
WILLIAM ANO -MARY. 

William gaxed on -Mary Jane; > 
Longed to tell her that her eyes 

Shone like sunlit drops of rain 
Falling from enchanted skies. 

But poor William, scant of nerve, 
Sought in vain these things to say; 

.Merely managed to observe: , -
"It is rather warm to-day." ; ^ r p 

Mary Jane will ne'er suspect . •?&' 
What a wealth of sentiment 

'Flourishing, despite neglect, — 
In that trite remark was pent. & < > 

Vows as steadfast as the pole. 
Though a3 tender as the May, y 

.He is uttering from his soul, 
, When he says "It's warm to-day." 

-William tries and tries again; 
Baffled in his eloquence; . .%v.* 

Weary quite is Mary Jane f * ,'j 
Of ridiculous suspense. 

; But each time, just as of yore,. 
; All his wits grow dark and dim. 

William feels that he's a bore; 
Mary quite agrees with him. v 

—Washington Star. 
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By Susan Sayer Yarmouth. 

SHE came suddenly into his sight, 
dispelling: his brown study and in

terrupting his pipe. She stood be
yond the table, beside the door, tall 
and slight, in a white gown that 
clung to her arms and shoulders and 
Bounded waist, and swept about her 
.Oeet in heavy folds. A cross swung 
from her neek by a long silver chain, 
and she wot*e a broad-brimmed hat 
with a gauzy white veil, so her face 
was in shadow. She leaned slightly 
toward Ashe as he clutched the arms 
of his big chair and sat forward in 
amazement. 

"I am the Princess Constantia 
Gregorius," she said "gently. 

"Of—of Russia?" he asked stupidly, 
trying to fan away the haze of to
bacco smoke. 

"There are other lands," she said 
indifferently. "And not so far away." 

"Great Caesar!" he breathed, be
wildered, and his pipe dropped from 
his astonished lingers. With the 
feeling that it was the only bond be
tween him and rationality, he stooped 
to pick it up, and as he rose he 
struck his head sharply against the 
corner of the library table. Dizzy 
from the blow, he staggered to his 
feet and looked toward the door. 
She was gone, as mysteriously as she 
had come. He rushed blindly around 
the table and across the room, stum
bling over easy chairs g,nd footstools, 
and sending a revolving bookcase 
spinning round. The hall was bril
liant after the smoky library, and it 
was also empty. No trailing gown 
had turned up the edges of the rugs, 
nor could he hear any hurrying steps 
on the polished stairs. He blinked 
at the sun pouring red and purple 
through the painted window for a 
moment, and then turned back and 
sat down on the nearest chair. Good 
heavens! what a dream! Who was 
she? What was her motive in ap
pearing and announcing herself in 
that royal way? And he hadn't seen 
her face! Well, if it was as pretty 
as her figure—oh, confound his head! 
and he was still feeling of it gingerly 
too dazed to think of more than 
one thing at a time, when , he heard 
his friends cheerful whistle in the 
hall. 

"Well, old chap," said Thurston, 
coming in. 

"Phew! but that pipe of your's is a 
fright! If we don't air this room 
before the mater gets into it, your 
goose is cooked!" 

"Why, what will she do?" cried the 
other, uncertainly. 

"You'll never get another bid for 
Sunday," said the first, throwing 
open one of the windows. "Gee! I 
didn't realize how rank Cissie is get-

/ ting. Retire her, Billy, and get an
other. But say, what's - the matter 
old man? I left you composing a 
sonnet and going to sleep over it. 
What's wrong?" 

Ashe looked down at his maligned 
pipe,, and then up at his friend. 

"Say, do you suppose she thoyght 
it was rank?" he asked. 

"The mater?" said Thurston, puz
zled. "She hasn't been here already, 
has she? If so, we'd better go back 
to-night. Did she wake you up?" 

. i "No, I just dreamed it," said the 
owner of the pipe, and began to feel 
of l^is bump with a frown of pain. 
His friend looked at him for a mo
ment curiously, and then aimed a 
heavy leather cushion from the near
est Morris chair at him. 

"Wake up, you idiot!" 
"This is no sleeping car.'' 
parried the cushion. 

"Dick, has your sister 
visiting her?" he inquired 

"No," said the other. r i <: 
^ "Well, there was one here, 'any 
way," pursued Ashe. 

"One what?" demanded Thurston. 
"One princess," said the other. His 

host surveyed him in silence for a 
moment. 

"Ashe, you're crazy!" he said at 
last. "Come out and take a walk." 

Mr. Wilmerding Ashe was mn,lring 
for himself a rather neat reputation 
with "readers of current magazines 
as a writer of clever little oc9asion-
al Tcrses. Among his friends at his 
club he was considered a good fel
low, and they chose to assume that 
somewhere he kept hidden away the 
person who wrote his verses for 
him. His mother's friends approved 
ol him because he paid his calls, 

he said. 
The idiot 

a friend 

land he was chiefly famous with tho 
young ladies of his rather general 
acquaintance, as a master of arts of 
Welsh rarebitry .and badinage. But 
no one was prepared for the almost 
oriental beauty of his latest verses, 
which appeared in one of th« best 
of the monthly periodicals under 
the name of "My Lady of the Realm 
of Dreams," and which would have 
done credit to a much more ambitious 
poet than Billy Ashe. Ashe him
self thought rather well of them; he 
felt that it in some way compensated 
for the nasty knock on the head 
that the lady had been the means of 
giving him, and that he had turned 
a most perplexing dream to very 
good account. It was better than 
taking it to the Society of Psychical 
Research, which he had thought of do
ing in the vividness of his first im
pression, but six months without, 
any further developments, waking or 
sleeping, had dulled his keen con
viction of its psychic value. Mean
while a comfortable check from the 
magazine had seemed to take thd 
thing out of the province of psychic 
research. 

Ashe was a modest man, but ifot 
too much to find a little lionizing 
quite to his taste, and he went to 
afternoon teas and cotillions with By 
feeling that to-morrow would be 
someone else's day, and he must 
gather his roses while he might. So 
he entered Mrs. Foster's long draw
ing-room preparecf to smile as he lis
tened to his verses misquoted by 
fair flatterers; he retained that se
rene attitude of mind while he shook 
hands with Mrs. Foster, and not one 
minute longer. For beyond Mrs. 
Foster, and standing just outside the 
ring of light from a tall lamp, was 
the lady of his dreams, with her white 
gown that clung to her shoulders and 
rounded waist, and flared with heavy 
folds at her feet. This time she 
wore a fan on the long silver chain 
around her neck, and she had no^ 
hat nor veil, so Ashe could see that 
she was regarding him with the 
frankest interest from a pair of most 
attractive brown eyes. He flushed 
with surprise, and his remarks to 
Mrs. Foster died on his lips. She was" 
not a dream, then, his princess! A 
sudden recollection of the check from 
the "Hundred Years" made him; 

warm, and as a corollary came the 
realization of his narrow escape 
from the Society of Psychic Re
search—good heavens! 

Meanwhile Mrs. Foster was saying 
graciously, "So good of you to come, 
Mr. Ashe, and not forget your old 
friends, now you are such a celebrity. 
And to reward you, I am going to in
troduce you to a very dear young 
friend of mine, Miss Gregory, who ad
mires y&ur poems so much." And 
Ashe found himself before his prin
cess, while Mrs. Foster went on 
fluently, "Constance, my dear, this is 
Mr. Ashe," and turned to greet an
other guest. All remnants of his 
self-possession vanished at tho 
sound of the names, and interrupt
ing Miss Gregory's polite expres
sions of delight at making his ac
quaintance, Ashe asked abruptly: 

"Are you a princess?" 
She opened her brown eyes wider 

and looked at him in surprise. 
"Do—do you believe in telepathy 

a n d  a s t r a l  b o d i e s ? "  h e  w e n t a f t e r  
a moment's pause. "Or are you only 
a dream?" 

"Dear me!" said the girl. "Mrs. 
Foster said you were so nice, and 
not startling—that no one would 
know that you were a poet or any
thing else awe-inspiring, and here you 
have called me three alarming names 
in as many minutes. Is this poetic 
license. Mr. Ashe?'" 

"Did you really mind Cissy Loftus?" 
he asked anxiously. "You see she's 
my favorite pipe, but she's rather 
old, and I'm afraid she's a little too 
strong to be pleasant to strangers. 
But I didn't expect you, you know; 
when you came in so suddenly." 

The girl's face was gravely puz
zled, but her eyes looked amused. 
"I'm afraid Mrs. Foster has a mis
taken idea of you," she said with a 
shake of her head. 

"Where do you live?" Inquired 
Ashe. "When you are not in dreams, 
you know—when you are not in 
Thurston's library." 

"Well," said Miss Gregory, "I'm re
lieved. I am glad to find that I 
can at last take an intelligent in
terest in the conversation. The 
Thurston's library—risn't it a fasci
nating place?" 

"You wern't in it long enough to 
find out," objected Ashe. "And do 
you think it was quite kind o{ you 
to make me bump my head?" 

"Long enough! I've spent hours in 
Thurstons' library," said the girl in 
mock indignation. "And I never 
made you bump your head." -

"Well, perhaps not consciously," 
admitted Ashe, "but it was under 
your spell." Miss Gregory looked at 
him with a smile beginning to show 
at the corners of her mouth. 

"You are certainly casting a spell 
over me," she said. "Really, Mr. 
Ashe, I don't know what you mean— 
I'm sure I never had anything to do 
with your bumping your head, but 
I'm not sure that it wouldn't do it 
good" 

"Cruel!" said Ashe. "Well, since 
you won't admit it, let's begin again. 
I am very glad to meet you, Miss 
Gregory. Mrs. Foster is too good io 
me. Do you know your face'is very 
familiar—haven't I met you before?" 

"Mrs. Foster has been kind to me, 
too," returned Miss Gregory pret
tily. "No, Mr. Ashe, I'm sure that 
I should not have forgotten it if we 
had met before. My home is not in 
New York, and I'm not here very 
much. But I have heard of you often; 
from Mrs. Foster, and the Thurstons 
in Morristown, and, of course, I 
have read your verses." 

"How time must clamor at your 
doors to be killed!" said Ashe. 

"Ah, now you are unkind to youi 

little bralMhiUKBl'' reproached, tha 
firl. 

"You have been sufficiently over* 
Idnd to. even up accounts in menUdn~ 
lng them, at all," returned Ashe. 
"There, you see X can .do the 
proper; now, for heaven's sake, 
Hiss Gregory, tell me if I dreamed 
of you, or saw you, that day at Dlclc 
Thurston's?" The girl drew back. 

"I don't understand you," she 
said, a little haughtily, and then she 
smiled at his crestfallen face. 

"It can't be possible!" insisted 
Ashe. "The Princess Constantia 
Gregorius—and I was ass enough to 
ask of what! Don't you know, Miss 
Gregory—didn't you realize that you 
are my 'Lady of Dreams' ? " 

"I?" said Miss Gregory—"I your 
Lady of—-oh, Mr. Ashe! Remember 
that I'm not a resident—not to the 
manor born, as it were. I'm just a 
country cousin from Binghamton. 
Do you think it's nice to make fun 
of- me? Constantia Gregorius, in
deed!" She laughed out, a merry 
little laugh. 
" 'She comes from a land nor near 

nor far,'" said Ashe, guilty of 
the banality of quoting his own 
verses. Miss Gregory surveyed him 
with amusement. 

"This is too fine a frenzy for me," 
she announced. "Aren't you hungry, 
Mr. Ashe? Shan't we go and. have 
something to eat?" Ashe followed 
her mechanically<-

"Don't you sometimes wear a 
cross on that chain/'--he asked. 

HUMOROUS. 

Uncle George—fHarry, I suppose 
you keep a eash account?" Harry— 
"No Uncle George, I haven't got so far 
as that; but I keep an expense ac
count."—Boston Transcript. 

Bull-Headed Philosophy. — First 
Broker—"What do yon do when you 
happen to be short on a certain 
stock?" 8econd Broker—"Oh, I grin 
—and bear it."—Chicago Daily News. 

Blobbs—"Do you consider it good 
luck to pick up a pin?" Slobbs—"Well, 
I guess it's better luck to pick up one 
than to sit down on it."—Philadelphia 
Record. 

Tess—-"He said if I didn't accept 
him his blood would be on my head." 
Jess—"And so you relented?" Tess— 
"Yes, my hair is so light, you know, it 
would look awful." — Philadelphia 
Press. 

Not Exactly a Compliment.—Hewitt 
—"Ignorance is bliss." Jewett— 
"You'd better get your life insured. 
Hewitt — "What for?" Jewett— 
"You're liable to die of joy."—N. Y. 
Times. 

Overreached Hiwiself.—"Yes,— Mer
chant's scheme was to display his 
goods in his window with a lot of mir
rors back of them, so thatall the wom
en passing would be sure to stop and 
look in." "Prety foxy idea, eh?" 
"Yes, but it failed. None of the wom
en looked at anything but the mir
rors.!'—Catholic Standard. 

Took Him at His Word.—He thought 
Sometimes," she answered, with ' it an effective way to propose. "I'd 

lifted eyebrows. | be your caddy for life," he said. "Very 
"Weren't you in Morristown at the well," she replied. "Take my fan, stand 

Thurstons' last September?" he pur-J to one side and watch for points while 
I play this game out. But remember 
that interruptions will spoil one's very 
best plays." Then she began a desper
ate flirtation with his hated rival.— 

sued. 
"Yes, I was in Morristown, but 

only occasionally at the Thurstons'," 
she returned. 

"Then you did walk into the library J Chicago Post. 
one Sunday afternoon and tell me j . . 
you were the PrincesB Constantia WARM BLOODED ENGLISHMEN. 
Gregorius,'' he said, positively. | 

"Mr. Ashe!" she said, reprovingly. 
"Have you a twin sister?" asked 

Ashe, desperately. 
"I am all the daughters of my 

father's house," she said lightly, but 
her eyes were dancing as she gave 
him his chocolate. 

Don't you remember the painful 

Live la Cold Rooms and Get Warm 
from the Beat of Tfce£r 

Bodies. 

It is perhaps because the English are 
much out-ofdoors that they care lit
tle about having their houses proper
ly warmed. The author of "An Amer-

taking off of Sapphira?" he inquired,' ican at Oxford" says that when he 
sternly. I first dined with the dons of his col-

Miss Gregory counted on her fin- J lege, the company assembled about a 
gers. "A princess, Constantia huge coal fire. 
GregoriuB, an astral body—let me | On a rough calculation the coal it 
see! a dream, and now a liar!" she 
said. "Oh, fie, Mr. Ashe!" 

"I have $50 that belongs to you," 
said Ashe, irrelevantly. 

"I beg your pardon?" said the girl, 
blankly. 

By rights," asservated Ashe, with 

consumed, if used in an American 
steam-heater, would have roasted out 
the entire college. As it was, its only 
effect seemed to be to draw an icy 
blast across the ankles from medieval 
doors and windows. The draft swept 
the fire bodily up the chimney and left 

a nod. "Half of what I got for that j us shivering. 
poem, you know. *1 calculate that | One of the dons explained that an 
my thought and labor are good for: open fire has two supreme advantages; 
half, bulSyou furnished the idea,' it is the most cheerful thing in life and 
you see." Miss Gregory sat down It insures thorough ventilation. I 
on the nearest chair and laughed agreed with him heartily as I warmed 
aloud. Ashe sipped his chocolate ! ankle in my palm, but mentioned 
meditatively and watched her. 

"For a poet," she said at last, "you 
are most unexpectedly practical." 

When I've offered to share my in-

| that in an American winter heat is as 
necessary as cheerfulness and ven-

i tilation. 
'But if one wears thick woolens,' 

come with a comparative stranger—^ j rePl'ed the don, "the cold and draughts 
a chimerical, elusive dream-lady -at are endurable. When you get 
that?" he asked, raising his eye-1 400 cold readlDS» Put on J'our great 
brows. 

"I'm not sure about chimeras, but 
I think they were .monsters of some 

coat," 
"Then what do you do when you go 

out-of-doors?" 
| "I take, off my great coat. It is much 

warmer there, especially if you walk 
• briskly." 
i Some days later, when I went to 
; dine1 with my tutor, my hostess apol-
1 ogized for the chill of the drawing-
room. 

"It will presently be much warmer," 
said she. "I have always noticed 
that when you have sat in a room for 
awhile it gets warm from the heat of 

kind," said the girl. "And your in
come is too small to be alluring, Mr. 
Ashe. If you don't wish any more 
of that chocolate, won't you have 
something cold? No. Well, then 
come back to Mrs. Foster. I'm afraid 
you'll be borrowing money of me 
next, to say nothing of the way in 
which you are straining your poetic 
fancy to find flattering names for 
me." She took his cup and turned j your bodies " 

wT«y;.5^f^he
n.^°Uld ,,0il0« n She proved to be right. But when 
^ CT - °ff a ' "re went into the dining-room we found 

1 TS , admirers, and j lt like a barn. She smfled with r at. 
a quick glance back showed him that I ed assurance8. Again she 

P
oved 

^ fntlema£ hadi right; but we had hardly tempered taken possession of her, so he re-1til* 
signed himself to the inevitable, and 
did not see her again until just as he 
was leaving. He had looked for her 
to say good-by, but in vain, and Mrs. 
Foster did not know where she had 
hidden herself,, so he was starting 
off, disappointed, but resolved not 
to let the thing drop, when her voice 
stopped him with his hand on the 
door. ; ! . 

"Au revoir, Mr. Ashe," she said, 
leaning toward him from the lowest 
step of the stairway. "Au revoir." 

"Thank you," he responded; 
heartily. "And very soon, most fair 
lady of the realm of my dreams." 

"That is really a loving thing, Mr. 
Ashe," she said, "and I am very 
proud-tor think that you think that 
I had any part in it." 

"But didn't you?" he demanded. 
"Do I believe in telepathy?" she 

asked, mockingly. "Am I an astral 
body* or a bad dream?" He shook 
his'high hat threateningly at her. 

"The truth is not in you, Mad
emoiselle Sapphira," he announced. 

"Hear the lion growl!" she retort
ed, with a saucy nod, and turned to 
go upstairs. He took a step toward 
her. 

"Miss Gregory!" he said, implor
ingly. "Seriously, now?" she looked 
at him over her shoulder with danc
ing eyes. -

"Do you know, until to-day, I al
ways supposed it was Dick Thurs
ton that I woke up that afternoon,** 
she said, confidentially, and ran light
ly up-stairs.—N. Y. Evening Post. 

the frost when we had'to shift again to 
the drawing-room. That, too, re
quired to be acclimated. 

Cause and Effect. 
Mr. Quipps—The last time I. saw 

Mrs. Newbryde she said her husband 
was sick. . 

Mrs. Quipps—-Yes, the last time Z 
saw her she was making some sort 
of a dainty dish for him. 

"Ah! then I must have seen her 
shortly after 299 did*"—Philadelphia 
Press. > r' 1 

Birds In Winter. 
To see all our birds in their winter 

bomes we should have to travel from 
the middle states down to the Argen
tine Republic. We could see a great 
many, though, by making a midwinter 
trip to the gulf states. In Florida, for 
instance, we should find enormous 
flocks of robins whirling through the 
trees and alighting, here and there to 
feed upon the berries of the china-tree 
end holly. Many birds we should find 
only along the coast, and many others 
we should have to search for in the 
silent cypress swamps of Louisiana 
and Mississippi. The herons love the 
solitude of these swamps, where in 
the numerous springs and streams 
they find the fish and frogs on which 
they feed.—Woman's Home Compan
ion. 

1 • "1.; 

The Dear Innocent. 
"Wasn't it funny, mamma?" said the 

debutante, "at the Smarts' dinner the 
other night all the electric lights went 
out, and the women didn't want the 
butler to put them up again!" "How 
do you know the women didn't, my 
child?" "Because they were all crying 
'Don't' and 'Stop.' And the men didn't 

vsay a word!"—Pearson's Weekly. -

Cause of the Trouble. 
Homer—Great guns! There's Nex-

door and his wife quarreling again 
That's the fourth time this week. 

Mrs. Homer—Yes. Mrs. Nexdoor 
toldjme the other day that they could
n't agree as to what each should do to 
make the other happy.—Chicago n»«y 
NeWS. • 

The King's Trade. 
King Edward of England once 

learned the printer's trade. Alfred 
Boerckel, a librarian at Mayence, has 
compiled a list of 30 members of Eu
ropean royal families who learned to 
print.—N. Y. World. 

Boarder—Yes, IVs heard of 
It not? ( fashionable family, is 
^ Cynical Boarder—Just the avenge fash 
ionable family. It consuls of Mr. Hyfokes, 
Airs. Hjrfokes aad a lapdog.—Chicago Trib-

York u( Rctira . 
Special excursions via Erie Railroad, Chi

rr*0.! New York and return, only 133JO. 
Good going Oct. 3rd,4tb, 5th and 6thTwith 
liberal return limit. Full particular* on 
application to Erie R. R. Office, 605 Weit-
*fn UJi,on Chicago, or W. O. Mc-
Naughton, T. P. A., Erie R. R., St. Panl, 

ST 

Stlnnrtatlnff Repression. 
Clara—Is Mrs. Flitter a good conversa 

tionalist? -
Dorothy—Yes, indeed; she makes iron 

think sof lots of good things' to> say, but 
talks so much that you don't get a chance to 
say them.—Detroit Free Press." 

One of nature's remedies; cannot harm 
tne weakest constitution; never fails to 
cure summer complaints of vour.c or old. 
Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberry. 

Embarrassed. 
"Was the count embarrassed when he 

proposed!" 
"I believe he was—financially," replied 

the millionaire's daughter.—Town Topics. 

Visit the Old Home In the East 
In Indiana, Ohio and Western New York 
and Pennsylvania after the harvest. Very 
low rates via Erie Railroad Oct. 3rd to 
Oth'indusive. Return Nov. 3rd. Partic
ulars by your home ticket agent, Erie Rail
road Company, Chicago, or W. O. McNaugh-
ton, T. P. A., Erie R. R., St. Paul, Minn. 

Diner—"You care]c3s fellow, you have 
spilled the soup on my eoat." Waiter—"Beg 
your pardon, sir. but.it was not carelessness, 
•fere 10 my brother's card. He is a garmsnt 
cleanser. —Boston Transcript. 

Mr. Uoodart—"She certainly has the gift 
of song, don't you think?" Miss Speitz—"I 
nope ao. I'd hate to think she was flim-

,n?n?^d into paying anything for it."—Phil
adelphia Press. 

Takes the burn out: heals the wound; 
cures the pain. Dr. Thomas' Eclectric Oil, 
the household remedy. 

The greedy man always cheats himself.— 
Ram's Horn. 

DON'T GIVE UP. 

Don't be discouraged by past efforts 
to find relief and cure from the myri
ads of ills that come from sick kid
neys. You may pass nights of sleep
less tossing annoyed by frequentUri
nation. Your back may ache like a 
toothache or sudden twitches and 
twinges of backache pain make life a 
misery. Perhaps you have nervous 
spells, are weak, tired out, depressed. 
There is cure for all of this and for 
every trouble of the bladder and kid
neys. Read this- case and note it tellB 
how well the cure was tested. 

Charles Lindgren, a sealer of freight 
cars on the L. S. & M. S. R. R., La Porte, 
Ind., says: "I have greater faith in 
Doan's Kidney Pills to-day than I had 
in the fall of 1697, when I began taking 
them and made a public statement of 
the result. At that time I had suf
fered with lameness and soreness of 
the back, which was so excruciating 
that I could scarcely turn in bed, and 
Doan's Kidney Pills completely cured 
this trouble. I am always ready to 
endbrse Doan's Kidney Pills person
ally to anyone requiring a kidney rem
edy. After a lapse of three years I 
make this statement, which shows my ! 
undoubted faith in the preparation." 

A FREE TRI AL of this great Kidney 
medicine which cured Mr. Lindgren 
will be mailed on application to any 
part of the United States. Address 
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y. 
For sale by all druggists, 50 cents per 
box. 

JACOBS 
POSITIVELY CURES 

Rheumatism 
Nenralfia 

^Backache 
Headache 

i', Feetache #• 
I' : All Bodily Aches 

AND 

ABSOLUTE 
'"SECURITY. 

. - Genuine 

Carter's 
Little Liver Pills. 

3 
Mutt Bear Signature of 1 

See PsfrWille Wrapper Below. 

•erjr si all and as wiy 
to take as nana, 

CARTER'S FOIHEAOACflE, 
FOI DIZZINESS. ; 
FOR IIUOUSUSS. 
FOR TORPID LIVER. 
FOR CONSTIPATION. 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION 

CURB SICK HEADACHE. 

Kami Oat (he Wei 
m 

Uaaaimaai aupntMMdbr 

SAWYER'S 
EXCELSIOR 

SUCKERS 
b. bwt ollfd .tothlps la lb. 

.MU Vintttd water-prMt Will »ot oraek or peel, 
.lid. to lUnd r.agh wortc tod 

wemthcr. MtbtMnlM. II TMrfeikrdMiirtkttpttan, writ* for aUtocwta 
H.M.SAWYKKASON 

S«la Mfri. 

mtnora TO Asmrnni 
State«l»*i - - -

lis tfctaj 
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FALLING 
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Prevented by shampoos of CUTICURA 
SOAP, and light dressings of CUTICURA, 
purest of emollient Skin Cures. This treat
ment at once stops falling hair, removesi 
crusts, scales, and dandruff, soothes irritated, 
itching surfaces, stimulates the hair follicles, 
supplies the roots with energy and nourish
ment, and makes the hair grow upon a 
sweet, healthy scalp when all else fails. 

-Mllllene of-Women -

antiseptic purpose* which readily themMWee to womea. 
CtmcDSA SOAP, to clean** the (kin: Ctmcinu OTVTMKXT.T»heal 

tho BUD, and CUTTCDIU RiieoLriurr Prix*, to oaol the blood. -A. SIXOLB 
SST I* often «ulBcieDt to cor* the aioat torturing, dUflsnriur, nchlnc. < 
burning, and anal? skta, •Mlp.ahd blootf hamoura, tube*,ttdfisg*, SB3 ' 
IrritaUoba, with lo** of hair, whea all el*e fall*. 

VCmciu IntiTin FILL. (CkNttal. Coil.il) in • MW. toiulM otMrlM. •oownM «MMkteTB. NL*ki£T5i«M CVTIOVU 
«>h«r Ma*< tmitAm nd fcnmiwjaw* la ,nfru Tudi, *0 ̂ om*. 

Eatebliabed 1885. MINMKAPOliIS COLD STORAGEJCO. Incorporated 1801. 

Do You Keep Cows for Profit or Loss? 
It for profit, buy an Iowa I>airy Separator and ship your crcam to the Minnempolia 

Cold Storage Company. 
If for loss, haul your milk to a creamery. - v * > v " 
QUEaTION 1: _ Allowing 26 cents per hour for ft man and a team, how much ssr year 

does It cost you to cellver milk to the oreamary? 
QUESTION S: What is the difference. In value between warm sweet miiir from an 

Iowa Dairy Separator and sour slop from a creamery, i>ot considering danger of tuberculosis 
from latter source? 
. Figure these propositions out carefully and you will docide in favor of an Iowa Dairr 
Separator aad alripplng cream. - 3 

.*:?;Wrlle uufor fifty Dolry Rules, as lwuedr by the United States Government, sent freeJ -C- ' 
g Branch Houses—Aberdeen and Watertown, S. D. ^ 

Agencleo—Faulkton, Wolsey, Woonsocket, Eureka, S. D.< and W's'-iek and Kulm. N' ix 

MINNEAPOLIS COLD STORAGE COMPjUfY, 
MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 

^ ^ ^ ^YVV^AVVVVVXnAAAJVmrrift 


