A Crisis in
Her Life

CCORDING to the unspoken laws
of her Bohemian world he was a
hilistine and a prig, which means he
was a gentleman and old-fashioned in
his ideas about women. ’
She was a Bobhemian by circum-
stances and environment rather than by
=hoice, and it was only from necessity
slie had spent most of her later girl-
hood in the precincts of Fleet street.
He was amused at her taste for litera-
ture and in a mild way proud of her
lterary attainments. She had written
for some years for some of the numer-
ous ladies’ magazines, but lately she

_had done deeper work, and now at last

her book was finished. It was almost
like a woman’s first-born to her, this
novel into which she had put her best
thoughts and her worst cynicism—a
cynicism not innate, only born of a
friend’s trouble. Sometimes she won-
dered what Ralph Merton would say
when he read her book. She felt he was
not a man to tolerate too great a
breadth of view In the'woman he loved;
yet she was sure he would be proud of
her success; for even her publisher—
and almost every publisher at least
apes pessimism—had told her he had
not the slightest doubt upon the sub-
Ject.

*““The story is so broad,” he said; “and
people love to read about the coarser
side of life.”

Margaret was deeply hurt at this open
eriticism, for that had not been her
object; and she explained to her pub-
lisher that she did not wish to appeal
fo the worse but to the better side
of human nature, dand only to point
a wholesome moral. She had written
to warn women, and had only spoken in
80 unabashed a way of sin and evil tn
teach a lesson and save her sex from
bitter guffering.

The publisher merely shrugged his
shoulders and accepted the book, ani
wondered why women hide what they
mean by flowery language.

To-day she had received the last of
her proofs, and now she was sitting
over the fire with her precious burden
on her knee. Now and again she lifted
a page and reread it carefully, and sat
and dreamed, and altered here and
there, and sat and dreamed again.
Once or twice she struck something out.
or strengthened and rewrote a sentence,
and from time to time she glanced up
at the clock, and when at last it strucic
five she rose, and, collecting her papers,
put them on the writing table, and, re-
seating herself by the fire, sat listening
for her lover’s footstep.

He was coming at half-past five, and
she was going to tell him about her book.
He had been abroad when it was ac-
cepted, and she had not wished to write,
but waited to tell him herself.

Quite unconscious of the depths of
his views on woman, she eagerly antlc-
ipated his pleasure and pride. She de-
cided not to tell him about her book at
first. but. womanlike, keep her mnews
until he should have told her his.

They had finished tea and weresitting
together over the fire.

*Won't you have a cigarette, Ralph?”

“You are sure you don’t mind, Mar-

- garet?”

“Of course not; I love it—it’s so home-
like. Besides, I want to tell you some-
thing, and men can listen better while
they smoke.”

He took the hand that rested on the
side of his chair and raised it gently to
his lips. “How you spoil me, MAraga-
ret!” >

**Nothing to what I shall do: by-and-
by,” she retorted, laughing. “All nice
wives spoil their husbands, and I mean
to he a very nice wife.”

“It's a treat to meet a girl like you in
these days. dear,” he said; ‘“you are not
like a present-day woman, somehow.”

*Perhaps theey are not so bad as you
think.” \

“Perhaps not,” he said, laughing:
“but there are some fununy ones about.
1 met one abroad, by the way—a writer.
a Miss Vereker''—he paused—*“she gave
me quite a shock."”

Margaret laughed., “Really? What
was she like, Ralph? Tously about the
head and floppingly artistic, or the ad-
vanced-young-woman type?”

“Neither,” he said; “her appearance
was charming—to look at—my .dear
Margaret; she might have been as pure
and sweet as you yourself;. ‘but her
book—well, I never was so thoroughly
shocked in my life.”

“Do you mean by her book, ‘Not
Otherwise?” "
He frowned slightly. “I should

hardly have thought you even knew the
pame.”

“l have read it.” sald Margaret,
quietly, “and I thought it very clever.”

He lookea at her in some astonish-
ment. “Clever!” he echoed, “of course
it’s clever, flendishly clever, Margaret;
no one could doubt that for a moment;
but I don’t see what that has to do
with it. It’s appallihg to me that an
unmarried girl should write a book one
cannot show one’s women folk. Why
can’'t women leave the coarser side of
life to the man novelist to depict?”

“Perhaps she had a moral lesson to

teach,” said Margaret, speaking a
shade coldly.
“Lesson! Nonsense!” sald Merton.

“It's not an unmarried girl’s place to
teach moral lessons—not in that way
at any rate. You cannot touch pitch
without becom‘ug defiled, and for

young girl like that to wallow in liter-
ary mud can only show she has an im-
pure mind and soiled imagination.”

“My dear Ralph!”

“Well, Margaret, I apologize;. but |
spoke strongly because I feel strongly;
and, being 8o sweet and clean a writer
yourself, you may be able to influence
a friend who writes that style of book.”

“I am sure this book was rreant as
a8 warning.”

“Pah!” siid Ralph “who can warn
by depicting vice? She will harm a
hundred where she warns oue or two.
If a girl wishes to teach the world a
lesson let her teach it by her own puri-
ty of life and purpose.” He stopped
abruptly, and added: “I am very glad
that young woman does not belong to
me. Margaret.”

There was a moment’s intense
silence, as Margaret sat slowly realiz-
ing that her book was quite as out-
spoken. “I am very glad that young
wowmax does not belong to me.” Those
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SPYING ON A SLY FOX

ber ' be had said.

knew now why she had not written 10

tell him about her hook. Lul;l:::-

stinct must bave warned her; -

stinct that preserves sensitive women | CAUGHT A VIXEN IN AN ACT
from making mistakes with those they OF THIEVERY.

Watched Her Feed a Fat Hen Which
She Had Stolen to Her Cubs
and Their Battles for the
Lion’s Share of It.

love it more than Ralph? She hardly
knew—she was only ‘conscicus of a
sudden feeling of icy coldness toward
him, and imvoluntarily she withdrew
her hand from its place on Lis chalr,
then turned and looked him in the
face. “Supposing I had written a book
like that, Ralph?”

“I can’t suppose anything 80 abnor-
mal, Margaret—women with minds
like you dom’t dig in mud.”

“But supposing I had?” she persist-
ed, feeling as though the decision of
her very fate itself hung on his an-
SWer.

“I should first ask you not to pub-
lish it,” said Ralph Merton very slow-
l)'. o-and_u a

“And if T refused?” Interrupted Mar-
garet, eagerly. “Supposing : were to
refuse your request—"

*I should leave you, Margaret,” he
said quietly. *“X should never marry &
woman who wrote an unclean book. 1
should never trust her.”

' “Why not?” she asked, in genuine
amazement. 1

“1 should feel she had either dome
something bad or was capable of doing
something bad. It is woman’s mission
to uplift men by her example in her
life, and in her writings if she writes.

“Aren’t you a little hard and narrow,
Ralph?”

“Perhaps s0,” he answered, gravely.
“] dare say I am narrow, Margaret—
according to an ordinary modérn wom-
an’s creed—but my wife will have tc
come up to my standard.”

It was June, and I arose early in
the morning and went out for a walk.
The sun had not yet risen, and the air
was fresh and cool upon my face. The
grass was dripping with dew and be-
fore I had gone 100 yards my shoes
were soaked, and the water was squirt-
ing through the laces, as if I had been
walking through a brook. Many wild
flowers there were on hand, ox-eye
daisies being most in evidence. I struck
through the'fields and had gone but a
short distance before I saw a clump of
tall ferns move suddenly, as if shaken

For a long time after Ralph Merton
had left the room Margaret sat quietly
looking into the fire. In one short hour
her whole point of view of life had
changed. She had thought her lover
would be proud of her success, and she
hoped he would even understand her
motive in writing her book. It was
even more outspoken, and dealt even
more deeply perhaps with the subject
of sin and passion than that other
book of which he had spoken with
such contempt and open loathing. It
was horrible to her to think that Ralph
would imagine she had used her sub-
ject—the sad story:of a friead’s mis-
fortune—as an ignoble means of at-

WENT ON SILENTLY AND SWIFTLY.

by something other than the wind. I
stopped and a moment later I saw a
fox, or at least the head and back of
one, moving steadily through the grass.
There was no hitch or pause in that
wondrous gait; the grass, the ferns and
the daisies simply parted, and the fox
passed through them, swittly, smooth-
ly. From the small size and light color,
I felt sure it was a vixen, and in her
mouth she carried some large object—
what it was, I could not tell. I gave
a sharp whistle, and at the same time
talning success and money. - raised my field glass. The little crea-
Margaret realized as she sat therelwre stopped instantly,. with head
with closely clasped hands, her heart ' ;509 and ears acock—a tawny, graven
beliltlnt W:th' h‘ the*:‘? ;:;d ;’;:::0“: l image—and I could see that what she
excitement, that s carried was a Plymouth Rock hen, in
ST O S T
man'’s love s ete uried.
love when weighed in the balance 5 Onlz fo: a moment she paused, and
against her art? Two alternatives 18y | then went on, as silent and more swift-
before her. She must either give “l’ily than before. 1 followed her trafl,
Ralph, or give up publishing her  g;q jt Jed me first into a valley, along
bogll:. o < o Al haen aingio the bank of a brook, to a point where
e knew her alm ' | the fox had crossed on some stepping
and her desire quite pure; but R"P:!stones. which showed the wet prints
T N S i e e e Ty
erefore { picked my way, unt saw ahead of
and trust to such a test. If she pub-, me an opening, across which could be
lished the story she knew he would seen ledges of gray rock, with numer-
never marry her. To lose him would  gyg cracks and fissures. Here, perhaps,
be torture—and yet to lose her book '] should see something of the fox, so
would. be torture, w:ﬁ 5 stlll::n“:n ;l‘l:::- ! very cautiously I approached the edge
torn first one way »:of' the woodland and peered ou -
communing with herself—facing life’ ward the rocks, now welﬁlghted b; tt:e
and paln and pl"dE, she felt a bitter r‘g]ng sun. Sure enough, I “ught a
sense of disappointment that amount- | glimpse of fur, but without waiting to
ed almost to despair. Gradually the see anything more I crept quickly be-

zlowing firelight died slowly down and
only the gray ashes gathered and gath-
ered until the last red glow began to
fade, and still Margaret sat battling
with ambition and her love.

“Shall 1 make the fire up for you,
miss?"”

“No, thanks, Mallam."”

The maid waited. “It's a chilly
night, miss, and it's raining, too.
Shan’t I bring a few sticks in?”

Margaret stirred impatiently, wait-
ed a moment, and then sald in her
usual gentle voice: *“Very well, thank
you—make it up if you like.”

The maid left the room to fetch the
wood, and Margaret rose with a slight
shiver and crossed to the writing
table on which she had lald her
precious proofs. Beside them stood
her lover’s photograph. She took it
up and looked at it long and intently.
It was a frank and open face, and she
recalled with a throb of womanly
pride the blue eyes that grew so ten-
der when they looked at her and re-
membered with a thrill of tenderness
the touch of the strong, warm hand
and the voice that had said to her
only that very day:

“My dear Margaret, | may be a lit-
tle narrow; but my wife will have to
come up to my standard.”

It was a good standard—she recog-
nized that—for it touched the high
level that avoided ‘“‘even the appear-
ance of evil,” and it was a standard
she might do well to reach not only
in his opinion of her, but in her life
and work. We each live in our own
isolated world of thought, and the
most bitter sacrifices we ever make
are those only known to our secret
selves. Margaret bent her head and
looked once more at her lover's photo-
graph., and then, with a hand that
trembled almost uncontrollably, she
gently replaced it on her table, and,
taking her proofs, crossed quickly to
the fire,’ and, kneeling, tore them leaf
by leaf and pressed them steadily into
the flame.—Westminster Gazette.

WHEN THE BABY COMES ALONG

I thought 'twas hard—the toilin’, the tide
a-pullin’ strong—

But I shouted ‘‘Hallelujah!"
baby came along.

He coaxed me back to youth time, made
my life a livin' gong;

I was happy, folks, T tell you, when the
baby came along.

when the

For all the dreary winter, for all the
skies so dim,

T seemed to see my mother in the twinklin’
eyes of him,

An' a thousand sweete=t flowers In
deserts seemed to throng,

An' I heard the birds a-singin’ when the

baby came along.

Lord bless that little baby—the best one
fh the ranch!

He'll be yet there, in the springtime, just
a-wadin’ in the branch;

An' God gives him the pleasure of the
right above the wrong,

We were happy, without measure, when
the baby came along!

—Frank L. Stanton, in Atlania Constitu-

tion.

Different Methods.
Some men buy burglars’ tools when

they want to rob a hank. Others have
themselves elected directors, and then

hind the boll of a large tree, whence
I could look out with less danger of
being seen. Not 100 yards away there
was a shelving rock, with a large heap
of sand in front of it, and around the
base of this little mound, a number of
young foxes were busily engaged in
devouring different parts of a Ply-
mouth Rock fowl. Without & doubt,
they had torn it apart Before I could
reach the scene, and I regretted that
I had missed seeing the interesting
little battles which I was sure had
taken place before the prey was dis-
membered. A moment later, however,
1 was treated to a fight which quite
took the edge off my disappointment.
One youngster had just finished the
part of the hen he had beeif eating,
and, after nosing about on the ground
as if to be sure he had not missed any
of it, he raised his head and licked his
little jaws, to which several feathers
were still adhering. Then he ran to-
ward one of his brethren who was busy
with what seemed to be the body of
the fowl, and there was trouble at
once.

“Yap-yap,” went the cub in posses-
sion of the prize. “Yap-yap, yap-yap-
yap,” and, picking up the carcass in
his teeth, he danced about, staving off
his hungry brother with his hindquar-
ters. The intruder was not to be so
easily disposed of, however, and con-
tinued to follow the matler up until
the other one dropped his dinner and
pitched right in to fight for it. And
how those two did fight!—sometimes
rising up on their hind legs, and each
endeavoring to get on top, meanwhile
growling and snapping like a pair of
bull terriers.

As I was watching the cubs, I now
caught sight of the vixen, who had
evidently been lying somewhere be-
hind the sandheap which marked the
mouth of her den. She grvose to her
full height, with her nose pointed in
my direction and her ears cocked for-
ward. I was not aware that I had
made the slightest sound, but evident-
ly I had, and now I even hsld my
breath in the hope that she would ac-
cept ‘me as part of the landscape and
lie down again. But suddenly, from
the wood behind me, came a loud, ex-
plosive snort, followed by a startling
crash, and I turned in time to see a
deer dash away through the trees and
bushes, its erect white tail rising and
falling as it leaped over logs and rocks
which lay in its path. When it had
gone, I turned my head, but the foxes
har disappeared.

ERNEST HAROLD BAYNES.

Railway Values,
It has been estimated that should
anyone desire to purchase the railways
.of the world his outlay would amount to
something like $36,680,000,000.

That sum would represent the entire
revenue of Europe for eight years or
one-tenth of the entire money wealth
of the world.

It is remarkable that in so short a time
as the steam engine has been in exist-
ence railways should have become so
valuable, yet no one source of the
world’s wealth exceeds the railways in
impogjance, and none is 5o generally dis-

borrow .all the deposits.

tributed.

ADRIFT ON AN ICE FLOE

AN ADVENTURE OFF THE COAST
OF FINLAND.

How Pleasure Was Turned to Panic
at the Capries of the Wind—
+“All ITs Well That Ends
' ”

7 £ 5
One evening, esrly this year, a couple
of hundred men, mostly fishermen, were
sporting on the ice off Sesskar, a small
island in the Gulf of Finland. Maay of
them rode horses, for thev knew the ice

was several feet hick, and had been for | N

many days.

A fierce wind was blowing at the time,
but the men were hardened to the cold,
Some had cut holes in the ice, and were
busily engaged in catching fish, whilst
others rode about, bent entirsly on en-
joyment. None dreamt of danger, for
the season was early, and the thaws had
not yet begun.

Suddenly a long, loud report, not un-
like the firing of artillery. arose from
the shore. A cry of dismay went up
from the crowd. Those fishing dropped
their lines and turned anxiously towards
the island. As they did there came an-
other report, and the ice quivered be-
neath their feet.

‘With loud shouts of terror, those on
horseback rushed forward. “The ice
has broken from the shore!” was passed
from mouth to mouth. None waited
longer; even thefishermen forsook their
catch. and joined the fleeing crowd.

A hundred yards ahead a score of
horsemen paused, then leapt forward,
vanishing in a shower of water. Horror
was at evefy heart. They could feel the
jce heaving gently underneath them,
and knew that it was moving.

As suddenly their headlong flicht be-
gan it ended. A great gap of walter lay
between them and the island. Heedless
of this, some of the men, half-mad with
terror, urged on their horses. resolving
at all hazards to gain the land.

News of the accident reached the
shore. Men, women and children lined

(A Great Gap of Water Lay Between Them
and the Island.)

the ice, wringing their hands despairing:
ly as they saw loved ones drifting away
to destruction out into the stormy gulf.

Night fell upon the scene. Long after
the ice fleld had been lost in the gloom,
the crowd waited, scarcely knowing
what they did in their grief. Then, by
twos and three, they walked silently
back to their homes. ;

At the first gleam of dawn they left
their houses and searched the shore.
The sea was still high, and the wind as
flerce as on the previous night.

Suddenly a cry arose. A dozen men
pointed frantically out to sea. In a mo-
ment everyone was looking, straining4
their - eyes, scarcely daring to believe
that what they saw wasreal. Yes, there
it was—a large white field of ice—ana
fast approaching.

Now they could see many black fig-
ures. Then one cried that he saw horses.
The men shouted and well-known voices
made reply.

Their husbands were returning—
saved! But how? Was the ice floesail-
ing back?

Then it dawned on them that, unno-
ticed till that moment, the wind had
shifted, and the fierce breeze that had
borne those hundred and fifty men seem-
ingly to destruction was now bearing
them in safety to their homes!

ter Pictures.

Artistic picture work is the latest
use found for the long suffering type
wiiter. The equally long suffering Gib-
sou girl has been made out of question
marks ¢n one machine, which also turrs
out some exquisite lace work, all mad=
out of some of the little used marks. A
young man who ig a member of the
coast artillery reserves and one of the
crack shots of the Thirteenth regiment
of artillery, is the man who has made
a fad of using the writing machine to do
work it never was intended to do. An-
other who has found some of the freak
possibilities of the typewriter isa young
school girl, who poses her subjects and
goes about making their portraits in a
most businessltke manner, achieving
commendable results by means of the
straight and curved lines that are char-
actegs of the keyboard. Who says the
typewriter is wholly materialistic and
sordidly unpoetical?

Easy.
laPop! ”n

“Yes, my son.”

“How can a man tell he has a very
large fish on his hook, if he doesn’t
catch it?”

“Very easily, my boy; all he has to
do is to get some one to tell it to,”--

Yonkers Statesman.

AND JOMN GOT HIS PLACE.

His Better-Half Was to the Fore and

Brought Things Her
Way.

Three hundrad motormen, gatemen, etc
were in the line in and near the offices of

the Interborouga Railway company tryiug

to get their oid jobs back when a large

and square-jawed wife led her husband

past them all. No one dared resist her,

says the New York World, though mmny

of the men had been waiting for hours.

“My husband wants to back to
work,” said the woeman. *“He's a platforn
man at the ——th station,” she explained.

“‘Been on strike?” asked Mr. Norris, one
of Mr, Hedley’'s assistants.

“Not one minute, 1 wouldn’t hear of |
such nonsense,” suid the woman, snapping |
her jaws.

_“Report for duty every day?” asked Mr.

Nes,” 1 the lad
es,”” snap e lady.

reported, dlana)~ou?”

“*No-0-0!” admitted the man, timidly.

“What!’ ’criad the wife. *Then you dis-
obeyed orders?”

**Yes,” the r man answered. ‘‘The
fact‘is, the strikers wouldn't let me go up
the stairs to the station. 1 tried every
day, but they dragged me back.”

"ﬁ’mph! 1’d like to see 'em drag me,”
snorted the lady. *1'd just like to see ‘em!
Well, Mr. Superintendent, does John get
back his position or don’t he?”

Mr. Norris started as if he had touched
the third rail.

_“Er—oh—oh-yes, madam! Oh, certainly!
Yes, yes, mere matter of form. Oh, yes!
Go right back to work as soon as we ex-
amine him.’

All the waiting men grinned at John,
who looked smailer than 30 cents’ worth
of radium.

WHAT DID THE CATCHER SAY?

Something the “Fans’” Would Like to
EKnow, But Will Never
Learn.

“John, you

—_—
T¢ was the last half of the ninth,
The pitcher had gone up in the air, and

the es were rs full as three goats, re-
Jates the Newark News.

The score was 54 in favor of the team
in the field. A single would tie the score.
A two-bagger would win the game.

Two men had filed out, and the man at

bhad two strikes against him.

It was a crucial moment.

And, as we say. the pitcher was rattled.

Sudde.nly the catcher held up his hand.

His right hand.

He removed his wire mask and stepped
toward the pitcher, who advanced to meet

him

With mouth close to the pitcher’s ear
the catcher whispcred something. What
it was no one hecrd but the pitcher, who
returned to the box.

The ball shot true across the plate.

“‘Strike three!"” cried the umpire. The
pitcher had savad the day.

Now, then, th2 thing' we want to know
is this: What Jdid the catcher say to the
pitcher?

A Finder’s Graft.

“I want you to put in your ‘Lost and
Found’ column a: advertisement like this:
‘Wallet containing _considerable sum of
money and papers Finder will keep mon-
ey return papers,’ '’ said the man.

“Don’t you think,” suggested the clerk,
“you  had betier ad ‘No questions
lsk%d?'; i .

“*No, but you may say ‘No
swered.” l} Y

) uestions an.
m the finder.”—Philadelphia

The Reason Why.

Drummond, Wis., Aug. 2lst (Special)—
Whole families in Bayfield County _are
singing the praiszs of Dodd’s Kidney Pills

the reason why is given in experi-
ences such as that of Mr. T. T. Wold, a
well-known citizan here.

‘L had such pains in my back that I
did not know what to do,” rays Mr.
Wold, “and as I came across an advertise-
ment of Dodd’s Kidney Pills, I sent for a
box. That one box relieved me of all iy
pains. My wife also used them and found
them just what she nceded. I recommend
Dodd’s Kidney Pills as a sure cure for
Backache and other Kidney Troubles.”

Backache is one of the earliest symp-
toms of Kidney Disease. Dodd’s Kidney
Pills cure it promptly and permanently
and prevent it developing into Rheuma-
tism, Dropsy, Diabetes or Bright’s Dis-
ease:

@
Heresy.
Traveler (out west)—This is where Wal-

eringold lives, is it? I am told he is the
most successful man in this part of the

country.

Jolly Landlord—Him? Successful? Good
lord, stranger! He's the richest and lone-
somest man in the state!—Chicago Trib-
une.

—

SORE HANDS, SORE FEET.

Itching, Burning Palms and Painful
Finger Ends—Complete Cure
by Cuticura.

One Night Treatment: Soak the hands
or feet on retiring, in a strong, hot
creamy lather of Cuticura Soap. Dry, and
anoint freely with Cuticura Ointment, the
ereat skin cure and purest of emollients.
Wear, during the night, old, loose kid
gloves, or bandage lightly in old, soft
cotton or linen. d, rough and
chapped hands, dry, fissured, itching,
feverich palms, with brittle, shapeleas
nails qnd_plinful finger ends, this treat-
ment is_simply wonderful, a single treat-
ment affording the most grateful relief,
and pointing to a speedy. permanent and
economical cure. In no other ailment have
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura Ointment
been more effective.

Curious.

Pheeder—The shape of a man’s stomach
is round, ain’t it, Doc?

Dr. Weeder—Nezrly so. Why?

fits it so

“Ain’t it funny that nothin’
well as & square meal?”’—Philadelphia
Press.

Shake Into Your Shoes

Allen’s Foot-Ease. It cures painful, swollen,
smarting, sweating feet. Makes new shoes
easy. Sold by all Druggists and Shoe Stores.
Don’t nccﬂn any substitute. Sample REE,
Address A. 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y.

that
Irow

Don’t brag about the good thin
you have. Some one will want to
them.—Atlanta Jcurnal.

LOST 72 POUNDS.

Was Fast Drifting Into the Fatal Stages
of Kidney Sickness.

Dr. Melvin M. Page, Page Optical Co.,
Erie, Pa., writes: ‘‘Takiog too many
iced drinks in New York in 1893 sent
me home with a terrible attack of kid-
pey trouble. I had acute congestion,
sharp pain in the
back, headaches
and attacksof dizzi-
ness. My eves gave
out, and with the
Janguor and sleep-
leasness of the dis-
ease upon me I
wasted from 194 to
122 puunds. Atthe
time I started using
Doan’s Kidney Pills
sn abscess was forming on wmy right
kidney. The trouble was guickly
checked, however, and the treatment
cured me, so that I have been well
since 1896 and weigh 188 pounds.”
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. X.
For sale by all druggists, Price, 80
cents per box.

Trouble and Ne

Do for YOU, Every Reader
a Sample Bottle Sent A

of these most important organs.

health. A trial will convince anyone.

Thousands of Men and Women l'lavo | ,
ver Suspect It. =

It used to be considered thatonly urinary and
bladder troubles were to be traced to the kid-
neys, but now modern science proves thatnearly
alldiscases havetheir beginning in thedisorder

If you are sick or ‘‘feel badly.’’ begin taking
the great kidney remedy, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-
Root, because as soon as your kidneys begin to
get better they will help all the other organs to

5%

o

To Prove What the Great Kidney Remedy, Swamp-Rest, Will

of This h‘er May Have
bsolutely Free by Mail. /

Didn’t Know I Had Kidney Trouble

days after taking your wonderful Swamp-Root [
feel better,

m
u{lng Swamp-Root, a8 above stated. There

and drives disease out of the sysiem.

cheerfully recommend itto all sufferers.
Gratefully yours,
M=as. A. L. WALKER, 331 East Linden St., At

to follne. Kidney trouble irritates the

night.

plexion, make you feel as though you h
Swamp-Root, the world-famcus kidney

known to medical science.

1f thereis any doubt in your mind as

immediate attention.

EDITORIAL NOTICE. —8o successful is
Swamp-Root in promptly curing even the most
distressing cases, that to prove. its wonderful
merits you may havea sample bottleand a book
of valuable information, both sent absolutely
free by mail. The book contains many of the
thousands upon thousands of testimonial letters
received from mep and women cured. The
value and success of Swamp-Root is %0 well

sample bottle. S
& ??l \x'ilinz to Dr. Kihaer & Co., Binghamton,

offer in this paper.
Swamp-Root is
purchase the regular fifty-cent and one-dollar
size bottles at the drug storzs everywhere. Don't
make any mistake, but seruember the name,

I had tried so mauny remedies withont their having
benefited me that I was about discouraged but in a few

1 was out of health and run down generally; had no
appetite, was dizzy and suffered with headache mostof the
time. 1did not kunow that my kidueys were the cause of

trouble, but somehow felt they might be, and I began

pleasant taste to Swamp-Root, and it goes right to the spot
¢ It has cured
me, making me stronger and better in every way, and I

Weak and unhealthy kidneys are responsible
for many kinds of diseases, and if permitted to
continue much suffering and fatal results are sure

makes youdizzy, restless,sleepless andirritable.
Makes you pass water oftenduring the day and
obliges you to get up many times during the
Unhealthy kidneys cause rheumatism,

ravel, catarrh of the bladder, pain ordull ache
n the back, joints and muscles; make your head
ache and back ache, cause indigestion,stomach
and liver trouble, you get a sallow, yellowcom-

trouble; you may have plenty of ambition, but
no strength ; get weak and waste away.

The cure for these troubles is Dr. Kilmer’g
In taking Swamp-Root you afford natural help

to Nature, for Swamp-Root is thg most perfect
healer and gentle aid to the kidneys that is

known that our readers are advised to send for )Namo
.......... =

N. Y., be stire to say that you read this generous | St. and No.

began to

DR. KILMER'S

WAMP-RO0T

Kidney, Liver & Bladder
CURE.
DIRECTIONS,

MAY Yaxs 4 hree
toaspooatals Vefors ow alher
Dedilme.

is such a

lanta, Ga,

L
May commence wit -d.i
doses and| ncvense o full dows

nerves,

& Co.,
BINGHAMTON, N. Y.

Sold by all Druggists.

ad heart

remedy,

(Swamp-Root is pleasant totake.)

How to Find Out

to your condition, take from your urine

on rising about four ounces, placg it_ in a glassor bottle and let it stand twenty-
four hours. If on examination it is milky or cloudy, if there is a brick-dust
settling, or if small particles float about in it, your kidneys zre in need of

Swamp-Root, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, and
the address, Binghamton, N. Y., on e‘:er; boitle.

COUPON.
Please write or fill in this ccapon with your
;l:r:l’e and 't:uhll‘es! and Dr. Kitmer & Co. will
nd vou n Free Sample Hottle of Swam,
the dreat Kidney R?My. PR

teasant to take and vou can | City or Town........ T TOCOT S S cee

i State

Mention this paper.

LITERATURE AND ART.

Rudyard Kipling used to be an expert
at carpentering and has successfully con-
structed many miniature ships,

Mrs. Ogden Goelet has had made atan
enormous expense an edition de luxe of
“Hyperion.” It is a limited edition of
one and that will be placed in her library.

The heroine of “Annfe Laurie’” was the
daughter of Sir Walter Laurle, of Max-
welltown. The composer of the song
was William Douglas, of England, in the
stewartry of Kirkcudbright.

Leonid Andreyev is a new Russian
author whose work Is taking its place
alongside that of Gorky in popularity.
He was born in 1871, and his literary
career did not begin until seven years
ago, after his fallure as & lawyer.

Prof. White, of Ithaca, N. Y., has ar-
rived in Berlin from Florence, Italy,
after he had succeeded in securing the
release from the ltalian government of
the valuable collection of books and art
objects left to Cornell university by Prof.
D. W, Fiske, the well-known Danish
scholar.

Harold Speed, the London artist, is
pleasantly cynical and witty in speeéh,
Oneof his sayings is: “Nogentleman (in
the ordinary acceptation of the word)
should be an artist, for either the gen-
tleman or the artist must suffer.” An-
otherfavorite observation of his: ‘‘Look
a fool, but don’t be one.” Mr, Speed is
a bit of a dandy, but everything about
him betrays the artistic temperament.

ODD BURIAL CUSTOMS.

The custom of burying withcut cof-
fins was formerly very prevalent on
the continent. A glieet was the only
covering used.

The feeling in favor of burying on
the south side of a church 18 probably
a traditional one, ‘ating back to the
time of sun worship.

The South American negroes have a
queer, way of decoraling the graves of
their dead friends. It is the custom
down there to make a border around |
the grave of the madicine bottles used !
during the dead one’s last iliness. ’

A very, curious old custom is associ- |
ated with intermen:s in the cemetery |
of Labruck, Connemara, Ireland. A '
box of pipes—short clays—Iis brought
with the coffin, and a pipe with tobac- |
co is served out to <ach mourner. The |
pipes are smoked in silence after the |
earth has been filled in and a mound !
of stones raised above the grass, the !
ashes are solemnly knocked out on the |

1

top and the pipes are .roken or left
behind.

LEARN TELEGRAPHY AND
"~ RAILROAD_ACCOUNTING

monthSalary assured our grad-

uates ynder bond, You don'l.}ny us unti! you have
a position. Largest system of telegraph schocls in |
Ameriga. Endorsed by all raiiway oficials. Opera-
Lors ays in demand. Ladies also ldmmed.;
Write for catalogue.

MOROK $ONORL OF TEL samAPHY:

ncipnat .. Buffalo, o anta, Ga.,

Crosss, Wis.. Texarkana, Tex.. Ban Francisco, Cal |
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¢ New Rival”’

in every way. Or
Rival ”’ Shells,

ALL DEALE

‘“NEW RIVAL’” BLACK POWDER SHELLS
The most successful hunters shoot Winchester
Factory Loaded Shotgun
Shells, blue in color, because they can kill
more game with them.
will find thét they are sure fire, give good
pattern and penetration and are satisfactory

Don’t accept any substitute.

BACK TO NAIUBE

Return to the old-time whole-
some wheat food of our fore-fathers.

Buy a package of EGG-0-SEE and
use it tomorrow morning.

When you dip your spoon into
its golden-brown flakes you will
realize that AT LAST there is a
delicious tempting dish made from
the whole wheat.

EGG-0-SEE is made from the per-
fect grains of the choicest white
wheat, containing ALL THR
VITAL ELEMENTS that make
for buoyamt health and good
digestion.

It is Nature’s perfect food, and
satisfies your craving for ‘‘some-
thing good to eat.’’

Perfect digestion means life
power, energy and a robust well
being. Attain it by eating EGG-
o'SEE.

: EGG-0-SEE is sold in air-tight,
inner-lined packages, insuring
purity and freshness.

BEST FOOD IN SUMMER

If you can find a grocer
who does not sell EGG-
O-8EE send us his name
and ten cents, mentionin
lhhdperiodi’cnll‘.n'?d we wi
send you a full-sized pack-
age prepaid. Addl’(ltl,,

THE EQQ-0-SEE co.

Quinoy, I,

DAXTINE _

TOILET . Zpd
ANTISEPTIC @
FOR WOMEN

troubled with flls X
their sex, used u’:ezru.ctu“h_ :

cesstul. Thoron

90160033, Cures rrbeea :

Paxtine i3 in powder form to be dissolved h,m
water, and is far more cleansing, healing, i
and ical than liquid antisep
TOILET AND WOMEN'S SI'ECIAL USES

Formleat ists, 50 cents a box.
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