
WINTER ON THE HILLS. ? 
What do the city housellngs know * 

Of Winter hale and hoar, 
Who crouch beside the back-log's glow, 

Behind the battened door? 

Not theirs the wonder of the waste— * ; 
White league on league outrolled; 

Not theirs 'neath spacious skies to taste 
The tonic of the cold! 

Not theirs the North Wind's breath 
breast / • i 

Till each vttk tingles warm 
The while he drives along the west • 

The horses of the storm! 

Kot theirs the snows as soft as sleep --
That hill asd hollow hood; ^ f 

Nor the oaacular silence deep 
Within the druld wood! 

Not theirs by night, undlmmed, to mark 
The spangles of the Bear: 

Nor through the dark from arc to arc 
The pale auroras flare! 

Jfot theirs to share the proffered part ' 
Of wealth he holds in store; :'-x« 

Not theirs to know the constant heart , 
Of Winter hale and hoar! 

—Clinton Scollard, in N. Y. Independent. 

to 

WHEN RETRIBUTION CAME 
TO CAIN 

• By Walker Kennedy ' 

CAIX brooded all the afternoon in 
the secluded hollow among the 

lulls. Beside him lay his brother, so 
fair, so beautiful, so still that a wintry 
coldness crept through his own body 

the thought of him. Sometimes an 
awe fell upon him at Abel's failure to 
answer his angry questions, and > he 
grew wild at his obstinacy. But Abel 
would awake; He must awake. Cain 
would wait until speech came back to 
the bluish lips. And so he lingered, al
ternately thrilled with horror at the 
change he had wrought in his brother; 
then nervous with rage at the tender 
life he had so cruelly marred. 

The sun sank toward the sky line. 
Its heat beat seethingly upon the rocks' 
which walled the lonely glen. The sky 
above was -lovingly blue. His broth
er's flocks grazed in peace upon the 
hillside, suspecting nothing. Back of 
the hills the mountains lifted high their 
aerial diadems. The sun. sank lower, 
and evening was coming on. How sad 
the motionless palm tpeea looked! 
Something was gone. He must awake 
his brother. Now that the madness 
had died out of him, his heart grew 
warm toward Abel. They would go 
home laughing together. 

"Awake, my brother, awake," he said. 
"Why dost thou trouble me thus? I will 
sever deal with thee so again. Come, I 
will help thee drive thy flock home. 
Be not so still, Abel, but let me hear 
thy laugh." 

But the dead spake not. The blue 
eyes continued to look beyond him at 
the vacancy of the blue sky; and no 
tremor of life raa through the white 
limbs of the stricken man. Cain shook 
him gently, and then with passionate 
vigor, but the pallid body lay limp in 
his arms, and he knew that his brother 
had gone before him, leaving but this 
silent semblance behind. But whither 
had he gone, and what was it that had 
gone? 

Fear entered his heart like a knife. 
The sun had sunk low, burning its 

fires to a lambent blue the other side 
of the hills. The birds sang plaintive
ly in the twilight; and then another 
sound fell upon his ears, filling him 
with speechless dread. 

The sheep upon the hillside were 
bleating for their shepherd. 

What should we do? He went to the 
mouth of the glen and looked out upon 
the plain. Yonder in the distance was 
the habitation of his father and moth
er. He shuddered at the sight of it. 
As one who walks in his sleep he left 
the glem and was making his way 
down the hillside, when a question was' 
whispered to hia: 

<• ?. "Where is Abel, thy brother?" 
/vAnd before he thought, he answered 
aloud: 

"I know not; am I my brother's 
keeper?" 

Then he glanced about to see to 
whom he had made reply. Had he an
swered the evening wind, or yon
der golden-dyed cloud, or some spirit 
of the mysterious hills? 

He could not tell, for no one was there, 
no shadow even of a presence. But that 
question stirred the depths of his be
ing, and he knew that when, he re turned 
to his father and mother they, too, 
would ask him what of his brother. A 
storm of madness came upon him. 
Ahead of him lay the Land of Rest, 
through which ran the river that 
£ings. Never more oould he go that 
way. Never more could he meet his 
mother's eyes; never more lay down in 
his father's tent. 

And so, forsaking the beaten track, 
lie fled around the hills, scrambling 
from rock to rock, from brake to brake, 
striving at every step to place behind 
him the Land of Best. He came to a 
pass that ran along the brow of a 
precipice, aftd he fled into a grewsome 
defile which rounded into the haggard 
and stony recesses of the hills until 
it seemed lost, and he was cut from 

' eight of that hated Land of Peace. 
The stars flickered in the silvery veil 

Of the twilight, and he flew as one ac
cursed. Thorny shrubs, prickly vines 
and bristling cacti lacerated his bare 
limbs, and with blood trickling from 
a hundred smarting wound* and a fury 
•of escape in his brain, he fled like some 
frenzied animal pursued by fearful foes. 
Angry mountain streams tried to 
thwart his progress, but he plunged 
recklessly through their cold waters. 
HifcKing cataracts impeded his way, but 
he dashecT blindly into their seething 
spume, and climbed over their slip

pery, moss-covered 1>—Ins Nothing 
held him, nothing frightened him, 
nothing daunted him. It waa what was 
left behind that caused that terror in 
his heart; the dangers and darknesses 
ahead were a joy to him. 

Deeper and deeper be went into the 
unknown ways of the hills, faring 
along dizzy abysses and sleek ascents 
till night came tipon him, yet gave him 
no pause. He was grateful for being 
now in the blessed land of shadows. 
Ere long luminous eyeballs gleamed 
upon him as he pushed onward, but the 
madness in his veins repelled them, 
and he could see them fleeing in an
imal terror from him. Writhing things 
coiled in his way and hissed vengefully 
at him, but slunk away at his swift 
coming. Even the glow worms in 
the grass paled at his presence, and the 
songbirds of the night were silent as 
bis feet went scurrying through the 
grass. It seemed to his shivering soul 
that all nature looked upon him- as a 
fearful thing—a thing exiled ac
cursed. 

Then the moon came up, and the 
leaping cascades and angry mountain 
streams glowed pallidly. Livid mists 
of green flame rose from the earth 
and suffocated the forest ways. But 
the tortured man kept on, for rest was 
not in his soul-;' only the passion for 
flight. And all the while he was go
ing upward and toward the far line 
that marked the mountain tops where 
they met t'he sky. . 

Steep and rugged was the way, and 
he knew not what was beyond. The 
great trees fell off, and a thin, starved 
growth succeeded; then a wilderness of 
jagged stones, bare of aught save lichen 
embroideries. But he passed on swift
ly, a racing, shadow, knowing no fa
tigue, no pain; until he reached the 
top of the ridge; and there he paused 
and looked ahead of him, at the stars 
firsthand then at what lay at his feet. 
The mountain sloped down into what 
seeined to him a cloudy void; and now 
the impulse that had taken him up
ward took him down the sides of the 
hills. i He felt that he had put a bar
rier betw&ei/ himself and the Land of 
Best, and gradually there stole upon 
him a sense of dreamy fatigue; yet he 
proceeded downward, until he saw 
lights gleaming at intervals on the 
plain. 

He stopped be§ide a tiny rill of water 
to refresh himself. A bank of moss, un
der a large acacia tree, invited him to 
rest. He kneeled down and quenched 
bis thirst from the clear, trickling 
stream; and almost as a tired child, he 
dropped upon the mossy bank. Then 
merciful sleep blotted out the crime 
of the first murderer. 

He slept until far into the coming 
day. Once a lion came to the stream 
to drink, sniffed at the heavily-sleep
ing man, and.then in a hangdog way de
parted. Some noisy birds flitted about 
him on a tour of inspection, and with
drew, chirping excitedly, to their fa
vorite tree. But he lay there, brawn-
ily, wildly beautiful, and slept as if he 
had never slept before. Toward the 
evening there came one, half affrighted, 
who put an end to his slumber. He 
awoke at the call of a voice, and looked 
up to find a woman bending anxiously 
over him. * 

"My mother," he murmured, half a-
dream. 

"Nay, not thy mother," answered the 
sweet voice of' the woman, as she drew 
back timorously, yet laughing shyly. 

He-raised himself and looked at her, 
looked anxiously, wonderingly at her 
white and rounded beauty. Never had 
he seeb aught like her, though her 
eyes spok6 to him of the brother whom 
he had loved and slain. But a certain 
sadness haunted those eyes and ttoined 
itself in a shadowy way around her 
mouth; and, at his eager gaze, a blush 
came into her face and spread itself 
in pale rose waves over her face and 
neck. 

"Do not flee from me as> all things 
else flee. Bide here awhile that I may 
look at one who seems kind. Let me 
breathe this unknown sweetness and 
help me drive this heaviness from my 
heart." 

"Thou hast come from a far country," 
she ventured to say, reassured. 

"Knowest- thou such a place as the 
Land of Best? Thence I came." 

"I know it not. It must be across the 
Hills of the Sky, which none of our 
people have ever ascended." 

"I seek the Land of the Forgotten. 
May this be it?" 

"Nay, this is the Land of Wander 
ing." 

"Then it is here, perchance, that I 
n.ust spend my life." 

He buried his face in his hands and 
mused; and the woman, seeing him 
thus in reverie, slipped noiselessly 
away, as if she would escape his pres
ence; . she had not gone far down the 
stream when she gave a cry that 
brought Cain wondering to his feet. He 
had thought that she was still beside 
him, but to his surprise he beheld her 
at some distance, and "in deadly peril. 
A great bowlder, loosened by some 
action of the wind or water from its 
place higher up the mountain, was 
rolling slowly downward, its passage 
retarded now and then by a stout sap
ling or an outcropping scrap of rock. 

Each impediment gave way before 
it, and in a few moments it must reach 
the spot where, the woman, paralyzed 
with fear beyond all power of motion, 
stood directly in its path. The sight 
brought back to Cain that same resist
less fury which had come to him when 
he had slain his brother. 

He was on his feet instantly, but he 
could not reach her in time, for she was 
too far down the ravine—the bowlder 
was nearer. Thrilling with a new and 
imperious emotion, he sprang with a 
lithe leap across an intervening ledge 
to where the bowldet* hung for a mo
ment held back by a gnarled fir, and, 
instantaneously and unflinchingly set
ting his naked shoulder against its 
jagged sharpness, he heaved sidewise 
with superhuman might. 

The husre brown mass, swayed thus 

out of its balance, turned from its 
coarse and went plunging downward 
upon a new track, tearing it* wild way 
through brush and brambhes, but leav
ing the crouching woman safe to one 
side. As the thunder of its descent 
echoed sororously up from the far deeps 
of the valley. Gain, with • tremulous 
cry of joy to her whom he had saved, 
fell faint and quivering upon the sward. 
When he opened his eyes the woman 
knplt beside him, staunching a cut or. 
his-shoulder and touching his face with 
her stoft hands. 

"What is it I feel toward thee?" he 
said' after a little while. "It is some
thing so sweet as to be a pain. Leave 
me'no more, or, fairest child of earth, 
for I could not bear this pain in my 
heart if deprived of the sight of thee. 
Thou canst not depart from me again. 
Why, indeed, should I let thee go? Is 
there not strength enough left in the 
arms of Cain to hold so frail a thing as 
thou ? But no; thou disarmest me with 
thine eyes." 

The woman looked lovingly upon his 
dark beauty and his strength, and said 
softly: "What wouldst thou have of 
me?" 

"I know not—I know not," he said, 
helplessly, as one who longs, but longs 
for what he knows not. Then the dark
ness was> made clear in his mind and he 
thus concluded: "As my mother is to 
my father, so be thou to me." 

Though a woman, he knew she was 
not as his mother. Beautiful asshe was. 
he felt that there was something in her 
that corresponded with the fatal flaw 
in himself. Yet this did not repel him. 

It lacked some time of the falling of 
night when they descended into the 
plain, whose long grass waved mysteri
ously in the pale twilight, and, hand in 
hand, wandered until they beheld the 
outlines of a city with temples and tow
ers and palaces darkened against the 
sky. To him this was a wonder; but 
she told him it was there she lived, and 
thither he must go with her and no 
harm would befall him. 

And there he found toil that helped 
him forget awhile that deed in the 
lonely glen in the Land of Best. And 
she who had led him into the Land of 
Wandering became his wife. Of that 
union were born two sons, and, when 
Cain looked upon them, his soul often 
grew sdck within him, for one was like 
unto himself, and the other was Abel 
come back to life again. Strange to 
say, he loved the fair-haired boy with 
surpassing tenderness, and the sight 
of the dark-browed youth was almost 
hateful to him. And Adah, his wife, 
loved the laughing, blue-eyed boy, too, 
and saw in him the beautiful dream of a 
mother's love come true. 

And Cain waxed very prosperous. 
His great strength, derived from the 
wild woods, served him well in the be
ginning. This begot skill, and, after 
that, there came to him the sense of 
power over other men. In the course 
of time he became chieftain over the 
Shadowy City. Despite the crime that 
bad stained his soul, he had attained 
everything that the heart could desire, 
and he knew that he had mastered the 
wild demon within that had once risen 
and slain his brother. Could it be, he 
wondered, that he had done no wrong 
at all? 

One evening he had held a revel in 
bis palace in honor of the councilors of 
the city. In magnificence it had sur
passed anything of the kind ever given 
by a chieftain, and it was late before 
the guests had departed. Cain had dis
missed his slaves until the morrow, and 
he sat alone in the lpanquet-room medi
tating upon the splendor about him, 
and almost doubting the reality of the 
honors that had come upon him. But 
many as they, were, he knew that they 
did not satisfy his soul, for deep down 
in his heart whs ever a gnawing wish 
for a word out of the old days and for a 
glimpse of that secluded hollow in the 
Land of Best beyond the \Hills of the 
Sky. Even in the moments of his high
est triumphs the rocks and trees of 
that glen would come waveringly be
fore his eyes. 

While he sat thus moodily dreaming 
at the table, a young man entered the 
apartment noisily and stood before 
bim. He had evidently been under the 
impression that the hall was deserted, 
for he quailed at sight of it & solitary oc
cupant. Somewhat abruptly he saluted 
his father, and then his tremulous hand 
sought a glass, filled with red wine, 
which stood upon the table. Raising it 
to his lips, he drained it to the dregs. 

An unaccountable terror seized the 
soul of Gain. The frown upon the 
youth's brow, the madness in his eye, 
the disorder of his appearance, recalled 
something from the past, and he saw 
himself in the son who stood before 
him—saw his old self when the demon 
lived within him. Then a deadly intui
tion broke upon his mind, causing him 
to rise painfully and demand: 

"Where is thy brother?" 
The father's face was white as death 

while the youth hesitated, as if to evade 
the question, and then said, with a 
sneering laugh: 

"Am I my brother's keeper?" 
Intolerable pain, remorse, despair 

and murder passed over the face of 
Cain. He moved to spring upon his son 
and rend him to pieces, but his inten
tion was stayed; a look of intense and 
hopeless agony flitted across his face, 
he tottered and fell dead amid the wine 
cups of the table.—Saturday Evening 
Post. 

. .• .:-j" Unfamiliar. 
Appleby—How does your wife like the 

mw sealskin jacket you bought her? 
Foxly—I haven't seen much of her 

lately. ' »• 
"How's that?" 
"She's- been so busy calling on her 

friends."—Illustrated American. 

"• That Waa the Bmwi. 
—-Boy—Mr. Smitters wants to know if 
you'll lend him an umbrella. He says 
you know him. 

"You may say that I do know Kim, 
He will probably understand why you 
didn't bring the umbrella." — Stray 
Stories. * f. . >•-

PUHGBNT PARAGRAPHS. 

Pawson—"A woman seldom has a 
good bead for figures." Sharpe—"No, 
•he never seems to know her own age." 
—Fun. 

Lacked Interest. — Buswick — "Old 
Stubbins had a very slim funeral." Van 
Brunt—"Yes; the will was read the day 
before."—Philadelphia North Ameri
can. 

There are times in. a man's life when 
the whole sky seem* rose colored and 
this old, dull world a paradise. One of 
these is when he has discovered a shil
ling in the lining of his last winter's 
wtfistcoat.—The Bival. 

"I've 'eard people say as ther young 
squire 'as a takin' face* but I'm blowed 
if I can see it." "Lordyl You shud 
'ave been at the larst club feed and seed 
'is happetite—you'd a-known then that 
it was true!"—Judy. 

"You wish to see me, Mr. Spoonerf 
"Yes, sir. I have a question to ask—a 
question upon the answer to which, to 
a great extent, the future happiness of 
my life depends. Will you—will you be 
my father-in-law?"—Pick-Me-Up. 

Lady (interviewing housemaid)— 
"Why did you leave your last place?" 
Housemaid—"Because the master 
kissed me, mum." Lady—"And you 
didn't like it, eh?" Housemaid—"Oh, I 
didn't mind it, mum, but the mistress 
didn't like it."—Larks. 

Out of Place.—Mabel—"I'll never in
cite Fan Billiwink to a box party at the 
xheater again as long asiI live! Never!" 
Maud—"Doesn't she know how to be
have?" Mabel—"No. She keeps say
ing: 'Hush! I want to hear the play.'" 
Chicago Tribune. 

Making Allowances.—"Don't you ad
mire Wagner?" asked the young woman 
who is fond of music. "Yes," answered 
the young man with wide ears, "he was 
all right for his day, but we can't form 
a fair estimate of what he might have 
done if he had had the chance. Bag-
time wasn't invented when he wrote."— 
Washington Star. 

-INSTINCTIVELY OBEYED. 

WKj! '.."'foi' 'f *• . grt, « W.*"- S. 

A Former Soldier's Singular mistake 
In a Cblcasro Eating 

House. 

He has served under the flag in a regi
ment of infantry. The late war served 
also to refresh his memory concerning 
the drill regulations and the orders 
given when a desired movement is to be 
executed. He was with a friend, also of 
military experience, when he entered 
a dairy lunch house in the business dis
trict. Long counters run along each 
side of the room, with a third curved 
in front in the center. Guests were 
seated at each of the counters busily 
disposing of food. 

The two friends moved down to the 
counter to the east, fronted by the 
piano stool accompaniment. They were 
about to take seats when a sound smote 
their ears which caused the soldier to 
perform like a trick monkey. One of 
the waiters shouted out instructions 
to the cook in the rear. The words 
jumbled and this is what they sounded 
to the soldier: 

"Guides—posts!" 
Hearing this the soldier backed from 

the counter, faced to the right and 
walked rapidly to the end nearest the 
door. Here he took position and care
fully gazed along the line of feeders. 
His friend, realizing that an instinctive 
military sense had moved the man, 
went after him. 

"What the dickens are you doing, 
Bill?" asked the friend. "This is no 
barracks nor parade; it's a hash foun
dry. Don't make a spectacle of your
self. Back with you." 

"Didn't that fellow yell 'Guides-
posts?' " queried the man in a dazed 
manner. 

"Queer how you soldiers think every
thing is for you," was the reply. "He 
yelled 'Dry toast,' if you must know."— 
Chicago Chronicle. 

John Gets Ahead. 
"John," she asked, cuddling up to 

him—for it was the seventh anniversary 
of their marriage—"what was the hap
piest moment of your life?" . 

"Ah, dear," he replied, "I remember 
it well. I shall never forget it. If I live 
to be a hundred years old that moment 
will always stand out as plainly as it 
does to-night." 

She sighed and nestled a little closer, 
looking longingly up into his honest 
blue eyes. After a moment's silence, 
she urged: 

"Yes, but, John, dearest, you haven't 
told me when it was." 

"Oh," he answered, "I thought you 
had guessed it. Surely, it ought to be 
easy enough for you to do so. It was 
when you came to me last fall, if you 
remember, and told me tftat you had de
cided to trim over one of your old hats 
so as to make it do for the winter." 
Then the celebration of the seventh an
niversary of their marriage became for
mal and uninteresting.—Keystone. 

. Balloons for the Dead. 
In his capacity of high priest the em

peror has to offer at least 46 sacrifices 
to different gods in the course of a year, 
and as to each sacrifice is dedicated one 
or more holidays, which must be passed 
by him in complete solitude, the miser
able monarch's time must be pretty well 
taken up. It is also a very strict re
ligious rule that his majesty shall of
fer in the course of every year many 
hundreds of silk balloons before the 
tablets of his ancestors, the unbroken 
line of whom extends back before the 
lifetime of Jesus Christ. These bal
loons are made of the richest silk ob
tainable, and several of the imperial 
silk manufactories are occupied t'he 
whole year through with the fabrica
tion of the material.—Pinang Gazette. 

How to Show Real Sorrow. 
Fond Mother—Tm very sorry to have 

to put you to bed without any dinner, 
but you were a bad boy. 

Freddy—If you're really sorry, ma, 
have something for dinner I don't like. 
—Stray Stories. 

COMFORTING WOBDS TO WOMEN. 
Chair anditaTortorMlCaybo Avoided by Wc 

Heed Mrs. Pinkham's Advioa. 

Woman's modesty is natural; it is charming. 
To many women a full statement of their troubles to a male physician is al

most impossible. The whole truth may be told to Mrs. Pinkham frnimrt she 
is a woman, and her advice is freely 
offered to all women sufferers. 

Mrs. O. B. Ladd, of 10th and H 
Sts., Galveston, Texas, whose 
letter is printed below, was 
completely discouraged when 
she 'first wrote to Mrs. Pink-
ham. Here is what she says: 

"DeabMbb. Pinkham:—I 
wrote to yon some time ago, 
telling yon of my ills, but 
now I write to thank you 
for the good your remedies ' 
have done me. I have used 
two bottles of Lydia IE. 
Pinkham's Vegetable Com
pound, three packages of 
Sanative Wash, and one box 
of Liver Pills, and to-day I 
call myself a well woman. I 
suffered with backache, con
stant headache, whites, sick' 
stomach, no appetite, could not 
sleep, and was very nervous. At 
time of menstruation was in ter- < 
rible pain. Your medicine is 
worth its weight in gold. I never v ffi1 

can say enough in praise of it. Ihave fl 
recommended it to many friends. If only 
all suffering women would try it, there would be 
more happy homes and healthy women. I thank 
you for the change your medicine has made in me. ,n-« 

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound and Mrs. Pinkham's advice, have 
saved thousands of women from hospital operations. ' 

The lives of women are hard; whether at home with a ceaseless round of do
mestic duties or. working at some regular employment, their daily tasks make 
constant war on health. If all women understood themselves fully and knew 
how exactly and soothingly Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound aeto 
on the female organs, there would be less suffering. 
ljdlaB.Pliikliain'sVesetat)leCoinpoinid;iWoiiiai'sBeaie(lyrorWoBiai'sIIls 

Truly Loved. 
Mrs. Adsley—My husband is very good to 

me. He always accompanies me to church 
on Sundays. 

Mrs. Darling—That's nothing. My hus
band looks> under the bed at my request 
every night.—Chicago Evening News. 

None to Tarn Over. 
"I thought you were going to turn over a 

new leaf, John," she said. 
"I was," he replied, "but I find I can't." 
"Why not?" 
"There won't be any new leaves until 

spring."—Chicago Post. 

Kleptomania. 
Molly—Jack stole something from under 

my very nose while we were down at the 
shore looking at those fishing boats. 

Dolly—What was it, a little smack?— 
Somerville Journal. 

A Sad Case. 
"Was Beatrice weeping because her hus

band had appendicitis?" 
"No, she wept because he didn't get it un

til it was out of style."—Chicago livening 
News. 

The Savage Bachelor. : 
"As soon as a woman gets fat," says the 

Savage Bachelor, "her next move is to get 
a photograph taken that looks like the front 
or a butcher shop."—Indianapolis Journal. 

He who sows thorns must not go barefoot. 
'-Spanish Proverb. 

"Beloved," he cried, throwing himself at 
his wife's feet, "we have lost all save hon
or!" The woman pressed her hand to her 
streaming eyeB ana wept as if her heart 
were breaking. "How awkward!" she 
sobbed. "Just the thing we don't need if 
we've got to dead-beat1. Verily, it seemed 
that a relentless fate pursued them.—De
troit Journal. 

"Don't you hate to have a man tell you the 
same story twice?" "Yes; especially if it ia 
the one that I told him."—Chicago Daily 
Record. 

Tommy—"Paw. what is a joint snake?" 
Mr. Figg—"The kind a man gets from fre
quenting joints, I reckon."—Indianapolii 
Journal. ' 

A girl wearing one glove may have two, 
all right, but she may have a ring on one 
hand.—Washington (la.) Democrat. 

The trouble with so many people is they 
know so much that does them no good.— 
Washington (Ia.) Democrat. 

Strangely enough the "better half is not 
the one who does the betting.—L. A.. W. 
Bulletin. . 

It seems queer that a playwright should 
frequently get a play wrong.—Chicago Daily 
News. 

A good man's son inherits poverty.—Span
ish Proverb. 
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Society 
Women 

And.in fact.nearly all ^ 
women who undergo 

i & nervous .strain, are 
compelled to regret
fully watch the grow
ing p&lloT of their 
cheeKs. the coming 
wrinkles and thinness 

r that become more 
distressing every day. 

Every woman 
iknows that ill-health 
is a fatal eoemy to 
beauty and that good 
health gives to the 
plainest face an en
during attractiveness. 

' Pure blood and strong 
nerves — these are the 
secret of health and 
beauty. 

DT.Williams' Pink 
Pills for Pale People build up and purify the blood and 
strengthen the nerves. To the young givl they are invalu
able , to the mother they are a necessity, to the woman 
approaching fifty they are the best remedy that science 
has devised for this crisis of her life. 

Mrs. Jacob Weaver, of Bushnell, 111., is fifty-six years old. She says. •• 
"I suffered for five or six years with the trouble that comes to women at 
this time of life. I was much weakened, was unable, much of the time, to * -. 
do my own work, and suffered beyond mypower to describe, I was down- V v 

hearted and melancholy. Nothing seemed to do me any good. Then I 
made up my mind to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for Pale People. .*'1, 

I bought the first box in March, 1897, and was benefited from the start. * 
A box and a half cured me completely, and Z am now rugged and strong." , 
—Btuknell (111.) Record. 

The genuine package always bears the full name to 
all druggists or sent postpaid on receipt of price 50* 
per boxby the DT. Williams Medicine Co, bchcneitady.WY 
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FOR 14 CENTS 
We wish to gain this year SOOLOOO 

Be* ooitomnh and mm oner 
1 Pkjr. IS Daj Radish. 10c 

" Long Lightn'g Cucumber 10c 
1 " SslserVBest Xettnce, lto 

I" CaliforniaFisTomato. Mo H Early Dinner union. luo 
S " BrUBant Flower SeML_Uo 

Wertfc ei.eo, far 14eeata. fEwi 
AboT. 10 pkga. worth $1.00, we will 
mail TOO free, together with our 
gnit Plant and Seed Cat»l< 

.. a yoa ones try Maiser's 
•eedsyouwillnevergetaloiigwith; 

ontthem. Onion Meed 68c. and 
ips lb. Potatoes at SI.2U 
a Hal. Catalog alone fic. No. K. BlUBR SEES CO.. U IVOMt, WIS. 

mnmniimiiH--» 

CANADA IS A BIG COUNTRY! 

i,yt_ j i t  -u 

With a variety enough to 
suit almost any kind of a 
settler. The farmer will 
And lands suited- to any 
branch of agriculture. 
The stock-raiser will And 
grazing' lands in such 
quantities tbat he will 
never be able to pot m 
fence around all of them. 
This Is tbe way in which 

a Minnesota editor concludes bis remarks on a re
cent trip made through Western Canada. Particu
lars can be bad by applying to the Dcpabtmknt or 
TBI INTKBIOB, Ottawa. Canada, or to BEN. 
DA VIES. 1M B. Third Street, St. Paul. Minn.; W. 
RITCHIE. Grafton. N. D.; T.O. CUBB1E. Stereos 
rant, wis. 
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CONSTIPATION 
"I have gone 1* days at a time wttboat a 
•snmsl oT the ktweli, not being able to 
mora them except by using hot water injections. 
Chronlo constipation for seren years placed me In 
this terrible condition; during that time I did ev
erything I heard of .but neTer found any relief; such L-
was my ease until 1 began using CA8CABKT8L I FT 
now have from ona to three passages a day, and If 1 
was rich I would give UOO.OO tor eaeh movement; It 
iasaeha relief.'* Ayluebl.hoot. 

U8B BusseU St.. Detroit, Mleh. 
gssi|KWi 

CANDY 
CATHARTIC 

TWADI MARK 

_Pleannt, Palatable. Potent, Taste Good. Do 
Good, Never SlckenT Weaken, or Qripe, 10c, 30c, SOe. 

... CURB CONSTIPATION. ... 
IwBfgeUr Clansr,CM—e.BaMwal.BufTesfc. 


