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IN A MOUNTAIN FIRE. 
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• A MOUNTAIN fire at night—that 
/\ was t^he sight which Louise'Elt-> 
ham, a visitor from'the prairie states 
to het uncle's home in California,„was 
regardihg with awe and admiration. 

"Let's ride up and take > a nearer 
view,'' said her Cousin Phil. "You will 
never see. any thing, like this in Illinois 
—npr very often here, for that matter. 
There isn't a bit of danger. Prince 
goes easy and isn't ̂ skittish, and we'll 
just go up on one of the foothills where 
we can see it ali. Get your thickest 
cloak, though, for It's chilly, and you 
don't want to freeze oU one side while 
you roast ori the other." 

Nothing loath, Louise ran for her 
wraps, and very soon they were gal-*' 
loping toward the blazing mountains. 
How light it wbs! ' "It is like my pic
ture of 'The Last days of Pompeii,'" 
Lollise panted, "Only this isn't doing 
any harm;" 

A wagon came clattering toward 
them, and Phil drew up suddenly as 
he recognized the lady who drove. 
"Good evening, Mrs. Hastings! Why, 
you are not burned out, surely?" 

Mrs. Hastings laughed, hysterically. 
"The house was all right when I left, 
but I don't suppose I shall ever see it 
again. The sparks were falling in 
showers then.' Mr. Hastings and his 
brother insisted on" my coming out 
with the colts before the road was 
blocked by the fire. They said they 
could gt> over the eastern ridge, by the 
cattle-trail and out by Wilson's road, 
if they were delayed too long. .Our 
pretty home—" 

She choked, but almost instantly re
covered herself, and askpd hurriedly: 
"Is your mother at home? I think I'll 
drop in on her until the matter is set
tled," she drove on. 

"Poor Mrs. Hastings!" Louise sighed. 
A fire starting in one of these gulches 

or canyons rushes up it as flames rush 
up a chimney, but the steep rock walls 
on either side often confine it. Though 
the cleft just westward of the Hastings 
place roared like a fiery furnace, their 
ravine was still dark and unharmed. 
Phil looked up it longingly, but dared 
not take his cousin in, for the house 
was some half mile up the: canyon, the 
road thither was a bare cut through 
tangled thickets, and if the lire once 
started there it would be impossible to 
get back. Yet he was aching to go to 
Mr. Hasting's assistance. 

"Here's just the place, Louise. Come 
on," he cried, turning up a cattle-path 
to the top of a partially detached knoll 
to the eastward. "You can see it all 
from here, and yet be perfectly safe. 
If Prince gets restive, throw your 
handkerchief over his eyes. Don't go 
any nearer. I'll be back presently, but 
I want to run up to the Hastings'. 
You don't mind, do you?" 

Louise did mind, but would not say 
so, knowing how much the Hastings' 
needed help, so a moment later she w^s 
alone on the stony knob. Almost in 
the next moment, it seemed, she found 
herself listening to the distant barking 
of a dog. Louise loved dogs and recog
nized this at once as the voice of a large 
one, frightened, angry and appealing. 
It was up the canyon eastward of the 
Hastings ravine. She had been up that 
trail once with Phil and Mina. 

There she had seen a small, rough 
shanty, and two small toddlers playing 
with a great dog, half-hound, half-bull-
dog, which Phil informed her was the 
terror of the neighbors and the de
voted slave and guardian of the chil 
dren. Was he now afraid of the fire? 
He had reason. If it swept up 'Hast
ings' canyon it could hardly fail to 
take Wilson's also. 

Then Louise felt her blood run chilly. 
Only that morning she had seen Wilson 
and his invalid wife drive by on their 
way to town, twelve miles away. Mr. 
and Mrs. Wilson, but not the children! 
Mina had told her that when the Wil
sons went to town they left the chil
dren locked up in the house. No won-
der poor Bose was barking frantically! 
He scented danger in the air, and his 
beloved little ones were unable to es
cape! 

"Phil! Phil!" Louise screamed, in 
voluntarily, but Phil was far beyond 
hearing, and liMfcdy there was a dull 
smolder of fire in the dead leaves be
side the road, where a spark had fallen. 

She sprang from her horse and 
crushed it out, but that could postpone 
the inevitable for but a moment or 
two; flames were showing over the 
western ridge, and other smoldering 
fires were visible* She could not reach 
Phil—there was not time to ride for 
help—yet clearer than ever she heard 
the frantic barking. Oh, the poor chil
dren, locked up in that little shanty 
with its roof of redwood shakes, dry as 
tinder! 

"Prince, we've got to try it!" Louise 
sobbed, springing back into the saddle 
and turning him to the eastward. 

Prince snorted as if he understood, 
and plunged down a steep cattle-path 
to the narrow trail that wound up the 
canyon. Half a mile of this cave-like 
glpom* the crooked trail so narrow that 
her outstretched arms might touch the 
branches on either side, and now, in
deed, Louise felt that she had rushed 
into the'jaws of death. A few moments' 
delay would .make return impossible, 
£iid pl|e knew no other? way out.'. 

Louise 'sprang from her panting 
horse. Sparks were flying in .clouds 

• overhead, aiuj the . air tvas filled.,with 
.. ttKp^lled roar of .fire,.. Hasting'g can: 

yon was alf ablaze. There wasn't a mo. 
ment to' lose. She rattled the rough 
door fiercely. ,.w 

A frightened little face showed itself 
at the wind'ow. 1 "Please'm, «We • aan't 
open tjie door. We're locked in, > and 
papa and mamma haven't'coihe home 
yet. Ain't it time?" j 

Louise looked desperately around for 
an ax to force the door. She could see 
clearly—it was too light, indeed, with 
itll. that,ruddy glow from the smoke-., 
clo^ids qbove. The great dog was watch
ing her suspiciously. "Now don't be 
angry, boy," she coaxed, a little nerv
ously. "We've got to' open the door, 
yon know, ..to get the babies out, or we-
shall .all burn up.together.". , 

Bose, harked and again flung his, 
whole weight against the flimsy dobr 
just as Louise founcl a light hatchet: 
She attacked the dobr'furiously. A 
strong man would have made short-
work of.it, but the girl was neither 
strong nor skillful, and though it shiv
ered and splintered it held fast for 
what .seemed a terribly long time. At 
last as she and Bose together threw 
themselves Against it,.it crashed in, 
and the dog bounded across the room 
to where a little girl about «i$ y$ars 
old was tryihg to hush the screams of 
a brother of three. 

The shanty consisted of but • one 
room, with neither door nor ceiling, and 
the fui'niture was of,the rudest descrip
tion. A few relics of better days "back 
east" contrasted oddly with the home
made stools and bedstead. Louise gave 
one glance at a fine inlaid stand and a 
handsome family Bible, but with that 
terrible half-mile of overarched wood-
road to traverse it was impossible to 
think of saving anything but the chil
dren. 

She caught up the chubby youngster. 
"Come," she said, cheerily; "let's go 
and meet mother." 

'The mountain's all afire! We 
shall be burned up!" screamed the 
little girl, clinging tighter, while the 
boy kicked and pulled Louise's hair 
with all his small might. Fairly des
perate now, Louise shook him into mo
mentary quiet, and said, sharply: 
"Gracie, be still! I'll save you both if 
you'll be quiet and mind me. If you 
don't I can't and we shall all burn up 
together!" 

The little maid gulped down her 
cries, and even unclasped one small 
hand. "I'll—be—good," she gasped, 
obediently. "Don't let me be burned 
"P»" 

But the spoiled baby only shrieked 
and kicked. ^ 

His little sister, trembling like a 
leaf, made a piteous appeal. "Please 
don't mind him. He don't know any. 
better, he's so little. O Johnny! please 
be be still, please! I'll give you my 
dollie, anything—but if you don't keep 
still—O Johnny, do listen to sister—we 
shall be burned up!" 

But Johnny was deaf to argument, 
and Louise had to, carry him out and 
exert all her strength to lift him on 
the horse. "Hold on tight," she said; 
but before she could lift Gracic also 
the little fellow rolled shrieking to the 
ground. Louise had to spring £^id 
catch the bridle or Prince would have 
been off. 

Master Johnny scurried back into the 
house and under the bed in spite of 
his sister's frantic appeals, for he had 
never been required to obey her or 
anybody else. Gracie ran after him, 
sobbing, and tugging frantically to get 
him out. Louise had to tie Prince be
fore she dared follow, s«ki at heart 
with fear. This spoiled baby's willful
ness might cost all their lives. 

By main force she dragged him from 
his retreat, enveloped him in blankets 
and bore him out, but on the door
step she paused. The breeze up the 
canyon, till now so cool and fresh, had 
suddenly become warm and smoky. 
The falling sparks had done their work, 
fires were already smoldering lower 
down the canyon. A minute more 
might see it ablaze. It would be mad-
ntess to attempt that- road now. She 
set Johnny down and looked around 
witli desperate coolness. 

Once started, the fire would rush up 
the canyon at race-horse speed. Over 
the westward cliffs the Hastings can
yon roared and flamed. To eastward 
the sky was dark, but the mountainside 
was a tangle of thorny vegetation, and 
she knew no paths. Gracie clung to 
her, sobbing, Bose whined and looked 
to her with appealing eyes, but John
ny fled back into the shanty and Prince 
was fast becoming unmanageable in 
his fright. Louise could have fainted 
in fear, but she fought her weakness. 
If she failed them, what was to become 
of these little ones? 

"Don't be frightened, Gracie. Keep 
cool, Prince, boy." She caught up an 
old coat and enveloped his head. "Poor 
Prince! It's a shame. I know I should 
go crazy if I .couldn't see the danger! 
Now, Gracie," Louise cried, nervously, 
"help me wet all the mats and blankets 
and quilts in the house—quick!" 

A barrel of water stood under the 
nearest tree. Into this Louise hastily 
plunged bedding and pieces of carpet, 
then, scrambling on an old box, with 
the help of the broom she spread them 
as well as possible over the flimsy roof. 

Suddenly she sprang down. "The 
pool below the falls under the-big bay-
tree! We may be safe there; and there 
isn't a moment to. lose. • Come, John, 
ny, we're going to the falls." , 

Once more she jerked the child from 
under the bed and carried him out, 
Now the air was close, and the can
yon walls echoed to the crackling of 
the. flames. Fortunately it was not far 
to the little pool, for .it took all the 
girl's strength to lead the terrified 
horse, and, the struggling boy. | 

"Black man under falls—bogy man!" 
Johnny screamed, pulling back with all 
his might,and Gracie added^trenibling: 
"Mamma says there is a black man 
their? that eats little children; but you 
won't let him eat us, will you?" 

"If there ever was a black man there," 
said Louise, with composure, "of course 
.he's 'not there now—he's run away tiom 
;thefijeAt'. 

The "falls" were a mere dribble of 
.water down an almost perpendicular 
rock; the pool was not over three feet 

'4 

deep* and green slime lay alopj its 
edges! tiutJt was water, and it lay in a 
jioljow, with-, rock walls on three sides,' 
while over'it spreiid the green luxuri
ance of a great bay-tree. Louise drew 

long breath of thankfulness when 
she reached the stream. r 

"Here, Gracie, liold this youngster a 
moment. Now,'Prince, come and be 
tied to this tree. Poor old'horsie, ybu 
are . nearly scared to death with all this 
heat and rushing and roaring and 
crackling round you. But you are safe 
here. Bocks and water can't burn, nor 
this green stuff, either. Oh, you little 
scamp!'.' 

She was just in time to catch Johnny 
as he broke away from Gracie. This 
time she tore a strip from hiB apron, 
tied the restless ankles together and 
set him down beside the pool, scream
ing, but unable to make more trouble. 

"There, how! , Don't cry, Gracie, I 
didn't hurt'him, and we are safe here. 
Step telose under the tree. Look a.t Bose 
lying in the' pool. He knows how to 
make himself comfortable." 

The canyon was now a sea of fire. 
Great flames seemed to reach and 
eclipse the .pale stars overhead., The 
heat was intense, and the showers of 
sp&rks hissed in the water and scorched 
the ferns. ' Louise could see the thick 
foliage of the green-bay.shriveling in 
the hot wind. 

"But. rocks and water can't burn," 
she repeated, desperately. "And this 
heat can't last long." 

She dipped Gracie's wrap and her 
bwn into the pool, but Johnny , held 
his so tightly; and screamed so loud 
that she had to let that go. 

A frightened rabbit flashed past them 
up the canyon, and a snake glided away 
among the rocks. Louise wondered if 
they would escape. She dashed water 
over Prince's saddle and back, over her
self and the children. ' The heat was 
terrible. It seemed impossible to live 
except by lying flat. She tried to force 
Prince down, but he was too terrified 
to understand or obey, and she had to 
drop down herself. 

The flames seemed to shoot up both 
sides of the canyon now, netting a fiery 
bower against the sky. The rain of 
sparks made little Gracie, looking into 
the mirror of the pool, scream in ter
ror. "The water's afire, too!" she 
cried. 

Louise tried to reassure her, but she 
found herself glancing up apprehen
sively at the shriveling leaves of the 
bay-tree. They would soon cease to be 
any protection. "Lie flat, Gracie," she 
said, and once more dashed water over 
the children and horse. Then she 
dropped, panting and exhausted, on the 
verge of the pool, closing her eyes to 
the foe she coiild no longer fight. 

But scarcely a minute passed before 
Gracie exclaimed: "The fire's going 
out and our house isn't burned! It's 
just going to, though!" 

Louise sat up. The dry grass and 
leaves had burned out, the canyon was 
comparatively dark and the shanty was 
but just smoldering into a blaze. The 
wet blankets and rugs had protected 
its ropf, the great clump of callas and 
vines its sides; but these had been 
dried out completely, and the last 
shower of sparks,had accumulated. In 
an instant Louise was speeding toward 
it. There was a little water in the 
barrel. A few minutes' work with her 
saturated cloak sufficed to beat out the 
fire. 

"It's better than no shelter," Louise 
remarked, as she dropped on the door
step, utterly exhausted. "And ' their 
bedding isn't all burned up, though I 
wouldn't give much for the things on 
the toof; and I don't think I shall wear 
this cloak to church again. I wish I 
was safe at home in bed; but thank God 
the children are safe!" 

There came a patter of small feet 
and a shrill, wrathful voice. Johnny 
had succeeded in freeing himself, and 
returned in great indignation. "I'll 
tell my mamma on you," he declared, 
loudly. "You b'oke door in, and you 
dwag me off and you tie me up in de 
fire. I'll tell my mamma!" 

"You're welcome," Louise said, dryly. 
"You b'oke windows and burn house. 

I'll tell my mamma," Johnny reiterat
ed, angrily. 

Very cautiously Louise removed the 
blinding coat from her horse's head. 
She patted and soothed him, and was 
about to climb wearily into the sad
dle when there came a flare of torches 
and lanterns over the western ridge. 
She heard a woman sobbing wildly and 
{declaring she must and would go on to 
her poor children, while men seemed to 
be dissuading her. 

Then Louise heard Phil's voice, full 
of distress. "She would have been per
fectly safe where I left her, and Prince 
wouldn't run away. Whatever pos
sessed her to go wandering off? Ben, 
won't you go and see if she has gone 
home? I can't.face them if she isn't 
there:" 

•"O Phil!" this"girl called, "I'ni here 
all right. Is that Mrs. Wilson crying? 
Tell her the children are all right and1 

the house is standing. Bose! Down, 
sir! Don't you know your friends?" 
for the dog had bristled and growled 
angrily at Phil's headlong rush down 
the hill. 

"Why-in the world didn't-you stay 
whete I left you? Hastings thought 
sure you had tried to follow me, and 
been caught in the fire. Next time I 
won't bring you out." 

"You needn't.. I never went to see a 
mountain fire again; All. the tame, I'm 
glad I came this time. Yoii are,', too, 
aren't you, Bose? Ybu didn't hear hiiii' 
calling for help, did you, Phil? His 
barking brought me, and if Johnny had 
been half as sensible as his dog I could 
have had the children out before the 
fire caught "us. Don't be angry, Phil. 
I couldn't stay there and let them burn 
up without trying to save them." 

"Who's said anything angry? Only 
I didn't know you set up for a heroine." 

"It wasn't heroic," Louise answered, 
simply. "It was the only thing to do." 

But somehow she never could make 
the Wilsons agree with her, or Phil, 
either.—Youth's Companion. 

; SHE STOOD HIGH 

Her llame Bad Appeared In the 
| eletjr Colmn Ske 
t. Was Arrogint 

' Yj&t 
A family living in a North aide flat lately 

welcomed a new housemaid. • The girl, had 
just pome from Michigan and her appear
ance Wa? prepossessing. Soon after her ad
vent it was discovered that she was inclined 
to treat the family with a patronising air.' 

"Mary, you must do better, or I shall have 
to find some one to take your place," the 
mistress remarked the other morning; • < 

"I don't allow anyone.to speak to me that 
way/'^replied Mary, with a toss of her head^ 
'.-I'm just as good as ybu are, and-I want 
you to know if." 

Ma nr flounced out of the room and re
turned in two minutes with the weekly pa
per from her town. Among the social items 
was the following: 

_ Hansen has go 
to spend the winter. Miss Hansen is an ac 

"Mi88,Mary Hansen has gone to Chicago 

knowledged belle in the leading circles Of 
Sawdust Creek." 

Mary waited until her" employer had hnd-
tinie to' read the "personal," and then she 
said, with withering scorn: 

- "As I have always been accustomed to go
ing with the very best in my town, and as I 
don't believe' you ever have your name on 
the society page of the Sunday papers, I 
guess I can't afford to stay with you. 

The North side woman declared the do
mestic incident ' closed.—Chicago -Inter 
Ocean. -

A New Standard for Art. 
Mi's. Oldschool—I can't see anything 

of yr 
Mrs. Newrich-r-Why, my dear, tn< 

beautiful in. that Secession vase of 

over 60 of the loveliest dollars we ever had 

ours, 
ere are 

in it.—Jewelers' Weekly. -V<v  

Penalties of Fatherhood. 
Occasionally you will meet in this dreary 

world the father of a family of girls who 
wears a new overcoat, but you will never 
come up with such a father who can afford 
to have his teeth filled.—Atchison Globe. 

A tack of Capacity. '' 
"Isn't it wonderful that one .small head 

can carry all he knows?'* 
"No. The wonder is where he stores all 

he thinks he knows." — Cleveland Plain 
Dealer.- . -

Binrer Maa Than Wllhelm. 
"Der Kaiser," said Mr., Dinkelspiel, "may 

fe v "helm der Grosse, but, by clnminently, 
am Vilhelm der grocer alretty, Hein?"— 

Indianapolis Journal. -

Comparisons.—"What is the sensation of 
poing up in a balloon?" asked the reporter. 
•Precisely the opposite to that of coming 

down in one," replied the professor impres
sively.—Philadelphia North America. 

"You shall pay dearly for this!" he 
hissed, and the person addressed did, for 
it was the coal man, who had just deposited 
a ton in the cellar, who made the remark.— 
Philadelphia North American. 

Alas! the Mixture.—"Where did that 
chiid. get her peculair accent ?" "Why, you 
see, her father was a Dutch comedian and 
her mother a singer of coon songs."—Phila
delphia North American. 

"Were there no servants in the intelli
gence office?" asked the wife. "It was full 
of 'em," returned the lonely husband, "but 
they had all worked for us before."—Phila
delphia Inquirer. > - -

Don't take physic when you should take 
exercise.—Elliott's Magazine. 

ft MAGNIFICENT WOMAN 
Holds Up Pernna as the Ideal Rem

edy For Female Catarrh. 

Psnlag •( the Rone. a , Sf'o 
Bo soon u nature sees an improvement, 

there is a change. The candle gave way to 
electricity. Thespinning wheel to machinery, 
the horse to the automobile. The fact that 
Hostetters Stomach; Bitters has been sold 
for over half a century, proves its value. 
There is nothing .to equal it for stomach or 
liver trouble. It is Nature's own remedy, and 
the only one' to cure dyspepsia or weak 
stpmach. -• - '• -

^ • • Good -for Girls Only. •. 
Dewey anecdotes-relate that the* admiral 

traces his start in life tp. a severe whipping 
a school teacher gave-him, whereupon he r£ 
solved to lead a new life. This anecdote will 
be readout loud by the mothers, but i(-will 
not fool any boy. It is harder to'fool a boy 
than a girl with fairy tales.—Atchison 
Globe. , . t 

_ .— <— ' ' u'ri'/J 
Some of the Ing guns of the prize ring are 

only air-guns.—Chicago, Daily News. 

Mrs. Clara Makemer. 
Mrs. Clara Makemer, housekeeper for 

the Florence Crittenden Anchorage Mis
sion, of Chicago, writes the following 
letter from302 Chestnut street, Chicago: 

"Peruna is the best tonic I have ever 
known for general debility, a sure cure 
for liver complaint, and a never failing 
adjuster in cases of dyspepsia. 

"I have used it in cases of female ir
regularities and weak nerves common 
to the sex, and have found it most satis
factory." 

From early girlhood to the end of the 
child-bearing period few women are en
tirely free from some degree of catarrh 
of the pelvic organs. 

With Peruna the thousand and one 
ailments dependent upon catarrh of the 
pelvic organs can be wholly averted. 

"Health and Beauty" sent free to 
women only, by The Peruna Medicine 
Co., Columbus, Ohio. 

W. L. DOUGLAS 
S3&S3.50 8HOE8 jgyof 

Wortk t* to $S compare* with 
other makes,. 

Indorsed by over 
1,000,000 wearers. 

ALL LEATHERS. ALL STYLES 
THE SUUin km W. Ik Buck** 

Mi prill •!••>»< — >i*Hi. 
Take bo rabatltnta claimed 

to be aa good. Largettmalcera 
of <3 and HJSO ahoea In tbs 
world. Tonr dealer abonld keep 
them—If not. we will lend you 
a pair on receipt of price. State 

kind of leather, ilze and width, plain or can too. 
CataloKae B Fre*. 

W.L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO.. Brocktoa, MSN. 

COUGH SYRUP 
Cures Croup and Whboping-Cough 
Unexcelled for Consumptives. Gives 

quick, sure results. Refuse substitutes. 
Dr. SuirtPillscurtSilioutiutt. TVial,aoforsc, 

Juniper Kidney Tea 
Is wonderfully successful in curing all diseases 
of the Liver, Kidneys and Urtaary.Orgpns, 
Brlcht's Disease, Pain In the Back, Stone In the 
Bladder, Catarrh of the Bladder. Brick Dust 
Deposits, etc., and cures children of bed-wetting. 
Price M cents. For tale by all dealers and agents, 
or mailed direct* urepaia. on reoelpt of orloe. 
JUNll'KB RBMEDY COMPAMY. Clioaso, S 

•4 
*Vi >%'V7 .\+»$ 

h i a 

* } jf 
•A sJsL r ^ ii i t » 

"X is an m Wind 
That Blows Nobody Good.99 

• Thai sttulU *che or pjtfn or ujeskntss 
iathe "fflxuind" that directs your at
tention to the necessity of purifying 
your Hood by taking Rood's Sarsapa-
riUaThen your whole tab receives 
aood, for the purified blood goes ting
ling to every organ. It is the remedy 
for aU ages and both sexes. 

IplTft PemaaeitlyCrcd. Hofltaornorv-
r I I Oouaneasafterflratday'anseofDr.Kline'a 
Oreat«er*eJteatgrer. »»trial bottle and treatise 
free. Dr. K. H. HUNK. I>td.. 101 Area Bt-.Pliila.. Pa. 

FOB 30 DATS YOU CAK TBY IT FOB 10 CENTS. x 

PROMINENT PHYSICIAN READ 
WHATA 
las to siy. who has had 35 YEARS of aetiva Practioe of Madielnai 

. . T have never before in iny 35 years of practice of inedicine given my testimonial or recommen
dation to any patent medicine -• . _ ... r ie, but there is a remedy, the result.of which has comc 
observation; for there is no Disease which has so baffled the medical skill of all aj 

under my own ' 

tlsm and to findaReliable remedy for the same"-Atlast we ha«e found'it Tii™* *s"1>roM.'' mam£ 
raptured by the Swanson Rheumatic Cure Company, Chicago, 1IL The "5 DROPS," has proven 
itself wonderful for its curative power hi ~RheumatTs'm, notas a Temporary Reltever only, butto 

, give a Permanent Clare even. iu chronic cases. Sometime ago, I had 
amoiig others several Rheumatic cases under my treatment and pre* 

; . scribed for these .patients the very best Remedies which I skillfully se-
//; i lected, but without desirable results. I then heard of "5 DROPS'* and 

of its Wonderful Cures* and prescribed it to a few patients who found re* 
. lief from its use within a few davs. After that I prescribed it to a great 
number and tamy surprise, I will say that in the course of Two or Thres 
Weeks after they had used "5 DROPS" and "5 Drop" Plasters they 

MSmm were Cured* Amonarihepe were a few who had, for a number of year* 
flsHI mmmm- been suffenng.with Chronic Rheumatism, who had piloted themselte*;, 
mypr JK&nj'' ' around on Crutches. -They came to my office without Crutches and tolq 

, , me they were perfectly Weli. They give all the credit to "5 DROPS'-
[tuadk-iiauk.I S2t to *1? Drop'̂ Plasters and this is their testimony to the Swansoa 

,. . 4. Rheumatic Cure Company for their kindness and for the conscientious 
V * y w i n c h  t h e y  an placing these Wonderful Remedies among suffering humanity, which they 
told me to write to the Company as an acknowledgement. As I have seen the Curative Power of 

* DROPS and 5 Dr6p Plasters* in a great many instances, I can Truly recommend then 
and also that the firm is perfectly , honest and reliable to deal with. 
#( _ SWANSON'S c. A. JACKSON, Physician and Surgeon, Kearney, Neb., Aug. 29,1899. 
' 5 DROPS"' 8 tho J?0?,4 powerful specific-known. , Free from opiates and perfectly harm-
.. ** •'"•Vrw less. Relief Is usually felt the first night. It la a positive enrefor Kkeaw 
tlsm. Selatlea. Nenralrla. Dyipepula, Backache. AstliiM, WaylPeVer  ̂Catarrh? Me!?. 
l£$snesa, fteryoaaaeas, iVervoaa aad Nearalcle Hcadochea, Earache, Toothache, Heart 

veiling, La Grippe, Malaria, Creeping Nnaak - -

DROPS wr j 

U 
'•"J 

ibaeas, etc., etc. Weukneit, Croup, Swelling, 
THIRTY DAYS lorirartoenabie sufferers to give "5 DROPS" at least a trial, we will 

• ipj n[WW send a at5c samplebottle, prepaid by mall, for 10 eents. A sample bottle 
will convince you. Also, lanre bottles (30U dosesY tl.OQ. 3 bottles for 12.90. Sold by ns. druggists, and 
agents. AsteaU wanted la new territory. Write ua to-day. 

•WASSOS RHEUMATIC C1TKE CO., 1— to lOi Lake Street. CHICAGO, ".w-
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Is the Skin 5calp Hair and 
Hands Preserved Purified 

and Beautified by 
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It removes the cause of disfiguring eruptions, loss of 
hair and baby blemishes, viz*: The clogged, irritated, 
inflamed or sluggish condition of the PORES. CUTI-
CURA SOAP combines delicate emollient properties 
derived from CUTICURA, the great skin cure, with the 
purest of cleansing ingredients and most refreshing of 
flower odors, vi^o other medicated soap ever com
pounded is to be compared with it for preserving, purify, 
ing, and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair, and hands. : No 
other foreign or domestic soap, however expensive, is to 
be cdmpared with it for all the uses of the toilet, bath," 
and nursery. Thus it combines in ONE SOAP at ONE 
PRICE—namely, 25 CENTS —the best skin and 
complexion soap, and the best toilet and baby spipi ifi * 
the world... . _ '... ^ 

Speedy Curo Treatment tot Itching, Rurning, Scaly Humors. " 
-Hot Baths «|th COl'iOiittA SJOAP to etosase the akin, gentle aaoutlags with GDVICDBA . 1 

OINTMENT to heal the »kir. sad mild doses of CUTICURA RESOLVENT to eool the blood. .1,, 
Price, THE 8ET, J1.25; or, '/OAl\ 25c.; OINTMENT, SOo.; RESOLVENT (half-aUe). Me. Sold ' ' 
throughout tho world. POTTER DRU(J ft CHSX. CORP., Solo Props., Boston. "Hew It 
Purify and Beautify Baby's 8kln, Scalp, Hair, and Bands," fret. 
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