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/A SONG /OF
Hark! how m&mm shout
the on the mountainside:
b % , sing! for the winds are
. ou
And the path of their flight is wide!
fe leap, .at flood of the tide,
{0 the base of your rooted rock.
you the thrill as the deep caves flll?
“dHear you the breakers shock?
! Hall, brothers, hail! .
Bend your song on the western gale,
Loud is the wind in every tree,
But you alone can voice the tone
OF the full-throated sea.
From you alone can our echoes ring.
Siug, brothers, sing!"

Hark! how the great pines cry
From the inland forest places,
8énding the mountain-land's reply
Out to the wild sea-spaces,
Where the mad wave swells and races
___Under the. tide-wind's hand.
“‘Hall, all hail! We swing to the gale,
And shrill to your brave command: .
Rock, rock, and chime! -
Back we fling your iterant rime
In a rush of harmony!
Loud is the wind in every tree,
But we alone can harp the tone
Of the deep-breasted sea.
From us alone can your echoes fall! °
Call, brothers, call!”
—Marion - Couthouy Smith,
Companion.

in Youth's
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Troupe. %

b3 By HAROLD CHILD.

MMM

ONSIEUR BAPTISTE smiled as he

L stood at the door of his booth,
for, the booth was packed. Still, there
Was room for one or two more, in par-
ticular for the handsomely-dressed
gentleman who was at that moment

ding gloomily outside.

{‘M. le Duc is not yet too late,” said
Baptiste. *“‘The farceawill begin in
five minutes.” M. le Marquis (for
Baptiste was not far out in his guess)
lodgked at the manager with a sullen
stowl. “M..le Duc looks:sad.. He is
fa.trouble. A gobd laugh now—"

/Baptiste had gone too far.. M. le
Marquis slowly drew on his right-
hand glove, and cuffed Baptiste upon
his jolly red face. . Baptiste bowed.
One could not--in the year 1600—be
manager of a troupe of farce players
for nothing, und the striker was: ob-
viouely a little intoxicated. He re-
turned-to the charge. “See!” he said,
holding up nis wooden bowl that was
brimming over with coins, “a gold
plece—only one—laid just there—"

M. le Marquis' raised his elbow
sharply, and Baptiste, & Danae for a
moment, fell upon his back amid a
shower of coins that rolled from his
portly person to all quarters of the
compass. M. le Marquis stepped over
his body and pushed his way up the
crowded booth, across the stage, and
into the tyring-room behind. In those
days (they were not over nice in those
days) actors and actresses dressed to-
gether; ana M. le Marquis; still
scowling, found himself in the midst
of ten or a dozen men and women in
various stages of undress, with a
sprinkling of gallants in attendance.

There was a sudden hush. The gal-
lants drew themselves up awkwardly,
the women looked round to see who
had come in. And then, observing
how extremely handsome a person this
was, they bhroke into voluble chatter
and lavish d:splay of their charms.
And ‘M. 'le Marauis stood scowlicg at
them all.

There was some excuse for him. A
week ago he had heen rich and power-
ful; ncw he was poor and in disgrace.
There were no servants in his great
house. no hcerses in his stables. It is
not always good to be handsome, so
handsome as to captivate the king’s
mistress, especially when that king is
Henri 1V, of rance.

At that moment 1. ‘e Marquis had
good reason {o Late all alluring wo-
men. He scowled at them. And then
—whether it were the wine, or the de-
gire to spite these 1cady beauties—he
swiftly crossed the roomm to where a
girl stoni leaning rgeinst the wall
No actress, no cgler, she. Dressad in
simple black, she stood with her eyes
on the ground, and her head bowed a
little forward under # mass of golden
hair. M. le Marquis, with some osten-
tation, caught her by the shoulders.
She looked up aflame, and her beauty
all but gave him pause. Then, with a
vicious laugh, he caught her close and
kissed her. She struggled and his kiss
fell on her ear. He gripped her like

' & vice and kissed her three times on
the mouth.

There was a roar of rage behind him.
M. le Marquis loosed the girl and
turned swiftly. He knew the sound
of that roar, and as he turned he drew
his sword. In front of him, in a surg-
ing crowd, with threatening arms and
cursing tongues, were M. Baptiste's
troupe of farce players.

M. le Marquis’ point touched one of
the men very delicately upon the
knee. “Dance, mountebank!” said he.
Another flash, and there was a spot of
blood upon 2 woman’s throat. “Sing,
cat!” saild M. le Marquis.

“For God's sake, Charles!” cried one
of the gallants, “save yourself! They
have played before the king, and
cyou—?

“I dear friend,” said M. le Marquis,
flicking his sword daintily to and fro
within an inch of the raging players,
“am, as you say, in disgrace, while
these—things—are in favor. Still, I
am not yet & butcher, so—make way,
scum, for yeur better!” And with that
he passed carelessly through the midst
of them. At the door be turned and
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‘“His -majesty’s- friends!”™

‘empty house, the scene returned
to his mind; indeed, it had never left
it. Why had the players been so
roused? What was a kiss to excommu-

nicated dogs who lived thelr
dishonor? But tbe girl was tiful,
80 beautiful that M. Je Marquis wished

inow that he had not kissed her—like
that, and now that ‘he might but kiss
her again—in a more respectful man-
ner.

As midnight struck he was suddenly
jerked from his bed. Sleep was heavy
upon him, for he had drunk deep all
day; -and he only wake fully: to find
himself, very insufficiently clothed and
with his hands bound, standing among
six men, all of them in black, with
black masks over their eyes.

*“’Sblood!” cried M. le Marquis,
“who are you?”

There was no reply. They led him
dowa his own stairs and into his own
courtyard, where the wind snapped
cruelly at his half-naked limbs, and
through his own gates into & coach
that waited outside. M. le Marquis
was bitter cold; he was going, who-
ever these men were, to his death.
Above all, he was a ridiculous object,
and knew it; but he bore himself at
his proudest. The coach stopped, and
they haled him into a dark building.
Not. till each of the six had lighted a
torch did he recognize it for Baptiste’s
booth. M. le Marquis’ blood boiled.
He was in the hands, then, of the
players, the lowest of mankind. It
seemed to him that he had “touched
the bottom of degradation. He did
not know what was in store for him.

They led him on to the stage, and
here one of them, whom he knew now
to be Baptiste himself, faced him. “M.
le Marquis,” said he, “there is little
need of words., This afternoon there
was one white thing among us—you
have soiled it. You have done just
what we all have vowed should never
pass unavenged. She was the honor
of my company—you have sullied it
She was its luck—you have broken it.
Monsieur, this afternoon you struck
me in the face; but it is not for a blow
but for a kiss that I now strike you—
thus!” :

He laughed as he wiped from his
knuckles the blood of M. le Marquis’
lip. “It is not blue, after all!” said
.he; but the words were lost in the roar
'of ribaldry and rage that burst, at the
signal’ of that blow, from the other
five. They were players, and the
things they said and did to M. le Mar-
quis ‘can hardly be described. Then
one drew his sword and cut him on the
knee. “Dance, mountebank!” cried he,
and M. le Marquis needs must dance,
barefooted and barelegged, at which
the men roared with laughter, and
pricked him with swords to new ef-
forts. One crept behind him. “A Kkiss
for a kiss!” said he, and his teeth met
in M. le Marquis’ ear. “A hug for a
hug!” cried another, gripping him till
his ribs cracked. “Sing, cat!” laughed
another, cutting a skin-deep gash in
his throat. The end came soon.
Bleeding from 20 scratches, worn out
and utterly disgraced, M. le Marquis
fell to the ground in a strong man’s
agony of tears.

In a flash he was up again. “Swine!”
he cried. “That you mean to kill me,
I know. Let me kill a few of you be-
fore I pass!”

“It was our intention, Monsieur,”
said Baptiste, ‘“or rather a command
laid upon us, that you should try. My
children, give M. le Marquis his sword
—and scme clothes.”

Two of the players led him into the
trying room, and there they bathed
his wounds and dressed him in a clean
shirt and hose. As he stepped on to
the stage again he stopped dead.

“Saints!” he cried, “have they sent
the devil to fight me?”

For he saw a new, a seventh, figure
before him, and one that apppeared to
have no face, no hair. The whole
head was concealed in a tight-fitting
black ctp, and only the eyes flashed
through two holes. “This,” saild M. le
Marquis, “is but murder. How can I
fight a man whose face I cannot
watch?” But there was no help for it.
The figure of his assailant was that of
a perfect swordsman. The Ilcng,
straight limbs and suple, graceful body
were like steel springs. M. le Marquis
had met his match and more. Up and
down the stage they fought, the splen-
did, tireless form of his opponent ever
pressing, pressing. The blades flick-
ered and screamed, and the six watch-
ers stood by with sword in hand and
torches held high. M. le Marquis’
sword-arm had been pinked, his
strength was failing and there was a
swimming in his head. He had no
more desire to kill, nor even to live;
only, for his own honor, to make a
fight to the finish, and then die brave-
ly at the hands of the best swordsman
he had ever crossed steel with.

M. le Marquis’ sword flew from his
hand and clattered on the fioor of the
booth. He threw back his head and
stood waiting for the death-stroke.
Through a haze of exhaustion and
pain, he saw his opponent stand hesi-
tating, saw the six players spring for-
ward with uplifted swordg, saw the
blade that should have pierced his
heart turned in a fury against the
players, and heard a shrill voice cry,
“Back! you shall not touch him!”
Then he fell in a dead faint.

And as he fell, his opponent, with
another cry, tore the mask from head
and face. A -shower of golden hair,
suddenly released, rippled down to her
walist, hair that an instant later made
a pillow for the head of M. le Marquis,
as she cradled it tenderly on her knee,
gobbing the while, “Oh, look at me!
speak to me! speak to me!”

He opened his eyes at last. For a
few seconds he stared blankly. Then
in amazement he murmured, “You!”

She bowed her head, sobbing like a

child. M. le Marquis got painfully to
his feet. He bowed low.

—

- “Mademolselie” he seid; “this aftor- |
nooa I I:mltzd you. I beg your for-
“Bhe looked at him Ms' :
. “It was given, Monsieur,
my heart, when you fellL”
Hacane

Once more he spoke. le,
this ‘evening you haye taken, [ re-
stored, my lite. I will accspt the'
on one condition, that you'share 1t. I

am & disgraced’ and; d man, and
Paris knows me no more; but I lave
still some small estates in Poitow. If
M.- Baptiste will spare me the lugk of
his troupe—" %
The players gasped and were silent.
Then a ringing shout of applause iwent
up from six strong throats. And When
the shouts had died down, the girl
walked slowly up to M. le Marquis.
“Monsieur,” she said, “this #fter-
noon you gave me four kisses.. For
that, 1 might either kill you—as in-
deed I had intended—or ask ydm to
take them back. Which shall it be?”
But seeing that she had dropped her
sword and brought her face very close
to his, there could be little doubt of the
answer.—London King.

DROLL RUSSIAN PROVERBS.'

In Which Is Reflected the Quaint
Humor and Keenness of the
Native Mina.

The Scotch and the Spaniards have
hitherto divided the credit of possess-
ing the largest store of proverbial wis-
dom; but if the literature of Russia
was more widely known it might prove
a formidable rival to either the land
of oatmeal or of oranges, says the
Philadelphia Press Sunday Magazine.
A few specimens are given, which,
on account of their pointed terseness,
the quaint, homely vigor and wdry,
Sancho Panza satire, scarcely need the
aid of rhyme to recommend them.
They are indeed more fully than words
can express the faithful mirror of the
shrewd, simple, dogged, humorous Rus-
slan mind, ever veiling its ural
keenness under a mask of habltmand
Impenetrgble stolidity: "

“Every fox praises his own tafl.”

“Go after two wolves and you: will
not catch even one.” ;

“A good beginning is half the work.”

“Trust in God, but do not stamble
yourself.” -,

“With Gqd, even across the.sea:
\\;:lthout Him, not even to the thresh-
old.” :°* f: &

“‘Witlqut’ cheating, no trading.”

“The deeper you hide anything, tho
sooner you find it,” :

“If God doesn’t forsake us, the, pigs
will not take us.” ;

““A debt is adorned by payment.”

“Roguery is the last of trades.”

“Never take a crooked path while
youn can see a straight one.”

‘“Fear not the threats of the great,
but rather the tears of the poor.”

“Send a pig to dinner and he will
put his feet on the table.”

“Disease comes in by hundredweight
and goes out by ounces.”
bo“Every little frog is great in his own

g.li

“Be pralsed not for your ancestors,
but for your virtues.”

He Knew They Would Fit.

A Mississippi congressman once
owned a handsome pair of light gray
trousers which were much admired by
his colored neighbors. Unfortunately
they became spotted.

“Here Charlie,” said the congress-
man to a negro servant who had long
coveted them, “take these trousers
and clean them.”

Charlie took them home, and after
two days of careful inactivity brought
them back.

““’Scuse me, bose,” he sald, “but
‘claih to gracious, seem like Ah cain’t
git dat spot out no way.”

“Did you brush it?”

llYasnh.”

“Scrub it?”

“Yasseh.”

“Scour it?”

“Yasseh. ’Pear like Ah done ev'y-
thing, but Ah jes’ cain’t git It out no
way.”

“Well, did you try ammonia?”

“No, seh! No, seh!” exclaimed
Charlie, with a delighted snicker. “Ah,
didn’t try em’ on me yit, seh, but Ah
knows dey’d fit!”’—New Orleans Picay-
une.

Beecher’'s Wit.

Noted not only for his eloquence, but
for his ability to meet every difficulty
and overcome it, Henry Ward Beecher
was a wonderful orator. On one
memorable occasion, in the midst of
an impassioned speech, some one at-
tempted to interrupt him by suddenly
crowing like a cock. It was done to
perfection; a number of people laughed
in spite of themselves, and Beecher’s
friends felt that in a moment the
whole effect of the meeting, and the
thrilling appeals, might collapse. The
orator, however, was equal to the oc-
casion. He stopped, listened till the
crowing ceased, and then, with a look
of surprise on his face, pulled out his
watch. “Morning already!” he said;
“my watch is only at ten. But there
can’'t be any mistake about it. The
instincts of the lower animals are in-
fallible.” There was a roar of laugh-
ter, and Mr. Beecher was able to re-
sume a8 if nothing had occurred.—
Golden Days.

In Ireland.
English Tourist—Is the oountry
around here peaceful, doncherknow?
Native—It's too peaceful ’tis, yer
honor. Oi'm only just afther comin’
from Killinaman, an’ now, begob!
OI'm goin’ to Killmore—Judge.

Proper Term.
“Myer—Yes, in order to get away
unobserved he resorted to a subter-
fuge.
Gyer—I see. He's a sort of subter-
fugitive, as it were.—~Chicago Dally
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In t(«’:vtnliejc-:ol;;lnf hunting pea-

son every man who has ever carried a
gun has a hunting story to tell. Good
stories of this kind were flying about
in & Crescent Hill family circle not
long ago, says the Louisville Courjer-
Journal, and the young man who had
ably played the flute during the even-
ing had his interesting bit of woodland
experience to contribute.

“Down in central Kentucky, where I
flve,” he said, “a lot of us went: out
coon hunting one mnight. The best
dogs in the neighborhood were owned
by a calored man; and as he was also
an expert coon hunter himself, we
didn’t feel satisfled that the expedi-
tion would be a success unless we
had black Jim and his dogs along with
us.

“Unfortunately, Jim was ‘addicted’
to dring, as the boys expressed it,
and on the night in question he had
‘been a trifle too deep in his cups. He
was able to go with us, however, as
well as anxious, and so he started.
It was not long before Jim’s good dogs
traced a coon. The coon worked out
on a long limb, and the question was
‘who was to climb that tree and urge
the coon to come down, or drop off?
Black Jim was a famous climber, and,
as he seemed to be getting more like
himself every minute, we urged him to
perform the difficult feat. ‘

“Jim scrambled and shambled up the
tree trunk all right, and he crawled out
on the limb half-way with equal suc-
cess. Then we heard his voice drawl-
ing out in most distressed and anx-
ious tones: ‘Moov’ dat rock, moov’ dat
rock, moov’ dat rock!” We flashed the
Jantern on him, to discover thgt poor,
unsteady Jim had dropped around on
‘the under side of the limb. He was
clutching the limb desperately, making
strenuous but unavailing struggles to
‘get on the.qipper side of it again, and
also eyeing the ground with agoniz-
ing apprehension, feeling that he soon
must let go. ‘Moov' dat rock, moov®
dat rock, moov’ dat rock!’ he continued
calling, while we helplessly and harde
heartedly all stood there and laughed.
There wasn't any rock in sight, thaf
we could see, and poor Jim in a few secs
onds came crashing down. He was nol
hurt, however, and the coon still percheé
on the end of the limb. I can’t re
member whether we got the coon of
not, but we got a relishable new phras¢
for the hunting fleld: ‘Moov’ dat rock
moov’ dat rock!’”

CHOICE OF A DRESS DESIGN

A Style Suited to the Figure Should
Be the Selection of the Pros-
pective Wearer.

KENTUCKY HUNTING STORY

In choosing the design of 8 gown great
care should be taken to select a style
which is suited to the figure; in the lack
of this care lies the cause of many a
woman’s bad taste in dress, says Har-
per's Bazar. For a slight figure & de-
sign with plenty of fulness across the
chest and bust should be chosen, and at
the same time the direction of the lines
of trimming should be considered. A
broad yoke, reaching well out over the
shoulders, adds much to a narrow-
chested woman’s appearance, while long
lines of up-and-down tucks or bands of
trimming are the best choice for a broad
stout figure.

In the same way the skirt pattern
should be thought out with regard to
the figure. A plain seven-gore skirt
with no shirring or bayadere stripes or
tucks, and with ruffies only around the
foot of the skirt, is best for a stout
woman, while shirred yokes, tucked and
ruffled skirts, suit the thin woman to per-
fection. This year’s models show two
very definite styles which may be com-
pared. There is the revival of the
flounced style of 50 years ago, and the
close-fitting habit cut of skirt with full-
length tucks or pleats or bands of trim-
‘ming. The design should also be consid-
ered with regard to the material to be
used. Flounces are suited to the soft
gauzes, while for the tailored effects a
wise woman chooses a material which

is firm.

“Mamma’’ Out of !‘ul;ion.

Children, it is asserted, are being
taught to use the word “dearest” in ad-
dressing their mothers, and the latter
reply in kind. In the highest of high
circles “darling” has been substituted
for “dearest,” and it is interesting to
learn that “motherkin,” “Mamma Mar-
jory,” “sweetheart” and plain “sweet”
are among the other endearing terms
that are regarded as “particularly good
form” just now. Common sense people,
who, happening upon the above, may
thoughtlessly read it, are reminded that
for sudden and violent nausea, on land
or sea, no remedy is more effective and
less harmful than a heaping spoonful
of saleratus mixed with water.—Provi-

dence Journal.

Carrot Pudding.

Grate a raw red carrot. Mix with
double the weight of bread or biscuit
crumbs, or equal weight of the bread and
biscuit. For a pound and a half of this
mixture allow a pint of new milk or
cream, or a half pintof each; four ounces
of clarified butter; three eggs well
beaten; sugar to taste; a grating o? nut-
meg and & glass of brandy. Lineoredgo
a dish with puft paste, pour in the mix-
ture, put slices of candied lemon or
orange peel or citron on top, and bake
in a moderately hot oven.—Chicago
Post.

- —

Sugared Peanuts.

For sugared peanuts, shake blanched
nut meats over the fire in a little butter
until they are well coated. Then
sprinkle them with fine sugar and let
them dry. Some persons roll the pea-
nuts in the beaten white of an egg and
tien in sugar. They will need at least
a day in which tv dry.—N. Y. Sun.

News.

BISHOP OWES REALTH

AND LIFE TO PE-RUAA.

Ministers of All Denominations
Join in Recommending
Pe-ru-na to the
People.'

Public speaking especially exposes
the throat and mm:"wﬁ to
catarrhal affections.

Breathing the air of crowded assem-
blies, and the necessary exposure to
night air which many preachers must
face, makes catarrh especially prevalent
among their class.

Peruna has become
among them.

justly popular

-t N,

 JUSHOP L. AL/ALSEY.

The Bishop'’s Strong

the great medicine, Peruna.
¢« | feel sure that Peruna Is not

Peruna is the most prompt and sure
remedy forcatarrh that can be taken.

Many a preacher has been able to
meet his engagements only because he
keepson hand a bottle of Peruna,ready
fomeet any emergency that may arise.
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The Friends of Pe-ru-na.

Despite the prejudices of the medical
profes‘;ion l.glx)zinst proprietary medi-
cines, the clergy .have always main-
tained a strong confidence and friend-
ship for Peruna.

'ﬁxe‘y have discovered by personal
experience that Peruna does all that is
claimed for it.

Tribute to Pe-ru-na.

L. H. Halsey, Bishop C. M. E. Church, Atlanta, Ga., writes:

‘‘I have found Peruna to bea great remedy for catarrh. I have suffered
with this terrible discase for more than twenty years, until since I have
been using Peruna, which has relieved me of the trouble.

**1 have tried many remedies and spent a
money for them, but I found nothing so effectual in the cure of catarrh as

t deal of hard-earned

only a triumph of medical sclence,

but it is also a blessing to suffering humanity. ; :
‘‘Every individual whosuffers with respiratory diseases will find Peruna
a magnificent and sovereign remedy.”—L. H. Halsey, Bp. C. M. E. Church,

NN NSNS NSNS

We have on file many letters of rec-
ommendation like the one given above.
We can give our readers only a slight
glimpse of the vast number of grate-
ful letters Dr. Hartman is constantly
receiving, in praise of his famous
catarrh remedy, Peruna.

TICKLESOME TALES.

The late Dean Hole was fond of
sports of all kinds, but when a report
came to his ears that his groom had
been engaging in a pugilistic set-to,
the dean felt it his duty to administer
a suitable rebuke, winding up with:
“I hope you were separated” (severe-
Iy). “Beg pardon, sir; when I'd fin-
ished he didn’t want no separating,”
sald the groom.

Col. Henry Watterson, of Kentucky,
recently told a story of an old darky
down south who was informed that if
he was bitten by a snake and drank a
quart of whisky the smake would die
and he would go unscathed. “Dar's
only one trouble ’bout dat cure,” the
old man said; “I knows whar dere's
plenty snakes, but whars I gwine ter
git de whisky?”

The London Globe relates that a
lady from the country was visiting
Westminster Abbey recently, with the

particular object of seelng the tomb |

of King Edward II. Patient search
failed to discover it, and at last she
asked the verger or an attendant of
some sort, to direct her to it. The
explanation of her failure wgs instant-
ly forthcoming. “I’'m sorry, madam,”
he said, “but we ’aven’t got Edward
I1. ’ere, as we only have the odd num-
Mu"

And Bent Him.

‘“What a crooked little man Stivers
fs. Where did Mrs. Stivers ever run
across him?”

“I believe she ran across him on one
of her auto runs.”—Houston Post.

AN OLD MAN’S TRIBUTE.

An Ohio Fruit Raiser, 78 Years 01d, Cured
of a Terrible Case After Ten Years of
Suffering.

Sidney Justus, fruit dealer, of Men-
tor, Ohio, says: ‘‘ I was cured by Doan’s
Kidney Pills of a severe case of kid-

e = ney trouble, of
eight or ten
Yyears’ standing.
I suffered the
most severe
backache and
other pains in
b the region of the
“ kidneys. These
were especially
severe when

! stooping to lift

SBIDNEY JUSTUS. anything, and

often I could hardly straighten my

back. The aching was bad in the day-

time, but just as bad at night, and I

was always lame in the morning. I

was bothered with rheumatic painsand

dropsical swelling of the feet. The
urinary passages were painful, and the
secretions were discolored and so free
that often I had toriseat nighgg’ I felt
tired all day. Half a box served to

relieve me, and three boxes effected a

permanent cure.”

A TRIAL FREE—Address Foster-
Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y. For sale

Discomfiture of David.
David had just slain Goliath.
‘“Yes,” they sald, “quite clever, but do
you know anything of jiu-jitsu?”
Feeling hopelessly out of style, the
hero retired to the background.—N. Y.
Sun.

Unreasonable.

Mr. Newly-wed (‘o profane tramp)
—How dare you swear before my
wife? ‘

Profane Tramp—How the deuce
could I know yer wife wanted ter
swear first?—Puck. :

ers, oot RE.
$128.00.
ship

il
g e

il

EE%

g
i

i

A

b Xer and free trial ition and
vo the MOST ASTONISHINGLY LIBERAL CREAM
SEPARATOR OFF'

SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO., GHICAGO.
TWENTY BUSHELS OF
WHEAT T0 THE AGRE

CRER R

1904

The 150,000 Farmers frony
the United Btates, who during

the past seven years have gone
$0 Canada, participate in this prosperity.

The United States will soon become an importes
of Wheat. Geta free homestead or purchasea farm
in Western Canada, and become one of those who
will heip produce it.

Apply for information to SCPERINTENDEXT OF
IMMIGRATION, Ottawa, Canada, Or 10
C. J.BROUGHTON, 430 Quincy Bldg..Chleago, I11.
W. H. ROGERS, 3rd Floor Traction-Terminal Bidg.,
Indianapolis, 3
T. O. CURRIE, Room 13 R.. Callahan Block, Mil-
waukee, Wis
J.8.CRAWFORD, 125 W.9th Bt., KansasCity, Mo.
M.V.MCINNES, 6 Ave. Theater B'k, Detroit, Mich.
Authorised Government Agents.

Pleass say where you satw this advert isement,

we mall you free lots of farm seed

samples M*:zclhloc.hn- Y //
ingall about this cat wonder and
thousands of other seeds,

o

by all dealers. Price, 50 centa.
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