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THE BETTER TIME 

Could young days last (or all our time, 
And change and chance be clever, 

Could what we have keep pure and prime, 
Nor fade our fortunes ever; 

Could joys that once like summer smiled 
Still every burden lighten, 

And lovely scenes, that once beguiled. 
Along our way yet brighten; -,/• 

' Could budding hopes in beauty bloom, <' ' 
Ere comes the time of dotage, 

Could every stalk, with tasseled plume. 
But have an ample fruitage; 

Could all the seasons bring us good, , 
And only good be given, f* ; f 1 

It well might then be understood, i 
That here on earth is Heaven. ' ; 

Sut this we know can never be. 
The fact needs only stating, 

S"or even blinded eyes can see S , 
The need we have of waiting; * 

The happy birds in early spring, . i' 
Back from the south come flyinf," > , ' 

But soon again are on the wing, v ' 
And summer time is dying; 

A little while, with softened skies. 
The earth grows warm and mellow, 

And then the beauty fades and dies , 
And flowers and fields are yellow; ( _ 

A little while and we are blessed, ! 
And every joy has greeting, 

Sut soon, with grief and care oppressed, 
We find that all is fleeting. ' '* 

' 4 "* 

And so the seasons onward run, 
And here is much of sorrow, I . 

Cur hopes must wait "the world to come," 
And blossom there to-morrow; 

To-morrow, that glad day and wide \ 
With bliss and blessing crowded, * , 

And peace and joy on every side, 
Shall never be beclouded; > ' 

There all our hopes, on lofty wing, 
Shall rise from death's dark portal, V, 

Exulting, with delight to sing 
The glorious song immortal; 

Uo blighting frosts shall chill that day. 
Nor climes nor changes sever, 

The friends that there, enrapt, shall stay, 
. Forever and forever. 
—V. M. Simons, in SpHngfield (Mass.) Re-

i, publican. - •. 
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g The Lace of the Empress j 

ACCORDING to the calendar of street 
songs, it was about ten years ago 

that Marquis de St. Pol sat by his open 
window mending his coat. 

Far down below in the street a hand-
organ was grinding out "McGinty," 
Which classic was then in its prime. 

The sound of children's voices singing 
and a husky shuffling of feet indicated 
an impromptu ball on the pavement, 
and the marquis leaned out to look. 

"They dance, my angel," he an
nounced as he seated himself again. 
"It is gay, the youth!" 

The marquise, who sat propped up 
in a big chair, smiled faintly, but did 
not open her eyes. 

"Art thou very tired, my dearest?" 
asked the old' man, anxiously, pulling 
the coarse thread with a jerk through 
the cloth. v 

"It is the spring air, Anatole." ' 
The marquis looked at her with tear-

prismed eyes. "It is the hunger," he 
thought. 

After a pause the marquise asked: 
"Hast thou no lessons to-day, Anatole?" 

"Only one. This great heat is too 
xnucli for rich people, dear." He spoke 
•with quite unconscious irony. "I must 
go now. Do you think you could eat a 
nice little ragout when I come home?" 

She hesitated. "If—if I couldl only 
have a little sweetbread timbale," she 
said, longingly. "But yes, my friend, a 
ragout will be charming." 

He kissed her good-by with a trem
bling mouth, and, carefully drawing on 
his old gloves, went out. 

"Une petite timbale de riz-de-veau," 
he muttered, stepping carefully over a 
baby who had gone to • sleep on the 
stairs. "Mon dieu, mon dieu!" It was 
very warm, the bricks steaming in the 
cun after a shower. 

The organ man had gone on, leaving 
an excited little group of children be
hind him. 

"Hello, Mr. de Poll," cried one of them, 
alittlegirl,carryinganextremely fat ba
by. "Mother was took up this morning, 
so I've gotter take care of all of 'em. 
But I'll go in to see Mrs. de Poll jes' the 
same. They took her off in the Black 
M'riar. It took four men to hold her," 
finished the child, proudly. 

When the marquis reached home that 
afternoon a strange sight met his eyes. 

The marquise sat as usual in her big 
chair, but her shabby, dark gown was 
almost entirely hidden by a delicate 
film of beautiful old lace. "Sapristi!" 
ejaculated the old man. 

His wife laughed. "I showed it to Su-
sette, but she did not even know who 
Napoleon was," she said. 

A pretty color was in her faded cheeks 
as she looked up at him. 

He sat down heavily. "It is very beau
tiful; shall I put it away?" 

"Non, cheri. Leave it a little longer, 
and let us forget that we are poor." 

The marquis winced. How could he 
tell her that his last pupil found the hot 
spring weather too enervating for more 
lessons? 

With a sigh he undid a parcel he had 
brought with him, and displayed a Lit
tle tin in which was the promised 
ragout. 

But the marquise could not eat it. It 
was greasy, and tasted like cat, she said,: 
trying to laugh. 

"Now, dear, if you will put the lace 
away, I will not put it on again; it 
makes me homesick. Oh, Anatole! 
Paris! The Bois, to-day! If we were in 
a carriage, driving down the Champs 
Ely sees! 

"And see the lights budding out in 
the sweet-smelling dusk! And then, 
dear, we'd go to a restaurant and have 
a timbale de riz de veau, and a salade, 
and a little Chablis! Oh, Anatole, it is 
dreadful to be old, mon ami." 

She put her head down on hj,s sjioul-
«Ler and they both cried. 

Presently the marquis rose and put 
the lace tenderly away in the little 
trunk, among the old camphor balls 
which had almost lost their odor. Even 

camphor-balls cost money. There was 
a little Madonna on a bracket 6ver the 
bed, and the two poor old exiles knelt 
before it and prayed, as they did every 
night. But the old lady only half-
finished her prayer. MI am so tired, mon 
cher. She will understand." 

Mrs. Morris Devereaux was just rub
bing her beautiful nose with a bit of 
chamois skin dipped' in fuller's earth, 
when a footman announced that Mr. 
de St. Pol wished to see her.. "Tell him 
I'm extremely sorry, James, but I am 
just , going out to dinner. And tell him 
that we are leaving town Monday, to 
save him from coming again. I sup
pose he wants to give me some more lesr 
sons, poor old man." 

"If you please, madam," answered the 
servant, hesitatingly, "I think some
thing is wrong with the old gentleman." 

"Oh! Very well, I'll come. Bring my 
cloak, Emily." 

The marquis was standing by a little 
table, on which lay a package. 

"Madam," he said, bowing low as she 
entered, "I have taken the liberty to 
present myself before you with some 
lace which—h'm—I should like to sell." 

Mrs. Devereux's face lighted uj>. "I 
am always glad to see lace," die an
swered. He broke the string of the 
package with nervous hands, and with 
an aTtistic instinct flung the lace over 
the back of a dark velvet chair. 

"Oh!" exclaimed Mrs. Morris Dev
ereux. , 

The marquis watched her anxiously. 
"It was given to my wife's grand

mother by the Empress Josephine," iie 
said. 

"Oh!" cried Mre. Devereux again. 
"Of course^ I will buy it," she added,-
touching the frost-like fabric lovingly. 
"But—a family treasure—" 

The marquis cleared his throat. "Mad
am, I will be frank. There are occa
sions when one's family feelings must 
be set aside," he said in French. "Cir
cumstances cause me to part with this 
tribute from a sovereign. I part with 
it more willingly to you, Mme. Dev
ereux, of whose famous collection I 
have heard. The lace of the empress 
will have worthy associates." 

She was too kind-hearted to 6mile. 
"I am very grateful to you, M. de St. 

Pol, for giving me such an opportunity. 
And now—the price?" 

A slow blush mounted the old man's 
face. 

"Madame, do you think $200 too 
much ? There are ten meters." 

"The lace is worth three hundred. If 
you will wait one minute," she added, 
some instinct prompting the words, "I 
will give you the money, to save your 
going to a bank." 

Five minutes later thiree $100 Mils 
were buttoned away under the thread
bare coat of the marquis, and his white 
head bent over Mrs. Devereux' hand. 

"Madame, I thank you," he said. "Al
low. me." And he kissed her fingers. 

As she put on her gloves she saw 
something sparkling there that was not 
a diamond. 

It was a tear. 
The next evening Mr. and Mrs. Dev

ereux gave a dinner. 
Mrs. Devereux was very beautiful, in 

a black gown covered with lace. "I 
bought it of the old Frenchman we all 

•I HAVE TAKEN THE LIBERTY 
*£•,- PRESENT MYSELF." •?' t 

TO 

read with last winter. You remeqaber, 
Molly?" 

Mrs. Peter Bispham looked at her en
viously. "I suppose nothing would in
duce you to part with it?" 

Mrs. Devereux set down her cham
pagne glass with a smile. 

"Nothing on earth," she answered. 
Just then James, the sympathetis 

footman, whispered to his mistress; 
"Mr. de St. Pol is there again, ma-

dame; he told me to ask you to come 
for God's sake." 
Excusing herself hastily, Mrs. Dev. 

ereux left the room. 
"Madame," cried the old man, as he 

entered the drawing-room, "I must 
have it again. It is killing her." Tears 
rolled down his cheeks. 

"I don't understand. Who? WAat is 
killing her?" 

"The lace, ma femme." He held out 
a roll of bank notes with a trembling 
hand. "She is very ill. We were poor, 
oh, so poor! And she wanted a tim
bale de riz de veau—and she needed 
wine and medicine. I had no more pu
pils, and I—I stole the lace and sold it 
to you. I have spent $20, and now she 
is crying for the lace and I can't com
fort her. Madame, I will work, I will 
pay you the rest. Oh, madame, she is 
old, we are both so old!" 

An hour and a half later Mrs. 
Devereux entered her own drawing-
room in a dark street dress .and hat. 

"I beg everybody's pardon," she said. 
"I was called away suddenly, and had 
no time to explain. Morris, dt> .you 
think they'll ever forgive me?" 

Her husband laughed. "I trust so. 
But where were you?" 

"That is a secret; but I have cried! 
A r e  m y  e y e s  r e d ? "  .  ' ' '  

"A little." * ^ 
"And you needn't envy me my lace 

a n y  m o r e . "  < • , , , ,  v > ,  
"Why? Was it stolen?" 
"No, but—it's going back to Paris 

next week."—Baroness Von Hutten, in 
Westminster Budget, „ . 
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THE CAPER SPURGE. 

Its Story ,aa Told la Bulletin No. 80 
-.of tli*Halted States Depart-
, •* A»Hooltar«. ..... 

This pl4*£ called also garden 
spurge, myrtle spurge, mole plant, "mol& 
weed, jmole tree, gopher .plant, anti-
gopher pl&nt, wild caper, caper bush', 
wolf's milk,, and springwort. 

Description and Where Found—This 
Is a smooth, herbaceous, milky-juiced 
perennial, two to three feet high, with 
a stiff erect stem, and opposite four-
ranked leaves, the lower of which are 
thickand oblong, the upper, thin, broad 
and heart-shaped. The flowers are 
greenish yellow and rather small. The 
three-seeded fruit is conspicuous. It is 

CAPER SPURGE. 
(A, Upper Half of Plant, One-Third Nat

ural Sise; B, Seed Capsule, Natural 
Sice.) 

a common garden plant, sparingly in
troduced into wet ground in California 
and Texas, and in the Atlantic states 
from New Jersey and West Virginia 
and North Carolina. 

Poisonous Properties — The fresh 
milky juice is exceedingly acrid and 
the fruit is highly purgative and pois
onous. When used as a household rem
edy it often provokes serious trouble. 
Women and children are not infre
quently poisoned by handling the plant 
and getting the juice on the face. Cat
tle are quite resistant to its influence, 
but they are sometimes overcome. 
Goats will eat the plant extensively if 
nothing better presents itself, and it 
is said that their milk then possesses 
all of the venomous properties of the 
plant. When applied to the skin the 
juice causes redness, itching, pimples 
and sometimes gangrene, the effect 
often lasting more than a week. The 
seed taken internally in overdose will 
inflame the mouth and stomach, and 
eause intense diarrhoea and vomiting. 
If the dose is sufficient there will be 
nervous disorders, unconsciousness, 
general collapse and death. 

OATS AFTER 0AT& 

llow to Maintain the Fertility of Soil 
on Farms Where the Condi

tions Are Unfavorable. 

All farmers know that oatfe are an 
exhaustive crop, and also -one that it 
is especially hard to get a clover or 
grass seeding with. Where winter 
grain is not grown, and oats are the 
chief small grain grown, one failure to 
seed is apt to be followed by others, 
until the land becomes so exhausted 
that neither oats nor grass can be 
grown. Most of these failures to seed 
with spring grain come from plowing 
the land in early spring, thus turning 
up a lower strata of soil that has not 
been properly mellowed by freezing. 
The remedy for this Is to fall plow the 
land, leaving itrough, and then so soon 
as it is fit to work, cultivate it lightly 
and put in the grain and grass seed 
before plowing can be done. If a frost 
freezes the soil an inch or two after the 
grain and grass seed are sown, it will 
be all the better for both. If the second 
crop of oats failB to give a grass and 
clover seeding, plow the stubble in the 
fall after the oats are off and sow wheat 
or rye, seeding with grass seed in the 
fall and with clover seed in the spring. 
This rarely fails to give a good grass 
catch, and if the season be favorable, 
there will be some clover with it, even 
on poor, thin soil.—Prairie Farmer. 

How to Handle Kafllr Fodder. 
There is quite a difference in opinion 

as to the best method of handling Kaffir 
fodder when it is planted thickly, and 
is to be used for feeding and wintering 
stock cattle. In general it is believed 
that -the fodder should be cut and 
placed in small shocks when the grains 
have passed from the soft stage and 
become firm. The fodder will yet be 
green, and if put in large shocks will 
spoil, but will be excellent feed if prop
erly shocked. In feeding it when pre
pared in this way the amount given 
should not be more than the c&ttle will 
eat up reasonably clean, if too much is 
given they will eat only the heads and 
waste a large portion of the lodder.— 
Farmers' Review. 
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Alfalfa ob Thin Soils. 
It must be steadfastly borne in mind 

that alfalfa is not in any sense a plant 
for poor soils. In sterile clay, in hun
gry sands and gravels, in peat soils 
there are a hundred plants that will 
pay better. These clay soils need drain
ing and manuring. The peaty soils per
haps will never grow it well, yet in 
naturally very poor clays we have had 
remarkably luxuriant alfalfa after it 
had become well established.—National 
Stockman. ' > 

Tht BacakM af iOf trvNlaetUa di. 
.->lsts Only IB- the Mlada of UB-

. 5^. i thlakla* Pe«Bi«latB. j. -. 

An extensive agricultural area, cheap 
lands and improved machinery have en
abled us to increase the agricultural 
products of the country, until, in view 
of low prices,, filled cribs.and groaning 
granaries, we have sometimes con
cluded that there was a permanent 
condition of over-production. But pop
ulation, as well as production, is in
creasing. Careful computation of the 
probable additions to our populatiou 
makes it certain that 'with our present 
methods, and with all our land that 
now seems available for tillage, this 
country cannot produce enough to feed 
ita people 25 or 30 years hence. 1 -

The statistician of the department 
of agriculture estimates that in 1931 
the population of the United States 
will be 130,000,000; and it is a conserva
tive estimate. 'To supply the require
ments of this number of people will 
necessitate the production of 700,000,-
000 bushels of wheat, 1,250,000,000 bush
els of oats, 3,450,000,000 bushels'of com 
and 100,000,000 tons of hay. If we pro
duce this immense quantity of food 
products for man and beast, under our 
present system,- we must bring under 
cultivation 150,000,000 acres more land 
than we now cultivate; and it is esti
mated that we have only 108,000,000 
acres of new land that is available for 
farming purposes. 

There is no doubt, however, that un
der pressure of necessity, millions of 
acres which are new deemed worthless, 
or comparatively so, would be tilled, 
with reasonable profit; .and there is 
no doubt that under such conditions 
our farming would be much more in
tensive. So while there will be no dan
ger of a scarcity of food, agriculture 
will be one of the most profitable of 
industries^—Agricultural Epitomist. 

CEREALS FOR FUEL. 3 

A QnestloB That May Be Worth Hore 
CoBalderattOB Than Is Usual* 

t ljr Given to it. , 

Prof. Thomas Qray is reported to 
have estimated the value of cereals as 
a fuel to be about one-half that of coal. 
We are not informed of what grain be 
was speaking. If it be true of Indian 
corn it would indicate that there are 
times when corn would be much cheap
er than coal, especially in sections of 
country far removed from railroad 
transportation. In such places coal is 
high because of the cost of bringing it 
in and corn is cheap because of the cost 
of transporting it to market. Thus in 
1806 the average price of corn in Ne
braska for the whole -year was only 
13 cents. During a part of the year the 
price was much lower, and in some sec
tions it was far below ten cents per 
bushel. With coal at only $7 per ton, 
a very moderate price, it would pay to 
burn corn rather than coal. Corn un
der the conditions named would be 
worth $3.50 per ton, or ten cents per 
bushel. But as coal has sold as high 
as $9 per ton in Illinois and Indiana 
within a few years it has doubtless been 
at a price in some parts of the less ac
cessible west where it would have 
made corn worth at least 15 cents per 
bushel. The removal of a part of the 
corn surplus in this way might many 
times stimulate the market for corn 
and depress the home market for coa'., 
both of advantage to the farmer.— 
Farmer's Keview. 

FODDER SHOCK BINDER. 

An Appliance That Seems to Bo a 
Labor Saver and la Baillr 

" 'Made at Home. 

A reader sends us the accompanying 
description of an appliance that he uses 
to tie cornfodder in the shock: A is a 
piece of hard wood, three feet long, 
round, and tapered to a point. A cross-

FOR BINDING FODDER SHOCKS. 

bar is solidly fastened upon the large 
end, and t!> one side of the middle of 
this cross-bar is stapled a half-inch 
rope, with a ring in the free end. Op
posite the staple is a strong iron hook. 
To bind, insert sharp end into shock, 
put rope around shock and fasten ring 
in hook. Tighten .by turning as you 
would an auger, and bind with corn
stalks or twine.—-Ohio Farmer. 

Trne Valve of Farm Grope. 
The products of the. farm can be 

changed in value according to the kind 
of crop. Every article has a commercial 
value where it is grown, as it will be 
worth something, be it much or little, 
but there is also a feeding value which 
represents the use to which it may be 
applied with the view of deriving a 
profit from it. An article may be worth 
more for'feeding on the farm upon 
which it i* grown than to a purchaser, 
as the purchase necessitates the cost of 
transportation. A farmer can there
fore feed his home grown articles with 
less expense than he can feed articles 
purchased and brought on the farm. 

' Pash the Fall Chickens. 
Late fall chickens should be pushed 

forward by every means in the reach 
of the poultry grower. Both meat and 
ground bone should be fed in consid
erable quantities so that the birds will 
have got a good growth and good Sup
ply of feathers before the end of No
vember. Probably the best single food 
to help attain this result is ground beef 
meal. It is rather expensive, but gees 
a good ways. If reserved for the use 
of the late chicks ten pounds would 
last them till well along into the win 
ter.—Farmers' Review. " C * 
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The Pnrehasers Complained of aliaclc 
S/.-.-. , ... of Oae of the Elements ^ 

4 „ la the OU. 
V b 

The faculty of terse and forceful speech 
is ordinarily an advantage, but occasional
ly a.man gets hoisted by his own epigram. 
A hustling young New Yorker who was 
recently established in a branch of the oil 
business, had set out to get the patronage 
of a'cert&in firm. The head of the concern 
was reluctant to make a changa. 

"The oil we have been getting is not un
satisfactory," said he, "and I fail to see 
why we should.make a,change. Are there 
any extra inducements you can offer? How 
do you propose to improve on the old qual
ity?" 

"In this way/' was the prompt answer. 
"I propose to give the business my personal 
attention. I intend to put some of my brains 
into every barrel of oil we send out." 

The rejoinder pleased the old gentleman, 
and he became a customer. ' 

A few months later the hustling young 
man was obliged to make a journey, ana 
in hjs absence, through some oversight, the 
quality of oil was allowed to deteriorate, 
t was quickly noted, and a letter now on 

file in the office records one of the protests. 
It reads: "Gentlemen: When we were 
induced to use your product we were as
sured that Mr. Blank put some of his brains 
into every barrel of oil. We deeply regret 
to observe that Mr. Blank is threatened 
with paresis."—Washington Star. 

COL, ATKINSON'S WIT. 

SOCIAL PBLIOHTft 
What One Bxp**teaees safcaetlmes 

While BaaaatBar Mithcflane 
v .  w f c u t s "  - . $ i  

This is what a Detroit Whist player is 
willing to take oath took place at a party 
where he was doing his level heat for a 
prize: 
. The large lady, bis partner, gave the 

right sleeve" of her shirt waiit a hitch, mut
tered under her breath and then said to 
the other lady: "Look at that, now. It's 
all askew and so annoying. I don't care who 
pou go to or how much you pay, it's always 
the same way. Did you signal for trump, 
or was it the other hand:-" , 

"That sleeve lost us three tricks," con
tinued the complainant, l^hen the other, 
lady wanted a recipe for making chow-
chow picklelily or something of that sort. 
Of course, my accommodating partner went 
right t6 reeling it off, playing a king to my 
ace when- she had a three spot, revoked on 
another suit, led right into the enemy's 
strength, ana then had the. nerve to ask 
me if I saw anywhere that she could have 
bettered her play. Say, I wanted to boil 
her in oil. 

"I tried to keep from turning red, saying 
anything sarcastic or swearing a little, and 
succeeded reasonably well. 

"Then she went to telling about a new 
hat her neighbor had bought. She took 
two five spots at a heavy cost, and then 
consoled me with a half-screaming explana
tion that she had been playing pedro the 
night before and had lapsed into it again 
without thinking. I never behaved better 
in my life, feigned sudden illness, got away 
and made things blue' for two blocks. After 
I' was gone she told the Opposition that I 
nl$yed a very, stupid game. —Detroit Free 

'ress. 

TAKEN AT HIS WORD. 

An Instance of Sadden and Stlnglny 
Sarcasm In His Bar 

^ i Practice. 

.One of the judges of the Wayne circuit 
court tells of an incident in the bar prac
tice of the late Col. John Atkinson that il
lustrates his quickness to hurl a Parthian 
shaft and the biting sarcasm of his irony. 

He was opposed in the case on trial by all 
the power and resources of James H. Pound, 
and they were fighting like giants for every 
point of advantage. Pound had won a ma
jority of the jousts, the colonel was nettled, 
and was lying low for a chance to deliver a 
swinging blow. ' 

"It came," says the judge, "when I de
cided a point against Pound. It had been 
fiercely argued by both attorneys, and in de
ciding it as I aid I stated my reasons at 
length, giving authorities. I saw Pound 
shake his head at one of my conclusions, 
his lips moved, and 1 supposed he had made 
some comment, so when I concluded my de
cision. I asked: 

"Wnat did you say?" Mr. Pound. 
"Quick as a shot, and in his most cutting 

tones of intense sarcasm, the colonel re
plied: 
" 'Mr. Pound did not speak, your honor. 

He merely shook his head. There is noth
ing in it.' —Detroit Tribune. 

Worse Yet. 
Snarley—They're a bad family. The fa

ther plays the stock market and the son 
the races. 

Yow—You'd think they were virtues if 
.vou heard the daughter play the piano.—. 
Syracuse Herald. < ; 

They were inspecting the Texas. "The 
place we have just left," explained her es
cort as they went below, "is called the gun 
deck." "I see," she exclaimed, brightly. 
"And I suppose that place down there 
where they re raking the fires is called the 
poker deck."—Philadelphia Record. '£• 

The great trouble seems to be that bad 
luck is natural, while people are compelled 
to work for good luck.—Atchison Globe. 

Most circus performers are well-posted.— 
L. A. W. Bulletin. 

PittS Is your breath bad? Then yoi Is your Dream Dad? Then your 
best friends turn their heads aside. 
A bad breath means a bad liver. 
Ayer's Pills are liver pills. They cure 
constipation, biliousness, dyspepsia, 
sick headache. 25c. All druggists. 

Want your moustache or beard a baauttful 
brown or rich black ? Then use 

BUCKINGHAM'S DYEtftisRen 
60 CTt. OF OHUOQltTt. OK B. P. HAIL A CO. N. H. 

WELLDRILLING 
MACHINERY*™* 

Machines an portable, and 
drill any depth both by steam 
and horsepower. Twenty dif
ferent styles. Bend for FHEE 
Illustrated cataloaue. Address 

TANEYHILL. Waterloo, Iov&-KELLY 
Dr. Williams' Indian Pile 
Ointment will euro Blind. 
Bloediuz and Itehing 
Piles. It. absorbs the 
tumors, allays the Itch
ing at once, acts as a 
poultice, gives Instant re
lief. Prepared for Piles 
and Iteiiinaot the private 
parts'. At arumisisor l>r 

mall on receipt of price. SO eents and Sl-OQ. 
WILLIAMS MFG. CO.. i'rous . CLEVELAND, OHIO. 

'•"•"1*O Permanently Cured 
r • I Oousnessattertfrstdaysi 
tireat Nerve Restorer. S8 trial bottle and treutise 
free. 1)B. B. 11. KLINE. Ltd.,181 Arch St., Phila., Pa. 

No fits or nerv-
s use of Dr.Kline s 
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"me Best is 
Cheapesti p» 

We leant this fnm experience Ml. 
ery department of Ufe. Good clothes 
ere most servicesblesndwer the long-

, Good food fives the best mttri-
ment. Good medicine. Mood's Sarss-
psrttts, is the best end cheapest, because 
it cures , absolutê  CORES, when att 
others fail. Remember 

Perfect CsaMeaee. 
Perfect confidence is desirable between 

couples- engaged to be married, but it is not 
always that the young woman has as fine 
anr opportunity to establish it as did a Nor-
ristown belle, to whom a wealthy bachelor 
had been — ' * 
worrying 

; assiduous attention. After 

food deal about how many 
teen in love with her, ana > 

how many she had been attached to, he< ' 
asked her to marry him, adding: 

"Now let there be perfect confidence be- -
tween us. Keep nothing concealed from 
me." 

"Certainly," replied the giddy girl; "let 
us have no concealments; and, jumping" 
up, she snatched the wig he wore irom his, 
head and danced around the room with it.~~*w 

Philadelphia Record. 
1 i — - '•" .t 

A man's favorite joke is that he is related ~ 
to the church by marriage. — Atchison 
Globe. . 

Collars & Cuffs 
Stylish, convenient, 

economical; made of 
and finished 

in pure starch on 
both 
tides 

down 

When soiled discard. Ten collars or flva 
pairs of adb, 25c. By mail, 30c. Send 6c. 
in stamps for sample ">|1" or pair of «•"*» 
Name slse and style. 
REVERSIBLE COLLAR C0«Dept.t8. BOSTON 

W. L. DOUGLAS .f 
S3 & 3.50 SHOES Jft'ON -A 

Worth $4 to $6 compared., 
V with other makes. M 

Indorsed by over 
1,000,000 wearers. 

XAe genuine have W. L.I 
Douglas' name and price! 
stamped on bottom, l'ake^ 
110 substitute claimed to bi 
as good. Your dealer. 
should keep them—'f-#^>"tv" /W-" 
not, we will send a pair^^BHMvipr ' 2F 
on receipt of price. State "* ssS 

kind ofl eather, size, and width, plain or 
cap toe. Catalogue B free. 
W. L. DOUGLAS SHOE CO., Brockton, Maw, 

pr 25c. 
S / K y°uwlu 

* -̂w ' send us 25c. 
we will send 

11 / you Demorest'a 
I I .  /  F a m i l y  M a g a z i n e  

/ foe three months 
and give yocs two 

handsome pictures In 
ten colors? exact repro

ductions of famous oil 
paintings. They ate 8 

by iH inches. This offer 
of this great family magazine 

Is only good for 60 days* 
Write to 

DEMOREST'S MAGAZINE 
Art Department 

110 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 

) 

FREE 
GOVERNMENT 
LANDS. iJgf;;, 

There are still thousands of acres of govern
ment lands in the states of Washington and 
Oregon, also prairie and timber lands near rail
road and water communication that can be 
bought for 83.00 per acre; and there are no 
cyclones, blizzards. Ions winters or real hot 
summers, no failure of crops, but always good 
markets. If you wish to raise grain, principal
ly, or fruit., or the finest stock on earth, you can 
find locations in these two states whero you can 
do this to perfection. If you are looking for em- : 
ployment and wish to secure steady work at . 
good wages. I can help you to do this. I have 
no land for sale, but if you want information : 
about this write me at 10B E. Third St., 8W 
Paul, Minn. R. K. WERKMAN. . 

Top Snap 
Complete 

Doable 
Breech 

FISH-TACKLE 8P0KTSME1T8 8UPPLIB8 CaSAPSKthnKLSlWBEU . Bui mmi fit mmImm. 

IP0WELL A CLEMENT OIL 
418XbUSt^CUCIIHAn. ! 

WEWANIMSJ!! 
" Stock. Best Wages. Pay Weekl-. 

THE JEWELL NURSERY CO.. Lake City. MW 

Makes writing a comfort. 

Per Week A salary_of $18 per 010 "TiS' ** CCIl ^ ek and expense* 
.m IH will be paid to man «i T.me or two burse 

I ̂  ric to introduce our INj>4Ji/TIlY COM* • 

POUKD amomg fkraert. 
euco, required. Address with stamp. 
'lAy"WOTITH(VG CO.. T>KS MOINKS 

Refer-
ACHS 
IOWA. 
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READERS OF THIS PAPBB 
DKSIKUTC TO BUY ANYTHING 
ADVERTISED IN ITS COLUMNS 
SHOULD INSIST UPON HAVING 
WHAT THKY ASK FOB. BKFU81NG 
ALL SUBSTITUTES OR IMITATIONS. 
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