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CHAPTER I. :•; 
"No wonder that Hilda threw me 

over for that good-looking fellow, El-
llngham! How divinely pretty she 
looks to-night in that glistening white 
dress!" thought 0»y Erskine, a3 lie 
•tood in an alcove of Lady Pennant's 
ballroom congratulating himself on 
being a non-dancer, 

From admiring the Elliaghams lie 
quickly turned to anathematizing 
himself for having .come home to wit
ness their happiness. 

"I ought to have steered clear of 
the neighborhood for another couple 
of years at least," he mentally con
tinued, with growing bitterness, "and 
gone ou seeking distraction—good, 
bad, and indifferent! I was a fool to 
return! However, I'll leave as early 
to-night as I can." 

Amongst others to form a similar 
resolution were the Ellinghams, and 
he found himself standing next to 
them as the guests waited in the hall 

v for their carriages.' 
"Hilda, a message has just come 

that there's been an accident to the 
brougham," Sir George Elllngham was 
heard to say. 

"Then will Lady Ellingham accept 
the vacant seat in our carriage?" 
quickly intervened another departing 
guest, Mrs. £)everent. 

The offer was accepted, and a few 
minutes later Sir George watched his 
wife driv» away in the Deverents' 
carriage. 

"I see you're walking home, Ers
kine," he said, re-entering the hall, 
"and as our destinations lie partly in 
/the same direction, shall we leave 
•together,*"' 

"Thanks; but I shall not be going 
tot a few minutes," briefly replied 
•Guy. 

To tolerate his rival's existence was 
* necessity, but to accept him as a 
companion .for a three-quarters of an 
hour's walk was demanding an impos
sible display of friendship. 

And, after all, he was not anxious to 
hurry back to Arlington Towers, the 
home in which he had hoped Hilda 
would be enthroned as his queen; 
for, notwithstanding Its size and splen-
dosr, It was to him a dreary dwelling 
now, 

"Then good night," cheerfully re
joined Sir George, as he turned away, 
adding to himself: "Sounded rather 
churlish, that refusal of Erskin's to 
walk with me. But he naturally wished 
Hilda was his wife and not mine* 
Although so popular, he is an unman
nerly brute, In my opinion." • 

Once in the high road, Sir George 
quickened his pace. A few minutes 
later he opened a side gate and en
tered a wood, ti^e path throi^gh which 
was a short cut to his house, Carlton 
Park. 

It was always a dark path, and to
night It was -darkness intensified. 
Very soon the fact that exposed roots 
stretched across the path, creating 
dangers at every step, caused hitn to 
pause and question the wisdom of 
proceeding. 

As he paused he became suddenly 
aware of stealthy movements just in 
front of him. Instantly his eyes be
came centered on the spot whence 
those movements emanated. 

Crouching on the ground was a dark 
mass—living, dark m%ss! 

Now. it was slowly and laboriously 
moving; lifting Itcelf from the ground. 

But It was merely a woman. 
Instantly Sir George began to walk 

quickly on, anxious to have naught 
1 to do with this uncanny mortal. 

"I wonder what she Is doing he <« 
he asked himself. "But it's no affa.-
of mine," he answered a moment 
later. 

"I have lost my way." 
It was the woman that spoke, and 

h^r voice was weak and pleading. 
Yet to Sir George it had a familiar 

ring. The accent, too, was familiar. 
Swiftly he struck a match, and a 
trembling hand held that match near 
the woman's face. 

Very white was her face, but iu-
Btantly his was whiter than hers. 

"George! George! I am Margaret— 
don't you know me?" she gasped. 

Yes, he did know her. And he 
cursed that knowledge. For the wo
man was Margaret, his first wife; the 
wife whom he had never publicly ac
knowledged—the hated, despised, il
literate, yet unco beautiful being, of 
whose supposed death he had heard 
with some satisfaction. 

Now Bhe had come to claim him as 
" her husband—he whom the world be

lieved to be Hilda's husband! 
To him the result would be moral 

death, but what would it not mean 
*a the woman whom he now wor
shipped and adored? 

H<s shuddered and staggered back-
wards. The match had gone out and 
H&rkness obscured the face of her 
hated rival. He was thankful for the 
darkness. 

;r •* "Where have you come from? Why 
have you pretended to be dead?" He 
hissed the questions. 

"I have come from Dalnton, about 
A fifteen-mile walk, going by the short 

» 1 

cuts, and the reason I made you be
lieve I was dead was because I feared 
you'd be wantiug to take my boy away 
from me." 

"Your—your—boy?" he gasped. 
"Yes; he was eight years old yester

day. I've called him after you— 
George Henry William. But he's 
known as Harry Williams by every 
one." 

"Does anyone know that you are my 
wife* * 

"NUL U soul. I've taken good care 
of that." 

Then there was hope still of secrecy 
and time in which to formulate plans 
to grapple with this hideous discovery. 

"What is the price of your silence?" 
he jerked out, abruptly. 

"I have not come after money. I'm 
come because I'm dying, and before 
I die I must see that my boy has his 
rights, and that It's well known he'll 
be Sir George after you." 

'But—" began the present Sir 
George. Then abruptly he stopped 
speaking, • rr, * . 

"Yes?" she queried anxiously. "What 
was that you were going to say? Let 
me hear!" 

But there was no reply. 
"I hope you have not married again, 

and, maybe, have other children now! 
If it is so, they'll just have to step 
aside for me and mine. We've rights 
and law on our side, have Harry and 
me. Why don't you speak up, and 
say out straight that I'm wrong?" 

"Curse you." cried her maddened 
husband. "I wish that you were 
dead." 

"Then it's as I guessed. You've mar
ried again. You fool." 

"Why did you not come here before? 
why did you not tell me that your 
hated self still lived?" 

"I'd have told you right quick and 
stopped your marrying again, if I 
thought you'd got it in your head to 
act so madly. But all I've been think
ing about these eight years is how I 
could lie low and not let you find me, 
for fear you would take my boy— 
your heir—away from me." 

"My heir?" 
"Yes, your heir. Natural enough my 

son is your heir! That other woman 
—proud, finely dressed-up lady though 
Bhe most likely be—will just have to 
turn out for us. She's not yo.ur wife, 
and her children are not Ellinghams. 
It's them that will be hiding their 
heads soon, and not me and mine." 

"Curse you both." 
' Hold hard your cursing. I'm not 

one to let my own child be cursed to 
my face—not I! You'd best not put 
my temper up. I've come here to 
settle matters quickly and for all 
time. It's unlucky that from sheer 
tiredness I sank down here and drop
ped off to sleep, or else I would have 
been inside your grand house now, 
waiting for you to come home, and 
I'd have told some of your grandly-
dressed servants who I was. They 
would have had fits of surprise, and 
what would 'the other Lady Ellingham 
have said? Not that I care what she 
says!" 

"Woman, mind, be careful, don't 
tempt me too far, or you'll be sorry 
for it," said Sir George, in a low, 
hoarse voice. 

"All right; I'll keep silent then, un
til the moment comes for me to speak 
out before those as will listen. I'm 
dying—I've got consumption—and all 
Is going to be made clear sailing and 
put right for Harry before I'm dead 
and buried." 

"What do you mean by "put right'?" 
' I mean that as you're married again 

and it's evident you're heart and soul 
in love with the woman who is sup-

sed to be your real wife, it's no use 
y expecting just treatment from you, 

so I shall put all in the hands of a 
lawyer, who'll see that my boy has his 
rights as your heir. I should not be 
so over-determined about it if it wasn't 
for the poor child being weakish In 
the head. He's—he's—" the woman 
hesitated, then added with a rush, 
"your heir! And he's lot dearer to me 
than if he had all his senses—poor 
helpless boy." 

To every word Sir George listened 
with helpless despair. 

His heir! Good heavens! Was Hil
da to be branded as an outcast, to be
come a social leper, for the sake of 
this low-born woman—whose days on 
earth were numbered—and her idiot 
child?" 

He staggered to a tree and leaned 
against it, reeling mentally and phy
sically under the awful avalanche of 
misery that had descended upon him. 

What could he do? How should he 
act? There was nothing he would not 
do. nothing he would not face, in 
order to thrust aglde the beavy, all-
enveloping black eloud of disgrace 
that was descending on Hilda and her 
boy. 

Almost before he knew it, a fiendish 
determination to right her at any cost 
sprang into existence in his mind. 
What was his overwhelming love for 
her worth if he cauld not screen her 
from the vengeance and hate of this 
other woman? 

Yes; he, would screen her! The 
other woman's lips must b« sealed by 
death! He sprang forward and grab
bed-her arm. 

m, v* 

"What's—what's—you—up to?" shfl 
stammex-ed, in a voice of sudden 
alarm! 

Answer there was none! t That si
lence intensified her alarm. 

"Let me go!" she whined, struggling 
to free herself from his grasp. "Oh, 
let me go," she added in an entreating 
whisper, gazing Imploringly at him. 

Again no answer. 
But at this moment the moon's rays 

shone forth, piercing the leafless 
trees around, and illuminated the 
man's face. Mad loathing and un
restrained hate there she saw written 
in lines of fierce determination. Her 
terror of him rose with a bound! In
stantly she was making another effort 
to wrench herself free! 

But her strength was only that of 
a little child. It alone caused him to 
tighten his hold of her. Suddenly she 
realized her utter helplessness; sud
denly she realized her desperate peril. 

"Help! help!" she cried in a weak 
quivering voice. 

As she uttered the last word the 
right hand of her assailant was raised 
—raised to descend with lightning-
like rapidity on her tightly held, out
stretched arm. ? 

The next moment a scream, laden 
with the words "Don't.! don't! oh, 
don't!" rent the air, (o be followed by 
sounds that told of efforts to stifle 
those screams. 

But now the power to utter them 
had left the woman. 

She was sinking to the ground, un
conscious and dying. 

Successfully had the murderer done 
his awful work! Adroitly had he sev
ered the main artery in her aim! 

Now her life's blood was rushing 
from her! 

He sprang back. But it was too late 
to save his clothes from bearing evi
dence of the crime. He shuddered and 
turned cold to the finger-tips as his 
eyes detected the scarlet stains. A 
moment later he was mechanically 
watching the blood streaming from 
the wound and across the path, dyeing 
the white-frosted earth red. Quickly 
he stepped farther back, as sickening-
fear of the consequences of his crime 
rushed into his mind. | 

He glanced around. Intense yearn-, 
ing to escape from the ghastly scene 
had seized him. " "f / _ i 

He rpust hasten home.- • | 
Hom6? No; it was madness to think 

of going home. His clothes were 
blood-stained. The hall was always j 
ablaze with electric liglit, and every 
one would see thos estaln°. What 
should he do? Unnerved and terror-1 

stricken, he asked himself the ques
tion. Simultaneously his eyes sought 
his victim's still, extended form and 
the gradually ceasing stream of blood.' 

"Perhaps she is not really dead!" 
Sharply he asked himself the question 
as dread of the punishment for mur-, 
der rushed into his mind. 

But even now could he not nega
tive the fatal results of his crime?— 
stay her fast-fleeting life? He would 
try! Overpowerlngly anxious he in
stantly began to avert the worst. Like 
lightning, energy and quickness of 
movement returned to him. Quickly 
he Was kneeling at her side, and ten
derly, yet with breathless speed, with
drawing her injured arm from her 
ragged shawl. Could he bind up the 
wound—staunch the fast-flowing blood 

No; he knew nothing of surgery. 
With a shudder he glanced at the wo
man's face, on which the hand of 
death was writing in ghastly lines. 
Immediately he was feeling her nulse. 

"Ceased! Stopped forever! It's all 
over with her!" 

Like lead the words fell from his 
lips. 

He had sold himself to Satan! His 
hands were stained with blood! The 
curse of Cain was on him. Nervous
ly he peei-ea around. A hitherto abso
lutely unknown fear of his fellow-
creatures was stealing over him. 

"I must hide it," he whispered. 
wt&m (To Be Continued.) J 
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AMBITION fi& A TONIC. 

It Is Well, Occasionally, to Depart 
from the Beaten Track. 

The world is full of "beaten-track" 
people who exist* exactly after the 
fashion of millions of men and women 
who have preceded them. New ideas, 
new methods, new undertakings are 
alien to them, and to move them out 
of the beaten track would require lit
tle less than a moral or material cy
clone. Their gait is plodding, and 
their motto, "Let well enough alone." 
These people have their uses, no 
doubt in the general scheme of things 
mundane. They are important factors 
in making life a severe discipline. 
They hold in check the enthusiastic, 
progressive and original people who 
would otherwise run this poor old 
world too swiftly. 

Granted their usefulness, it might 
be possible, and would surely be ad
vantageous. for a smaller number of 
beaten-track people to serve the pur
poses for which they exist: and some 
power evoked to transform the ma
jority of them Into progressive and 
enthusiastic citizens of the world. 
Their numbers have far outgrown 
the needs, while the ranks of the ad
vance guard of humanity have grown 
thin. 

Our attitude toward the sluggish 
and satisfied people ought to be one 
Df pity rather than scorn, perhaps, for 
they are generally the product of un
toward circumstances. Physical or 
mental or moral incapacity is respon
sible for their apathy, and has left 
them only energy or will sufficient for 
the beaten track. They at least are 
far above the degenerate and crimi
nal classes in humanity's scale, for 
these are too feeble in intellect and 
will to keep even in the beaten track, 
not to mention the power to blaze a 
higher and finer way through the 
world. 

Johnny's Welcome. 
"My boy! my boy! Oh, has any

body seen' my little Johnny!" cried a 
poor mother, distractedly looking in 
svery direction and inquiring of every 
person whom she met if anything had 
been seen of her eight-year old boy 
an the long strip of sand which lies 
between Seaside Park and the ocean 
it Coney Island, where at a very mod
est estimate fully 15,000 persons had 
congregated. 

Just at this moment a kindly-look
ing man in a bathing suit hove into 
new, leading by the hand a small 
boy, convulsively sobbing, but tightlv 
clutching a half-eaten frankfurter 
with a small, grimy hand, liberally 
sprinkled with sand. 

"Oh, there you are, you little villian, 
fou!" the woman shrieked, as she 
caught sight of the weeping little chap. 
?ph Eiseman that he was so bad that 
to death?" and she grabbed her long 
lost son and gave him an unmerciful 
belaboring. 

"How glad she is to get him again!" 
sarcastically remarked the finder of 
the boy to a bystander.—New York 
World. 

SNAKE HAS LITTLE BRAIN. 

"Wisdom of the Serpent" Said to Be a 
Delusion. 

"The wisdom of the serpent is a de
lusion." said James E. Peck of Nash
ville. "He has little or no brains, 
learns nothing from experience and is 
powerless to resist or overcome*the 
wiles of his enemies. He does not at
tack men and rarely offers combat to 
other serpents or animals. Various 
snakes have enemies "which they dread 
and avoid. The rattlers fear the little 
•king snake, a small green reptile 
which hunts for rattlers and strangles 
them when found. Others fear the 
razor-back hog, which runs about the 
Souther^ swamps in search of snakes, 
which he destroys and eats by the 
wholesale. He has a preference for 
rattlers and moccasins, to whose poi
son he seems invulnerable. The most 
implacable enemy of the snake is the 
industrious ant. ^Vhen a snake is 
hurt or bruised he sloughs his skin, 
and then it is good-bye to him, for 
the ants soon overwhelm him and eat 
him alive. Even a perfectly sound and 
healthy snake which has come in con
tact with a dead or injured member 
of his tribe suffers a similar fate if the 
ants find it out."—Milwaukee Free 
Press. 

She Knew His Temper. 
At the close of the late Spanish-

American war, and when the troops 
were returning home, a member of the 
Seventy-first Regiment, New York, 
was stricken with fever and sent to 
St. Catherine's hospital. In Brooklyn, 
and upon his wife calling at the hospi
tal to inquire after her husband's con
dition she was informed by Mr. Jos
eph Eliseman that he was so bad that 
3he would not be allowed to see him. 
She was rather iusistent. when Mr. 
Eliseman said: "Madam, I am very 
sorry I cannot grant your request, 
his temperature is very high this 
morning and an interview might en
danger his life." 

Pausing a moment, Mrs. Gorman, 
the wife, said: "Indeed, Mr. Eiseman, 
you cannot tell me anything about 
his temper. I am not married to him 
these twelve years without knowing 
full well of his high temper." And 
with that she departed. 

In the Catechism. 
The late Rev. Walpole Warren was 

hearing the Sunday school repeat the 
catechism one Sunday preceding con
firmation, when a boy from the class 
of small children ventured to ask a 
question of the minister. 

"Mr. Warren," he inquired in an 
inxious tone. "Why does the multi
plication table make people wicked?" 

"Why do you ask that, question, 
lohn? I never knew it to do so," he 
said. 

John turned to his catechism and 
read from it the question: 

" 'Did man grow worse as he be-
?an to multiply?' And the accompany
ing answer, 'He did.'"—New York 
World. 
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Queer Ideask .\/t, 

"He's the most eccentric autoist I 
ever met. He's got such queer no
tions about his machine." 

"Thinks it's the very best make, I 
suppose?" 

" No; he says ha bought it becausa 
it was cheap."—Philadelphia Preeg, ^ 

- . ._ 

Feel Kindly Toward Monsieur. 
"I notice that a former Newport®* 

says he isn't going to take up his 
home in Paris." 

"Good. I believe we are supposed 
to be well wishers of the French peo
ple."—Cleveland Plain Dealer, t 
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Not Wholly Crazy. 
A supervisor of an insane asylum 

iirected one of the half-witted inmates 
to whitewash the walls. The lunatic 
lid as directed and really performed a 
very creditable job, but for some un
foreseen reason he had neglected to 
whitewash a space over the clock. 

"That is very well done," said the 
supervisor as he returned to inspect, 
but catching himself up short he de
manded: 

"But why did you leave that space 
over the clock?" 

"Oh, I don't believe in working 
overtime," was the response. 

THE 1IDEARHWIFE 
Shapes the Destiny of Men—The Influence of 

Healthy Woman Cannot Be Overestimated. 
a 

s Johnny Knew. 
A class of boys were given a lesson 

in geography, each having a book con
taining a description of the earth be
fore him. 

Suddenly the teacher called on one 
of the youngsters (who. evidently, had 
been paying little attention to what 
was being said) to answer the follow
ing question: 

"Johnny, where is Europe?" "Page 
88," was the boy's renly. 

Seven-eighths of the 
men in this world marry 
a woman because she is 
beautiful in their eyes— 
because she has the quali
ties which inspire admira
tion, respect and love. 

There is a beauty in 
health which is more at
tractive to men than mere 
regularity of feature. 
The influence of women 
glorious in tlie possession 
of perfect physical health 
upon men and upon the 
civilization of the world 
couJ.d never be measured. 
Because of them men have 
attained the very heights 
of ambition; because of 
fehem even thrones ha^e 
been established and de
stroyed. , 

What a disappointment, 
then, to see the fair young 
wife's beauty fading away 
before a year passes over 
her head*! A sickly, half-
d e a d - a n d - a l i v e  w o m a n ,  
especially when she is 
the mother of a family, 
is a damper to all joyous-
ness in the home, and a 
drag upon her husband. 

The cost of a wife's con
stant illness is a serious 
drain upon the funds of a 
household, and too often all the doc
toring does no good. 

If a woman finds her energies axe 
^agg'ng' and that everything tires her, 
dark shadows appear under her eyes 
her sleep is disturbed by horrible 
dreams; if she has backache, head
aches, bearing-down pains, nervous
ness, whites, irregularities, or despon
dency, she should take means to build 
her system up at once bv a tonic with 
specific powers, such as Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. 

This great remedy for women has 
done more in the way of restoring 
health to the women of America than 
all other medicines put together. It is 
the safeguard of woman's health. 

Following we publish, by request, a 
letter from a young wife. 
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Airs. Bessie A ins ley 

Mrs. Bessie Ainsley of 611 South 10th 
Street, Tacorna, Wash., vfrites : 

Dear Mrs. Pink ham:— 
" Ever since my child was born I have suf

fered, as I hope few women ever have, with 
inflammation, female weakness, bearing-down 
pains, backache and wretched headaches. It 
affected my stomach so that I could not en
joy my meals, and half my time was spent 
in bed. 
Lydia E» Pinkham's Vegetable 

"Lydia E. Pinlcham's Vegetable Compound 
made me a well woman, and I feel so grate
ful that I am glad to write and tell you of 
my marvelous recovery. It brought m* 
health, new life and vitality." 

What Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable 
Compound did for Mrs. Ainsley it will 
do for every woman who is in poor, 
health and ailing. 

Its benefits begin when its use begins. 
It gives strength and vigor from ths 
start, and surely makes sick women 
well and robust. 

Remember Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege
table Compound holds the record for 
the greatest number of actual cures of 
woman's ills. This fact is attested to 
by the thousands of letters from grato. 
ful women which are on tile in the 
Pinkham laboratory. Merit alone can 
produce such results. 

Women should remember that a cure 
for all female diseases actually exists, 
and that cure is Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound. Take no sjibsti-,-
tute. 

If you have symptoms you don't 
understand write to Mrs. Pinkham, 
Lynn, Mass., for special advice—it is 
free and always helpful. 

Compound Succeeds Where Others FaiL 

A husband is sometimes landed hy 
a maiden effort—and sometimes by 
the effort of the maiden's mother. 

Beautify Your 
Walls and Ceilings! 

>bast.Vw 

A Rock Cement L;4 
tints. Does not rub or scale. Destroys dis
ease germs and vermin. No washing of 
walls after once applied. Any one can 
brush it on—mix with cold water. Other 
finishes, bearing fanciful names and mixed 
with either liot or cold water, do not 
h»T© thft cementing property of 
Alabastine. They are stuck on with glue, 
or other animal matter, which rots, 
feeding disease germs, rubbing, 
scaling and spoiling -walls, cloth
ing, etc. Such Finishes must be washed 
oft every year—expensive, filthy work. Buy 
Alabastine only in five ponnd pack* 
ages, properly labeled. Ttnt card, 
pretty wail and ceiling design, " Hints or 
Decorating" and onr artists' services In 
making color plans, flree. 

ALABASTINE CO., 
Grand Rapids, Mich., or 105 Wster St. N. Y. 

W. L. DOUGLAS 
*3=&*3= SHOESSilli 
W. L. Douglas $4.00 Cllt Edge Line 

cannot be equalled at any price*. 

HAVE YOU COWS? 
If you have cream to separate a good 

Cream Separator is the most profitable in
vestment you can possibly make. Delay 

means daily waste of 
time, labor and product. 

DE LAVAL CREAM 
SEPARATORS save 
$10.- per cow per year 
every year of use over all 
gravity setting systems 
and $5.- per cow over 
all imitating separators. 
They received the Grand 
Prize or Highest Award 
at St. Louis. 

Buying trashy cajsh-in-advance sepa
rators is penny wise, dollar foolish. 
Such machines quickly lose their cost 
instead of saving it. 

If you haven't the ready cash 
DE LAVAL machines may be bought 
on such liberal terms that they actually 
pay for themselves. 

Send today for new catalogue and 
name of nearest local agent. 

THE DE LAVAL SEPARATOR CO. 
Imdolph A Canal SU. 

CHICAGO 

*.V.DOOOUs 
SH0E.S 

ALL 
PRIC&3 

Est&blistiea 
_ July#. 1878. 

>W.L.OOUbLAS MAKES AMD SCUM 

THAM 

(1 n (inn "EWARD to anyone who can 
vlwjUUU disprove this statement 

W. L. Douglas $3.50 shoes have by their 
cedent style, easy fitting:, and superior wearing 
qualities, achieved the largest sale of any $3.39 
shoe In the world. They are Just as good a* 
those that cost you $5.00 to $7.00 —the only 
difference Is the price. If i could take you into 
my factory at Brockton, Mass., the largest la 
the world under one roof making men s fine 
shoes, and show you the care with which every 
pair of Douglas shoes is made, you would realize 
why W. L. Douglas $3.90 shoes are the best 
shoes produced in the world. 

If I could show you the difference between the 
shoes made in my factory and those of other 
makes, you would understand why Douglas 
$3.50 shoes cost more to make, why they hold 
their shape, fit better, wear longer, and are of 
greater intrinsic value than any other $3.50 
shoe on the market to-day. 
M£ JL. Douglmm Strong Ma dm 8ho»m fof 
Man. $2.SO. S2.O0. Boys' School ft 
Droam Shooa, 92. SO, SB, 91. IS, 91. SO 
CAUTION.—Insist upon W.L.Donfl-

liui shoes, i'ake no substitute. None genuine 
without hts name and price stamped on bottom. 

WANTED. A shoe dealer in every town whera 
W. L. Douglas Shoes are not sold. Full line of 
samples sent free for inspection upon request. 
Fart Color Eyslett used; they will not agar brassy. 
Write for Illustrated Catalog of Pall Style* 

W. JL. DOUGLAS, ttrockton. Maaa. . 

74 Cortlandt Straat 
NCW YORK 

WET WEATHER. WISDOM! 
-v THe ORIGINAL K 

N tows 

SLICKER 
SLACK OB .YELLOW 

WLL KEEP YOU DOT 
NOTHING ELSE WILL 

TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE} 
MMtMUM FltCC 

IU. LINK Or OAMMlNTa AND HAT*. 
A. •!. TOWCR CO., aoaroN, MAM.. U.a.A. 

MMOANAOIANCO..LTD., TORONTO, OANAOA. 

$100 Weekly Easily Made 
writing health and acoldent tasaraaca ;expeiiaaoe 
aaoessarf. Write AcctteatQauAMKeiaatlfe 

npmt t 
yr toiut 
I Antiseptici WF 
FOR WOMEN 

troubled with ills peculiar to 

•oreness. 
Paxtine is in powder form to be dissolved in pom 

water, and is far more cleansing,'healing, germicidi 
and economical than liquid antiseptics for alt 

TOILET AND WOMEN'S SPECIAL (JSBS I 
For sale at druggists, 00 cents a box. / J 

Trial Bos and Book of Instructions Prsaw I 
IMK N. PAATOM COM PANT BOSTON, MANS!] 

Ik Corn Crib 
Sizes,400 to l.OOObu. Cheap 
and handy. Can be set up 
in ten minutes. We also 
manufacture Steel Oraln 
Bins, Wire Field an4 
Lawn Fence, etc. 
IBS DKHKU16 WIR* A mCR Ch* 

CUMB JUF1D8, IOWA. 

'iiliwiiiniitiitiiiiiiiiitiiiiiiuiiijn® 

•j'1 •i'!i!iii,iiii|j jiiliijljllHIj!!;:,' 

eV«wu£ \ Thompson's Eye Water 
It ttntuted with I 

•ore 

8 D N U —NO. 36— 1905 

Beat Conch sVruprTMtM OoodT'tJto 
In tune. Sold by druggiile. 

' c O N s U M P IQ N 

,yVA 


