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MA'S8 CALLS.

When I'm out playin’ some place where
My ma can't see me, sometimes she
Comes to our door—nen she stan's there
An’ looks all 'round, an’ calls w'fn&
If she says: ‘“Joey, come right in,
* I wait, an’ purty soon she’'s gone
Into th’ house, an’' nen I grin
An’ I 'ist keep a playin’ on.

Nen—so, when she sees I ain’t come,
She opens up th’ door again

An’' looks wite at th’' place I clum
Out of th' fence to play, and nen

8he calls: *“You, Joe, come in th’ house!"
But 1 walit till she shuts th’ door—

I 'ist keep still as any mouse—
An’ nen I go an’ play some more.

But nen she come out purty soon
Again, an’' look for me some more,
An’ says: *O, Joey, it's 'bout noon. 3
I called you now two times before!
An’ I ist keep on playin'—so
‘Fore long she's at th' door again,
But this time she says: ‘“‘Come in, Joe!"
But—1 keep on a playin’ nen.

Nen after while I hear her walk
Out on th' porch an 'look for me;
I keep wite still an' hear her talk
An’ say: “Now, where can that boy be?”
An’ nen: “You Joseph Henry Green!
Have I got to come after you?"’
You bet I know ’ist what she mean—
An’ I go in ’at time—I do!
~W. D. N., in Chicagd Dalily Tribune.
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HE struggle was ended. She was
dead—thank God! I alone of all
who had sung the praises of those
beautiful, star-like eyes stood there to
close down well over them the soft,
creamy lids for a]l time—for a strange,
beautiful or horrible eternity.

Very calmly I composed the slender
limbs. Those tired feet would rest
now; that weird, imaginative, tor-
tured brain had ceased to fertilize or
materialize; that heart—a poet’s un-
readable, joy-snatching, self-agonizing
heart whose depths so few of us can
even conceive of, much less penetrate—
had ceased to beat.

Yes, the end had come—the end of
all things for her.

Ab, how much she had always been
denied that she had longed for!

A  small, not too plentiful fed
canary, in an odd, pretty-looking cage
that hung in her window, broke sud-
denly into a perfect joy-flood of song.
It, too, seemed to be thanking God
for her release. Her small room looked
so like herself with its dainty hang-
ings of pink, and the bed, on which the
remnant of herself—that singular, at-
tractive, aimost wholly unknown self—
lay, was white, with a delicate lace
covering. -

A book or two lay side by side—both
looked worn out from reading. A half-
finished manuscript with the pen still
in the ink lay on a little table, where
also bloomed forth from a tiny pot a
purple heliotrope. A photograph of a
beautiful, silver-haired woman, her
mother, another of a splendidly hand-
some man in the flush of fullest youth,
with blue-gray eyes and gold-tinted
hair, and yet another of a man with
Llue-gray eyes also, but with hair
turned prematurely silver-gray and a
mouth sweet as a woman's, but strong
to endure and strong to deny itself
the joy of other lips beyond his reach.
Pictures are these of two men in all
her life that she had loved. There
were dozens of them she had admired,
Dirted with, laughed at,.worshiped for
their culture or physical perfection.
These two she had loved.

I did not weep for her—not one
single tear. Ah, no! When the breath
suddenly stopped I bent over her, and
a thrill of joy such as I had not felt
for years permeated my very being.
She could not suffer any more; and
she had suffered so much.

I lighted the peach-blow shaded
lamp—how well she knew the eternal
fitness of things. Everything beauti-
ful appealed to her more intensely than
to anyone I ever knew.

Once she had said (in these last and
saddest days of all): “I am a sybarite,
with my inteliectual and physical pal-
ate always unsatisfied.” I turned the
light a bit higher. %

How quiet the room scemed since
she had ceased to be of it and a part
of it. How she had always filled up
any place where she was, with that in-
explainable force of her own personal-
ity. My thoughts kept going back,
back, back, back—to a beautiful man-
sion, on a fashionable boculevard.
There is that intense hush of ex-
pectancy. Joy, doubt, pain and hope
dwell in every breast. The servants
move about noiselessly. The great
machinery of 8 home-world stands al-
most still. Then the doctor comes
smiling out of a Inxuriously furnished

apartment: *“Ajl is well. It is a
beautiful girl baby, weighing tem
pounds.”

There is great rejoicing. And one
day the nurae brings pompously out
a long bundle of silk and lace and per-
fumed ~mbroid2rics, and we are all
permitted to gaze upon it; for it is
topped by a little brown head, a round,
creamy face and two great bits of black
velvet that dance and sparkle and
shine-even then with a strange, un-
knowable something that held us al-
most in a trance. A proud father
tosses her up in the air and exclaims:
“Why, she’s going to be the beauty of
the family. ~Such limbs, such eyes,
such patrician hands!”’ ;

Again the scene shifts. Reverses
have come. The mansion is gone.

I see ’'way up in the pirelands of
Mississippi a little girl o! ten years
jumping rope in a county schoolyard

her the right of precedence in every-
thing. B8he is a beautiful child, with
wvelvety-black eyes.

Again I see, among the girl gradu-
ates of a fashionable seminary for
young ladies, in an exclusive southern
city, a young girl come before the foot-
lights to read her essay. She wears
a clinging gown of snowy-white, with
scarlet geranium flowers dashed here
and there about her shoulders and
bosom and in the midnight of her
hair.* She s the encored, the admired,
the sought-after, by scores of fashion-
able yourig men. She says to me that
night after she is in bed, her great,
velvety eyes shining and gleaming:
“Oh, it is such a delicious thing just
to be alive—to enjoy! I am happy,
happy, so happy!”

Then the vears slip into each other.
The season of joy needs no recording.

On the bosom of the langorous, sea-
green river, way down in the ricelands
of Louisiana, a little boat comes drift-
ing slowly, slowly.

Its occupants are a man and a wom-
an, both young, both beautiful.

They seem made for each other by
the laws of nature and love. But,
alas, there is no joy in their faces,
only an unconquerable longing, a deep
desire and a patient despair on his;
on hers a fierce revolting against the
cruel hand of destiny that is crushing
her against the rack.

They love, indeed, “not wisely, but
too well.”

In all her checkered career nmo one
ever quite understood her as this man
or lond her so utterly. - A mist eomes
over my eyes. The still figure on the
bed had never ceased to thrill, even
to the very last hour when we spoke
together of this one—the tender lover
who had no right to love—the friend
that had through everything stood by
her and shielded her as best he might,
even to the bitter end. \

On the mantle now were delicacies of
fruit and confections and sweet red
rosés that he had sent only yesterday.
How her beautiful dying eyes had
lighted up when she saw this last proof
of his love, and she had murmured
faintly: ‘“True to the uttermost.”

But back again to the man and the
woman and the boat adrift on the sun-
kissed river. .

They say good-by. They know full
well the hopelessness of it all; for he
is bound by an irrevocable tie; held by
bonds of law when love had sickened
and died, almost ere it had a begin-
ning. ;

He must renounce the heaven of her
love. He must battle with life and
still his pain. She must endure. Wom-
en and some men can endure. ;

There are flirtations, there are lov-
ers, there are exploits, for she was a
.creature who lived only on new expe-
riences—was so from her very baby-
hood.

She held her own bravely.

. Then one day she came to me with a
new glad light in her eyes, and said
she could love again.

And when I saw the man my in-
credulity died. He was the most beau-
tiful specimen of physical manhood I
ever saw. The strong, fine limbs, the
wonderful breadth of shoulder, the
winning smile, the caressing manner,
the blue-gray eyes and gold-tinted hair,
the rich bloom on the milk-white skin,
all were what she most delighted in.

A few months of happy wooing and
winning. A grand wedding. A Louls-
iana “across the lake” wedding, with
flowers everywhere and music and
dancing.

Once again, on that night she came
to me with shining eyes and cried out;
“I'm happy, happy, happy!”

And she who had been shielded from
everything, went out into the world
to meet and grapple with the agony
swe call living.

All went well for a time.

Then came physical' pain, such as
she had never dreamed of—the little
babe with the gold-tinted hair was
born dead.

Then the grind of life—the ups and
downs of daily intercourse; the asso-
ciation of two natures heretofore dis-
tinct and separate.

Sqmetlmes she laughed and some-
times she cried. Everything was so
new. She did not like the housekeep-
ing (she never did to the very last);
the buying of the groceries always
caused within her an intense feeling of
disgust. Some very practical people
condemned her. I never did.

She was born for the ethereal things
of life.

She could no more discuss the mar-
ket price of butter or eggs than she
could tolerate the coarse or unattrac-
tive in nature or art. He humored her
in almost everything. And though
himself a practical man of the world,
perhaps he understood her far better
than any of us. I know to her dying
hour she always spoke of him in terms
of adoring love.

Just as she was trying to master the
everydayisms of existence—was learn-
ing (and pretty aptly, too) to play the
new role of housewife and the practi-
calities that hem the border of all do-
mestic life, the first fearful blow came.

Her husband died after a short {ll-
ness. At first she could not compre-
bend the awfulness of it. “It could not
be true.” ‘“What had he done? What
had she done to deserve such a thing?”
“Why was happiness again snatched
from her lips just as she was about to
enjoy the fullness of it?”

She wanted love and happiness here
in this world. She didn’t want to die
in order to secure the priceless boon.
Some people found it here in the very
flesh.

“Why.should he, young and beauti.
ful, fill a long, narrow space in a mar-
ble-dotted cemetery, instead of being
alive to love her, to shield her, to be
loved?”

Then after the first craze of agony
was over, she found she must go out
in the busy world and begin the flerce
struggle for an existence.

J fiantly, and said:

The other children seem to ueuordl If she hsd been ordinary in any way

it would have been easier. But she was
attractive, beautiful. A fatal card for
the women who are compelled to play
the double part of a man and ‘woman

| too.

Many a time she would come in from
the office with blazing eyes and burn-
ing cheeks: “Just another new insuit.
I must be degenerating when a man
of that caliber dares approach me.
What have I done to deserye such pun-
ishment? I have a right to earn my
bread without these side-thrusts com-
ing to me continually.”

Sometimes I was almost surprised
she didn’t do something desperate.
Then one day she came in and calmly
told me that she had resigned her po-
sition and would just go at her stories
again. Sometimes they sold well, and
then we “lived high;” fruit, flowers,
long-tailed gowns, theater tickets and
excursions up the big Mississippi and
across the lake,

Sometimes they were returned—
stacks of them; I remember one week
that the postman consequentially hand-
ed me back nine. She would look blue
for a moment, and then laugh. She
once said she had a lot of good fun out
of .herself, her haps and mishaps, and
would whisper dramatically, “The fate
of genius!”

When these hard times would come

she bore them like a hero—yes like a
hero, for there was a truly masculine
philosophy about her. But the strain
after a while began to tell on a frame
rot too strong, though she had always
had perfect health.
- The firregular fare—for some days
we had nothing at all in the little house
but bread and a bit of molasses—and
the uncertainty of even making ends
meet; even the missing of the laughter
-and admiration that had been hers al-
-ways wherever she went, told upon
her.

Then one day a letter came—it was
from the man who had drifted with her
in the boat that May day long ago. I
trembled for her then—for them both.

He wanted to come and see her just
once more, I knew how hungry was her
heart—how barren and empty of all
joy or pleasure her poor little work-a-
day life. I did not say one word. She
got up and walked the little room many
times; for not the first time of late I
was struck with the change in her.
She grew thinner daily; the velvet of
her eyes more intense, and they were
almost abnormally large.

At last she turned to me, almost de-
“I will let him come,
I feel now that the end is not far off—
the end -of all things. I've suffered
almost enough. You know this is a
world of compensation. I have had so
much of happiness—I don’t believe any
girl ever was so terribly happy; and
I've had almost as much of misery—
almost—not quite. Yes, I will see him
again! I will snatch at joy for-one
brief hour. Ah, my love of long ago,
my dear love of the May-time and the
rippling streams and budding flowers,
I will see thee once more, clasp thy
dear hand and kiss thy lips. The lips
that I have yearned for a touch of for
years. Yes, you shall come—come
soon—for I am going out into the un-
known. I feel it here,” with her hand
upon her heart. “I don’t mind it at all
now, love; I'm so tired, so tired.” A
blinding sea of tears swept over my
eyes. She had never spoken like this
before—had been brave and even pa-
tient for her, for hers had never been
a “meek and quiet spirit.”

Well, he came. They were alone to-
gether for hours. I could nct rest. I
knew her strange, emotional nature—
her broad views on almost every sub-
ject. I knew him, too. Knew that he
was honorable, high-minded, noble al-
most, but I also knew he was a man—
a man of passionate sense, of poetical
thought. -

Renunciation had been the price they
paid for a love that came unbidden—
‘came because they were counterparts.

““Would they be as strong again?”’

After & while I heard the front door
open and his departing footsteps. She
came in. At first I could not look up
(God forgive me for that first and only
moment of doubt). I was afraid.

Then she came and knelt down be-
side me and whispered softly, in al.
most the same old tone: “I'm 80
happy, so happy, so happy.”

Then she raised her face and our
eyes met. Thank God! she had con-
quered again—conquered self—that
throbbing, thrilling flesh and blood
self that could live within only love'a]
fold' L ] L ] L] . L L ] L

She was going fast now, weakening
daily, but still at her desk writing,
writing. Ah, say what you will, she
had many a spark of genilus—her
thoughts were original and strong and
sweet,

‘When the end came it came quite
suddenly. She had been writing all
day. A half finished manuscript lay
on the table before her and a sealed
letter addressed to him, with the pen
still in her hand (I went over to her—
she had been silent so long). Just at
the end of his name she had become
unconscious from very weakness.

I lifted her up tenderly and laid her
on the white lace-covered bed that nad
been her tender pride. Once only she
roused and whispered: “Is it hard to
die? I'm almost afraid—don’t let go
my hand.” Then she murmured faint-
ly the two names she had loved—the
names of the men who had made up
her life, and sighed deeply and whis-
pered: “I've been so tired—I can rest
now.” Then a desperate clutching of
my hand for a moment, as if, as she
had said, she was afarid; then a sort of
shudder through all her limbs; then
a stillness that I knew was death crept
through the pink-draped room.

I arose, like someone grown suddenly
feeble and old, leaned over her and
closed her eyes, and said: “Thank
God.”

I knew that to-morrow with its
agony would come for me, but for her
it was over—all over—thank God.—

N. 0. Times Democrat,

ADVANTAGES OF WIDE BRIM.

Feminine Wearer of Big Hat De-
scribes Social Possibilities
Lurking Under It.

“l owe 80 much to the wide brim, I
do not know how to express my grati-
tude to iL. I cannot see why women
wear hats that turn up from their
faces when this kind,” and she pat-
ted her broad-brimmed hat affection-
ately, “adds so much piquancy to life.

“I'll put it on and show you just
what I mean,” continued she, according
to the New York Sun. “There, pretend
I am at tea. 0

lowering my head just a little I throw
my eyes into shadow and can without
the least appearance of investigating
scan the room for the people I want
to talk to and the new people I want
to meet. I can also place the ones
I want to avoid.

“If my hat rolled away from my face
like this,” she twisted back the brim,
“I should look very brazen doing jus:
what I have been doing under the
brim, which has given the impression
of a pretty little feeling of shyness
about going among so many people.

“Now I am speaking to my hostess.
My hat, which is very beautiful, has
already attracted attention. Everyone
wonders what manner of face is under
a beautiful broad-brimmed hat.

“You know how that is. I know that

I shall not disappoint people, so I am
perversely slow about raising my
brim. .
“Now I am talking to a new man.
We are seated. I dip my brim toward
the room. This delights the man. I
seem 80 absorbed in interest in what
he is saying. .

“His delighted looks - advertise my
charms to the room at large. When
I glance up in a few minutes I see
quite & group of men waiting to
meet me.

.“There is a way of glancing up from
under a broad-brimmed hat. See, this
way. Show your eyes, but don’t show
them quite enough. Some one. !s
bound to ask for an introduction im-
mediately, just to see your eyes a lit-
tle better. ~ Gl 2l

“You can keep watch of the other
women under your broad brim without
their knowing it. They cannot see
your look of curiosity, your look of
envy. )

“In fact you can constantly keep
a close survey of the whole room just
by raising your brim high enough to
avoid meeting people’s eyes.

“It alds so toward general populari-
ty, the broad brim, for under it one
can hide one's face when ill-timed
laughter, bored expressions, or vexed
looks threaten to appear. One can
struggle under cover to regain the ap-
propriate expression without anyone’s
knowing of a struggle.

“The little god knows the advan-
tages in a wide brim. There is noth-
ing so bewitching as to see a pretty
face not quite long enough. Of course
I am speaking for the men. The
broad brim won’t let a man gaze quite
as long as he wants to.

“It dips, when under proper man-
agement, at just the right moment
and leaves the man confronted with
a mass of ostrich plumes. At the right
moment it lifts.

“But I needn’t explain. A word to
the pretty woman is sufficient. I
prophesy that.after my talk you will
leave off wearing those rolled-back
hats, which while very becoming, lack
the humanity of the broad-brimmed
creations. )

“I never fully appreciated the bless-
ing of the broad brim until I met a
man who stuttered dreadfully. I heard
after the meeting he liked me im-
mensely. It was the brim that brought

‘me the compliment.

“The other women looked fearfully
embarrassed when he talked to them.
He is a very nice man and very sensi-
tive and they hurt him. When he
couldn’t get a word in his talk with
me, I just lowered my brim until he
found it. Then I up with the brim
and just glowed upon him.

“I never bow to people I don’t want
to on the street and yet I am never
accused of cutting people. My brim
saves me the odium intentional slight-
ing heaps upon one head.

“I have heard people say that they
get 80 tired looking at the people in
front of them in the street cars. I
never experience this weariness. My
brim protects my eyes from the masses
when I weary them.

“Yes, there’s a vast amount of com-
mon sense and witchery in the wear-
ing of broad-brimmed hats. I can't
understand why women do mnot wear
them. Why, see what a factor they
are in my social life.”

Moderation in Exercise.

The Japanese use practically no
gymnasium apparatus, yet, says St.
Nicholas, they show greater excellence
of ' strength and endurance than do
any other people in the world. While
some of thelr exericses may seem vio-
lent, they take them with great mod-
eration. At the outset of a course in
jiujitsu the student is rarely upon the
floor more than half an hour, and
three-quarters of this time is devoted
to walking and breathing between ex-
ercises. As the student becomes more
proficient, he spends three-quarters
of an hour on the floor, then an hour,
and so on, by degrees, unless he is able
to give two hours a day to the work.
Yet three-quarters of his time, or
nearly that amount, is spent in walk-
ing back and forth and in breathing.

No Chance for a Blow-Out.

“If 1 were to give you ten dollars,”
gsaid the philanthropist, “would you
blow it in?"

“Nary a blow, mister,” replied the
hard-luck victim. “Ef I wuz ter git
hold uv dat much coin in er lump it
ud’ take me breath erway. See?’—
Chicago Dally News.

“I have just entered the room. By |
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Kcl[olnl Il., April 18th.—Away back in
1001 Mr. Albert E Larson of this place
was suffering with Kidney disease and
e
ure was v and re
life almost a bﬁgget:) him. He h
Dodd’s Kidney Pills and n to use
them and almost at once he n to get
better. He had been unable to work, g;t
t%odd’.to Kidnle‘y Pills oﬁon mad:h :um able
work again. .He ysed remedy
hll.:e was completely cured. He says hLe
has grown stronger year by year since .he
got rid of his old trouble.

“Dodd’s Kidney Pills certainly gave me
; com) lleu and peljmlneft cure, for I

t strol nce
19‘0'1° tbean everng::or.;. I can do harder
work now in lg)o‘odtd!’.nxlx ;ou}dmhﬁ.t year. hl
cannot praise 8 ne € .
I w:qﬂtr not be without them 3"“&»
house.”

As a man travels on in the journey of
life his objects of wonder daily diminish,
and he is continually finding out some very
simple cause for some great matter of mar-
vel.—Washington Irving.

Putnam Fadeless D‘yea produce the

htest and fastest colors.
P R e T

Chesterfield: When a man seeks your

advice he generally wants your praise.

g Like a 'Waiter,
(to -hotel. propri.etot).—:nln
you a vacancy amo our waiters? -
Hotel Proprietor—Well, I don’t know:
I suppose I might make a place for a man
of fine address like you. Have you ever
had any cxperience in waitirg?
“Well, I should “ say so. I waited 13
years to marry a girl, and last week she
married another fellow.”—Stray Stories.

Not the Real Thing.
m?igpong—-l)ou Graspit go by the golden

e -
Bifbang—Well, not exactly.
“How's that?”

Stranger

cinnati Enquirer.

Wise Pr%rietor.—.(}neot (ﬁ _ehu'&d res-
is is

taurant)—‘‘Here, waiter!
vile, and I don’t pro to pay for it.
Where's the proprietor?’ Waiter—“He's

ne home to
r.

unch, sir.”—Philadelphia

————

Pna'ing Teller— “What is your name, any-
way?”’ Indignant Presenter of Check—
“Don’t you see my signature?”’ Paying
Teller—*Yes. That’s what aroused my
curiosity.”’—Baltimore American.

—————

A man must leave many things behind

to win the things to come.—Ram’s Horn.

——

Young women may avoid much sick- -
ness and pain, says Miss Alma Pratt, if

they

will only have faith in the use of

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“DeAR Mrs. PrngraAy: —1I feel it m¥ duty to tell all young women

how much Lydia E.Pinkham’s wonder

ul Vegetable Compound has

done for me. I was completely run down, unable to attend school, and
did not care for any kind of society, but now I feel like a hew person, -

have gained seven pounds of

flesh in three months.

I recommend it to all young women who suffer from female weak-
ness.” — Miss ALuMA PratT, Holly, Mich. '

FREE MEDICAL ADVICE TO YOUNG GIRLS.

1s at this

-All
write Mrs.’o Pinkham for ad

hundreds of young women; her ad

of life are earmestly invited to

s she has ded in a motherl
co; she g;:! otherly way

vice

given, and her address is Lynn, Mass.

Jud, from the letters she is receiving from so many
Pinkhamgil?egueves that our girls are often pushed altoge

young girls Mra,
ther toogl}eu- the

limit of their endurance nowadays in our public schools and seminaries.
Nothing is allowed to interfere with studies, the girl must be pushed to

the front and graduated with honor; often physical collapse follows, and it

takes years to recover the lost vitality,—often it is never recovered. ]

A Young Chicago Girl Saved from Despair.
‘“Drar Mrs, Prvgrayu: —I wish to thank you for the help and ben-
efit I have received through the use of Lydia E. Pinkkam’s Vege-

table Compound and Liver Pills.
- years old I sudde

health and vi :

hard, but the doctor thought different and

prescri ;
uart without relief. Reading one

When I was about aeventeen
seemed to lose my usual goo
ity. Father said I studied too

bed tonics, which I took t:{v;tﬁ
Mrs. Pinkham’s great cumsl,y

toms described an-
I would give Lydia

E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound a
' %nal. \18111 élixél not slaf.ir a Evotzgktq tthe doctor;

bo myself, an it according
to directions regular
and I found that I
and that all pains le
old self once more. — LiLLie E. SINCLAIR,
17 E. 22d St., Chicago IlL”

ly for two mon
ually improved,ths’
me, and I was my

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is the one sure rem-

be relied upon at this impo

rtant period in a young girl’s

ﬂ%;%m it she can go through with coumfa and safety the work

she must accomplis
her future life may

d fortify her p
g’oal::mred against si

I& cal well being so that
ess and suffe

cannot with the nal letters and ot
§5000 Zoreanam s PR e

Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass,

W. L. DOUCLAS

$4.00, 83.50, 83.00, $2.50

sy SHOES it iboito.
‘W.L.Douglas shoes
are worn by more £
men than any other f=
make. The reason g3
is, they hold their }
shape,fitbetter,wear §
longer, and have
greater intrinsic
value than any

other shoes. .
8old Everywhers. R W/ AN
Leook for d bottom.
Douglas um‘:):mm’aelrlﬁn. vh.l:h is
everywhere conceded tobethe finest Patent
u.':im yet produced. Fast Color Eyelets used.
Shoes by mall, 25 cents extra. Write for Catalog.
W.'L.'DO Kton,

UGLAS, Broo

MOTHER GRAY'S
SWEET POWDERS

FOR CHILDREN,

o fermti e
motner @y, Worms, “Ficy et v Eoiite
Tyt Huaple wd W it

Saw |

WEEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS
plense state that you saw thy Advertises
ment in this vaper.

The FREE Homestead

Isands of
»WESTERN
CANADA .

3 Star Attractions

Millions ?t acres of m cent Graln
"‘&&“L‘: B . Purchase” from ‘Halivay
ies, Land Corporations,etc.
Good Crops, delightfal climate.
oplondid sches) Syetemm. perice:

” social conditions, exceptional
“4 | | raalway advantages,snd wealth
b aad afiuence acquired easlly.

" The ulation of WESTERN

CAN fA increased 123,000 by immi.

juring the pastyear,over 50,00
1ing Americans.

Write to the mnearest authorised
Canadian Government tfor Cana-
dian Atlas and other information: or
B2 Y address SUPERINTENDENT IMMIGRA

TION, OTTAWA, CANADA:—
K. T. HOLNKS, $15 Jackson Street, St. Paal, Nian.

Graad Forks, Nortd Dakota.

Fristion Food Saw M
with 4 b, p. cuts 2,000 feet per day. All sizes and prices to sun!
Shingle Mills, Edgers, Trimmers, Planers. Cora and Buhr
Mills, Water Wheels, Lath Miils, Wood Sawsand Hay Presses.
Our hand Dew \! willl you,

DoLoach Mill Mig. Co., Bex 837, Atlants, C
204 Liberty B, New Touk, X. o mti.mu,l:.'u&l.

“The rule he uses is only plated.”—CUin-




