' great surprise on her part.

- elon of Insolence in his attitude, Lut
~ markable beanty and whilteness. “Sup-

~chat with you, mademoiselle?”
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CHAPTER X, |
M. BOUSSILLON ENTERTAINS COLONEL |
HAMILTON, |
DAY or twe after the arrival |

of Hamilton the absent garrl-

son“of buffalo hunters strag- |

gled back to Vineennes and

wore duly sworn to demean themselves |
ns lawrful subjects of Greeat Dritain, |
Rene de Ronville was among the first
to take the oath, and it promptly fol-
lowed that Hamilton ordersd  him
pressed into serviee as a1 woodchopper
and log hauvler during the erection of a
new blockhouse, large barracks and
the making of some extensive repales '
of the stockade, Nothing could have
been more bumliliating to the proud
young Frenchman, Every day he had
to report bright and early to & 1;|1rl,\-"|
Irish corporal and be ordered about ns |
if be had been s slave, cursed at,
threatened and foreed to work until his
hands were blistered and lis muscles
sore, The bitterest part of it all wns
that he Lad to trudge past both IRons-
sillon place and the Bourcler eablo,
with the eyes of Allce aud Adrienne

apon him,

Hamllton did not forget M. Ronssil-
Jon In this connectlon. The giant ore
ator goon found hlmself face to face
with a greater trial even than Rene's

He was calmly told by the English
commuander that he counid choose be
tween death and telling who [t was
that stole the flag.

“I'l baye you shot, sir, tomorrow

morning If you prevaricate about this
thing any longer,” said Huomilton, with
a righit deadly strain in his voice. “You
told me that you knew every on,
swoman and clild In' Vineonnes at sight.
I know that youn saw that girl tuke the
flag. Lying does not serve your turn
I glve you until this evening to tell me
who she (& 1f you fall you die at sun- |
rise tomorrow.”

In fact, it may be that Iamilton dld
not really purpose to carry out this
bloodthirsty threat—most probubly he
relied upon M. Roussillongs Imagination |
to torture him suceessfully —but the ef- |
fect, us time proved, could not be we-
curately foreseen,

Captain  Farnsworth  had  energy |
enough for n dozen ordinary men.  Be- |
fore he liwd been in Viocennes twelve
hours he hiad scen every nook and cor-
per of Its surfuee, Nor was his activity
due Altogethier to military ardor, al- |
though he never let pass an opportuni.
ty to serve the best Interests of his
commander. All the while his mind
was on the strikingly beautifol girl
swhose sauey countennnee had so doz-
gled him from the roof top of the fort
what time ghe wrencled away the reb-
el fing,

“I'I find ber, highor low,"” he thonght,
“for 1 never could fall to récognize that
face. She's a tromp.””

It wns not in Allet’s nature to hide |
from the English., They had heid the |
town nnd fort before Helm came, and
ghe had not found them troublesowe
under Abbott. She did not know that
AL Roussillon was a prisoner, the fam-
fly taking it for granted that be had
gone away to avold the English, Nor
was she aware that Hamilton felt so |
keenly the disappearance of the flag.
Whit she did know—and it gladdened
her greatly—was that Beverley had
been well treated by his eaptor, YWith r
this in her beart she went aboot Rous-
sillon place singing merry suatelies of
ereole songs, snd wlhen at the gate, |
which still bung lopsided on account
of Beverley’s foree in shutting it, she
came unexpectedly face to face with |
Capialn Farnsworth, tlhere wis npo |

He lifted his hat and bowed very
politely, but a bold smile broke over |
his somewhat ruddy face. Lle spoke |
in French, but in a drawling tone and
with a bad accent.

*How do you do, mademojselle, 1
am right glad to see you again.”

Allce drew back a poee or two, She
was quick to understand his allusion,
and she shrank Trom him, fenring that
he was going to inguire about the fag.

“Don’t be alrald,” giv laughed. "1 am
not =0 dangverous, never did hurt a
girl In all wy life. In fact, 1 am fond
of them when they're nice.”

“1 amw not in the least afrald,” she re-
plied, assuming an ale of absolute dis-
missal, “and you don't look a bit fero
clous, monsieur, You may pass on if
you please.”

“Suppose that 1 don’t pass on?" he
presently ventured, with just a suspi-

laughing until he showed teeth of re-
pose that 1 shonld wish to have a little

*I have been told that there are men
the world who think themselves
[some  and  clever and  bLrellllant
n In iuet they are but concelted
pletons.” she remnrked rather In-
ferently, muflling herself In her fur
p. “You certainly would be n falrly
pd hitehing post for our horses If
never moved.” Then she Inughed
the depth of her hood, a perfect.
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| veracity

| In

| quickened

AWay Yrom e fort.

Bhe had heen half expecting this, but
she was quite nnprepared, and in spite
of all she could do showed embarruss
wend

1 huve come to get the flag. If you

will kindiy bring it to me or tell mu|
where It s ["— |

She yudekly found words to Interrupt
him with, apd at the same time by a |
great efflort pulled herself together,

“You have come to the wrong plnee,”
slie flung in, *1 you that [
buven't the flag."

“You took It down, mademolselle

“Oh, did 1Y

“With  bewltching  grace
mademoiselle, 1 saw and
Will you feteh It please

“Indeed 1 won't.,”

“More depends upon returning that
flag than you are probably aware of,"
he presently sald In oa more serious
tone. “In foet, the life of one of your
townsmen wml @ person ol some lm-
portanee here, I belleve, will surely ba |
suved by L You'd better conslder,
mademolselle,  You wouldn’t like to
enuse the death of a man'”

SWho is 1t7 she frankly demanded,

Tt i the mayor, the big man of you

nssure

you did, |
admired.

town-—M. Roussillon, 1 ! ¢ loo
hintself. Tl1e's got himsclf Into n
plice.  He'll be shot tomnorrow morning
If that Bag 15 not prodacel.  Governor
Mamilton has so ordered, and whiat be
ot Ik done”™
“You jest, monsienr,™
W1 sssnre you that T speak the plaln
truth.”
“You will proiy ch M, RRouss!l.
i Jon hefore you shioot Lim” She tossod |
her hepd
“IMe Is already a prisoner In tha
fort.” |
Allee turned palg |
“Monsiear, is thiz true?” Iler volee |

sl lost its happy tone.
Ing mue that to"—

“You can verify
calling upon  the
fort. 1 an sorry

It, mademoiselle, by
commuander at the
that you doubt my
If you will go with me 1
will shose you M. Roussillon a tightly |
bound prisoner,” |

Joan had crept out of the gate and |
wis standing just behind Aliees, with |
his feet wide apart, his long chin ele- |

“Are you tell- ‘

vatinl, his head resting far back be-
tween  his upthrust  shounlders, 'hleiI
hands in Lis pockets, his uneanny eyes |
gazing steadlly at Farnsworth. e |
looked Hke a deformed frog ready to |
Jump

Allce unmistakably saw trath In the
onptaln’s eottnten ¢ and felt It In
his voles, The reslity came to "her
with unhindered effoct M. Ropssil-

lon's life depended upon the return of
the flag. She put her bamds together |
aml for a ber
with them:

“1 will go now, mademoiselle,” eald
Farmsworth, “but 1 hope you wlll be
grent about returning the
fing."

Jean took hold of Allee's dress as she
turned to go back Into the howse,

“Ig he poing to tnke the flag? Can |
he tind ftY Wuat does be want with
it? What did von do with the flag,
Alice™ be whined in his peculinr, |
quavering Wierw is §it?

Her skirt dragged him along as she
witlked,

“Where did yon put i, Allee?”

“Father Beret hid it under his fAoor,”
sl answered involuntarily and almost
ey “1 shall bave to take |
It huek and give it up.”

“No—uo—1 wonldn't,” he guavered,
daneing verands as  she
her pace and fairly spun
him along. “1 wouldn't let ‘em have
it at all” |

Alice's mind was working with Hght--|
ning Her  imagination  took |

momwent covered wyes

hasti

Vi,

scionsly.,

feross the

-(!'l'-,,'!_

| strong grip on the situation so brieny

and effectively sketehed
‘Farnsworth,
self quickly,

“Bluy here, Jean,

by Captain
Her decision formed it-

I am going to the
fort.  Don't tell Mamma Roussillon a
thing. Be a good boy.”

Bhe was gone before Jear could say
a word. She meant to face Hamilton
at once and be sare what danger men-
need M. Roussillon, Of course, the
flag must be given up If that would
save her foster father any pain, and
if his life were In guestion thers could
not be too great haste on her part.

Ble ran Qirectly to the stockade gate
and breathlessly nformed a sentinel
that ghe must see Governor Hamilion,
into whose pregence she was soon led.
Captain Farnsworth had preceded her
but a minute or two, and was present
when she entered the miserable shed
room where the commander was hav-
ing another talk with M. Roussillon.

The meeting was a tablenu which
would have been comleal but for the
pressure  of its tragiec possibilities.
Hamlilton, stern and sententious, stood
frowning upon M. Roussillon, who sat
upon the ground, his feet and hands
tightly bound, a colossal statue of in-
jured Innocence,

Allce, as soon as she saw M. Ronssil.
lon, uttered n cry of sympathetic en-
dearment and flung herself toward him
with open arms. She could not reach
sround his grent shoulders, but she
did her best to include the whele bulk.

“Papa! Papa Roussillon!” she chir-
raped between the Kkisses that she
:wﬂu\l upon his weather beaten

e,

| what was my own.

L]

Hamilton and Farnsworth regarded
the scene with curlous und surprised
interest. M. Roussillon began spesk-
ing rapldly, but being a Frenchman
he could mot get on well with his
tongue while his hands were tled. He
eould shrug Lis shoulders; that belped
him sote,

“1 am to be shot, ma petite,” he pa-
thetically growled in bhis deep hass
volee; “shot like a dog at sunrise to-
niorrow.”

Allee kissed M. Roussillon’s rongh
cheek ouce more and sprang to her
feet faelng Hamlilton,

“You are not such a flend and hrute
as to Kkill Papa Itonssillen.” she erisd
“Why do you want to Injure my poor.
good pupn ¥ .

“l belleve you are the goung lndy
that stole the ag¥' Hamilton remark-
o, siling contemptuonsly.

Blie looked ut him with a swift flash
of Indignation us be uottered these
wordls.

I could not sten |
I helpedd to make
thet fag. 1t was named after me. 1|
took it becanse it was mine, You |
anderstund mwe, monsieor.”

“Tell where it Is and your father's |
Ufe x1ll be spored.”

Blie glineed at M, Roussilion,

“No, Allee,”" smad he with a pathetle-
ally futile effort to make a fine ges- |
ture, “dun’t do i, 1 s brave enough
o dle, You would pot bave me act
the coward.”

No anlooker would hiave even remote-
ly suspected the fact that M. Roussil-
lon had chanced to overhear a conver-
gatlon between IHMopmilton and Farns-
worth, In which Hiumilton statisl that
he really did not Intend to hart M.
Roussillon In any event; he merely pur- |
posed 1o hnmilinte the “big wind bag!™

“Al, no; let me die bravely for hon-

“1 am not a thief.

1 fear death far less thah |

Iel They cnn shioof we, my ltile

(13 thes eannot break my promd

pirit He tried to strike his b t
over his heart.

1’ i ronld e Just as
let 1 1id Homilton g
! I y 't
faney thot he's of much v the
community at best. He'll i 1 ol
target for a squad, apd we peed an ¢x-
ample,"”

“Lio you mean it? You ngly English
brate.  Would you munder hiin?*' Bhe
stamped hier fool.

“Not Il T get that fing betweon now

and sundown. Otherwize 1 shall cer-

o

T

.

.

“Why do gow wand to dnjure my poor,
good g™

talnly bave him shot. It iz all in your
hands, mademoiselle. You ean tell me
where the flag 8" Tamilton smiled
aenin with exquisite cruelty.

Furpsworth by gazing ll[um|
Alice In open adwiration. Her pres-
ence bad power In it to which he was
very suscoptible,

“You look like n low, dishonoralile,
gonlless tyrant,” she said to Hamilton,
“aml If you get my flug how shall [
know that you will keep your promise
nud let Papn Roussillon go free?”

“I am sorry to say that you will
bave to trust me, unless you'll take
Captaln Farnsworth for security. The
captuin is o gentleman, I assare you.
Will you stind goml for my verncity
anid sineerity, Caplain Farnsworth ¥

The young man smiled and bowed.

# Alice felt the irony, amd her perfectly
frank nature preferred to trust rather
than dixtrust the sincerity of others,
She looked st Farnsworth, who smiled
enconragingly.

“The MHag is
floor,” she said.

“Under the chureh floor?”

“No, under the floor of his bouse,”

“Where Is his house?”

Bhe gave full directions how to reach
it

“Untle the prisoner,” Hamilton or-
dered, and {t was quickly done, “M.
Roussilion, 1 congratulate you npon
FOur narrow escape.  Go to the priest's
house, monsieur, ant bring me that
flag. It would be well, [ assure you,
not to be very long about It. Captain
Farnsworth, you will send a gunrd
with M. Roussillon, a guard of honor,
fitting his official dignity, a corporal
and two men.  The bonorable mayor
of this lmportant city should not go
alone upon so lwportant an errand. e
must have his attendants.”

“Permit me to go myself and get
1t said Alice. “I ean do it quickly.
May I, please, monsienr?”

Hamilton looked sharply at her,

“Why, certalnly, mademolselle,
tainly. Captain Farpsworth, you
escort the young lady."

“It 18 not necessary, monsiour."”

“Oh, yes, It I8 necessary, my dear
young lady, very necessary; so let's
not have further words. I'll try to
entertain his honor, the mayor, while
you go and get the flag. 1 feel sure,
mademolselle, that you'll return with
it In a few minutes. But you must
not go alone,”

Allce set forth immediately, and

atood

under Father DBerot's

oer-
will

| Stamd,

| Give the ainrm

| Mereulean buflet, a

[ fall.

FArNSWOrtn, try as nard s e woina,
could never reach ber side. so swift
was her galt.

When they arrived at Father Beret's
enbin, she turned and said with im-
perions severity:

“Don’t you come In. You stay out
here. 1’11 get it in a minute.”

Furnsworth ebeyed her command.

The door wus wide open, but Father
Beret was npt inside; he had gone to
soe u siek child in the outskirts of the
village. Allce looked about amnd hesi-
tated. She knew the very puncheon
thiat coversd the flug, but she shrank

from lifting it. There seemed nothing |

else to do. however; so. after =some
trouble with herself, she knelt upon the
floor and turned the heavy slab over
with a great thump. The tlag did not
appear.  She peeped voder the other
puncheons. It was not there. The
only thing visible was a lttle ball n;
puper fraguwents oot larger than up
gL,

Farnsworidh heard her utter a low
ery of surprise or dismay, and was on
the polnt of going o when Fathee
Beret, coming aroumd the corner of the
cabin, confronted bhim. The meeting
wins 80 sudden and unexpectsd that

| both men recolled slghtly, and then,
| with a mutual start, saluted,

“1 enme with a young lady to get the

flag” sald Farnsworth. “She 5 in- |
glde. 1 hope there is no seriouns in-
trusion. She gays the flag Is ].lilllll'nj

under your floor,™

Father Beret sald nothing, but frown-
ing as If much uannoyed, stepped
through the doorway to Allce's side,
und stooping where she koelt, lnid a
hand on her shoulder ns she glanced
up and recognized him,

“What are you doing, my ehlld

“Oh, futher, whore Is the flag?
wag all that she counld say.
the Nug?”

“Why, Isn't It there?”

“No, you see it isn't there!

is It

It

Where

ns If dumfounded,

vacanl space uncovered

e priest stoml
azing into the
)y the punclhecn.

# 1t gone? Has sumie one taken it

- y -
ey turned up all the floor to no

avall' La bannlere ' Allee Roussillon
had disappeared and Captain  Farnps-
worth went forthwith to report the |
fuct to Lis communder, When be

reached the shed at the angle of the
fort he fouwmd Governor Humditon sit-
ting stupid and dazed on the ground.
Oue jaw was inflamed amd swollen
and an eye was hall closed and bloml-
shot. He turied his bead with a pain-
ful, Irregular motion ‘und his  chin
Bngeed.

Furnsworth sprang to him and lifted
him to his feet, but he could searcely
He lHeked his lps clumsily.

“What is the matter? What hurts
youy

The governor rabbed his forehend,
trying to recollect,

e siruck me,” he presently said
with diffienlty. “He hit me with his
fist. Where—where is he?”

“Who*"

“Thut big French ldiot—that Rous-
slllon. Go after him, take him, shoot
him—qnick! [ have been stunned. |
don’t know how long Lhe's been gone.
do something!”

Haomilton, as e gnthered bis wits
together, began to foam with rage, nmd
his passion zave bis braised aud swoll-
en face a terribie look.

The story was short and may be
guickly told. M. Roussillon hnd taken
advantage of the flrst foment when
Le aud Hamllton were left alone, Ope
swinging smazh of
his enormous tist on the point of the
governor's jaw, and then be walked out
of the fort nnchallenged, doubtless on
acconnt of bis lordly and masterful alr.

“ZUT! he exclulmed, shaking Llmself
and llting his shotulders when he hind
pissedd beyond bearing of the sentinel
at the gate. “Zif! 1 ean punch a
good stif stroke yot, M. le Gonverneur,
Al zHI!™ amld e blew like a porpoise.

Every effort was promptly made to
recapture M. Roossilion, but his dis-
appearniee was absolute, Even the
reward ofercd for his sealp by Ham-
flton only guve the Indians great trou-
ble: they eould not find the man.

Such o begloning of his adminlstra-
tlon of affairs at Vincennes did not put
Hamilton igto o good humor. Tle was
overbearing and irnseilile at best, and
under the Irritation of small but ex-
cecdingly unpleasant experlences he
made life well nigh unendurable to
those upon whom his dislike ehaneed to
Beverley quickly felt that it was
going to be very difficult for him and
Hamilton to get along ngreeably. With
Helm it was quite different; smoking,
drinking, playing cards, telling good
stories—Iin a word, rade and not infre.
quently beisterous conviviality drew
him and the commandant together,

Under Captain Farnsworth's imme-
dlate supervision the fort was soon In
excellent repair and a large blockhouse
and comfortable quarters for the men
were bullt.  Every day added to the
strength of the works and tu the jm-
portance of the post as a strategle po-
gition for the advance guard of the
British army.

Hamilton was ambitions to prove
himself conspicuously valuable to his
country. He was dreaming vast dreams
and laying large plans. The Indians
were soon anxions to gain his favor,
and to bind them securely to him he
offered liberal pay in rum and fire-
arms, blankets, trinkets and ammuni-
tion for the sealps of rebels, He kept
this as secret as possible from his pris-
oners, hut Beverley soon suspected that
a “traffic in hnir,” s the terrible busi-
ness bad been named, was golng on,
Savages came In from far away with
sealpe yet scarcely dry dangling at
thelr belts. It made the young Vire
ginlan’s blood chiil in his heart, and

he regretted that he had given Hamil- |

ton his parole of honor not to mttempt
to escape,

Among the Iodians oceaslonally re-
porting to Hamilton with their ghastly

“Where is |

[T T3 g R

DUE YRINAME TTOPNIES WaS LOng Han.
who slipped into the fort and out again
rather warlly, not having wueh conti-
dence In thase Frenchmen who lud
once upon a time given Lim a mew-
orable run for his life,

Winter shut down, not cold. bnt
damp, chungeable, raw. The work on
the fort was nearly coupleted, and
Rene de itonville would have soon bevn
relleved of his servile and exaspernt-
iug employment under the Irish eor-
poral, but just at the point of thue
when only a few duys’ work remaln d
far iim Le becume furions, on wecount
of an Insulting remark, and struck the
corporal over the head with a hand-
spike. This bappensd in a wood some
miles from town, where he was loading
logs upon a sled. There chanced to
be no third person present when the
deed was done, and 2ome hours passed
before they found the aificer quite cold
and stiff beslde the sled. His head
was crushed to a pulp.

Hamilton, now thoroughly exaspes-
nted, began to look uwpon the French
inhabitants of Vincennes as ull like
M. Roussillon and Repe—but walting
for an epportunity to strike him una-
wiires, He inereased his military vig-
Hlance, ordered the towa patrolled day
and night, and forbade public gather-
ings of the gitizens, while at the same
time he forcod them to furnish bim a
large amount of provisions.

When little Adrienne Bourcler heard
of Rene's terrible act, followed by his
successful escape to the woods and of
the tempting reward offersd by Hiomil-
ton for his scalp, she ran to Roussilion
place well nigh erazed with excitement,
She had always depended upon Aliee
for advice, enconrngement and e¢omfort
in ber troubles, but In the preseut case
there was not much that her friend
could do to chieer her. With M. Rous-
sillon and Bene both fugitives, tracked
by wily savages, a price on their heads,
while every day added pew dangers to
the French inbabitants of Vincennes,
no rosy view could possibly be taken
of the situntion. Alice did her best,
however, to strengibhen her little
fricud's faith In o bappy outeome, She
quoted whiat she considered unimpeach-
able authority to support her optimistie
argument,

“Lientenant Peverley says that the
Americans will be sure to drive Hamil-
ton out of Vincennes or capture him,
| Probably they not very far
away now, and Rene may join them
| and come back to bhelp punish these
| brata) Englishmen. Don't you wish he
| would, Adrienne? Wouldn't it be ro-
! muntic?’

“He's armed; I know that,”

Adrienne, brightening a little. “and
|I:e‘s brave, Alice; brave as can be, He
| eame right back into town the other
| night and got his gun and pistels, He
was at our house, too, and, oh'—

She burst outerying again. Adrienne’'s
!simple heart could not grasp the ro-
| mantie eriterfon with which Alice was
wount to measure action. Iler mind
was single, hupulsive, narrow and di-
rect in all its movements. She loved,
hated, desired, caressed, repuised not

are =i

sald

|
|
i
‘.fur any aselenable reason oy
!ur more lminous than “becains
| adored Rene afid wanted him near her.
| “*Why couldn’t he be quiet and g«
I_\‘mlr man, Lleutenant Beverley, did
| sle erled In o sudden change of mowd,
| the tears streaming down her cheeks.
|"I.ivu:.»|mrat Beverley surrendered and
took the consequences.  He didn't kil
I somebody and run off to be hnnted like
la bear. No wonder you're happy.
I Allee, 1'd be happy, too, I Rene were
[ here and cnme to spend balf of every
|du_\- with me. 1"—

“Why. what a sllly girl you are!”
| Allce exelaimed, her face
prettily. “How foolish you prattle!
I'm sure T don't trouble myself about
Lieutenant Beverley. What put such
nbsurd  nonsense  into your head.
Adrienne?”

“Because, that's what, and youn know
ft's so too. You love him just ns much
a8 [ love Reue, and that's just all the
love in the world, and you needn't
deny it, Alice Roussillon!™

Alice lauglid and bugged the wee,
brown faced mite of a girl antll she
almost smothersd her,

It was growing dusk when Adrienne
left Roussilion place to go home. The
wipd cut leily neross the commons and
moaned as it whirled around the eabins
| and eattle sheds. She ran briskly,

* Bhe

£ )"
“Oh, Father Beret! Help mel™
muffled in a wrap, partly through fear
nnd partly to keep warm, and had gone
two-thirds of her way when she was

brought to an abrupt stop by the arms
of & wan. She screamed sharply, and

T .

-

“you Jump ke a rapmr, my
darling! Why, what a lively little
chick of a girl it st

Adrieune seresmed and  struggled
recklessly.

“Now, dou't rouse up the town™
conxed the captain. He was just drunk
enough to be quite n fool, yet suffl-
clently sober to lmagine himself the
most proper person in the world, *“1
don't mean you any barm, made-
moiselle, I'll just see you safe home,
you know:; 'scort you to your residence,
Come on, now—that's a good girl”

Father Beret hurried to the spot, and
when in the deepening gloom he saw
Adrienne flinging herself violently this
way aod tlat, helplessly trying to es-
cape from the clasp of a wman, he did
to perfection what a priest Is supposed
to be the least fitted to do.  Indeed,
considering his age and leaving his vo-
catipn out of the reckoning, his per-
formance was amazing. 1t {8 not cer-
tain that the blow dealt upon Govern-

or Hamilton's Jaw by M. Roussillon
wus a stilfer one than that sent
strulght from the priest’s shouider
rlght into the short ribs of Captaln
Furngworth, who thereupon released a
mighty grunt and donbled himself up,

Adrienne recognized ber assajlant at
the first and used his name freely dor-
ing the struggle, When Father Beret
appenred she eried out o hi®re

“(h, Father—Father ite.ot! Help mel
Help me!™

When Farnsworth recovered from the
breath expelling shock of the jab in his
gllde and got bimself once mere in a
vertical position, both girl and priest
were gone, He looked this way and
that, rapidly becoming sober ond be-
eltining to wonder how the thing ~ould
have happened so easily. His ribs Jelt
as if they bad been kit with a heavy
hammer.

“By Jove!” he muttered all to him-
solf.  “The old prayer singing heathen!
By Jove!” And with this very brilliant
and relevant abservation he rubbed his
sore slde and went his way to the fort,

(To be Continued Next Week.)

Every woman knows a thing
or two; a thing being another
woman who looks better in abat
trimmerd the same way.

Women are all things to each
other, if not to all men.

Women know all things in dif
ferent ways. Thus we have the
kissing acquaintance, the speak-
ing acquaintance, and the glar-
ing acquaintacce  amongst
women,

Herbert Spencer maintained
things are unknowable. But the
horizon of one who was not
only a philogopher, but lived 83
years wiithout arrying, was
necessarily limited, —Ex.
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(Nothing Equal to Chamberlain’s
Colic, Cheolera and Diarrhoea
Remeay 1tor Bowel Com-
plaints in Children.

| “*We have used Chamberlaie's Colie,
Cholers and DMarrhiocs Hemedy inour
family for years,” says Mra. J. B. Cooke,
| of Nederlands, Uexas. “We have given
it to all of our ehildren. We have used
other medicines for the same purpose.
| but mever found anything to cqual
| Chemberluin’s  If you will use it as
directed it will slways cuare,” Forsale by
Hood Bros, Selma Dmg Co. Benson
Drug Ce,

Send by Inclosed Girl,

An East Side druggist is pre-
paring a unique scrap book. It
contains the written orders are
both eurious and amusing. Here
jare some that are copied frow
| the originals

“1l have a cute pain in my
rhild’s diagram, Please give my
son something to release iv,””

“Dear Doecher, }nlvuuvgif bearer
five sense worse of Auntie Toxyn
for baby’s throat and obleage!”

“My little baby has eat up its
father's parrisn plaster send an
ancedote quick as possible by
inelosed girl.”

“This child is my litttle girl. 1
send you five cent to buy two
siteless powders for a groan up
adult who 18 sike.”

“You will please give the lettle
boi five cents worth of epicac for
to throw up in a five months old
babe, N, B.—The babe has a
sore stummick.”

“I haf a hot time in my inside
and which I wood like iv to beex-
tinguished. What is good for to
extinguish it? The inclosed
money is the price of the extin-
guisher, Hurry please "—Ex,

“DO 1T TODAY,"

The time-worn injunction, “Never put
off 'til tomorrow what you ean do to-
day,” is now gemmll,r presentod in this
form: ‘Do it today!”" That is the terse
advice we want to give you about that
hacking cough nrdomnmlislnreold with
which you have been stroggling for sev-
ernl days, perhaps weeks, Take some
reliable remedy for it Tobay—and let

that remedy be Dr. Boschee's German
Bg}ﬂlp, which hns been in use for over
thirty-five years, A fow doses oi it will

undoubtedly relieve your cough or cold
and its continued use for o few daps will
cure you compietely, No matter how
deep-seated your cough, even if dread
consumption has attacked Tungs,

German Byrup will surely . cure—

as it has done before in of

Hﬂ hopeless cnses of lung treul
ew

1 bott; regular size; The.
At Hood Bmﬁﬁm i




