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THEATERS

BILLS OF THE WEEK

May Irwin and “The Burgomas-
ter,” at the Metropolitan,

“The Flaming Arrow”
Bijou.

“Moulin Rouge” at the Dewey.

at the

Charming May Irwin, a comedienne,
bolding high favor with theater-goers,

GUS WEINBERG A8 THE BURGOMASTER;
At the Metropolitan the la-tter haif of next week.

who has come to be known as “The
Woman Who Makes

“MADGE You Laugh,” and her
merry company in

SMITH, the new comedy,
“Madge Smith, At-

ATTORNEY.” torney,” by Ramsay

Morris, will be the
principal features of this week’s theatri-
cal offerings in the advent of its appear-
ance to-morrow night at the Metropolitan
for an engagement of four nights and

Wednesday matinee. Miss Irwin has
never been seen as a star in this city
before, and, of course, her appearance

means a great deal more than the or-
dinary announcements. It is promised
that if ever a tempting morsel in the way
of comedy has been offered to the theat-
rical palate of Minneapolis, it will be put
forward at the Metropoiitan when this
play will be seen for the first time in
this eity.

In a nutshell, the story of the play is
that Madge Smith and her husband do
not live in perfect connubial felicity.
Madgze concludes housewifely duties are
irksome, and throws them aside for the
pursuit of wild excitement in the prac-
tice of law. The nature of her profes-
sion brings her into publicity, not at all
relished by her husband, John Smith, who
being deprived of his wife's society most
of the time, owing to her professional
work, seeks comfort in a surreptitious
visit to the theater and an after-the-play
“bird and a bottle” with a former sweet-
heart, who happens, at the same time,
to be a friend of .Madge’s. Madge, too,
coincidentally has had her antewedlock
sweetheart, and, unfortunately, is afflicted
about this time by an outburst of this in-
dividual. The efforts of the two to con-
ceal from each other their secret en-
snarl them in a series of complications
wlhlch are continuous to the end of the
play.

May Irwin sings many new songs,
among the mwost infectious being the fol-
lowing: “I Ain’t Gwine to Work no Mo’,”
“I've Got Troubles of My Own,” “Give
Me Back My Liza,” “Jungle Queen.”
Other sonz hits included in the play ares
“The Turkey and the Turk,” and “Oui,
Oui, Mamoiselle,” sung by Mr. Sparks
and Mr. Burress respectively. One of the
mest effective bits of work done by Miss
Irwin is a burlesque on the convention
address of lawyer to judge and gentle-
men of the jury, wiich occurs in the
soeurtroom. scene.

tired people in a city appreciate, as it has
that pleasant tinkle that brings encores.

At the rise of the curtain, which takes
place in Amsterdam in the year 1660, the
governor, or Burgomaster, Peter Stuyve-
sant, has his.own troubles, of not only a
domestic mature, but political. The state
of affairs completely unnerves Peter, and
as a last resort Peter and Doodle drink
the wine originally prepared for their
enemies, and lie down to the presumable

ish ‘the ‘awakened sleepers with various
typical performances of the day.

This Rip Van Winkle proceeding, with
variations, paves the way for a good deal
of jolly fooling, coralling all the features
of wit, beauty and song. ‘“‘The Burgomas-
ter” was lucky enough to shed his wooden
leg during his leng sleep and grow a new
serviceable member, which was fortunate
for him, under the new conditions of civi-
lization, as he finds it mecessary to Jog
along pretty lively in keeping up with the
quick New Yorkers. |

Act two is divided into five scenes, pic-
turing the seashore, a down town portion
of New York, the French ball at Madison
Square Garden, Dearborn street in Chica-
go and the Court of Honor at the late
World’s Fair, all of which are visited by
Peter and Doodle under the guidance of
Willie, a wise city chap. The company
numbers eighty people, foremost of which
mention can be made of Edith Yerrington,
Laura Joyce Bell, lda Hawley, Alma
Doerge, Janice Wynn, Amy Dale, Gus
Weinberg, Harry Crandall, George Brod-
erick, Will R. Peters, Will Rock, Al J.
Lynon and many others of equal promi-
nence, not forgetting that large, merry
chorus, which is a revelation of youth,
beauty and gracq }

“When We Were Twenty-One, H. V.
Esmond’s great play, will be presented at
the Metropolitan the entire week begln_-

ning Sunday, May 5,

“WHEN WE with matinees
Wednesday and Sat-

WERE urday, by Edward

E. Rice’s superb

TWENTY-ONE.”” company with the

popular and brilliant
young actor, George Clarke, as ‘“‘Richard
Carewe.” “When We Were Twenty-
One" is one of the finest plays of the past
decade. The story briefly told is as fol-
lows; Dick Carewe, a London barrister
and his three comrades, the doctor, sol-
dier man and Waddles, are bound together
by ties of lifelong friendship. Together
they guard and protect the life of the
“Imp,” the only son of a dead comrade.
The Imp is just twenty-one, and as wild
as young men of that age sometimes are.
He has married a woman much older than
himself who proves to be an adventuress
of the worst type. Dick and his friends
succeed in saving the Imp from the snare
into which he has fallen.
The Bijou's offering the coming week
will be a decided novelty inasmuch as it
will present for the first time in this city

the very suecessful
AN INDIAN and talented Indian
actress, “Go-Won-
ACTRESS. Go-Mohawk,"” in Lin-

coln J. Carter’'s big
scenic melodrama, ‘“The Flaming Arrow.”
Miss Mohawk has but recently returned
from a year's stay in England, where she
achieved immense popularity in her fron-
tier plays. She is a full-blooded member
of the tribe whose name she bears and
is in many respects a remarkable woman.
She speaks several languages, having en-
joyed the benefits of a thorough education
both in this country and abroead, and is the
authoress of several interesting stories of
frontier life.
The story of ‘““The Flaming Arrow”
thrills with stirring incidents, not of

N : IDA HAWLEY,
In *The Burgomaster,” at the Metropolitan the latter half of next week.
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MAY

In “Madge Smith, Attorney,” at the M etropolitan the first hal? of next week.

At the Metropolitan beginning Thursday,
May 2, the merry “Burgemaster’”’ is an-
nounced for a return

“THE engagement of three
nights and a Satur-
BURGOMASTER.” day matinee. Frank
Pixley has put in

*The Burgomaster” abeut all the best
things he has thought of for a long while—
many of them unusual; in fact, most of
the ‘book is of the sort admirers of Harry
B. Smith wish he could write, Gustay
Luders’ music is of the catchy kind that

IRWIN,

dreamless sleep of centuries. The awaken~
ing is the essential feature of the first act,
the scene of which is Broadway and Madi-

son square, New York City, where theg

famous Dewey arch was built, and which
is presented in this scene. Here a com-
pany ,of street laborers, who introduce
themselves ‘with an anvil chorus, dig up
Stuyvesand and Doodile, 'who at' once
discover that this is their busy day.
Broadway soubrettes, rainy daisies, Bow-
éry belles, noisy college boys and numer-

ous other _;netropolit.;n celebrities aston-

the hair-raising kind, but of natural dad
interesting dramatic situations. White
Eagle, a young civilized Indian, which
character is enacted by Miss Mohawk, re-
turns to his home and tribe in the far
west with a knowledge of the power and
greatness of the white man, whose ad-
vancements in the march of civilization
have pushed onward until a conflict for
supremacy with the red man is inevitable.
A council of war is held between the In-
dians and army officers in which the for-
mer, led on by a rascally Spaniard and
a treacherous lieutenant, go on the war-
path. The daughter of Colonel Freemont
is captured by the Indians, who attempt
her life, but are frustrated. Her rescue
is successfully accomplished by White
Eagle, her lover, with the aid of his horse,
‘“Wango,” his almost inseparable compan-
ion, which, dashing into the midst of the
amazed and stupified Indians, scatters the
firebrands with well directed kicks, while
White Eagle cuts the thongs that bind her
to the stake, and throwing her insensible
form over his shoulders, leaps upon his
faithful animal and dashes away before
the astounded savages recover from their
bewilderment.

The men and horses are but incidental
to a thrilling love story of revenge, loyalty
and adventure, and there is a remark-
ably truthful portraiture of the earliest
scenes enacted upon our western frontier.

The Bijou's attractiop for the week of
May 5 will be the latest-made American
melodrama, “The Great White Diamond.”

2 Walter Fessler has
THE GREAT. written many suc-
cessful plays, but

WHITE DIAMOND."” this is said to be his

crowning effort. The
plot is an interesting story of the dia-
mond fields of South Africa and the Sierra
Nevada mountains. In this play the au-
thor has introduced a character mew to
the stage, a unique creature called the
“Nyctalops,” a character which is founded
upon medical authority. Mr, Fessler is
not only an author, but a pastmaster in
stage mechanism. “The Human Malil
Bag” and the “Swing for Life,” both
original, are his latest inventions, and
they form two of the most sensational
and most thrilling climaxes ever wit-
nessed. The play is filled with heart
interest, comedy, specialties and mar-
velous effects. The scenic surroundings
form a setting in keeping with “The
Great White Diamond,” and with its

purity and brilliancy, makes it stands
forth, a gem of the first water.

Footlight Flashes.

The many lghts and shades that are con-
stantly occurring in human life will be
truthfully portrayed in the production of
“The Village Parson,” which comes to the
geu-olpzollun for the week opening Sunday,

ay 12.

Howard Kyle, playing the title role of Clyde
Fitch’'s great American play, “Nathan
cilt. 'and will appear st the Metrenmiien.
cuit, and will appear at the Metropo!
this city, the latter part tlhyw'

““The Highwayman,
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as Captain Seariet," H. W. Tredenick as
lfoxy Quiller, and Kate Germaine as Lady
Constance, will be the attractlon at the Met-
ropolitan for four nights and Wednesday mat-
inee, starting Sunday, May 19.
Punctured with specialties, songs that are
whistled, brilliant comedy and lots of other
delectable morsels to sult the popular appe-
tite, Morton and Merker's spirited musical
comedy, *‘The Telephone Girl,"" comes to the
Bijou during May.
Swedish dialect plays have lapsed of late,
owing td the dearth of writers of this style
R LIS BT
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of comedy, therefore, the announcement of
the forthcoming production of *‘Carl Carl-
son.” @ brand new article of Scandinavign
persuasion, is awaited with some interest.
“Carl Carlson’ will receiye its initial pro-
duction in this ecity, at the Bijou theater,
Sunday, May 12. - It will be portrayed by a
carefully selected company, headed by that
Swedish dialect comedian, Arthur Donaldsen.
Mr, Donaldson is a character of ability, who
brings to his work a high barytone voice of
great sweetness and power. He will intro-
duce a number of effective songs.

REV G. L. MORRILL BECOMES
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A Visit to the City of Statuary, Paintings, Literature and Modern
Wickedness—Some Criticism of the Modern ltalian as

He Is at

Home.

I went to Hotel de Italy, the former
palace of Prince Murat and Queen Caro-
line. By mistake I was assigned a kind
of jail room, No.. 75, below the street of
Lung Arno. I existed in durance vile till
early next morning, when I rang the con-
cierge and was received by a maid and
boy who took me to lucky No. 13, carry-
ing my grip, pants, umbrella and vest in
a kind of procession before me. Opposite
my window I saw the house of Amerigo
Vespucci; he was gone, but not the girl
in the window who spent her time in
sweet nothingness till the band came by,
followed by Italian soldiers; she waved
her handkerchief, I waved my flag; the
captain recognized me and the boys her,
smiled and marched on.

I had the continental breakfast, mnot
worth a continental, of coffee, bread and
honey. Food in Italy, as a rule, is small
in quantity and poor in quality, disguised
by high seasoning and made as indiges-
tible as palatable. The Italians are too
lazy to eat much. They have to take
something or die, but eating seems a
matter of necessity and not of choice.
Fruit is their staff of life, and is to the
Italian what potatoes are to Ireland. The
natives serve you with grapes, peaches,
figs, quinces, pomegranites and a confec-
tionery paste, very good and abundant,
and, like everything else except frames,
paintings and statues, goes by weight.

Drink is the main thing; more is spent
for wine than bread or fruit, but it is a
harmless wash, and nonalcoholic, for they
use it soon after it is made, and it is in-
nocent compared with beverages found
elsewhere on the continent or in America.

I drove around the city and conquered
and complimented my driver by saying,
‘““Bunco Italia.” He was as noisy as his
brothers A sound like Bedlam broke
loose came down the narrow stireets of the
city like low C through a tuba. .Boys’
cries of Gazettes, cigarettes and matches;
men’'s cries of brooms, rooster-combs,
chestnut pudding, squashes, baked pears,
figs, grapes and rolled squash seeds, as-
saulted our ears until we implored high
heaven for temporary deafness. Even
this was denied us by a little boy who
got his English mixed and came to me
saying, “Good-Bye,” and left me, adding,
“How dc you do.” Flower girls were in
abundance selling their wares, in all the
variety of orange, lemon and laurel. You
might as well be without your coat as
without a flower; the flower girl will stop
you on the street or come to you in the
cafe and put a rose bud in your button-
hole unless you resist her. You may pay
then or later in the season when for all
your decoration she comes in an irresis-
tible way and you settle for value re-
ceived. There are scme picturesque
women here, but, as a rule, they are
hideous when not homely. I learned that
marriage was based on dowry and not on
divine standards. Their proverb says:
“Marriage is the tomb of love'’; Byron
sald: ""They marry for their parents and
they love for themselves.”” Society, too,
largely consists of smoke, drink, gambling
and free love; a paradise for people who
like that kind of thing.

The markets of Florence are as curious
as their mosaies; long lanes lined with
boxes, baskets and barrels, filled with
flowers, fish, fowl, flesh and fruit and es
many kinds of curious people to sell them.
Near by are stands where the hungry may
buy a fried cake of coagulated blood or a
roasted fat cat with some favorite fritters
soaked in grease. I was hungry, but in-
sisted on vegetarian diet. No, thank you,
I said, give me liberty, limburger or
death. Feeling ignorant and helpless and
the need of a wise companion, I was ap-
proached by a man who had little owls for
sale. They may be had for a song, but
I preferred my own thoughts for a pet.

One morning I overslept and my party
left without me. I started to overtake
them, walked in a circle for half an hour
and came out by the bridge two squares
from my hotel.

I was in just the frame of mind to go
to church and so went where I could learn
the stony record of Florence's birth, life,
and death. San Lorenzo, with the tombs
of the de Medicis, and Angelo’s colossal
figures of Day, Night, Dawn and Twilight.
San Marco, with the pulpit of Savanarola,
where he thundered of righteousness and

‘judgment. Duomo, that marble mosaic
with its daring dome by Brunelleschi.
Campanile, that beautiful bell tower

which Giotto hung three hundred feet in
the air, and many others.

I went to a barber sHop, where the
butcher held the razor upside down and
carved me after he had pared my finger-
nails, - Seriously, the barbers bleed you
professionally and ignorantly killed
Cavour. Dentists draw your teeth and
physicians prescribe for what may be left
if you are not already dead. One expects
to see much sickness where water is re-
garded as ‘‘great medicine” and only
used externally or internally as a last

resort. When I asked my bloody bene-
factor how much I owed, he replied
“Niente, sigaore,” (nothing, sir.) I was

embarrassed, wanted to be generous, hesi-
tated, fumbled my money and ended by
giving five times the value .received, the
rascal grinning and bowing thanks all the
time.

But there are others. Florentines are
proud of their citizenship as Americans,
Greeks and Romans are of theirs, and why
not? Their Dante gave glimpses of
heaven and hell; Boccaccio of love and
lust; Machiavelli of plotting politics;
Petrarch of his loved Laura; Galileo of
starry sky; Savarnarola of piety and
patriotism; Amerigo Vespucei gave a
name to our country; Giotto planted the

lily of the Campanile; Brunelleschi
spanned the dome of the Duomo; Ghiberti
swung his bronze gates; Angelo carved the
moving marble, and Bartolommeo, Del-
sarto and Da Vinci painted the canvas
never to fade from memory's gallery.

I frequently worshipped in the sanctuary
of Florentine sculpture, of which Thor-
walsden says, “Clay is birth, plaster is
death, marble is the resurrection.” Here
is the Loggia of the Lancers’an arcade of
arches filled with the master art of ‘‘Rape
of the Sgbines,” ‘Perseus” and ‘Poly-
exina and Achilles.” * Along thoroughfares
and porticoes are statues of her leading
men-—while towering as Saul above his
brethren, his Angelo’s statue of David,
cut from the eighteen-foot block of re-
jected marble. Where art is not in the
stone itself, you find it on the facades of
buildings where gods and men, beauty
and the beast are frescoed in amazing
outline and color.

When it comes io painting Florence is
heir of art's history. Her galleries are
in places which were made possible by the
wealth and power of the Medicis. The
study of the tourists here was as interest-
ing to me as the pictures on exhibition;
the absurd critisisms of some, the pre-
tended rapture of others, the glance of
the blase traveler and the unfeigned hor-
ror of pater and mater familas as their
offspring viewed the nude marble or the
blushing canvas. The Ufizzi gallery is a
shrine of painting and sculpture, of gems,
vases and bronzes from ancient masters.
The halls are filled with busts of emper-
ors and empresses, original drawings
from De Vinci and Raphael, bust of Alex-
ander dying, and group of Niobe and her
fated children. The Tribune with its mo-
saic pavement, mother of pearl dome,
guilded walls and ceiling is the gem of
the whole collection. Within its magic
circle, solitary and unique stand the mas-
ter pieces of Raphael, Correggio, Del
Sarto and Angelo; the Wrestlers, Dancing
Fawn, Appollino and Scythian whetting a

knife. Titan's Venus, with shameless at-
titude and coloring, stares you out 0?
countenance, while the Venus de Medici

welcomes you with a face and form at
once the delight and despair of modern
artisis.

There is an enclosed walk between gal-
leries of art over the Arno river, leading
to the Pitti gallery. This palace was the
formey residence of the king and queen
when Florence was the capital of united
Italy. It is a noble building, filled with
the luxury of art, statues and paintings,
mosaics, precious stones in greatest pro=
fusion. One can never forget the mater-
nal Madonna look of Raphael's master-
piece. I am not surprised that when the
old prince who lived here was told by his
priest of a glorious heaven, he replied,
“l would be satisfied if I could remain in
the Pitti.”” Yet with all this art, there are

some Italians who have never seen 1_(.
don’t care to visit it, and .xf they did
would probably appreciate it about as

much as the sheep did the open heavens
over Bethlehem’s plain. :

I crossed Ponte Veechio, the oldest and
oddest of the six bridges over the Arno.
A double decker, with art galleries above,
jewelry shops beneath, filled with mosaics
of all that art and nature can represent,
and where mid all the precious stone th_e
turquoise is the prevailing one. This
stone is beautiful and inexpensive here,
and I exchanged a few American rocks
for scarf pins and serpent headed orna-
ments. I stood on this bridge at midnight.
Abeve me the silver moon, beneath me,
the yelow Arno, small then. but angry

in freshet times, and recalled George
BEliot's “Romola” and how Tito leaped
here from the mob into death.

Gardens, walks and drives abound.

Boboli garden, back of the Pitti with its
trees, flowers, ponds and statuary invit-
ing to rest; Villa Torrigini welcoming the
wit, the wealth and wickedness of the
city; Lung Arno, what the Seine is to
Paris, leading to the Cascine; the Cascine,

the Italian Bois de Boulogne, filled with |.

military music, fashion and folly of those
who eat, drink and are merry, careless
of when and of how they die. Surround-
ing hills famous for olives and flowers
and the homes of great men and women—
Hawthorne, Browning, Salvini and others.
Gallileo’s villa, where he studied and
communed with Milton; science and
poetry, both to be later physically
eclipsed, but each possessing an inner
light which no blindness could darken;
Tuscan’s hills; Castle of Vincigliata;
monastry of La Certosa; Height of San
Miniato, with its famous church, splendid
drive and spacious square, in the center
of which is the fine bronze copy of David;
while acrgss the valled loom the heights
of Fiesole with their white-walled villas
mantled with vine and olive on the white
background of the snowy Appenines in the
far distance.

“Vines, flowers, air, skies that fling such
wild enchantment o’er Boccaccio’s tales of
Florence and the Arno." make a never-
to-be-forgotten frame of my pictured
visit. In this spirit I read Robert Brown-
ing’'s ‘“Andrea del Sarto” by the big, his-
toric table in the bridal chamber of Queen
Caroline. Then I took a cab and visited
the house where Elizabeth Barrett
Browning wrote her immortal ‘“Cassa
Guldi Windows.” Later I visited the
Protestant cemetery where she lies
buried. Dead she still speaks. Her worth
shines like a star at night. More endur-
ing and beautiful than the flower-strewn
marble sarcophagus which rises above her
body is the memory of a woman well
called ‘‘Shakspere’'s daughter,” who
“made her poetry the golden ring between
Italy and England.”

Florence, Italy. —G. L. Morrill.
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Very small and as easy’
10 take as sugar.
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FOR TORPID LIVER,
FOR CONSTIPATIOR.
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GENUINE
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WEAK,
WASTING
STRICTURED
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than they found you.

effectually by internal treatment.

Carey roofing sheds water like a duck.
See W. 8. Nott Co. Telephone 376.

The North-Western Line

Announces special rates to the Pan-
American Exposition:

On May Tth, 21st and 28th The North-
Western Line will sell tickets to Buffalo
at rate of one fare plus $1.00 for the
round trip. Also on any date from April
30 to Sept. 30, Pan-American excursion
tickets will be sold at rate of one fare and
one-third for round trip. Call at 382
Robert street, St. Paul, 413 Nicollet ave-
nue, Minneapolis and information as to
length of time tickets are good, choice of
routes east of Chicago, etc.

Do not suffer from sick headache a
moment longer. It is not necessary. Car-
ter's Little Liver Pills will cure you.
Dose, one little pill. Small price. Small
dose. Small pill.

Latest Game Laws of Minnesota.

Copies of the game laws of Minnesota,
including all amendments enacted by the
last legislature, can be had on application
at the city office of the Great Northern
Railway, 300 Nicollet Ave.

¥

Warning — Reserve Your Berths

Quick.

If you are going to take advantage of
the last cheap one way ‘‘settlers’” ex-
cursion on the Northern Pacific railway,
Tuesday, April 30th, 1901, call at the city
office, No. 19 Nicollet House block, and
make your arrangements for tickets and
berths.
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ACTS INSTANTLY.

There is no question that you feel like Yyou look; despondeat, weak,
Your sleep Is disturbed by umpleasant dreams and You awake tired a.
with evil forebodings. You kmow that you are seminally weak, and you also know from sad
experience that all of the drugs that you have poured iato your stomach have leit you werse

MEN GURED

While You Sleep in |5 Days.

We Have Re-
stored Thous-
ande Who
Wers Worse
Than You.

\

NOW LISTEN TO ME!

Not oae drop of interaal medicine that you ever did or will put in your stomach will cure
you. Why? Because your ailment is mot iz your stomach,

urethral canal. It is a local disease, and as such requires local treatment; it caa mot be reached

This is the St. James methed of preparing treatment:

The medication is compressed into the form of crayons (as above), narrow, smooth and flex=
ible, which slip into the urethral canal without effort, where they dissolve in three hours, which
is sufficient time to penetrate, dissolve and dislodge STRICTURE like snow bemeath the sunm,
mation and reduce enlargement of the PROSTATE GLAND, contractiag the SEMINAL
DUCTS, FOREVER STOFPING DRAINS and EMISSIONS, curing while you sieep—a direct,
positive, common-sense and curative method of LOCAL TREATMENT which reaches the spot and

S
uxeghnl diseases.

Every
TWeakness shoul

suffgrer from
write to the St. James Assoelation, 38 St. James
Cinelunati, Ohlo, for their wonderful {llustrated work showing the parts of the
human system involved In urethral allments, which they will send securely
wrapped o plain package, prepaild ....

“HOME TREATMENT” CAN BE USED AS SUCCESSFULLY BY THE PATIENT AS BY OURSELVES.

ace will not permit a complete descrlgttl‘gntol the incomparable St.PJa.z‘naet?t i’g‘rez:‘tmen‘ 21:
of , Pros and Semijn

FREE

ure and its offspri
uilding,

........ B P

St. James Assn., 88 St. James Block, Ciﬂcinnati, Ohio.

ad with your miad filled

or liver, or kidaeys, but in the

— e

caused

my special treatm
Eﬂslng short time.
idney and
1 TREA

oy LADIE

r sickness, an

I have
rivate disease:

Call or write for list of questions.

RDOCTOR WYATT, 205l sonse,

Oifice Hours—9 a. m. to 8 p. m. Sunday 10 2. m. to 12,

MEen Laciinwg ViTauity

Suffering from the effects of
by later excesses are
how many doctors or kinds

¥nvlted to call at my office, or to write me, no

manently restore them to heaith.

ome treatment safe and sure.

outhful follies or indisereticns, or from loss of vigor

of medicine they may have tried without rellef, - By
ent a permanent cure 1s, in most instances, effected In a sur-
a record of 30 years’ suceessful healing of blood, skin,
. and for 16 years have been iocated in present offices.
? suffering from any form of Femaie weakgess, painful

per: Free Consultation.
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