
by sl cour I II|‘||111|'
Iu1|1 suit \\lnrtlll Andrew Full and George
Trunk were |]|H| ifts |\| “|||: 1 il il

_\I[!‘.ull II.-|m-=;t.n;_ Mrs, ]
] BV

., Simonds, Elmer P,
¥ B M ' o New, Improved, Patented Appilanse for Wenke
111..},\1.; and Yambhill county, Free with all Beity,
wherehy it u|-<||1l!'|| |h\ said

rnllrl lIi it 1-||I ;1||||l|r‘- recover from the

|i.n|ei in I nited State
of four thousand and I.-,v_:_‘. -
on from the date of said decree ut the
of ten per eent per annom and § .u.m ..:
torney's fees and $97.96 costs and disburse
ments, and that the real ;.r-.;u-.—r-.
after desceribed, be sold, ac
to obtain 'llhl!‘- with w |1H I| t More Belts Made
and Sold and
More Sufferers
Cured than by

all other Electric

courthonse door |
county and state

nlnlm of F .i\.\ |r‘| j»
Geary and Nancy M. (
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Subscribe now and get the whole story.
This paper is only ONE DOLLAR a year
paid in advance, and contains more read-
ing matter than any other Yamhill coun-
ty paper. Try it three months and read
the “Kiss of Gold.”" Stamps taken.

The Crowning Triumph in Medico-Electrical Science
It cures all diseases curable by Electrici
It is a complete battery, as usec by the fo
most physicians, made into a Belt, so as tobe
J,, casily worn during work, or at rest. It gives
% soothing, prolonged currents, which can be
¥ carried o any part of the body where there is
pain, and will give instant relief, as Elect
permeates the entire system with a
glowing heat, rejuvenating every weak orgas
or part of the body.

uffering from Nervous Debility, S8eminal Weakness, I

”'"“‘. Losses, Nervousne i Sl il

a8, Sleeplessness, Lame Back, Kidnoy of
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= OF nervo 1
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rﬂll' system of force and vitality
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It brings wealth, happiness and fruitful marriag®
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