
TALtSl 
BOOKS 

books SELF AND SEX SERIES 
nave tola Subjects that ihuuld be understood 
Other thincr« *>y ''"J Pfr*on •“> lufortusUoo Oiner inings, pr©ptrly given which «b«uid not be 
but you have hidden by false or foolish modesty. 

Commended by hljrh'-st medical au- 

COmpaSSea tne th”rltlc« aud eminent people every* 

B00KS T0 MEN. 
EjfW ilTQ HuiS By SylvunuB btall, 1>.D. 
Editor La- What a Young Boy 

Ought to Know. 
What a Young Man 

Ought to Know. 
What a Young Huftband 

Ought to Know. 
^ jfr What a Man ol 43 

4 BOOKS u/o WOMEN*' I 
ElijffwBi Ir'ldlEj *n.{ Mr.. Kiumi K. A. Or.kr. Ml). 

What a Young Girl 

■IMMiHPI What a Young Woman 

What a Young Wile 

What a Woman ol 43 

Send for table of contenta. 

JUST INijTIME! 
JUST WHAT’S NEEUED! 
NEW ^BOOKLET OF 24 PAGES 

“Fifteen Reasons Why No- 
License Is Better Than 
License.” 

By Geo. W Aldrn, of Brockton, Mass. 

Concise, Explicit, Thorough, Con- 
vincing. Proves to any fair minded 
man that No-License is vastly bet- 
ter than License. Also equips one to 
successfully combat the usual argu- 
ments of the License advocate. The 
author has had many years’ experi- 
ence in no-license work and has met 
a demand in this booklet sure to be 
appreciated. Every no-license worker 
should send 10 cents in stamps to 
the author and secure this latest ad- 
dition to no-license literature. 

6 DAYS FREE TRIAL 

y no 
OEPOSI 

nu MONEY DOWN 
OOLD FILLED. GUARANTEED 10 YEARS. 

We want to loan you a pair of guaranteed 
Trusiglit Spectacles for six days free trial. All you 
need do Is to send your name on a postal card. 

We Send EREE the Perfect Trusieht Eye Tester. 
With It you can accurately test your own eyes. When 
you return the question blank with the results of your 
test we will send you the spectacles. Wear them C flays. 
Put them to every test and be SlIKE that they satisfy 

Sou in every way. If they do not satisfy send them 
nek and yon are out nothing. If they prove to be 

better than any glasses you ever tried, send us the 
special confidential price we will make to you which 
wilt be about o o-third the price charged by your local 
optician) and they are yours. 

TRUSIGHT SPECTACLE CO. Kansas Clty.Mo. 

Special Slaughter 
We have left on hand just 
four dozen 

Chafin and Watkins 
Watch Charms 

They are of fine workman- 
ship and will be valuable 
mementos of the great 
campaign just closed. The 
campaign price was 35 
cents. While they last we 

will dispose ot them at twenty cents each. 
“First Come, First Served” 

Order at once 
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OUT AND IN 

BY JULIA C. R. DORR 
A ship went sailing out to sea, 

A gallant ship and gay, 
When skies were bright as skies could be 

One sunny morn in May, 
The light winds blew, 
The white sails flew 

The pennants floated far: 
No stain I saw, 
Nor any flaw, 

From deck to shining spar! 
And from the prow, with eager eyes, 

Hope gazed afar—to Paradise. 

A ship came laboring in from sea 

One wild December night! 
Oh! never ship was borne to lee, 

In sadder, sorrier plight! 
Rent were her sails 
By furious gales, 

No pennants floated far;— 
Twisted and torn 
And all forlorn, 

Were shuddering mast and spar! 
But from the prow Faith’s steady eyes 
Caught the near light of Paradise. 

TSAR 

.. ■■ 

He stood by the kennel in old Dr. 
Gorham’s back yard in an attitude of 
deep meditation. There was one sub- 
ject for dog-thought lying right before 
him, and another lay only a yard or so 

beyond the first. 
The one was an empty “muzzle” that 

lay upon the grass, close by a couple 
of well-picked bones. The second was 

an equally empty steel collar, with a 

strong chain attached. 
Tsar was a dog to look twice at. 

His father had been a Siberian blood- 
hound and his mother an English mas- 

tiff, and Dr. Gorham would have 
trusted him to pull down a wild bull 
or to ring a church bell, if he could 
once have seized with his massive jaws 
the nose of the one or the ringing-rope 
of the other. 

Tsar made no audible remarks, but 
there was no difficulty at all in divin- 
ing his meditations. 

“They have fed me an hour before 
sundown, for some reason, and now 

they’ve gone off and neglected me. No 
muzzle, no chain, no master around, 
and all the country left open to me. It 
is a state of affairs to which I am not 
accustomed at this time of day. If 
there was another bone with meat on 

it, I’d know exactly what to do.” 
!!e put out a great paw and turned 

the muzzle over. Then he walked for- 
ward and smelled of the helpless collar. 
Then he peered solemnly into the ken- 
nel. There was a mysterv about the 
whole matter, and it seemed to suggest 
a visit to the front gate. That, too, 
was wide open, as a witness to the haste 
reouired by the summons of the last 
patient, and Tsar could therefore walk 
out and look up and down the shady 
road for an explanation of his own 
ease. He could not see any at first, 
for there was nothing to be learned 
from a flock of geese, three hens, and 
one stray calf. 

Tsar shrugged his shoulders to make 
sure about the collar, pawed his nose 
for a moment in memory of his muzzle, 
and turned for a look at the gate. 
There it was, with a very dingy old tin 
sign on one post, whose faded letters 
said “Hr. Hcber Gorham,” and with a 

very new tin sign on the other post, 
whose bright, fresh gilding announced 
“Dr. Hcber Gorham, Jr.” 

That was all right, and it occurred 
to Tsar that a walk would be good 
for his health. He acted on the sug- 

gestion promptly enough, but with dig- 
nity, as became a dog of his size; and 
no voice from the house recalled him 
as he marched away down the road 
towards the sea. A sniff of salt air 
would be just the thing for his diges- 
tion, after the hearty dinner he had 
eaten at the kennel. 

The sun was getting very low towards 
the horizon, and yet away down there 
on the rock at the head of the cove a 

curly-headed young lady of nineteen, 
or thereabouts, was still seated, bend- 
ing over a portfolio spread across her 
lap. From time to time she cast 
anxious glances from the lines she 
traced upon the sheet of Bristol board 
under her hand to the more and more 

shadowy island out there in the mouth 
of the cove. 

“That will do,” she said. “If I had 
time, I’d try to put in the sunset. Dear 
me. how late it is! It will be almost 
dark when I get home. It gets dark 
so quickly, nowadays, after it once 

begins.” 
She rose a little hastily, but she gave 

the island a very long, last look as she 
closed her portfolio—long enough for a 

bystander to have read her name, in gilt 
letters, on the leather cover—'“Percie 
Lee.” But no one was there to read, 
for a lonelier spot than that it would 
have been hard to find. 

Percie was in the road in half a 
minute more and she could but see 
that the shadows were lengthening 
rapidly. She reflected: “It is lone- 
ly for a little way beyond Dr. Gor- 
ham’s, but I won’t mind it from there 
to the village. I do hope I shall not 
meet Heber Gorham. I will not speak 
to him if I do. I won’t even see him. 
He has not called since he came back 
from Europe, and I hope he never will 
again. I detest him.” 

She said it with needless energy, and 
then began to walk briskly onward. 
She tried hard, too, to persuade herself 
that she was only wondering whether, 
in her sketch, she had made the horns 
of the cow bear a proper proportion 
to the upper branches of the tree on 
the island. She was really almost think- 
ing sincerely about the cow, and the 
cow alone, when she suddenly felt called 
upon to exclaim: 

“Oh. that dop!” 
To be sure, that dog. Tsar was on 

the other side of the road, and he did 
not seem to be taking any particular 
notice of her, but thus Percie truly re- 
marked of him: 

“He is perfectly enormous!” 
She forgot about the cow in an in- 

stant, but she did not speak her opinion 
directly to the dog. Neither did she 
think of sketching him, although he 
was certainly worth it. She seemed 
hardly to care to look at him. 

Tsar, on his part, had taken a good 
look at Percie Lee. He was not mis- 
taken about her for one moment. 

“Very nice girl. Well dressed. 
Pretty, too; but she’s out late. Most 
likely her family are friends of Dr. 
•orham. I must have an eye on that 

young lady. It is getting dark.” 
That eye was what startled Percie so 

dreadfully a moment later; for she hap- 
pened to look behind her, and there 
was that vast creature solemnly stalk- 
ing after her. 

“He is following me!” she exclaimed. 
Not a doubt of it, and the fact that 

he stopped or went on just when she 
did hardly seemed to help the matter. 
It was getting darker and more 

shadowy every moment, and Perdie 
would have been almost willing to run 
if she had not feared that if she did 
the dog would run, too. He appeared 
larger and larger every time she glanced 
behind her, until she was afraid to look 
again, and her breathing grew a little 
hurried. 

“Nobody’s any business to have such 

a dog! she gasped, in a whisper. “Its 
awful!” 

“She seems to be scared about some- 

thing,” thought Tsar. “Girls are apt 
to be timid. Ah! I see. It’s those 
ragged rascals coming down tiiewDad. 
Villainous looking vagabonds! ^Tjfcere 
is anything in this world that I himt it 
is a tramp.” 

That is a universal sentiment among 
dogs of Tsar’s social standing; but the 
three ruffians who were now approach- 
ing were either ignorant of that fact, 
or did not know that such a dog was 

so very near. 
“Dreadful men!” had been the un- 

spoken thought in the mind of Percie 
Lee; and it was followed bv a doubt 
as to whether she should ever again 
dare to come down to the cove. 

“I must sketch the island,” she said, 
“but I will come in the forenoon.” 

The three men were walking abreast 
now, and they were plainly determined 
not to turn to the right hand nor the 
left for Percie Lee. She had just time 
to grasp that terrible idea and to feel 
her heart jump, when one of them 
actually spoke to her. 

She never knew what he said, and 
her only reply, as she retreated a few 
steps, was an altogether unintended little 

1 
scream. It was not a loud one, and 
there was more surprise in it than fear, 
but it was followed by remarkable con- 

sequences. 
I sar had quickened his lordly pace 

full twenty seconds earlier, and, for 
some reason of his own, he had ad- 
vanced a little under the shadow of 
the fence; but his eyes had not wan- 
dered from the human beings in the 
road before him. His head and tail 
were raised a trifle, and there was a 

very peculiar expression on his broad, 
'miry face. There was no love of 
tramps in it at all. 

“Oh, now, we hain’t hurt you. You 
needn’t squall.” 

That was what the second of those 
three ruffians began to say, when an 

awful, wrathful, roaring growl, as of 
warning, sounded from some d*£fr* 
jawed cavern among the shado-^1? at 
the right of Percie Lee. It was fol- 
lowed, in one long, elastic, power-ex- 
pressing bound, bv a huge dark form 
that in one second more was crouching 
in front of her. 

The first and second tramp upset the 

NEW LIFE 

Found in Change to Right Food 

After one suffers from acid dyspepsia, 
sour stomach, for months and then finds 
the remedy is in getting the right kind 
of food, it is something to speak out 
about. 

A N. Y. lady and her young son had 
such an experience and she wants others 
to know how to get relief. She writes: 

“For about fifteen months my little 
boy and myself had suffered with sour 
stomach. We were unable to retain 
much of anything we ate. 

“After suffering in this way for so 

long I decided to consult a specialist in 
stomach diseases. Instead of prescrib- 
ing drugs, he put us both on Grape- 
Nuts and we began to improve imme- 
diately. 

“It was the key to a new life. I 
found we had been eating too much 
heavy food which we could not digest. 
In a few weeks after commencing 
Grape-Nuts, I was able to do mv house 
work. I wake in the morning with a 
clear head and feel rested and have no 
sour stomach. My boy sleeps well and 
wakes with a laugh. 

“We have regained our lost weight 
and continue to eat Grape-Nuts for 
both the morning and evening meals. 
We are well and happy and owe it to 
Grape-Nuts.” “There’s a Reason. 

Name given by Postum Co., Battle 
Creek.. Mich. Read “The Road to 

Wellville,” in pkgs. 
Ever read the above letter? A new 

one appears from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
interest. 


