e

e

Of This Generation

By Henry Seton

erriman.

The Grand hotel at Zell-am-Zee has, !
as many know, a garden bordered by |

the lake, where in the very necessary
shade of lilac trees complative Austri-

ans sit at
the deep-colored beer,
Munich.

Among these, and within sound of
their sober exclamations of
ment at the beauty of the prospect, sat
a young Englishman, gracefully idle,
and wearing with a becoming indiffer-
ence_a_ most trying head covering at
the time Tashionable and stilt known at
Cambridge as a “beast” hat. He was
watching the apoproach of a
woeinan—young, wholesome, sunburnt
and energetic—who had just emerged
from the door of the hotel

so-called,

The Englishman was startlingly clean |
—with thin, soft hair carefully brushed |
Iiis face |

back from a bland forchead.
was narrow, with a prominent nose,
syggesting the frequent use of secap and
water. The countenance was express
ive of one dominant gquality, as nearl

all countenaces are if studied with un-
derstanding, and that nothing less than |
the desire to be instantly and persist-

ently agreeable. Ladies given to
exercise of that species of hoshitality
w e “has for its aim the bringing to-
geother of yvoung people and for its end
the hope that some of these may elect
to remain. together till death do
release invariably securad Algernon
Augusins Passavant. Algernon, it ap-
peared, made things go. Some
voung- girls thought him stupid, and
did not always understand his hunu
They thought that he lackcd
and was uninteresting. His hair. :
fact, was too thin and too short. The
more eiderly sirens engaged in the pur-
suit of eligible jubior attaches kept an
eve on Passavant as a sheepdog keeps
an eve upon the shepherd. A few mis-
taken mammas sel
and he made himself invariably agree-
able to the bait without being hooked.
Passavant had. seen two ambassa-

dorgs come and go from Vienna, where |

he held And a third—a 7ower
in Europe—in bed in the best bedroom

office.

of the Grand hotel of Zell-am-Zee,
seemed at this time about to receive ¢
call to a higher court whence no dis-|

patches are delivered.
On the nearer approach of his
trywoman Passavant stood up

coun~
raised

his hat, and drew forward iron
hair.

“These flowers,” he said, sgravely
peinting to some fronds in the girl's
hand, *“‘do not grow wild in this part
of the world. But so long as you vere
not observed——"'

“] gathered them right up there,” an-
swered Miss Britten, with all tha care-
less confidence of her generation, point-

ing toward the mcuntains with her par-

asol.

“As a nation we are inclined to think
that, if we only ciimb hig snou~h, we
rise above the law There is a villa
just above the spot wher vou—stoie |
those flowers.”

“T never saw it.”

“No—but it was there.”

The girl laughed. She was no long-
er quite youthful, and had the air of
capability which is a charactertistic
of the dax She had obviously d
most things—except love, bien entendu
The universal young person has usual-
Iv missed that. and fiils up K
with the current amusements in iheir
due cours prosecuting them with a
skill worthy of a higher object than
the mere killing of time

“As [ came down,’ he continued,
queer thing happened to me.”

Passavant looked gravely at her. The«

modern knight errant is a young w -

O

an, and she seeks adventures, ior the
most part, in eontinental hotels or on
board the great steamers. Passavant
thought that Miss Britten was (oo grod
for that sort of adventure, and his
face, being eminently guileless, did ne
express that thought

“] was mistaken for some one else™

she said: ‘for Miss Burdon. the ambas-

sador’s daught

twice

“Ah, I have been mistaken for
some one else. Once it was for a book-
stall man, when with great presence of
mind I soild a penny newspaper. The
second time 1 s mistaken for Mr.
Lincoln or Mr. nett. I never ascer-
tained which, while I was standing
bareheaded in the shop waiting for my
hat to be ironed. I took it as a compli-
ment. Thev make excellent hats. By
whom were you mistaken for Miss Bor-
den?”

‘By a German gentleman who must
have followed n up t hill I met
him when I tu d back He asked
me the way out: then asked me wheth-
er he was mistaken in supposing that

i
was Miss Burdon. I thought I told him

he was, but he seems to have under-
stood meé to sayv that I was Miss BEur-
don.”

Passavant's attention xyhich had
been centered on a free-hand desizn
executed in gravel with a walking-
stick, was suddenly aroused

“Ah,” he said; “"and this German gen-

tleman is still under the impression
that yveu are Miss Burdon?”

“Yes,” answered Miss Britten

Passavant reflected, with his lizht
blue eyes fixed on a smail girl half
concealed behind a huge mug of heer.

“Ah! Your boxes are mar with z
large B. 1 noticed it myself. Miss
Burdon was expected yesterdav., bdurt|
did _nat coms She sent a telegram to
say that she was detained at Vienna |
by the {liness of r meother.”

“Then you know the ambassador?”

sugdedted Miss Pritte
alted

who had an ¢
idea of the diplomatic service.

“I am his - domestic chaplain,” re-
turned Algernon Augustus Passavant
with solemnity. “It is my privilege to
comfort his last moments."”

Miss Britten laughed. and then looked
grave again.

“Is he so very 11?7

“YVery,” answered
stractedly.

“But why health so impor-
tant?” inquired Miss Pritten, who was
intellizgent and, therefore, inquisitive.
‘No one speaks of anything else—all
Europe seems to have its attention
fixed on Zell-am-Zee

“Ah, that i a long story.
has displayved this enormous
in L.ord Burdon's life--your
friend, 1 suppose.”

“Well, ves: he made inquiries.”

“Hm—yes. A man with a mild gray
eye and a beautiful crop of hair—
speaks English well?”

“Yes, that deseribes him.”

Passavant nodded his head with an

X-

Passavant. ab-

is his

But who
ir terest
German

air of abstraction which had frequently |

been accounted to him for roolishness.

Miss Britten looked at him with
shrewd, calculating eyes, such as one

would expect in a girl whoe is cleverer

than her parenfs and kiudly tolerant |

of their ignorance of the worid.

“Do vou know this Miss Burdon—but,
of course, you do?"”’ she said.

“She is my cousin,”

“Then Lord Burdon is your uncle?””

“Precisely, and my badge of respeci-
ability. He has made me—well, what
vou see — irreproachable. He sort of
adopted me vears ago, when I was a

small tables and consume
of |

wonder- |

couniry-'

the |

them |

very |

little traps for him, |

| years

;
|
1

i

i

{

|
i
|
|
i

|

{A\ﬂu":t—n‘ the mahogaay age, early Vic-
| torian, you know,’
{ He sighed, and dusted the toe of his|
Narrow ot with his glove.
“Is Lord Burdon such a very impor-
tant person?”’ asked Miss Britten.
“Next to myself, he is at once 1l

| hope and despair of Europe. ile knows
! much to the discredit of his neizh-
| bor—the surest means to success.’

S0

{ Passavant rose
“We are observe
lady who travels
her name—Smale,
i1s not a relation. She has been watch-
ling from her bedroom window for
| some ¢time, and now, having pinned her
veil around her hat-—ought not
wear bonnets at her time of life’—she
is coming down to interrupt.
thinks T am not respectable—probably
because I wear patent leather shoes.
Will vou tell her I do it in order to
jgave the expense of rewarding the ho-
{ tel boots? Tell her I have a real lord
{ for an uncle, and teazh in the Sunday

Saiag,

you.

d.” he
wtih
is it not?

th-
is

“hy
What
us

s> O

Shie

school attached to the British embas
sy at Vienna. Tell her I am respecta-
ble. Miss Britten. And if you wil! al-
tlow me to suggest it, vou might let
the German gentleman continue o
think you are Miss Burdon. It mayv be
amusing, and don't let him get into
conversation with Miss Smale. Here |
she comes. She is surprised and hurt
{to see you talking to a voung man—
she belongs to that period.”

“What 1is Miss Burdon’s Christian
| name, and what are her tasi: asked
Mire Britten, with her energetic laugh.

“Alice: musical,” he answered, and

wandered away beneath the lilac

During the next tweo

{

days FEurope

continued, as Miss Britten ad Jest-
ingly sa to watch Zell-am-Zee. Lord
Burdon's illness was, in fact, most ill-
timed. A conference of the powers had |
been summaned to meet at Vienna for

the purpose of amicably dividing a ter-
ritory as large as the British isles.

“It is to be a raffle,” =xplained Pas-
savant to Miss Britten in moment of
expansion—"a sort of lucky bag;
Lord Burdon tied uo the package
they want to keep his haad out of 1
bag if possible.”

The certam
countries were at this time endeavoring

o
DuL
< SO

he

representatives of other

to exclude Lord Burdon from the con-
ference by the simple means of refus-
ing to delay their sitting any longer.

They were so Kind as to name ansther
lord a suitable substitufe for
k man—said noble lord beir ell
known for the length of his descent
and the shortness of his comprehension.
In meantime the representatives

noble

10 s

the
Lhe

in a Moment the German Gentleman

I hope she |

rees, |

W

¢ Had Been So Affable on Every
the Brilliantly Lighted Room.

now certain that
represented at the international con-
ference by her ambassador to the court
of Ausiria. And the joyv of the jour-
nals was but ill concealed.

The affable gentieman who
costed Miss Britten continued
Joy the incomparabl
the surrounding mountains, and in or-
ider to lose nothing of their beauty car-
ried a pair of field glasses slung across
his shoulders with all - the dash of a

had
io

ac-
en~-

England would not be |

€1

views obtained on |

jeity clerk at a suburban race meeting. ;

Fie was in the habit of sitting for hours

jon the vineclad slopes above the vil-
i lage, lnoking down through his binecu- |
ilars at the Grand hotel and its shady |

garden. Passavant, from his window
in the
don’s private saon, looked up frequent-
lyv and saw the German gentleman con-
cealed that small man

among the treetops.

like

bedroom adjoining Lord Bur-:

|
|

Zaccheus |

Thus the we=k drew toward its close, |

and the great and good journals con-

tradicted each other daily, while a cer- |

tain steamer pounded up the channel,
and a br
{of its deck cabins writing out vast re-
ports on colonial office stationery, and
cursing beiween times the slowness of
the engines. Then it

ywn-faced little man sat in one |

was decided by |

!

!

{

|avely:
{and gave the

the powers that the conference couid |
no longer be delayed. but must take |
| place on the following Monday. Lord |
Burdon or no Lerd Burdon. And “Ig-
notus”-and “Paterfamilias” and “True
Briton” wrote to the Times. naming |
substitutes who were either impossi- |

ble, absent or dead. And Algernon Pas-
savant sat gravely and wrote bulletins
for the newspapers.

“All comments Miss Britien one
day. They had grown singularly famil-
iar, as peonie do who possess in com-

11€S,

mon some knowledge desired of others. |

“Jeux de mots, we call them,”
Passavant, with his boyish smile.

replied |

It was on the Saturday night that|
the small comedy for the moment |

threatened to turn to drama.
fact, after 10 o'clock that
scught Passavant where he sat under
the lilac trees smoking. For a moment
he lnoked surprised, then noted that her
face was white.

he asked, curtly.

It was, in |
Miss Britten |

“What is it?” |
“There is some one unscrewing the|
lock on the door of communication be- |
tween my room and the next,” an-

swered she unsteadily. However mod-
ern, however energetic and practical
and scornful of mother and grandmoth-
er the twentieth-century young persons
may be, they will still be hampered by
a wholesome feminine fear of something
{ or other—of a burglar, for instance, or

exchanged formal calis at Vienna and | a mouse, or the hereafter.

displayed an a ishing amount oi| “But there is a bolt,” said Passavant, |
brotheriy love. A German n: r. | with apparent heartlessness.

however, with singularly liitle .1 It has been drawn back.”

suddenly blurted out its opinion that| “And you did not dare to push it for-
Lord Buraon's illness was a ruse to| ward again?” |

gain

important

time, and that England expected

dispatches by a

certain

steamer which could not reach South-
ampton before the end of ne week.
The writer of the article thought it|

likely that his lordship would be better

|

on Monday. i face to be as bland and pleasant as!

Passavani smiled as he read xttis;usuﬂl. She handed him the key. |
journal, and then wrote out a bulletin| “If I may suggest that you go to|
which he posted to Vienna. There are | Miss Smale’s room for a moment,” he!
crossroads in a man's career where it |said. as they walked toward the house
is woefully easy to take the wrongz |together, “just to see how the sting on
turning, and Passavant had awaited | her nose is progressing. Give me ten

his promotion through long, uneventful
He had improved upon hLis
slight acquaintance with Miss Britten
and sat next to her at table d’hote.

Miss Smale, whose watchfulness over
her neighbor’'s morals
| interrupted by a poignant anxiety re-
specting her own health, was fortu-
nately -stung: by a wasp at this time,
and retired to her own apartment.
wasp, it appears, stung her on the nose
while she was eating its peach.

“It was certain to happen sooner
later.”" commented Passavant; “she eats
peaches all day.”

There were, however., other
who were duly scandalized at this time
by the behavior of Mr. Passavant and
{ Miss Britten.

“He is only amusing himself with
| her,” said some.

“S8he is making a fool of him,”
laughed the rest. And the German
gentleman, who was diways endeavor-
ing to get speech with Miss Britten,

and was invariably frustrated just in
i time by Passavant, scowled over his
i soup spoon with such ardor that he
| spilt more potage-a-la-jardiniere than
| usual.

“Tell them,” said Passavant to Miss
| Britten one evening, “that Lord Bur-
| don is better and probably will take the
iair in a bathchair tomorrow. His lord-
i ship would like you to walk by the side
| of the chair.”

i Thne next day DPasszvant’'s servant
land Lord Burdon's confidential wvalet
{took Lord Bardon out for a solemn
| promenade in the sun, with the hood of
| the lined chair drawn over him to pro-

tect his ancient head from the heat of
{the day. Miss{ Britten walked by the
| side of the chair and stooped to arrange
| the patient's cushions from time to

time with a most touching filial devo-
{ tion.

The newspapers of Europe, and more
especially those of Germany, ook due
note of these facts. They reported that
Lord Burdon, attended by his devoted
| daughter, Miss Alice Burdon, was now
| convalescent at Zell-am-Zee. His lord-
ship had. however, been forbidden to
attend to his official duties, and did
not even receive his usual correspond-
ence. Under these circumstances it was

were frequently |

The |

ot |

ladies |

“No,” confessed Miss Britten.

“1 am glad of that. I feared that vou
were afraid of nothing. Have you the
key of your salon?”

She looked at him. The moonlight
filtering through the trees showed his

minutes.”

“What
asked.

are you going to d0?” she

- — —

1

!
|
|

}

'
{
’

i
f
:
|
!
|
H
:
}

thiere was
hind the
*“Ah.”

o
ra

stressed.
glasses.
1id the journalist.
“Yes,” answered Passavant, “caught.”
The man looked
and bit his
light shone down on
face.

“But I will let
vant, almost

-
% di

old ey«

The
his twitching gray

lin.

o

you
windly., “because it
my purpose. You have suited my
post most excellentiy all along.”
*Ah, ¥
sickly smile.
lever—you and Miss Burdon.”
“There is no Miss Burdon in

suits
pur-

«

L

this ho-

£ ol
Lel.

“Yes—I have falica in love, Miss Brit-
ten,” and Passavant caught his breath
Miss Britten liked him for it. She
incked over her book acros sthe moonlit
water shimmering at their feet. Not
"only did she detect the little cateh of
breath, but alse a note in Passavant's
veice which suddenly opened up a new
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from one to the oth-|
cruel eiectric |

i {Copyright

| rough sea.
| portiy

: making
f rail.

| ments
lunl,\ a small part of it

tlike look be-|

said Passa- |

H

said the journalist. with a |
“You think yoursclf very |

)

|

There never has been,” said Pas- |
savant.

The German shrugged his shoulders

and looked at Miss Britten, who had

flushed suddenly. He was about
say something. and had a spiteful air.
“Be careful,” said Passavant, sharp-
Iy, and the other changed his mind.
“However,” the German said,
“I.ord Burdon is ill in that room,
S0 your purpose is frustrated.”
“Pardon me, Lord Burdon is
traveling from Southampton to Vienna,
where he will arrive on Monday morn-
ing. in time to attend the international
conference.’
“But T saw
bathchair.”
“Myself.”
“1

lessly,

him taking the air in his
Passavant.
strong.”

explained
am not He pauscd
“And Miss
speak to me
cannot have seen very plainiy through
yvour field glasses from the hillside.”
“And the conference was delayed——"'
“By me,” explained Passavant, bland-
ly.
“l only issued

bulletins of his lord-

care- |

now !

Su- |

conventional chest cough. |
jritten was kind enough to |
in my—perambulator. You !

ship’'s health on receipt of my daiiy tel- |

egram from him in England. You sup-
posed the rest—the local color, I think
you call it. Burdon was really very un-
well—but not too iil to travei, you un-
derstand.”

“You are
journalist, sarcastically.

Passavant bowed.

“Considering that these rifled draw-
ers and disheveled bureaus do not look
well, T would suggest that you take
from your room such light luggage as
you may require, and—er—are called |
suddenly away. 1 will put this room
tidy before the hotel servants see it.”

He went toward the door, from which
Miss Britten now stood aside, and
opened it. The German passed out, and |
Passavant followed him. ‘

“By the way.” he said, at the head of
the stairs, with his sudden smile, “‘shall |
we agree to forget this little affair?
After all, it was with both of us merely |
a matter of business. He held out his|

very clever.” muttered the

hand. The German looked at it, and!
then took the thin fingers in his great |
{ grasp, swallowing some obstruction in|

| an nation.

“The room next to yvours is Lord Bur- |

don’'s salon. Some one has got locked
inn there by mistake, Miss Britten. A
man of resource—he is unscrewing the
lock .in_ order to effect his escape
through the neighboring salon, which
he can see through the keyhole is de-
serted. You probably never go in there
tat night?”

“Never. I forgot something this
evening and went to get it. What are
you going to do?” 3

She repeated the question rather anx-
licusly, and Passavant, noting the tone
{of her voice, paused for a moment,
looking up to the moon with a mildly

|
|

!speculati\'n eye.

| “Mine are the ways of peace,” he
[said.

i “But it is useless to run risks,” said

| Miss Britten, angrily.
| porter.”

" “No: this is a delicate matter.”

{ And Passavant laughed softly.

{ “Theft,” muttered Miss Britten, with
| a deep scorn.

“They call it journalism,” explained
iPassavant. He ran swiftly and silently
upstairs, and Miss Britten followed
{ him. K
| She saw Passavant take the key of
| Lord Burdon’s private salon from his
| pocket and open the door of that mys-
| tic apartment. She heard the click of
the electric light button, and was on
the threshold of the room before the
‘light leaped into life. She saw a dark
form vanish inte the room beyond—her
{own private salon, where Passavant im-
[mediately followed into the darkness,
iunarmed. She had time to think that
{he was brave, at all events, as she
closed the door behind her and stood
with her back against it. There came
from the room the sound of hurrying
feet and owerthrown furniture. In a
moement the German gentleman who
had been so affable on every occasion
came stumbling out into-the brilliant-

‘Send the hotel

saw the closed door with Lilian Britten
standing before it. He turned on his
heel—ancther closed door with Passa
jvant in front of it. For a moment

Iy lighted room. His face fell when he|

| but it was now too dark to read. She,

nis throat the while.
at the rustle of a dress and saw Miss!
Britten pass upstairs to her room.

It being Sunday. the beer garden was
fuller than usual the next day, and|
Miss Smale read at her open window a.l
book which could only have been devo- }
tional. so stiff was her attjtude. She}
was obviously couscious of putting to|
shame thc whole beer-drinking Ausiri-;
Miss Britten, with the imel-]
ligent and inquiring enterprise of her
generation, attended a Roman Catholic |
service in the little church near the
lake. It was glaringly hot, and there
are few warmer spots in Europe than
Zell-am-Zee. Miss Britten retired to
her own room after luncheon, and Al-
gernon Augustus Passavant smoked
cigarettes gloominly on the venanda.

After the table d'hote, which Miss
Smale attended under visible compul-
sion and with a protestant appetite,
the visitors sought the garden. Passa-
vant took a walking-stick. called his
dog, and set off rather ostentationusly
for a walk. He turned back, however, |
before he had been gone ten mlnutes.i
and rather neatly caught Miss Britten |
in her favorite chair under the lilac
tree nearest to the lake. Night was
just falling, and a full moon sailing
amid fleecy clouds cast a silver shaft
across the lake to the very wall of the

They both turned !

{
|
|

hotel garden. Passavant brought a
chair. picked up in passing, and sat
quietly down beside Miss Britten,

which set more than one head to wag.
Miss Britten had.a book in her hand,

however, after a side glance at her
companion, opened the volume 2and
fixed her eyes upon the page.

“Miss Britten.”

“Yes,” answered that young lady,
without any encouragement in her
voice. If Passavant had made a jest

then—even a mild one—she would have
hated him. But Passavant was not in-
clined-to be humorous at that mo-
ment.

“I go to Vienna tomorrow morning.”
he said.

“Oh!”

“At five-thirty.”

“Indeed!”

“And I am giad to have this oppor-
tunity of thanking vou for your assist-
ance. We—we tricked Europe, and that
is not so easily done as one would im-
agine. This success may make a dif-
ference to my unimportant career.”

She was sitting a little in front of|
him. and was conscious of his steady |
gaze. He spoke lightly., but there was!
a ring of anxiety in his voice.

“T was honest with you at any rate,”
he added. bluntly. “And 1 have done
something that I have never done be-

”
.

fore.

world to her—a worid which had hith-
erto been shut off, and around which
she had bicyeled, and ridden. and
danced, and otherwise traveled vainly
all her life.

“lI am 31, he went on. “and too old
to change my mind row. But 1 am
deadly poor, Miss Britten.”

She turned, looked at h'm slowly, and
gave a queer little laugh which sudden-
Iy threw open the gates of Eden for Al-
gernon Augustus Passavant.

W. S. HENDERSON

Wholesale Grocer.
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EVERYTHING ELSE.
{Chicago Tribune.)
vessel rolled and pitched in the

the

The

“I don't ihink I'm seasick,” groaned the |
but frightfully pale passenger.
his way unsteadily toward the |
This is the shrimp salad 1 ate just
before I came aboard.” i
-‘But he became convinced
later that the
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a few me-
shrimp salad was |

| ADD YEARS TO LIFE
AND LIFE TO YEARS.

of strong vitality whicl

is nerve weakened,

Power, vigor and 'strength alone make man admirable. 1t is the energy
makes him successful in whatever work or business he undertakes, and if he _ ;
vigor, spent of vitality, enervated and debilitated, he will make an abjeet failure of his life, hopes and
ambitions, unless he takes some means to overcome his weakness and regain his lost strength.

[ make no misleading statements or unbusinesslike propositions to the afflicted in order obtair

their money. An HONEST DOLLAR. HONEST SERVICE and HONEST RETURNS is my motio

My successful practice for many years proves that my

SPECIAL TREATMENT FOR MEN.

Is safe and certain. T am consulied daily by people who have failed to obtain a cure elsewhere. nof
cause their physician intentionally deceived them. but because he did not the proper method of
treating their diseases. My new system for the treatment of men

CURES THOUSANDS EVERY YEAR AFTER ALL OTHER MEANS HAVE FAILED TO HELP.

The great volume of my practice enables me to place my services within the reach of the poor as well
as the rich at a moderate price. _

I can demonstrate to the most skeptical that I am doing do. When 1
plained my treatment to you in detail, and you have talked in the privacy of their offices with reliable busi

sapped o

0

he

DOSSEess

just wi elaim to have

ness men whom I have cured, I feel certain that any doubt you may have had regarding my ability to
cure you will have. vanished.

I have made a speeial study of
CHRONIC AND NERVOUS DISEASES OF MEN for many years, :n:-f. over ten thousand cured pa

tients will gladly testify to my skill, honesty and sueccess in B first discover
and remove the cause or origin of the disease, and once this has been accomplished, I will quickly restore
you to what nature intended—a healthy, happy man_ with physical and mental powers complete.

VARICOCELE.—Varicocele impairs vitality and stroys the elements of manhood. Surgery seldom
cures it, but always weakens the parts. I daily demonstrate that Varicocele can be positively eured. The
organs are preserved and strengthened, pain ceases entirely and almost instantly. swelling T\n“ subsidas,
healthy circulation is rapidly re-established, and every part of the organism affected by the disease i
thoroughly restored.

STRICTURE.—Neglected or badly treated Stricture is progressive, soon involving in ifs destruective
course the whole Genito Urinary system. Cutting, stretching, tearing or dilating are harsh and savage re-
minders of old fogyism. The strictly modern, original methods employed by me in the treatment of Strie-
ture are entirely free from the horrors of surgery, and are absolutely safe and painless. All. abnormal
growth is dissolved, leaving the water channel entirely open and absolutely free from obstruction, every
unnatural discharge is stopped, and all irritation along the walls of the urethra and in the région of the
prostate gland, bladder and kidneys is allayed.

SPECIFIC BLOOD POISON.—Prompt and heroic treatment is the only kind that should ever be
used in combating the “king” of bad diseases. Only temporary relief can come from Het Springs
baths, specifics, mereury, potash or other mineral mixtures and poisons— During the past year T have orig-
inated and perfected a cure for Specific Blood Poison that is absolutely safe, rapid and permanent. and
leaves no injurious after effects. Every external symptom soon disappears, while the blood, the tissues,
the nerve fibres, the bones and the whole system are cleansed. strengthened and restored to perfect health
and purity.

NERVO-SEXUAL DEBILITY.—There is certainly no vietim of Nervo-Sexual Debility. Male
Weakness, who does not hope to be rejuvenated some time. You should not lose your grip on life because
inferior remedies have failed to benefit vou. My special treatment for this trouble, varied and modified
to suit each individual case, is an unfailing cure to which a vast army of restored men today owe their
stiurdy health and happy condition in life. Under it all disagreeable symptoms soon disappear, drains
of vigor are stopped, prematureness prevented, masculine power thoroughly restored and manhood made

T Con e et nd Tivited

A personal, thorough and searching examination is desired, though if inconvenient to call, write me
a full deseription of your trouble.

Terms are always made to suit the convenience of any one applying for treatment, and very reasonable
charges. Do not treat elsewhere until you have investigated my metheds. Office hours during the week:

COOK MEDICAL CO. 116 South Main

the practice of my specislty.

or




