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CHAPTER XV.—CONTINUED.

Unconsciously Agnes had clung to
Sprague’s hand. Now, as the sense of
danger disappeaged, she Dbecame
aware of what she was doing; and, in
sudden embarrassment, she with-
drew her hand from his reassuring
clasp.

The artist, recalling the object of
his visit, at once became grave and
formal.

“I am sorry to intrude upon you at
this unconventional hour, Miss Mur-
dock, but I found this letter in my
studio to-day. 1t was evidently
dropped by you yesterday; and,
thinking it might be important, I—"

“A letter? What letter?” asked
Agnes, puzzled.

Sprague held out the sealed envel-
ope. The young girl tore it open and
cast a hurried glance at its contents.
Then suddenly understanding, she
tore the paper to shreds and threw
these angrily into the fire which
burned brightly in the large open
fireplace.

“Oh, that!” she exclaimed, con-
temptuously. And then after a pause:

“Dp you mean to say you thought—"

She stopped short, seized by a sud-
den shyness.

“What else could I think?”
Sprague, softly.

He was watching the fragments of
paper as they flared upon the hearth.
The flame which consumed them
seemed to shed a radiant glow upon
his heart.

“Then,” he added, presently, and
still more softly, “if there is nothing
between you and—and him—perhaps—
perhaps I may hope—Miss Murdock—
Agnes—"

His hand sought hers and found it.

But the reaction had come at last,
and the brave girl who had been able
to control herself in the presence of
a threatening madman now gave way
to a fit of hysterical weeping.

Sprague, not being a medical man,
could hardly have known what reme-
dies to employ in an emergency of this
kind. All he did was to whisper scoth-
ing words in the young girl's ear and
to kiss the tears from her eyes. But
apparently that wasenough. Evident-
ly for a layman he must have possessed
considerable medical intuition; for,
after sobbing awhile upon his shoul-
der, Agnes quieted down gradually and
remained contentedly nestling in his
arms, while ihe artist, doubtless fear-
ful of a relapse, continued, for per-
haps an unnccessarily long time, to ply
the treatment whose effect had pro-
duced upon his patient so marked, so
rapid, and so satisfactory a result.

The attention of the medical profes-
sion is respectfully called to a treat-
ment which, though empirical, may
possibly possess specific virtues.

said

CHAPTER XVL
THE ROENTGEN RAYS.

“I tell you, Sturgis, it is a wonderful
discovery. I don't know what applica-
tions may ultimately be made of it in
other  branches of science, but I am
convinced that it is bound to cause a
revolution in surgical diagnosis,” said
Dr. Thurston, enthusiastically.

“Yes,” repliéd Sturgis, “I have no
dmubt that Roentgen’s rays will be of
great assistance to the surgeon in the
examination of features and:in the lo-
cation of foreign bodies which cannot
be reached by the probe.”

“As a proof of that, I must show you
a beautiful photograph which I have
just made. After leaving you on New
Year's morning, I found a patient
asleep in my office. He had been wait-
ing several hours. It was the usual
case of a pistol in the hands of a fool
friend, who did not know it was load-
ed; and of course with the usual result
—a bullet wonnd in my patient.”

Sturgis was listening in an absent-
minded way while his friend spoke.

“The wound was not severe; no
bones broken. The bullet had entered
the palm of the left hand and had
passed up into the forearm.”

A sudden light came into the report-
er's eyes; but he maintained his list-
less attitude.

“Well, sir, probe as I would, I was
unable to locate that bullet. Atlastl
concluded to try the Roentgen rays,
and here is the result. It is us pretty a
shadow photograph as 1 have yet
scen.”

So saying, Dr. Thurston handed the
reporter a photograph, which the lat-
ter studied carefully in silence.

“Notice how clearly you can see the
peculiar shape into which the bullet
has been flattened,” said the physician.

“Yes,” replied Sturgis, “I was observ-
ing that. Have you a duplicate of this
that you can spare?”

“Yes; keep that one if you wish.”

“Thank you; I am very gladi to have
it. Did you succeed in extracting the
bullet?”

“I have not tried yet. I had todevel-
op the photograph first.”

“Of course. When do you expect the
red-haired young man to return?”

“He promised to come back yester-
day, but he failed to do so,” replied
Dr. Thurston. Then, suddenly:

“But who said anything about his
being young or red-haired?”

“Not you, certainly, old man,” re-
plied Sturgis, smiling. “Don’t worry;
you have not voluntarily betrayedany
professional secret. ‘But, for all that,
your patient is wanted by the police.
He was bound to fall into their hands
before long. The only effect of this
discovery will be to hasten the denoue-
ment. I had traced him to your house,
and I knew how he was wounded; so
that I recognized him as soon as you
mentioned his case.”

“Who ig he?” asked Thurston. “ITam
sure I have scen him somewhere before,
but I cannot remember where.”

Whereupon the reporter related the
story of Chatham’s connection with
the Knickerbocker bank case.

CHAPTER XVIL
THE QUARRY.

Haif an hour later Sturgis was walk-
Ing briskly down Eroadway, with his
usual air of absent-minded concentra-
tion. DPresently he turned into a side
street and at once slackened his pace.
He now sauntered along like a lounger
at » loss how to kill a long, idle day.
The show window of a bric-a-brac shop

arrested his attention. He stopped to

examine its contents.

A little farther up the strcet was a
liquor saloon, outside of which stood
a group of boisterous young rowdies.
An older man, evidently in his cups,
was secated on an adjoiring stoop,
where, with maudiin gravity, he seemed
to be communing with himself.

On the opposite side of the way stood
a low, dilapidated brick house. A
painted sign over the windows of the
ground floor bore the name: “MAN-
HATTAN CHEMICAL CO.”

The drunken man rose unsteadily to
his feet and approached Sturgis with
ocutstretched Land.

“Say, Jimmy, get on ter his nibs
strikin’ de bloke fur a nickel ter git
med’cine fur his sick mudder!” ex-
claimed one of the young ruflians.

The wretchec-looking individual thus
designated seemed hardly able to stand
as he steadied himself against an iron
railing; but the eyes he turned upon
Sturgis were bright with intelligence
and the words he spoke were utteredin
a low, firm vcice:

“He’s been here—been here twice.”

“Twice?” echoed Sturgis, surprised.
“Where is he now?”

“I don’t know=—"

“You don’t know ?”

“No, sir; but 1 guess Conklin does.
This is how it was: It was my watch
yesterday afternoon, when Chatham
came the first time. He went into the
Manhattan company’s place through
tle basement at a quarter after five.
So I just settled myself out here and
waited, Well, I waited and waited, but
there wasn’t any sign of Chatham, and
when Flagler came along to relieve me
at ten o'clock Chatham hadn't come
out yet. TFlagler he spotted the place
until six this morning, and then Conk-
lin took his turn again until two
c’clock, when I came on for my watch.
Just as Conklin was telling me how
things stood, who should ccme down
the street but Chatharg himself, large
as life.”

“Down the strect?” exclaimed Stur-
gis.

“Yes, sir. And up he goes, as if noth-
ing had happened, ard into the Man-
hattan Chemical company's place
again.”

“He had put up the back-door game
on you,"” said the reporter.

“Yes, sir; just what I said to Conk-
lin. So, quick as a wink, I sent him
around the block to keep his eye
peeled on the next street, and I waited
here. And here I've becn ever since.
1f Conklin isn't on the block above, it
must be because Chatham has made
tracks again, and he after him.”

“I'll go and find out,” said Sturgis.
“Ias anycne else called at the Man-
bhattan Chemical company’s oflice since
you have been on watch?”

“No, sir; but a couple of hours ago
an express wagon came along and de-
livered a long wooden box; might have
been chemicals for the wholesale de-
partment, for it was lowered to the cel-
lar by the hoist in the arcaway. The
blond young man receipted for the
box.”

“Very well, Shrady. Hang on a little
while longer, and 1 shall have you re-
lieved just as soon as I possibly can.”

So saying, the reporter, who had
been pretending to look through his
pockets for a coin, ostentatiously
slipped a mickel into the outstretched
palm before him. The light seemed to
die out of the sharp eyes of the detect-
ive, and it was the miserable drunkard
who staggered back to his place on the
stoop next to the station, unmindful of
the gibes of the young rowdics congre-
gated there.

Sturgis walked up to the next street,
where he found a second detective on
duty.

“Anything new, Conklin?" he asked.

“No, sir; he's been lying ow; looks
like he knew he was spotted this
time.”

“Good. Stay here until I can notify
the police that we have run down the
quarry. It will be necessary to obtain
a search warrant for the Manhattan
Chemical company’s place. In the
meantime, if Chatham should attempt
to make tracks, hang on to him like
Lis shadow and send back word here as
soon as you can.”

“All right, sir.”

Sturgis, after leaving Conklin,
walked along the street which the de-
tective was watching and carefully in-
speeted every house on the block. Al-
most all were huge office buildings; but
here and there an old-fashioned brown-
stone front stood out comspicuously
against the broad expanse of brick
walls and iron columns. Half-way
down the street one of these old houses
stood well back from the street line
behind a small garden. The reporter
stood near this and read the numbers
on the adjoining buildings.

“This is directly back of the Man-
hattan Chemical company’s office,” he
mused. “I wonder who lives here. It
looks like a respectable place enough.
One could obtain a good view of the
rear of the Manhattan Chemical com-
pany’s office from the back windows.
H'm-—"

He stood thoughtfully considering
what pretext he could use to gain ad-
mission to the house, when suddenly
he became aware of the presence of
a man who had approached with
noiseless steps.

“Ah, is that you, Mr. Sturgis?” said
the calm, sardonical voice of Dr. Mur-
dock.

The reporter started inwardly, but
gave no outward sign of surprise.

“IVere you about to do me the honor
of calling?” continued the chmeist.

“Yes,” said Sturgis, deliberately;
“] was about to seek an interview
with you. Can you spare a few min-
utes?”

“Who is it that asks for the inter-
view?" inquired Murdock, with quiet
sarcasm. “Is it Mr. Sturgis. gentle-
man; Mr. Sturgis, reporter, or ——"

Sturgis met a cold gleam from Mur-
dock’s irscrutable eyes.

“Or Mr. Sturgis, the famous de-
tective?” continued the chemist with
an impereeptible sneer.

“I represent the Tempest,” replied
the reporter, quietly.

Murdock glanced carelessly up and
down the street. There was no one
in sight.

“Oh! very well,” he said, taking out
his latchkey and leading the way to
the house; “come into my study and
let me hear what I can do for the
Tempest.”

On entering the house Murdock mo-
tioned Sturgis to the door leading
from the hall into the drawing-room.

“If you will steo into the parlor for

a few minutes, I shall be with vou di-
rectly,” scid he.

Sturgis nodded acquiescence, and
while Murdock walked toward  his
study, which was at the extreme rear
of the hall, the reporter opened the
drawing-room door. He did not open
it very wide, however, neither did he
enter; for although the room was
rather dark, his quick eye caught a
passing glimpse of a feminine head
cozily nestled upon a distinctly mas-
culine shoulder, the owner of which
had his back turned to him. Bach-
elor cynic though he was, Sturgis had
not the heart to interrupt so inter-
esting a situation; and, as the couple
were so absorbed that they had not
noticed the intrusion upon their tete-
a-tete, he discreetly retreated and
softly closed the door.

By this time Murdock had passed
into his study, so that Sturgis found
himself alone in the hall. He was
glad of a short respite during which
he might collect his thonghts; {for,

not had time to select a plausible
topic for the interview which he had
solicited from Murdock. Not knows-
ing that the house was that of the
chemist, his sole object had been to
gain admittance, so that he might be
able to observe the Manhattan Chem-
ical company's offices from the rear,
and if possible to ascertain how Chat-
ham had managed to give the detec-
tives the slip the first time he ap-
peared to them.

Now that he was in the house the
reporter was confronted with the ne-
cessity of explaining his presence
there without betraying his true pur-
pose. This would not have been a
diflicult matter had the inmates of
the house been total strangers; but
he felt that it would be by no means
so casy to offer an explanation which
would be satisfactory to a man of
Murdock’s keen perception. And Mur-
dock was the last person to whom he
would have confided the true reason
of his visit; not only because the
chemist, as his opponent in the wager
concerning the Knickerbocker bank
mystery, was interested in thwarting
rather than in aiding his investiga-
tion, but chiefly because he felt a
strong instinctive distrust of the man.

As these thoughts were passing
through the reporter's mind, he slow-
ly paced the long hall, back and
forth, with his hands behind his back.
In so doing, he passed a door which
was slightly ajar and caught a
glimpse of long rows of bookshelves
loaded with beautifully bound edi-
tions. The place was evidently the
library. It occurred to him that™a
library is a public room and that he
would be more comfortable in there
than in the hall

He pushed open the door and iooked
in. The room was empty. He en-
tered.

The library occupied a space be-
tween the parlor and the rear room
into which Murdock had entered, and
it was separated from each of these
rooms by folding-doors over which
hung heavy portieres.

Sturgis was a lover of books; his
interest was at once aroused in the
collection before him. It was ad-
mirably selected from the standpoint
of a philosopher and a man of sci-
ence. Every department of history,
of philosophy and of science had its
section in which the volumes were
classified and arranged with intelli-
gent care. DBut curiously enough, po-
etry and art were but meagerly rep-
resented.

One section specially attracted
Sturgis’ attention. It was devoted en-
tirely to the history of crime in all
its phases and in all ages. Criminz]
statistics, eriminal jurisprudence ar:
the psychology of crime, as well as
the biographies of all the noted crim-
inals of anclent and modern times,
were completely represented. Almost
the only works of fiction in the col-
lection were In this section, and in-
cluded every book imaginable con.
cerning criminals and their deeds,
Many rare and curious volumes were

could be found in only a few of the
great libraries of the world.

Here Sturgis was In his element.
He had himself collected a valuable
library on the subjects kindred to his
profession; but here were books many
of which none but a Croesus could
ever hope to own. He was soon ab-

volumes which he had often longed
to possess.

While thus engaged he became
aware of the murmur of voices from
the rear room. As the words spoken
could not be distinguished, he paid ng
special attention to them; but, in
stinctively, he noted that one of the
voices flowed in the calm. even tonea
so characteristic of Murdock’s speech.
while the other, whose timbre and
modulations were unknown to him,
betrayed the repressed excitement of
the speaker.

It soon became evident that Mwur-
dock’s interlocutor was fast losing
control of himself; for he gradually
pitched his voice in a higher key, up-
til occasional words began to reach
Sturgis’ ears. The reporter was not
the man to wantonly play the part
of eavesdropper; therefore, although
the isolated words which reached him
brought no connected sense, he
judged that it was time to move out
of earshot of the conversation to
which he was becoming an involun-
tary listener. Replacing upon its
shelf the book which he had been ex-
amining, he started toward the hall
door. As he did so, he heard the
now thoroughly excited individual ex-
claim in loud tones:

“T don't care a damn for the money.
I only went into the scheme because
you promised she'd have me: and. by
God, if T don't get her, T'll give the
whole cursed thing away.”

turgis, who had reached the hall
door, pricked up his detective's ears
at these words. DBut in another see-
end he heard the knobs of the fold-
ing doors rattle, as though some one
had placed his hands upon them.

Quick as thought he opened the
door and glided out into the hallway.
He had not time to pull the door
quite to behind him when the folding
doors opened and he heard Murdoek
say in his calm, frigid tones:
“Perhaps you have done that &)
ready with your duleet voice.”

Had Murdock seen him? The s
porter asked himself the questioz
Probably not; for he heard the fol¢

ing doors close once more,

{ subject, are due to the fact of

there—some of them so rare that they

[To Be Continued)

PERSONAL AND IMPEX:O.-:L.

Tawkiao is the name of a native
king in New Zealand who edits a
small eighi-page paper rinted  in
English and the ns e, and
called the Pleiades cf Seven Stars.

The late Lord Rus:ell was fcud of
whist. At cards, hcwever, as else-
where, he was quick of temper, and
the partner who satisfied him had
to be a very guod player indeed.

An organist who died in Sweden
had held the position of choirmas-
ter and organist in one church for
72 years without missing a service.
He and his ancestors had played the
organ in the same church for 200
years.

To Dr. George Robertson Sinclair,
organist of Hereford cathedral, Eng-
land, has been awarded the greatest
musical prize, with the exception of
the conductorship of the triennial
festival, that Birmingham can bestow.

| He has been appointed conductor of
having been taken by surprise, he had e o

the Festival Choral society, succeed-
ing the late Dr. Swinnerton Heap.

The duchess of Cleveland, mother of
Lord Rosebery, is one of the most
remarkable octogenarians in English
society. She can remember incidents
of the queen's wedding, where she of-
ficiated as bridesmaid, and her mem-
oirs, should they ever be published,
ought to prove one of the most fasci-
nating books concerning the social
and political life of the Victorian era.

John Buetler, of Wapakoneta, O,
has the original manuscripts of the
code of Justinia, emperor of Rome,
written in the fifth century; the origi-
nal manuseripts of the annals of
C. Cornelius Tacitus, written in Greek,
from the ninth century:
original manuserits dating back cen-
turies, which have descended from
father to son since the sixteenth cen-
tury.

The ingenuity of architects and
builders is sometimes severely taxed
to provide for the comfort of the
dwellers in lofty apartment houses.
In New York city plans have been filed
for a gigantic building of this kind
to stand on Fifth avenue, and to be
connected with a well-known restau-
rant across the strecet by a tunnel,
finely fitted up and lighted, whereby
the occupants of the apartment house
can go out to their meals in all kinds
of weather without the necessity of
putting on hats.

REASON OF HER LONG LIFE.

Queen Victoria’s Longevity and
Health Sald to Be Mainly Dae

to Regularity.

An eminent physician of this city
who has recently returned from Lon-
don. where he had opportunities of
learning much of Queen Victoria's hab-
its of life, is of the opinion that not
only her longevity, but also Ler won-
derful exemption from the ills and
aches to which humans are ordinarily
the
extraordinary regularity which is fol-
lowed in the daily routine of her ma-
jesty's life, says the Chicago Record.
Nothing makes a difference in this rou-

tine, for everything is arranged by rule .

and compass, in a faghion which no in-
cidents whatsoever ever interfere with.
The queen rises every morning at the
same hour and retires at the same in-
stant every night. her meals are
served on the second, while her drives
and airings are regulated with the
same punctuality; indeed, the royal
household of England far outdoes any
great public business institution for
scrupulous and ‘perfect punctuality.
This state of affairs has gone on, year
in, year out, ever since the death of
the late lamented prince consort, whose
very irregularity and free and easy
temperament frequently “got” a little
on the queen's nerves and caused be-
tween the otherwise so united a couple
a great many scenes which were the
reverse of pleasant. So dear to Vie
toria is this abnormal punctuality that
she has instilled it into all her chil-

dren, and the prince of Wales' house- ]

hold, for instance, is almost as noted
for its accurate appreciation of time
as is that of his royal mother. The
prince during his entire lifetime has
never as yet been known to be five min-
utes late for any meal, either in his
own house or in anyone else’s. On one
occasion a very popular and well-known
English duchess, famous for her un-
punctuality, gave the greatest offense

sorbed in an examination of some rare | at Marlborough house because she was

a few minutes late for dinner. As
she entered the drawing-room the
prince pointedly glanced at a small
clock which stood on the mantel shelf.
The duchess’ quick eye observed the
action and she knew at once that a
long time would elapse before she was
ever again likely to rec=ive an invita-

tion to dine with her future kinz. With l

a somewhat constrained laugh she ex-
claimed: “Why, sir, itisnot that hour.”
“No.” repiied the prince, “you are only
four minutes late, but I like to have
all my clocks five minutes fast, for
it keeps unpunctual people up to the
mark."”

Strange Reptiles,

A western writer thinks one of the
severest tests ever put upon his ris-
ibles was endured at a London dinner
table. He was seated next a lovely,
rosy-cheeked, gray-eyed English girl,
who displayed a most absorbing and
flattering interest in his native land.
She appeared to have imbibed some ex-
traordinary ideas about the perils to
be encountered in the newly-settled re-
gions of the United States. and tried not
to look incredulous when she was as-
sured that things were really not as bad
as she imagined. “I'm sure it's pleas-
ant to be told there are not rattle
snakes in all the gardens,” she said
with a pretty smile, “but my cousin
wrote not long azo that he had seen
over 40 wigwams in one little village.
Perhaps,” she added, as her compan-
ion made no immediate reply, “the wig-
wams are not as venomous as rattle-
enakes, are they?"—St. Louis Repub-
lie.

Hard to Account For.

Hicks—I have read that book all
through, and I can’t see that there is
anything improper in it.

Wicks—Well, what mace you think
there was?

“Why, it has sold 300,000 copies,”—
Somerville Journal.

Old-Home Week.

So successful has “old home week”
been in New Hampshire, and then
Maine, that in all probability Con-
necticut, Rhode Island and Vermont
will take up the movemeant next year
—Philadelphia Press.

also other

What Will Become of Chinat

None car foresee the outcome of the quar.
rel between foreign powers over the divi-
sion of Chira. It is interesting to watch
the going to pieces of this ancient but un- |
progressive race. Many people in America |
are also going to Yi’.‘rcs because of dyspep- |
sia, constipation, blood, liver and stomach |
diseases.  We are living too fast, but
strength, vigor and good bhealth can be re-|
tained if we keep off and cure the above dis- |
eases with lostetter's Stomach Bitters.

Probably Not.

Elsie—Yes, dear, my huzband is a doctor,
and a iovely fellow, but awiully absent-;
minded.

Ada-—Indeed!

“Only fancy! During the marriage cere-
mony, when he iave me the ring, he felt
my puise and asked me to put out my

| tongue. ;
[ “Well, he won't do the latter again.”—
! Spare Moments.

Rallway Farm Lands for Sale.
In Northern Wisconsin the Chicago, St.
+ Paul, Minneapolis & Omaha railway has
, for sale, at low rates and easy terms of
ayment, about 400,000 acres of choice farm
ands. Early buyers will secure the ad-
vantage of locations on the many beauti-
! ful streams and lakes, which abound with
fish and furnish a never ending and most
excellent water supply, both for family use
i and for stock.
Land is generally well timbered, the soil
! fertile and easy of cultivation. Chicago,
Milwaukee, St, Paul, Minneapolis, Duluth,
Superior. Ashland and numerous other
| thriving cities and towns on the line of the
, C.S8t. P. M. & O. Ry, and other railroads
, in the same territory, furnish good mar-
kets for farm produce. For further par-
. ticulars address Geo. W. Bell, Land Com-
| missioner, Hudson, Wis., or G. H. MacRae,
A. G, P, A, St. Paul, Minn,

Gratitude.
Young Lady—Give me one yard of—why,
i haven’t I see you before?

Dry Goods Clerk—Oh, Maud, can you
have forgotten me? I saved your life at the
seaside last summer. Y

Young Lady (warmly)—Why, of course
you did! You may give me two yards of
this ribbon, please.—Boston Journal.

Western Washington,

With its vast bodies of timber, affords am-
rle opportunity for the establishment of
umber and shingle mills. The soil is ex-
ceedingly productive, and fruit, grain and
vegetables grow in great abundance. These
find a rendy market in the lumber camps,
the larger cities, and the Alaskan trade.
Government timber land can still be se-
cured, while cut;over lands, suitable for
dairying and truck gardening, can be pur-
chased at reasonable prices along the line
of the Northern Pacific R'y. For further
particulars, write to C. W. Mott, Gen. Emi-
gration Agent, Nor.Pac.R'y., St.i’nul.Minn.

Difficulties in the Way.

“T will make your name a hissing and a
byword,” savagely spoke the rejected Jover.

“You may make it a byword,” the proud
beauty answered, with majestic contempt,
“but your own good judgment will tell you
that you can’t do much hissing with such a
name as Delia Miller.””—Chicago Tribune.

Business Opportunities on the line of the
Chicago Great Western Ry in Illinois, Iowa,
Minnesota and Missouri. First class open-
ings in (girownng towns for all kinds of busi-
ness and for manufacturing. Our list in-
cludes locations for Blacksmiths, Doctors,
Dressmakers, Furniture, Grain and _Live
Stock Buyers, General Merchandise, Hard-
ware, Harness, Tailors, Cold Storage,
Creameries and Canning Factories. Write
fully in regard to your re(]uiremenu so that
we may advise you intelligently. Address
W. J. Reed, Industrial Agent, C. G. W.Ry.
601 Endicott Blg., St. Paul, Minn.

One on the Clerk.
He thrust the sealed letter through the
i window and put down two eents.
“Well, what do you want?’ asked the
stamp clerk grufily.
“An automobile, please,” he replied,
sweetly.—Philadelphia North American.

Best for the Bowels,

No matter what ails you, headache to a
cancer, you will never get well until your
bowe!s are put right. Cascarets help nature, |
cure you without a gripe or pain, produce
easy natural movements, cost you just 10
cents to start getting your health back.
Cascarets Candy Cathartic, the genuine, put
up in metal boxes, every tablet has C. C.C.
stamped on it. Beware of imitations.

It is not until a man. has occasfon to put
up a sign offering his farm for sale that he
comes into an adequate sense of the im-
portance of learning ing‘outh just which
way the printed letter S8 crooks.—Detroit
Journal.

What Shall We Have for Deasert?

This question arises every day. Letusan-
swer it to-day. Try Jell-O, delicious and
healthful. Prepared in two minutes. No
boiling! no baking! add boiling water and
set to cool, Flavors:—Lemon, Orange, Rasp-
berry, Strawberry. At your grocers. 10c.

. Bixby—“Your father must be a humor-
ist.” rs. Bixby—"What do you mean?”
Bixby—“When 1 asked him for you, he said:
“Take her and be happy.’ ”’—Town ’I‘opicn.

| I am sure Piso’s Curé for Consumption

saved my life three years ago.—Mrs. Thos.
Robbins, Maple Street, Norwich, N. Y,,
Feb 17, 1900.

' One of the peculiarities of the obstinate
man is his inclination to marvel at what he
regards his own yielding nature.—Washing-
ton Post.

Jell-0, The New Dessert,
pleases all the family. Four flavors:—Lem-
| on, Orange, Rugberry and Strawberry. At

your grocers. 10 cts. Try it to-day.

If we were half as anxious as we try to
make people think we are we would accom-
plish twice as much as we do.—Ram’s Horn.

To Care a Cold In One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
druggists refund money if itfails to cure. 25¢.

No man proposes to remainsingle. When
he 'f)ropons he expects to get married.—
Philadelphia Record.

I Happiness cannot be bought, but one of
' the great hindrances to its attainment can
i be removed by Adams’ Pepsin Tutti Frutti.

Misrepresenting and exaggerating are
simple Jying.—Atchison Globc?‘ i

PuTNaM F;m,zu !;;zs roduce the fast-
est and brlghwst. colors o
stuft. Sold by all druggists.

Daily News.

Hall's Catarrh Care
Is taken internally. Price, 75¢c.

‘ All is not gold that glitters. Sometimes it
is a diamond.—Chicago Daily News.

any known dye -

She says least whe talks most.—Chicago SEARS,

A ﬁorgoous costume flashed beneath the brilliant lights
of a ball room. The queen of society is radiant to-night.

The nervous hands of a weak woman have toiled day
and night, the weary form and aching head have known no

rest, for the dress must be finished in time.

To that queen of society and her dressmaker we would
say a word, One through hothouse culture, luxury and
social excitement, and the other through the toil of necessity,
may some day find their ailments a common cause.

Nervous prostration, excitability, fainting spells, dizzi-
ness, sleeplessness, loss of a
serious trouble, which has

system.

petite and strength, all indicate

en promoted by an over-taxed

For the society queen and the dressmaker alike, there is
nothing so reliable as Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound to restore strength, vigor, and happiness.

Mrs. Lizzie Anderson, 49 Union St., Salem, N. J., writes
* DEAR Mas. PINknAM :—I feel it is my duty to write and tell you how

teful I am to you for what your medicine has done for me.

At one

E:e I suffered everything a woman could. I had inflammation of the
ovaries, falling of the womb, and leucorrhea. At times could not hold a

needle to sew.

much that I kept on using it. I

The first dose of {our Vegetable Com
ave now taken six

und helped me so
ttles and am well

and able to do my work. I also ride a wheel and feel no bad effects from
it. I am thankful to the Giver of all good for giving you the wisdom of

‘“DEAR

trouble.

icine.

for me.

curing suffering women. I recommend your med-
icine to every woman troubled with any of these
d'.enses.ll

Mrs. Sarah Swoder, 103 West St.,
La Porte, Ind., writes:

Mns. PiNgnAM:—It gives me ’ at
ofa E.

leasure to tell you how much good Ly
nkham’s Vegetable
*1 had been a sufferer for years with female
I could not sew but a few minutes at a
time without suffering terribly with my head.
My back and kidneys also troubled me all the
time. I wasadvised by a friend to take your med-
I had no faith in it, but decldec(
After taking one bottle I felt so much better that
I continued its use, and by the time I had taken
six bottles I was cured. There is no other medicine
1 recommend it to all my friends.”

Compound has done for me.

to try it.

REWARD

d ited with

Owing to the fact that some skeptical
people have from time to time questioned §
the g of the testi jal letters
we are constantl zublilhing. we bave
1 City Bank, ol 0, Mass,, §s,000,

the Nati

which will be
onlals a

paid to any person who will

ow that the above

1

or were E-Nhhd before ol
~LyDiA E. Pruxuax Mapicins Co,

the

WALTHAM WATCHES

The best pocket machines
for keeping time that it is
possible to make.

** The Perfected American Watch’’, an tllustrated book

of interesting information about walches, will be

free upon request.
American Waltham Watch Company,
Waltham, Mass.

sent

IARD OF.

o Bewing Hochine Cotalogwe. Addross,
OEBUCK & CO., CHICACO,

OLD SORES CURED

Allen’s Ulcerine SBalve cures Chresle
loos Ul M

Balt Rheum, Fover

Uleers, White e AN Log, Eesoma,
all oid sores. _Pesitively ne fallere, ve matier bow
cnaiag. By mat; €3 3 ¥ ALLEN, ST, FAUL, MINY.

For Infants and Childre

THE CENTAUR

NEW YORK CITY,

CASTORIA

Over Thirly Years
* The Kind You Have Always Bought

PREPARATIONS!:

= E2-0-Nat Soap, per cake, 25¢
'E2-0-Nat Eczema Cure, - 50¢

Your money refunded if it does not
cure any case of eczema, or skin
diseases of any kind. Order by mail.

EZ.O.N‘T co.' Sait 33 Lindley lld"..

MONITOR STEEL FRAME BARREL CARTS

A Handy Tool for Farm Use.

If your dealer does not keep them, write to us.
MINNEAPOLIS PLOW WORKS, Minneapolis, Mino.

WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS
please state that you saw the Advertises

ment in this paper.

wnsspots. { WOODWARD

% 00, GRAIN COMMISSION ! svcer.

Orders for Future Delivery Executed in All Markets.




