
Trailing the Erie Criminals
Tu CBy George T. Pardy

A Trie Chronicle gf One gf the Achievements t John Wilson Murray
S T the beginning of
the year 1867 John
Wilson Murray be-
came one of that
famous body of ex-
perts appointed by
Uncle Sam to wage
war against wrong
doers whose specu-
lations excite the
attention of the
federal govern-
ment-the United
States secret serv-
ice. It was then,at the age of 26, that he began toaccumulate a rich store of experiencein dealing with counterfeiters, thearts of burglars and other varietiesof thieves, and the training thusacquired was destined to be ofincalculable value to him inafter life. He spent nearly two years

as special agent for the government
and was then persuaded to go toErie, Pa., where, during his early dayson the lakes, he had made manyfriends. Mr. Thomas Crawley waschief of the Erie police force at that
time and at his invitation Murray be-came a detective under him.

Shortly after his arrival there awave of sneak-thieving swept over thetown and assumed very serious propor-tions. Even the furniture of privatehouses disappeared as if by magic.Clothing took to itself wings and
vanished into the great unknown.Ploughs made strange and unaccount-
able exits from the farmers' fieldsleaving no trace behind. Horses can-,tered away unseen by their owners
and their stables knew them no more.Whole contents of stores were carriedoff, and from one of them 20 dozenpairs of shoes appeared to have walk.ed into oblivion in the full glare ofbeon. It was all so mysterious as tobe almost amusing--except to the un-happy losers and the outraged mem-
bers of the police force who were to-tally unable to appreciate the humorof the situation.

Crawley and his aids, put upon their
mettle by the cool and successful per-
sistence of the thieves, formulated a
score of brilliant theories as to the
identity of the delers of the law and
spared no pains to discover them, but
their well-meant exertions were all in
vain, and the thefts continued to in-
crease in number and daring. At last
James Tolwarthy, a grocer appeared
in Crawley's headquarters fairly boil-
ing over with indignation and poured
forth a bitter tale of woe. A new
"democrat" wagon for which he had
paid $275 had disappeared from in
front of his store on the day after he
had purchased it. In place of the
missing, vehicle he found an old
crackey wagon, standing in the hotel
shed near his store where he had been
Want to store his recent purchase. To
say that James Tolwarthy was angry
Woull not give a correct line on the

4 state of his feelings. He mourned
aloud in wildly excited tones and went
away only ' half pacified by Chief
Crawley's promise to set all the re
sources of his department at work
ignedfately to find the missing, prop-
erty and thief.

Murray and a couple of other detec-
tives instituted a vigorous search at
once but several days passed before
a single clue of any value turned up.
Then Murray came across a boy who
stated that he thought he had seen
the man who left the old wagon, in
lieu of the new one, in Tolwarthy's
shod. The youngster's description of
the supposed thief was a meager one,
but Murray had always held the
theor ythat a poor description by an
eye Witness .was better than many
photogjaphs when it came to identi-
fYirg A suspect whom he had never
E•ln. SSo `acting on the lad's descrip-
tion 1w started out to visit every
fa ..on every road leading out
of Erie. He searched carefully but
found no trace" of either plunder or

Finally Mutray met a farmer who had
seen a fellow drive by his house in a
new "democrat" about the time that
Tolwarthy's wagon disappeared, and
the descriptlan of both wagon and
,driver convinced him that he was at
last upon the right track. Accom-
panied by Crawley and an officer
named Snyder, Murray hired a team
and drove along the road the stranger
hIn followed with the missing wagon.
PIr fully 15 miles they traveled, stop-
ping at every farm, but found nothing
to reward their exertions. Deciding to
feed and test their horses they turned r
of the main road, and th a secluded
clearing irth several acres of pine
foods around it perceived a lone

No one was in sight, but in re-
sponse to a hail a buxom woman, t

.about 25 years old, made her appear-
sane' and inquired if the party want-
ed anything. Chief Crawley asked

for the man of the place, saying that
he 'wanted to feed his horses. The

woman whistled shrilly, and from be-

hind a clump of bushes near the

barn, there came a little weasened
Than about 0 years of age. The in-
stant Murray saw the newcomer his

eyes brightened. The boy's description
& the stranger who left the ancient

wago tin the shed exactly fitted the i
as who stood before him.

While Crawley 'anld Snyder busied
thbesyives with the horses Murray

beI quentgonlin the uuspect in a
earaleSS mnM. 01o
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"qN re orsK " ip repli9 r the with A

, +•v 5 dividuals
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"il and my wife have been here
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. lane% ..... at the yoeg woma

stn•e• g in the dootWn -et

: yeasile ranoe a` as tosel

21

i around in a nonchalant, uninterested
1 fashicn. Presently he returned to the

attack.
t "Have you seen anything of a

stranger driving past here in a new
democrat wagon lately?" he inquired,
but Kn:'pp shook his head.

"I ain't seen anyone drivin' past
here," he responded. "Not likely that
I would either, for there's no place to
drive to, seein' that this is the end
of the road."

Plainly Mr. Knapp was armed at all
points against curious seekers for in-
formation. The officers proceeded to
make a thurough search of the prem-
ises but their explorations of barn,
house and outbuildings proved fruit-
less. Murray, however, felt intuitively
that the wily Mr. Knapp was not as
innocent as he would have them be-
lieve Strolling past the barn and
surveying the ground carefully the de-
tective took Lcte of a stretch of clear-
ed land running down to the creek
and saw that the sod had recently
been turned in one or two places.
Slight indications frequently lead to
big results and a sudden suspicion
flashed acrosp Murray's mind.

"Knapp," he said pleasantly, "I
mean to try my hand at fishing in that
creek. Lend me a spade."

"What do you want with a spade?"
asked Knapp, tightening his lips.

"To dig bait with, of course," re-
plied Murray readily.

Knapp looked uneasy, but produced
a spade and handed it to the detec-
tive, Murray walked toward the
creek and came to a halt at one of
the spots where the sod had been
turned.

"There's no sense in digging here,"
remonstrated Knapp; you won't find
any worms. It was dug over the
other day. Come a bit further down."

"Not for me," returned Murray.
"' he kind of worms I'm after are
right here, and it's easier work than
in the hard places."

Knapp said nothing in reply, but the
perspiration broke out on his wrinkled
face. Murray drove the spade into
the glound, and smiled as he felt the
blade strike something hard. He
turned back the soil with a few vigor-
ous strokes, and there came to view
one of the wheels of the missing dem-
ocrat wagon, buried beneath a foot of
earth. Murray looked at Knapp who
grinned in sickly fashion. The de-
tective called his companions and
placed Knapp under arrest. He was
told that the beet thing he could do
was to confess his thefts, and after
reflecting a few moments he nodded
and led the way to the house. His
wife met the party at the door.

"Get me the shingle,' said her hus-
band.

n The woman obeyed without a word
o of plotest. She went indoors and re-7 turned with a broad shingle, covered

e with red dots, which Knapp explained
d were made by chicken blood. One

It broad, red blotch signified where the
f barr. stood, and the smaller marks in.e cdicated the spots where Knapp had

k buried his pinder. The detectivesP- selected one of the marked places and

began to dig. The first thing to comec- to light was a large coffin. ThisIt looked as though some tragedy lurked
e behind, and they lifted the casket outp. of the earth. It was very heavy and

o hastily they removed the lid, expect.n ing to see the mutilated form of one
n of the robber's victims. But instead

a -of the remains of .a human being sev-
of eral dozens of boxes containing shoes

, were revealed. The weazened thiefe standing beside them laughed harshly.

n "Corpses ain't the only things foundT in coffins," he remarked sagely.

The officers pursued their searchdigging up every place indicated on
the shingle map, and great and variedt was the list of property that came to
light. Among the things unearthedwere a shroud, toilet set, a baby car-

riage, 40 silk dresses, gold watches,
seven ploughs, a harrow, surgical in-I struments, a churn, a log chain, a
k grandfather's clock, a set of grocer's
scales, hats, overcoats, pipes, a bar-
ber's pole, even a policeman's shot-
gun, which Knapp had stolen from the
owner's house.

The men toox turns at digging and
even the thief himself was pressed
into service, until fully ten\ wagon
loads of plunder lay in sight. It was
truly a fine exhibition of wholesale
thieving, and the marvel of it all was
that Knapp swore to having done it
single handed. Subsequent develop-
ments proved his statement to be cor-
rect.

Knapp and his wife were taken to
Erie and placed in prison. A large
vacant store was hired and all of the
recovered property placed on exhibi-
tion therein to be identified by the
rightful owners. There was no room
to spare, for Knapp had stolen enough
stuff to equip a small department
store.

For several years, it appeared, the
cunning veteran had been plying his
pilfering trade. In burying his plun-
der he had boxed it up securely, pre-
paratory to sending it away. His
methods were sweetly simple. He
would drive into town in a wagon; ap-
parently for the purpose of selling
farm produce or garden vegetables, 1
and in that way obtaining a thorough
knowledge of different houses, always 4

managing to sneak in later and carry
off whatever he could lay his hands
on. , Nobody knew anything about
him, who he was or whence he came. I
A year prior to his capture he had
settled in the secluded belt of timber 1
and kept entirely to himself.
He was tried, convicted and sea. I

tenced to 16 years in the Allegheny I
penitentiary, and his wife, against 4
whom nothing could be proved, was
released. But Knapp was of far too I
original a turn of mind to rest satis- Ised with serving out his time. He I
simulated insanity, was transferred to t
a lunatic asylum, and soon after I
sawed the bars of a window, eacaied
through the opening thus provided, a
and was never saught. t

It was not long after the Knapp
episode before thieving on a pretty
large scale began again in Erie. This
time it was burglary instead of sneak
work, as was demonstrated by the
marks of jimmies on doors and win-
dows, and the disappearance of quan-
tities of fine silverware and Jewelry.
Chief Crawley was at first of the
opinion that Knapp, who had escaped
from the asylum in the meantime, was
operating again, but Murray did not
share this opinion, knowing that
Knapp, who prided himself upon his
unique methods, would consider bur-
glary a clumsy way of stealing.

After the third robbery it became
evident that no lone burglar was at
work. Obviously there was a gang en-
gaged in the depredations, for some
of the jobs required the services of
a watcher or lookout on the outside,
while a pal was inside 'the house. A
Mr. Skinner's house was plundered
and a great quantity of silverware
taken, and soon after the Skinner rob-
bery, the home of Mr. Bliss was en-
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tered and a rich haul of jewelry
made.

Murray and his brother officers
worked vigorously. They forced every
stranger in town to account for him-
self. They sent out the drag net and
gathered in all the "regulars" in the
suspicious character line. Patrols at
night were doubled and a vigilant, un-
ceasing watch kept, but the burglaries
continued as usual. One night a house
in one end of the town would be
robbed and the next night the bur-
glars would operate sucessfully in an
opposite direction. Murray, annoyed
by the audaciousness of the criminals,
devoted all his time and energy to the
task of running them down, but the
only clue or trace of them that he
could discover was a peculiarity in
the jimmy marks, showing that a
piece had been chipped or cut out of
one end of the jimmy.

One night about 12 o'clock, while
talking to an acquaintance in the
Reed house, he chanced to notice a
woman slip quietly down the back
stairs of the hotel and out into the
street. On three succeeding nights he
observed her doing this. On speaking
of the circumstance to the clerk that
worthy informed him that she was a
scrub woman who worked late and
lived outside the hotel. There was
nothing suspicious about that, but
as the clerk declared that he did not
know where the woman lived, Murray,
out of sheer, idle curiosity, determined
to shadow her to her home. When she
slipped down the stairs as usual Mur-
ray followed her into the street, but
before he had traversed five blocks
realized that his trailing was useless.
The mysterious scrub woman had dis-
appeared as though the earth had
swallowed her. Murray, surprised at
the seemingly elusive powers of the
ancient dame, laughed over what he
considered a good joke on his ability
as a shadow artist and went home.

On the following morning the Erie
papers reported another burglary as
having occurred in a house four blocks
from where the scrub woman had
vanished into thin air. Murray said`
nothing to his associates but that
night he took up a station at the
Reed house and waited. About
o'clock in the morning the flgure of
the scrub woman flitted lightly. down
the stairs and Mirray fbIlowed her
into the gloom of night. For 15 blocks
he trailed behind, when his quarry
turned a corner, and when he came
up she had again disappeared. " That
night yet another bursarytook place.
and uarra stil with hl miand cen-
tersd on the vanishing scrub woman,

f 4

I began a third vigil at the Reed house.
At one o'clock the chase began anew
and the detective was fain to confess
to himself that the female floor pol-
isher was one of the most artful
dodgers he had ever came across. He
followed her until after four in. the
morning, up streets and down streets,
through alleys, across lots, around
buildings, and then across lots again.
ft was an exasperating experience,
but Murray persisted and gave her
no chance to slip out of sight. Soon
after the chase first began a cat had
mewed loudly in the vicinity of pur-
suer and pursued, and he remembered
afterward that this sound had caused
the dim figure in front of him to start
violently. Dawn was breaking when
the woman headed away to the out-
skirts of the town, and stopping in
front of a double house tossed a peb-
ble against a window and a moment
later went in.

Murray sat down to think matters
over. He was greatly puzzled, for
women burglars were an entirely un-
known quantity in his experience. Yet
to think that an old woman after
scrubbing hard for hours in a hotel
would seek relaxation from her labors
by going for a strotl and prowling
about all night was surely out of the
question. He waited until broad day.
light, and, as the woman did not re-
appear went to police headquarters.
There he was greeted by the chief
with the doleful news that another
house had been broken into and
robbed during the night.

r Murray thought of his weary ram-
bles in the dark. It did not seem ass though his aggravating old scrub

r woman could have had a hand in the
affair for he had never lost sight of
her. All the same, acting upon an im-
pulse he could hardly explain but was
not disposed to resist, he resolved
upon paying her a visit. He went out
to the house where he had last seen
her. On one side of the double build-
lag lived Mrs. O'Brien, a respectable
woman. Her knowledge of the occa-
pants of the other side was limited to
the fact of their being women who
had resided there less than a year.

Murray knocked at the door and
received no answer. He rapped
loudly again. There was a scurry of
feet in the hall and finally the door
swung open. A big robust girl, 23
years old, stood on the threshold.
Without further ceremony the detec-
tive strode in.

"What is your name?" he asked.
"Mary Ann Hall," was the answer.
"Do you live alone?" 1
"I live with my mother," responded

the girl.
"Call her." said Murray shortly.
Mary Ann complied, and in answer

to her summons the ancient scrub
woman skipped out of an 'adjoining
room in a manner that suggested the
activity of 16 rather than the natural
decrepitude of 60.

Murray fixed his penetrating eyes
upon her and was greeted with a co-
quettish leer.

"I want to know your name," he
said.

"My name is Mrs. Julia Hall," re-
plied the old woman, still grinning
broadly.

"Just so," remarked Murray. "Well
who else lives here, Mrs. Hall?"

For answer the old woman's mouth
opened and gave vent to a yell of
"Maggie!"

This call brought to the front a
small sharp-faced woman some ten
years younger that the active Mrs.
Hall. The latest arrival smiled at her
comrades and oonfronted the deteo-
tive unabashed.

"Sit down ladies," requested Mur-
ray, and the trio promptly responded
by depositing their respective per- I
sons on the door of the room where
the interview was taking place. The
detective glanced around and oh-
served that the chlef articles of
furniture in the apartment were a
coeok stove, a rough ktc table
and one shaky rocking chair.

"You work out all nlght, ma'am? I

queried I!urray, addressing Mrs. Julia
HalL

"I always am," she replied coolly.
"Julia isn't able to sleep nights,"

broke in the second oldest of the
trio, adding by way of explanation,
I'm her friend,. Mrs. Maggie Carroll."

"I can only sleep daytimes,' assert-
ed the ancient scrub woman. "I work
or walk all night."

"When she was young she had a
fever and has been that way ever
since," volunteered Mrs. Carroll.

Murray, much puzzled, stood eyeing
the three odd. figures on the floor. He
questioned them as to their mode of
life and mentioned the recent bur-
glaries, but obtained no satisfaction.
They protested their innocense of any
wrongdoing and maintained stoutly
that they were only hard-working
women. Murray sat down on the ven-
erable rocking chair to pursue his ex-
amination in comfort. It gave way
under him and he rolled upon the
floor. The kettle on the range, struck
by his foot, crashed down beside him.
The three woman laughed heartily,
but as the lid of the kettle fell off a
sudden silence succeeded to their up-
roarious merriment, and their eyes
rested upon the apparently innocent
kitchen utensil in gloomy apprehen-
sion. Their trepidation did not es-
cape the detective's watchful gaze. He
rose to his feet, picked up the kettle
and examined it. Inside was a steel
instrument about the size of a stove
lifter. Murray took the object out
and gave a sigh of relief. The proof

he wanted was in his grasp-a bur-
glar's jimmy-and what was more, a
jimmy nicked at the edge.

Placing the three women iader ar-
rest he proceeded to search the
house. He discovered great quantities
of Jewelry, silverware, fine linen and
clothes. The stuff belonging to Mr.
Skinner and Mr. Bliss, plunder from
all the other houses that had suffered
in the recent raids, was founud on the
premises, also a kit of burglar's tools
and complete set of pass keys. Two
of the women, Mrs. Julia Hall and
Maggie Carroll, were sent to the Al-
leghany penitentiary for four years
and Mary Ann was released.

Curious as to the exact events of
the night when he was trailing Mrs.
Hall, Murray asked that vivacious old
lady for an explanation. He learned
that she and Mrs. Carroll were to
have broken into a house together' on
that occasion, and Mrs. Hall had ar-
ranged to meet her confederate at two
in the morning. But Mrs. Carroll es-
pied the enemy shadowing her com-
rade and mewed suddenly like a cat
as a signal to Mrs. Hall that she was
being followed. The latter conse-
quently proceeded to walk about all
night; while the ventursome Mrs. Car-
roll went on with her burglarious task
alone. The Carroll-Hall combination
was the only case of women burglars
working alone that Murray encounter-
ed during his detective career. They
were first caught by the authorities in
Ireland, sent to Australia, where they
again made trouble for the police and
then sought fresh fields in Anierica.

Following the capture of Mrs. Hall
and Mrs. Carroll, Murray found him.
self up against a problem such as had
frequently enlisted his attention dur-
ing his term in the United States se-
cret service. It was concerned with
the appearance of a number of coun-
terfeit $20 bills in Erie financial cir-
eles during the winters of 1869 and
1870. A man by the name of Fred
Landers kept a restaurant in the
town, and one day when the detective
dropped in the proprietor told him of
a fellow who had ordered a light
lunch, paid for it with a $20 bill,
bought a drink as he went out -and
offered a second $20 bill to the bar-
teAder who said he could not change
it.

Murray looked at the bill Landers
had accepted. It was cleverly de-
signed but not well enough to de-
ceive the practiced eye of a man
trained to detect seach org rnles. L
ders described the fellow sa Md rrae
caught him at the rarirod ,at'lab
but did 710 ", 44Y 'f..

a felt money in his possession. He was
merely a "shover of the queer," one
who passes the bad money and re
ceives' only a couple of phoney bills

e at a time.
In no other line of criminal work

is there such scientific organization
shown as in that of counterfeiting.
The men who pass the money never
do business with the man who makes
the plates. The plate maker is an enwr graver who usually receives a lump
sum for his work. Those who print
the money are the manufacturers and
they dispose of the queer in whole
sale quantities to dealers, who sell to
retail dealers, who have, in turn,
their "shovers out" passing the
money. The man who fell into Mur.
ray's hands was a shover. Having
made the arrest and searched him, he
found on a piece of paper in the pris.
oner's coat pocket the name, "Tom
Hale, New York." Murray at once
sent a telegramn addressed to Hale as
follows:

"Come on. I am sick. Stopping at
Morton house. Room 84."

Murray- made arrangements with
the clerk of the Morton house to keep
track of any person who called and
asked for the guest in room 84. No-
body came. The shover, who was
known as "Poke" Sales, stayed in jail,
having been identified by Landers
and the bartender. A week passed
without any fresh developments. A
heavy snowstorm had been raging for
several days, the trains were block-
aded and all traffic delayed. But on
the ninth day there was a new ar-
rival at the Morton house. Although
it was an excessively cold day he
wore no overcoat. He inquired for
Mr. Sales in room 84 and was instant-
ly pounced upon by Murray who was
close at hand. Upon being taken to
headquarters and searched several
hundred dollars was found upon him,
but nothing in the way of counterfeit
money. Still, Murray detained him
with the intention of hunting for his
baggage, for it was obvious that a
man wearing such expensive clothes
as adorned the person of the prisoner
would be likely to have an overcoat in
the vicinity somewhere.

On the following morning Murray
began a systematic hunt for the miss-
ing overcoat. During the course of
his search he stepped into a saloon
kept by a man named John Anthony.

"Here's a curious thing happened
yesterday," he said. "There was a
well-dressed chap came in here,
washed his hands and walked out
again leaving his overcoat behind him.
You'd think that would be about the
last thing he'd leave on a bitter cold
day."

"Seems funny," responded Murray.
Let me look at that coat, John."

The overcoat was produced and in
the first pocket Murray examined he
found $1,000 in counterfeit $20 and
$100 bills wrapped up in a handker-
chief. They were such excellent coun-
terfeits that they actually deceived
the eyes of several bank experts to
whom they were shown. Murray went
back to the jail and approached his I
prisoner.

"Hello, Hale, here's your coat," he
said.

"All right, thank you," said the
stranger.

"Then it is your coat, Tom?"
queried Murray.

"Why, certainly," replied the pris-
oner.

Murray produced the counterfeit
money from the pocket and Hale; re-
alizing what a grave mistake he had
made, denied that the garment was
his property. Murray compelled him
to don it and the fit was perfect. The
saloon-keeper identified him as the
stranger who had left the coat in his
place.

"Poke" Sales pleaded guilty to pass-
ing counterfeit money and received a
five-year sentence. Hale was taken by
the United States authorities to Pitts-
burg, then to New York and finally to-Washington. He was a smooth talk-

I Ing fellow and made the government

officials believe he would be of great
-use to the secret service department.
He promised to expose the entire
counterfeiting business and Wood,
who was the chief of the secret serv-
ice, engaged him on the force- and
sent him to New York.

But Hale's promised exposure of his
former colleagues turned out to be a
fake. He enabled the secret service
men to get hold of a few small shoy.,
era, and that was all. Then Wood left
the department and Col. Whiteley be-
came cjief. Whiteley proceeded to
call down Hale for his failure to ac-
complish anything worth while. Hale
became insolent with the result that
he was arrested, taken back to Phila-
delphia and tried. It was proved that
he stood in with thieves, and at the
finish he was convicted and sen-
tenced to the penitentiary for 14
years.

(Copyright, 1909, by W. G. Chapman.)
(Copyright in Great Britain.)

To Make the Cactus Edible.
"Another use for oil practically an

entirely new method of the employ.
ment of oil, is the use made of it by
stock raisers," says the Corpus Christi
(Tex.) Caller. "Of late years the value
of prickly pear or cactus as a stock
fod has become known, the only ob-
stacle to its greedy consumption by
cattle being the spines or needles in
the cactus. These can be easily re*
moved by burning them off, which is
done by the use of oil and a special
apparatus which is said to do the
work effectually. As cactus is known
to be nearly all.water, the introduction
of it as a stock food in arid and semi-
arid regions means much to the stock.
men of those sections. Thus oil en-
ters an entirely new field of industrial
economy."

Origin of French Postal System.
The French postal sytsem was start,

ed in the reign of Louis XI., but the
first director general _was appointed
by Louls XIV, He farmed the ofce,
paying a million francs a year for the
privilege. This method continued ua.
til the revolution, when the farmer
was abolished and the control was
given to ten managers elected by uni-
versal suffrage. That plan did not
work very satisfactorily and the of.
fee of director general was revived
under the consulate. Tbe offce of un-
der secreftary or pests and telegraphs
held by I. Stuyan. was .irst cre$ad
Ia 18?7, abollsbeia • rat 4ii r•evti,
ag.ta m te e latr.-l suted

Oasette.:::~~:~~~.~~ ~~~~':~.. 

BOY'S GRATITUDE WAS REAL

Has Long Cared for Grave of Ma.
Who Had Been Kind to Him

Many Years Ago.

Rev. John Henri Sattig, pastor of
St. Philip's church, Dyker Heights,
Brooklyn, tells this beautiful story:

"In Milford, Pa., there is an old
graveyard, neglected, weed-grown and
unkempt. Of all the mounds in that
village of the dead only one is cared
for. On that the grass is neatly
trimmed, flowers bloom and never a
weed appears. The visitor who looks
upon this evidence of love and devo-
tion amid so many examples -of for-
getfulness usually asks whose grave
it is, and the sexton answers: 'The
man whose body rests there had
neither chick qpr child. Nearly every
day for the six years since the man
died a boy comes here to 'tend to the
grave. Winter and summer he comes.
The lad is the butcher boy. The man
was the only human being who ever
was kind to the boy.'"

Englishman's Withering Reply.
The best of us sometimes forget the

beam in our own eyes while we search
for a mote in another's. An American
traveling abroad met an Englishman
with the rather remarkable name of
Pthorne, which was pronounced
Thorne.

"What's the good of the 'P?' " the
American queried; "you don't pro•*
nounce it, do you?"

The Englishman gazed at him with
the manner of one who, while he
pities, is bored.

"What's the good of 'h' in 'orse?" he
questioned, convincingly.--Spare Mo-
ments.

Well, What If He Didn't?
For many years Dr. Francis L. Pat-

ton, ex-president of Princeton univer-
sity, wore side whiskers. Whenever
he suggested shaving them there was
a division of opinion in the family.
One morning he came into his wife's
room, razor in hand, with hid right
cheek shaved smooth.

"How do you like it, my dear?" he
asked. "If you think it looks well, I
will shave the other side, too."-
Everybody's Magazine.

BEYOND DOUBT.

"I suppose you mistake me for a
fool?"

"Mistake you? My dear boy, I
know you too well!"

Knew When to Act the Part.
"Are you afraid of thunder and light.

fing?"
"Depends upon whether I have male

company in the parlor or not."-Judge.

For Headache Try Hicks' Capudine,
Whether from Colds, Heat, Stomach orNervous troubles, the aches are speedily

relieved by Capudine. It's Liquid-pleas-
ant to take-Effects immediately. 10, 5and SOc at Drug Stores.

It takes a hustler to distinguish the
difference between an obstacle and a
hindrance in his path.

SM IlOTiHRSSWHOIIkAVE
DAUITEITRS
FInd Help in Lydia E. Pink
ham'sVegetable Compound

Winchester, Ind. --"For doctors
told me that they could never make

me regular, and
thatI would event.
nally have drepsy.
I would bloat, and
suferfrombea .ng.
down in ramps
and ehila and I
could not sleep
nights aMymother
wrote toMns in.
hamforadvi and
I began to take
LyadIa.Plnkbam's
Vegetable Com.

After taking one and one.
alf bottles of the Compound, I am allright again, and I recommend it toevery suffering woman."-M.B. Mhy

Dow, Winchester, Ind.
Hundreds of such letters from grlsand mothers expressin their gratiude

for what Lydia E. Pinkham's Vetable Compound has accomplished forthem have been received by The Lydia
E. PkhamMedicne Company, Lynn,

Girls who are troubled with Mainful
or rregular periods, backache, head-ache, draggin•-down sensations, faint.ing spels or .mdigeslton, should take
immediate action to ward off the serL.

ns conse b ences and be restored tohealth by Lydia E. Plnkham's Veg.
table Compound. Thousands hare beerestored to health by its use.

If youwould like sneei adyice
about your case writ a confidou.tial letter to Mlrs. Plkham, atLynn, Mas Her advi s tresr,
Sn4 alowsry helpfuls

Your Blood
NAY TPoW
S•A m, CAN.

Rheumatism, Eczomas?

ti a blod . s

dan 's

" mi


