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WORN OUT WOMEN 

WIM Find Encouragement in Mrs. Mer-
ritt's Advice. 

'•i ^-£v. _ 

Mrs W. L. Merritt. 207 'S. First 
Are., Anoka, Minn., says: "Last win

ter I began to suf
fer with my kidneys. 
I had pains In my 
back and lilps and 
felt all worn out. 
Dizzy spells both
ered me and the 
kidney secretions 
were irregular. The 
first box of Doan's 
Kidney Pills brought 
decided relief. I am 

•ore they would do the same for any 
«Cher woman suffering as I did." 

Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a 
bat. Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y. 

First Ade. 
"Pa. who was Aesop?" 
**A fellow who wrote fables many 

'knodied years too early for his own 
worldly welfare." 

How's This? 
We offer One Hundred Dollar* Rewtrd for nt 

MM nt Catarrb that cannot be cured by Hurt Caurrta Can. 
_ ^ . F. .1. CHENEY & CO., Toledo. O. 
W«, Um undersigned, hovo known F. J. Cheney 

•or lk< last 13 jrean, and believe him perfectly hon
orable in all nualneaa transactions end financially 
•Ma to carry out any obligations made by his firm. 

WUBIKO. KINNAN & MARTI*, 
_ Wholesale Druggists, Toledo, O. 

_ Bali's Catarrh. Care Is taken Internally, acting 
clnetiy apon the blood and mucous surface* or the 
IIMa Testimonial* sent free, Frlce 79 cents per 
MM*. Sold by all Druggists. 

Take Bait'* Family Fills for constipation. 

Ail Off. 
**I was very foolish." 
"As to how?" 
"I resolved to keep a diary. Conse

quently I fell down doubly hard." 

Tnventors should kn&w.that they can ob-
natents for thier inventions absolute

ly FREE. For particulars enclose stamp 
to Kdwln L. Yewell, Solicitor of Patents, 
MS McQlIl Building, Washington, D. C. 

Not Affected. 
The price of living;, so 1 see, 

His soared. 
But what on earth is that to me? 

I board. 

TO CURE A COUGH OR COLO. 

Hector's Prescription Cures 
and Colds in a Day. 

Coughs 

Mix two ounces of glycerine, one 
fcalf ounce of Concentrated oil of pine, 
one half pint of good whiskey, shake 
thoroughly each time and use in 
doaes of a teaspoonful to a tablespoon-
ful every four hours. The true con
centrated oil of pine comes put up for 
nedicinal uses only in half ounce vials 
sealed in air tight cases and is a 
product of the laboratories of the 
Globe Pharmaceutical Co., of Dayton, 
Ohio. The ingredients' all can be got" 
ton at any drug store. 

icy. 
"I fee 1," said the Boston girl, "that I 

CHAPTER XXVI. (Continued.) 
Hank told the officer that he sup

posed he was keeping the house un
der observation, and the officer ac
knowledged that he was. To deny It 
would have been foolish. 

Hank said that he had failed to 
find any trace of Wilson, and was 
waiting to see the young wife and tell 
her so. 

Then his manner became more con
fidential, and he told the Scotland 
Yard man that he believed Miss Wil
son had herself received information 
from another source. "Mj' belief is," 
taid Mr. Hank, "that Wilson is dead, 
r.r.d his wife knows it." 

When tlie detective-inspector in 
charge of the case at the Yard receiv
ed the telephone message he was 
more mystified than ever. 

"She's employing Hank, is she?" he 
raid: "one of the most expensive in
quiry agents in London—and Hank 
can't tell her anything. If she is ig
norant of her husband's fate she can't 
be engaged to Mr. Allister. But the 
people at The Vinery, who are in her 
confidence, say she is. Shall I go and 
see Hank? No. I'll let them all run 
loose for a bit—one or other of them 
will give us a chance before long. I'm 
certrin of it." 
TL:s inspector was quite right. On 

'!:e following Saturday morning May 
W ilson took a small traveling bag 
with her to business. 

When she laft Recent street she had 
'lie bag with her and made her way to 
Paddington. She took a ticket to a 
Warwickshire town, and the detective-
ins pcetor from Scotland Yard traveled 
'lown by the sams train. 

Everything had happened as Mr. 
Bertram Hank hoped that it would. 
May Wilson had gone to see her hus
band's grave, and the police had gone 
to see it, too. 

CHAPTER XXVII. 
In the Cemetery. 

It was a bright Sunday morning, and 
the little Midland town at which May 
Wilson had alighted the previous even
ing was sleepy and silent. It was nine 
o'clock when May came from the hotel 
in which she had stayed for the night 
and proceeded on foot in the direction 
of the cemetery in which Hank had 

have been on earth before in some re- told her that her husband was buried, 
mote period." I and that a stone had recently been 

"The glacial, maybe," ventured the' 
reckless man. 

"I thought you must be," replied the 
man, without answering her question, 
"because nobody else would look so 
long at poor Jack's grave." 

"Yoft knew him?" exclaimed May. 
"Yes; I come most Sunday mornings 

to have a look at his grave." 
"Was it at your place he died?" said 

May. "Were you the friend, then, who 
took him in and sheltered him in his 
last illness?" 

Inspector Millett had gathered suffi
cient from May's display of gratitude 
to understand exactly what Hank must 
have told her. 

"It was at my place he died, poor 
chap," he said, quietly. "I did what I 
could for him, for we were old pals be
fore he got into trouble—but it was no 
good. Two of his pals in London came 
down here to see him just before the 
end. Which of 'em told you?" 

May was completely taken off her 
guard. Hank had told her that it was 
in the house of a "pal" John Wilson 
had died, and she believed that this 
was the "pal" who was talking to her. 

"He didn't tell me his name," she 
said,"but he was a broad-shouldered 
man with a beard." 

"A brown beard turning a bit gray?" 
exclaimed the stranger. "Ah, that'was 
one of the chaps as came from London 
to see poor Jack. He stopped for the 
finish. Of course, it was him as told 
you where we'd buried Jack." 

"Yes, he told me—but only the oth
er day, or I should have come sooner." 

May asked for particulars of her hus
band's last illness, but the man was 
not inclined to be communicative. 
Some one came along the pathway and 
he raised his hat and moved away, 
leaving May by her husband's tomb. 

* * * * *  
Outside the gates of the cemetery 

Inspector Millett gave a little low 
whistle, partly, of astonishment, partly 
of satisfaction. 

"Hank!" he exclaimed—"the most 
expensive man in London! He's been 
in communication with May Wilson all 
the time. What does it mean? What 
does this grave mean?" shall I go into 
the matter with the cemetery people? 
No—the dead won't move—I'll look 
after the living." 

Book Review. 
"Did you revfew that novel of 75,000 

words?" 
"I did," answered the book reviewer. 
"And your verdict is?" 
"That the count is correct. To be 

exact, 75,370." 

i , Meager. 
' "I recently read 'Uncle Tom's Cabin' 
(or the first time." 

"You seem disappointed in it." 
"C confess I was. The book men

tions only one little Eva and one Law
yer Marks." 

Only a Fence Between. 
According to the Standard, a strang

er addressed the farmer's boy across 
the fence: 

' Young man, your corn looks kind o' 
yellow." 

"Yes, that's the kind we planted." 
' Don't look as if you would get more 

than half a crop." 
"We don't cxpect to. The landlord 

gets tb& other half." 
Tiiefi. after a short time, the man 

said: "Bo;,-, there isn't much difference 
between you and a fool." 

"Nope," replied the boy, "only the 
fence.'' 

I CUBS' ROOD 

They Thrive on Grape-Nuts. 

Healthy babies don't cry and the 
well-nourished baby that is fed on 
<Jrape-Nuts is never a crying baby. 
Many babies who cannot take any 
other food relish the perfect food, 
Crape-Nuts, and get well. k 

"My little baby was given up by 
three doctors who said that the con
densed milk on which I fed her had 
ruined tho child's stomach. One of 
the doctors told me that the only 
thing to do would be to try Grape-
Nuts, so I got some and prepared it as 
follows: I soaked 1% tablespoonfuls 
la one pint of.cold water for half an' 
lour, then I strained off the liquid and 
mixed 12 teaspoonfuls of this .strained 
Grape-Nuts juice with six teaspoonfuls 
«f rich milk, put in a pinch of salt 
•nd a little sugar, warmed it and gave 
it to baby every two hours. 

**!» this simple, easy way I saved 
baby's life and have built her up to a 
strong healthy child, rosy and laugh-
ijag. The food must certainly be per
fect to have such a wonderful effect as 

I can truthfully say i think it 
ts the bestfoodln the world to raise 

on, and Is also a dell-
healthful food for grown-ups as 

f» have discovered In our family.' 

put over his grave by the faithful 
friends in whose house he died. 

She had inquired the way at the ho
tel, and the directions given her had 
been explicit. She thought she would 
walk, as it was not very far. 

Inspector Millett had gone to anoth
er hotel for reasons of his own, but he 
was early astir. He had dressed him
self as a well-to-do artisan in his Sun
day clothes, and from the corner of 
the street kept watch upon the door of 
the hotel. 

As soon as he saw May Wilson leave 
he followed her at a respectful dis
tance. 

May Wilson entered the cemetery 
and looked about for some one, to di
rect her to the portion of it of which 
she was in search. But it was Sunday 
morning, and there was no one about 
to whom she could appear. 

So she went back to the gates, and 
at a iittle lodge discovered the gate
keeper, who was sitting comfortably in 
an arm chair reading a weekly paper. 

She asked him to direct her to the 
part of the cemetery she wanted, and 
a few minutes later she discovered her 
husband's grave. 

It. was with a white face an J wet 
cheeks that she g'azed at the head
stone, on which was this brief me
morial: 

IN MEMORY OF JOHN WILSON. 

OrapeJJuts is equally yalof to 
tte strong, healthy man or wofnan/ It 

" r the true theory ot health. 
• Reason. Head "The Road 

m 1» pkgs. /*-«. . v<; I composure. ̂  A 

Aged 29. 

The stone was quite new. Around 
it were only wooden crosses and the 
cimple memorials of the poor. 

The grave on which the record of 
John Wilson's death stood was a com
paratively new . one, but already the 
stone had sunk a little. It had been 
nlaced in position too soon. 

While May, lost in thought, stood 
gazing through her tears at the last 
resting place of the man who had used 
hor so cruelly, and whose fate had 
been such ati unhappy one, she became 
^waie that some one was standing 
near her. 

She turned and saw a middle-aged 
man who looked like a superior arti
san observing her curiously. 

She was startled and her face 
flushed. 

. "I beg your pardon, miss," said the 
man, "but did you know John Wilson?" 
' May hesitated. "Yes," she stammer

ed, "I used to know him." 
Then the man came nearer and, 

though there was no one about, spoke 
In., a low voice. 

''Are you his wife?" he said. 
"What do' you know of John Wilson 

that you ask me thaf question?" said 
May, trembling In spite of her effort at 

* J *jy 
y? i* 4k 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 
An Invitation. 

The wooing of Sir Mark Bretting-
ham had sped apace, and his approach
ing marriage with Miss Claire Barton 
of the Pandora theater, was announc
ed. Harold Brettingham saw the an
nouncement and asked for an' inter
view with his elder brother. 

The baronet acceded to the request 
and listened to Harold's remon
strances with an air of calm indiffer-
etfee that bordered on insolenee-. 

"You have a wife—a wife living," 
exclaimed the young man, indignantly. 
"If you persist in attempting to carry 
out the crime you contemplate, in mar
rying this other woman, I warn you 
that I shall use every means in my 
power to prevent you." 

"What means can you use?" replied 
Sir Mark, calmly. "You do not, I pre
sume, propose to go to the police and 
explain that your elder brother is an 
escaped convict?" 

"No; I gave my dead father my oath 
that I would never betray you. You 
know that I shall not do that." 

"What do you propose to do, then? 
Go to Miss Claire Barton and tell 
her?" 

"I shall find a means of letting her 
know that you have a wife." 

"Indeed! And how will you prove 
it against my denial? Where will you 
find any proof of the marriage of Marie 
Brettingham, son of Sir Mark Bret
tingham of Draycott Hall? Come, my 
dear brother, I quite understand what 
has upset you. You are afraid that the 
new Lady Brettingham may not be a 
credit to the family. You are mistak
en. The lady I am marrying is an 
actress; well, many of the women who 
bear the proudest names in the peer
age were actresses. Claire Barton is 
a woman of unblemished reputation, 
and society has received her with open 
arms." 

"She will not be your wife?" ex
claimed the young man. "If you allow 
people^to receive her aS Lady Bret
tingham, it will be an outrage." 

"You are quite young, my dear .Har-
She will be my wife. Mark Bret-

convict and to break the oath-he had' 
given to his father. ' ' . N I 

When the brothers parted Sir Mark' 
"held out his hand. Harold deeHned to 
take it. 

"You forget what you are," he said. 
"I would to heaven that I could forget 
it, too!" , 

*  •  *  • ' ,  • .  s ; - "  •  
Sir Mark Brettingham, in view of 

his approaching marriage,. had taken 
a charming little residence Standing 
in its own grounds in the Inner Circle 
of Regent's Tark. 

The Nest" was not only a delightful 
little town house, but it had extensive 
grounds and gardens and outhouses, 
and all the charms of a country resi
dence. 

Claire had gone to see the house 
with him, and both had fallen in love 
with it. Directly it had been secured 
Sir Mark set about decorating and 
furnishing it. He found the money 
and Claire found the taste. He left 
the details to her, and she revelled in 
her new occupation. 

Day by day she visited The Nest 
and proudly superintended the altera
tions that were being carried out and 
the arrangement of the draperies, the 
fittings, and the furniture. 

A month before the day fixed for the 
marriage The Nest was so near com
pletion that Claire was able to invite 
her friends from the theater to come 
and see it. 

Servants had already been Installed, 
and Claire, with the pride of posses
sion, would give her afternoon tea-
parties in the pretty, tree-surrounded 
grounds. 

She had written to May Wilson, tell
ing her of her engagement, and had 
called at the Regent street establish
ment to see her. 

May had received the news of her 
friend's good fortune with a smile, and 
had. congratulated her. 

Claire had noticed that she was in 
mourning, and had asked her the 
natural question. May had replied 
that it was a relative, and the subject 
had dropped. But May had made her 
irfourning an excuse for not accepting 
Claire's invitation to visit her and to 
meet her future husband. 

May had a sincere- regard' for Claire, 
and when the latter; speaking of her 
approaching marriage, turned to her 
friend and said: "Don't you ever mean 
to marry, dear?" May had taken the 
future Lady Brettingham into her con
fidence and confessed that when the 
days of her mourning were over she 
might say "Yes", to a -young man who 
was her devoted admirer. 

\"0h, r am so glad,. May," exclaimed' 
Claire. "Is he young—is he good look
ing—is he rich?" 

"He's young and he's good looking— 
at least, I think so," said May with a 
smile: "But he isn't rich. He is a 
novelist, you know." 

"Oh. but they make heaps of money 
—at least, the newspapers say they 
do." 

"Mr. Allister isn't a famous novelist 
yet," replied May,. "but he- is very 
clever,, and—and—I 

"Do you love him?" exclaimed 
Claire,, looking earnestly into May's 
face. 

May blushed' a little and bent her 
head. 

"Yes, r do love him." 
"Happy little girl," said Claire, with 

>a sigh, and there was something in 
the sigh that caused May to look at 
her keenly. 

"Claire, dear," she whispered; "don't 
you love the man you are- going to 
marry?" 

Claire shook her head' gently and a-
sad little look came into her pretty 
face. 

"I .like him—he's awfully nice—but 
I don't think I love him—I don't sup
pose I should ever really love anybody. 
I'm only a butterfly, May." 

"But, Claire, if you don't love him 

(To Be Continued.) 

FALSE HAIR FOR MEN. 

old. 
tingham has never been married be
fore. And John Wilson, though he was 
credited with a wife, had nohe. The 
woman who passed as his wife had no 
claim to the title." 

Sir Mark Brettingham uttered the 
lie with the air of a man apologizing 
for a moral lapse in the days of: his 
youth. 

Harold Brettingham felt the ground 
slipping away from him. He saw the 
danger of warning Claire Barton. The 
girl was not likely to accept such a 
statement without proof, and what' 
proof could he give her? 

Even if he succeeded in discovering 
the place at which John Wilson was 
married, and so getting a copy of "the 
certificate from Somerset House, it 
would be of no value as a weapon be
cause he could not'use it. : 

To identify Mark as John Wllsop 
was to identify him as an escaped 

ALL QAD DRIVEWAYS 
ONE THING THAT IMPRESSED 

WASHINGTON VISITOR. 
1  '  J-

Arrangements That Allowed Carriages 
of Visitors to Drive Up to Door 

;, ' —Roller 8katers and Women 
^ Chauffeurs Plentiful. •' ^ 

"I'll give you 20 guesses and will 
wager that -^even then you won't hit 
on the thing that impressed me most 
in Washington," said the woman who 
had just been on a visit to that town. 

"The capital?" ' > • 
"No." 
"The library?" 
"No." 
"The monument?" 
"Oh, you'll never guess. It was the 

number of houses with carriageways 
up to ihe door. 

"i never saw so many in any city 
in this country. Some of the houses 
hadn't more than ten feet of lawn be
tween them and the sidewalk. That 
made no difference. The drive took 
a shallow; dip into the yard, grazed 
the front steps and went out on the 
other side. 

"I developed a sort of mania for 
counting the houses with drive
ways. I found them in the most un
expected places. 

"Some 25-foot front houses in a 
solid block WQjuId. have almost the en
tire scrap of front yard bitten out by 
the i: curve of the driveway. Where 
the houses fwere on lots which occu
pied harrow spaces between two 
street's the driveway would run 
straight through the house; go< iir on 
one street and come out on the other. 

"Somehow nothing ever gave me- a 
more vivid impression of the impor-. 
tance of Washington functions than 
these driveways did. What if they 
did slash right through the sidewalks? 
The carriages to be accommodated 
would carry officialdom, and! it had 
the right of way there. 

"No getting out at the curbstone 
and walking to the door for it, even 
if the way is carpeted beneath and 
canopied above. Official carriages1 

want to drive smack up to the house.' 
And if they can drive- into* the house, 
so much the better. 

"Next to the driveways;. so> far as 
my attention was concerned, came'the 
roller skaters: I suppose there are 
about. 50,000 children of skating age 
in Washington, r should' estimatet 
that at least 30;000 of them- are whiz
zing around' the streets mounted- upon, 
two skates, while the balance of them, 
more or less content with- an- equip
ment of one skate a child;, are dbing a 
sort of hop whizz, undismayed' 
by the- frequent complications- which 
ensue. 

"The asphalt streets- are1 really a< 
temptation not easily resisted, and 
after dark the roller skaters seem to 
have grown suddenly and mysteriously 
taller. It was a safe bet that big sis
ter was renewing her youth by a 
surreptitious spin on little brother's-
rollers. 

"Next to the roller skaters^came-the 
women who were running autos.. Not 
so much the- big motor cars; though 
some of them had women-at the steer
ing gear. But there seemed' to; be 
hundreds of electric runabouts clip
ping noiselessly along, the smooth: 
streets; and: certainly most of. them 
were- run by women. 

"Women-?. Why, half the- time they 
were mere girls,, who; looked: aboub old' 
enough to be learning how to- spell 
brake. Whether they could, spell' it or. 
not they could, use it to- perfection. I! 
was told that although Washington 
streets are;, as: I; say,, fairly' alive with: 
these machines^' wherein womeni not 
only sit supreme but sit alone; there 
are no> accidents, tov their disci-edit" 

The Cause of Many. 
SuddenDeatfis. 

There is a disease prevailing In this 
country nibit dangerous becauseso decep. 

- * """ """ tive. Many Sudden 
deaths are caused 
by it—heart dis
ease, pneumonia, 
heart failure* or 
apoplexy are often 
the result of kid
ney disease. . If 
kidney trouble is 
allowed toadvanee 
the kidney-poison-

ft: 

pf 

e& blood' Itill at-
tack the vital organs, canaing catarrh of 
the bladder, or the kidneys themselves 
break down and waste away cell by cell 

"Bladder troubles almost-always result 
from a derangement of the kidneys and 
a cure is obtained owickest by a proper 
treatment of the kianevs. If you are feel-
ing badly yon cam make a» mistake by 
taking Dr. Kilmer's Swamp«Root, the 
great kidney, liver and bladder remedy. 

It corrects inability to hold urine and 
scalding pain in- passing hr audi over
comes- that unpleasant necessity of being 
compelled to gp> often through the day, 
and to get up many times during the 
night. The mild and the extraordinary 
effect of Swamp-Root is soon realized. 
It stands the liighfest for its wonderful 
cures of the most dis'tressihg'cfcses. 
/ Swamp-Root is-pleasant to take-and is-
sold by all druggists ill fifty-cent and 
one-d'oilar size bottles,. You may have a> 
sample bottle of this wonderful new dis
covery and a book that tells all about it, 
both sent free by mail.. Address, Dr. Kil
mer & Co;, Binghamton, N. Y. When 
writing mention reading this generous 
offer in this paper. Don't make any 
mistake, but reniemberthe name,Swamp-

. Root, Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Root, and the-
jaddresst. Binghamton,. NvY.,. oh> every 
bottle. 

. All Settled. 
"She's a decided' brunette;" 
"I'm glad she's made up her mind: 

Last week her hair showed' an inch ot 
yellow around the roots." 

AN' ADVERTISING TRICK 
WESTERN FARMERS) 

POR( 

Patches Adjusted So That Bald Spots 
Cannot Be Detectsd. 

There are more bald headed' young 
men in the higher circles, said a sup
plier of hirsute deficiencies the other 
day .than people would think. But 
that is because very little of it is re
vealed to the curious glance. Most 
young men grow bald immediately 
above the forehead, which leaves a 
triangular space, or on the center of 
the head. The first place is very ea
sily concealed by a patch which looks 
as natural as the real thing. 

These patches are readily adjusted 
and may be brushed in any style. 
They are rather expensive though-
that is, if a man desires something 
which will' completely baffle the at
tempts of the suspicious at detection 
—and they eost from £25 to £80, ac
cording to sixe and' finish. I could 
name twenty young men who sport 
these patches and whose hair ts uni
versally admired by the fair sex. 

Concerning that particular spot on 
the top of the head where the hair 
is especially fleeting, any number of 
men whose ages range between twen
ty-five and forty are so decorated. 
They do not cost so much as the first 
named patches,: but, are just as easily 
adjusted and present the same im
penetrable finish. 

There *are not so many complete 
wigs sold as there were twenty years 
ago; in fact, It is hard to get a wig 
which does not "give itself away," 
and this is worse than thin hair or 
baldness. 

The color mostly In vogue concern
ing wigs is dark brown, for most men 
have that color of hair. Black haired 
and etremely light haired men seldom 
beeome bald at an early age. When 
they do it is generally on the center 
of the head. 

There is no earthly reason why 
lightning shouldn't strike twice In the 
same place—tbat fs, providing it can 
find the placb, p « • 

• f x  
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Could iLeava It to; Buyeiv 
Duxing the recent session ofi tile-

American: Warehousemen's, association: 
la Washington the matter of cold, stor
age-occupied considerable of the time 
of the delegates^. Oae representative 
of an> eastern house: favored using dis
play advertisements iia newspapers, 
advising the people to, ask their gro> 
cers for cold storage eggs. He ex
plained that many of the unscrupulous 
dealers sell the cold storage article 
after labeling it "fresti-laid country 
eggs,." and charge the full "fresh laid" 
rate for the cold storage article. He 
argued that the people might Just as 
well get the storage ^goods in the first 
place and pay the reduced price for 
them, instead of being deceived. 

Dr. Wiley of the department of agri
culture advocated labeling the pro
visions put in cold storage. He said, 
for instance:. "Place on a cold-storage 
chicken the time it was first plaiced in 
the warehouse, and make that plain. 
The buyer will do the reBt." 

: Real' Estate- "Agents"' GO> After 
Men with Land for Sale and 

| Reap* Rich Harvest:. 
! _ 

A smooth' scheme for separating; 
: farmers from their money has . been 
: worked with much success^ In South 
i Dakota. An> oily grafter calls- on. * 
1 farmer andi makes a bid for his- land. 
| The figures, are absurdly lbtr at flrst, 
'but by degrees are raised as'high as 
$60 an acre,- and1 the farmer consents. 
Then, the- visitor,.vexplains that he 1S-
only an. agent, but that he-can. sell the 
land! at the- price < named! if the owner 
will agree to- pay fOr advertising, at 
the rate- of fifty cents- an acre. The-
"agent" promises- orally that the- ad* 
vertising money will1 not be payable* 
until the' land. i& soldi but thitHstipula« 
tion: is not contained1 in* a> contract' 
that the farmer signs* 

In a few days he receives a oopy of' 
am adi and. not over-courteous- demand: 
for money.. It Is- said* that twenty-
two agriculturists- were caught with> 
•this bait in Brown- County and that 
one. of them, gave- up $320. Others- de
clare hotly that they will not pay but. 
they will make a fight in: the courts. 

It is only in. novels that- girls- re
ceive- proposals- of marriage- ih> a. con
servatory. 

WE SELIi GIIJIS AND TRAPS- CHEAP. 
buy furs and hides, or tan them fop-robea A-
rugs. N-. W; Hlde & PUr Go., Minneapolis. 

It takes more thani smooth-words-to-
smooth out life's rougfr places; 

out* 
Tbat. l& tAXAmVB BBOMO < 
the signature of B. W. GKOV 
oyer to. Curs- a. Cold In. On*. 

:tfV* 
.'IN 1KB'. Jjook.forr . Used tbjTworia-. 

Don't let that saying: that you "willi 
be dead: a long time'' excuse you for 
making a feel1 of yourself. 

SICK HEADACHE 
[CARTERS 

IITTLE 

Positively curcd lay 
\ Little Pills. 
! They also, relieve iMa>-
foresa from Dyspepsia, Io> 
digestion.and Too Hearty 
Eating. A perfect rem
edy for Clie' i Nau
sea, Drowsiness, Bad. 
'Taste in the Mouth, Coafe> 
!«4 Tongue, Pain In the, 
i&lde, TORPID LIVES. 

They regulate tbm Bowete. Purely Vegetable. 

SMALL MIL. SMALL DDSE, SMALL PRICE. 

CARTERS Genuine Must Bear 
Fae»Simile Signature 

Hypnotized by Cortelybu. 
"Secretary Cortelyou hypnotized 

me," said a western bainker at the Wil-
lard hotel, Washington, "not by , his 
hypnotic eye. If he has that I didn't 
notice it. It was the shake of the 
head. That isn't good descriptive work, 
either. He doesn't shajte it, he. movfjs 
it ever so slightly. And it seems- tc 
(It almost every situation, from Mr. 
Cortelyou's point of view. You tell 
hint a long story—or, to be exact, I 
did. It was a business story, aind It 
seemed important to me—nationally 
important. Incautiously, I .put a ques
tion *at the end of it and waited.. I 
waited quite a while. Then there wa9 
a perceptible movement from side to 
side of the secretary's- hedd. This in
terested me and I asked some more 
questions—1-quite a number. Not that 
1 cared, you see, but to carry out ah 
experiment When 1 arose to go, al
most Immediately after Mr.: Cortelydu 
had got up, be said he was glad to 
have seen me. I wonder If he meant 
«nvtbicz by that?" 

BEFUSE SUBSTITUTES* 

:ARMSs;FBEE 

What a Sattlar Can Seoure In 

jrteth* A 
40 to SOB 
SSto 60 BUIMU 

i 

JUiiwWiLj. 
SpUnJM RalfeydfariUtl— aad Lew KaUe. 

ueadCRnata 

eeaoieest 8ask*tcbe#«a->ana 
nkttad 

il 


