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be reproduced In our columnn.
The story alone In worth |1.50, but you can get Itaii 

by (tending 10c. to nav for one y«;ar m »ubecrlutlon to th. 1IOI tlONTIll.Y, flin»
varn for 26c. Iton't >nlw< the openingihapter, be-

Use it in faac Ina ting from the veiy tirst luiek. 
Other stories of ad­

venture, tragedy, love 
and mystery will crowd 
the pages. We already 
have purchased and 
have ready for early 
use the following: 
"The Eligliahinan'a A(l~ 

venturt.
Maniac*» Manu- 

itript.'’ 
“ Hix Change, of Heart.'* 

" That Hlexted liaby," 
" The llroken Dollar," 

"The Making of Molly,'* 
"My Hi nt and Lant 

Flirtation,** 
“ Heart» Lead.'* 

and stores of others, 
n-ally too many to list 
here.

We want to Include 
you In the thousands 
who are now regular 
readers of our maga­
zine. You won’t want 
to miss any or these 
stories, so renn* miter 
the suMcription price is 
only 1Oc. lor one 
lull year, but we can­
not agree to furnish 
1hd k copies. Kend your 
subscription In to-day 
an<l get the o|»enlng 
chapters of the greatest

Lady Lectv the nine­
teen year old daughter 
of the Duke of Marionl. 
goes Into the Eaet vnu 
of London and lives and 
toil« vAtt.li the poor. A 
thrlllLng »lory of life tn 
the greateat city hi the 
world; it abould be read 
by everyone titblring to 
learn of the ureat 
secrets and autferinga 
and waakneMM of hu­
man nature. Every 
m- i) t c u< e>> f chi» 
►lory ha« K thrill. 

' <rrn*** you out of 
the humdrum of every­
day existence Into a 
Mpherr of enthuMbutm 
and reapoiiM*.
Till-. 111-.KOINE-A 

len r It-NN girl of the 
n riNiocracy.

II El< ENETllE!^-
< «plain Conroy 
u n d her own 
fnniilv.

TIIE II EKO- Lord 
Arthur, c on nld> 
t-red « nt lipid fool. 

OTIIEK LEADING
< IIAK At TKKS - 

(’ <> tn iii i m ■ I o u e r
IlHiuen of the Kiilvatlou Army.

FLOKKIE GKAY-AuEaat End friend of 
LeHy*».

Bl I. L A LI AH—The Terror. „ 4
Yoh should read this story, and. If you live in the 

country, you should have your c 
they may understand 
wliat life in a big city 
really means. They 
should read tlda story to 
learn what Lady lastly 
learned in her effort to 
reform London’s East 
end. She sees there the 
motly crowds thronging 
the street»; the ragged 
and hungry looking 
children touch a chord

I in her heart. As you 
iread thia wonderful 
1 narrative of the condi- 
i tlons of life in a great 
| city, you appreciate 
. more fully the ulebtdngs 
of the country.

The squalor and suf 
| feringa ure pictured by 
i the author of thia won­
derful story; the men 
and women searching 
the turbulent aea, reacli 

, ing out and saving lost 
souls; also the great 

I work of the Salvation 
I Army. Lady Letty be* 
I comes so strangely fas­
cinated by tue new 
views of life that she 
alumdons her ow n pal­
atial home, forsakes and 
denounces the aristocracy 
among the lower elements 
story fascinates atranr ' 
the grentVNt Engl.^.. 
It has been the cause of

fnm

CHAPTER II.
Ogden turned his head; 
of a Winchester carbine 
an inch of his neck, and

John 
tuzzle 
lthln 
heriff's cruel eyes were behind it.
Ogden felt numb and nerveless. In a 

ash he saw the significance of the 
lords; lié was as a bird within strik- 
ng distance of a rattlesnake.

I ■ Wilk out of this,'' said the Sli.rnï. 
I Ogden turned to the door, meeting 
klie eager faces of a crowd of people 
fwho had heard the shot. The sheriff 
[beckoned to two men.

“Take him to the casa, boys, and stay 
by him."

The promptness of action and lack 
of official ceremony in Western trials 
by jury is one of the features of fron­
tier life At eight o’clock in the morn­
ing John Ogden had been a free man— 
by noon he was on trial for his life. 
The court-house was the largest room 
in the hotel, a convenient spot, for the 
judge was the hotel proprietor. John’s 
trial lasted exactly two hours. Sheriff 
Lassiter, “our worthy officer of law^’ 
as Judge Sanderbach explained to thq 
eastern visitors assembled to enjoy the 
ceremony, gave his evidence with a 
dignity and self-restraint that was 
much admired. He stated briefly, how 
when passing the post-office, he had 
heard the sounds of a struggle inside 
followed by a revolver shot, and enter­
ing had discovered the deceased in a 
dying condition, the prisoner standing 
over him. pistol in hand.

Long before this Ogden had 
covered himself.

“It is a lie,” he blurted out, in 
spouse to a bland anil courteous ques­
tion from the judge, “a foul lie from 
beginning to end.”

“Do you say so, now?” echoed the 
Sheriff’s attorney, the only lawyer in 
town. “That, I reckon, will be most 
interesting news to the jury. Please tell 
ns why?”

The cowboy gave his account of the 
Incident, and then the lawyer passed 
a very pleasant and profitable half-

re-
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BY AHTHI'H PATERSON.

servant, and general help at the post­
office, and was on the premises this 
morning. When the trouble began, ne 
had secreted himself where he could 
see all that went on, and had been an 
eye witness to the quarrel; had seen 
Lassiter fire the fatal shot, and with 
great difficulty had contrived to escape 
detection and capture. Terrified he had 
ridden off to his brother and told him 
all. José wishing to save Ogden, but 
knowing the contempt with which the 
evidence of a Mexican would betreated, 
and the danger to his brother if they 
had moved in the matter, had been in 
despair, until a thought came upon 
him to seek the help of Mr. Clincher, 
who happened to be the banker of the 
remaining portion of his legacy.

Clincher paced up anddowntheroom, 
his face growing darker every moment, 
and little Maximo when he was brought 
In, was horribly scared. But when Mr. 
Clincher questioned with gentle firm­
ness he concealed nothing. At the end 
the storekeeper fell into deep thought, 
the Mexicans eagerly watchinghisface.

“It will cost money,” he said aloud, 
half to himself, half to them. “Why 
should I spend money on a darned 
cowboy?

“Money,” cried José, the rest of the 
speech being beyond him. “I have 
money. Yes, me: Señor Don José Ilario 
Gallegos. All the money that lies with 
you I will spend to save his life—every 
dollar.”

“Pshaw, you are a fool,” was the 
rough rejoinder. “Your head’s turned. 
What’s he to you, boy?”

“My friend,” and the dark eyes flash­
ed. "Señor, he took my part when all 
others were my enemies, and after he 
took my hand as if he had been a 
brother. I will never forget—he took 
my hand. You,” with a quaint pitying 
smile, "you. Señor Ed, are an Ameri­
cano; you will not understand.”

Mr. Clincher stared at this sudden 
change of tone, but there was no time 
for puzzling out enigmas.

as you will, boy,” he said.

EINST H OMAN UAILIFF.

Portland*. Oregon has Appointed 
Mrs. M. E. Daggett 

first woman bailiff ever appoint- 
Portland, Oregon, was recently 
into office. She is Mrs. M. E.

The 
ed in 
sworn 
Daggett, who for the past three months 
has been engaged as a volunteer officer 
in

'TEN RIFLES WERE SWUNG TO SHOULDER

hour cross-examination, during
which Ogden's previous assault upon 
the Sheriff was Introduced Into the 
rase in a manner which completely 
ruined any chance of acquittal he 
might otherwise have had. Ultimately 
a verdict of "Guilty of murder” was 
given by the jury and sentence of death 
by hanging solemnly passed by the 
judge, the execution to take place at 
sunrise the next morning. The prisoner 
was then marched back to his cell—an 
empty shanty—the court adjourned for 
lunch, and those who had witnessed 
the trial went quietly home. Only one 
person felt at all uneasy. This was a 
Mr. Edwaru Clincher, the store-keeper 
and oldest resident in the town. The 
most shabbily dressed and insignificant 
ot men in appearance, “Ed” Clincher 
was the richest man in the country; 
and his dollars had been accumulated 
by twenty years’ hard work, endurance 
of much hardship, and constant dan. r 
to life and limb.

“A queer bit there.” he muttered to 
himself as he stepped out of the hotel 
blinking in tbe bright sunlight. “Burt 
Is paying off scores for that pounding, 
wonder—well, well,” shaking himself, 

"what does it matter to me? Hello, José 
Gallegos—”

A hand had been laid on his arm: 
and a brown face, now a sickly yellow 
with anxiety, was eagerly peering into 
his."Oh, Senor Edwardo. me want to 
speak you bad. Ah, caramba! very, very 
bad.”The boy was mad with excitement, 
and Ed, a kindly man with Mexicans 
and especially with this one, soothed 
him like a child."There—there, little fool." he said 
in Spanish. "What's to do? Wait, now: 
don’t try firing off like a pistol a' half, 
cock. Come Into the store and talk ”

José yielded with a grimance. follow. 
Ing Mr Clincher to a capacious log 
and adobe building, and once Inside, he 
poured forth In the most voluble of 
Spanish, a story that moved both Mr. 
Clincher and his wife, who listened 
with her husband, to exclamations of 
horror and Indignation. It appeared 
triai jot»* a »u>uiix> ■ ,
lad of thirteen, had been cook» house*

answered. 
Judge.” 
“He is

house

“The

not here,

room by 
over his 
me, and

the Portland Juvenile Court.

MRS. M. E. DACGETT.

on the point of addressing her, when 
she rose and with a very stately in­
clination of her bead said: ‘I am the 
Shah Jehan,' at the same time ex­
tending a tiny hand covered with jew­
els. When I had somewhat recovered 
from my confusion I noticed that, al­
though of diminutive stature, she had 
a very handsome, intellectual face. 
She wore close fitting pantaloons of 
gold brocade, embroidered jacket and 
a muslin toque."

The present Begum still keeps up 
the restriction of the “purdah." When 
she was presented to the Prince of 
Wales at Indore, she was crowned with 
gold, her face veiled behind a burka 
of light blue and her figure draped in 
blue of a deeper shade.

The reign of women in Bhopal is 
likely to cease with the death of the 
present Begum, for she has two sons 
and a daughter, and the heir-apparent 
is the oldest Son.

A Romance of Darkes .London
BY ARTHUR APPLIN.

The Greatest English Story of Modern 
Timos.
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THE MAGK STORY
(Continued from Page e.)

"Mr. Currier is good for anything he 
orders," he said to the man in charge; 
"one of my old customers. This is Mr. 
Bryan, Mr. Currier. He will take good 
care of you, and ‘stand for’ you just 
the same as I would. The fact is, I have 
sold out. I’ve just turned over the out­
fit to Bryan. By the way, is’nt Mr. 
Sturtevant a friend of yours?”

1 nodded. I couldn’t have spoken if 
I had tried.

“Well,” continued the ex-“night owl" 
man. “he came here one night, about 
a month ago .and told me the most 
wonderful story I ever heard. I've just 
bought a place on Eighth Avenue, 
where I ant going to run a regular 
restaurant—near Twenty-third street. 
Come and see me.”

Again the Wonderful Story.
I started to walk homeward, finger­

ing the solitary nickel in my pocket 
ami contemplating the certainty ot rid­
ing down town in the morning. When 
I reached Union Square, I examined 
my address book for the home of 
Sturtevant, but it was not recorded. 
Then I remembered the cafe in Univer­
sity place, and, although the hour was 
late, it occured to me that he might be 
there.

He was. In a far corner of the room, 
surrounded by a group of acquaint­
ances, I saw him. He discovered me at 
the same instant an»l motioned to me 
to join them. There was no chance for 
the story, however. Half a dozen men 
were around the table and I was the 
farthest removed from Sturtevant.

“It’s too bad, Mr. Currier,” remarked 
one of the party; “you should have 
come a little sooner. Sturtevant has 
been telling us a story, it Is quite 
wonderful, really. I say, Sturtevant, 
won't you tell that again, for the bene­
fit of Mr. Currier?”

“Why, yes. I believe that Currier has, 
somehow failed to hear the magic story, 
although I think he was tbe first one 
to whom I mentioned It at all. Sit down 
here and you shall have it.”

We were Interrupted at that instant, 
by a uniformed mes'cnyer who handed 

I Sturtevant a telegram. It was from his 
chief, demanding his instant attend­
ance at the office.

“Too bad," said Sturtevant, rising 
and extending bis hand. “Tell you what 
I’ll do, olil chap. I’m not likely to be 
gone any more than an hour or two. 
You take my key and wait for me in 
my room. In the escritoire near the 
window you will find an old scrap­
book, bound in rawhide. Read that and 
wait for me until I return.”

Reading the Story at Last.
With that he went out. and I lost 

no time in taking advantage of the per­
mission he had given me.

I found the book without difficulty. 
It was a quaint, homemade affair. I 
found the story curiously printed. It 
was quaint and strange.

In reproducing the contents ot tne 
book the peculiarities of type, spelling, 
etc., are eliminated, but in other re­
spects it remains unchanged.

We know that you want to read Part 
Two of this unique story which con­
tains the wonderful manuscript dis­
covered by Sturtevant. The complete 
story, bound in silk doth, with fine 
vignette illustration as front piece, 
beautifully printed on a fine quality of 
paper, will be sent to you absolutely 
free, postage prepaid, if you will send 
one dollar for a year’s subscription to 
Success Magazine, or, if you are al­
ready a subscriber, your subscription 
will be extended one year. Address The 
Success Company, 32 Waverly Place, 
New York.

(Note.—The Magic Story as related 
Is not magic, but while an Intensely In­
teresting narrative of a "Success” Is 
simply one of the most comprehensive 
and uplifting pieces of advice ever 
presented to struggling mankind. It 
breathes action and determination to 
succeed— a living example of the words! 
of the indomitable Richelieu, that there 
is no such word as fall. President 
Roosevelt's “Strenuous Life" was dis­
counted In this story a hundred years. 
It awakens enthusiasm, it urges and 
compels. It is, too, a most enchanting 
tale.)

The entire life of Mrs. Daggett has 
been devoted to charity. She is the 
daughter of a Methodist clergyman 
and was born in Kentucky. When a 
young girl she went to Kansas with 
her parents and was in that state in 
the days when it was known as “Bleed, 
ing Kansas” Mrs. Daggett began her 
charitable work when quite ycung and 
frequently came to grief.

one will lend me a pencil and piece 
of paper on the way to----- ’’

Tramp, tramp, tramp. The guard was 
walking up and down outside. Hark! 
what was that? The man had cocked 
his rifle. Another sound—horses, a 
score of them at least, a challenge front 
the guard, a curt reply in a voice 
which Ogden knew; then silence fol­
lowed by the sound of a key turning in 
the door, then-----

"Out of this, boy. Come.” A tall 
figure stood in the doorway, beckoning.

"Old man—Hame.” John gasped.
"That’s me. No word on it no* 

There ain’t time.”
John looked around. All about him 

were mounted men, a strange mixture 
—cowboys, bronco busters, and sheep­
herders, red- faced Texans, and swarthy 
Mexicans—usually the bitterest of-en- 
ernies—now for the first and only time 
in their lives standing shoulder to 
shoulder as comrades, to fight in a com­
mon cause.

“To the hotel, boys,” said a voice. Ed. 
Clincher's. "Not a sound. We have 
a wily steer to rope, and must work 
clear around him before we throw.”

They wheeled, and, with John and 
Iiame in the centre, galloped down the 
one road Calhoun possessed, reaching 
Sanderbach’S hotel in a few minutes. 
Lights were dancing in the windows 
there, people running to and fro in 
mortal fright, for it was said that a 
party of cowboys mad with drink were 
about to shoot up the town. The scare 
had just begun, and before anyone 
could leave the place Hame, Clincher. 
Collett and Bacon, with a force of fifty 
men, were round It In an unbroken 
ring.

Judge Sauderbacli, portly and respec­
table, stepped out upon the pon-li. 
Behind him on the stairway to the 
upper story, were pale-faced visitors. 
The Judge, a tall, fine-looking man, 
asked with an Injured air of dignified 
surprise* what they wanted.

The storekeeper 
Sheriff of this town,

The Judge smiled, 
my friend.”

"We search your
room. Boys, Clincher spoke 
shoulder, ten of you follow 
I neeil’nt say, keep your guns handy.'

He moved a pace nearer, and the 
men behind him gave their rifles a 
sling forward, raising a shriek of 
terror from the ladies on the stairs.

"Stay, sir,” the Judge said solemnly. 
“You shall answer for this to the Gov­
ernor of this Territory, though I can­
not resist you now.

He stepped inside a room near the 
door, and the men waited in grim 
silence. At last a tall slouching figure 
came slowly down the passage into the 
lighted hall.

“Cover him,” said Clincher sharply, 
and ten rifles were swung to shoulder, 
and again the ladies shrieked. The 
Sheriff, however, raised his hands 
above his head and stood still. In a 
moment they had closed around him, 
in a few more the porch of the Sand­
erbach Hotel was deserted.

Meanwhile, in the kitchen of Ed 
Clincher’s house collected a small com­
pany of men, the same who had supped 
there some hours earlier. Before 
them stood Burt Lassiter, guarded. At 
a table in the center of the room sat 
Ed Clincher, a Bible at his left hand 
and a big six-shooter at his right.

"Burt Lassiter,” he said, rising, and 
taking up the Bible, "swear on this 
Bible to tell the truth.” The prisoner 
advanced, and in a husky tone took 
the oath, touching the Bible with his 
lips.

“You are on trial.” the storekeeper 
continued, “before these men 
responsible for this town in 
being the first settlers in the 
and having most stake in it.

"You have this day accused 
cent man of murder, and by means ot 
bribery had him condemed to death. 
"Now, answer this question, and re­
member you are on your oath—Who 
killed Ben Slade?”

The prisoner breathed hard. His 
flabby face was yellow and his fin­
gers twitched,, but he held bls head 
high and smiled in Clincher’s face.

“John Ogden, the man I arrested 
to-day.”

Clincher turned his head, and made 
a sign to a man near the door.

“Bring in Maximo Gallegos.” The 
Mexican l>oy came in, very frightened, 
but able to give his evidence clearly.

The prisoner laughed. “Did you ever 
know a greaser to tell the truth?”

“Call John Ogden.”
John was cool now. and spoke short­

ly, to the point. When asked if he 
had any questions, I^issiter merely 
shook his head. ~ 
ing now. 
and oaths.

Clincher held up his hand.
“Drop that,” he said sternly. “Give 

him the bullet.”
A small coni'-al pellet of lead was 

shown to the prisoner, who started and 
then tried to smile contemptously.

“It Is a rifle bullet.” Clincher said 
very quietly. “Ogden, by your evi­
dence, only carried a revolver. Yet 
the bullet you hold r.ow was found In 
Slade’s body, and fits your rifle ex­
actly.”

A moment of silence, while Lassiter 
tried to speak—and failed

“Answer me again—” thundered 
Clincher. ,

There was a low gurgling cry. and 
the Sheriff fell grovelling at. Clincher’s 
feet.

“Mercy, mercy,” he whispered. “For 
God's sake have mercy, and I will—”

"Stop-” Clincher’s eyes flasheil fire, 
and cast away hands that had clutched

WOMEN KI LEKS OF INDIA

quietly. “We’ll share the expense, meb- 
be. I'll have a letter to write, which 
you must take to Jonathan Hame, 
who's Ogden's boss, and told me once 
Ogden would beat the baml for honesty 
and grit. Vamos, now.”

It was ten miles to Hame's ranch, 
but the Mexicans caught the cattleman 
just as he was off for a holiday in the 
Eastern States. By sundown he was In 
Clincher’s store.

That evening the Clincher family 
supped late. They entertained a dozen 
guests, and it was a pleasant, sociable 
supper, for all the men were neighbors 
and friends. At the head of the table 
sat Clincher, the host, quiet and serene; 
on his right, Jonathan Hame, the larg­
est owner of cattle in the country, a 
trifle absent in manner, but as undis­
turbed as his friend; opposite was a 
slim, hard-featured man. Collett, tne 
sheep king: and on hfs right Dan 
Bacon, most successful breeder of 
horses in New Mexico, and so the list 
went on. After the supper. Clincher 
rose quietly from his chair, and locked j. i--- ” bn aald rofnrnfncr
to the table, "we must .alk business 
now.'

All this time Ogden was lockeil In j 
the Casa awaiting his fate. With his I 
coat rolled up for a pillow, he lay onl 
his back gazing up through the «ratj —

I

and takes up h< r life 
.............. of modern life. The 
igelv but It also educates. It Im 
lisli story ever written, 

the London city govern­
ment recognizing the 
wonderful work of the 
Salvation Army in ex­
tending to General 
Booth the freedom of 
London.

If you love your chil­
dren, and of courae you 
do. you will want them 
to read this story that! 
they may know the hor-1 
rors, the dangers and 
the temptations of city 
life. If they are dissat­
isfied with the old farm 
this Is tho story they 
should read that they 
may more fully under­
stand the full meaning 
of life In the city. There 
is one other character 
in this story and this 
charactd-r has big, tired 
eyes which gaze out 
from the throng at the 
beauty of Lady I^tty 
with a strange envy.

The teachings or the 
story point to the Ideals 
of Christ. It is grand, 
Instructive, fascinating 
and awakening. Every 
picture drawn by the 
skilled pen of Arthur 
Appiln, Its author, will|

Three Begums of Bhopal Who Have 
Been at Head of a Large

Native State.
Among the interesting personages 

whom the Prince and Princess of 
Wales have met in the course of their 
tour through India, none presents a 
more engrossing study than the woman 
ruler of the State of Bhopal, Nawab 
Sultan Jehan, Begum, if the London 
accounts may be regarded as authen­
tic. The Begum is a daughter and a 
granddaughter of a Begum, and be­
tween them these three women have 
ruled, for the past sixty years, the 
destinies of a state comprising nearly 
7,000 square miles of territory and a 
population of a million people.

The mother of the present ruler de­
scended from the famous Dost Moham­
mad Khan, the founder of the Bhopal 
dynasty. She succeeded to the throne 
in 1868, in which year she sent to 
Queen Victoria a quaint letter ac­
knowledging her majesty's kindness 
in accepting the dedication of a book 
written by the Begum's mother, the 
enlightened Sikamlar, describing her 
pilgrimage to Mecca.

The book in question is a pictur­
esque record of an oriental Journey, 
containing an appreciation of the char­
acteristics of that place ns seen and 
understood by an Indinn lady. The 
Begum seems to have been particular­
ly struck by the enormous quantities 
of food which the Inhabitants of Mec­
ca were able to consume. She records 
that they were in the habit of dispos­
ing of five or six pounds weight per 
hand per day.

They appeared to thrive on it, how­
ever, for the Begum vou"hes for the 
fact that the average man was so ab­
normally strong that he thought noth­
ing of carrying a weight of 900 pounds 
from the street to the top of a house. 
The Begum apparently took a great in­
terest in building operations in Mec­
ca, for she includes in her book a list 
of building materials, with their cost.

Loyal to England.
The loyalty to the British Govern­

ment, to which the present Begum's 
mother referred In her letter to Queen 
Victoria, was strikingly exhibited by 
the famous Sikandar who ruled dur­
ing the mutiny.

At the height of the insurrection a 
deputation from her army gathered 
outside the palace and expressed a 
wish that the Begum would put her­
self at the head of her men and lead 
them on to Delhi to exterminate the 
infidel British. The Begum promised 
to do so, but during the night she, 
with a few faithful adherents, caused 
the whole army, consisting of about 
three thousand men all told, to tyo dis­
armed and their weapons hidden. The 
following day she offered to lead them 
unarmed to Delhi, but the army 
thought better of it. This plucky act 
probably had a great influence on the 
trend of events, and it undoubtedly 
saved the British residents at a neigh­
boring town from massacre.

Bhopal has always been one of the 
most friendly of the Indian States. So 
far back as 1778, when Gen. Goddard 
marched across India, Bhopal was the 
only Indian power which showed it­
self friendly. In 1818 the British Gov 
ernment formed an alliance with Bho­
pal, guaranteeing to the Nawab the 
possession of the State.

More Liberty for Women.
The Shah Geban Begum, the daugh­

ter of Sikandar. succeeded In 1868 and 
proved a most worthy follower of her 
mother. She threw aside the restric­
tions of the "purdah,” which Imposed 
tbe strictest seclusion upon Indian 
women, and was always accessible, 
conducting business on her own Initia­
tive with the greatest, vigor. M Tx>uls 
Rousseiet, a French explorer, thus de­
scribes a meeting he had with her 
many years ago.

“I had an appointment with Her 
Highness,” he wrote, "and so I called 
at the palace, which is full of Euro­
pean treasures anil luxuries. In the 
room into which I was ushered sat a

who are 
right of 
country,

an inno-

Rut he was not smil- 
“Tll swear against a thous- 

I did not—”

----- -------- .. . — „------------- Entfllub «tory ever written 
—»leale with the deetHwt meaning» or life, fnwiuef- 
liur, thrilling Hint vduoatlns. Send your eubecrlp-
tloii to-day. Address : w

HOI SEGOLI» MOXTHI3,
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FREE 
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To every one who sends us the names and addresses of 
three persons, male or female, who are or were agents 
or canvassers, with 20 cents for postage and package, one 
of these beautiful Gold Hlgnel ICIngM, elegantly chased 
and engraved with any initial without extra cliarge. Send 
strip of paixjr size of finger. This is the greatest value 
ever offered for the money. The picture doesnotshow 
one hall the ring’s beauty. ft passes for a Aio. ring. 

1 These Nlicnet HIiimth are all the rage in New York and 
are considered just the ring for either lady of gentleman.
Do not miss this rare chance but send 20 cents at once 

|as on an«) after A nriI 30th the price of this ring will 
beli.oo. Send at once or any time Itcfore April 3Otli. 
and re< eive this beautifu' flltcnet Cling for only 20 cents. 
Address Till (J. H l AMil OltD CO., 15« Fifth Av«-. N. T. Gly

mho (juk . iy ..^11. ...o •••••• • •••— • • |and cast away nanus mat nan ciutcnea
the door. "Friends,” he said, returning | h)g

| "Citizens, this man Is guilty. In your 
I name I condemn him to be hanged by 
the neck in public at 
row."

And thus was even

MILLINERY LESSONS FREE
IN YOUR OWN HOME 

A wonderful <»fT«*r of hitrrrnl 
to ryrry wiiiiihd,

A course of study and practice at 
borne which la-glnant the foundation 
and tells yon everything about mil­
linery, what to make anti how to make 
it. Very simple and eaaily undenitood 
by every woman.

Write at once for free particulars 
and tuition offer. It will >»e aentby 
return mail free. Addreen ; Dept. 8

NEW YORK A FARIS SCHOOL 01 HILLINERY 
280 Broadway, New York

WHAT DOIS TOOR MONFY EARN f IS IT INVISTfO IN MORT' 
CAGf S ,,r «Imply lying i*> soma bank drawing» 
small interest t WHY NOT INVFST IT where it will
YOU A 0000 INCOME • Many <.f y< ur neighbors are doing 
it. why not you f MY PLAN IS SAFE AND SANE. I do not 
bold out lndn«*®nwnto that you will become a millionaire 
in a few da)«, weeks or even months. If you will writ® 

( m< l will riplaln to your own MtkfHction how, with the 
investment of a r<-aa«>nable amount, you <’aa make very 
' it-ge profits In n m-«1 surpriehig abort time. YOU NAN* 
DIE YOUR OWN MONFY. Y«»u can do this through your 
own b nicer, in fa« t your banker'» advice ran be asked 
with safety, i AM A IROKER IN WALL STRUT with a rapn 
tmtlon am! make money. I HAVE MAOf LARUE SUMS FOR 
MY CLIENTS >nthe part and ran do ths aan>e for you.
ACT UPON THIS AT ONCE. You know th- financial aitua- 
tiona < hi«ng< quickly. In the event you write n>e for my 
Proposition at once, f will give it my personal utteuUuo 
immediately Address

4. S. OLIVER

very 
brin K

sunrise to-mor- 20 Broad Street, New York City.

ing at the sky Hope was all gone I 
nothing left but dreary, bitter des­

pair. Thus thrown back upon his 
thoughts, his mind flew away from his 
present surroundings, over land and 
sea. five thousand miles, back to the 
smoky Lancashire town where he was 
born, and where all he loved In the 
world were now living. Hfs father, 
his brothers, hfs mother—here he 
choked, and hot tears streamed down 
his cheeks unchecked. She had been 
a very foolish mother. John had been 
her first-born, and she had petted him, 
spo’lf him. ruddied him. He had re­
paid her as a willful young dare-devil 
will, by trampling noon her with care­
less scorn and utterly defying any 
later attempts at control, yet he had 

I loved her passionately, and for her 
sake had resisted many a grim tempta-

houn. in the Territory

handed 
of law, 
of New

Just ice 
at Cai- 
Mexico

Frozen soup, in small leather sacks, 
Is carried by travellers in Eastern 
Siberia. Frozen milk is also carried in 
the same way.

A pound of phosphorus will 
1,000,000 matches.

head

Chrysanthemums were grown 
China before the eleventh centuary.

in

The Mexican lap dog la the smallest 
member of the dog family.

horror and Indignation u , ,inn . . ..
that .Tos3 s younger brother Maxim _ ( write,” he sain aloud. "Some 10, 15, 20 and 30.hail ifE-n t OOK, UUUD*

The hour was divided Into sixty 
minutes because no other small number 
has as manr divisions as sixty. It 
can he evenlv divided by 2, 3. 4, 5, 6, little girl whom I took to be the dangh 
io tr oa _ —j <iA —• —CO—7* ~~~ ■ter of one of the court nobles, and was

□H. noYi’i! on. noTJin
Barn fht* newlv invented breerh-lnadfng gun Hend 

iianie. a« id re'll. We send yon free beputiful ¿-colored 
lll»i«t rated rirmlar ah- wing gun. target, Indian suit* and 
Imw u> earn them by selling M I*andy I'rnclloat Aceuta 

Titn'i"yffi frmr.tr i.kak rrxen. co..xw W.vt 1Mb Strevt. Sew York.

CITO Permanenti? Cured Xo fita or nervousnewi after 
ilio flrwt'lej-'f i*t oí |»r Kline’s Host Nt-rve ><• -, 
storer Rend for V If EE, *».OO trWl txXlUand traadee 
L»J. H. H KUM, Ltd ., Ml Arch Nt . l'blladelphia, Pa.

PiyOrtlP Large profila in email sardens. Wrlte 
lìin )tn I fnrpritrg of roots and 8-eediL Order 

ITMltS Hllfl M*«>1S DOW BIul HFrailgl' t<l 
start a garden In aprirne II Inflitteti hook. tellijig 
atMxjt Ita hbrtory, cultivatton. profits, market, He. 
26<ta.In otamps. Addrea«; WInconain Giiiscng 
Garden*. Aduni« Hi., Unu«aii, is.

I CURED MY RUPTURE
I wm Show You How To Cure Yours 

FREE.
bed-ridden for y cam from a doable ni; Urrà. 
Doc Ion aai<i I would die if not operated on. 

ct)rod myaeli by a Himple diacovrry. J will 
It cured me and lias

I wm helplMS and
No tom could hold.
I fooled them all and
«end the cure tree by mall If you write for it
once cured thouaauda. It will cure you. Write today. Capi. W A. 
Cuinusw Box 111, Watertown, h. T.

frmr.tr

