
INVALID'S SAP PLIGHT. 

'After Inflammatory Rheumatism, Hair 
V Cams Out, Skin Peeled, and Bed 

Soraa Developed—Only CutI- . 
eura Proved Sueeeetful. 

"About lour yearn ago I bad a very 
•evere attack of Inflammatory rheurna-
tiraj. My akin peeled, and the bigh 
'(ever played havoc with my hair, 
whieh came out in bunches. I also 
had three largo bed sores on my back. 

„ I did not gain very rapidly, and my 
appetite was veiy poor. I tried many 
•sure cures' but they were of little 
help, and until I tried Cuticura Re-
solvent I had had no real relief. Then 
my complexion cleared and eoon I felt 
better. The bed sores went very soon 
after a few applications of Cuticura 
Ointment, and when I used Cuti
cura Soap and Ointment for my hair 
It began to regain its former glossy ap
pearance. Mrs. Lavina J. Henderson, 
138 Broad St., Stamford, Conn., March 

* « and 12. 1907." 

Swelled head is a disease from 
which the recovery is more painful 
than the disease itself. 

DR. J. H. RINDLAUB, (Specialist), 
( Eye, Ear, Nose and Throat, 

Fargo, N. D. 

Even a 98-cent watch may go all 
right — until it reaches the pawn
broker's establishment. 

OT«r to Cure a Cold lit One Day. 25c. 

There isn't much meat on the bone 
of contention. 

We buy cream. Write desk No 3 for prices. 
The Crescent Creamery Co., St. Paul. 

It costs more to get out of trouble 
than it does to keep out. 

sYOU ARK WANTIB  ̂
, IILWAT MAIL CLERK, 

PMtal Clerk, FtttOfrspberTypewTiter, «te. Only .jaaon ScbootBducatioa Required. Splendid Oppor-
r. Permanent Position. Bit Fay. Superior Instruction by 

nctOort E»am»itfUotts. Bstsb. Fourteen Years. ... • nf s»»c miM Sample Quntions snd 
_ "HowGovt Potttioot Art Secured"sent Free, ctiv 

WTK-STATI saiXIU. 74-1 Im Ave. ,Mw RWMJ. Iowa. 

W. T» Donctei BMkN sad Mb mm 
men's *3.00 and VUO shoes than any 
other mannfaetnrer la the world, ho-

hold their shape, fit better, 
onger than any other make. 

ttaaaallllMMa fnr fsara M—1 • at* 

Sboa* mailed from fiMtarto wr 

WXWntMBSXtmrn. torn. 

45 to 50 Bu. of Wbeat Fer Acre 

have beea grows on (am land* ia 

WESTERN CANADA 
Much lea would be 
•atafactoiy. The gen
eral average it above 
twenty bushel*. 
"AHare loud in their 
praises of the great 
crops and that won
derful country."—£r-

V«e# from cotrespondenc* Nation*I Editorial 

Association of August, 1901. 

It it now potable to secure a homestead of 160 
acre* (tee and another 160 acres at $3.00 per acre. 
Hundreds have paid the cort of their farms (if 
puft&ased) and men had a balance of from $ 10.00 
to $12.00 per acre from one crop. Wheat, barley, 
oats, Bax—all do well. Mixed fanning is a great 
success and dairying is highly profitable. Excel
lent climate, splendid schools and churches, mil-
ways bring most every district within easy reach 
ef market Railway and land companies have 
lands for sale at low prices and on easy terms. 

Xait Best West" pamphlets and maps sent 
free. For these and information as to bow 
to secure lowest railway rates, apply to 
Superintendent of Immigration, Ottawa, 
Canada, or the authorised Croatian Govern
ment Agent: 

CBAS. riLLIHS, 
I rsrks. RsMfe Malt.' 

a 
Woman's Heart. 

By Sidney Warwick. 

CHAPTER V.—(Continued). 
Hilda had' opened the envelope ad

dressed in Jack Lathom's handwriting, 
but she did not draw out the folded 
sheet, waiting until the servant should 
have left the rooiu. A letter from 
her lover is such a sacred thing that a 
woman instinctively wants to be alone 
to read it. In her eager impatience 
it seemed to Hilda that she had never 
fcnown Martha so provokingly slow. 

She stood staring out into the win
try garden, deep in a day dream. She 
could recall every look, every tender 
inflection of his voice, every word he 
had spoken that night—Jack Lathom, 
who two nights ago, out in the wind 
and the darkness, had taken her in 
his arms, crying with that masterful
ness that a woman loves in a man she 
cares for: "I give you up to no man 
on earth!" And her eyes grew 
strangely soft and tender—though 
only the robin who was hopping about 
on the frozen snow on the window-
sill saw the look; and he would have 
been vastly more interested at the 
6ight of a handful of crumbs. 

And Jack had been jealous of Philip 
Hume! Hilda gave a low laugh to 
herself at the thought; a laugh liquid 
and clear like the note of water fall
ing into deep still water—as though 
she could have ever caved for Philip 
Hume! 

Hilda had not seen Jack Lathom 
since that night—what long, long time 
the intervening day seemed to look 
back on! She had expected to see 
him last night, and there had been a 
feeling of disappointment for her not 
to find him waiting as she came away 
from the sewing meeting in the school 
room. Hilda had been sure there 
would be a letter from him this morn
ing, telling her why he had not come; 
now she was waiting for Martha to go, 
that she might be alone to read it, as 
impatiently as the hungry robin on 
the window sill outside was waiting 
for his usual breakfast of crumbs, with 
a growing sense of injury at being for 
once unnoticed. 

The unconscious Martha departed 
at last; when Ave minutes later Ste
phen Ruthen canje into the room, his 

- sister was so absorbed as not to be 
aware of his presence until he spoke. 
She turned with a little start and a 
deepening of color, thrusting the letter 
away in the bosom of her dress. 

"Oh, good morning, Stephen." Then 
a note of sudden concern came into 
the gray, fresh young voice. "Why, 
Stephen, how ill you look!" 

Her brother forced a smile. 
"Oh, nonsense, Hilda; I'm all right. 

At least—well, I didn't sleep very 
well; but it's nothing." Stephen 
spoke with an effort, and turned away 
under pretense of glancing at his let
ters. He hardly wondered at Hilda's 
startled expression; when he had 
looked int othe glass that morning the 
sight of his own face had startled the 
rector. He felt conscious of her scru* 
tinizing eyes, and he turned with a 
sudden touch of irritability unusual in 
him. "You don't seem convinced, 
Hilda; really there's nothing the mat
ter with me—nothing at all." 

Hilda sat down at the table and be
gan to pour out the coffee. She re
alized that further reference to the 
subject would only worry him, and she 
refrained from referring to it again, 
though she could not help feeling a lit
tle anxious—Stephen looked so pale 
and haggard, £ ~> unlike himself this 
morning. He sat pretending to be en
grossed in his correspondence. 

Her own thoughts slipped back to 
Jack's letter, to a sentence in it that 
had puzzled her: 

"I shall see you to-night, sweet
heart," he had written, "but that is no 
valid reason, is it, why I should not 
write you a love letter all the same, 
although we shall have met before 
you get it? I think you will like to 
wake up to-morrow morning to find a 
letter waiting for you—the very first 
love letter I have ever written to you, 
dear!" 

How strange it was! jack had writ
ten that intending to see her last night 
—had posted it expecting to see her. 
It was strange he had not come. Per. 
haps, Hilda told herself, he had been 
detained at the last moment, and 
would come this morning, following 
his letter. 

Hilda almost wished she had not 
said that their engagement was to be 
a secret for the present; she felt that 
she wanted Stephen to know of this 
wonderful happiness that had come to 
her; she had never had a secret from 
Stephen before. But it was best to 
wait. It would take so little time for 
Jack to show his father and Stephen 
that he was not idler they had thought 
him; that now that he had promised 
his father to settle down to hard work 
at the mills he could keep his promise 
Hilda had no doubts of it. 

Stephen Ruthen was unusually silent 
at breakfast that- morning. The few 
desultory remarks he made cost him 
sn effort; then he pretended to read 
bis letters as an excuse for not talk
ing. But he could hardly have said 
what was in the letters after he had 
read them. He was tortured on a rack 
of suspense. 

He had scarcely closed his eyes that 
night. How had sleep been possible? 
Again and again Stephen Ruthen had 
found himself re-enacting the events 
of that crowded hour of fate, step by 
step, detail by detail, unabie to wrench 
bis thonshts away: now ho was run-

; ning desperately, blindly, in the grip 
of a nameless fear, searching for 
Olive; now he had come upon her 
kneeling by the dead man in the snow, 
over, and over again, like scenes in a 
lantern show. 

Once, when he was at last dozing 
off, he had started up with cold dews 
on his brow, suddenly wideawake. 
Had he really heard it—that sound 
that had seemed to come to him so 
clearly, through a lull in the wind, like 
an echo of the shot that had ushered 
in the night's trageuy? He lay, with 
every faculty quiveringly alert, listen
ing—listening. No sound, except for 
the snow beating dully against the 
window panes, and the wind coming 
as if from immense distances over the 
snow. No other sound. It was a 
trick his nerves had played him. On
ly a trick—yet he had still found him
self listening feverishly. 

How like to stealthy footsteps the 
wind was that crept about the house! 
Like the footsteps of some one fur
tively trying windows and latch, as 
if bent on gaining admittance—as 
though the dead man had stolen from 
his cold resting place to cry pitifully 
at the door of the House of Life that 
would never open to him again. 

Stephen Ruthen had to set his teeth 
hard as he lay fighting these horrible 
haunting fancies, waiting for the night 
to pass. If only he could have slept— 
could have drowned thought and con
sciousness in the deep void of sleep! 

And then at last the dawn. .. 
He had shrunk from going down

stairs to meet Hilda's eyes—from the 
revelation that inevitably, as it 
seemed, the day must bring. Perhaps 
the grim discovery had already been 
made. Was there any fear of sus
picion falling upon Olive? 

"I have been sitting by her bedside 
for the last hour or more;" the 
nurse's lie that would seem to prove 
an alibi ran in his mind. And he, a 
priest of the church, was clinging to 
a lie, as a drowning man to a spar. 

No suspicion must fasten upon 
Olive, or if it should it must be com
bated by that lie! Olive, who had suf
fered so deep a wrong, who—whatever 
the law might say—could scarcely 
have been responsible for her act 
when she stole out on that wild er
rand. She was lying delirious now, 
mercifully oblivious of that desperate 
justice she had exacted; Stephen ha<J 
spoken with the nurse as he came 
downstairs. 

But how could any suspicion attach 
to her? After the tragedy only one 
witness had come upon them—a blind 
man. Even if any person had seen 
Olive stealing out, the nurse's lie 
would seem like conclusive proof that 
he had been mistaken as to the iden
tity of the woman he had seen. The 
powerful motive of self-interest would 
cause the nurse to stick to her lie. 

Stephen made the poorest pretense 
of eating; he felt as though food 
would choke him. It was a relief to 
him when the meal was over and he 
could go to his study and be alone. 

He had a urmon to prepare that 
day. But worR was impossible. Even 
the attempt was beyond him. He 
started nervously at every ring at the 
door, thinking that it was the news he 
knew must come. 

At 10 o'clock that morning the doc
tor came. If the discovery had been 
made, the doctor would almost cer
tainly have heard. Stephen went out 
into the hall, expecting the worst. 
But the newcomer smiled at him in 
his usual genial fashion, as he shook 
the snow from his coat, and his face 
only became grave as he glanced a 
second time at the parson. 

"Why, what's up with you, Ruthen? 
You don't look up to the mark at all. 
I shall have to be prescribing for you 
next!" he exclaimed. 

The doctor went upstairs to see his 
patient, without any reference to 
Hume. Evidently nothing was known 
yet. When a little later he came 
downstairs again, accompanied by 
Hilda, he was looking very grave. 

"I can't understand it at all," he 
said—"the change since yesterday in 
the patient. The temperature has 
gone up alarmingly. I suppose she 
cannot have caught a chill through 
Hinging off the clothes or attempting 
to get out of bed?" 

Stephen Ruthen caught bis breath. 
Hilda answered in surprise: 

"I don't think so, doctor. Vhe pa
tient hasn't been left alone for a min
ute. Esther, the nurse, or Martha, 
or I have been with her constantly." 

"I must look in again later; this 
relapse is serious." 

The doctor's manner was unusually 
grave. Stephen accompanied him to 
the door. 

"But—but there's no danger?" he 
said, speaking with an effort. 

The doctor noticed that his face was 
curiously white and drawn. 

"We must hope not; but there's a 
sudden change for the worse that I 
wasn't prepared for, and that I'm puz
zled to account for. I'll look in again 
about noon, or as near noon as possi
ble. ' I've some outlying cases to'at-
tend to, and with this heavy , going it's 
impossible to time myself—my horse 
doesn't like this weather a bit. And 
we aren't at the, end of it yet. We 
shall be snowed up at this rate, and 
then what shall I do about getting to 
my patients? Have to hire a snow 
plough, I suppose. By the cross roads 
near Hume's place, where they catch 

the wind, I hear of drifts eight or nine 
feet deep. Well, I'll look in as near 
noon as I can." 

The doctor ran down the path to 
his trap, swinging his arms to keep up 
his circulation. There had been a 
brief lull, but now the snow was fall
ing again in great flakes. 

Near the Cross Ways the drifts 
were eight or nine feet deep! That 
was why the tragedy had not yet 
come to light. Under the drift the 
dead man lay in his white sepulchre, 
unsuspected by passersby. And the 
snow was still falling, building higher 
and higher this white tomb, guarding 
that secret which he alone knew! A 
sudden sense of unreality swept over 
Stephen Ruthen. He looked back on 
the stress of the previous night; it 
seemed hardly real, more like a fan
tastic dream. 

Early in the afternoon the rector 
had occasion to go over to the church. 
He found the verger and his son busi
ly engaged, in clearing the snow from 
the path—at least, the son was; Bur
row was contenting himself with cri
tical supervision from the shelter of 
the lych gate. From the church pro
ceeded the sound of the organ. Ste
phen could not repress a little nerv
ous start as the strains suddenly 
reached him. It seemed as though 
everything was to remind him of lasf 
night. 

"Yes, sir, you may well look sur? 
prised," Burrow remarked. "Inde
fatigable, I call Mr. Grale—indefatiga
ble!" Burrow had a weakness for 
long words. "The church as cold as 
a stone, but it makes no matter to 
him. I often says to my lad here, if 
we were all as enthusiastic over our 
work as Mr. Grale—eh, parson?" 

It might have been a dead march 
that, the blind organist was playing, a 
requiem for the dead man in his cof
fin of Enov/, so solemn and sad were 
the strains, Stephen Ruthen thought 
with a shiver. 

The rector walked to the vestry—i 
not by way of the church, although 
the iron-studded nalc door was open, 
and the path through the church yard 
to the vestry Imd not yet been cleared 
of snow. 

Ordinarily Stephen would have 
crossed over to the orjan to speak a 
few words to Mr. Grale; to-day he 
shrank from the bare thought of meet, 
ing him. The remembrance of their 
encounter last night utterly unnerved 
him. It vf*s impossible, of course, 
that the blind man could have known 
who they were, yet how strange that 
by some instinct he had seemed to di
vine their presence—had stretched out 
a groping hand towards Olive! And 
his own voice, Stephen assured him
self, could not have been recognizable 
in that harsh, half-inarticulate cry 
torn from him in the panic ©f the mo> 
ment. 

"Go forward; that's your road! Go 
forward—and don't once turn back!" 

Stephen came away from the vestry 
almost at once. The verger spoke a? 
he was going through the lych gate. 

"Have you heard that about Mr. 
Hume, sir, and " 

The rector turned a white, startled 
face to the speaker. 

"No; what do you mean?" he said, 
in a suffocated voice. 

"About Mr. Hume and that wild 
young chap, Jack Lathom," continued 
Burrow. "You'd hear, of course, there 
was a bit of a scuffle between 'em 
two nights ago at the club at Fells, 
garth?- Well, the quarrel didn't end 
there. It seems early last night one 
of the mounted constabulary had to 
separate them in the road not far 
from Mr. Hume's place. They'd come 
to blows again—close upon 8 o'clock 
that would be. Evidently bad blood 
between 'em—both were pretty ex
cited. It was Mr. Grierson who told 
me; he saw it. Thought you might 
have heard of it, sir " 

The gossiping verger broke off ab
rupt to a point down the road. 

"Just look at that now!" he cried, 
admiringly; "if that isn't just like 
Mr. Bonholt Hume. Full of the milk 
of human kindness if any one is—eh, 
parson?" 

(To Be Continued.) 

TO CURE A COUGH 

Or Break a Cold in 24 Hours 

Mix two ounces of Glycerine and a 
half ounce of Virgin Oil of Pine com
pound pure with a half pint of Straight 
Whiskey. Shake well and take a tea-
spoonful every four hours. 

The genuine Virgin Oil of Pine com
pound pure is prepared only by The 
Leach Chemical Co., Cincinnati, Ohio, 
and is put up only in half-ounce vials, 
each vial securely sealed in a round 
wooden case to insure its freshness 
and purity. 

No Experience. 
Mrs. Dyer—Have you had any ex

perience in taking care of children? 
Applicant—No, ma'am. Heretofore 

I've worked only for the best families. 

A DB8ERVSD PROMOTION. 

$100 Reward, $100. 
The readers of this paper will bo pleased to lean ; 

that there In at least one dreaded disease that sctcnco 
has beea able to cure la all lis stamen, and that 1* , 
Catarrh. Hall's Catarrh Cure Is the only pnsltlve -
cure uuw known to the medical fraternity. Catarrh ; 
betntf a con*titut(onnl disease, requires a constitu
tional treatment. IIHII'B Catarrh Cure Is talcoa In- ! 
ternnlly, acting directly upon trie blood ami mucous 
surfaces of t lie Kyetcin, thereby destroyin; the 
foundation of the dlseme, and glvlnn the put lent 
Strength uy building up the constitution and agist
ing nature in doing It i ji'I;. pr 'Prle: irs 
so much faltli In lu curative power.; that they odor j 
One Hundred Dol.ara f.any cuse that It laiis to 
cure. Send for list of teatlm-mtuls. 

Address F. J. CHKN'EV & CO., Toledo, O. • 
Sold by all Drux-'IstM, 7;,e. 
Take Hall's Family Pills for constipation. 

F. R. Pechin, for the past 
years Supt. of the Wisconsin Dli 
of the C. & N. W. R'y, has been ten
dered and has accepted the position at 
General Superintendent of the C.. 9t> 
P., M. & O. R'y, with headquarters al 
St. Paul. Mr. Pechin was born in Pena» 
sylvania and began,his railway career 
with the North-Western as Brake mail 
at Chicago in 1880. By sheer forct* ol 
ability, coupled with hard work, he 
rose rapidly, occupying by successive 
stages the positions of Comluctor, Ik 
spector of Passenger Service. TratTi. 
master, Ass't Division Sup't. Division 
Sup't, and now General Sup't of the 
Omaha Road. Mr. Pechin is a splenO.MI 
type of the self-made man—strong; 
quiet, yet genial—still in the prime ol 
life, lie will go far. and deservedly so, 
Ke has a peculiar faculty for handling 
men, and always manages to get tbo 
best out of them. He lias made host* 
of friends who will watch his future 
career with the liveliest interest. 

According to an old Indian tradi
tion the chief end of man is the one 
with the scalp. 

DISTEMPER 
In all its forms among all ages of 

horses, as well as dogs, cured and others 
in same stable prevented from havim; tlie 
disease with SPOIIX'S DISTKMPKR 
CUIIE. Every bottle guaranteed. Over 
600,000 bottles sold last year. S.50 anil 
$1.00. Any good druggist, or send to manu
facturers. Agents wanted, S^polin Moclical 
Co., Spec. Contagious Discascs,Goshcn, lud. 

Many a man is unable to carry his 
head high because of the shortness of 

. his legs. 

Juggling Dstes. 
"She certainly is a woman of tact. -

"Tact, is no name for it. She is a 
sreat diploniat. Why, she can have 
two birthdays a ynar for the purpose 
of gathering in presents and in the 
moan time not grow a (lay older." 

VIL.KS CIRRI) IN O TO 14 DAYS. 
PAZ<> OISTMKNT is tftiarar.U'rM lo <nm' anv of Itchintf. JJIimI, ISlct'din# or I'lvirudiriK l*i<.•» ij ti to 34 days ur luonoy refunded. £»0c. 

People who stretch the tmtli 
believe in making things go as n* 
possible. 

SICK HEADAK 
Positively cured by 
these Little Pills. 

Mrs. Wlnslow'g Soothing Syrup. 
For children teetliluu, softens the guroe, reduces In-
lamination, allays palu, curcs wind colic. 35c a bottlfr 

There is probably nothing raqme ef
fective than the attempt of a fussy 
woman to be disagreeable. 

CARTERS 
iTTLE 

PILLS, 

Tney also reliere Din 
tress from Dyspepsia,!** 
dipestion and Too Hearty 
Ealing. A perfect rem 
edy for Dizziness, Kaw 
sea, Drowsiness, 
Taste in the Mouth, Coa* 
ed Tongue, Palo in 
Side, TORPID LIVKH. 

They regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable 

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE. 

! WE 8EIX GKXS AND THAP9 CIIF.AP 
jfs buy Furs & Hides. Write for catalog 105 
N. W. Hide & Fur Co., Minneapolis. Minn. 

| 
! Some brands of reform are not pop
ular because of the promoters back of 
them. 

... , _ It Cures While You Walk 
Allon sFoot-Kas© for corn sand bunions, hot. sweaty 
•ftUousaching feet. ?5c all Druggists. 

A successful man isn't necessarily 
ft contented man. 

Genuine Must Bear 
Fac-Simile Signature 

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. 

AXiIFOB&rlA IHBIOATED LANDS, ferorw* fruit, alfalfa, and garden—10 to 20 atra tracts. A|*af wanted. Paul Hostier. 336 Pine St.. Saa PraadMt. Chfc 

CARTERS 
ITVLE 
IVER 
PILLS. 

G 

PATENTS Satom B. C*ten 
nejr, Washington, 
*rsa. Terras low. 
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When the Almanac Originated. 
The origin of the word "almanac" 

is derived from the Arabic words 
aland manah—to count—and thus 
aptly applies to the measurement of 
time. Almanacs in ancient days were 
employed by the Alexandrian Greeks, 
but it is uncertain when they were 
actually introduced into Europe. 

In 1150 A. D. Solomon Jarchus pub
lished an almanac, but the first print
ed one was brought out in Vienna in 
1457 by the great astronomer Pur-
bach. The most celebrated almanac 
maker was the dabbler in magic, 
Nostradamus, and since his time al
manacs with predictions have been 
in vogue, and their weather lore and 
pictorial prophecies have invariably 
appealed to a large number of peo
ple who are apt to put unswerving 
belief in the cryptic remarks of 
Zadski and Old Moore. 

The Romance of the Bloodhound-
No breed of dog makes a more in

teresting study than does the blood-
bound. It leads one from the beaten 
track of canine interest into the 
realm of history and romance. In 
the wars between England and Scot
land it was often used in tracking 
fugitives. Both Wallace and Bruce 
had many hair-breadth escapee from 
bloodhounds; on one occasion the 
hounds were so hot on the trail of 
Bruce that he only escaped by wad
ing down a stream until he found 
refuge In an overhanging tree, and so 
succeeded in throwing his pursuers 
off the scent. 
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ALCOHOL-3 PER CENT 
Avegetable Preparation for As -

similating (he Food and Regula
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of 

I CHILD R  ̂ N,  

Promotes Digestion,Cheerful-
nessandRest.Contains neither 
Opium,Morphine nor Mineral 
NOT NAR C OTIC 
Rtopt vf OM DrSAMUElPfTV/fER 

fiimpktn S**dm 

Atx.Stnna • 

RothtlUSofts * 

Anist Sud * 
ftppermint -

oiCorhnaUSoHn • 
Horm Setd -

C(or*fi§d Sugar 

Winkrgrttn. F(<n or. ' 

A perfect Remedy for Constipa
tion . Sour Stomach,Diarrhoea, 
Worms .Convulsions .Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP 

Fac Simile Signature of 

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 
NEW YORK. 

CUSTOM 
Forlnfknts^adCMl&en. 

The Kind You Have 
Always Bought 

Bears the 

Signature 

of 

At (> iTiontli-s old 

Guaranteed under the Food art' 
Exact Copy of Wrapper. 

In 
Use 

For Over 
Thirty Years 

GASTORIA 
TNienmiiioaMMnr, wwwwm 

MAPLEINE A Flavoring. It makes 
a syrup better than 
Maple. SOLD BY 8R0CEIS. 

'  E S T A B L I S H E D  

H  H I D E S ,  F U R S , W O O L /  
DIRECT TO U5 AND SAVE SMA1 L DEALERS PROF;T 
• . BERGMAN 6c GO., ST. PAUL.MINN. 

13S — US'  L  i v I  N r, S, T a NJ T 
•1 DP MARKET PRICES.  IMMEDIATE CASH RF "  J -
W_R'_TE FOR PRICE LI5T ANL)  SHIPPING TAG: 

Isn't This Rough7 
Ella—A poet wrote a sonnet on my 

(ace the other day. 
Stella—Did he write it on the lineal 

FURSiHIDES 
HUNTERS'&TRAPPBRS'QUIDE.KSGk !• 

.H • artfolarEncyclopedia. Fries, #1. To ot wtoiatt•. H H. •uSSSSCC U 
HtdMaod Vtea tottsu4 

"Representing Independent Grain Shippers"  ̂

WOODWARD & COMPANY 
•, BTiBUIHID im.f 

Dututh ORAIN COMMISSION RilnnM|>«a» 
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