
SPLENDID CANADIAN
CROPS

Wheat, Oats and Barley Uni-
versally Good Throughout

Manitoba, Saskatchewan
and Alberta.

The reports that come to hand from
the wheat fields of the western Cana-
dian provinces show remarkably good
yields in all parts. Yields are record-
ed of wheat going 35 and 40 bushels
in many places, and oats from 60 to
100 bushels per acre. Barley and flax
are splendid. The thousands of Amer-
icans throughout the United States
who have friends in Manitoba, Sas-
katchewan or Alberta will be pleased
to learn of the great success that
has followed their efforts. Many of
these have not confined themselves to
the growing of grain, but have also
gone into the cattle industry. On the
luxurious grasses that are so abun-
dant there, in almost all districts,
make this industry safe and profitable.
The land sales reported by the rail-
way companies and by the different
land companies show’ the great in-
crease that will likely take place
during the next year in farming oper-
ations. What has been said time and
time again may now be well repeated,
that there is no place on the Ameri-
can continent where the same oppor-
tunities are afforded the man looking
for a home, for the young man start-
ing out in life, the man with a grow-
ing up family, who desires wider
scope for his ambition. The Cana-
dian government agents located at
different points in the states will be
glad to advise the reader of the condi-
tions, and relate to him instances of
the great success that has followed
farming in Western Canada.

Some Mosquitoes.
“Yes,” said the traveler who had

Just returned from South Africa. “I
was one day so annoyed by mosquitoes
that I was compelled to take refuge in
an old iron safe which lay discarded
on the veldt

“My first, emotions of joy at my
happy deliverance were hardly over
when the mosquitoes, scenting me, be-
gan to drive their stingers through
the safe. Fortunately, I had a ham-
mer in my pocket, and as fast as their
stingers came through the iron I
clinched them, until at length such

host of them was fastened down in
this way that, when they started to
fly awaj, they carried me and that
safe miles.

“Then, one by one, they died with
the exertion, and I was able to come
out with safety. Yes, wonderful
things happen In foreign parts.”—
Ideas.

A Perilous Duty.
“My position," remarked the emi-

nent physician, “is one requiring the
greatest tact and diplomacy.”

“What is the trouble?”
“1 feel conscientiously obliged to

tell several of my most wealthy and
influential patients that they overeat.”

As frost, raised to its utmost inten-
sity. produces the sensation of fire,
so a good quality, over wrought and
pushed to excess, turns into its own
contrary.—Wm. Matthews.

dawn precedes the sun, so
should acquaintance precede love.—
Du Bose.

DOCTORS
FAILED TO

HELP HER
-

Cured by Lydia E. Pinkharn’s
Vegetable Compound

round, Wis. —“I am glad to an-
nounce that 1 have been cured of dys-

'' triimii : —pepsia and female
troubles by your

lip/* ' medicine. 1 had
ill • keen troubled with

both for fourteen
'

W years and consultedg H K i!' different doctors,
\ JL. but failed to get any

- relief. After using
Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Com-
T'°und and Blood

fln Purifier 1 can say I
■— ■- 1 'nln’ ’' i run a well woman.
I can’t find words to express my thanks
for the good your medicine has done
me. Yoxi maypublish this if you wish.”
—Mrs. Herman Sietii, Pound, Wis.

The success of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound, made from roots
and herbs, is unparalleled. It may be
usedwith perfect confidence by %vomen
who suffer from displacements', inflam-
mation, ulceration, fibroid tumors, ir-
regularities, periodic pains, backache,
bearing-down feeling, flatulency, indi-
gestion, dizziness, or nervous prostra-
tion.

Forthirty years Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound has been the
standard remedy for female ills, and
suffering women owe it to themselves
to at least give this medicine a trial.
Proof is abundant that it has cured
thousands of others, and why should
it not cure you?
If you want special advice write

Mrs.Pinkham. Lynn, Mass., for it.
It is free and always helpful.
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SYNOPSIS.

Jack Keith, a Virginian, now a bor-
der plainsman. Is riding along the Santa
F> trail on the lookout for roaming war
parties of savages. He notices a camp
fire at a distance and then sees a team
attached to a wagon and at full gallop
pursued by men on ponies. When Keith
reaches the wagon the raiders have mass-
acred two men and departed. He searches
the' victims finding papers and a locket
with a woman’s portrait. He resolves to
hunt down the murderers. Keith is ar-
rested at Carson City, charged with the
murder, his accuser being a ruffian named
Black Bart. He goes to Jail fully realiz-
ing the peril of swift border iustice. A
companion In his cell Is a negro, who
tells him he is Neb and that he knew the
Keith family back In Virginia. Neb says
one of the murdered men was John
Sibley, the other Gen. Willis Waite, for-
merly an officer in the Confederate army.
The, plainsman and Neb escape from the
cell, and later the two fugitives become
lost in the sand desert. They come upon
a cabin and find its lone occupant to be a
young girl, whom Keith recognizes as a
singer he saw at Carson City. The girl
explains that she came there in search of
a brother who had deserted from the
army. A Mr. Hawley induced her to
come to the cabin while he sought to lo-
cate her brother. Hawley appears, ai.d
Keith in hiding recognizes him as Black
Bart. Hawley tries to make love to the
girt There a terrific battle in the
darkened room In which Keith overcomes
Black Bart. Horses are appropriated, and
the girl who says that her name is Hope.
Joins in the escape. Keith explains his
situation and the fugitives make for Fort
Lamed.

CHAPTER Xlll.—(Continued.)

It was noon, the sun pitiless and hot
Above them, before they straggled
within the partial shelter of the sand
dunes, and sank wearily down to their
meager lunch. Their supply of water
was limited, aid the exhausted ponies
must wait until they reached the river
to quench their thirst. Yet this was
very far off now, and Keith had seen
enough of their surroundings to locate
the position of the ford. Slow as they
must proceed, three hours more would
surely bring them to the bank of the
stream. They discussed their plans
briefly as the three sat together on
the warm sand, revived both by the
food and the brief rest. There was
not a great deal to be determined,
only where the girl should be left, and
how the two men had better proceed
to escape observation.

Fort Lamed was the nearest and
safest place for their charge, none of
the party expressing any desire to ad-
venture themselves within the imme-
diate neighborhood of Carson City.
What her future plans might be were
not revealed, and Keith forebore any
direct questioning. His duty plainly
ended with placing her in a safe en-
vironment, and he felt convinced that
Mrs. Murphy, of the Occidental Hotel,
would furnish room, and, if necessary,
companionship. The sole problem re-
maining—after she had rather listless-
ly agreed to such an arrangement—-
was to so plan the details as to permit
the negro and himself to slip through
the small town clustered about the
post without attracting undue atten-
tion. No doubt, the story of their es-
cape had already reached there, em-
bellished by telling, and serious trou-
ble might result from discovery. Keith
was surprised at the slight interest
she exhibited in these arrangements,
merely signifying her acquiescence by
a word, but he charged it to physical
wearinesj, and the reaction from her
night of peril; yet he took pains to
explain fully his plan, and to gain
her consent.

This finally settled, they mounted
again and rode on through the lanes
traversing the sand dunes, keeping
headed as straight as possible toward
the river. The ford sought was some
miles down stream, but with the
horses’ thirst mitigated, they made
excellent progress, and arrived at the
spot early in the evening. Not in all
the day had they encountered a liv-
ing object, or seen a moving thing
amid the surrounding desolation. Now.
looking across to the north, a few
gleaming lights told of Fort Lamed
perched upon the opposite bluffs.

CHAPTER XIV.

The Landlady of the Occidental.
Keith had crossed at this point so

frequently with cattle that, once hav-
ing his bearings, the blackness of the
night made very little difference.
Nevertheless, in fear lest her pony
might stumble over some irregularity,
he gave his own rein to Neb. and went
forward on foot, grasping firmly the
tired animal’s bit. It was a long
stretch of sand and water extending
from bank to bank, but the water was
shallow, the only danger being that
of straying off from the more solid
bottom into quicksand. With a tower-
ing cottonwood as guide, oddly mis-
shapen and standing out gauntly
against the slightly lighter sky, the
plainsman led on unhesitatingly, until
they began to climb the rather sharp
uplift of the north bank. Here there
was a plain trail, pounded into smooth-
ness by the hoofs of cavalry horses
ridden down to water, and at the sum-
mit they emerged w'ithin fifty yards of
the stables.

The few lights visible, some station-
ary, with others dancing about like
will-o’-the-wisps, revealed imperfectly
the contour of various buildings, but
Keith turned sharply to the right, anx-
ious to slip past without being chal-
lenged by a sentry. Beyond the brow
of the bluff other lights now became
visible, flickering here and there,
marking where a straggling town had
sprung up under the protection of the
post—a towm garish enough in the
daylight, composed mostly of shacks
and tents, but now with its deficien-
cies mercifully concealed by the en-
veloping darkness. The trail, easily
followed, ied directly along its single
street, but Kefith circled the outskirts
through a wilderness of tin-cans and
heaps of other debris, until he halted
his charges beside the black shadow'
of the only two-story edifice in the
place. This was the Occidental, the
hospitality of whic> to tod frequently
tested.

I JU KEITH
IK or THE plasms"

CSy^AMPALUPAI?I?ISH-* .

\ .
AuthorOf Mv LadyGf The 6outh;V\vv Whem Wilderness Was Kimq Ctc,Etc -TW

*V lutUSTRATIOns By I
j
!^‘/'

. (Copyright, A. C. McClurg & Cos.. 1910.)

A light streamed from out the front
windows, but, uncertain who might
be harbored within. Keith tapped
gently at the back door. It was not
opened immediately, and when it was
finally shoved aside the merest crack,
no glow of light revealed the darkened
Interior. The voice which spoke, how-
ever, was amply sufficient to identify
its owner.

“Is that ye agin, Murphy, a playin’
av yer dirthv thricks?”

“No, Mrs. Murphy,” he hastened to
explain, “this is Keith—Jack Keith,
of the ’Bar X.’ ”

“The Lord deliver us!” was the in-
stant exclamation, the door opening
wide. “They do be afther tellin’ me
to-night av the throuhle ye was in
over at Carson, an’ Ol fought maybe
ye motght turn up this way. It was
a nate trick ye played on the loikes
av ’em. Jack, but this is a dom poor
place fer ye ter hide in. Bedad, there’s
a half-dozen in the parly now talkin’
about it, wid a couple av officers from
the fort. Is the nager wid ye?”

“Yes, but we have no intention of
hiding here. I’d rather take my
chance in the open. The fact is. Kate,
we started off for the ‘Bar X.’ ”

“Av course, ye did; Oi was shurc av
it.”

“But down on the Salt Fork we ran
across a young girl whom Black Bart
had inveigled down that way on a lie.
We had a bit of a fight, and got her
away from him. This is what brought

ye want, an’ a dhrap o' whiskey. Jack
Keith, why didn’t ye till me she was
done up wid the hard ride? Here,
honey, sit down in the rocker till Oi
get ye a wee dhrink. It'll bring the
roses back to the cheeks av ye.” She
was gone, bustling down the dark
stairs, and the two were alone in the
room, the girl looking up into his face,
her bead resting against the cushion-
ed back of the chair. He thought he
saw a glimmer of tears in the depths
of her lash-shaded eyes, and her
round white throat seemed to choke.

“You will be perfectly secure here,"
he said, soothingly, “and can remain
as long as you please. Mrs. Murphy
will guard you as though you were her
own daughter. She is a bit rough,
maybe, but a big-hearted woman, and
despises Hawley. She nursed me
once through a touch of typhoid—yes.
by Jove,” glancing about in sudden
recognition, “and in this very room,
too."

The girl’s glance wandered over the
plain, neat furnishings, and the rather
pathetic attempts at decoration, yet
with apparently no thought for them.

‘‘You—you have not told me where
you were going.”

He laughed, a little uneasily, as
though he preferred to make light of
the whole matter.

“Really, 1 have hardly decided, the
world is so wide, and I had no reason
to suppose you Interested.”

"But I am interested," resenting his
tone of assumed indifference. “1

i r ~ -

“Shure It’s Safe It Is Yer Coin’ Ter Be Here.”

us back here—to put the girl where
she will be safe out of his clutches."

The door was wide open now, and
Mrs. Murphy outside, her interest at
fever heat.

“Y’e had a foight wid Black Bart!
Oh, ye divll! An’ ye licked the dirthv
spalpane, an’ got away wid his gyurl!
Glory be! And would Oi take her?
Well, Oi would. Niver doubt that, me
bye. She may be the quane av Shaba,
an’ she may be a Digger Injun Squaw,
but the loikes av him had better kape
away from Kate Murphy. It’s glad
Oi am ter do it! Bring her in. Oi
don’t want ter hear no more.”

“Just a word. Kate; I don’t know
whether she has any money or not,
but I’ll pay her bill, as soon as it is
safe for me to come back.”

“Oh, the divil take her bill. She’ll
have the best in the house, annyhow,
an’ Oi’m only hopin’ that fellow will
turn up huntin’ her. Oi’d lolke ter
take one slap at the spalpane.”

Fully convinced as to Mrs. Murphy’s
good-will. Keith slipped back into the
darkness, and returned with the girl.
Introductions were superfluous, as the
mistress of the Occidental cared little
regarding ceremony.

“An’ is this you, my dear?” she
burst out, endeavoring to curb her
voice to secretive softness. “Shure,
Jack Keith has told me all about it,
an’ it‘s safe it is yer goin’ ter be ..here.
Come on in; Oi’ll give ye number
forty-two, thefs next behint me ovn
room, an’ we’ll go up the back sthairs.
Hilp the young loidy. Jack, fer shure
ye know the way.”

She disappeared, evidently with
some hospitable purpose in view, and
Keith, clasping the girl’s hand, under-
took the delicate task of safely escort-
ing her through the dark kitchen, and
up the dimly remembered stairs Only
a word or two passed between them,

but as they neared the second story a
light suddenly streamed out through
the opened door of a room at their
left. Mrs. Murphy greeted them at
the landing, and for the first time saw
the girl's weary white face, her eyes
filled with appeal, and the warm Irish
heart responded instantly.

“\’e poor little lamb; it’s the bii

would not want to feel that our ac-
quaintance was to wholly end now.”

“Do you really mean that?”
“Why should I not? You have been

a real friend to me; I shall remember
you always with a gratitude beyond
words. I want you to know this, and
that—that I shall ever wish to retain
that friendship.”

Keith struggled with himself, doubt-
ful of what he had best say, swayed
by unfamiliar emotions.

“You may be sure I shall never for-
get.” he blurted forth, desperately,
“and, if you really wish it. I’ll certain-
ly see you again."

“I do," earnestly.
“Then, ITi surely find a way. I don’t

know' now which direction wr e will
ride, but I’m not going very far until
I clear up that murder out yonder on'
the trail; that is my particular job
just now.”

Before she could answer, Mrs. Mur-
phy re-entered and forced her to drink
the concoction prepared, the girl ac-
cepting with smiling protest. The land-
lady. empty glass in hand, swept her
eyes about the room.

“Bedad. but the place looks hetther
than iver Oi’d belaved, wid the gyuri
Oi’ve got tindin' to it. She’s that
lazy she goes ter slape swapin’ the
{lure. Jack, would ye moind hllpui'
me move the bid; shure, it’s rale ma-
hogany. an' so heavy it breaks me
back intoirely to push it ’round."

He took hold willingly enough, and
the two together ran the heavy con-
trivance across the room to tlv posi-
tion selected. Once a leg caught in
the rag carpet, and Keith lifted it out,

bending low to get a firmer grip. Then
he held out his hand to the girl.

“It is not going to be good-bje then.
Miss Hope; I’ll find you.”

She smiled up into his eyes, much
of the weariness gone from her face.

“1 am going to believe that.” she an-
swered. gladly, “because I want to.”

Mrs. Murphy lingered until his steps
sounded on the stairs, as he slowly
felt his way down through the dark-
ness.

“He do be a moighty foine bye. Jack
Keith.” she said, apparently address-
ing the side wall. “Oi wish Oi’d a
knowed him whin Oi was a gyuri;
shure, it’s not Murphy me noirae’d he
now, Oi’m finkin'.”

Left alone, the girl bowed her head
on her hands, a hot tear stealing down
through her fingers. As she glanced
up again, something that glittered on
the floor beside the bed caught her
eyes. She stopped and picked it up.
holding tha trinket to the light, star-
ing at it as though fascinated. It was
the lockpt Keith had taken from the
neck o{ the dead man at Cimmaron
Crossing. Her nerveless fingers press-
ed the spring, and the painted face
within looked up into her own, and
still clasping it within her hand, she
sank upon her knees, burying her face
on the bed.

“Where did he get that?" her lips
kept repeating. “Where did he ever
get that?”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

RED HAIR WAS NEW TO THEM
Indians for a Long Time Insisted

That White Man’s Scalp Must
Have Been Painted.

Forty years ago the Indians in
Colorado knew but little of the white
man, and nothing hardly of his ways
or habits except from tradition.
Among the people who went to set-
tle in Colorado at that time was a
man with very red hair. He and his
party were thrown among the In-
dians, who thought at first that his
hair was painted, jusf as they paint-
ed their own bodies and faces.

An old chief came up to him one
day and looked at his hair very care-
fully.

“Ugh!” said he.
And then, turning to the interpreter

who had the part/ In charge, he
wanted him to ask the man where he
got the kind of paint that would color,
and yet not be greasy or look dabby.
He was told that the man’s hair was
not painted, but he would not believe
it. He once more walked up to the
man and scrutinized his locks, run-
ning his hand through them and look-
ing at his fingers.

The red-haired man became a little
nervous, and half fancied that the
chief was calculating how nice a red
scalp would look hung to his belt.
The interpreter, however, laughingly
told the rAan what the chief had said

Two or three more of the Indians
then gathered around the party, and
they and the interpreter had a pow-
wow. Finally the interpreter asked
the man if he would object to putting
water on his hair.

He saw the Indians would not be-
lieve but that It was painted, until
they saw that the water would not
wash the color out. The man took
some water, rubbed it on his hair,
and then showed his hands to them.
But it took four or five days of won-
dering examination to convince them
that he had not found some peculiar
paint, and got himself up in a bright
red suit of hair.

A Burning Suggestion.
“Why is it that you have taken to

the exploiting of cremation?”
“Because I found it the best way in

which to urn a living.”

Very Much So.
“It is odd what fascination Henry

VIII. seemed to have for women.’’
“Yes, he certainly did make them

lose their heads.”

She Probably Was Worth It.
“I proposed last night and txlay I

have to see the girl’s father."
"A painful ordeal."
"Yes; 1 teel morally certain that n®

is going to borrow at least $50.”

Muscles of the Forearm Especially
Seem to Be Powerful, Says a

London Periodical.

The myth of the infant Hercules,
who strangled two serpents in his
cradle, may not have been a myth at

all, but a fact, says the London Tele-
graph. Modern science has proved
that it is quite a possible feat. The
new-born babe is relatively much
stronger than a full-grown man. ac-
cording to the result ol medical tests-
“The muscles of the forearm are sur-
prisingly vigorous A few hour after
birth a baby suspended by its finger
to a stick, or to fbe finger of a per-
son, can hold itself in the air for ter,

seconds, and. in the case of particu
larly strong infants, lor as long as

Streegth of the New-Born
half a minute. At four days old the
chiids strength has increased, and
the time is two and a half minutes
for 9S per cent, of babies The maxf
mum is attained at a fortnight Few
infants can hang on for more than
one and a half minutes, though one
exceptional young Hercules remained
suspended for two minutes and 38
seconds by his right hand After that
he still hung on with his left for 15
seconds longer’ It is not stared
whose babies were put through these
horizontal bar gymnastics at the earl*
age of from one honr to a fortnight

A woman rarely uses toilet vinegar,
and oils in her dressing until she h
past her salad days

SOME BREAD RECIPES
FOODS MORE OR LESS OUT OP

THE ORDINARY.

Raisfed Tea Biscuits Will Be Appreci'
ated—For Boston Brown Bread—

Popovers a Delicacy That Is
Popular With All.

Raised Tea Biscuits.—lngredients
one cupful of scalded milk, one fourth
cupful of butter, throe yeast cakes
.one tablespoonfui of sugar, one-half
teaspoonful of salt, white of one egg,
and four cupfuls of flour.

Make a nice sponge, letting it stand |
in a warm place in a pan placed in
warm water; then add the flour, knead ,
it for twenty minutes, and divide into ,
biscuit-shied pieces. Let these rise 1
in the baking pan until twice the first s
size, and bake.

A single loaf of raised bread may jbe made of the same ingredients in '
this manner.

Boston Brown Bread.—Ingredients
two cupfuls of white cornmeal, two |
cupfuls of yellow meal, two cupfuls of !
graham flour, one cupful of molasses,
one cupful of sour milk and one of
sweet milk, two cupfuls of boiling wa-
ter, salt to taste and one teaspoonful
of soda.

Mix the two meals, thj flour and 1
the salt well together; add the boiling I
water. Put the sweet milk and mo j
lasses together and add them to first !
things. Then dissolve the soda in the
sour milk and put these in. Put the
mixture into a round covered tin buck
et and steam it for three hours; un
cover and bake in the oven for hall
an hour. This bread may be eaten
hot or cold and be toasted when
stale. In New England baked beans
go with it.

Pulled Bread.—Take a perfectly
fresh loaf of baker’s French bread.
Break off irregular pieces of the
spongy inside and dry them in a very
slow oven until a delicate brown.
These must be reheated in the oven
wr hen served, and the “pull” is good
with chocolate, coffee, tea or bouillon.
The inside of fresh homemade bis-
cuits left over from a meal may be
treated in the same way, and the
crusts of them toasted and kept for
shells for creamed dishes.

Popovers.—lngredients two cupfuls
of milk, two cupfuls of flour, two eggs
(whites and yolks beaten separately,)
salt to taste.

Mix salt and flour well together.
Put the beaten yolks with the milk
and then add them slowly to the flour,
making a smooth batter. Then turn
in the whipped whites, folding these
gently into the mixture. Put the bat-
ter immediately into hot greased pans,
half filling them, and bake in hot oven
for thirty minutes. As popovers fall
when cold they must be eaten as soon
as baked.

Raised Cornbread.—Ingredients one
cupful of fine sifted cornmeal, one and
a half cupfuls of milk, two eggs, one
tablespoonful of butter, one teaspoon-
ful of baking powder, one teaspoonful
of sugar, salt.

Scald the milk and pour it over the
meal. Let cool and then add the but-
ter (melted), salt, sugar, baking pow-
der and yolks of eggs Stir all togeth-
er quickly and thoroughly; and then
fold in the whites of the eggs beaten
to a stiff froth. Bake in a flat pan in
a hot oven for thirty minutes.

American Marmalade.
One each orange, lemon, grapefruit

and two very small apples (green-
ings); shave very thin, in small
pieces, rejecting seeds and cores;
use all peel and pulp; peel the ap-
ples, measure; add three times the
amount of water and let stand in a
granite pan over night; in the morn-
ing boil for ten minutes; let stand
another night, then add an equal
amount of sugar (cup for cup) and
boil until it jellies; stir as little as
possible and don't cook too fast. Pour
into jeily glasses and when cool cover
with paraffin and seal. It will be a
beautiful amber color.

Marshmallow Fudge.
Put twr o cups granulated sugar and

one cup cream or rich milk in a
saucepan and heat. Add two squares
chocolate, grated, and boil until it
hardens when dropped in cold water.
When nearly done add a level tea-
spoon butter, little by little, and a
half pound marshmallows, crushing
and stirring with a spoon. Add the
last of the marshmallows after the
fudge is taken from the fire. Pour
into buttered pans and when nearly
cold cut into cubes.

Canape Careme.
A fanciful concoction is “canape

Careme,” which calls for the chopped
meat of half a small lobster, a truf-
fle and two tiny pickles. Dredge them
with pepper and salt and mix all with
two tablespoonfuls of mayonnaise
dressing Spread the mixture over
round pieces of toast about two inches
in diameter and decorate the center
of each canape with half a teaspoon
ful of caviare.

Chili Sauce, Made Without Spices.
Here is a recipe for chili sauce with

no spices which has been in my fam-
ily for years, and pronounced fine by
all who eat it. It makes about four
quarts, or eight pints: 24 large ripe
tomatoes, three green peppers, six
medium sized onions. Chop as fine
as desired and add ten tablespoons
sugar, two cups strong vinegar and
salt to taste. Cook together until thick
as desired.—Boston Globe.

Bran for Matting.
Instead of salt water some house-

wives use bran for cleaning matting.
A ba& of cheesecloth is filled with
bran; this is moistened from time to
time and the matting scrubbed with
it. After the bran wash the mat-
ting is wiped off with a fresh cloth
dipped fa salt water.

A Garden Hint.
To seep the bugs and insects which

infest your trees from killing the blos-
cms or leaves, wrap a piece of cotton

around the center of the body, and
over the cotton with a piece ot fly
a per This is invaluable. Try it
se sticky side out.

GUARANTEED
TO Be PURE-

Constipation
Varnishes Forever
Prompt Relief -Permanent Cure
CARTER’S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS
fie act surclv ywSfujß&P A DTF
but gently

improve the complexion, brighten theeyes.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

NO MORE ASTHMA
Stop It. Leam how. Send at onco for health chart.bookU-t and FKISK TRIAL. Scientific constitutional

• Wondcrf n1 c ures. HENRI lUIXAKKliMfcUV CO., 731 So. K. Bt.,Tucoma, Wuhli.

ICnn fortllolandncarconntysltotown,IDUU RURC.O ly mile river, well InivrovtMlshal-
low wells, good crops cotton, maize, best farming
section Texas. M. H. FRANCIS, Anson, Texas.

IHfIUT to sell hist one Fountain Pen In yonr
"Hill town. That one will sell others. tJet

trade price on one pen for yourself and apply fbr
local agency. W. IS. SCURAM,Elizabeth, X. J.

“iSSSKSI Thompson’s Eye Water
THEN HE GOT WORSE.

I

The Angry Man—I see the scoundrel
in your face.

The Calm Man—That’s a personal
reflection.

An Exacting Situation.
“Doctor,” said the nervous man, “Is

there any way of teaching a person
, to talk in his sleep?”

“I never heard of any," replied the
physician. “How could such an ac-
complishment be of benefit?”

“It’s either that or insomnia for me.
My wife is one of the best suffragette
speakers before the public. She al-
ways rehearses her orations at home,
and I've got to say ‘hear! hear!’ or
‘that’s the stuff!’ at least once every
ten minutes.”—Washington Star.

A Paraphrase.
“You take close notice of (he places

to which people are Invited."
“Yes,” replied Mrs. Curarox; “in

our circle invitations are are the sin-
cerest flattery.”

Two of a Kind.
“Going abroad this summer, Mrs.

Leeder?”
“Why—ah—"
“Isn’t that a coincidence? I’m not,

either.”

A FINE NIGHT-CAP
The Best Thing in the World to Go to

Bed and Sleep On.

“My wife and I find that 4 teaspoon-
fuls of Grape-Nuts and a cup of hot
milk, or some cream, with it, makes
the finest night-cap in the world,” says
an Alleghany, Pa., man.

“We go to sleep as soon as we strike
the bed, and slumber like babies till
rising time in the morning.

“It is about 3 years now since we be-
gan to use Grape-Nuts food, and we
always have it for breakfast and be-
fore retiring and sometimes for lunch.
I was so sick from what the doctors
called acute indigestion and fag
before I began to use Grape-Nuts that 1
could neither eat, sleep nor work with
any comfort.

“I was afflicted at the same time
v/ith the most intense pains, accompan-
ied by a racking headache and back-
ache, every time I tried to eat any-

thing. Notwithstanding an unusual
pressure from my professional duties,
I was compelled for a time to give up
my work altogether.

“Then I put myself on a diet of
Grape-Nuts and cream alone, with an
occasional cup of Postum as a runner-
up, and sometimes a little dry toast. I
assure you that in less than a week I
felt like anew man; I had gained six
pounds in weight, could sleep well
and think well. .

“The good work went on, and I was

soon ready to return to business, and
have been hard at it, and enjoying it
ever since.

“Command me at any time any one
enquires as to the merits of Grape-
Nuts. You will find me always ready
to testify.” Name given by Postum
Cos., Battle Creek, Mich.

Read the little book, “The Road to
Wellville,” in pkgs. “There’s a reason.”

Ever read the above letter? Anew
one appears from time to time. They
are grenolae, true, and full of human
Interest.


