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As claim adjuster in the department of
lost, over and short freight, I was, for
. the most part, “on the wing.” knocking
about over all divisions and branches of
the road, at the head or tail of problems
« involving the company's money or the
want of it. Old Perth, roundhouse fore-
. man at'Wandon, had helped me in fixing
s the responsibility of a shortage in the
frelghting’ of engine ofl from an eastern
“firm, and perhaps on that account, or
from some sort of affinity, we became
fast friends. Of course an ex-dispatcher
like myself and-an old engineer like Perth
could hardly escape feeling an interest in
+ each other; beside, Perth was a man of
" good intellect and eminently worthy of cul-
tivation.

Sitting one day in his little office, he
told me the story of Katie Lyonis great

. rlde during Long Blanket's raid, and her
race for life in the buffalo stampede.

“It was the first trip I ever fired an en-
gine,” he said. “I was then a green lump
of a boy, only a couple of years off the

N farm. Eighteen months in the shops at
Omaha had given me an ambition to push
my way toward the throttle as fast as
possible, and wipers and firemen being
! plenty in my quarter, I came on to the
mountain division and went into the
roundhouse at Ludder. That was way
back In the sixties, when the first road
was being pushed across the western half
of the continent.

. “Thers was some question as to whether
Ludder would continue as a divisional
! point, and, partly on account of its pos-
sible removel, the roundhouse had been
i constructed of wood instead of brick. The
‘ building contained stalls for eigit engines
‘and stood some 200 feet from a creek.
_Into the creek emptied an eighteen-inch
drain, carrying off the waste water that

“we washed out the engine boller with.
_ But for this drain it is probable that Katie
* Lyon would never have taken her memor-
“abls rlde.
¢ WJack Lyon, Katle's father, handled the
' throttle of the old 40, Jack was a middle
! aged man then, and the 40 was young.
! Both are in the scrap pile now. God
bless them! The advanced front of con-
* struotion was nearly a hundred miles west
' of us, and such rolling stock as we boasted

- . was chiefly employed in hauling rails, ties,

¢ machinery, men and supplies toward the
* front. The rather indefinite homes of the
company’'s employes at Ludder consisted,

in most instances, of sod huts and flimsy

pine cottages. Lyon’s home lay a quarter

of a mile down the creek, where a Jer-

sey cow and calf and a young white mare,
prought from Iowa, found pasture close

at hand. The engineer's family consisted

~ of & wife and three children—Kate, 14
or 16 years of age, and twin boys In their
tenth summer.

“Katle was a restless creature, boyish
and as whimsical and lively as thistle-
down. I remember—you can hardly fancy
how clearly—of often looking down from
the engine house and seeing the girl and
the two littla chaps playing at all rorts
of pranks in the pasture below the house.

- One day it would be ‘circus,’ with Katie
on the mare, sometimes standing up, urg-
ing the animal round a circle, with one
twin as ringmaster and the other as
eclown or ‘tumbler’; another day it would
be ‘cowboy,’ with one of the twins or
Katle on the mare and ‘roping’ the Jer-
gey calf or cow or one of the children.
Once, when 9 years old, Katie had been
to a circus, back in Iowa, and memory

- of it still flamed up in her mind. Lyon
oceasionally asked his daughter, In teas-
ing veln, if 'she had yet decided which she
was best cut out for, a circus rider or a
cowboy. But Katie's equestrian weak-
ness ultimately served the little communi-
ty a very good turn, indeed. Y

“During these days Indlans were plenti-
ful. Buffalo In uncounted thousands
grazed on the plains and in the wide en-

- trances of the mountain wvalleys all the
way from Texas to Montana. Wild
horses roamed In freedom, and the ante-
lope and coyote were not afrald. It was
beautiful.

“But that order of things had been
touched with change; the roar of the lo-
comotive began to reverberate in the soll-
tudes, and the first criminal slaughterers

of bison herds had begun thelr awful
work. The Indlans grew resentful and
troublesome, and details of TUnited

Btates troops had often to be called out to
guard the rallroad and defenseless settle-
ments. Then came the general attack,
led by Chief Long Blanket on the north,
and by Black Calf from the south. That
brought to light the real stuff of most of
usg, and it wasn I foind out the true
blue steel of which Katie was made. BShe
- used to come up to the station almost
every time that her father came in with
his engine, and would usually climb into
the cab and mount the fireman’s seat and
ring. the bell while I ran the engine into
the house. When Lyon wasn't looking, 1
remember, I used to let her hold the throt-
v tle as we went down to the roundhouse
gwitch. She could always do almost any-

. thing with me.
“Well, one September morning a re-
' port came from the front that the men on
. construction had been having a warm
time with the redskins and wanted help.
Three troops of the Third cavalry were
' in camp on the creek a mile or so from
I Ludder, and a messenger was sent all
' speed to notify them. Old Fort Chandler
lay off to the southwest of us about fif-
teen miles, and the blueshirts had been
' brought near the track In order that they
might strike quickly, for disturblng ru-
mors had been coming in for some weeks
of a general uprising of the savages.
Major Holme had gone west from Fort
Chandler in search of Black Calf and his
band, leaving the troops at the fort re-
duced to a small number, three companlies,
" under the command of Captain Pope,
having been detached to guard the rall-
road and settlement at Ludder. Black
Calf, however, had given Holme the slip
and was making a long detour to the
.south and east to strike us at the dlvi-
sion station; but all were ignorant of
this, Reports had come in that Long
Blanket, with a band of warriors, had

Woman!
Yeu Need Not Suffer
from Perledic Pains.

Orangeine

(Powders)

Relleve all Pain, Heal Tortured
Nerves, Restore Natural
Conditions, Give Sus-
taimed Strength.

Thousands of benevolent ladies
who have discovered the ‘‘Or-

ine Secret,”” are now dis-
pensing relief tosuffering sales-
women, tortured society friends
and r, tired morsals. Or=
angeine acts like magic, with
only beneficial after-effects.

NOTE—Orangeine Powders are sold by
ﬁ mlreﬂl? druggis)to.&)?}e di; pow-
1 H powders) ; pow-
deur; 1 (z ders). Write us for
sawple, full informat composition,
and Far-reaching Human Results.

Address: *‘Orangeine, Chicago.”’

FINCFRONT OF © e
THE STAMPED E.

Railroad and the Plains.

By Alvah Milton Kerr.

been seen in the low foothills north of
the track, some twenty miles west of us,
and Pope was preparing to swing his
force against them, when word came that
his men were needed at the front, eighty
miles west. -

““The superintendent of construction,
who was at the front, had sent the mes-
sage, It came by wire, early In the morn-
ing, and within the hour Pope was at the
station with' his troops. The horses and
luggage weré hurriedly loaded Into hox
cars, most of the boys boarded other box
cars, while two flat cars were thrown Into
the -center of the train, each bearing a
mounted howitzer and a staked breast-
work of rallroad iron and a complement of

an  hour after our leaving the division
station, Black Calf, with a band of 200
painted braves, appeared south of the
tawn.

© “All'" told, there were something like
twenty-five. men and boys and perhaps 106
women and children in the village. All
these In wild excitement, hurried to the
round house, as being the only possible
place of defense, and where they might
be together, The husbands and grown-up
sons of many of the women were at the
front, or.out on construction trains, or
working at points along the line. The
place was practically helpless.

“The first thing that Black 'Calf and
his warriors did was to burn the statlon
and several of the houses; then they at-
tacked the roundhouse. The men in the
building had barricaded the great doors
and cut holes thro the board walls; and as
several of the men and women had guns
and revolvers the bucks and thelr leader
were held in check, several of their num-
ber receiving wounds and two beling killed.
The Indlans poured bullets-into the bulld-
ing's walls and doors, but beyond a few
slight wounds among the men no casual-
ties had occurred by noon. Laner, the

roundhouse foreman, was a stern, gritty
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soldiers. Engine No. 40 was bhrought out,
and hooked on ahead. Her flreman being
sick, I was ordered to go with Lyon and
fira the engine. That met my wish pre-
cisely, for I was anxious to begin firing,
besides, there was the enticing vislon of a
battle at the front. I was young then. It
wouldn't entice me now.

“About 9 o'clock we rolled out of the
station, with a crowd of women and chil-
dren and eight or ten men cheering us,
and began swinging away toward the
west, The track was new and in poor
shape for fast running, but Lyon let the
40 have her head, his dark eyes glistening
as he watched the ralls ahead. The coun-
try swept away to north and south in
scarcely perceptible swells—an pcean of
fading grass, vellow green and dreamy
in the tender heat. Vast masses of snow-
pure clouds drifted In the sky, while be-
fare us, ‘In the west and curving toward
the northeast, rose the lllac-colored heaps
of the Rockies, I didn't have much time
to poetize, however. for I had my hands
full in trying to keep the 40 hot.

“We got on swimmingly for perhaps
twenty miles, then we struck a break—
two rails had been pried loose from the
tles and thrown by the right-of-way. It
looked bad. By the merest chance we es-
caped being ditched. ;

“Pope mounted to the top of a box car
and scanned the region with his glass,
but no Indians or other marauders were
in sight. Away to the south we all saw
what appeared to be a black lake, a sweep
of living liquid, miles in length, and stir-
ring faintly lilke something moved by a
gentle wind.

* ‘Buffaloes,” saild Lyon, laconically, set-
ting the injector pumps to work and jump-
ing to the ground. ‘That sort of thing Is
as common as jack rabbits, but this tear-
Ing up of the track is different. Long
Blanket and his gang must be over among
the hills there somewhere.’

“The conductor and two brakemen were
ahead, inspecting the ground. Tracks of
both men and horses were thick near the
break in the track. Captaln Pope prompt-
lyv ordered a squad of soldlers forward;
the rails were brought back and put into
place; splkes and a maul were brought
from the caboose, and the rupture mended.
Then we pulled forward again, but cau-
tiously, Lyon watching the track ahead
of us like a hawk, his hand on the throttle
lever, while Pope and every boy in blue
on the traln stood alert for a whack at
the unseen enemy. BSoon we found an-
other break; a half-dozen rafils had been
pulled up. After we had repaired that,
we found another break, and another, and
another, and time slipped away into the
afternoon and we were making no prog-
ress. g

“Pope came and rode in the engine.
‘There's  a wooden trestle about ithree
miles .from here,’ sald Lyon. »‘If they've
burned that then the game is up; we'll
never get to the front. The trestle is be-
yond the big bend ahead there. Hello!
There's some more rails pulled up.’

““ ‘Long Blanket and his band are going
west,"” sald the captain. ‘BEvidently the
chief’'s idea is to destroy so much track
that it will take the company several days
to make repalrs; meanwhile he will try
to connect with the Indians at the front
and strike the construction men a heavy
blow."

“Now, as later- information revealed,
the men at the front were taking care of
themselves, and also of Yellow B8ky, in
fine style, while we, the rescuers. were in
peril; and affairs back at Ludder, where
we thought everything quiet and secure,
were alarming to the last degree. Within

fellow, and he and the station agent took
command. They put all the children and
most of the women—{for some of the latter
fought side by side with the men—into the.
ash-pits, so that bullets coming thru the
walls and doors passed over their heads.
Mrs. Lyon held her place with the fight-
ers, while, at her command, Katie and the
twins crouched in one of the pits. There
were two engines In the house, one with
steam up. z

“A little after noon the redskins massed
against the big doors, making a mad at-
tempt to erush their way in. It was then
that Laner did a remarkable thing. He
suddenly jumped into the cab of the B3,
the engine with steam on, and yelled to
the men to open the doors before her. As
the doors swung back he jerked the throt-
tle wide open and leaped off. The engine
swept the savages out of the doorway,
plowed thru the mass of bucks before the-
building, shot across the turn table and !
main track and rolled over on her side, 200
feet away. Twenty odd Indians were killed
or malmed by this master stroke. The
rest scattered in all directions, but pres-
ently returned, fearful, tho furious. How-
ever, they kept at a safe distance from
the front of the building after that.

‘eThe men began to hope then that the
bloodthlrsty wretches might be beaten off
for a_time, at least during daylight, But
when night should come, what then? The
building would certainly be burned by the
Indians, and the lives-of all the whitea be
lost In massacre! If there were only some
means” of getting word to the fort, or to
Pope and his men. Katle heard this, and
five minutes later disappeared.

“Presently a boy in the ashpit cried that
some one was halloing thru the drain plpe.
A man went down and listened, then called
Mrs. Lyon. ‘Katle's in there,” he said,
breathlessly. Mrs. Lyon sprang down in
the pit, and with white face knelt at the
end of the drain. ‘I'm going to the fort,’
came a shrlll but far-away voice. I'm
golng to wade down the creek to the
house. I'll hide along under the bank
I'm golng to take White Bess and see if
I can’'t get some help.

“Mrs. Lyon screamed for Katle to come
back, but the volce that came thru the
draln only sald: ‘Good-by, ma; don't wor-
ry about me. There isn't an Indian pony
on the plains that can catch White Bess.
Tell Mr. Laner I'll bring the soldiers.
Good-by, ma." Mrs. Lyon wrung her hands
and Implored, but no answer came back.
Katie had slipped into the creek from the
mouth of the drain.and had started on her
dangerous mission.

““For 300 feet or more she crept on her
hands and knees close along urider the
bank; then, getting somewhat out of
the range of view, hurried “in crouching
posture on down the creek to their little
home. Stooping low and. keeping be-
hind a fence she reached - the " stable.
Blipping a bridle on the white mare and
strapping a folded blanket on the ani-
mal's back she turned her into the pas-
ture. The animal went at once to the
creek to drink, and Katle again crept
along the fence and escaped from sight
under the bank. A moment later she was
leading White Bess down the bed of the
shallow stream and away from the town.
‘When the village lay a half a mile or more
behind her she led the mare through a
clump of cottonwoods on to dry ground
and mounted. Katie leaned forward, and
patted the horse's arched neck. ‘We must
bring the soldlers, Bessie,’ she said im-
ploringly: ‘Don’t fall, and don't ever
give up If they chase us. Mommy and
little Dan and Jimmy may never see.the
light of morning if we fail.”

#To Katle the strong light and broad

openness-of the prairle were terrible. 8he
looked back across her .shoulder to the
town, hearing' yells and the crack of
rifles and the nolse of fighting. She rode
straight south selecting the lowest
ground, and intending to turn southwest
toward the fort when at a safe distance.
She had progressed perhapsia mlile, when,
looking back, she saw a party of Indians
on horseback shoot out from the.edge of
the town, ranging a little west to south.
The girl’'s ruddy cheeks whitened, and her
brown fingers clutched the rein nervously.
‘We've got to outrun them, Bess,’ she
cried; ‘we’ve got to do it!

““The lithe, white mare, with her light
burden, went like an antelope, breathing
softly, and taking the ground with a long,
sweeping, steady lope. ‘Let them do their
fast running first,” she sald, looking back
thru her flying halr, ‘we'll set the pace at
the end.’

“The tough Indian ponies, urged by
quirt and many a pealing yell, followed
her like excited hounds, but kept to the
wesat of her In their course. Clearly the
Indians purposed getting between the girl
and the fort before attempting to run her
down., The racers were probably four
miles out from Ludder when Katle re-

l il
| I]J{J_r
sl
ff

ie

1'%‘]’ i!'
'|[.|F'|
| '}Ir;”
il

-
——
it o A W e

alized the Intention of the painted flends.
She at once' turned the mare straight
toward the fort, and bending low over
the animal's neck, urged her with a serles
of startling screams. The Indians, see-
ing the move, put thelr horses to top
speed, and riding across the inside of the
angle made by Katle's course, sought to
cut her off.

“But White Bess ran like a deer and the
Indians crossed he‘ course an elghth of a
mile to the rear,* They fired no shots
and ceased yelling, evidently not wishing
to frighten or press the girl until they
could get the advantage of position. They
now pointed their course slightly to the
south, plainly hoping to allay the girl's
fears and gradually drive her northwest
and away from the fort. Evidently they
felt that a straight race after the fleet
mare would end in their defeat.

“In spite of her intention Katle drew
gradually toward the west in trying to
keep away. from her pursuers. She must
have been twelve miles from Ludder, and
White Bess was wet and breathing hard,
when she struck the buffalo herd the east-
ern end of that living lake which we had
seen from the train wen repairing the
track. t

“It was a terrible blow to Katie's hopes,
for she saw that she could not reach the
fort unless she could get on the south
side of the mighty herd, and such a course
would throw her well nigh into the arms
of the savages. For a moment she pulled
the mare, looking wildly in all directions.
For miles away to the south and west that
hairy, awful sheet of dark forms stretched
before her. Panting and horrified she set
the tired mare on the gallop again, riding
straight toward the west. Bhe must pass
clear around the herd and come in to the
fort from the south or west. Yelling
wildly, the Indians came after her, the
hardy ponies sticking to the chase like

dogs. Katle's  face grew drawn and
white; her red lips turned ashen and
parched. She patted the neck of the

dripping mare, praying her mnot to fail
‘We must beat them, Bess! Oh, we must!
We must!” she kept pleading.

“That was about the hour in the aft-
ernoon when we of the traln were repair-
ing the last break before we should turn
the bend beyond which lay the trestle of
which Lyon had spoken. We had scarce-
iy completed the repairs, when we sud-
denly saw that the whole black mass of
life stretching across the southeast was
rolling toward us like a' mighty wave.
‘Pull ahead, Lyon! Get on the trestle,
it it is stiil standing!" shouted the con-
ductor. Lyon gave the 40 steam, and we
whirled away toward the bridge.

“I fancy there was not a man on the
train who did not feel his skin creep with
fear and horror at sight of that resistless
avalanche of animal life sweeping toward
us, The dark billow was miles wide
.and its rear was lost In clouds of dust.

A band of Indians, by Long Blanket’'s or- |

der, or in attempting to break thru to
Join the chief, had stampeded the might-
jest herd of bison ever seen upon the
plains. The front of the herd was like a
long, uneven wall of rushing water, from
the lower edge of which gushed out a
curling surf of dust, and beneath which all
life that fell or was overtaken was drawn
and trampled into fragments. Hundreds
of thousands of hoofs beat the earth, and
the road from the rushing sea of flesh
was llke a strange new thunder. Coyotes,
antelopes and wild horses ran before it
for thelr lives. We saw what was ap-
parently a child on a gray horse, leaning

forward over the animal's neck, and rid-

ing madly. in the race with death, East

of this astonishing flgure we saw eight
or ten Indians on ponies and in war paint,
gtraining toward the north, with the hur-
dling black mass not 600 feet behind
them. Even while we loocked we saw one
of the ponles fall, and the Indian rider
leap to his feet and run, only to be drawn
under in & moment and disappear from
sight.

“In the thrill and horror of the pros-
pect, I did not rcgard my immediate sur-
roundings, until we suddenly rushed upon
the trestle and stopped. Then I saw that
a large body of Indian horsemen were rid-
ing at a gallop westward on the north
side of the track. Long Blanket and his
braves, caught in theilr work of tearing
up the track, were trylng to get beyond
the range of the stampede. "

“The trestle was some fifty feet in
length, and apparently stretched across
the almost dry bed of what once had been
a small river. The stringers and tles at
the highest point were not more than ten
or twelve feet above the ground. Upon
these the engine and two cars stood, the
balance of the traln reaching out along
the grade eastward. All along the train
I heard shouting and stern orders as the
thunder of the stampede grew in volume
and rolled toward us. Whether the rush-
ing sea of frightened animals would sweep
the track away and go over it, leaving
us all lifeless, or .would break and eddy
around us, no man could say. I was
hanging out from the gangway, quivering
in every nerve, while Lyon's face looked
white and strange as he leaned from the
window of the cab, his dry lips moving as
he watched the gray horse and child com-
ing toward us. Suddenly a wild cry broke
from him, and his grimy fingers knotted
involuntarily. ‘It's Katie, Joe! My God,
it's Katie!' he cried.

“A kind of fire swept thru me at that,
such a leap of the pulses as I had never
felt ‘before. I sprang down upon the ends
of the tles and reached my hands toward
her, shouting in a sort of frenzy; then,
suddenly, as by inspiration, the only pos-
slble course of action was revealed to me.
I sllpped down between the outer ends of
the ties and hung full length from the out-
side stringer. I saw that Katie was guld-
ing: the jaded mare straight toward us,
In truth, her eyes had been fastened upon
her father's smoking engine for more than
a mile.

“As I hung there, with my face toward
the -oncoming ocean of hairy forms, I felt
Lyon's hands gripping my wrists and
heard him appealing to God for help. As
all that horrible mass came thundering to-
ward us I could see Katie kept the lead.
8She was lying low and close over the
mare’s neck, one hand wound in the ani-
mal’'s mane, the other clutching the rein.
Her hair was blown back and her face
looked small and white. The mare looked
slim and wet and strange. Her nose was
stretched out, her eyes were glassy and
red, her lips scarlet and open. At her
heels the pack of wild horses came gallop-
ing, with manes blowing and heads out-
stretched; behind them that rushing wall
of frenzied buffalo. The panting of the
strange multitude of unreasoning brutes
was horrifying, rising like an indescribable
gasp thru the thunder of their hoofs.

““When the front of the stampede was
perhaps 500 feet away, I saw a stream of
fire leap out from every car along the
train, the howitzers crashed, and again
the carbines roared. Instantly the wave
of buffaloes seemed to double under the
base, then roll into the air like a kind of
black and indescribable billow. In that
maze of tumbling forms I saw the Indians
who had chasad poor Katie sink, crushed
by bullets and swallowed up in the re-
morseless mass. I saw this with a glance,
for the white, upturned face of Katle was
not fifty feet away, and both Lyon and
myself were shouting to her to stand up
and jump. It was an awful moment. I
saw it all as vivid as lightning, vet some-
how It had the color of a dream. In Ka-
tie's eyes I could see terror mingled with
resolution as she got to her feet on the
horse’'s back., An instant she wavered,
then stralghtened up, and as the panting
mare shot under us she jumped. For a
second I saw her pale face and - wide-open
eyes flying toward me thru the alr, then
her arms shut about my pendent body
with a shock. My arms seemed torn Irom
their sockets by the blow, but Lyon was
holding my wrists like a vise. In a mo-
ment he loosened his grip, and, bending
low, caught the girl by the arms and drew
her up. By his ald 1 then scrambled back
upon the ties,

“All about us roared a living storm.
Tust covered the scene like battle smoke.
Thru it we saw . the incessant flashing of
carbines along the train; east and west
a vague brown torrent of brutes poured
across the track. Under us the press and
struggle of hulking forms choked the pass
aad shook the bridge. When the air
cleared we saw that the work of the sol-
diers had divided the mighty pack; it was
flowing north and northwest 'in two dark
streams. Before us were swaths of slain
bison; piles of the bodles lay against the
train, and somewhere in that appalling
slaughter lay Katie's pursuers.

“Weak and trembling, I climbed up
into the engine cab. Lyon sat on the floor
and across his lap lay Katie, limp and
panting. ‘Mommy—little Dan and Jim—
we must go back!" she was gasping. ‘All
the folks are in the roundhouse—the In-
dians are there!
for help!’

“Lyon placed her on the fireman’s
cushion, and jumped to the reversing lever
and threw it over, opened the throttle and
whistled ‘off brakes." 'There was a clank-
ing of couplings, and the train started
eastward. In a few minutes Pope and
the conductor rame scrambling over the
foot of the tender.

“ “Where are you golng?
manded.

“'To save my wife and bables,’ eried
Lyon. ‘Black Calf and his brutes are at
Ludder; they've got the folks shut up in
the roundhouse; there'll be a massacre!"

“*‘That's where we're needed, then,'
cried Pope.

“Lyon pushed the 40 hard, and at the
end of the hour the military train dashed
into the division station. At sight of us
Black Calf's forces broke and fled, fol-
lowed and stung by showers of bullets.
The soldlers began unloading their
horses at once, and mountlng for the
chase, The overjoyed prisoners poured
out from the great doors of the engine-
house and fairly overwhelmed us in thelir
gratitude. Mrs. Lyon came running to-
ward 40 to tell Lyon that Xatle had
probably perished, when, to her amaze-
ment and joy, her husband jumped to
the ground with Katie in his arms. What
followed I could hardly - describe, for,
tough chap tho I was, I couldn’t see very
plainly for the tears that filled my eyes.
I only knew that Katle had a reception
fit for a princess.

“What became of White Bess? Waell,
sir, she was found next morning stand-
ing, feeble and badly used up, in a gully
about two miles north of the trestle; bat
we brought her back and turned her into
Lyon’s pasture, and a few weeks after-
ward I saw the animal and the children
again playing ‘circus.” As for the Indians,
Major Holme struck Yellowstone Sky at
the front and beat off his followers and
took the- old chief prisoner, while Fope
chazed Long Blanket and 'Black Calf into
the northwestern hills and ‘gave them a
fine drubbing."”

‘“What became of Katle, the herolec 1it-
tle girl?"" I asked.

Perth smiled contentedly.
sald, “if you'll come over to the house

they de-

and take dinner with me you will meet| -

her. “We've been married a good many
years and her hair is gray, but I think you
wlll find her about the sunniest and most

motherly woman that ever made a poor|

rallroader feel equal to a milllonajre.”

To Boston and Return at One Fare
For the round trip from Chicago via Nickel
Plate road, for Christian Sclentists’ meet-
ing in June. Tickets on sale June 25th,
26th and 27th, with extended return limit
of August 1st. BStopover at Niagara Falls,
in either direction, without extra charge
and at New York returning on paymént of
fee of $1.00. No excess fare charged on
any of our trains. Write John Y. Calahan,
General Agent, 113 Adams 8t.,, Room 298,
Chicago, for detalled information.

Carey’s Magnesla Cement Roofing

Cannot rust or leak llke metal roofing.
W. 8. Nott Company. -Both 'phones,.376,

/

Free Me&ical .
Advice to Women.

Conlidents Z

Every sick and ailing woman,
Every young girl who suffers monthly,

Every woman who is approaching maternity,

Every woman who feels that life is a burden,

Every woman who has tried all other means to regain health without success,

Every woman who is going through that critical time — the change of life —
is invited to write to Mrs. Pinkham, Lynn, Mass., in regard to her trouble, and
the most expert advice telling éxactly how to obtain a CURE will be sent abso-

lutely free of cost.

The one thing that qﬁa.h'ﬂeg a person to give advice on any subject

is experience —experience
No other person has so
a record of success as Mrs.

Over a hundred thousand cases come before her each year.

personally, others by mail.

creates knowledge.
wide an experience with female ills nor such
Pinkham has had.

Some
And this has been going on for twenty years,

day after day, and day after day."

Twenty years of constant success —think of the knowledge thus
gained! Surely women are wise in seeking advice from a woman with
such an experience, especially when it is free. '

Mrs. Hayes, of Boston, wrote to Mrs. Pinkham when she was
in great trouble. Her letter shows the result. There are actually

thousands of such letters

in Mrs. Pinkham’s possession.

‘““ DEAR MRs. PINKEHAM : — I have been under doctors’ treatment for femals

troubles for some time, but without any relief.

fibroid tumor. I cannot sit do
up my spine. I have bearing

They now tell me I have a
wn without great pain, and the soreness extends
down pains both back and front. My abdomen

is swollen, I cannot wear my clothes with any comfort. Womb is dreadfully

swollen, and I have had flowing spells for three years.
good. I cannot walk or be on my feet for any length of time.

My appetite is not

*The symptoras of Fibroid Tumor, given in your little book, accurately
describe my case, so I write to you for advice.”—Mhigs. E. F. HAvEs, 253
Dudley St. (Boston), Roxbury, Mass.

‘“ DEAR MEge. PINEHAM :— I wrote to you deseribing my symptoms, and

asked your advice. You repl
for several monihs, ard to-dr'i
* The use of Lydia E.
with your advice, carefully fol
ened the whole system.

ied, and I followed all your directions carefully
y I am a well woman.

inkham’s Vegetable Compound, together
lowed, entirely expelled the tumor, and strength-

can wall miles now.

‘* Your Vegetable Compound is worth five dollars a drop. I advise all
women who are afflicted with tumors, or any female trouble, to write you for
advice, and give it a faithful trial.” — Mgs. E. F. Haves, 252 Dudley St.

(Boston), Roxbury, Mass.

Mrs. Hayes will gladly answer any and all letters that may be
addressed to her asking about her illness, and how Mrs. Pinkham

helped her.

FORFEIT if we cannot forthwith prodnce the original letter and si ture of
35000 aboort w!l;onhl, which will prove its absolute genui!::enau. o

Lydis E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.

1 was going to the fort

“Well.” he |-

By wmany

~ST.PAUL

“Deserves its
 Popularity.”

PICKWIC

Served by all the leading Clubs. Hotels and Buflels.

fans DISTILLERIES AT
- EMINENCE, KY. AND BALTIMORE, MD.

“Summers Ripened.“
Winters Mellowed.

BENZ MiNNeAPOLIS

& SONS.

-_ s Ten Millio Boxes aYear. |

THE FANILY'S 'lVOI‘lTI'_-lIIOIII»

. CANDY CATHARIIC
TH : EEP




