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y POLICE 
By HENRY MONTJOY 

" |x.;^ /•;• •.••;•• :;. J-:..;. 

rwri|X. »ii Th» Bette-MerrOi Con^eny. 

1 8ynop«i«. 
-THE MINISTER OF. POLICE," by 

Henry Mountjoy, la a romance of Paris 
aurlng the Louis XV reign, a period 

,. ;when Europe was in a condition of fo-
ttent and unrest; when Voltaire was 

s; •to Pieces the shackles of re-
j Hglon; when Rousseau at the Cafe de 
ii,tKtnance was Pleaching' the right to 

' H* *: 'and when a thousand men, some in 
® gutter, some near the throne, were 

• J^®^rlnK the great explosion of the revo-

Madame Linden, an Austrian lady, 
"''5S«fr ^ompletin8r a simple mission to the 

, f fench count, lingers on In Paris, enjoy
ing the gay life there. De Sartlnes, the 
minister of police, thinks she has some 
other motive than pleasure in delaying 
Her departure and surrounds her with 

/ spies to discover, if possible, whether she 
^bhUng In state plots. 

v De Lussac Is a noble of exceptional 
character of that period. Handsome, 

.. with all the elegance of a man of the 
court, there is still about him something 
that stamps him as a man apart, some
thing of the visionary, the enthusiast and 
the poet, rare in that age of animal lust, 
chilling wit and embroidered brutality. He 
is, in fact, steeped in the philosophy of 
Rousseau and is trying to put this phil
osophy Into practice through his. connec
tion with a secret society that is plotting 
the downfall of the state. Before he has 

• gone far enough to Incriminate himself he 
j tails In love with the beautiful Austrian, 

: • who persuades him his method of righting 
•>. the wrongs of humanity Is impracticable, 

• • ends by promising to go to Vienna 
with her to live. 

CHAPTER IV. Continued. 
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a wrangling sound came from below 
stairs. 

"He Is quarreling with Rosine. He 
keeps the whole house in order. He is 
becoming insufferable." 

"Why, then, do you not dismiss 
' him?' asked De Lussac, who had taken 

bis seat on the fauteull and with the 
; boldness of a lover was caressing one 

, of the gloves which she had cast there. 
, "Because, dear Monsieur de Lussac. 

though he has only been in my service 
a few days, I find him Invaluable—he is 

• my chaperon." 
'Your chaperon?" 

"Yes." • . \ 
Still • arranging the flowers, she 

touched a l>eH'' near the window. In 
a moment the door opened and Placide 
appeared. 

"Placide," said his mistress, "kindly 
take my gloves to Rosine. Where are 
they? Ah, I left them upon the fau-
teuil. Monsieur de Lussac, may I trou
ble you to'pass my gloves to Placide?" 

De Lussac, biting his lip with morti
fication, handed the gloves, which the 

- surly old man carried off, closing the 
door behind him. 

"You see, he is quite useful," said 
i Madame la Baronne, finishing the ar-

4 rangement of her flowers. "I really did 
„ not want a man servant. I engaged 

him half from pity and also because. 
. he was'so quaint." He is some relation 

of my cook. Do you not agree with me 
that he is useful?" 

"He may be useful, madame," replied 
De Lussac, who had recovered his tem-

. per,; "but this I will say—he is not hon
est. 

"Placide not honest! In what way, 
Monsieur le Comte?" 

"He has robbed me. of your gloves." 
.. He rose from the couch fcnd advanced 

as If to take her hand. She stretched 
it toward the bell and he paused. 

"Monsieur le Comte, pray take your 
seat again on the fauteull, and I will 
take this chair, and so we shall not 
weary Pfacide. Now, let us talk. I 
am touched by your confidence in me, 
and I have heard the declaration you 
made to me with mixed feelings." 

"Oh, madame!" 
"One moment! That declaration from 

a man to a woman in my position may 
be the sincerest compliment, or the 
reverse. In which way am I to take 

"In this way, madame," replied the 
young man, rising from the couch and 
standing before her as a courtier might 
stand before a queen. "When I said 
'love,' I said in that word all that love 
implies—respect, lifelong devotion. 
Without putting It in words, I asked 
you to share my future and my for
tune as my wife." 

Madame^ la Boronne rose from her 
chair and' bowed. 

Standing before her, he bowed in 
return. It was a quaint picture, in 

... keeping with the dress and the elegant 
customs of the time. 

He did not again attempt to take 
v her hand; she had at a stroke put a 

gulf between them such as exists be
tween a powerful potentate and the 
ambassador of an inferior power. 

"To your offer, monsieur," she made 
only reply that I thank you sincerely 
for the compliment it contains; that, 
frankly, I have never met a man I 
liked so much as I like"—she blushed 

, slightly—"the Comte de Lussac; that 
I have .taken a deep interest in him, if 
for no other reason than because he is 
so unlike the fops and fools of Paris; 

.. and that just for that reason and be
cause I study the welfare of those 
whom I like, I ought to decline his 

.. offer. To do so would merely be fair." 
• -"Madame—" 

"One moment," replied this extraor-
; dinary woman who to the genuine was 
always genuine. "You are Monsieur le 
Comte de Lussac, with large estate and 

; a splendid fortune, if you do not spoil 
; It by entangling yourself with the 
• •; enemies of the king; you have fallen 

In love with a woman of no fortune, no 
position, an adventuress—" 

"Cease, madame!" cried De Lussac 
violently, rising from his seat as though 
he were addressing, an enemy. "Not 

. smother word against the woman I love. 
\Fortune, position! Those words are 
blasphemy against the holy spirit of 
love. Adventuress? What care I if she 
Is an adventuress? Call her what you 
will, you can not .deceive my heart or 
tell me against my understanding and 
my instinct that she Is anything but 
pure." 

Actually in Ms anger and defense of 
the baroness this Idealist had almost 
forgotten her presence and the Oust that 
he was defending' he'lWIg^list herself. 
The baroness, In amazement, stared at 

,'hlm as one stares at a prodigy; Had 
this man, then, with the clear sight of. 
a passionate and lofty understanding, 
divined-In her-the true woman whose 
presence she herself had not troubled 
to search for? Her life was far from 
blameless, In the eyes of strict Virtue— 
love affairs, money affairs, Intrigues, 
filled the story of .her'put; yet at 
heart—the only consideration that mat
ters at all, whsn all Is said and dohe— 
at heart was; she as he declared her to 
be? 8he had never thought of the 
question before. '8b*. looked-'at her-

, Melt as a woman off the world who had 
M the llfe aTtlie world. Had.any other 

said to her. "You an a blameless 
* i," she would have laugtaf in his 
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face, or, more probably, smacked it. 
taking the statement as a piece of 
cynicism. But De Lussac did not make 
a statement; he enunciated a fact, he 
spoHe with all the fervor of a man 
who knows; with the conviction of 
surety. It was fascinating—fascinating 
as waking up on a December morning, 
opening one's window and finding May
day. Madame Linden was not, how
ever, a woman to temporize with pleas
ant Actions. With the pleasure one 
feels in destroying a fair thing, once 
ours but taken from us by fraud, she 
turned to her defender. 

"Monsieur," said Bhe, "I have already 
had four lovers." 

"And what, madame," replied the dis
ciple of Jean Jacques, "have those 
lovers to do with me? Do you for a 
moment think that I belong to that 
order of men whose philosophy debars 
the needs of life and the consideration 
of the human heart? When I ask you 
to give yourself to me, I ask for your 
future, not for your past. Love is the 
water of life. God sent you into the 
world with a full pitcher to find me; 
that you have on the way given drink 
to four thirsty men, is that a reason 
for my finding the water less sweet? 
But this I will swear, you have never 
given of that gift but for generous 
reasons." 
, "Monsieur," replied she, confused by 
this extraordinary speech, almost on 
the Verge of tears, "your .philosophy 
confounds me." 

"Oh, madame, I am only the mouth
piece of a philosopher, the priest of a 
religion, the imitator of a man divine 
because of his humanity. What love 
I have for my fellow men and whatever 
broadness of view, was first taught 
and given to me by him—Jean Jacques 
Rousseau." 

"An before such a priest," replied 
the baroness, "a confession is useless 
"that is a half-confession. What I have 
said to you, monsieur, is but the begin
ning. Well, then, listen. The woman 
you would marry despite the fact 1 
have told you is- a woman weak in 
many ways. She is fond of the material 
things of the world—of dress, of gaiety, 
of pleasure—she is spiteful very often 
to other women, and she has a passion 
for matching what brains she has 
against the brains of men, often in very 
petty ways; she is a woman who does 
not brook contradiction. The man who 
marries her must' be content with her 
love; her mind she retains as her own 
property, settled upon her before mar
riage. Well, monsieur, what do you 
say of such a woman?" 

"Only this," said De Lussac, sinking 
on his knees beside her and taking her 
hand. "Only this: I love her." 

He raised the white tapering fingers 
to his lips and kissed them; then pass
ing his arm round her waist and draw
ing her toward hi'm, their lips met, 
clung together; they breathed each 
other. In a moment and at that magic 
touch, the passion for him that had 
been slowly gathering in her heart be
came vividly alive; his youth, the dawn 
of his life, the springtime of his man
hood, became part of her. He had read 
her aright—the heart that no man had 
touched fully till now had awakened. 
The woman of the world was no longer 
there. The world itself was forgotten 
—for a moment. 

"Listen to me," she said, holding him 
away from her as though she wished to 
gaze at him and touch him at the 
samel time. "You have made me love 
you; you have spoken to me of love 
as a priest might speak of religion; 
let us pause for a moment, even as we 
are—would that we could always re
main even as we are,, like people on a 
height gazing at a fair country! Tell 
me, have you ever cared for another?" 

For a moment De Lpssa'c was silent. 
"You do not answer me?" 
"I do not answer you, because I am 

thking how strange it is that before I 
met you I care for another woman, and 
that your image entering my mind 
shattered her image, destroyed it as a 
sunbeam destroys a shadow." 

"Who was it?" 
"You have seen her today" 
"Ah! Madame d'Harlancourt? You do 

not care for her still?" 
"For me, she Is not in the world." 
He sprang to his feet and Madame 

Linden, turning with a little cry, found 
that Placide had entered the room. 

"Why did you not knock?" cried the 
baroness angrily. "Is that the man
ner for a servant to enter a room?" 

"Madame," replied Placide. "I did 
knock, but you were so preoccupied—" 

"Hold your tongue!" 
"Yes, Madame." 
"Go.^ But stay—why did you come? 

I did not rjng." 
"I came, madame, to" ask you at what 

time you required the carriage to take 
you to Compiegne." 

"At 2 o'clock. Have everything 
ready. You know you are to accom
pany me?" 

"Yes, maflame." !>.••••• • 
He went out and the baroness turned 

to her lover. 
"Fortunately, it was only Placide. One 

never minds him. And now, my 
friend, sit down beside me here on the 
fauteuil, for I have something serious 
to say—no, do not take my hand until 
I have finished speaking; then take it, 
and keep it forever, or forever leave it. 
Listen; you say you love me." 

"I love you." 
"You would give up everything for 

me?" 
"I would give up my soul." 
"I ask you for a gift of far less value. 

I ask you to give up your ambition." 
"Never, for my only ambition is to 

possess you." 
"Now you are talking like a lover, 

that is, a person more and yet lesB than 
a man. By your ambition, I mean the 
Intrigues against the state In which 
you are engaged and which will bring 
you to ruin. You wish for me, and I 
am your's but only on the condition! that 
you leave Paris when. I leave it. Join 
me in '"Vienna, and renounce forever 
these plots, and conspiracies which will 
end in the ruin of France and wlH In
clude your own Inevitable ruin." 

"What • you ask from me now is my' 
soul," replied the young man, rising and 
pacing the floor. 

"Have It so. I ask for your soul, but 
for no bad purpose. I know you In
timately, as only a woman can know 
the man she loves. I know your 'ain-
bltlon, and I honor you for'it. I came 
here from Vienna to study the state of 
France; I see all the elements of dis
aster and rata; I see a house about to 
fall, and I would pluck you from the 
ruins." 

"I, whose whole ambition is to be one 
of., the architects of .that ruin!" 

'There are others to All your place. 
And tnark this, nq man can ruin a state, 
states ruin themselves. Why should 
you, young, Innocent. Wealthy, with all 
the element" of" happiness in your 
heart, why should you be crushed in the 
lee Jam of folly?" 

De Lussac ceased pacing the floor 
and gased at Iter for a moment as if 
drbddag to her words. Then he took 

her hand, led her to one of me 
of the room and flung it open. 

The sounds" bf the Rue Coq Heron,, all 
sorts of weird cries of old Paris, filled 
the room; the Cry of the street hawk! er 
came across the little courtyard, the 
blind man's pipe, the rumble of a hack
ney-coach and the footsteps of 'the 
passersby. • 

"That is why." said he, pointing be
fore her. "Look! 'Look.at-those peo
ple; look, at their faces; see that wom
an, that rag picker, who is herself a 
bundle of rags. And this is not a mean 
street, but the Rue Coq Heron; ant* 
this is nothing in a city given pver to 
starvation, misery and despair; filled 
with a people whose blood has been 
sucked by a vampire king and a' vam
pire courtesan." 

She closed the window. 
"Tomorrow," said she, gently leading 

him from it. "those people, should they 
destroy their vampire king, would turn 
vampires themselves; out of that gut
ter another king would arise as surely 
as. another sun will dawn tomorrow. 
What you are attacking is not the evil 
of the king and court, but the evil that 
lies in the human heart. By the fierce 
overthrow of the existing state of 
things will you alter the heart of men? 
Never, never, never! No more than by 
furiously destroying a bad crop will 
you make new corn grow. Destruction 
my friend, is the logic of a madman. 
You would raise the people by ruining 
the nobles, wlien your policy ought to 
be to ruin the nobles by raising the 
people." Then, turning to the window, 
she paused for a moment, gazed out at 
the street, and turned again. 

"It seems to >ne, from my experience 
of the world, that all conspirators are 
children. One can not help loving them 
as they beat their bare palms on the 
door, break their toys, succeed some
times in their little revolutions, which, 
however, leave the great world some
how the same as before." She came to 
him where he was sitting with his face 
between his hands, drew them away 
from his face and kissed him. Then 
taking him by the hand, she talked to 
him, talked to him the philosophy of 
humanity divorced from the philosophy 
of hate, spoke simply and truly and 
well. With humor and logic and that 
bell-like voice that was in itself an 
argument, she led his mind as a child 
is led by a firm and gentle hand to 
the heights of her point of view. 

"And now," finished she, "choose, my 
friend, which you will have. Myself, 
my future, my love and the' power to 
work for your fellow-men by rational 
methods—or the" course you are now 
pursuing and the ruin it will lead to." 

He stood up. took both her hands 
and held them while he spoke, looking 
into her eyes as he spoke. 

"For you I would deny my religion 
and my country, renounce my wealth 
and title, walk barefoot through the 
world and fling my soul to Satan, if by 
so doing I could buy you paradise." 

"Then you will leave France with 
me?" 

"I will." 
"Forget your enmity to the king?" 
"I will, for you have shown me the 

hatefulness of personal enmity. ! Your 
philosophy will be my philosophy. With 
the same aim, let us work by .different 
methods." 

He folded her in his arms, i %:• ; •;1 j 
"Now leave me," she said. "I have 

affairs to arrange before I start for 
Compiegne. I will return tomorrow 
afternoon. Will you meet me here at 
3 o'clock?" 

"I will be here. And your address at 
Compiegne?" 

"My address will be the Villa Rose 
Compiegne, the first house as you en
ter the town by the Paris road." 

Continued Next Week. 

: . -'•iVy.-T' '; Common Life Heroes. 
From the Mollne Mall. 

In this age of get all you can along lines 
of least reslstence, and the casting of hon
esty to the winds, it is pleasant to note an 
exception to the rule. These are found 
occasionally. Twenty years ago'a Kan
sas City bank was swept under by the 
panic, and closed It doors owing 963,000 to 
depositors. 

Willard P. Holmes, one of the owners, 
wasn't more responsible for the debt than 
others. It had come through no special 
fault of his. Times, as tfley will, sim
ply had got tight and forced a bust-up— 
that's all you could say about it. More
over, Holmes' personal fortune went with 
the rest. He had been used and his wife 
had been used to living well. Now, In 
middle life, they founu themselves strand
ed, with nothing but a small equity In a 
mortgaged home. 

By law Holmes, could have gone Into 
bankruptcy and thus cleared himself of 
every legal obligation. Men do that ev
ery day and don't worry about the other 
fellow. But the Holmses were better than 
law honeBt. Their friends had put money 
into that bank, believing in him. It was 
up to them, therefore, to see that every 
lost penny should be paid back. 

The other day Holmes repaid the last 
penny, principal and interest, and took 
the last receipt. To do it has .meant 20 
years of scrimping, of struggle; scrimp
ing by both, struggle by both. For the 
wife, to be sure, bore the brunt of it. As 
Holmes says, "She helped all the way." 
Somehow we like to know of such peo
ple. They keep your faith sweet. 

"Joe Davis, Martyr." 
From the Chicago Tribune. 

In a little magazine published by an 
Iowa seed concern there appears a "little 
sermon on^road improvements that ought 
to be read by, every fanner in this region 
of bad roads. The sermon "is entitled "Joe 
Davis, Martyr," and.it is illustrated by 
two photographs taken by the editor, 
Henry Field, Of Shenandoah, la. They 
show a broken wooden bridge and Joe 
Davis' wrecked sheller engines They do 
not show its owner, for he was in a hos
pital—dying. , 

The bridge he and his engine broke 
through was old, wooden, with worm.eat
en pine stringers.. The road commission
ers are going to put In a concrete culvert 
now. That doesn't help Joe, or Joe's wid
ow and his six children. The state of 
Iowa has lost a good citizen, hard work
ing, useful. It was not economy to keep 
that rotten bridge. It was waste. 

Mr. Field declares there are 50,000 such 
rotten bridge In Iowa alone. Then there 
are probably that many or more in Illi
nois. As the Tribune pointed out the oth-
et day, Iowa has spent $110,000,000 on her 
roads and got In return some of the worst 
in the country. Illinois has a record as 
bad. 

The situation was not created by lack 
of money, but by Its foolish outlay. How 
long are these two commonwealths to go 
on pouring taxes through a sieve, for the 
sake of petty pollticianS and their jobs? 

For Posterity. 
A suffraget was laying a corpier« 

stone. 
/ "What shall we put under it?" was 
the question. 

"Samples' of the current coins,", was 
suggested. 

"No," declared the leader, "the men 
used to do that. We'll put a hobble 
skirt, a bunch of puffs and a style book 
for 1913." 

A Wilson Impression. 
From the Correctionville News. 

There was little bsim for. the. hidebound 
party man in President Wilson's inaug
ural. He emphasized deeds not'democrat, 
service not salaries, humanity not hand-
outs. practicalltles not 

Probably no little-hint dropped by-any
body else for some time has fallen "frith 
such a d. s. thud. as the one 'that office 
seekers need not call at the lfhlta House. 

- Quick, Heroic Work. •-
Mrs. Brnest; gfill/:of . Atlanta; Oa.; saved 

her fr-month-old baby by placiiiig the little 
one in a steamer trunk, locking it up and 
dragging it |h a, l}re.prMf. compartment 
through a waU of feme.; »MJ^!#as 
severely .burned, but ins baby was 
unharmed. % 

"THE CUMATE OF 
WESTERN CANADA." 

AN IMPORTANT FACTOR IN CAN. 
ADA'S IMMIGRATION. * 

A letter dated February 2,1913, pub-
fished in a "People's Voice" column in 
a Swedish paper, while dealing with 
other conditions in Canada, such as 
grain yield, social conditions, etc., 
aays: "We have had fine weather un
til New Year's, when some snow fell 
and it was cold for a few days, but 
during the past "few days we have 
lovely weather again." The writer, 
who lives near Davidson, Sask., says 
they got from 30 to 35 bushels of wheat 
per acre, 60 bushels of oats and about 
20 bushels of flax. All homesteads are 
taken in the vicinity, but wild land 
can be bought at reasonable figures. 
Word from Alberta gives the infor
mation that up to the 22nd of February 
there were eighty-four and a quarter 
hours of bright sunshine, but that did 
not come up to the corresponding 
month of 1912, when ,Uie meteorolog
ical department registered 120 hours 
tor the 29 dsys. 

February was exceptionally fine all 
through, but 1912 went one better, and 
was a glorious month. However, tak
ing the weather generally throughout 
the northern hemisphere, February has 
been marked by serious and severe 
disturbances resulting in heavy storms, 
bad weather and low temperatures in 
many other parts. 

The coldest temperature this week 
occurred on Tuesday morning, whon 
the thermometer registered 23.5 be'ow, 
and the coldest Wednesday was 11 be
low. During the last fortnight bf 
February 9 and 8.7 hours of bright sun
shine spread its glorious • rayB over 
Edmonton, and this , out of a possible 
total of about ten hours is something 
to talk about.—Advertisement. 

Lessons in Housekeeping. 
A young girl of fourteen whom , I 

know plans and cooks the dinner at 
home one evening of each week, and 
her mother stays away from the kitch
en entirely on this afternoon. The 
girl's father gives her a small amount 
of money ;iu the morning before hg» 
leaves home, and she does the market^ 
ing with this sum. The event is an
ticipated • with great pleasure by . all 
the members of the family as well as 
by . the little cook, and the nourishing 
and appetizing djnner she serves is 
certainly surprisingly good.—Woman's 
Home Companion. 

HANDS ITCHED AND BURNED 

Abbotsford, Wis.—"My son had ec
zema on his bands for about one year. 
The eczema started with a rash. Hit 
hands were sore so he could not close 
them, and when he wet his hands tbey 
hurt him so he could hardly wash. His 
hands itched and burned Just terrible 
and if he would scratch them, tbey 
would break out into sores. He could 
not get any rest or sleep, and his 
hands looked quite bad. 

"We had medicine and salve and it 
kept getting worse all the time. I got 
some Cuticura Soap and Ointment, 
and after washing his hands witlt the 
Cuticura Soap and putting some of the 
Cuticura Ointment on two times a day 
and tying cloths on them for about six 
months they got well and have not 
broken out since. Cuticura Soap and 
Ointment cured him entirely." (Sign
ed) • Mrs. Lawrence Kiebl, Feb. 13, 
1912. 

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold 
throughout the world. Sample of each 
free, with 32-p. Skin Book. -Address 
postcard "Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston." 
Adv. 

The. o'nly people who 'have no re
gret for anything they ever said are 
those who have never said anything of 
importance. 

And some men ' talk to themselves 
because they like an appreciative au
dience 

SEEDS—Alfalf* |6: timothy, blue gnus A 
cane |8; sweet olover«9. Farms for wle&rent 
oncroppsym'ts. J. Molball, SooClty, la. 

Many a successful man makes a 
noise like a big wind. 

Mrs. Wtnsknr's Soothing Byrap for Children 
teething, softens tbe gums, reduces 
) ton,allays pmlo,cnre» wind coUc,a6c a botUe4a 

Politics Is a good game, 
mighty poor business. 

but 
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From 40 to SO Woman's Critical Period. 
Such warning symptoms as sense of suffocation, hot 

flashes, severe headaches, melancholia, dreacl of impending 
evil, palpitation of the heart, irregularity, constipation ana 
dizziness are promptly treated by intelligent women wiio 
are approaching the period of life. 

v This is the most critical period of woman's life and she 
who neglects the care of her health at this time invites in
curable disease and pain. Why not be guided by the ex* 
perience of others and take Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable 
Compound ? It is an indisputable fact that this grand old 
remedy has helped thousands of women to pass through 
this trying period with comfort and safety. Thousands oC 
genuine and honest testimonials support this fact. 

Prom Mrs* HENRY HEAVILIX, Cndiz» Ohio. 
Fort Worth, Texas.—"I have taken Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegeta

ble Compound and derived great benefit from its use. It carried me 
safely through the Change of Life when I was in bad health, I had 
that all gone feeling moat of the time, and headache constantly, I was 

d me hot flashes were vary bad. I had tried other very nervous and _ 
remedies and docto.„ 
E. Pinkham's Vegeta 

butdid not improve until I began taking fadia 
' * It̂ has now been sometime sinos » * tuaunuiB YcgButuw Compound. « nas now oeen sometime stoat 

I took the Compound and I have had no return bf my old complainte. 
t —j— -our remedies to weak women."—Mrs. Hsmx I always praise _vi „ __ . 
Heavilin, K. F. D. No. 6, Cadiz, Ohio. 
 ̂• From Mnv EDWARD B. HILBERT, Fleetwood, Pa, 
Fleetwood, Pa.—During the Change of Life I Was, hardlv able-to 

be around at all I always had a headache and I was so ditty and 
nervous that I had no rest at night. The toshes of heat were so bid 
sometimes that I did not know what to do. "f3 

w One day a friend advised me to take Lydia E. Pinkhanri Vegei." 
table Compound and it made me a strong, well woman; I am varr 
thankful that I followed my friend's advioe,and I shall reoommend ft 
as long as I live. Before I took the Compound I was always dokly 
and now. I have not had medicine from a doctor for yearB. Youmtr 
publish my letter."—Mrs. Edwakd B. Hilbert, Fleetwood, Hb. 

From Mrs. F. P. MUL.LEXDORE, Munford, Ala* -
Munford, Ala.—Wlwas so weak and nervous while passing thror * 

the Change of life that I could hardly live. My husband had to i 
rubber on all the gates for I could not stand to have a gate "i*™, 

441 also had backache and a fullness in my stomach. 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound was ad
vertised for such! oases and I sent and got a bottle. 
It did*me so much good that I kept on taking it and 
found it to be all you claim. I recommend it to 
all women afflicted as I waa."—Mrs. F. P. Mullkn-
dorb, Munford, Ala. 

to LYDIA. fcPIBKHAV HEDICIHE CO. 
Pf (CONFIDENTIAL) LYNN, MASS.,foradvice. 
Your letter will be opened, read and ans wered 
by a woman and held in strict confidence. 

[noticed that 

Latest 
Improved 
aewiitHIo 
8urs 
Msthods 
Proven 

EjcpsriwiM 

Snooassfal 
HUNDREDS eared permanently by phyilciui'ln-
charce. who perfected It after 18 yeara experience. 

We GUARANTEE absolute satisfaction In ever/ 
JW!Uvei'r no absolutely no dancer and 

no vuDUdty. 

W 

TM*1 perfectly satisfied at tbe 
end of the treatment. THE DANQER of the excessive use of Intoxicants Is be-
1ns shown eyery day, caiulnc half a million deaths each year. One a mlnnta 

Don t put li off. write today, or come to the 

DREXELL SANITARIUM 
COR. SIXTH AND JENNINGS 8T8. 6I0UX CITY, IOWA 
Highest endorsement* and recommendations. 

Tou may paj more but yon cannot buy better. 

For Infants and Children. 

The Kind You Have 
ALCOHOL-3 PER CENT 

Xwgc table Preparation Tor As 
similating iheFoodandRegula "RfiPfQ tlio 
ting th? Stomachs and Bowels of JJvttl D lllg 

I N K W I  b  (  M I L D K I . N  

Promotes Digestion,Cheerful
ness and Rest Contains neither 
Opium.Morphipe nor Mineral 
Not Narcotic 
Arp rfou OrSAMVUmam 

S—d - v.-o; 
', JtxSmnm • 

• 
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MoHSmmbJU»• 
VjimSud • 

Sttfrnr 
Wnktfmm finrtr. 

A perfccl Remedy forConslipa-
(kmvSour Stomach.DiaiTtMca, 
Worms .Convulsions .Feverish-

• Th*Cewtaur company. 
NEW YORK; 
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PIGEONS WANTED 
Will pay >1.50 per dozen for live,  ̂
old pigeons delivered Chicago.  ̂
No commission. Price good 
May 31, 1913. Ship by express. * 
ROBERT E. COX, 306 W. So. WitarSl, Chlcafr 

In the Province #f 
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