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, 1^ ARD times came on In 
Mineola. Railroad build- 
ing was at an end; crops 
failed; men who had 1 
bought goods on long I 
credit could not pay. / 
"Bill” McDonald, as he 
was now usually called, / 
had been one to carry 
long lines of credit for 
his customers and he was 

hurt accordingly. He 
gave up business at last 

and in 1883 invested whatever re- 

mained to him in cattle and set his 
step further westward, where there 
was free grass. He headed toward 
Wichita county, which was almost an 

unknown land in that day, driving his 
cattle before him, his young wife at 
his side, both eager to begin a new 

life in a new' land. 
To drive cattle across the wild 

Texas prairies 25 years ago wras an 
experience worth while. The grass 
was free, but there were always those 
who wanted to form a trust of its 
vast areas and make trespassers of 
the smaller men. McDonald had 
scarcely located his herd and pitched 
his tent when two of these magnates 
notified him that he had better move. 
He asked in that quiet way of his to 
let him have a look at their titles, 
and when they could not produce 
them he added that he thought he’d 
stay where he was. They began to 
tell him of some of the things that 
were likely to happen If he did that, 
but he did not seem impressed by the 
information. He repeated that he 
would stay where he w-as and that 
anyone who did not wish to be in his 
neighborhood had his permission to 

_ 
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thing but the truth Just 
then. 

"Yes,” he said. 
McDonald • was dis- 

charged and Melvin paid 
a fine as before noted. 
Following this Incident 
came another, which so- 

lidified the Bill McDon- 
ald reputation for nerve, 

in Wichita Falls. Bill 
Holly, the afore-men- 
tioned—whose name in 
another part of the state 
had been Buck Holly— 
becoming Bill after a mix- 

up during which the other 
man died—one day ab- 
sorbed an overdose of his 
own stock in trade and 
set forth to shoot up the 
town. He went afoot and 
let go at things generally, 
emptying the streets and 

bringing business to a 

stand still. The city mar- 

shal was organizing a 

posse to take him and 
summoned McDonald, who 
said: 

“Give me the key to the 
calaboose and the' won’t 

be no need of a posse." 
He took the key in one 

hand and a six-shooter in 

the other and marched up 
to where Holly was prac- 
ticing on front doors and 

hardware signs, stuck 
the gun close up under 

the nose of the disturber 
and with his quick magic 
disarmed him and set 

out with him for the lock- 
up. Holly begged and 

pleaded and was finally 
move on, to other free grass. Perhaps they 
looked him over a bit more carefully then, and 
noticed the peculiarity of his nose and’ his 
eyes and the handy and casual way be had of 
pif king off the heads of rattlesnakes and such 
things with a six-shooter while he talked. In 
a neighborhood where cattle thieves were be- 
ginning to be troublesome a man like that 
would bo handy to have around. They were 
to have an example presently of his willing- 
ness and ability to defend the rights of owner- 
ship—a small example, but convincing. 

It was no easy matter to keep a herd intact 
in those days. The outlaw pure and simple 
was bad enough, but to the newcomer with a 
small bunch of "cows” (cattle, regardless of 
gender) the vast, roaming herd guarded by a 
veritable army of punchers, whose respect for 
any law was small enough, was an even 
greater menace. McDonald knew of these 
conditions and when, soon after his arrival 
some of his cattle strayed away he set out to 
inspect the surrounding herds. After riding 
some distance he came upon a large drove, 
evidently on its way to market. It was about 
noon and the men were “rounding-in" for din- 
ner. McDonald started to address a herder 
when the man turned abruptly and started off. 
McDonald immediately began looking through 
the cattle, when the herder wheeled and 
roughly asked him what he wanted. 

“I was looking for hobbled horses,” was the 
easy reply, whereupon the puncher made some 

surly comment and rode away. 
McDonald, presently satisfied that his stray 

cattle were not with that portion of the drove, 
continued his search further along and came 

up with the “chuck wagon,” where dinner was 

being prepared. Cow-men are hospitable and 
the foreman invited him to dismount and join 
them. He did so and a little later the surly 
puncher came in, giving the camp guest any- 
thing but a friendly look. In the course of 
the meal the visitor was asked where he was 
from. 

“Mineola,” he said, “Wood county.” 
The surly herder spoke up. 
“These d—d sand lappers (east Texans) 

are getting too thick out here.” 
McDonald set down his coffee. 
“The d—d skunks and prairie dogs are al- 

ready too thick,” he said. 

An instant later the puncher had out his 

pistol, but the sand-lapper was still quicker. 
The puncher was covered before he could 
bring his weapon to bear. McDonald said: 

"Turn it loose! Drop It!” 

The herder still clutched the weapon which 
he was afraid to raise. 

The sand lapper stepped nearer to him and 
with a sudden movement rapped him smartly 
on the head with the heavy barrel of his six- 
shooter. It was a thing that as a deputy he 
had done often and it was always effective. 
The puncher dropped his gun. One of his 
comrades sprang to his assistance, but was 

covered and disarmed with amazing sudden- 

ness. The foreman interfered now, and the 

beginner of the disturbance was led away to 
a brook to have his head bathed and ban- 

daged. whereupon the sand lapper quietly fin- 
ished his dinner, thanked his host, continued 
the search for his missing stock and when he 

found them set out for home. Meeting a 

group of punchers among which was his surly 
friend with a now bandaged head, he expect- 
ed further trouble. Nothing happened. The 

sand lapper and his missing cows had the 

right of way. 

Commercial Venture and Adventure. 

The inclination to commercial enterprise 
still survived. At the end of a year McDonald 

sold his cattle and invested in the lumber 
business at Wichita Palls. 

There was a merchant in Baylor county, 
Texas, to whom Lumberman McDonald sold 

a good bill, on time. The account ran along 
until one day the county judge of Baylor, one 

Melvin, dropped in and stated that he had 

called to settle the amount for his neighbor. 
He gave his own check for it and McDonald 

supposed the matter had ended. A few days 
later the bank returned Melvin’s check as 

worthless. Evidently the quiet, unobtrusive 

life which Bill Jess had been living as a lum- 

ber merchant had given the Impression ihat 
he was an Inoffensive person, who would 

pocket a loss rather than make trouble, espe- 

cially with a county judge, who added to his 

official prestige the reputation of being a bad 

man from "very far up the creek.” However, 
this was a mistake. McDonald ascertained 
that his customer had really sent the money 
by Melvin to pay his bill, and considered what 
he ought to do. Morally, perhaps legally, he 
could have demanded payment a second time, 
on the ground that the said customer, being 
acquainted with Melvin, should have selected 
a more reliable messenger. But that was not 
the Bill McDonald way. What he did was to 
write to Melvin, demanding an explanation, 
adding in pretty positive terms that he ex- 

pected immediate settlement. No reply came, 
and a second and a third letter followed, each 
getting more definite as to phrase. Then one 

day Melvin and certain henchmen from Baylor 
appeared on the streets of Wichita Falls. Mc- 
Donald, who had heard of their arrival, sud- 
denly confronted Melvin and delivered himself 
in such terms and with what emphasis as he 
had on hand at the moment. Melvin withdrew, 
gathered his clans and laid for McDonald in 
front of a saloon where the latter had to pass. 
Though previously warned of the ambush, Mc- 
Donald did pass, with the result that next 
morning Melvin settled his bill in full, paid 
for a glass door that he had broken and a fine 
and costs amounting to $65, for carrying con- 

cealed weapons. What really happened to 
Melvin is best told in Bill Jess’s own testi- 
mony, when that same morning he had him- 
self been summoned to answer a charge for 
carrying concealed weapons, disturbing the 
peace and for assault—said action being the 
result of Melvin’s judicial pull. Arriving at 
the courtroom, the prosecuting attorney asked 
McDonald if he had a lawyer. 

“No,” he said, “I don’t need anybody to 
defend me for knocking a scoundrel over. I’ll 
attend to my own case, whatever is neces- 

sary.” 
The attorney then stated the charge to the 

court. Bill Jess waited until he was through 
and then asked permission to speak. 

"Your honor,” he said, rising, “I’m a busy 
man, with no time to be fooling around this 
way with men who give bogus checks and 
steal horses and such like, but if your honor 
will spare about a minute I’ll tell what hap- 
pened.” He then gave a history of the lumber 
transaction and added the sequel as follows: 

‘‘When I wrote him as strong a letter as 
I could frame up and as would go through the 
mail he come down with a crowd of what he 
thought was fighting men and I met him and 
tried like a gentleman to persuade him to 
settle up and to convince him what a dad- 
blamed rascal he was, which he plead guilty 
to and didn’t deny. Then he gathers his feeble 
bunch of fighters together, arms them up with 
six-shooters and corrals them in Bill Holly’s 
saloon, that I had to pass, going home. I 
met Johnny Hammond, who tried to persuade 
me not to take that street—said those fellows 
were up there and I’d better go in some other 
direction. I said I wasn’t in the habit of go- 
ing out of my way for such cattle and pro- 
ceeded on up the street. When I got in front 
of Bill Holly’s, Melvin and his warriors 
stepped out. Melvin wanted an explanation 
of my former remarks and I gave it to him 
and addqd some more which I would not like 
to mention in the presence of this court. 
Then he pulled out a big, white-handled forty- 
five six-shooter, but being a little slow with it, 
I grabbed it by the barrel and hit him with 
my fist two or three times, which kinder 
jarred him loose from his gun. Then I gave 
him a rap on the head with it and knocked 
him through Bill Holly’s glass front door, into 
the saloon. His pals pulled their guns, but I 
covered them with the one I took away from 
Melvin and they nearly broke the furniture to 

pieces getting out of there. I didn’t see any 
more of any of them until next morning. Then 
I looked up the bunch and got a check in full, 
with Interest, from Melvin and made him pay 
Bill Holly $5 for his glass door. So far as 

carrying a gun is concerned, I had one, and I 

got another from this fellow here, who had 

pulled it on me. I took it away from him and 
hit him with it and I have the same here in 

my possession now, to turn over to the court.” 

Bill Jess reached down somewhere and, 
drawing forth the big, white-handled six- 
shooter laid it down in front of the court 
Then suddenly turning upon Melvin, who was 

present, he looked him straight through. 
“Ain’t all I have said, so?” he demanded. 
Melvin found himself unable to tell any- 
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locked In a room In me note.. 

window before morning and promp y p 

it by McDonald’s request. 
Removing to Hardeman county was the 

only thing that saved Bill McDonald from be- 

ing drafted into official service where he was. 

In the counties bordering on Indian territory 

and up through the Panhandle a man had to 

“stand pat” whatever his hand and hold his 

own by strength of arm and quickness of 

trigger. Cow thieves and cutthroats abounded. 

Officials often worked in accord with them or 

were afraid to prosecute. The man who would 

neither co-operate with outlaws nor condone 

their offenses was already on the ground and 

would presently be in the Held. 

Hardeman county had lately been organ- 

ized and the settlers were cowmen, cowboys 
and gamblers—lawless enough themselves— 
and another element, which pretended to be 

these things, but in reality were outlaws, pure 

and simple. The latter lived chiefly off the 

herds, driving off horses and cattle and hiding 
them in remote and inaccessible places. Often 

the cattle were butchered, their hides, which 

were marked with brand and earmarks, de- 

stroyed to avoid identification and the meat 

sold. Men who did these things werS known 

well enough, but went unapprehended for the 

reasons named. In certain sections of the 

territory itself and in No-man’s Land (a piece 
of disputed ground lying to the north of the 

Panhandle, now a part of Oklahoma) matters 

were even worse. In these places there was 

hardly a semblance of law. 

It was In 1885 that Bill McDonald disposed 
of his lumber interests in Wichita Falls, re- 

invested in cattle and set out once more for 

the still farther west. He had filed some 

school land on Wanderer’s creek in Hardeman 

county, about four miles from where the town 

of Quanah now stands,, the heart of what was 

then the wilderness. He did not go there im- 

mediately, however; he conducted for a brief 

time a lumber business at Harrold, Willbarger 
county—a circumstance hardly worth men- 

tioning save for an incident of another sort 

which occurred at this place and period. Me- 

uonaia, wuuse repuuuiuu as a me*** 

h^d traveled to Harrold, was one night called 

upon by Ranger Lieut. Sam Platt to assist him 

in handling a gang of outlaws, known as the 

Brooken band, that Infested that neighborhood. 
The Brookens had ridden into Harrold and 

were running things pretty much in their own 

way. Platt and McDonald promptly bore down 

upon them and a running fight ensued as the 

Brookens retreated. About 100 shots were 

fired altogether, but it was dark and the range 
too great for accuracy. Nothing was accom- 

plished, but the event marked the beginning 
of a warfare between Bill McDonald and a 

band of cutthroats, the end of which would 
be history. It was soon after this first skir- 
mish that McDonald sold out his business in 

Harrold and set out for his Hardeman county 
ranch. As on his former migration, he drove 
his cattle to the new land and after the first 
hard day’s drive camped at nightfall in a 

pleasant spot where grass was plentiful and 
water was handy. 

The next morning, when preparations for 

an early start were under headway, it was 

suddenly discovered that four of the best 

horses and a fine Newfoundland dog were 

missing. Two of the horses were found astray, 
evidently having broken loose from their cap- 
tors. It was further discovered that the 
Brooken band had a rendezvous in what was 

known as the Cedar Brakes, a stretch of rough 
country, densely covered with scrubby cedar, 
located about 12 miles to the southwestward. 
McDonald naturally felt that it was now his 
turn to move again in the Brooken game, but 
it did not seem expedient to stop the journey 
with the herd and undertake the move just 
then, so, biding his time, he pushed on to his 
land on Wanderer’s creek, where he estab- 
lished his ranch, fenced his property, built a 

habitation for himself and the wife who was 

always ready to follow him into the wilder- 
ness, then promptly he rode over to Margaret, 
at that time the county seat, and asked Sheriff 
Jim Alley—a good man with his hands over- 

full—to appoint him deputy; that he might be- 

gin the work which clearly must be done in 
that country before it could become a proper 
habitation for “white men/’ The commission 
was readily granted and from that appoint- 
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a notorious outlaw, was the head 6f the 
band and his brother Bood was one of its 
chief members. The Brookens were wanted 
not only for cattle, stealing, but for train rob- 
bing and murder as well. A certain Bull 
Turner was one of their victims. Turner 
was said to have been one of the Brooken 
gang at an earlier time, but had aban- 
doned that way of life and made an effort 
to become a decent citizen. The gang believed 
he had given information and somewhat later, 
when he was driving across the country with 
a prominent stockman—a Jew named Lazarus 
—the Brookens and half a dozen of their fol- 
lowers suddenly dashed out of roadside con- 

cealment and began firing. Turner was in- 
stantly killed and Lazarus fell over the dash- 
board in a wild effort to get behind something. 
The frightened horses, one of them wounded 
in the foot, ran madly all the way to town 
with Lazarus still clinging to the whiffletrees. 

With the assistance of Sheriff Alley—also 
short a horse, through the industries of the 
Brooken gang—and one Pat Wolforth, who 
was acquainted with certain of the silent 
partners of the outlaws and stood ready to 
give information—several arrests were made 
presently and trouble filled the air. 

Threatening letters now began to come to 
the new deputy, warning him against further 
procedure—promising him death and torture 
of many varieties if he did not suspend opera- 
tions. Such letters always stimulated Bill Mc- 
Donald to renewed enterprise. 

Meantime the railroad had reached Harde- 
man and the town of Quanah—named for 
Chief Quanah Parker, son of the historic Cyn- 
thia Ann Parker—had sprung up. It was the 
typical tough place and certain bad men still 
at large came there to proclaim vengeance and 
to “lay” for the men who were making them 
trouble. Among these disturbers was one 

John Davidson of Willbarger county, on the 
borders of which the Cedar Brakes gang was 

located. 
Davidson appeared presently on the streets 

of Quanah, flourishing his firearms and mak- 
ing his boasts. Bill McDonald suddenly ar- 

rived on the scene and without any parley 
whatever stepped quickly up to Davidson and 
disarmed him so suddenly that the terror of 
Willbarger stood dazed and did not recover 
himself until he was half way to the office of 
Justice, where he paid a fine. 

He tried it again the next week, with the 
same result. He kept on trying it and each 
time settled for his amusement with a fine. 

The Davidson crowd was still in town and 
far from satisfied. Davidson felt that he had 
support enough now to tackle even that hard- 
headed McDonald and he enlisted a big 
butcher named Williams to stir up the mess. 

The gang armed themselves with long butcher 
knives from Williams’ shop and started out to 
hunt up their victim. They located him in a 

saloon where troubles of various kinds were 

likely to originate and the presence of an offi- 
cer was desirable. Big Bill Williams, the 
butcher, entered first, and coming near to Mc- 
Donald slightly bumped against him. Not 
wishing trouble, McDonald walked away, fol- 
lowed by Williams, who bumped against him 
again. Deputy Bill then walked to the other 
side of the room, which was unoccupied and 
when Williams and his crowd started to fol- 
low he warned them not to come any closer. 
At this a number of cowmen who were pres- 
ent saw the trouble and being friendly to Mc- 
Donald stepped in, pushing Williams and his 
crowd toward the door. Outside, the disturb- 
ers gave vent to their animosity for McDon- 
ald in violent language and opprobrious names. 

Suddenly McDonald himself stepped out 
among them and seeing a piece of scantling 
about four feet long lying by the door he 
seized it and as Williams started toward him 
he gave the big butcher a lick across the face 
with it that flattened his features and put a 
habitual crook in his nose. The crowd thought 
Williams was killed and his supporters began 
to get out of the way of that scantling. But 
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in a moment. 
“Halt!” he said, "every one of you. I’ll kill 

the first man that runs.” Then to the Rang- 
ers, who at that moment appeared on the 
scene, “Search those men for weapons.” 

Search was made and long butcher knives 
Intended for McDonald came to light. A knife 
of the same kind was found on Williams. 

Somewhat later word was brought to Dep- 
uty Bill that what was left of the Davidson 
and Williams crowd had collected in Tip Mc- 
Dowell’s saloon, where a brother of Williams 
tended bar, and were declaring war to the 
death. McDonald promptly went down there 
and entered, with a revolver in each hand. 
The crowd of would-be assassins, about a 
dozen or so, took one look and made a break 
for the back window and fled. 

McDonald now resolved to hunt on his own 
hook. As deputy sheriff he was restricted to 
his own county, but this handicap was re- 
moved through Ranger Captain S. A. McMur- 
ray, who had him appointed by Governor Ross 
as special ranger, with sheriff’s rights in any 
county in the state. One day he received a 
letter from Capt. George A. Knight of Dallas, 
Texas, U. S. marshal of the northern district 
of Texas, asking him to come to Dallas and be 
made U. S. deputy marshal, with authority to 
operate in southern Indian Territory and No- 
man’s Land. McDonald went down without 
delay and reported at Knight’s office. 

“I have heard about you and your work up 
in Hardeman,” said Capt. Knight, “and I want 
you for a deputy. But first tell me what are 

your politics.” 
McDonald did not hesitate. McDonald was 

a Republican. 
“Capt. Knight,” he said, “I am the damned- 

est, hell-roaringest, all-flredest Democrat you 
ever saw. If politics has anything to do with 
this appointment I’d just as well go back.” 

“Well,” said Knight, “you’re pretty em- 

phatic, but I guess you’ll do. Your kind of poli- 
tics seem to suit your job pretty well.” 

It was only a little while after this that 
Bill McDonald was made also Deputy U. S. 
marshal of the southern district of Kansas. 

He brought in Bood Brooken last, got him 
sentenced for five years and broke up the 
gang utterly. Bill Brooken himself escaped 
to Mexico, was captured there, brought back 
and sentenced for 127 years. 

BARBERS WHO BECAME TOTED 
Not a Few Wieiders of the Razor 

Have Risen to Positions of 
Eminence. 

Perhaps the best known of all bar- 

bers who have attained fame were 

Arkwright, the Improver of the spin- 
ning jenny, who Is-said to have turned 
to merit: "5 ■< when the wigmaking 
traCi- :;nd Jeremy Taylor, who 
was b— _ip in his father’s shaving 

i¥-——- 
shop at Cambridge. 

Edward Sugden, afterward made 
Baron Saint Leonard’s, was the son of 
a haircutter in a shop in Lincoln’s Inn, 
London. A story is told to the effect 
that once when Sugden was address- 
ing a crowd in the interest of his can- 

didacy to parliament, a man called out 
to know what soap cost and how lather 
was made. “I am particularly obliged 
to that gentleman,” Sir Edward is re- 

ported to have said, “for reminding me 

of my lowly origin. It is true that I 

am a barber’s son and that I myself 
was once a barber. If the gentleman 
who so politely reminded me of these 
facts had been a barber, he would have 
continued to remain one till the end 
of his life.” 

Charles Abbott, Baron Tenterden, 
was also a barber's son, and it is re- 

lated how, when he was made a peer 
of England he took his own son to a 

little Westminster shop and bade him 
remember It was there that his grand- 

/ 

father had been accustomed to shave 
others for a penny. 

William Falconer, the poet, was a 

poOr barber in Edinburgh until his 

poem “The Shipwreck,” brought him 
renown and, incidentally, a commis- 
sion in the royal navy. 

Cling to Old Customs. 

The Chinese government purposes 
to adopt the metric system and count 
in tens. “But it will be many years 
before the bewildering Chinese 

weights and measures are abandoned,** 
the London Chronicle thinks. It adds: 
“Turn your eyes to Europe. A hun- 
dred years and more have not induced 

'France to abandon the old forms. 
| "Sous’* are more frequent than cen- 

times, and France—the country 
France—still insists on the names of 
the old measures. Wine is sold, in 
barrlques and chopines, the beer in 
canettes, milk in pintes and firewood 
in cordes,. while in the smaller shopa 
the livre is the unit, not the kilo 
gramme.*' 

BREAKS A COLD IN A DAY 

And Cures any Cough that is Curable. 
Noted Physician’s Formula. 

This is said to be the most effective 
remedy for coughs aiid colds known to 
science. “Two ounces Glycerine; half 
ounce Concentrated Pine; Put these 
into half a pint of good whiskey and 
use in doses of teacpoonful to a table- 
spoonful every four hours. SJhake bot- 
tle well each time." Any druggist has 
these ingredients in stock or will 

qulcjfly get them from his wholesale 
house. The Concentrated Pine is a 

special pine product and comes only 
in half ounce vials each enclosed in an 
air tight case: But be sure it is labeled 
“Concentrated.” This formula cured 
hundreds here last winter. 

JUST THE SAME. 
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Jones—I love you. 
Miss Heiress Tottle—But I am 

worth millions!! 
Jones—I love you for all that! 

A Change at Least. 
A change of tenors had been made 

in the church choir. Eight-year-old 
Jessie, returning from the morning 
service, was anxious to tell the news. 

"Oh, mother,” she exclaimed, "we have 
a new terror in the choir!”—Wom- 
an’s Home Companion. 

For Headache Try Hicks’ Capudine. 
Whether from Colds, Heat, Stomach or 

Nervous troubles, the aches are speedily 
relieved by Capudine. It's Liquid—pleas- 
ant to take—Effects immediately. 10, 25 
and 50c at Drug Stores. 

Nobody will use other people’s ex- 

perience, nor has any of his own till 
it ie too late to use it.—Nathaniel 
Hawthorne. 

FOR DEEP SEATED COI.DS and coughs, 
AUtn't Lung Hul’am cures when all other remedies 
fail. This old reliable medicine has been sold for 
over40 years. 25c,5Uc.II.0Ubottles. Alldealers. 

Cheap notoriety 'often turns out to 

be an expensive luxury. 

PILES CUBED IN 6 TO 14 DATS. 
PAZO OINTMKNTIsguaranteed to cure anv case 
of Itching. Blind. Bleeding or Protruding Plies in 
6 to U days or money refunded. 5(Jo. 

Men who have advice to give are 

novor ctinjrv with it 

Your Liver 
is Clogged up 
That’* Why You're Tired—Out of 
Sorts—Hare No Appetite.^ 
CARTER’S LITTLE^ 
LIVER PILLS 
will put you right 
in a tew days. 

They do 
their duty. 

Cure 
Constipa- 
tion, Bil- 
iousness, Indigestion, and Si$k Headache. 

SHALL PILL SHALL DOSE. SHALL PUCE 
GENUINE must bear signature: 

nD/IDCV NEW DISCOVERY; gives 
l/nurr0 M quick relief and curesworst cases. 

Book of testimonials and 10 days’ treatment KKBH. 
-'i. H. H. GKKKN’8 SONS. Boa R. Atlanta. Ga 

MORE 
PMHAM 

CERES 
Added to the Long List due 
to This Famous Remedy. 

Oronogo, Mo.—“I was simply a ner. 
vous wreck. I could not walk across 

the floor without 
my heart fluttering 
and I could not even 
receive a letter. 
Every month I had 
such a bearing down 
sensation, as if tha 
lower parts would 
fall out. Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s vegeta- 
ble Compound has 
done my nerves a 
great deal of good 
and lias also relieved 

the bearing down. I recommended it 
to some friends and two of them havo 
been greatly benetited by it.” — Mrs. 
Mae MoKnigiit. Oronogo, Mo. 

Another Grateful Woman. 
St. Loui3, Mo. —“I was bothered 

terribly with a female weakness and 
had backache, bearing down pains and 
pains in lower parts. I began taking 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 
pound regularly and used the Sanative 
Wash and now 1 have no more troubles 
that way.” —Mrs. An. Herzog, 6722 
Prescott Ave., bt. l.ouis, jvio. 

Because your case is a difficult one, 
doctors having done you no good, 
do not continue to suffer without 
giving Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetablo 
Compound a trial. It surely has cured 
many cases of female ills, such as in- 
flammation, ulceration, displacements, 
fibroid tumors, irregularities, periodic 
pains, backache, that bearing-down 
feeling, indigestion, dizziness, and ner- 
vous prostration. It costs but a trifle 
to try it, and the result is worth mil- 
lions to many suffering women. 

FURS 'Qmwi 
Hides and 

Feathers, Tallow, Beeswax. VJ 
Ginseng, Golden Seal. (Yellow v 

Root), May Apple. Wild Ginger, | 
etc. We are dealers; established jj 
In 1856—"Over half* century In Louisville" ■ 
—and can do better for you than agents Eg 
or commission merchants. Reference, any g 
Bank In Louisville, Writ* for weekly price | 
list and thlpplng tags, jj 

M. Sabel & Sons* I 
229 E. Market St. LOUISVILLE, KY. 1 

FOR We will make from any Good Photo 
ft) 4 A HALFTONE ENGRAVING i 
Wlk I Size ten square inches or less, to 
all ■ print in Newspaper or on Sta- 

™ 
tionery. Portrait, Building, 
Landscape, Live Stock or any 

—— 

subject you may select. This 
paper will do the printing for you. 
Western Newspaper Union, Little Rock. Ark. 

--- 
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Stops 
Neuralgia 

I Pains 

The shooting, tearing pains of neuralgia are caused 
• •. ,1 p." i.:_• -- -- 

Dy excitement KJL UlC liuvw. ULiauLa AO ouu a uvi»v 

pain. 
Sloan’s Liniment, a soothing external application, 

stops neuralgia pains at once, quiets the nerves, relieves 
that feeling of numbness which is often a warning of 

paralysis, and by its tonic effect on the nervous and 
muscular tissues, gives permanent as well as immedi- 
ate relief. 

One Application Relieved the Pain. 
Mr. J. C. Lee, of noo Ninth St., S. E., Washington, D. C., writes: — 

“ I advised a lady who was a great sufferer from neuralgia to try Sloan’s Lini- 
ment. After one application the pain left her and she lias not been troubled 
with it since.” 

Sloan’s 
Liniment 

is the best remedy for Rheumatism, Stiff 
Joints and Sprains and all Pains. 

At All Druggists. Price 25c., 50c. and $1.00. 
Sloan’s Treatise on the Horse sent Free. Address 

DR. EARL S. SLOAN, BOSTON, MASS. 

Don’t Cough!—Use 

IS 
Will instantly relieve your achin» 
throat. There is nothing like it lor 
Asthma, Bronchitis and 
troubles. Conte 
Very pleasant to 

AllPraasfet 

Bad Breath 
“For months I had meat trouble with my 
Stomach and used all kinds of medicines. 
My tongue has been actually as green as 

grass, my breath having a bad odor. Two 
weeks ago a friend recommended Casc&rets 
and after using them I can willingly and 
cheerfully say that they have entirely 
cured me. I therefore let you know that 1 
shall recommend them to anyone suffer- 
ing from such troubles.”—Chas. H. Hal- 
pern, 114 E. 7th St., New York, N. Y. 
CUT THIS OUT, mall It with your ad- 
dress to Sterling Remedy Company, Chi- 

cago, Illinois, and receive a handsome 
souvenir gold Bon Bon FREE. M 


