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A OOMMON TYPE. 

He fretted as • bojr. 
He vwrlid u » am, 

He criticised and questioned 
The universal DUO: 

He made all Uvea a burden 
Through his everlasting, "Wny 

Was ever man created. 
Since he'o only born to die?" < • • - ( 

He prospered In his business. 
But was always in the dumps 

Because the stocks he carried 
Were liable to slumps; 

Wlwn he made a strike he grumbled, 
"Now, tell me, what's the use 

Of heaping up great riches 
When to live we've no excuse?" 

He was married and was happy, 
Till he chanced to think that fate ? 

Might take away his loved ones 
And leave him desolate. 

Beneath a cloud of darkness -
He always would abide, 

And he never turned it over 
To see the other side. 

After years of this depression 
He has riches and to .'spare. 

But he cannot take his pleasure— 
There is danger in the air. 

80 be worries and he worries 
As he turns life's middle page. 

For now he's looking forward 
To a penniless old age. 

-M. L. Bezne, in Chicago Reoord-Herald. 

THE YJLCHT. 

An Old Fisherman's Version of a 
College Athlete's Love Story. 

By Zoe Anderson Morris. . 

ANDREWS stretched out a brawny 
hand, helped me into the boat, 

steadied it, and motioned me to a seat 
in the stern. He grasped the oars, and 
with a strong, firm pull or two spun 
into the sound and anchored. He drew 
out his line, fastened the bait securely 
and cast it 

"Unless you keep quiet now, miss," 
admonished he, "the fish won't bite." 

"Ill keep quiet," I promised, hum­
bly; for as a matter of fact, that was 
the-condition upon which I had been, 
permitted to come. 

The yacht was not far off. It lay 
on the pearly water, still as a painted 
yacht, the sails glittering white in the 
afternoon sunshine, the shadows of a 
gray, delicate as the breast of a dove, 
merging into purple of so soft a T3hade 
as to appear to be pink. Beyond, 
against the horizon, two cat-boats 
dotted the tender pearl of the sea. 

By and by, forgetting, I said, "It's 
a beautiful yacht." 

Andrews gave a sullen, jerk to his 
line, drew it out, and flung it dis­
gustedly back again. 

"I had a bite then, misg," he com­
plained, "if you hadn't spoke up an' 
skeered it away." 

Afraid to breathe, I lasped into si­
lence like the grave. 
, After, a time, glancing sidewlse at me 
beneatih eyebrows of the thickness of 
underbrush, and seeing me sitting 
there so very still, he repented some­
what. 

"Yes," he began, "it's a beautiful 
yacht"—he pronounced it yat, the same 
as'cat. "A trim enough yacht for any­
body. It belongs to old man Smythe, 
up there on the hill. ̂  If you look you 
kin see the steeple .o'; his house jest 
oyer the tree-tops., *tjmf Iknowed 
oid -man Smythe when he spelt his 
name Smith, like other people; but 
that" was before Jhe had a run o' luck 
an' made bis millions. Him an' Si Slo-
cum' was fast friends then, too, an' 
the children growed up together, that 
boy Jean o£ his'n an* Beth, Si" Slocum's 
gal; but there-is af' ditt'rence in men. 
There's bound to be, or there wouldn't 
be no millionaires, an' what would this 
here country be without the million­
aires? They're a necessary evil. 

. "teastways, startin' out with what 
seems like an even show, one man goes 
up an' the other down. .What with 
sellin' a bit 0' property here an' there, 
an' investin' it judicious in some o' 
them tall buildin's in New York, old 
inpp Smythe got pretty soon to own 
about everything in these here parts 
what was wtith ownin'. As for Si Slo-
cum, he don't, own nothing. The best 
he kin do is to rent the few feet o' 
earth his house squats on. He's got 
te. be content with that Not that he 
ain't content enbugh. "T06 content,' ac-
cordin' to his-wife, Liza., i<e.t Llm go 
'roond with -a'blriar'-' pipe- stuck be­
tween his teeth, an' his hands in his 
pants pockets, an'" he's; happy, she 
says. He thinks he's got about what's 
oomin' to him. He don't,want fornoth-
ing more. The world may go hang for 
all' him, an' welcome. Miss, be quiet 
there, will you? There's something 
nibtlin'." 

/The "something" nibbled and quit 
Once more throwing out the line, he 
gave a dissatisfied' grunt, and com­
menced the stary where he'had left 
otL 
. "Them two children, that boy an' 
6#" said he, "was together/most 
the time—the boy, old man Smythe's, 

I«say, an' the gal, Si Slocum's, an' a 
bigger, finer; strappin' sunburned gal 
$911 never see, a-livin' in the open air, 

swimmin*. rowin', battiln', an": 
*'hen there wa'n't nothing > €^se ' on 
hand, lest welkin' about, long 
breaths o' what them city folks c*ills 
•ozone,' an' what we plain folks calls 
Mr.' 

*No, that gal didn't need the walls 
house to hold her, 'ceptln' for 

purposes. The blue sky was 
jallsi^ough for her, an' plenty rnear. 

St ijott'tbuia if' Seen tar " hwlkn it 
would''ar dotfevyonr heart igood-^-that 
curly head 0' ber'n goin' out, out, out, 
duckin', then comin' up ag'in an' 
^uckin' another an' another time. That 
gal ^wa'n't afraid o' nothicg in the 

way & water an' sky an' thunder an' 
storms an' blackness an* night, though 
I ain't sayln' she mightn't 'a' been 
skseredat Bight o* a automobile In a 
dtjr street, never havin' seen either 
OM < tblm or knowed what they was. 
Mb all ln the life you live, miss. City 
folks come down here, an* takes fright 
at a tame little mooly cow goln' along 
mindin' its own bliriness; an' we coun­
try foDu, when we gets up there, Is 
sheered plum into fits at the trolley-
cais. If you are'raised under the feet 
o' a cow, you don't mind her; if 
you've been raised to get out from un­
der one o' them cow«oatchers In front 
o' them trolleys, you kin get out from 
under it with your life, an' if you 
ain't been, you can't It's all in the 
beln' used to things. That's half the 
battle, an' more. 

"Maybe, when all was said an' .done, 
that gal Beth was a leetle more afraid, 
than she might 'a' been o' readin' an' 
'rithmetic, case Si could do nothing'at 
all with her when it come to goin' to 
school an' larnin' out o* books an' that 
Not to say he tried so hard, not bein' 
what you might call a larned man hls-
Kelf; but he could 'a* tried harder. But 
accordin' to my notion-, now in these 
days, when gals knows as much about 
books an' things as all their great-
gran'mothers pitt together. It was a 
sort o' relief, seemed like, to come 
across a gal like Beth Slocum, what 
didn't know. nothing, an' didn't pre­
tend to know nothing, but the earth 
an' the sea an' the air an' the clouds, 
an' the shells that growed all over the 
beach thick as the pebbles, an', the 
flowers that blowed- themselves tired 
in the woods, then dropped to the 
ground an' rested till it got time to 
blow ag'in. I say, it was sort o' re-
freshin'. Huh?" 

"I never said a word," I declared. 
"Not a solitary word." 

Andrews' blue-shirted shoulders 
moved with a mighty shrug. 

"Bein' a woman," he explained, "I 
happen to know you're dyin' to ask 
some question or other, if you ain't 
actually askin' o' it;%o I might jest 
as well tell you the story o' that there 
yacht from start to finish. If I don't, 
your curiosity will be gettin' the bet­
ter o' you sooner or later, an' you'll 
be skeerin* o' the fish, a-bustin' out 
talkin'. 

"As I said before, that yacht be­
longs to old man Smythe, up on the 
hill." 

His voice sank a trifle lower, a mys­
terious undertone it was, though there 
Y&8 no one-but me to hear. 

"They're gettin' it ready for his son 
Jean's weddin'-tower to foreign parts," 
he finished, pausing for the space of 
some minutes to observe the effect < 

"Oh!" I dared^to ejaculate. 
"Yes, that's what they be a-doin'. 

You see, old man Smythe wa'n't like 
Si Slocum. He made his son take all 
the 'vantages o' a college education. 
He sent him to about a dozen, if re­
ports is true, which they mostly ain't 
You can't any more count on 'em than 
you kin count'on ketchin'afish when 
there are wimen 'round talkin'. I 
don't know how he happened to send 
him to so many, unless he'd got ex­
pelled from a few. They said that, 
too, while they was a-sayin' things. 
Anyway, he come away from them col­
leges a great expert, they tell "toe, in 
rowin' an' swimmin' an' playin' leap­
frog or football, or whatever that there 
game is where they double each other 
into knots -an' set on 'em an' break 
their backs, when they don't kill 'em 
outright What is it you call it?" 

"Football," I said. a " 
"Um! Football. Well, when he'll 

finished them colleges he had splendid 
muscles, they*aid, att' a face as brown 
as Beth Slocuin's. Y6s, you wouldn't 
want to see a finer specimen o' than 
than that Jean Smythe when he come 
from college. 
. "Um! For all-the Latin an' Greek— 

them deceased languages they stuff 
'em with at them there colleges—there 
wa'n't much more larnin' lookin' out 
o' Jean's eyes than there was lookin' 
out o' Beth Slocum's. When you come 
to think o' it, wa'n't Beth trained 
about on the same principle, 'ceptin' 
she was trainin' herself with her row­
in' ah' exercisin' in the open air, a-
makin' 0', herself .strong?. What was 
the. diff'reuce? Money. That wassail. 
A fortune bein' spent on him an' noth­
ing on her. Takin' it all in all, though; 
they was a mighty fine pair, them two 
ath—ath—" 

"Athletes,", I volunteered, with some 
timidity on account of the fish. -f'% 

"Athletes," he repeated, drawing: a 
coarsejsljeeve across a stobby mustache 
in ui embanrassed wayi ; "I always dis-
remembers jest how them city swells 
calls thJaname, or how they pronounces 
it 

"Leastways, after he>l finished that 
there college trainin' of his'n, there 
was higb old doin's all 'round—the 
New York mansion in the winter time, 
with balls an' parties an' dancln', an' 
this here place 05 the aojmd in sum­
mer, an' slch a place! A p'latial resi­
dence—that was what them city swells 
called it—with smooth, sheered grass 
all 'round it, a gate house big enough 
for a ordinary fam'ly, a conservatory 
with* glass windows, an' a army o* 
servants to keep the common herd but 
o' the gate an' offen the grass." 

His old blue eyes, faded to the color 
of the sea, gazed straight ahead for a 
space. Then Be continued: 

"We was the common herd—-me an* 
SI SUjeum api theftest  ̂,a '̂. 9eth, the 
gal that Jean, ̂ ds dim# had been raiwd 
with, bathing in t|i#Bame^-hoUoY pool, 
BVlmi^in' in the same sea, |*n' £fishin' 
ior the 8an|e^aort b'j fish slnci they 
was old enfongh'to krioW how to sling 
out a line or fasten a bait onto a hook 
so'8 it would stay. Um! We was .the 
common herd!" 

In spite of his resentment if seemed 
tKat. he <ialt $e neceauly qf 'l^pi^aiik 
the stery, li'oV <UuU >he had iNgdn ,̂ 

"From tho commencement o' the 
summer," his voice presently wheezed 
on, "to the end o' it that big house 
was filled with city folks—classmates 

o* Jean's, what had ro#ed an* swam 
an' sail-boated with him at: college. 
An' gals la white, with %hite ihoes on. 
luggin' red an' yaller sofa-pUlerl to 
that yacht out there, an' xalt* a-
sailln' up an' *own the sound, an' out 
to sea sometimes. 

"Pretty soon there got to be talk & 
one gal In paiticular what Jean was 
settln' to. an' how there was to be a 
gran' weddin' at the New York house, 
an', a bigger party afterward in this 
here house down hen. an' the weddin'-
tower after that, arsailln' to foreign 
parts in that yacht you see them Scan­
dinavian sailors a l̂imbin' allover, att* 
back ag'in. The talk ran idglvan' It" 
seemed for all the world as If .things 
was to- come out as they said they; 
would. Button never kin tell; ab, yon 
never kin tell. Man proposes, as the 
sayln' is, an' the good Lord disposes; 
an' the good Lord had made up his 
ndnd, It seemed, that this was to be 
sortvo' dlff'rent-llke from, what they 
supposed it would be. 

"Leastways, along about the last o' 
May there come a spell b' weather-
terrible foggy weather. There wa'n't 
a night o' that month that the fog­
horns didn't blow themselves hoarse— 
blow an' blow an' blow tills we was. 
most deaf with the sound o' them. 

"Well, one fine day, jrh«( the sun 
come/out to take a peep at thing* to 
see how they was goln' on, ,the girls 
in white, with their little white shoes 
shinin', brought but their red ;an' yal-
lar sofa-pillers, an' set sail in that 
yacht, with flags a-flyln' an' music go-
ip' an' them Scandinavian saHors—im­
ported caze the old man had more 
money than he knew how to spend, 
an' was bent on doin' something extra 
expensive an' no earthly use—climbln' 
the riggin' hand over hand, like blue-
coated cats." 

"And," I encouraged, as he put, in a 
silent and useless moment surveying 
the moveless line with a melancholy , 
eye. 

"The sun didn't stay out long," he 
commenced again. "It went back sud­
den-like, an' the storm that come up— 
we hadn't had sech a storm as that on 
the sound in many a year! The fog-, 
lioras blowin' like mad from light­
house to lighthouse, a-cailln' to peo­
ple as if they'd been human creatures 
in distress, to keep in their houses an' 
stay off the rocks. 

"It's a good yacht, that yacht, an' 
the sailors they done what they could. 
But they was Scandinavian' sailors, an' 
they wa'n't proof agin the gale that 
blowed an' howled an' whistled as lit 
a pack o* demons had been let loose, 
bent on destroyin' people, She struck 
on the rocks." -i 

"What then?" I cried breathlessly, 
regardless of the fish. 
' "Why, then out come this here com­
mon herd o' people about here, 81 
Slocum at their head—people old man 
Smythe's servants had had orders to 
keep often his grass—an' they fit the . 
elements tooth an' nail, same's they've 
been used to fightin' 'em from -the 
time they was children oh up. They 
saved the lives o' every millionaire in 
that yacht Not a sofll was lost; not 
even a sailor/' 

He'raised his head with a jerk, anb 
for a period of time studied the cat-
boats. 

"That night," he r continued, then, 
"was this night when Beth Slocum's 
trainin' come in handy. An' who 
knows but it was what she'd been train-
in' for all her life unbeknownst? Who 
knows?" > 'J  ̂ ? 

"Yes," I urged/ • 
"Well, that was the gal what swum 

out to the yacht, an' saved the life 0' 
eld man Smythe's son, Jean. That 
very same gal. Him a college athlete, 
what had had a fortune spent oh him, 
saved by a gal o' the wind an' the ralh 
an' the cold, stormy weather, what 
hadn't had nothing-spent on her to 
speak of to make her a fine, strong 
gal—nothing more'n is spent on the 
birds "o* the air an' the beasts o' the 
field an' the grass an* the flowers, sun­
shine an' soft'winds an' evenin' mists 
an' rain." r 1 - , 

''And then?" ' 
"You see that yacht out yonder, 

with the sailors climbln' over it?" 
I did; and a radiant thing it was by 

cow, the sails in the Blant of the set­
ting Bun turned to cloth of gold. 

"Well, they're riggin' that yacht out 
for the weddin'-tower to foreign- parts.! 
But there's to be a different bride." 

"Who?" I asked, breathless again. -
" 'Taln't no white-shoed bride -this 

time, with lace trimmin's pr nothing 
o' that sort, not to say but she'll have 
all thts flkin's in her dwn: gbod ttaun 
It  ̂"Beth that's to.be the Jiride. SI 
Slochm's gal, Beth.' Huh?" | 

This time I had 6pened m  ̂mouth to 
ask question. Fish or no fish, it had 
to be asked. 

Andrews," I- queried, "what became 
of the other girl?" " * 

Andrews, deliberately drawi^g^ia 
line out of the water, rolled it around 
the.pole. • 

"Tliere ain't no use tryin' to fish," 
he grumbled, "with wimen 'rounds A 
oughter knowed that What become' 
o' the other gal? pell, it oeemn she 
wa'n't never In love Vlth Jean Smythe. 
She loved some other-man. So: when 
Beth saved Jean's life, an' he, comin' 
to his senses, found that she was the 
gal he loved, she acknowledged she 
wa'n't marryin' <him for nethlng but 
his money, an* m |ip.̂ .̂ ;p-
man's Home Companion. : . . 

VAHtsmro OF THE KISS. 
•C OfHtias I 

la la iisasw 

ins^to 

- ' ' An 
*1 succeeded in developing a splen­

did negative in a 'strong light yester­
day," said the amateur photographer. 

"How did you manage it?" queried 
his friend. 

"I asked Miss Mill; 
me," replied the SiuipAdtjfftiBt^-Cln-. 
clnnati Enquirer. - ' 

- riallhbic Toicji 
The Nurse—The doctor has come to 

take your temperature. 
The Convalescent—I suppose it's all 

I have left—Puck. 

What has become of the old-fash-
toned form' of salute among women? 
Time was when no two women could 
meet or part without exchanging a 
kiss. It was the conventional greet­
ing, not to be omitted under pain of 
being thought cold, distant, haughty, 
says the Richmond News-Leader. A 
kiss hetween two women is considered 
by tlw masculine on-looker as a spe­
cies of amiable treachery. "How these 
women love each other," he says, with 
a sneer, and Is quite prepared to hear 
them rend each other's reputations two 
minutes later. Nor Is he always dis­
appointed. T 

The kiss—or the buss, as It was 
called In the earlier days—has stead­
ily degenerated from a sign of hearty 
affection to a sign of conventional in­
difference, or rather a signal of a mo­
ment's truce between conflicting per­
sonalities. The origin of the kiss is 
disputed. It smacks of xUie days of 
gods and goddesses when Pygmalion 
animated his Galatea by the touch of 
his lips, and Pyramus and Thlsbe 
mingled their breath throu^i a hole 
in the wall. 

Job mentions it: "If I behold the. 
sun when it shlned, orr the moon walk­
ing in brightness; and my heart hath 
been secretly enticed or my mouth 
hath Jdssed my hand," etc. ; and Ho­
mer makes Priam kiss -die hand of 
Achilles. The pope's toe has been 
kissed since Constantino I. thrust his 
foot under the lipB of EJmperor Jus­
tinian on his entry into Constanti­
nople,. and the queen of England to­
day kisses the young women of high 
family who are presented to her; but 
the spirit of the kiss is gone as for as 
its exchange between two of the same 
sex Is concerned. We no longer be-, 
hold rapturous greeting of long-parted 
friends, a bubble of words surrounded 
by a froth of kisses. 

"You dear (kiss) sweet (kiss) thing. 
I am so perfectly (kiss) overjoyed to 
see you" (kiss, kiss). Instead; there is 
the manly shake of the hand and a 
"Hello, Peggy! It's jolly to hate yon 
back again," in a sincere If some­
what masculine accent 
• great many newspaper people who 

have nothing better to write about are 
stirring themselves into a ferment over 
the loss of femininity .among , women. 
It bodes ill for the future of the race, 
they say, and go into wordy spasms 
over the Clarissas and Lydla Lan­
guishes of 50 years ago, who spent 
their lives fainting and reviving, work­
ing endless samplers and dissolving 
into tears. The affections of those days 
Which are erroneously classed under 
the head of "femininities" are all the 
better for a yteorous prunlngT 

A little exposure to the air and sun­
light and the removal of a few layers 
of that old-fashioned cotton batting 
known as "protective chivalry," in 
which men of half a century ago were 
wont to swaddle their women kind, 
have done wonders for the sex. A 
woman may be just as womanly in a 
shirt whist as she was In a hoopskirt, 
just as attractive on the golf links or 
.the tennis courts as drooping over an 
embroidery frame like a flower that 
has been raised in the shade; and if 
she has decided that kissing is one of 
the fashions or the affectations that 
should loi  ̂ago have been relegated to 
the past, who will say that the charm 
of her frank handshake and her hear­
ty greeting to the friend of her bosom 
is not as winsome as the too-exagger­
ated salute that has recently passed 
into history! ' ' 

mjUmrn- wttk the Mi 

fJn£l£& Pttwws, otNj .̂ofcaWd 
his own withaay of tlmn. Theothwnight 
be related one which mack appreciated 
far those who Imrd iL ajn the Boston Poet. 
The story is about Seaators BUckbarn and 
Fairbanks and Becretary of the Treasury 
Shaw. When the latter first cam* to Wash­
ington 8eaator BUddmrn had oone basi-
b«m with the seeretarr. and while in the 
office met Senator Fairbanks. After the 
business was concluded Senator Blackburn 
iamted theother two oat to have a libation; 
and-they accepted. 

_ All hands lined up against the her of the 
.Riggs house. Torning to Secretary Shaw, 
Senator Blackburn said: "What will you 
have, Mr. Secretary?" "Wdfl, I guess 111 
have a ^ass of' lemonade," «ii tne reply. 
The gentleman from Kentucky then tuned 
to Senator Fairbanks and said; "And what 
will you have, senator?" "I'll haveaglaaa 
of Moxie," Was the reply. The bartender 
leaned over the Counter and said to Senator 
Blackburn: "And what's yam, senator?" 
*'Oh," said the distinguished gentleman 
from the blue grass state, "I guess III have 

• -% piece of squaab pie." 

Money in Shoes.—Shoe Dealer—"It won't 
pay m to handle these shoes on such a small 
margin." Drummer—"I know the profits 
are small; but, my dear air, just look at the 
moesi-and _see. how they are made." 
Humph! They are made very badly, mis-

erable stuff, too—won't lait a week." '̂ That's 
% thaLt it. You'll sell five pain of these 
shoes to one of any others."—N. Y. Weekly. 

OYSTERS STARVED TO DEATH. 

This Is Done by Placing Thena os 
Their Right Side im Re-

beddinc. 

"Why does an oyster sleep and. live 
oh its left side, asked a man who is 
interested in oyster culture, reports the 
Philadelphia Record. "Well, I suppose we 
will have to put the question to na­
ture, and nature has her own way of 
answering questions. I have been 
around in the oyster waters of the 
Chesapeake bay and Choptank river 
for many years, and am in a.position 
to say that this is the natural posi-
tion-of - the oyster.— I -may- remark 
parenthetically that this is one of the 
difficulties we have to contend with,: for 
th rebeddlhg loyitei^s* "and bunching 
theni, an oyster is occas^MbE^hrOwn 
upo^lts right side, aaMHpted.so 
that it cannot turn simply 
dwindles away and die^P^egrees. 
Put upon its right side the oyster can­
not . lire.:, <M; course, (theH>^ls ans ex­
planation of this peculiarity. |The 
right-hand part of the oyster shell Is 
the top and movable part If the oy­
ster Is put in its natural position; 
that is, on Its left side, it requires .but' 
ac small amount of physical energy to 
open and raise the right-hand section 
of the sheirwhen the oyster wants to 
feed. Reverse the position, and put 
'the oyster on the right side, and we 
And an extremely difficult problem from 
the oyster's standpoint In order to 
open the shell for feeding purposes it 
is-necessary fonthe oyster to raise not 
only the; weight ot^hft jcUob of 
the shell, but Its own ' weight * as 
well. If we reverfp the natural posi­
tion bf the oyster, put lt on its right-
hand side, and wedge it . so it can't 
tkfe&J over-we sliniilyv smother and 
starve it to death. Of course, I am just 
theorizing about this. There may be 
some other explanations, of the left-
^hand life of^he oyster, but from my 

k ex|)erienc% Inclined to think the 
explanation given is a reasonable one.' 

"dla»* In Baskets. 
'Cdn^ctors oi tndiah biiskets agrte In 

conceding the greatest-beauty in form 
and design to the products of certain 
parts of California. -

TOOK PB1V118. 
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"Tbey saved tlw doetovs hddout 
Labejit ten boans. I 

—-T-.- v- —is Kidney Pille tar 
the nreetgooa they have done forme/* -

pwple, and some physicians, SGB1 
persut in the belief that Imbete* w an in-

had treated him for two yeara without 

, A remedy that will cure Diabetes willi 
ly eareany caseof fUdoey Trouhle. ̂ 1 

Sho Adaaired BmI. 
When Tobto\ was in the Crimea recent­

ly a rich Amencan arrived in his yacht 
with a-party of friends and asked permis­
sion to call on the pnt Russian. Leave 
was gmnted on condition that Tola tod 
who was quite -weak from illness, should 
not be troubled with -talk. One woman 
visitor could not restrain her conversa­
tional propensity, but said in gushing 
tones: "Leo Tolstoi, all your noble writ-
inn have influenced my life, but the one 
which taught me most was—" 

Here she forgot the-name of the book 
and Tolstoi aeked, insinuatingly: "Was it 

' "The Med 8otds?'" > , '-.h 
"Yes. yea," was the eager reply. 
"Ah, observed Tolstoi, "Qogd 

that book, not L" 

Then are people who seem to think th^g 
can teach ezpenence.—N. Y. Times. 

f'Vi.i'S 

». Vj-

Mrs. Rosa Adams, niece of the late General 
Roger Hanson, G. S. A., wants every woman 
to know of the wonders accomplished by 
LydSa E» Hnkbam ŝ V^etable Compound* 

. , _ good zeeliiftflr. 
would riao  ̂ my^bed in thenornin  ̂feeling more tired than when I went  ̂
to bed»J»ut before I had used two bottles of Lydia E. Plnkham'8 Vcsre«f 

table Compound, I began to feel the buoyancy of toy younger' days return- " 
ing, became regular, could do more work and not fTOl tired than I ever 
been able to do before, so I continued to use it until I \yas restored to perfect 
health. It is indeed 1 boon to sick women anil' I heaHily recommend it.*. 
Yonrs vary tr«4y. Mas. Bosa Abams, 8X912th St., Louisville, Ky." 

Any women who are troubled, wttfc Irig 
reynlar w painfol mensfxiuttibn, weak-
HM0» leoeoirlMBa, displacement or uleeiv 
atiooL of tiie womb, that bearing^down  ̂
feelix r̂, Inflammatlom of tbe ovaries, back-v 
acheb general debility, and nervons pros­
tration, should know thjerê  is one tried :̂ 
and true remedy, Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound. Ko other medicine 
for women has received such wide-spread ,̂ 
and unqualified indorsement. No other 
medicine has such a record of femateenres# 

" Deab Mbs. Pinkham :—I am very pleased 
to recommend Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege* 
table Compound for womb and ovarian difficul­
ties from whicli I have been a sufferer for years. It 
was the only medicine which was at all beneficial, 
and within a week after I started to use it, there 
was a great change in my feelings and looks. I 
used it for a little over three months, and at the 
end of that time I suffered no pain at tbe menstrual 
period, nor was I troubled with those distressing 
p&ins which compelled me to go to bed, and I have. 

•1 :i'.a'«i»ot had a headache since. This is nearly a year 
;•< -.n. ..f;'. aga I always keeip a bottle on hand,'and take a 

fnr flnnns ottotj wrmlr, for I find that it tones up the system and keeps msv 
fedling strong, and I never have that tired out feeling any more. 

ily that every woman ought to try this : 
for it would 
l)e Soto^Sfc., Memphis, Tenn." 

. FREE HBr»ICAI< AI>TICE TO WOMEN. ! " 
Don't hesitate to write to Mrs. Pinkham. She wiU undentand 

npr ease peifeetly. and will treat yoa with kindness. Her advice 
is free, and the addresa is Lynn, Mass. No; woman ever regretted 
having written her> and she has hdped thousands. 
tciinn saregiLiE 
VtfUUU 

Iff BtrOllfff 8 
lI certainly think that ewn woman ought to try 

izove its worth. Yours very truly, Uiss Blsde Dahvobxb, SOI 
grand medicine,; 

WarrimUd Wmttr Protf. 
SAWYER'S 

Oiled Clothing 
iai&ifiwsnilhllilif ww>i Oil 

•ttWlii farmutcsna to 

48^pege book ni| 
refmwo 

Best Cough oymp. 
in time. Sold by d 

I 

W. L. DOUGLAS 
•3.SS & *3 8HOE8I8B 

Yoa eta save fzo& ft to $6 yaazfy fey 
weariagW.L. Douglas $8.50 or MOSS. 
They equal those 

that nave been cost. 
ing you fcom HjOD 
to &00i The - to-
menso sale- of W. L. 
Douglas shoes proves 
their superiority over 
all other makes. 

< 8old by retail shoe 
dealers everywhere. 
Look for name and 
price On bottom. 
Hit BwillH mm Car* 

essCslt Uht* is 
j 

_ Ollt Edqa Uni'eahhon* equalled at cutu 1 
JlfttaN br « •>»•»• estn. fllastrrtsd 
Catalog free. W. U SOCfllJUS. BMefctoa, XaM, 

A.mK.<0' .1904 
wnxar writihb TO 
flcMt state that yen saw 
•tea* la this BMper. the Advertise. 


