e e SR

SR

e

Homo Homunculus

!

REMARKABLE achievements of Ivan Brodsky,

physician, whose investigations into psychic
phenomena enabled him to cure spiritual diseases and
to exorcise evil apirits from the bodies of their victims.

A 4 By H. M.

EGBERT & 4

HE adventures which I en-
countered in the company
of Dr. Ivan Brodsky, while
assisting him in his psychic-
al experiments, had all, as
I have hitherto related
them, arisen out of his
earnest degire to ald his fellow men.
I have now 0 rocord one of a differ-
ent character, in which the doctor for
the first time broke his self-imposed
rule not to tamper with psychical af-
fairs out of curiosity or scientific in-
terest. It was—on this ground, per-
haps—a failure, so Yar as ultimate re-

sults are concerned: vet it was of so |

Btrange a character that I feel It is
worthy of record,

One evening when 1 entered the
doctor's apartment I found him curled
up in an arm-chair, surrounded by =
pile of dusty tomes, some apparantly
of a most venerable age. As I entered
he looked up at me rather searchingly.

“Have you ever heard the legend
of Friar Bacon's head?"' he asked.

I happened to recollect that absura
story, and told him so. How the
learned Friar had succeeded in mak-
ing a brazen head that spoke to him
and answered questions; how it finally
grew sullen and refused to answer
him; and how the i'riar, overcome
with rage, seized a hammer and shat-
tered it to pieces.

“There is a similar legend in the
Talmud,” said Brodsky, when 1 had
concluded, “A learned rabbi, skilled
In the Kabbala, succeeded in making
a little man, a humunculug, to do his
bidding. For the six days of the
week it toiled for him, going about
the house mechanically, sweeping,
dusting and cooking. Then came the

geventh day, on whieh it was forbid- |

den to do any manner of work. For-
getful of this, the rabbi weat off to
the  synagogue, and, while he was
there, his piipil rushed in in a condi-
tion of high excitement,
Master!” he erled, ‘the man that thou
hast made has run out into the street
and is knocking down the people.

“And vet,” mused the doctor, “‘why
ghould it not be possible to create
life, since soul is everywhere diffused
throughout all visible things?”

Just then the front door bell rang
loudly and Brodsky gathered up his
books,

“At any rate,” he said, “I want you
to meet Professor Adams, the great
Egyptologist, who is now arriving. We
have some such experiment in view,

. and you shall hear what he has fo

“foined’

by

reputation

m oF
us, I had heard of him

. as one of thy most daring constructive

higtorians of ancient Egypt, who had
won the hatred of the comservative
gchog! by the verification of his bril-
liant hypotheses concerning Egyptian
art, religion and morals. The man I
now saw confirmed the opinions I had
formed of him. He was some sixty
years of age, his head was bald, save
for a fringe of iron-gray hair, his face
was deeply lined; yet there was the
light of an enthusiastic soul in his

“Dpofessor Adams"
eyes. The man might have been pont-
iff of the Inquisition: I felt instinctive-
Iy that science was his god, that he
would shrink from nothing to attain
knowledge. ;

“Now, my dear professor,” said
Brodsky, when he had introduced us,”
I think you had better tell my secre-
tary yourself about our projected ex-

periment.”
“He is trustworthy?” asked the pro-

fessor cooly, bending & pair of bril-

Hant black eyes upon me. “Not bound

by prejudices?

“Indeed not,” the doctor returned,
laughing.

“When shall we attain an emanci-
pated age” sand Professor Adams
with a sigh. “When will men seek
truth and be content to follow wher-
ever she may lead them? To-day free
thought hardly exists. You, my dear
Brodsky, have discovered spiritual
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laws of the utmost consequence to
humanity. Yet, if you were to publish
these you would be called a madman;
even our brethren would ery you down.
Why? Simply because they are
bound down by their own miscon-
ceptions; their minds are not flexible,
You vouch for our friend’s character?”
he continued, smiling.

“Absolutely,” returned the doetor.

“Then I will tell you our plans,” said
Adams te me. “You may possibly
know that I am the most intelligent
and skillful Egyptologist in this coun-
try or any other He pansed and
looked at me searchingly, “He thinks
me boastful!” he eried to Brodsky.
“There he goes; conventional preju-
dice dietates that a man must not tell
the truth about himself, and already
our friend's mind is fermenting with
misdirected zeal—"

“On the contrary, professor,” sald
I, “I know that what you say Is cor-
rect.”

“Good!" eried Professor Adams.
“Well, T was about to add that, much
as we knoew about ancient Egypt, what
we do not know it infinitely greater.
How often have 1 walked through my
mummy gallery—fine fellows they are,
Iving in their handsome cases—and
said to them, ‘You Nebo there! You
must have been contemporary with
Joseph, Come back to life and tell
me ahout his corner in grain.' ‘You,
my friend Sesostris, who wear your
hair after the style of the Ptolemies,
did you ever see Cleopatra, and was
there really anything between her and
Mark Anthony, or did some writer
gpread that e among the Romans?'
And that is about as far as 1 got until
1 made the astonishing discovery that
neither friend Nebo nor friend Sesos-
tris had ever been enbalmed!™

I was so facinated by the professor’s
hreezy speech that 1 hardly grasped
the siznificance of this fact at first.

“In other words,” said Adams, "“their
bodies though shriveled and almost
fossilized with age, were preserved

intact by reason of certain herbs
placed in their wrappings. Every
organ remains intact. Now. sir, if

these dried frames were brought back
to a semblance of life by saline in-
jections into the veins, we should see
Nebo and Sesostris as they appeared
in life”

“About the time that I made this
discovery 1 began thinking of our
friend Brodsky here. The universe,
he told me, was a mass of discarnate
goul stuffi. Why, if three persons sit-
ting at a table in a dark room can

_make even the wooden table live, |

would it nof be possible to animate
real flesh and blood?”

“Emphatically possible,” said Brod-
sky. “But unfortunately we could not
be sure that the soul of elther Nebo
or Sesostris would be the one that
returned to its habitation. As for
Nebo, he lived so long ago that he has
probably been incarnated at least once
since his death, and is, in consequence,
too far removed from his ancient
Egyptian life. Sesostris may not have
returned, though fifteen hundred years
is usually the longest period between
re-births. In such event he might still
retain some memories of his old life.”

“Let it be Sesostris, then,” said the
professor, “Then you will come to
my house in Baltimore on Thursday
evening and attempt to bring back the
personality to our Egyptian friend?”
he queried impatiently.

The doctor hesitated.

Professor,” he said candidly, “If any-
body but you asked me to do this I
would refuse! 1 gave you my qualified
assent solely because of your long
work and your researches. Yes, I
will comne, but you must promise me
that if T recall the spirit for one short
hour you will never attempt the ex-
periment again.”

“1 promise gladly,” Professor Adams
returned, “Why, an hour will be
ample. I only want to ask a few ques-
tions—whether the Ptolemy Philopator
we read of was the son or nephew of
Agrippina the wife of Thoth; whether
the Egyptian masses ever adopted the
Homan toga; whether the gold ring
remainad the badge of nobility after
the assasination of Caesar; whether
the old dam at Thebes had yet been
buify; the exact dimensions of the
colossal lighthouse at Alexandria and
the length of the Delta in Cleopatra's
time; with a few elucidations on the
statement made by Herodotus concern-
ing the migration of cranes; and—"

“T am afraid, professor,” returned
Brodsky, “ that you will find your own
knowledge of ancient Egypt consider-
ably exceeds that of your friend Sesos-
tris. However, I will do my best. We
will be at your house in Baltimore on
Thursday evening and will ask you
to be alone and to await us in your
mummy gallery.” .

] pass over the intervening days,
which T spent in a fever of anticipa-
tion. Could Broedsky really restore life
to a mummy, recoustruct the days of
Caesar and Ptolemy, so that time
would be virtually annihilated? If so,
he was an incomparably greater ma-
gician than I had ever believed him to
be. But I said nothing to him, and
he did not volunteer any further state-
ment. - At last the time arrived when

we wera ushered Into the enormous
house which Professor Adams occu-
pied in a residential district in Balii-
more. It stood by itgelf in some ex-
tensive grounds. Adams opened the
door himself, for he had sent away his
servants, in accordance with the doe-
tor's mandate, He led us into a long
hall, down either side of which ran
winged figures, bulls with EKings'
heads, from Assyria, obeligsks covered
with inscriptions, and, here and there,
some upright mummy case, beautiful-
Iy carved. The air was redolent with
spices,

But what attracted and facinated
me was a long table in the center of
the hall. It was not unlike a billiard
table, in appearance, except that the
top was level with its edges. It's sur-
face was composed of slate, and it had
been set level with sceupulous ecare,
as was evidenced by the little bead
within the spirit level, that stood pre-
cisely in the center of the glass tube.
Upon this was a magnificent mummy
case, into each end of whieh had been
fitted a very modern handle of brass.

“Now, sir,” said the professor to
Brodsky, “if you will stand at this
end and take the handle I will show
you our friend Sesostris.”

The two men took their positions,
the one at the head, the other at the
foot of the case, and, with some dil-
ficulty, they raised the lid. [ started
forward, but remained rooted to the
spot in astonishment, not unmixed
with admiration.

Within the case, lying as though
asleep, was the mummy of a man.
Mummy, I say; and yet, save for the
parchment-like appearance of the skin,
which clung tightly to the bones, and
the absence of the tissue, one might
have thought that he slept. The eyes,
closed, were beautifully fringed with
long lashes; the hair, black and eurl-
ing, thickly covered the skull; there
even seemed a tinge of color in the
olive cheeks.

“Ha! Your are amazed!"” said the

. (_______‘_# .

Leaped for tee doctor’s {broat”

professor. “Yet—Is this a miracle?
Why, have you not seen the dried
prune swell out to life and beauty
when steeped in water? So here, by
the injection of the saline mixture,
containing some of the red coloring
matter of the blood, which syntheti-
cal chemistry can easily create, into
the veing and arterles, I have restored
Sesostris to something of his appear-
ance nineteen hundred odd years ago.
A handsome fellow! See the thin lips,
the curved nose, the character in the
face. Prop him up, so. Now, doctor,
the rest remaing with you.”

“We must have total darkness,” said
the doctor. “As you know, such man-
Ifestations cannot take place in any
degree of light, since the vital pro-
cesses occur in the dark and develop
there, just as the seed that matures
under the ground.”

“You—ryou really think that you can
bring him to life for an hour?” asked
Adams, rubbing his hands.

A shade of vexation crossed Brod-
sky's face.

I believe,” he replied, “that for the
space of one hour I can induce some
discarnate intelligence to occupy this
shell. Whether it will be that of
Sesostris 1 cannot tell. Let ue hope
80. And now kindly draw up chairs
around this table; T will sit at the
head, and you will sit on either side
of the mummy, joining hands across
it. Professor, we are waiting for you."

Professor Adams went the length
of the hall, snapping out the electric
lights. I confess that a certain eerie
sensation, not wholly dissociable from
fear, crept over me as the shadows
lengthened and the long outlines of
the mummy cases, the obelisks, and
the winged bulls, were thrown Into
blackness. Over our heads one single
light remained. Adams snapped it
out, sat down, and stretched his hands
to mine over the mummy in the dark-
ness,

There we three sat in perfect si-
lence. I hardly dared to breathe in
the, thick, spice-scented air. I was
painfully conscious of every vital pro-
cess; the heart, pumping blood labor-

edly to the extremities; the lungs,
automatically taking in their fil] of
air. Across the table I heard Adams
gasp and wheeze. Then I heard Brog.
sky's low volce.

“Breathe away!” he said softly, ¢
s a good sign. To create this life
it is essential that each of us con-
tribute a certain quantity of his own
vitality. Do not be alarmed at any.
thing you see or hear. Brealhe softly
and concentrate your minds upon the
task in hand.”

Still we sat there., Cold spasms of
fear overcame me; I felt as though
my dissolution were approaching and
beads of sweat, icy as death, sprang
out upon my forehead. I felt the
professor’s hand tremble in mine,

Then I heard the faintest rustle in
the darkness. I heard something that
acratched, something like the faint
gasp of a living thing, An icy wind
arose and came whistling down the
long hall, wailing and whining round
the obelisks, It swirled over the table,
My brain swam, my senses failed me.
1 conld no longer feel the prolessor's
hand in mine. [ tried to rise, to ery
out, but even the powers of locomotion
had left me. And on the table once
more that sceratching sound arose, It
was like nothing that I had ever heard
in life. In my horror I could imagine
only one simile for it—the seratching
and tapping of a chick, trying to Lreak
through the stell of the egg.

And suddenly, out of the darkmness,
1 heard a feeble wail—the wajl of a
new-born child. 1 heard the doctor
spring to his feet, and an instant later
he had switched on the electric light
above our heads, while the long shad-
ows of the statues and obhelirks
rushed out toward us from the sides
of the hall. Then the cry changed into
a deeper roar, and I saw that the thing
upon the table moved.

I think the surprise of what we saw
threw us all off our balance more or
less, including the doctor. For in
place of the [ull-grown man, coming

back to life after his long sleep, dazed,
perhaps, perplexed and confused, but
still manifesting the energies of his
kind, there was a man-habe—a man in
stature, but helpless as though newly
born. The ery had changed to the
harsh bass of a man's vocal chords.
But the eyes, as though they had
opened for the first time upon the
light, stared and winked meaningless-
ly, and there was no power of po-ordi-
nation in the muscles of the limbs,
that moved senselessly, while the
hands, doubled and clenched as a
baby's, stretched out towrd the elee-
tric bylb, as though striving to take
hold of it. We three stood, staring
and helpless, at the thing that we had
made,

I do not know how long we stood
there; so long that the monotony of
the ery had paralyzed our sense of
hearing., [ think it was its sudden
cessation that released us all from the
spell which held ue. Then I whis-
pered to Brodsky:

“It is learning!”

For some sense of co-ordination was
coming into the limbs, The creature
raised itself upon its elbows, it
floundered helplessly, something in
the manner of a fish flung upon a
bank; and suddenly it toppled out of
the case and rolled on the table, bal-
anced for a moment on the edge of
the slate, and fell to the ground. Then,
with its newly developed sense of loco-
motion, it crawled, infantlike, until
it clutched at the professor's knees,
raised itself, and stood upright for
the first time, gripping the edge of the
table. And it looked upon us vacantly,
yet with an ever-dawning intelligence
in its eyes. Y

I cannot deseribe in detall the
stages of that awful evolution, We
appeared destined to behold, in that
one hour, the unfolding of a com-
plete cycle of human life. Time wasg,
as it were, suspended for ug; or rather
it spun forward with frenzied swift-
ness, 80 that we actually seemed to
pass through a span of human exist-
ence there. The creature releageqd its

-which camd

hold of the table after a while, stood

up erect, as tall as the doctor, and
began stumbling forward along the
floor, swaying from side to side. It
had reached the age of childhood now;
infancy was behind it, and it was time
for the appearance of the normal psy-
chological instinets of affection.

We gaw the light of intelligence
come into its eyes as it turned them
on us and gazed at us, puzzled, appar-
ently, and uncertain, as some house
pet that sees its image for the first
time in a glass. But it manilested
none of the child's affection for its
parents. It seemed to divine, by some
horrible intuition, the awful circum-
stances of its birth. It shrunk back,
retreated into a corner of the hall,
and erounched there, glaring and gib-
bering at us, As it swayed uncertain-
Iy from side to side it stumbled over
the projecting edge of o mummy case
and fell, It leaped to its feet with a
shrill seream of pain and fell upon the
inanimate wood, reduecing it to splin-
ters with a few well-directed blows of
its naked fists. And now it had
learned the secret of its strength, It
came out of it8 corner, its eyes fixed
savagely upon the doctor's.

“Pake care!" I sereamed.

1 was too late, With the cunning of
a cat it lad crouched down, it averted
its gaze one moment; then, straight
as an arrow, it leaped for the doclor's
throat, seeking, with the wild beast's
instinet, for the great vulnerable art-
eries,  Brodsky staggered under the
impetus of the attack; I glanced hast-
ily round me and perceived an instru-
ment of iron with a long handle of
wood, ,such as is used for opening
packing cases, I flung myself upon
the thing and belabored it with all
my strength, It left the doetor and
turped upon me, snarling. 1 hit it with
all my foree upon the bridge of the
nose, and with a whine it fell at my
feet, fawning upon me, 1t had dis-
covered the meaning of its second
lesson, the strength 'of others. Brod-
sky rose slowly. His shoulder had
been bruised, but he was not other-
wise injured.

We three withdrew into a corner of
the room and watched the creature,
The fight had been beaten out of it;
with the short memory of the savage
it seemed already to have turgotten
its sudden murderous onslaught. [t
was now crouched upon the floor, fin-
gering the tool which I had let fall,
patting and turning it over with an
aspect of intense curiosity. This was
the stage of prehistoric man, the sep-
zration from the beast by the faculty
of imagination.

Professor Adams found his voice.
“This ig terrible, doctor,” he whis-
pered tremulously, plucking at Brod-
sky's sleeve. “What will you do with
it? I have some chloroform in my
room; I keep it for cleaning the
papyrus. Shall I bring it in? You can
destroy—"

“It is not necessary,” I answered.
"Look!”

They glanced back at the ereature.
It was still seated upon the floor, but
had dropped the tool and now sat,
crouched in a heap, staring before it
idly, while a low whimpering sound
came from between its lips. And it's
aspect had changed. With the arrival
aof adolescence the features had in-
sensibly altered; already 1 had noticed
how the soul within, working upon the
plastic clay, moulding it in its own
image, had thrown back the fine fore-
head of the mummy, enlarged the
jaws, lengthened the arms and bowed
the lower limbs, until it began to show
the semi-human appearance of the
primeval man. But now the muscles
had wasted upon the limbs, the face
was lined, the thick growth of beard
that had sprung out upon the lower
half of the face was turning white.
The creature was aging visibly before
our eyes. It's span of normal life was
almost over.

And then occurred the most pathetic
of all the incidents that I remember.
Perhaps primitive man feeling his
strength go from him, might have
wondered in his dimly developed mind
at the slow approach of death, pon-
dered upon the unknown gulf before
him, toward whose edge he was ap-
proaching with irresistible movements
and longed that his little, helpless
life should not go out alome, without
some human companlonghip. The crea-
ture half rose, and, very bent and
faltering, stumbled toward us and cow-
ered at our feet, laylng its head down
upon the ground before the doctor,
much as an old dog might sesk its
master in the hour of death. In spite
of my répugnance tears sprung into
my eyes. This was our first ancestor,
the father of the race. Brodsky
stooped over the thing and laid his
hand upon its head. The head was
raised one instant; I saw an agony of
question In the eyes. Then the body
collapsed, it moved faintly once or
twice, and a long sigh shook the frame,
A moment afterward it began to grow
cold, I turned it upon its back, The
face was that of an old savage in the
last extremity of old age.

We placed the body back in the case
and left it with Professor Adams,
Then we departed, We did not know
whether hours or days had passed,
whether it were night or morning. But
the streets were gtill dark; and when
the doctor pulled out his watch we
saw that it lacked an hour of midnight.
Only two hours had passed since we
first entered Adam's house; but they
were the longest 1 had ever passed.
Neither of us spoke that night as the
express train whirled us back to our
home., But in the morning, when we
were back in the doctor's study, he
voluntarily brought up the subject.

“] need hardly say that the ersature
into the mummy's
form was not that of Sorostris,”
he sald, quietly. “Perhaps the in-
fluence of that place, which was
nothing but a graveyard of the
earliest civilized men, attracted
some primeval savage that had

passed out of thigs life when hu-
man conscionsness had hardily risen
above that of the brute, and who hed,
in consequence, lingered in a semi
conscious state until we im‘ulunta:-ilyl
gave him the impetus toward further |

development. As for that 'c!‘nwdedi

hour of Life! we situply onrtitted to | i

take provision agaiust the fourth di- l
mension,"” |
" “The fourth dimension?” I cried.
“The fourth dimensional existence
In which time is not kuown," the doc-
tor answered, “Time is, of course, a
human limitation, and was not known
to the earliest savages, apy more than
it i recognized, in their wild state, by
animals. Everything that has ever
happened, is happening now, or will
‘happen in future, takes place simul- |
taneously.” -

* “You mean that I am at once a

child, a man, and a dotard, as the | gk

creature was?' 1 asked, “That Caesar |
and Washington were and are contem-
poraries? That we are lving both in
the glacial epoch and in our own?”
“Exactly” the doctor answered. "In-
stead of time passing by us, we travel

“Ther the body
coliapsed”

through time, much as, although we
in the carriage think the fields are
passitig us, it is, in reality, we who
are passing them, The matter is a
little difficult Lo explain, but let me
offer you an analogy. Picture human
life as a snake that wriggles past a
certain point of vision. It appears out
of the unknown, crawls along the
ground, and disappears, o one knows
whither, leaving nothing to mark its
course except its trail in the dust. |
But, because we see it no longer, that |
does not prove that it has ceased to |
exist, or that it is not contemporane- |
ous with other snakes that crawled |
past yesterday, or may crawl past in |
future. So with our savage. He came
from the unknown and disappeared; he
changed from youth to age, as the
snake changes from head to tail, ta-
pering away into nothingness. Yetlet
us take comfort in the thought that,
even as with Sesostris, with vou and
with me, no human life is purposeless;
and If we cannot understand the final
cause of things we know that all will
be well with us.”

SIMPLY ACCIDENT OF BIRTH

German Scientist Upsets Theories as
to Genius—Denies That It Is
Hereditary.

—

Prof. Wilhelm Ostwald, an eminent
German scientist, declares that “geni-
us is an accident of nature.” He de-
nies that great talent or conspicuous
ability is hereditary—at least, in any
marked or conclusive degree.

The truth is, genius is a term of
very great elasticity. It is relative,
and so, it means one thing here and
another thing yonder. One man is a
genlus at figures, another at writing,
another at mechanical work, another
at picking pockets. If it means apt-
ness, it is the handmaiden of prac-
tice, generally; if it means power and
ability successfully applied to the ac-
complishment of wonderful and help-
ful things, it is the slave of Pard
work and rigid attention to the same
—nothing mare or less.

Genius never accomplished any-
thing much in this world merely be-
cause of its existence therein. It ls
like a grand plano—pregnant with
magnificent possibilities in the hands
of one who has learned through years
of toil and application how to get the
soul-aspiring music out of it, but a
useless thing, indeed, in the hands of
one who knows it not. Not that the
man who knows it not, moreover, may
not himself be able to get startling
results from subtle manipulation of
a handsaw and a file. The basic prin-
ciple underlying both is the same—
identical. Genius is not within the
plano, nor yet within the handsaw and
file. They are instruments through
which it may be made manifest; the
genius is in the man, and is to be
revealed only through the plano and
the handsaw, because the man has
labored to learn how he may truly
make it known.

80 we get back where some philoso-
pher—Mark Twaln, perhaps—started
us; and we must admit the approxi-
mate truth of the contention that
geniug ie, after all, merely hard work.
To call it “an accident of nature” ia
to belittle it and undignify it. What-
ever geniug is, it is not an accident.
What part heredity plays in differen-
tiating the genfus from the common
run, so called, of mankind, we are not
prepared to say. But surely that
which may so positively be cultivated
and rounded into full life is no “acci-
dent."—Washington Herald.

A };opizlar Woman Editor

A New York lawyer, a Montreal
physician and a retired merchant liv-
fng in Brooklyn have written Mrs.
Lindenstruth, editor and publisher of
the Passalc (N. J) Wochenblatt, &
German weekly newspaper, asking for
her hand in marriage.

The proposals are the result of a
pewspaper story telling of Mrs. Lin-
dentruth’s application for naturaliza-
tion. She is the first woman in New

Jersey to ask for citizenship under the
law of 1906, which gives the widow
or chiidren of any man who has filed
his declaration of intention, the right
to become naturalized without them-
selves filing declaration. She is the
widow of Moritz Lindenstruth, who
declared his intention of becoming a
citlzen in 1904, and will receive her
final papers next May.

Mrs. Lindenstruth says she will

meet the two New York admirers, but
will pay no attention to the Montreal
doctor. She declares she will never
marry any but a wealthy man,

“While I am alone,” she declared,
“I am bhoss, but if married I would
not be.”

Reasonable Supposition,

“This college paper describea John
as having black eyes, when his eyes
are in reality a light blue.”

“Perhaps they were black at the
time the article was being prepared.”

False Teeth

and Spirits

It iz an iconoclastis age, indeed,
when a Chicago detective shakes a get
of ordinary hard rubber and porcelain
false teeth out of the mouth of the
alleged spirit of his grandfather at a
seance. One of the chief sources of
resignation to the necessity of leav-
ing this world for another Bas been
the assumption that the petty ills our
flesh is helr to are to be laid aside in

the tramsition. If the said grandfs-

ther's dentist is still living and can
{identify his work, we must admit that
the proof of the existence of a world
beyond will have received support
well calculated to bring cheer to the
hearts of the Soclety of Psychical Re-
gearch. We must caution scoffers,
however, against the tco hasty con-
clusion that fallure to identify the
dentistry in question will constitute
an argument of any weight on the

opposite side, If a spirit wears teeth
on the other shore it must be because
he has to use them, in which case
they would eventually wear out and
require replacing. The Inference is
not that there are no spirits, but that
there are spirit dentists,

Good Advice, But—

Agent—Listen to me, young man.
Own your own home. Be your own
boss!

Young Man--Impossible, sir! I'm

married!—Ally Sloper's Half Hollday, §

Knees Became Stiff

Fivo Years of Sovere Rheumatism

e ocure of Henry J. Goldastein, .“

Barton Strect, Bost Muss., 18 anoth-

o wvictory by Hood's Sarsapariili

t mdicine  las eeded 0

owwl othe ¢ utterly

in  says: Y1 suf-

frum 1w Wism Ive years, It

from business and cansed ©X-

‘ i My Knees would be-

e 3 1 tried many

2 ' tondc

i = muct

hiet el mow eoms mvsclf  en-
Firely cured. T recomt i o Hood's,"”

Get it today in w=ual Jiguid form ot
t= culled Sarsatabs.

shovelated  tald

Splendid Grﬁps

InSaskatchewan (Westarn Canada)
Bushels from 20 acres

of wheat was the thresher's
return from a Lloyd-
A minster furm in the
of 1910, Muny
fielés in that aswellns
other districts yield-
ed from 25 1o 35 bu-
shels of wheat to the
acre. Other grains in
proporiion.

% LARGE PROFITS

Wkt ore thus derived
=l “2 from the FREE

{HOMESIEAD LANDS
o of Western Canada.

1 This excellent showimg causes
T oondvnmes, Loand values
= I lomh T bvo yeurs’ U,

Grain growingaunied farm-
ingr, enttle ral=ing and duiry-
S b are all profitabie. bree

q Homestemisnf 10 acresars:
to be had in the very hest
G aere 1|r1--c-1_u‘||-

tions mt 300 peraere with-
o 10 cortezin nreas. Sehoalsand
l chiurches In every seille-
went, climate vnexcelled.
soilthe richest: wond. water
Plding materinsl

P distriets

i 1=:|||:1s|1i1-i.

s Ctard other in-

formmtion, write te Snptof Tmui-

4 cretion, Ottawa, Capada, of o
] Canadian Government Agent

bt TASATIAN GOVERNMENT AGEXT
W Mo 125 W, Niath Siret Ransas City, Mo

Use address neamest yoi. &

Its great success brought out many
imitations, bul

Snowdrifl Bogless Lard

has snowed them all under?

Snowdrift is made of highly refined
coMton seed ol and beet fat. It is the most
ecunomical shortening you conld seledt, goes
one-fhird further than lard, and in contrast
with hog grease, is absolutely healthhul in
result and elledd. It produces the most
beautiful pasiries and delicacies, and is as:
rich as butier for frying,  liis sold by lead-
ing progressive dealers everywhere. Be
sure bo call lor Snoevdrifi Hogless
Lard, and emphasize the lact that you
will not tolerate substitution. Made by

Tae Sovtarzy CorTon € Co.

New York New Orleans
Savaonah  A-l Chicago

For SPRAINS, CUTS and BRUISES.
For 60 years the Standard Remedy for
Man and Beast. Contains no aleobol;
cannot sting or torture the Fflesh;
soothes and heals Burns, Cuts and
Wounds in a hurry. '

Mr.J. D. Andrews, Greensboeo, Ga., writes:
““Ag long as I can remember I have used the
Mexican Mustang Liniment. I always keep
itin my house and if any of my family get in-
juredin any way such as sprains, cuts, bralses,
etc., I always use it—it is far cheaper than
doctorg’ bills, Onmy horses and stock I never
think of using anything else, I commend it
to all farmers; it will keep their families and
also their horses and stock in good condition."

25¢, 50¢c.$1 a bottle at Drug & Gen'l Stores.

B e e e

Sore Throat and Chest

I am 80 enthusiastic concerning

the virtues of
LIGHTNING

HUNT S ™

that I always keep a bottle of it
in the house, and to my particular
friends i give a bottle unless they
‘live so near that I can pour out
from my own supply to tide them
aver any trouble. 1 use this lini-
ment for colds, rubbing it on my
throat ond chest as a counter irri-
tant. *** ¥ | won't sgay any more
but you sec how enthusiasiic I am.
Mrs. Ida B. Judd,
1 West 87th Street,
New York City.

All Drug Steres,50cand 25¢ Boliles

Manufaetured only by

A. B. RICHARDS MEDICINE CO., Sherman, Texas

Constipation

Vanishes Forever
Prompt Relief--Permanent

CARTER'S LITTLE _£¢2%
LIVER PILLS never
fall. Purely veget-

gestion— im the complexion — brightem

Genaine swtes Signature
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