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This story of *“The Lost Continent” is
the translation of an anclent manusecript
found In a cave In the Canary lslands. It
was written upon a peculiar substance,
each sheet made up of two parts. Oneside
resembled tale, and over the other side
was spread a coating of dark coffee-col-
ored material that resembled wax. A lib-
eral translation glves the following story:
. CHAPTER I
' MY RECALL.

The public official reception was
over. The sentence had been read,
the name of Phorenice the empress
adored, and the new viceroy installed
with all that vast and ponderous
ceremonial which had gained its
pomp and majesty from the ages.
Formally, I had delivered up the
reins of my government; formally,
Tatho had seated himself on the
snake-throne, and had put over his
neck the chain of gems which sym-
bolized the supreme office; and then,
while the drums and the trumpets
made their proclamation of clamor,
he had risen to his feet for his first
state progress round that gilded
council chamber, as viceroy of the
Province of Yucatan.

“With folded arms and bended head

followed him between the glitter-
ing lines of soldiers, and the brilliant
throng of courtiers, and chiefs, and
statesmen. Che roof-beams quivered
to the cries of “Long live Tatho!”
“Flourish the empress!” which came
forth as in duty bound, and the new
ruler acknowledged the welcome with
stately inclinations of the head. In
turn he went to the three lesser
thrones of the lesser governors—in
the east, the north, and the south,
and received homage from each as
the ritual was; and I, the man whom
his coming had deposed, followed
with the prescribed meekness in his
train.

It was a hard task, but we who
hold the higher offices learn to carry
before the people n passionless face.
Once, 20 years before, these same
fine obeisances had been made to me;
now the gods had seen fit to make
fortune change. DBut as I walked
bent and humbly on behind the heels
of Tatho, though etiquette forbade
noisy salutations to myself, it could
not inhibit kindly glances, and these
came from every soldier, every cour-
tier, and every chief who stood there
in that gilded hall, and they fell upon
me very gratefully. It is not often
that the fallen meet such tender
looks.

Then, one behind the other, the
new viceroy and the old, we marched
with formal step over golden tiles of
that council hall beneath the pyra-
mid, and the great officers of state
left their stations and joined in our
train; and at the farther wall we
came to the door of those private
chambers which an hour ago had
been mine own.

Ah, well! I had no home now in
any of those wondrous cities of
Yucatan, and I could not help feeling
a bitterness, though in sooth I should
have been thankful enough to return
to the continent of Atlantis with my
head still in its proper station.

Tatho gave his formal summons of
“Open ye to the Viceroy,” which the
ritual commands, and the slaves with-
in sent the massive stone valves of
the door gaping wide. Tatho entered,
I at his heels; the others halted,
sending valedictions from the thresh-
old; and the valves of the door
clanged on the lock behind us, We
passed on to the chamber beyond,
and then, when for the first time we
were alone together, and the forced
etiquette of courts was behind us,
the new viceroy turned with meekly
folded arms, and bowed low before
me.

“Deucalion,” he said, “believe me
that T have not sought this office. It
was thrust upon me. Had I not aec-
cepted, my head would have paid for-
feit, and another man—your enemy—
would have been sent out as viceroy
in your place. The empress does not
permit that her will shall ever be
questioned.”

“My friend,” I made answer, “my
brother in all but blood, there is no
man living in all Atlantis or her ter-
ritories to whom I had liefer hand
over my government. For 20 years
now have I ruled this ceuntry of
Yucatan, and 'Mexico beyond, first un-
der the old king, and then as minis-
ter to this new empress. I know my
colony like a book. I am intimate
with all her wonderful cities, with
their palaccs, their pyramids, and
their peoples. I have hunted the
beasts and the savages in the for-
ests. I have built roads, and made
the rivers so that they wuu carry
shipping. I have fostered the arts
and crafts like a merchant; I have
discoursed, three times each day, the
cult of the gods with mine own lips.
Through evil years and through good
have I ruled here, striving only for
the prosperity of the land and the
strengthening of Atlantis, and I have
grown to love the peoples like a fa-
ther. To you I bequeath them, Tatho,
with tender supplications for their
interest.”

“It is mot I that can ecarry on
Deucalion’s work with Deucalion’s
power, but rest content, my friend,
that I shall do my humble best to fol-
low exactly on in your footsteps.
Believe me, I came out to this gov-
ernment with a thousand regrets, but
I would have died sooner than take
your place had I known how vigor-
ously the supplanting would trouble
you.”

“We are alone here,” I said, “away
from the formalities of formal as-
semblies, and a man- may give vent
to his natural self without fear of
tarnishing a ceremony. Your com-

. ing was something of the suddenest.

Till an hour ago, when you demanded
audience, I had thought to rule on
longer; and even now I do not know
for what cause I am deposed.”
“The. proclamation said: ‘We re-
lieve our well-beloved Deucalion of
his present service, because we have

;great need of his powers at home

in our kingdom of Atlantis.'™
" “A mere formality.”

Tat-ho looked uneasily round the
hangings of the chamber, and drew
me with him to its center, and low-
ered his voice.

“I do not think so,” he whispered.
“I believe she has mneed of you.
There are troublous times of hand,
and Phoreniece wants the ablest men
in the kingdom ready to her call.”

“You may speak openly,” I said,
“and without fear of eavesdroppers.
We are in the heart of the pyramid
here, built in every way by a man’s
length of solid stone. Myself, I over-
saw the laying of every course. And
besides, here in Yucatan, we have not
the niceties of your old-world di-
plomacy, and do not listen, because
we count it shame to do so.”

Tatho shrugged his shoulders. “I
acted only according to mine educa-
tion. At home, a loose tongue makes
a loose head, and there are those
whose trade it is to carry tales. Still,
what I say is this: The throne
shakes, and Phorenice sees the need
of sturdy props. So she has sent this
proclamation.”

“But why come to me? It is 20
years since I sailed to this eolony,
and from that day I have not re-
turned to Atlantis once. 1 know lit-
tle of the old country’s politics.
What small parcel of news drifts out
to us across the ocean reads with
slender interest here. Yueatan is
another world, my Tatho, as you in
the course of your government will
learn, with new interests, new peo-
ple, new everything. To us here At-
lantis is only a figment, a shadow, far
away across the waters. It is for this
new world of Yucatan that I have
striven through all these years.”

“If Deucalion has small time to
spare from his government for brood-
ing over his fatherland, Atlantis, at
least, has found leisure to admire
the deeds of her brilliant son. Why,
sir, over yonder at home, your name
carries magic with it. When you and
I were lads together, it was the cus-
tom in the colleges to teach that the
men of the past were the greatest
this world has ever seen; but to-day
this teaching is changed. It is
Deucalion who is held up as the
model and example. Mothers name
their sons Deucalion, as the most

TATHO ENTERED, I AT HIS HEELS.

valuable birth-gift they can make.
Deucalion is a household word. In-
deed, there is only one name that is
near to it in familiarity.” ’

“You trouble me,” I said, frowning.
“I have tried to do my duty for its
own sake, and for the country’s sake,
not for the pattings and fondlings
of the vulgar. And besides, if there
are names to be in every one's
mouth, they should be the names of
the gods.”

Tatho shrugged his shoulders.
“The gods? They occupy us very lit-
tle these latter years. With our mod-
ern science, we have grown past the
tether of the old gods, and no new
one has appeared. No, my Lord
Deucalion, if it were merely the
gods who were your competitors on
men’s lips, your name would be a
thousand times the better known.”

“0Of mere human names,” I said,
“the name of this new empress
should come first in Atlantis, our
lord the old king being now dead.”

“She certainly would have it so,”
replied Tatho; and there was some-
thing in his tone which made me see
that more was meant behind the
words. I drew him to one of the mar-
ble seats, and bent myself familiarly
toward him. “I am speaking,” I said,
“not of the mew viceroy of Yucatan,
but to my old friend Tatho, a mem-
ber of the priests’ clan, like myself,
with whom I worked side by side in
a score of the smaller home gov-
ernments, in hamlets, in villages, in
smaller towns, in greater towns, as
we gained experience in war and
knowledge in the art of ruling peo-
ple, and so tediously won our promo-
tion. I am speaking in Tatho's pri-
vate abode, that was mine own not
two hours since, and I would have an
answer with that plainness which we
always then used to one another.”

The new vicerpy sighed whimsiec-
ally. “I almost forget how to speak
in plain words now,” he said. *“We
have grown so polished in these lat-
ter days, that mere bald truth would
be hissed as indelicate. But for the
memory of those early years, when
we expended as much law and
thought over the ownership of a hay-
byre as we should now over the fate
of a rebellious city, I will try and
speak plain to you even now, Deucal-
ion. Tell me, old friend, what is it?”

“What of this new empress?”

He frowned. “I might have guessed
your subject,” he said.

“Then speak upon it. Tell me of all
the changes that have been made.
What has this Phorenice done to
make her throne unstable in Atlan-
tis?” I

Tatho frowned still. “If T did not
know you to'be as honest as our
Lord the Sun, your questions would
carry mischief with them. Phor-
enice has a short way with those
who are daring enough to discuss
her politics for other purposes than
politely to praiee them.” i

“You can leave me ignorant if you

wish,” I said, with & touch of shffi,
This Tatho seemed to be. different
from the Tatho I had known at home
—Tatho my workmate, Tatho who
had rezd with me in the college of
priests, who had run with me in many
a furious charge, who had labored
with me so heavily that the peoples
under us might prosper. But he was
quick enough to see my change of
tone.

“You force me back to my old
self,” he said, with a half-smile,
“though it is hard enough to forget
the caution one has learned during
this last 20 years, even when speak-
ing with you. Still, whatever may
have happened to the rest of us, it
is clear to see that you at least have
not changed, and, old friend, I am
ready to trust you with my life if
you ask it. In fact, you do ask me
that very thing when you tell me to
speak all I know of Phorenice.”

I ndoded. This was more like the
old times, when there was full con-
fidence between us. “The gods will
it mow that I return to Atlantis,” I
said, “and what happens after that
the gods alone know. But it would
be of service to me if I could land on
her shores with some knowledge of
this Phorenice, for at present I am
as ignorant concerning her as some
savage from Europe or mid-Africa.”

“What would you have me tell?”

“Tell all. I know only that she,
a woman, reigns, where, by the an-
cient law of the land, a man should
rule; that she is not even of the
priestly clan from which the law
says all rulers must be drawn; and
that, from what you say, she has
caused the throne to totter. The
throne was as firm as the everlast-
ing hills in the old king's day, Ta-
tho.”

“History has moved with pace since
then, and Phorenice hai spurned it.
You know her origin?”

“I know only the exact little I
have told you.”

“She was a swineherd’s daughter
from the mountains, though this is
never even whispered now, as she
has declared herself to be a daugh-
ter of the gods, with a miraculous
birth and upbringing. As she has
deoreed it a sacrilege to question
this parentage, and has ordered to
be burned all those that seem to rec-
ollect her more earthly origin, the
fable passes current for truth. You
see the faith I put in you, Deucal-
ion, by telling you what you wish to
learn.”

“There has always been trust be-
twen us.”

“I know; but this habit of sus-
picion is hard to cast off, even with
you. However, let me put your good
faith between me and the torture
further. Zaemon, you remember, was
governor of the swineherd’s prov-
ince, and Zaemon's wife saw Phor-
enice and took her away to adopt
and bring up as her own, It is said
that the swineherd and his women
objected; perhaps they did; anyway,
I know they died; and Phorenice was
taught the arts and graces, and
brought up as a daughter of the
Priestly clan.”

“But still she was an
daughter only,” I objected.

“The omission of the ‘adopted’ was
her will at an early age,” said Ta-
tho, dryly, “and she learned early to
have her wishes carried into fact.
It was notorious that before she had
grown to 15 years she ruled not only
the women of the household, but
Zaemon also, and the province that
was beyond Zaemon.”

“Zaemon was learned,” I said, “and
a devout follower of the gods, and
searcher into the higher mysteries;
but, as a ruler, he was always a
flabby fellow.”

“I do not say that opportunities
have not come usefully in Phoren-
ice’'s way, but she had genius as
well. For her to have raised her-
self at all from what she was, was
remarkable. Not one woman out of
a thousand, placed as she was, would
have grown to be aught higher than
a mere wife of some sturdy country-
man, who was sufficiently simple to
care nothing for pedigree. But look
at Phorenice: it was her whim to
take exercise as a man-at-arms and
practice with all the utensils of war;
and then, before anyone quite knows
how or why it happened, a rebellion
had broken out in the province, and
here was she, a slip of a girl, leading
Zaemon’s troops.”

“Zaemon, when I knew him, was a
mere derision in the field.”

“Hear me on. Phorenice put dow
the rebellion in masterly fashion, an
gave the conquered a choice betwee:
sword and service. They fell int
her ranks at once, and were faithfi
to her from that moment. I tell you,
Deucalion, there is a marvelous fas-
cination about the woman.

[To Be Continued.]

H-e_'abeyed Orders,

A very good story is told by Noah
Smithwick im his book, “The Evolu-
tion of a State,” He writes:

“They camped one night near the
Nueces river, which Carter found ta
be impassable. He said mnothing
about it to the general, and the next
morning the order was given to
move on. Carter started with the
wagon train and halted at the river,
which was absolutely impassable.
Harney came blustering up.

“‘Didn’t you know the river was
up?’ he demanded.

““Yes, sir,” meekly replied the
wagon master.

*‘Why didn’t you tell me?’

“You didn’t ask me, sir. You said
my business waa to obey orders. You
ordered me to hitch up and move on
and I did ic.”

“‘You did quite right, sir.
round and drive back to camp.’

“If the general had been ‘done’ he
was not going to show it.”

adopted

Turn

The Pope's Paraphrase,

An amusing story of the pope':
good-natured humor is being told in
Rome just now. His holiness is much
sought after as a sitter by painters
whose powers are not always equal
to their ambitions. Quite recently
one of these painters, having finished
his portrait, begged the pope to
honor him by inscribing upon it some
Scriptural text, with his autograph.
Pope Leo looked dubiously at the
picture. It was mediocre enough and
little like himself; but he reflected
a moment and then, adapting the fa-
miliar line in St. Matthew to the pe-
culiar circumstances, he wrote as fol-
lows: “Be not afraid; it is L—Leo
ZIIL”

Hew Fael for Locomotives,

One of our largest railroads has decided
to substitute oil in the place of coal as fuel
for its locomotives, and while there may be
some doubt as to its success, there is none
concerning the value of Hostetter's Stom-
ach Bitters. 1t has been given a thorough
trial during the past fifty years, and has
never d:s?poinmd any sufferer from dys-
Pepsil, indigestion, constipation or flatu-
ency who have given it a fair trial. Be sure
to get the genuine.

e
Many a man’s head is full of emptiness.—

Chicago Daily News.

HBest for the Howels,

No matter what ails you, headache to a
cancer, you will never get well until your
bowels are put right. Cascarets help nature,
cure you without a gripe or pain, produce
easy, natural movements, cost you just 10
cents to start getting your health ™ back.
Cascarets Candy Cathartie, the genuine, put
up in metal boxes, every tablet has C. C. C.
stamped on it. Beware of imitations.

When a fool hen takes a notion to sit
she doesn’t care whether there are any eggs
in the nest or not, and some men are built
on the same plan.—Chicago Daily News.

There is no trick in dyeing. You can
do it just as well as anyone if you use

UTNAM FADELESS DYES. iling
the goods for half an hour is all there is

to it. Sold by druggists, 10c. package.

It is easy to quit a habit you mnever
learned.—Atchison Globe.

I do not believe Pizo’s Cure for Consump-
tion has an equal for coughs and colds,—
John F. Boyer, Trinity Springs, Ind., Feb.

The beauty seen is partly in him who sees

it.—Bovee.

Stops the Couvgh and Works
Off the Cold
Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. Price25c.

Old age is most pitiful when it gives those
who reach it the air of a whipped dog.—
Atchison Globe.

The Grip of Pneumonia may be warded off
with Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar.
Pike’s Toothache Drops Cure in one minute,

It is mighty seldom that we are as glad to

see anyone as we pretend to be.—Indianap-
olis News.
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The-Scientific Production
of.a laxative of known value and distinctfve
action is rapidly growing in fmblic favor, along

with the many other materia
the age. The many

‘Who are

must understand

improvements of

well informed

quite clearly, that in order

to meet ‘the above conditions a laxative should
be wholly free from every objectionable quality
or substance, with its component parts simple
and wholesome and it should act pleasantly
and gently without disturbing the natural
functions in any way. The laxative which
fulfils most perfectly the requirements, in the

highest degree, is

The sale of millions of bottles annually for
many years past, and the universal satisfaction

which it has given confirm the claim we make,
that it possesses the qualities which commend

it to public favor.

Its Excellence

is due to the originality and

simplicity of the

combination and also to the method of manu-
facture, which is known to the California F;

Syrup Co. only, and which ensures that per-
fect purity and uniformity of product essential

to the ideal home laxative.

Its Beneficial

In order to get

[Fffeds

always buy the genuine and note the full name
of the Company—California Fig Syrup Co.—
printed on the front of every package. 1In the
process of manufacturing figs are used as they
are pleasant to the taste, but the medicinal
virtues of Syrup of Figs are obtained from an
excellent combination of plants known to be
medicinally laxative and to act most bcncﬁcia.lly.

(uarorsiafic Syup

San Francisco,Gal.

Louisville.Ky. N

ew York,NY

For sale by all drugdists —— Price fifty cents per bot’cleT

High Qualifieation,

“Can he cook?”’ asked the proprietor of
the restaurant.

“Cook?”’ echoed the caller, who was root-
ing for a friend out of a job. “Can he cook?
Say, I've seen that man make four squab
pies out of one old pigeon!”—Chicago Trib-
une.

WHAT CAUSES DANDRUFF, -

Greatest Eunropean Aunthority on Skin
Diseases, Says It's a Germ,

The old idea was that dandruff is scales
of skin thrown off, through a feverish con-
dition of the scalp. Prof. Unna, Hamburg,
Germany, Eurogean authority on skin dis-
eases, says dandruff is a germ disease. The

rm burrows under the scalp, throwing u

ittle scales of euticle, and s4 ﬁing the vi-
tality of the hair at the root. E‘ e only hair
ﬁmparation that kills dandruff germs is

ewbro’s Herpicide. “Destroy the cause,
you remove the effect.” Not only cures
dandruff, but stops falling hair and causes
a luxuriant growth. Delightful hair dress-
ing.

WHAT WE ARE TOLD,

There is one millionaire in the
United States to every 20,000 inhab-
itants.

A factory at Deepwater, Mo., has
been obliged to stop by a shortage
of water.

The pulgat, a Burmese measure, is
the only foreign measure exactly
corresponding to our inch.

This season the Malne woods have
yielded an albino moose, three or
four albino deer, snd two pure al-
bino squirrels,

New York state farmers are buy-
ing potatoes for their own con-
sumption, a situation unheard of
there for years.

Count Tolstoi is not an obedient
patient. Some time ago his physi-
cians told him not to walk or ride on
horseback, but he did what he
pleased, remarking: “I know better
than all physicians what is good for
me"‘

CANADA’S CAPITAL AROUSED.

Never Was There Such Excltement—
Physicians’ Association Try-
ing to Explain,

Ottawa, Can., Nov. 25.—This city is
stirred up as never before. Some seven
years ago the local papers published
an account of a man named George
H. Eent, of 408 Gilmour street, who
was dying of Bright's Disease and
who at the very last moment after sev-
eral of our best physicians had de-
clared he couldn’t live twelve hours,
was saved by Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

People who know how low Mr. Kent
was refused to believe that he was
cured permanently, and the other day
in order to clinch the matter the pa-
pers published the whole case over
again and backed up their story by
sworn statements made by Mr. Kent
in which he declares most positively
that in 1894 he was given up by the
doctors and that Dodd’s Kidney Pills
and nothing else saved him, and furth-
er that since the day that Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills sent him back to work seven
years ago, he has not lost a single min-
ute from his work (he is a printer in
the American Neote Printing Com-
pany).

Mr. Kent is kept quite busy during
his spare hours answering inquiries
personally and by letter, but he is sa
grateful that he counts the time well
spent. Indeed he and his wife have
shown their gratitude to Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills in a very striking way by
having their little girl, born in 1896,
christened by the name of “Dodds.”

Altogether it is the most sensationa!l
case that has ever occurred in the his-
tory of medicine in Canada and the
perfect substantiation of every detail
leaves no room to doubt either the
completeness or the permanency of
the cure, :

The local Physicians have made the
case of Kent and Dodd’s Kidney Pills
the subject of discussion at several of
the private meetings of their Associa-
tion.

; Eives
relief and cures worst
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(Beiug the Soliloquy of a Farmer

Thus ter help an’ fill thar coffers ?

Free raw sugar wouldn't hurt him
But mebbe, like myself—he’s also

“WHAR DEW I CUM IN?”

om the Free Raw Sugar Question,)

Thar’s a mighty lot er talkin’ about farmers ’n thar rights,

'N the wonderful prosperity thet beet growin’ invites.

Thag’s er heap of foolish crowin’ 'n the “beats’ begin ter shout
"N holler fer the Tariff ter keep free raw sugar out!

But I notis thet the beet-producin’ farms are very few,

An’ the farmers through the country aint got much ef it ter dew,
The hull land aint a-raisin’ beets, ’
Beet growin’s right fer sum, I guess—but, whar dew I cum in?

The farmer gits four dollars now fer every ton o’ beets—

A hansum price, I must allow—but hidin’ sum deceits.

Beet sugar manyfacterers admit es they hev found

Thet “granylated” costs ’em sumthin’ like tew cents a pound,
In fact thet leaves a profit on which they’d greatly thrive—
And—if it kin be sold fer thiree, why should we pay 'em FIVE?
It seems ter me es thet’s a game thet’s mighty like a skin—
But—if thar’s any benefit—waal—whar dew I cum in?

n aint goin’ ter begin,

When Uncle Sam’s in want o’ cash we're glad ter help him out,
'N we'll stand all the taxes thet are needed, never doubt,

Bnt when his pocket-book’s well lined an’ nary cent he lacks,
Et seems ter me his duty’s ter repeal thet sugar tax.

Them fellers wot is interested sez it’s to protect

The beet-producin’ farmer thet the duty they collect,

But I guess thet explanation es a little bit too thin—

The sugar maker,—%¢'s all right;—but—whar dew we cum in?

Take off raw sugar duty an’ the price will quickly fall,

To everybody's benefit, fer sugar’s used by all.

The poor will bless the Government thet placed it in thar reach—
("N millions of our citizens free sugar now beseech)

The dealer 'll be delighted—less expenditure fer him—

More demand ’n bigger profits—which at present are but slim.
An’ the farmer ’1l be as well paid as he ever yet hes ben—

But he’ll buy his sugar cheaper—thet’s whar he an’ I'll cum in.

Now, whar’s the sense er reason of the sugar tax to-day,

‘When our treasury’s a-bulgin’ an’ we hev no debts ter pay?

The duty on raw sugar’s Fifty million every year—

An’ the people’s got ter pay it—thet’s a fact thet's very clear.

Fifty million! Great Jerusha! Ter protect beet magnates, too,

Why should they tax ALL the people—just ter help a scattered FEW ?
And the FEW ? Beet-sugar MAKERS ! Don't it really seem a sin

Whar dew you an’ I cum in ?

The farmer growin’ beets hes got a contract price fer years,—
, an’ of it he has no fears,

growing fruit so nice—

Ter preserve it—at a profit—he needs sugar—at a price!

The repealing of the duty, surely cuts the price in two—

Thet’ll make a mighty difference, neighbor, both ter me an’ youl
Let the sngar manyfactrer make such profits as he kin—

Ter him it may seem right enuff—but whar dew I cum in?

An’ I aint agoin’ ter swaller all the argyments they shout

Thet the farmers need protection—an must bar raw sugar out.
Common sense is plainly showin’ that the people in the land

Want raw sugar free in future—an’ its freedom will demand.

Tis a tax no longer needed—hateful to the public view,—

Taxing millions of our people to enrich a favored few,

They can’t blind me any longer with the foolish yarns they spin,=
While they’re busy makin’ money—whar dew you and I cum in?

i'm agoin’ ter keep on hustlin’, talkin’, pleadin’ with my frends,—
Aint no sense in lettin’ others gain thar selfish privet ends.

I'm agoin’ ter write termorrer to my Congressman ’nd say

Thet he oughter do his best ter kill that tax without delay!
Feller-farmers, do your utmost— whether you grow beets or not—
To repeal the tax on sugar—you can but improve your lot !
Cheaper sugar helps your pocket, greater blessings you can win—

7 l.wrllll BEST

’ OILED COAT
; IN mm%t.
SVSRIERE  y7eS, MADE FOR SLRYICE
TAXE NO ™6 5 rAL OGUES PREE
SHOWING FULL LINE OP GAR|

MENTS AND HATS,
A.J.TOWER €O, BOSTON.MASS.48

Cut this out and send to the
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THIS IS TO CERTIFY that 1 have spoken to 10 of
my musicloving, music-buylng friends, includ-
ing musictrachers, whose namesl send you here-
with. on a separate nhget of paper, who would be
glad to recc've your New Catalogue No. 21—1902.

For my trouble In the matter
send me Free, Postpaid the
TWO FIECES marked below:

....Jagtitae Johnson's Ragtime March.
«eo.Bweethearts True—Waltz.
+..Love ard Friendship—Walts.
-+..My Rosary—Song.

... Becausze 1t's You—Song.

+..The Palme—Song.

A
A ===F"Warranted Waterproof.
sawyer's Excelalor Brand Pommel
afiord complete protection to

For Sale In Large or Small
Southern |z=:ieiasehruiu
Arkansas, Mississippi, Ten-
FA R M nessee, Loniriana and Texas,
A splendid opportunity to

AND

buy & farm in the richest
i;ecr.lor.}c(eat l.h; Country at a
ow price and on your own
8,
TIMBER |25 i
LAND AGENCY, 2492
LAND S Kandoiph Bullding.
MEMPHINS, TENN.
We Cranulated lﬂﬂ
Sell4u||l& SUGAR o1=
with other groceries and mdse, at
. Valuable formulas to
i new customers. Send eight B-cens

stamps for our catalogue, detailing
onr blﬁ

Write f'or particulars

T ains, and how toorder.

‘We rebate 16 cents on firsi 4

order socatalogue costa yon nothing.

Big money for agents. H. H. Warren Mercantile
Co. Importers and Jobbers. CHICAGO, 1 LLLINOIS.

ANAKESIS £ire2to-
lief and POSITIVE
LY CURES PILES,
For free otu:mile address
“ANAHKESIS, Trip-

une building, New York.
A N.K—G 1808

OKLAHOMA ! OKLAHOMA !!

The Government Land Reservation of 25000
acres. Old F To be thrown open

ort Supply.

The Lackawanna route from New York
to Buffalo and the West has been makin
the announcement that one might travel
the whole length of its road, and not soil
a white vest. The writer tried this the
other day and sure enough the trip on the
Lackawanna Limited left his linen in bet-
ter eondition than it would have been after
a day’s running about in the city. The
value of such service to ladies is obvious.
This unique service is made possible be-
cause hard coal is used exclusively in the
passenger service. It is useless to speak of
the scenery of the mountains as we traverse
them all day—such a relief from the dull
monotony of the flat country and its weari-
some sameness. It’s the luxury of travel.—
The Evangelist. i

Sized Him Up.

“A man is known by his works,” declared
the irrespongible reformer, who was ad-
dressing a large and enthusiastic audience.

Yours must be a gas works!” shouted a
rude, uncultared person who' decupied a
back seat.—Baltimore American. '

Opportunity doesn’t have to knock more
than once at any man’s door. No matter

somebody in.—Brooklyn Life.

how many she finds out, she is sure to find |.

When we've three-cent granylated—that’s whar you an’ I cum in! Tor setflement. F&Ry‘&wf‘}ﬁh‘ﬂﬂﬁﬂ&%,&
1 3 .
Doesn’'t Soll a White Vest, ~F -y HJO;N’MADE'

N\ ™ = oo 2 o a2 o

wsrte.| WOODWARD & CO.., GRAIN COMMISSION

Orders for Future Delivery Executed in All Markets.
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