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FIRST

NATIONAL| = -
BANK

Surplus and Undiv’d Profits $25,000
e o e
D1 ECTORS —

A. D. Davidson, C. A. Lindbergh, M. M.
Williams, Peter W, Blake, Wm. Davidson

Theo. Wold, H. C. Garvin, Drew Musser..

R. M, Weyerhauerer, C. D.Hawley, A. R.
Davidson, - 2

Transact a genenal banking businese, buy
and sell toreign and domestic exchange. Pay
nterest on time deposita

Finest Trains on Earth

ST. PAUL
Minneapolis
Chicago

Electric Lighted SteamHeated.

Morphine

OPIUM, CHLORAL AND GOCAINE HABITS

A radical, positive and permanent cure
ﬁargnteedinSdays. Absolutely harmless,
o “taperin

) off” process — No substitu-
tion me rmnlu-uddn-h

R. A. GUNN, M.D.,
41 East 21st Street, New York City.

MANY THINK!

when the Creatcr said to woman,
“In sorrow shalt thou bring forth
children,” that a curse was pro-
nounced against the human race,
but the joy felt' by every Mother
when she first presses to her heart
her babe, proves the contrary.

Danger and suffering lurk 1in
the pathway of the n%xpectan.t
Mother, and should be avoided,
that she may reach the hour when
the hope of her heart is to be real-
ized, in full vigor and strength.

MOTHER'S FRIEND

so relaxes the
T system and as-
sists Nature,
that the nec-
essary change
takes place

i sea, Headache,
, Nervous or

f Gloomy Fore-
Y boding of dan-
; ger,andthe

trying hour is robbed of its pain
and suffering, as so many happy
mothers have experienced.
Nothing but *Mother’s Friend” does
this. on’t be deceived or
persuaded to use anything else.
“Mother’s Friend” is the greatest roiliadyover

gut onthemarket, andall our customers praiseit
ighly.”—W, H. KIxG & Co., Whitewright, Tex.

Of druggists at $1.00, or sent by mail on receipt
of price. Write for book containing valua-
ble information for all Mothers, mﬂﬁm free.

The Bradfield Regulator Co., Atlanta, Ga.
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Mott’s Nerverine
The great

remedy for
Nervous pros-
. tration and
all nervous
d"'l.l'- 4

Sold at Wetzel’s Pharmacy«

William’s Kidney Pills

Has no equal in diseases of the
Kidneys aL Urinar%Organs. Have
you neglected vour Kidneys? Have
you overworked your nervous sys-
tem and caused trouble with your
Kidneys and Bladder? Have you

ins 1n the loins, side, back, groins
and bladder? Have youa flabby a})-
ace, especially

sire pass urine?  William’s Kidney
Pills will impart new life to the dis-
eased organs, tone up the system
dnd make a new man of you. By
mail 50 cents per box. .

WILLIANS MF6. CO., Props., Cleveland, O.

< - - =*- $50,000]

.. [Japaneee.} s
o 1% is dark and lonesome here
Beneath the windy eaves, 3
The cold, cold'ground my bed, -
My coverlet dead leaves,
My only bedfellow -
The rain that wets my sleeves!

; lflic be'day or night

1d ¢
Who has lost his troubled way .
Till I see the white of the hoar frost.
Then I know it is day.

1 touch the silent btrings.
The broken lute complains.
The sweets of love are gone,
The bitterness remains
-+« Like the memory of summer
In the time of the long rains.

A few more days and nights
My tears will cease to flow,
For I hear a voice within
Which tells me I shall go
Before the morning hoar frost
Becomes the night of snow.
=R. H. Stoddard in Harper’s Magazine.

ON THE BRIDGE.

The night was dark. Overhead the few
sad stars were shining dimly, buffeted by
tha clouds, and the water underneath hur-
ried between the arches w a strange
rush past as if fearing a sudden despairing
burden from above. On the bridge were
two shadows, two only in the bitter wind.

o * - L ] L ] L ] L]

*‘My dear Charlotte, why did youdo it?”’

“I bad to. One must be civil.”

“But why tonight? "I cannot eat or
drink while this goes on, and I am famish-
ing.”

The hostess bent over across the flowers
and murmured sagely, ‘‘Dear, when I
asked bim, I was morally sure that he had
a vestry meeting,”” and then she drew
back a little remorsefally.

Mrs. Chatterton had invited one too
many, and this one was doing all the talk-
ing. The hungry blank before dinner had
been filled with his sonorous voice, and
the same voice, in its mass meeting tone,
was thundering down the table, compel-
ling the frivolous toattend. The very serv-
ants appeared to feel that they had no busi-
ness to offer anything to eat.

The Rev. Johnson was an earnest man,
and these men have no compunction. He
had few other opportunities of touching
such worldly people, and his thin, kind,
clever face was eager. He had been hold-
ing forth upon the awful desolation. be®
yond these doors. -

‘‘Not so very far,”” he was saying—and
his soup was cold—*‘others, men and wom-
en; are seeking shelter, wandering in the
night. They watoh the glimmer of lamps,
houses lit like yours, and their despair be-
comes more bitter to endure when they
think of ‘the happiness beyond’’ (‘‘Which
you are properly/diminishing,’’ said Colo-
nel Somebody to himself). *‘It’s not fair,
it’s not right. Itis your task to change
it. Not with a guinea here and there, but
with earnest, honest help. Go and look
and you will believe it. Think of it, here
bundreds of happy homes’’ (a woman un-
der her breath said ‘‘happy!”’), ‘‘there
hundreds shut out—shut out, do yon un-
derstand?—from all but the pain of life.
That very bridge yonder! Mrs. Chatter-
ton, you know it, but only in the sun-
shine, when the water ripples gladly
enough. Your carriage rattles over it
hastily in the dark. These others know it
in the night. They creep there, hungry
and weary, to hide themselves in the shad-
ows, dark on the bridge, and darker upon
the water, with the darkest of all shadows
in their hearts. Do you ever think of that,
Mrs. Chatterton?”’

The hostess put both hands up to her
fair, wild hair—a habit of hers when trou-
bled. The look of airy satisfaction had
left her face. .

““Poor things!”’ said she. *“‘I don’t like
going to stare at them when they are re-
claimed like convicts. I wish I could go
there some dreadful night and carry them
all off and make them happy.”’

‘“A pity it should only be a wish,’’ said
the Rev. Johnson, glancing dryly across
the pretty wilderness of silver and ferns
and glasses. He did not believe in Mrs.
Chatterton. She was like a rose leaf
whirled over the grass by the summer

without Nau-

!

‘he | sivange way home, -

| winds and quite as careless. Then he bent

quietly to his plate, but after one mouth-
ful he began again to impress these peo-
ple, most of whom did not often hear his
words elsewhere, SR e

Mxp. Chatterton was clasping and un-
clasping her fingers mnervously, as if she
were to blame for all. Mr. Peterson, at
the other end of the table, was only think-
Ing that this dinner was a flasco. He was
the father of a little girl who had died—
yes, but he was not frivolous. He was
also the father of many sons, and some
men have few ideas, letting the sad ones
slip. These do not need distractions—tri-
fles. The Rev. Johnson principally ad-
dressed himsélf to Mr. Peterson.

Mr. Butterfleld was getting all the at-
tention of the servants. He was almost
the only person who did not keep things
‘waiting at his elbow, but then he was a
rich man and a hard man, rumor said, and
perhaps he was not lightly moved. Miss
Lavender, on his left, was an authoress.
She was handsome and tall and brilliant,
and her mouth took on a sarcastic twist

‘| whenever she' had to listen to other peo-

ple’s views. It seemed this time as if her
patience falled her. She turned to Mr.
Butterfleld all at once apd in a rather high
volce inquired what he thought of a cer-
tain play. The Rev. Johnson looked earn-
estly at them both and jud!d them.
] a . 9 . .
I was dark on the bridge, and the wind
was bittgr. Mpr. Butterfleld had taken a
He, the man . of the world, could
hardly acoount for the way in which he
bad been stirred by facts he had already
heard more than once. . He had meant to'
walk to his own house across the square,
but his feet had almost unconsciusly led
bim bither, ‘‘to bave a look,’”’ he as-
sured himself uneasily, shivering in the
oold. vegn eﬁber :}dr down the water was
a wavering line ights; in. dﬁ“
the rumbling of a age; on the bridge
no oS -
®7¢ 15 a strange thing,"’ the Rev. Jobhn-
son had said in parenthesis, ‘‘how these
waifs vary in their haunts! Some nights
the bridge 18 lined with despairing: men,

| and on others it is deserted.”’
Mr. Butterfleld -shivered again and |

‘whistled. - -
“There is me,”’ he muttered grimly. -
His mind wandored to his®neighbor of

that spoiled dinner party, the clever Miss

Lavender. He admired her; had always

admired her, with all’ her: independence’.

and startling ways—and yet—something.
in her.that night had - A woman;
who could hear unmoved the pitiful stories’
that had been nurged upon ;

turn impatiently and interrupt with a

vain talk of p A ]

a man would want—{

- 16-troubled him. .

»-Ce

‘| intothe awful water, There was.a great
darkness underneath, and in it he could

them, whocould:}

4 !

er: tho  parapet’

3

‘imagine dead faces rising, eyes wide with
a fixed despair. . ‘ { &
Suddenly he started. There was a thing
gliding past—a woman. ;

With a strange, rapid motion she wan-
.dered to and fro. Her hands were clasped
as if in distress of mind, and her face,
dimly visible in the starlight, looked thin
and haggard—a woman surely with a
ruined life.

Mr. Butterfleld cculd not watch her
calmly. Up till then he bad contriyed to
believe himself actuated by an impartial
spirit of investigation, but something in
her gait, in ber averted face, reminded
bhim of another woman, and that lent a
‘curious pain to his disturbed regard. At

| first be bad thought a- litthe whimsically

of bringing this waif—with a check—to
the Rev. Johnson, to be pennped in one of
his institutions. Would the parson feel
remorseful when he saw the man at whomn'
he had glared reproachfully march ap
thus? But the half smile faded, and he
put away the fancy. He could only think
of the woman.

She was leaning over the parapet as he
had leaned, and gazing as he had gazed
(but with, alas, how much more horrible
fasoination!) into the lightless water. How
black, how fatal it was, and yet how quiet!
Watching her, he began to fear that any
instant might find her disappearing into
its awful depths, but if he were to hurry
forward would not alarm and the in-
stinotive terror of being frustrated cause
the poor, mad, despairing soul to fling
herself into the river? A '

Anxiously, prudently, he sidled along
the wall as if contemplating the rushing
water, with his right band ready to grip
her arm. He was near at last, and she
lifted her eyes with a wild glance at bim.
What should he do if she fought for the
chance.of leaving a bitter worldf How
could a man unused to violence control a
desperate woman? What if she would not
hear him, would not be rescued and led
away?

There was a sound of wheels. If only
Providence would send that late cab across
the bridge! Failing the police, who were
all away, he could enlist that driver. But
had he the wherewithal? Mr. Butterfield
felt in his trousers pockets and knew he
bad. With straining ears he listened to
hear if the wheels were indee« approaching.

The woman grew agitated. She was
getting her arms free of her long black
cloak. Mr. Butterfleld started forward,
and then she eprang at him'and clutched
bim by the coat.

He saw her face clearly thon. Her eyes
were glistening, and tears were running
down her cheeks. -

“‘Don’t despair!’’ she cried. ‘‘Oh, don't
despair! Life is worth living if you will
be brave.”

Mr. Bautterfleld was dumb.

“QOh, I am glad I came,” she went on,
still holding his coat in a tight clutch, un-
able to see distinctly through her tears.
“I thought at first it was one of the
nights when the bridge is deserted, and I
was going back to my maid, and then I
saw you. Poor man! I watched you, and
I feared—I knew what you would attempt.
But I stopped you in time—in time.”’

The voice and the daring of the expedi-
tion, without the sight of her face close to
his in the starlight, would have told him
it was Miss Lavender. Ho listened, speech-
less, with all his ideas overthrown. He
bhad been judged, and, though admiring
ber, he had judged her also. In his utter
astonishment a single thought was all
thag his brain could hold. After all, she
was the woman a man might wane for a
wife.

The wheels .had not been idle, and a
carriage came hurrying up the bridge. It
stopped, and a lady got impetuously out
and walked toward the two. Surely Mrs.
Chatterton’s eager, excited face!

“‘Poor souls! Poor souls!”’ she oried im-
pulsively. ‘I could not sleep. I knew
there were others houseless in this bitter
night. Life has been hard for you, hard
and cruel, but I will change it. What
money can do—and pity!”’

/Then Mr. Butterfield found speech.—
Windsor Magazine.

English Electioneering.

In an article on ‘“‘English and American
Electioneering,’”’ Sydney Brooks, in The
Cl;ﬁ\ltnuqunn, says: ‘‘Day after day you

ill see, ladies of refinpement an cial po-,
sition sitting from gg ) E qn tg:;ﬂSaé)gf
the bustling disorder, addressing wrap-
pers, mailing circulars, doing the clerical
work of the campaign. Sometimes they
sally forth with canvassing cards to beard
the intelligent electorate in its den. Each
regigtered voter whose name appears upon
their card is called upon, is crossed exam-
ined, is argued with, is often persuaded,
this, too, in districts whose inhabitants do
not always conduct arguments by word of
mouth alone. To a Conservative this fair
canvasser will dilate on the virtues of
Lord Rosebery and leave him with a batch
of Radical leaflets, promising to call

. A confirmed Liberal she will greet
with holy joy, ask after his wife and chil-
dren and decorate his parlor window with
a portrait of their beloved candidate.

‘‘The wretoched being who has not made
up his mind how to vote can have no peace
till he bas given her a deoisive answer.
She will visit him, plead with bhim, ha:
rangue him, appeal to him, ¢ill the poor
fellow has to yleld to get rid of her and
back to bis work. In the evenimgs she
wil) sit on the 0 'S
side, perbaps make a _
election day she will send her and
oarriages to drive bonest Bill from his fac-
tory or workghop to the polling place and
r. E Bgve yet to meet political work-

who equal English women in enthusi-
asm, persistence and individgal effective-

ness,”’
-

He Emptied His Pockets.

The Comte de Corbieres, minister of the
interior to Louis XVIII, while working
in the king’s cabinet one day became ab-
sorbed in his work and so far forgot him-
self as to place his enuffbox on king’s'
degk after taking spuff. "

The king observed this unbeard of fa-
miliarity from the corner of his eye, but'
sald nothing. . Presently the minister;

_whipped out his pookes handkerchief and!

placed it beside the snuffbox. i
**M. de Corbieres,”” remarked the king,
at last, ‘,"yon appear to be emptying your:

“Perhaps 8o, sire;” was the calm re-
sponse, ‘‘brut that s much better than f11-

ing them,” .
The king emiled

at the clever hit at the'

ocorruption of some of the minister's pnd-i
his

ecessors. Corbleres’ was mnoted for'
scrupulous Integrity. « PRt

o] it koo Borg

1 New York Journal. -

'~ One of 'Chicago's. eligible bachelors ro-
oently had a severe nervous shock, and his
friends baven’t allowed him to forget the
episode. " Two weeks ago he entertalned a
‘houge party on the occasion of 'his sister’s
marrlage to a Baltimore man. The morn-
ing after the wedding the best man lefs
for his home in Baltimore and mine host
suggested ordering out the drag and tak-
ing all the men of the party to the station
80 that they might pay farewell honors to
‘the departing guest. As they were near
Kenwood they drove to the Twenty-second
street station instead of going down to the
city, and while they were waiting a light
rain began to drizzle. So they left the
horses to the groom and sought shelter on
the platform. Before the eastern train
came through a train from'the west pulled
into the station and stopped. A colored
porter jumped off a sleeping car and put
down the steps. He was loaded down with
all sorts of goods-and chattels. Under one
arm he carried two satchels, and a dress
81it case employed the hand. In the other
bhand he had a third satchel, and tucked
under that arm in a reckless fashion was
a baby who was apparently too surprised
even to protgst. A young couple followed
the porter.from the car, and when they
reached - the platform the woman picked
up her skirts. The man opened his um-
brella anhd beckoned to the porter. Then
they walked leisurely into the station.
The porter started after them, but at that
moment the train began to move. The
darky cast a despairing glance at the wait-
Ing room door, hesitated, then dropped
the bags, ploked up the steps and ran
along beside the car, still holding the
baby, which by this time had found its
voice and protested vigorously. The wed-
ding party was excited.

‘‘ Blooming idiots! Why don’t they come
and take their baby?’’ sputtered the best
man.

‘“He’ll have todrop the youngster if
they don’t see him,’”’ exclaimed another
excitedly.

The baby dangled in a howling heap,
the train gained speed, and the porter
looked desperate. Then the good natured
bachelor, although he hated babies and
was opposed on general principles to touch-
ing one, came to the rescue. He.sprinted
.down the platform and overtook the flying
porter. ‘‘Give me the baby,’”’ he said
breathlessly.

The darky looked volumes.of gratitude
and relief and plumped the noisy bundle
into the bachelor’s arms. Then he climbed
on his car, and the good Samaritan walked
back to the station, feeling a trifie embar-
rassed and regretting bis kindly impulse.
He held the baby gingerly and hurried in-
to the waiting room, while his friends ap-
plauded loudly. The young couple were
serenely and unconcernedly sitting beside
the steam radiator, and the bachelor felt
a wild longing to chuck the baby at their
beads, but he restrained himeelf and
smiled politely as he handed the baby to
its mother. Then his blood froze. She
stared, backed away and flatly refused the
baby—wouldn’t have it. The bachelor
stood in hopeless embarrassment and at-
tempted to explain, but the gentleman
cut him short. The baby wasn’t theirs.
They had never seen it before. There was
some mistake. A howl of mirth came
from the platform. The fellows had
watched the tableau through the window.

The bachelor didn’t swear. Language
was inadequate. He walked, to the door
and was greeted by an unsympathetio
chorus of derision. The baby wailed an
accompaniment.

‘It will be a handy thing to have about
the house, Dick,’’ said the best man, and
'Dick wondered why he had ever liked the
man. He turned the baby right side up,
and the wailing subsided. At least that
wag.some relief.

‘“‘What are you going to do with 1t?”’
asked one of the men. Dick shook his
head. His thinking apparatus refused to
work.

‘“Telephone for a policeman,’’ suggested
the best man, and a ray of hope came into
the victim’s face. It had seemed to him
that there was no escape—that the baby
was tied to him for life. Just then one of
the crowd ran to the edge of the platform.

‘‘The train’s stopping on the curve,’’ he
shouted.

Every one pushed forward to see. ‘The
train stopped, the porter appeared, and
two specks, apparently feminine, came’
hurrying back along the track. The crowd
watched them with absorbing interest.
Finally the specks developed into a stout
woman, vieibly agitated and much out of
breath, and a pretty girl who looked half
scared, half amused. The stout woman
reached the platform and charged upon
the crowd. Tears of excitement and fright
were rolling down her cheeks, and her
bonnet was rakishly disposed over one ear.

“My baby! Where’s my baby?"’ she
gasped. The men fell back and left (Le
bachelor standing in full view swith kis
charge. The woman rushed at him, seizcd
the baby and then burst into hystericul
sobs. The bachelor looked telieved, but
bored, and the pretty girl thanked him
effusively. However, she was cvidently
struggling with something. At last she
gave way to riotous and unseemly mirth,
and her laugh was so contagious that ev-
ery one except the bachelor, the mother
and the baby laughed with her.

‘‘Oh, I beg your pardon,.”’ she said, wip-
ing her eyes and wrestling with her dim-
ples, “‘but .it was too funny. The porter
took our hand I and she baby, and
\ out mother found she

L]

and we got excited. When the porter
turned up without the baby, mother al-
most had a fit. She shouted: .

“My baby! Where’s my baby? What
bave you done with it?’’. And the porter
patted ber on the shoulder and sald: -~
* “Now, don’é6 you fret, ma’am. " It’s
papa’s gob it.”’ . . -

The groupof men let out a roar of
laughter at that, and the bachelor looked
apoplectio. £ - :

‘‘Well, my dear,’’ said the older woman,
#I’m sure it was a natural mistake. The
porter thought baby’s father had come o
meet us. . I.don’t know how to thank the
gentleman for his kindness.’’

Then the eastern train came in, and the
episode was ended, but it’s an_understood
thing now that any one at the club who
calls that amiable bachelor ‘‘papa’’ loses a:
pleasant acquaintance.—Exchange. -~

W1 have a 10-year-old: boy," sald Go-
ang, ‘‘who can reéad and understand
‘Greek.” A g S

““hat's nothing,” Tetortod Ukerdek..

4T have one the same ‘sigo who washes bis.

face in the morning without grumbling.”.

circular of advice te aq!eﬁbors,’ from |
which the following extraets are|

taken:

- Section 1515, of the statutes of
1884, provides that: :

- Every person of full age and sound

mind, being a resident of this. state, |

shall list all his moneys, credits,
bondr or stocka. ete. - 0%
Require all to make the statement
no matter what the amount of the
property. The arsessor is clothed
with ample authority by the law to
secure a fair return of the property.”
Not being able to get asatisfactory

statement, you are authorized to

mak2 an arbitrary assessment at
such figures as you believe right.

Owners of personal property are
just as much bound, morally and
legally, to pay taxes as owners o
real property. L

When you make an arbitrary ae-

sessment be sure to give the party
assessed due notice, so he ¢an appear
before the local board of review to
correct, if desired.
. Personal property in our state fell
off nearlyiwo and a half million|
dollars in 1897 below the 1896 ‘as-
sessment. This should be regained
this year by your good work. Take
the item of money #lone. In 1897
the assessment of money amounted
to $3,150,771. The fourteen sav-
ings banks of oor state had, on Dec.
31, 1397, $10,463,398.99 belonging
to depositors, and the state and
national banks had on July 1, 1897,
$49,054,311.81 belonging to de-
positors, or a total of nearly sixty
wmillione, exclusive of the money de-
posited in private banks and held
by individuale. And yet only a little
over three millions were listed for
taxation.

It assessors do their whole duty
without fear or favor it will bring
ouv many a fat bank deposit for
taxation. : .

State and municipal bonds are|

taxable. Railroad bonds and rail-
road stock are taxable and should
be assessed to the owner. Payment
of the gross earnings tax by a rail-
road compan& does not exempt its
bonds or stock from taxation.

Local building and loan associa-
tions should be assessed against the
corporation direct and not against
its shareholders individually.

Savings banks and building and
loan associations are required to list
all their property in a statement to
you. Savings banks under section

1531 and building and loan societies |

under section 1530, of the 1894

statutes.

For quick rising, moist and swect
bread, Wild Rose, is the best.
Two Rivers MiLruiNeg Co.,
Vasaly Block.

Many People Cannet Drink
coffee at night. It spoils their sleep.
You can drink Grain-0 when you please
and sleep like a top. For'Grain-O does
not stimulate: .it nourishes, cheers and
feeds. Yet it looks and tastes like the
best coffee. For nervous persons, young
people and children Grain-O is the per-
fect drink. Made from pure grains.
Get a package from your grocer today.
Try it in place of coffee. - 15 and 25¢.

The Nickel Plate Road

is authorized to sell tickets to Rochester,
N. Y.. and return at one fare and one-
third for the.round ‘trip, on certificate

plan, account of Baptist Anniversaries,

May 16-24, 1898. Three through ex-
press trains leaving Uhicago daily from
the Van Buren street passenger stgtion.
Fast time and first-class equipment.
Rates aiways the lowest. - Call on or
address P. Y. Calahan, general agent,
111 Adams St., Chicago, Ill. . 15-10.

The Nickle Plate Road

is authorized to sell tickets to Cleveland
and return at one fare and one-third for
the round trip, on certificate plan, ac-
count of meeting of Women’s General
Missionary society of the United Pres-
byterian church of North America, May
10-18. Tickets will be good on any of
our through expresses leaying Chicago
from the Van  Buren street passenger
station at 10:35 a. m., 2:56 p. m. and
10.15 p. m. First-class . equipment.
Day craches in charge of colored porters.
Rates always the lowest. °Call  on or
uddress J.. Y. Calabhan, general agent,
111 Adams St,, Chieago, Ill. | ~10-10.,

. Plainfield, Wis., Feb. 11, 1898.
Messrs. Hollenbeck & Wightman,
; _ . Eim Dale, Minn. -
GENTLEMEN:. ' o
1 desire to testify to - the merits of Dr.
Booth’s German' Liniment. - One bottle
‘of the liniment has completely ‘cured me

of a distressing pain in my chest with |
‘whish I have been troubled for years. }
We use it fur colde, pains.in'the stomach 8a

Dont Invile
Sicknes

‘Which is better, to thoroughly
cleanse and purify the blood just
now, or make yourself liable to
the many dangerous ailments
which are so prevalent during:
summer? Impurities have beem
accumulating in the blood alk
winter, and right now is the time-
to get rid of them. A thorough
course of Swift’s Specific is needed.
to cleanse the blood and purie
fy the system, toning up and
strengthening it all over. Those-
who take this precaution now are
comparatively safe all summer;
but to neglect it is to invite some
form of sickness which is so com=
mon during the trying hot season.
It is now that a course of Bwift’s

$.5.5%% Blood

will accomplish so much toward
rendering the system capable of
resisting the evil influences which:
are so liable to attack it during
the summer when sickness is so
abundant. It is the best tonie

C

)

because it is & real blood remedy
and is made solely to search out
and remove all impurities, and
supply an abundance of pure, rich
and red blood. 8. 8. S. is made
exclusively of roots and herbs,
and is Nature’s. own remedy. I&
is purely vegetable, and is the

contain no potash, mercury or
other mineral. Be sure to get S.

S.-8. There is nothing half as

Purify

good.

fhe Blood

LEGAL ADVERTISING.
We,. the undersigned, hereby agree ta
accept for publication in our 1espective
newspapers no legal notices or officiai
printing to be done in compliance witk
thelaws of Minnesota for less than the fulk
rates allowed by law, and no reductiow
v»iil{ be given on notices furnished i
plate.
TRANSCRIPT PUB. Co.,
Transcript.:~*
LITTLE FALLS Prq. Co.,
Herald. )
CYRUS D. AUYER,

A. W. SWANSON,
Royalton Banner.

[First publication May 6, 1598.]
ORDER FOR HEARING ON
STATE OF MINNESOTA,

County of Morrison. }”'

IN PROBATE COURT,
Special Term, May 3rd, 1898.

THE MATTER OF THE ESTATE Q%
JACOB WEIBEL, DECEASED:

Letters téstamentary on the estate of
said deceased being granted unto Helena
Weibel, of said county;

It is ordered, that all claims and de-
mands of all persons against said estate
be presented to this court for .examina~
tion and allowance at_the probate office.
in the court house; in Little Falls, in_said&
county, on Monday, the 7th day of No-
vember, 1898, at 10 o’clock a. m.

It is further ordered, that six menths
from the date hereof be allowed to cred-
itors to present theirclaims against said
estate, at the expiration of which time all
claims not presented to said court, or not

roven to its satisfaction, shall be forever
gan’ed. unless for cause shown further
time be allowed. $

Ordered further. that notice of the time:
and place of the hearing and examinatiomn
of said claims and demands shall be given:
by ﬂublishing this order once in ‘each
week, for three successive weeks,in The
Little Falls Herald, a weekl
newspaper printed and published at Little
Falls, in said coun

Dated at Litg’?

of May, A. D. 1898,
By the Court,

[SEAL.] N.RICHARDSON,
Juqge of Probate.

_[First publication Feb. 25, 1898{]
‘NOTICE,

Land Office atSt. Cloud, Mina,
Feb: 18, 1898,

Complaint having been entered at thim
office by A. Plion :zalmn Nelson L. Aussim
?r abandoning - homestead entry No,

5801, dated June 23d, 1892, upon the
nwi4 and wis swi{ section 12, townshis 183
Range 30, in Mo n county, Minn., with a.-
view to the cancellation of sald entry, the-

said parties are hereby summoned to

pear before Lyman 3110:-, clerk

court. at Little Falls, Minn., om the 14

dayof May, 1898, at 10 o’clock a. m,, to-’
pd and fuornish testimony concerningg

uds alleged abandonment. 1

THEO. BRUENER,
Register-

U. 8. Land Office, PO
8t. Cloud, Minn, -

Further notice is hereby glven that a hear-
ing will be had at this _oée‘e on the 21st dag-
h.y. 1898, at 10 o’cleck a. m., when
testimony gaken hereln " be exa -
anda d n rendered thtreupon.

: ; THEO.BRUENER, @ .

IN

XPPLICATION FOR LIQUOR LICENSB.

Notice s hereb

and system-builder on the markes,. .

only blood remedy guaranteed to

Morrison Co. Democrasi.

CLAIMS:

ty.
Fa};ls, Minn., the 3rd day"

(First. publication May 6,1898,] .. '
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