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It seemed plllfuly unkind when 1
‘was old enough to feel the slurs of
fortune, for my comrades and friends
—my brothers more than anyone—to
nickname me “Sorrel” because of the
color_of my hair! ’

For elrl this wlin-a sore subject to

- rylng dpell” have I had

& o that and the laughter of my
tless companlons. Everyone
called me Sorrel. My own name,
as 5o seldom spoken 1 falled

Wa went up to the country early
that summer, for it was unusually
warm and s restless for the Yree
life and exercfie to which I owed my
perfect health. .

“I shall bave Sldney Burnett up this
summer,” Tom declared as decidedly
as I in the laying of plans. "He was
awfully good to me, you know, when 1
was down in the dumps that time at
college, and during our summering to-
gother last symmer.”

The weailier was divine; for the
first two weeks we simply reveled tn
the freedom and open life. Then Tom's
friend came, and I liked him from the
first because he hid been so good\to
Tom. He was big and broad-shoul-
dered and stern at  times, with his
clear gray soul,

embankment, and then leaped! He
was thoroughly trained for the fleld,
or 1 .think we would both have beea
| fnstantly killed; but he only stumbled
in gaining his footing, and threw me
jashing off unharmed himself:

T telb 1t as though I knew ft, but
this is as it was-told me later. In
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reality, T was-ipcipable of thought ot
feeling; only the sound of that scorm |
ful voice withoit the words It uttered |
deadened all else. 1 fainted when i|
thrown, striking a stump with my
head, and would have been killed, the;
sald, but for my heavy, loosened Hair.
It was two weeks later that I re|
gained my senses, and not until I was
stronger did 1 learn how ill I had beea, |
how near o death’s door, and how
was only my hair that saved me in the
fall. Inez bad gone, they told me
evasiely, when | asked for her, and
Tom'esfriend would have gone to one |
of the houses ju the village had they
listened to auy such nonsense. But{
When 1 was strong enough to be car-
rled dowa to the parlor and set among
& plle of cushions in my favorite
Jounging chair beside the cheery wood
fire om the hearth—for the days were
chilly—Tom's friend came to me.

Everyone had unaccountably left the
|

o
and no smillfg of the mouth under the
brown mustache.

Inez was my spectal chum at school,
and when we parted the day. after |
graduation she promised me a month
at the end of summer, and she did not
forget. We corresponded, of cour
and 1 told her bf Tom's friend aiong
with the rest of my brothers, and of
our pleasant life In the old country
house, 0 that when she camo she
kuew our routine prefty thorpughly
But In her letters not a hint did she
give that she .and Tom and Tom's
friend were not strangers!

She was a beautiful girl, tall and
willowy, with large, soft black eyes
and an abundance of black hair al-
ways becomingly arranged, and I did
not wonder that Tom and Tom’s friend
started when they saw her, for I had
simply told them of her as Inez, my
chum at school, and 1 met her at the
station and brought her home In my
dogcart while they were oft on the

' bills, and coming in late to dinuer,
their eyes fell upon ber, cool, qulet,
beautiful, sitting opposite me, and
they started visibly, pallng a trifle

Then Tom bit his Up and Mr. Burnett
frowned and the stern expression |
came around his mouth, each bowing |
with cold -politeness in recognition of
the Introduction, as she lifted her |
magnificent eyes straight to theirs for |
one brief minute, smiling softly, mur-
muring in her exquisite voice how odd |
it was that they should meet again |
this summer In their summering!
Neither ‘smiled in answer, thouzh |
wondered how they could remain 80 |
stolidly cold to ber.

“Why dida’t you, tell me you knew
them?” I demauded half angrily, as
we 3100d In the shadows of the plazza
vines,

8he laughed lightly; her laughter
like music In the soft silerice as she
sald, tapping my cheek with the deep
red rose in her hand:

“It fsn't a tragedy, Sorrel; don't
look so cross at me! They helped
“make last summer pass pleasantly,
that is all. Only, my dearest,” and
there was an inscrutable tone in her
voice, her black eyes burning Into
mine through the- dusk, “don’t lose
your heart to your brother's friend.
Great Mogul as he Is, he lsn't worthy
that!” and she laughed again.

Tom's friend was unusually gay, |
treating my beautiful Inez as doubt. |
less he woilld have treated any casual |
aequaintance in the house of a friend,
while Dick and Ned tried their wits
upon her, appearing to adore her
mutually from the first; and I was
oo hopelessly healthy to degenerate
at once Into a “lovelorn maiden,
with spirits happy and heart strong
1 set my wits against hers, astonish.
ing even myself with my brilliance.
For with the heart of a healthy girl |
belleved I loved Inez truly, and 1t
‘Tom's friend—but there I always end-
1 never allgwed more minute
reasoning.

The month was nearly over wh
suddenly the web of mystery unsl::
for me lnd‘lhan as suddenly broke.

We were out on a canter through the
hills, the boys, Tom's lrlend‘ my
friend and 1, and my flery chestnut.
Katahdin’s blood belng up, we_dashed
on and away from the others reckless-
ly, thoughtlessly, delightfully, my hair
becoming undone, tumbling down over
my shoulders in all its heavy welght
of color. Then, with a merry thought
& my Anhow“&li} of winning the
race go far ahead, I wheeled Katahdin
and rode back more sedately.

- The turf was soft and thick and my

ree made no noise save the dead
crush of“the grass as we passed so
slowly back, when presently besidc a
wood flanking a deep embankment,
the sound of volces came to my ears,
and 1 drew rein to call if it were any
of our party. But at that instant the

of To's friend stirred the quiet |-
An“d"my ‘olce was hushed, not in
o o.L,, out stunned by sudden
hw'led
| "You say 1t Is nothing to me it you
to come here to visit your
friend! Your friend!” Was It 'scorn
©of het or of me In'his voice? I felt
myself turning to stone, yct could only
listen. there aught of her to com-
pare with you that you should call her
that?  After last summer—I answer
_you frankly—I do not see how you'
_fould descend to coming here. How
"you could dare to come! You knew
perfectly well whom you, would meet,
‘whom you must see day after day,
:‘Iﬁlhnlmy we three hln

‘m 1 turned deat or hllud or
t 1

| tered.

married.
‘To keep a race horse costs $2,500 »
Yyear,

ALl
Sound of Voices Came to My Ears.

and I was alone when he en

I held out my hand gravely,
withont a word, and although he took
it as gravely; he also stooped and
touched my Hair with his lips.

And then, like a silly child, T was
sobbing on his shoulder and he was
telling me the story 1 bad waited so
long to hear.

Then I told him how my accident
had occurred, and he In turn told' me,
something of my school friend 1 had
never dreame

Inez—my beautifal, Inez—had lured
my brother on  during their summer-
ing a year before, and had then
laughed at him in her soft, low, mu
sical volce when he made known his
heart, and it bad gone hard with him
at first; but she treated a mutual
friend of theirs In the same way,
only he had not To —and a
pistol bullet was e ald, and

ard that had turned wy
ation to' hatred of the

room,

Tom's Infat

| beautiful girl-woman, who also tried

ber arts on this brave friend of his
without suc 8.

“Tom was 100 noble for her!"
friend finished frankly, “and I had not
met you then, Sorgel, but her treach
ery kept me safe! I had not met you,
my sweet little girl, without whom the
house is dark and silent.”

“And without my hair!” I added
presently, with an attempt, at sauci-
ness, but there were tears it my eyes
as well. “A poor little ‘strawberry
blonde’ to match with her exquisite

his

he sald imperatively. “You
are not to speak so of yourself, Sor.
rel—It lsn't respectful to me; and if it
hadn’t been for your hair-

“If it hadn’t been for my halr—" I
added, taking up the pause. But we
never finished the sentence.

So 1 was engaged ere I “came out,”
though I would not listen to a wedding
under two years, nor would mother

and the rest. As for Inez, I have never
seen her from that day, for

she re-

am certain that Tom ha. no paln in
the memory of thelr summer, save the
recollection of the sad little tragedy
of the ending of a life under her
falsity, for Tom never loved her i
spite of her exquisite bLeauty—he
could not love such a wo! !

AND HE WONDERED.

She—I lnlcnd to share all
cares, d
H.—But. my pet, I have no cares.
mean, dear, after we are

your

ASESEIC S

,all more or

ried Jong enough to give up her music
when “Rosalle, the Prairic Flower”
(words by the same author) had all

u- |

“Gentle Annfe”

more because she was “gone t0o,

'though “Fair Eulalie” appeared some-

times as a spirlt robed in white.

We had not long given up weeping
“Little Blossom's’ ‘when

at

“Sweet Belle Mahone” went to wait |

for her lover (captious critics had It
that she waited in vain) at heaven's
gate. While “Katie Darling” was still
belng mourned for the angels began |
tp clear the way for “Nellle Gray's”
faithful affanced to join her up above.
“Kate Darling” had probably a longer
season of belleship than any other |
dead girl, but she was closely followed
by Miss Crosby" -

The little beauty, “Helle Brandon,”
was another young person of the
“Pralrie Flower” genus, but in spite
of her early grave she was never so

| popular as were some of her rivals.

To be sure, the old songs were some-
what niminy-pimimy and they were
doletul to a degree,
they were what the young people cried
for In those days and they were doubt-
less unobjectionaple. The words were
lesk of the “Mary in
Heaven” order of verse, and surely
Burns was at his best when he lay on
the grass, fwatching “yon
star” and dreaming of one without the
memory of whom he had, perhaps,
never been a truo puct.

Not According § Creed.

It often takes the mirror of anoth-
er's opinlon to show up the inconsis- |
te ur‘(I,! of priactice. The Idea that
looth stiould bé assoctated with death
in the mind lighted by the hopeful
torch of Christianity seemed a strange
thing to the young Indian girl men-
toned n a book on “Tho Indian
Alps

fem-sahib,” asked she, “why do

you wear those sad colors? I don't
like them.”
“I am in mourning, Lattoo. It is

the custom of English ladies.”

“But black fs
mem-sahib, and
when you dle
once. Then why not be glad for your
friends who die, and wear colors such
as we'see in birds and flowers, and
falling water whem the sun shines?
God doesu’t make your colors. Ah, |
well, Christians are strange people,
Youth's Companion.

s of Clothing.

An interesting experiment, made 1o
June by a physician. proved conclu-
sively that for the sake of coolne
« white should be worn in hot

Heat T

sad out In an fo-
a large plece of white
r of dark yellow, another
»f Ijzht green, another of dark green,
anofher of blue and

THen, with the help of six thermom-
ctecd, he made the following table of
the various heats which each color re-
ceived from the sunlight:
degrees;, dark yellow, 140 degre
light green, 155 degrees; dark green,
168 degrees; blue, 198 degrees; black,
208 degrees.

Thus the physician proved that in
July or August the man in white is a
litle less than twice as cool as the

(]U . anotk

man in blue and a little more than |

twice as cool as the man in black.

Carpet of Ivory.

The carpet, at a distance, seemed
Jf cream-colored silk, but as the In-
dian merchant unrolled it. it rattled
slightly, for it was a carpet of ivory.

“An Ivory carpet,” said the sallow
and thin dealer. "It does nat belong to
me, but to a certaln rajah. He has
commissioned me
your millionaires, whose. wealth and
liberality are world-renowned.”

The carpet, though very heavy, was
quite flexible. It glistened like satin
It was elght feet long and six feet
wide.

r 6.000 pounds of tusks were re-

d for this carpet,” ‘said the In-
“Only the finest parts could
ised.  The strips were

thin. See how lexi

are

“But three such chrpets exist, and
they all belong to India. The L
and best is in the treasury of the
Maharajah of Boroda.”

Treasures of Herculaneum.

What is in He
ologists have long

casures would pros -

numerous valuable than

unearthed at Pompeil if they

10 only be reached. But they are

to uncover, and
Public Interest

ore difficult

also
hence more expensive.
in Eusope has been directed to the
matter sufficiently to have Sig. Rava,
minister of public instruction in Italy,
| prepare a bill providing $100,000 for

the purpose of removing houses form-
ing the modérn town of Resina, which
is located above Herculaneum, and an
appropriation of $3,000 a year for
actual excavation work,

At the Theater.
“So that's the actress who was kid
ped the other night??
“Yes.
“I can understand the management's
putting up such a job, but why did
they permit her to be b Backr

wouldn't come any 1

but, nevertheless, |

lingertng |

tha color of night, |

another of black. |

White, 100 |

to sell it to one of |

mystic expression seemed to have
strange fascination for most ot ,t.h-
citizens. .

“Finally 1

front of the county courthouse, and a:

I worked the pump bandle I thought I |
would find out what an old ‘negro
leaning against a tree nearby would
say.

ncle,’ 1 said, ‘s this good wa-

he replied, with enthusi-
asm. ‘W'y, sah, dat water is done been
| scanlyzed an’ found ter be ba't hyra-
phoby, sahr!”

TNOUGHT CHILD WOULD DIE.

Whole Body Covered with Cuban ltch
| —Cuticura Remedies Cured at Cost
| of SeventyFive Centa.
| “My uttte boy, when only"an fatant
|of three months, caught the' Cuban
Itch. Sores broke out from his h
| to the bottom of his feet. He would
itch and claw himself and cry all the
[time. He could not sleep day or nigdt,
| and a light dress is all he coald wear.
|1 called one of our best doctors to
treat him, but he seemed to get worse.
‘lle suffered o terribly that my hus-
band sald he believed he would have
to die. I had almost given up hope
when a lady friend told me to try the
Cuticura Remedies. 1 used the Cuti-
cura Soap and applied the Cuticura
| Ointment and he at once fell into a
sleep, and be slept with ease for the
| first time since two months. After
three applications the sores began to
| dry up, and in just two weeks from the
day I commenced to use the Cuticura
| Remedies my baby was entirely well.
| The treatment only cost 75c, and I
| would have gladly paid $100 if I could
| not have got it cheaper. I feel'safe in
saying that the Cuticura Remedies
| saved his life. He is now a boy of five
years. Mrs. Zana Miller, Unlon City,
R. F. D. No. 1, Branch Co., Mich., May
|17, 1906.

.ONE CAUSE FON SATISFACTION,

| Drummer  Found Something Good
| Even in Railroad Accident.

A state senator of New York says ho
was ridivg In the smoking car on a
little one-track road in the northern
part of the state two weeks ago, and

in the seat in front of him sat a jew:
elry drumm

Il- was one of th
nyone-get-the-
Presently
| the train stopped to take water and
the conductor neglected to send back
a flagman. A limited express, running
at the rate of ten miles an hour, came
‘nhmx and bumped the rear end of the
The drummer was lifted
head first,
silk hat

r.

| firsttrain.
from his seat and pitched,
against the scat ahead. Hi;
was jammed clear down over his ears.

| He picked himself up and settled back

|in his seat. No bones had

|broken. Then he pulled off his hat,
drew a long breath and, stralghtening
up, sals fully ge l" Well, they didn't

get by us, anyway!

SORRY HE SPOKE.

| Hubby—Just look at that idlot, Fitz-
| fones, what a charming, amiable wife
| he has—seems to me all the biggest

fools get hold of the prettiest women'
|  Wifey—You're right, nobody knows
[ that better than I do.

Not for That Kind of Fire.
| The Edmonton firemen are com-
plaining about people sending in
| alarms from the new boxes by trying
to post letters in them. A young fel-
low was noticed the other day gazing
lovingly at a letter as he stood on the
street corner. After fondling it for a
moment, he went up to a fire alarm
box and tried to get it inside. A pass-
erby, who had been watching him,
however, intervened: “I know your
heart's on fire,” he observed, “but I

y | think you had better use the box at

| the next corner.”
| $100 Reward, $100.

he readers of this paper

A Nonbeliever,
" sald the old lld] “I don’t be-
of good.
“I'm surprised to L»u you say that,”
rejoined the physician.
“Well,” continued the old lady, “I've
got good grounds for mY Bombelief. My
| brother was vaccinated he was a
| boy and two weeks later be fell out of
| a tree and was killed
|

FILES CURED 1 -roun‘",
lmolml'l‘ o ire o7 oo

the town |
pump . the middle of he sauare ta | fanchise fra

ty after being cured.

The most successful and rellable

institute for the of thi

| aflment is located at Grand Rapids. |
and

Leslie |

Mich: By virtwe of a contract
ed in 1§91 by

E. Keeley Co. of Dwight, Ills.
| administer the only original secret |
remedy known as the Keeley Cure in
the State of Michigan.

Those Interested may obtain a copy |
of the law and detalled Information b
writing the Keeley Cure, 554 Wealthy
Ave., Grand Rapids. Mich., or consult-
ing the nearest supervisor.

NOT TO BE TAKEN LITERALLY. |

Colored .Deacon’s Prayer a Wonder of
Poetic Imagery.

“Between emotionalism and formal-
ism in religlon,” says a Washington
clergyman, “there is a golden mean—
a reflection that came to me zecently
upon the conclusion of my remarks to

eadq & colored congregation in Richmoud. gope.

“I had invited an aged deacon to
offer prayer. ‘Oh, Lord, prayed he,
‘gib dls pore brudder de eye of de
eagle, dat he spy out sin afar off
Glue his hands to de gospel plow. Tie
his tongue to de line of truf. Nail his
Jere to de gospel pole. Bow bis head

down between his knees, oh
Lord, an' fix his knees * own in
some lonesome, dark and narrer val
ley, where prayer is much wanted to
made. ‘Noint him wif de kerose:
tle of salvashun, an’ set him on fire

NOT WHAT HE MEANT. |

“Iam delighted to see you! It seems
good to see old faces again.”
You mean thing

A

A Richmond housekeeper had occa-
sion many times to employ a certaln
odd character of the town known as
Aunt Cecilia Cromwell

The old woman had not been seen
in the vicinity of the house for a long
time until recently, when the lady of
the house said to her:

Why

“Good morning. Aunt Cecilla,
aren’t you washing nowaday |
“It's dis way, Miss Annie, rv‘plled

Aunt Cecilia, indulgently, “I's been out
o' wuhk so long dat now when I could

been \wubk | fnds I's done lost mah taste

it."—Lippincott’s.

Knew What Was Coming to Him.

A man \\lm died recently in the
north of England and had been Jiving
a dishonest life, under the cloak of
religion, wishing to pose as ‘a  good
man to the last, sald to those around
him:

All Is bright before me."

“Aye,” sald one of those present,
whony he“had swindled out of a sum
of money, * caut ten minnits
theauw'll be near enoof to sce th'

The Only Way.
assidy—Ah! well, no wan kin pre-

vint wat's past an’ gone.

Casey—Ye could if ye only
quick enough.

Cassidy—Go 'long, man! how could
yer?

Casey—Stop it before it happens.

acted

FITS, St. Vitus Dance and all Nervous
Diseases permanently cured by Dr. Khue's
Great Nerve Restorer. Send for Free $2.00
trial bottle and treati 7 H Kline,

-, 1 Arch St | P'ﬁmdelphu, Pa.

It is wonderful ‘hu strength of pur
pose and energy and boldness of will
are roused by the simple assurance
‘hat we are doing our duty.—Scott.

For Over Half a Century |
Brown's Bropchial Troches have been
unexcelled as a cure for hoarsenes:
coughs ard sore throat.

Business offices are being put
farther heavenward because ground
costs so much.

oN E “BRO NE”
That o LAKATIVR mumn CININE ook for
signaiure of OVE Used the World

i & cola'la Une ey, Ex.

After coaxing a.girl to sing a man Is
apt to wish he hadn't.

SEp7
n..q,,uts [

they | Belghbor's chickens?" asked one nm
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SICK HEAIIQQ!!E
CARTE s“ﬁb’f-m

“Afe "you sull troibled by

bﬂufu-i’
ugemnne

of another.

“Not a blt.” was the anewer. “They Syrupﬂ'gs-
are kept shut up now.” ‘
“How did you manage it?"
“Why, every night 1put w lot ot
eggs In the grass very carefully, and F
every morning, when my neighbor was
looking, 1 went out and brought them pr

What Are We Coming To?
s the room disinfected?

“Yes, mother, and 1 have sterillzed
the curtains, deodorized the furniture,
septicized all the fixtures, vaporized
the air, washed my lips in an antisep-
tie solution and-

“Have you septicized
foe?

the mistle-

horoughly, mother; everything is
Artbur s waiting now In nw

Pain
#ide, JORPID u\n

hydrogen room.” the Bowels. y Vegetable
(hen you ma; o in and let hlm
piorhen you may g0 in and sumrm. SUALL DOSE SALL PRIE,

Ganuine-Myst Bear
m Fac-Simile Signature
VER
PILLS.

Money the New Yorker's God.

An aged man famillar with the peo- |
ple of the metropolis says that noth- |
ing seems to astonish a New York
man as much as to find some desired |
purpose which cannot be accomplished | —
by money.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES,
0. 32, 190

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought

W. N. U., DETROIT, NO.

Use
For Over
Thirty Years

pcfmkndy dy for Constipe-
\ton,wsmmwnmm
‘Worms Convulsions.Feverisl
ness and LOSS OF SEEEP.

Atb months old

anuus-‘;sczmg
i B ]

NO MORE MUSTARD PLASTERS TO BLISTER

THE SCIENTIFIC AND MODERN EXTERNAL COUNTER-IRRITANT,

(apsicum-Vaseline.
EXTRACT OF THE CAYENNE
PEPPER PLANT TAKEN
DIRECTLY IN VASELINE

DON'T WAIT TILL THE PAIN
COMES—-HEEP A TUBE HANDY
A QUICK, SURE. SATE4AND ALWAYS FEADY
LLAPSIBLE TUBES MADE OF PURE TI!
DEALERS OR BY- MA]L ON RECE
A sbbstitute for a:
blister the most delicate
article are wonderful
ache and Sciatica.
irritant known. also
and all

llaying and cutative qualmu of the
acke at once, and)relieve Head-
the be. et extérnal counter-

npl A trial will prove what
4 1o be invaluable in the household and for
1'be without it. Many people say it is
pt no preparation of vaseline unless
is not genuine.
Inuv V.ulln- luk let describing
wlth 1

C Ly,
MEN, BOYS, WOMEN, MISSES AND CHILDREN.

w.
: -5 '8.5‘:’5""-‘.‘3"-:1}‘%

“ws
r..(. nh. X3 -qug
-u_n.-uu..duamu.-nu-q—-h any
CA . amped on bttom. Take Ne Sub-
ot from Tactory (o any part
LAS, B 1, Mass.

Keep CHI Trains
een’
CHICAGO ST. I.OUIS‘ KANS‘S CITY.
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