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Investigation shows that it is impos-
aible to meet these

fully outside of Western Canada. Al-
ready millions of bushels of whul sre

shipped out this year.
tive of The Germania, Milwaukee, one

tceully made a trip
, Assinibola, Alberta
'l , where lle the free

ed to the Germania and other papers

by their speclal correspondents.  As
an Inducement for immigrahts to make
their homes in Canada, the Canadian
government offers 160 acres of land
free of cost to any settler.

For further information apply to
Canadlan Government Agent, Depart-
ment Intérlor, Ottawa, Canada, or
residents of Michigan address M. V.
McInnes, No, 1, Merrill Block, Detroit,
Jlmu Grieve, Mt. Pleasant, Mich., or

. L. Caven, Bad Axe, Mich, L

an who has no price is the
ally worth buyiog

The
only vite

Hollday Ex

Excursion tickets will be s0ld at all
lilllunl on the hurlh Western line ((
W. R'y, C. St. P. M R'y, 8.

&P Ry wnd B E &M V. R R) o

all other points on this system and on

acific Raliroad, within 200

liex station, at greatly

24, 25, 26 and

1898, and January 1 and 2, 1899,

Apply to

3,
good until January 4,,1899.
agents Chicago & North-Western R'y

tor tull particula

A woman nover Mrgi
fallure to ask to be forgiven.

Pacitio Coast Limited.

‘To California in three short days via
last winter's route of Sunset Limited.
No high altitudes; no snow blockades;
sunshine and comfort all the way from
Chicago and’ St. Louls to Los Angeles
and San Franc Write for lowest
rates and flustrated pamphlet, glving

conditions success- '

|

eomplete particulars, to James Charl--

ton, General Passenger Agent, Chicago
& Alton Rallroad, Chicago, Illinols,

When marringe is o failure the hus-
band sometimes liquidates.

Dr. Wood's Norway Pine Syrup seems
especially adapted to the needs of the
ehlldren. Ploasant to take: soothing
in its influence; it is the remedy of al
remedies for every form of throat and
lung disease.

A sandbag in the hands of & hold-up

an is o stunning affair.

“Itehing hemorrhoids were the
Bl:.qn life. Was almost wild.

Olntmnt cured me quickly and
rmanently, afier doctors had failed.”
F. Cornwell, V 1., Street, Sanger- |

tles, N. Y. |

boy made-over trousers
l‘ku llwt hu father.

Ordinary household nccldents have
no terrors when there's a bottle of Dr.
Thomas' Eclectric Oil in the medicine
chest. Heals burns, cuts, bruises,
sprains. -Instant relief.

worth listening to.
A lagy liver makes a lazy man. Bur-
1

dock Blood, Bitters is the natu
never failing remedy for a lazy live

Aman can always tickle his wife
with & feather—if it happens to be an
ostrich feather.

‘A FELON’S LOVE.

BY HENRY W. NESRIELD,

CHAPTER XV.

The finding of the plece of walst-
belt marked with Robert Luke’s initials
caused much excitement among |the
men on the station. Nothing more,
however, could.be discovered, and| for
several weeks Luke hunted about| the
place in vain, hoping. that he might
succeed In finding still another link in
the chaln of evidence which might Jead
to some trace of his lost brother.

In the meantime the whole colony
had again become interested in tha af-
fair, chiefly from tWe fact that| no
traces could be found either of Baynes
or his wife; and, as It became ¢ertain
that the missing couple had not tr
eled toward the coast, as Daynes bad
sald they Intended doing, the matter
grew daily more and more mysterious.

Days and weeks passed by, and|yet
nothing fresh concerning the dlkap-
pearence of Robert Luke came to light.
His brother began to despair, and- at
last one night he announced his inter*
tion of returnlng to England.

“It Is of no use my remaining here.”
he sald, “Besides I must go home and
look after my business. ‘I have done
my best, and I can do no more. But
to my dylng day I shall belleve that
that Baynes and his wife were same-
how or other mixed up with the disap-
pearance of my brother.”

That night he went up to the hut
for the last time. Having strapped up
the few things he possessed In his
vallse, he made all preparations for
starting early |I||‘ next mornlng. Then
he retired to res

Once more \\'thm Luke dreamed.
This time he heard the same volce
crying out, “Help—help!" B

He did not awake, but wearily an-
swered In his sleep—

“Iam here, Bob. What do you want?
I have done the best I can, ang I can
do no more.”

They were the words which he had
used that night when he wished the
men good-by. Presently his dream {ook
a more substantial form. He beheld
the hut in which he siept lighted by a
solitary “slush” lamp. Upon the bed
where he lay he saw the figure of a
woman, sitting with her head resting
upon her hands. She seemed to be
reading some old newspaper, and re-
mained perfectly motlonless, as it deep-
ly intent upon what she read. Then
Luke heard a noise, as of some one out-
side the hut. In his vision his sense
of hearing seemed almost painfully
acute.

The woman also heard the nolse, and
ralsed her head as If In alarm.

He could not catch a glimpse of
her face, for as she sat upon the edge
of the bed her features were turned
away from him.

Suddenly he heard a voice speaking
from without. Luke started in his
sleep, for it was the voice of his

| brother!

“Mrs. Baynes,” it sald in a clear, low
tone—"Mrs Baynes, would you kindly

| glvve me a drop of brandy, if you have

such a thing? I am sorry to trouble
you at this time of night, but I am not
very well. I am Luke—Bob Luke.”
The woman, as she listened, clasped
her hands together as if in mortal ter-

e E— | ror, but she answered not a word,
It is the silent man that is usually |

Presently the voice came again, this
time louder and with a more deter-
mined accent.

“Mrs. Baynes—d'ye
Baynes?"

The woman rose stealthily from her
sitting posttion and stepped toward the
fireplace. Unhooking the great kettle
that hung from an iron bar by a chain,
she removed the bar from

hear, Mrs.

its place and stood clutching It In her
right hand, as it prepared to use it as
a weapon of defense.

Willlam Luke seemed to strain every

‘| nerve in his sleep as he endeavored to

cry out; but his volce appeared to have
left him and his limbs refused to do
his bidding. He was like one paralyzed
for the time being, with the powers of
hearing and seeing alone left to him.
‘Then he percelved that the door was
belng pressed in from without, The
top part, where there was no bolt,
showed signs of giving away; another
heaving of the door, and yet another,
a loud crash, and Willlam Luke beheld
his brother!

For several seconds, as It seemed to
the dreamer, the figure obert Luke
stood silently gazing at the woman,
who stood deflantly facing ‘him. Wil-
llam Luke beheld only the face of his
brother. The woman's back was turned
to him.

Robert Luke appeared to be dazzled
with the light and unable to see dis-
tinctly the objects around him. Sud-
denly however he scemed about to
speak, but a nolse from without the
hut, like the sound of a horse gallop-
ing up to the door, caused him to look
round.

‘The woman, quick as thought, raised
the cruel bar of iron in her hands
and dealt him a heavy blow upon his

skull; and with a wail of “Help—help!" |.

Robert Luke fell tace downward upon
the floor.

“ Then came a blank In the dreamA
and Willlam saw no more. Presently
however he beheld the figure of his
brother standing near the bed. Rai
ing himself slowly, he gazed into his

| face, and, holding out his arms, he en-

deavored to embrace him.

His brother looked sadly into his
eyes, and then, turning from him,
moved slowly toward the fireplace, and
vanished from his sight.

Willlam Luke awoke to find himself
standing on thd{bare earth of the hut.

‘The moon shose brightly through the
open window, upon the spot where, in
his dream, he bad 'ast seen his brother.
‘This time Mlnmmw all he had
dreamed.

*Hé is there,” he cried—*foully mur-
unn and burled mm Heaven help

me It wlu
M ntﬂ the huts
where the M awakened the
whole station.

Im less than w2 hour sturdy men,

with lanterns to light them at thelr
work, were busily engaged with ‘pick-
axes and sho¥els In ralsing the hearth
inside the hut.

Luke, in a wild state of excitement,
was direeting and urging them on to
thelr labors. The scene was a curious
one, as the whole population of the
place was gathered in and around the
hut speculating as to what possible dls-
covery there might be made.

The men had remoyed the rough
stones upon the hearth, and had dug
some four feet deep Into the earth,
whien they stopped to take breath,

“Go on—go on!" shouted Luke.
“Deeper down yet—deeper down!"

“Keep qulet, Luke!" remonstrated
Mr. Hall. “Your exciting yourself like
this can do no good.”

Luke sat down upon a bench and
buried his face in his hands. He could
even the moment’s delay
e men required for rest from

thelr toll

Again the hut resounded with the
sound of the pick and shovel at work.
But Luke looked up mo more. Mr. Hall's
words had soothed his overwrought
mind, and ho waited patiently for what
might come.
“Here’s something anyhow,"
one of the men—"a man’s hand!"
Luke sprang to his feet, now unable
to control his excitement.
“Gently—we are on It now
one. “There Is more beneath,
on us—It's Bo
There, dismembered, lay the remalns
of what once had been Robert Luke.
“At last! I knew it—I knew it!"
sald a voice solemnly; and William
Luke sank down upon a bench, shield-
ing his eyes with his bands from the
horrid sight, and cried
Heaven send

cried

sald
Mercy

ng the body, for the man’
en to the other balf of the
broken belt, were buried with him

When Willlam Luke narrated his
dream, men looked at one another
aghast. Even the most skeptical could
not doubt that he had actually seen a
vislon of the murder as it really hap-
pened. The one thing that grieved
him was that ge had been unable to
see the face of the woman in the hut;
and thus his suspicions as to the con-
nection between Edward Bartlett, Anne
Dodson, and the late occupants of the
hut remalned as uncoufirmed as be-
fore.

Mr. Hall at once communicated with
the police at Mount Gipps, and early
the next morning four troopers and
some black trackers appeared on the
scene.

Nearly two months had elapsed stace
the departure of Baynes and his wite,
and pothing at all had been heard of
them. That they had murdered Robert
Luke there could be no. possible doubt.

The excitement on the station was
intense, and people flocked from all
parts of the country to witness the
scene of the awful crime and to behold
the man who had dreamed that fearful
dream.

It was suggested that an expedition
should be sent out to hunt all the
country round about,

“If they are anywhere in the colony,”
sald Mr. Hall, after a long consultation
with the sergeant of the police, “it is
my opinion that they have taken to the
back country somewhere in the direc-
tion of the Gray Ranges. There they
might exist for years, If they happened
to drop across a good water-supply, un-
seen by any mortal ey

“But there is a vast sandy tract of
country between this and the Gray, is
there not?" Inquired the sergeant.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Hall; “but it is
just possible that they succeeded in
crossing It. This has been an unusual-
ly wet season; and, from what the
stock men have told me, all the creeks
and ‘clay-pans’ out in that direction
are full of water. Jack knows the coun-
try well—better than anybody about
this nelghborhood. He has often been
out for weeks together after stray
cattle that have gone that way.”

“Very well, sir,” sald the sergeant;
“I am willing to do whatever you may
think best.”

“It Is decided then,” replied Mr. Hall.
“We will take two weeks' provisions on
pack-horses, and see if we can't come
across thelr tracks.”

This seemed a most sensible plan to
pursue, and accordingly a party was
organized, consisting of the sergeant,
three troopers, young Jack, Mr. Hall,
William Luke, and—much to Mr. Hall's
disgust—Sullivan the innkeeper.

Mr. Hall did his utmost to prevent
Sullivan’s joining the.expedition, so
great was his abhorrence of the man;
but,"as he had provided himself with
a pack-horse well-laden with food and
grog, Mr. Hall could not well prevent
bim from accompanying them.

As matters turned out, it would have
been very much better for Mr. Sullivan
it he had allowed himself to be dis-
tuaded; but the majority of sensible
people, when talking the affair over
in after years, were decldedly of opin-
ion that it was a very good -job for
every one else that he had joined the
expedition.

The commotion on the station on the
morning when the expedition started in
search of the fugitives was tremendous.

Pack-saddles were belng adjusted to
restive brutes whose sole aim and ob-
Ject was to kick themselves free from
thelr encumbrances. All sorts of things
were forgotten and remembered just
at the last momer t

/At last the cavalcade got under way,
and Mrs, Hall and her daughter watch-
ed it across the plain from the veran-
dah of the house until the gumtrees,
which lined the creek for some miles,
hid it trom view,

‘The ‘expedition proceeded some thir-
ty miles or more without any difficulty
famillar to

v
passed, where
mm“ﬂﬂlph'rﬂl in Mr. Hall's

employ lived thelr quiet

At one of these they halted for the
nlght, much to the disgust of th old

flocks, and who nursed a 'holoolm
antipathy to n.l- entire human M
“Cranky Jim.” he was called, and, i

a love of absolute solitude entitled him
to the name, he was undoubtedly de-
serving of it.

Had he seen two people pass that
way about ten weeks aga? No, he had |
not seen two people pass that way—
and, what was more, he did not want
to see them. One Was a woman, was |
it? A, well, a woman was naught to
bim; he had seen enough of women in
bis time, he had! His other remarks
were 50 full of imprecations and blas- |
phemy that Mr. Hall ceased to inferro-
gate him.

On the second day they halted about
noon in sight of the sand-hills. This
was the great barrier which- they knew

lay between the grass country of the |

Barrier side and the Gray Ranges.

Mr. Hall had wisely insisted upon all
the water-bags belng fifilled up at the
last good Water-hole; and he felt con-
vinced that, with the supply they car-
rled, the fifty or sixty miles of desert

ought to be safely crossed by man and |

beast,

It was within two hours of sunfown
when the little party entercd the un-
known reglon. The horses staggered
wearlly along, occasionally sinking fn-
to the sand up to their knees, and
struggling through the, scrub and
prickly mimosa which grew plentitully
in places upon the low hills

Nightfall came on, and the cavalcade
encamped; there was no sign of water,
and they had to draw upon the supply
they carried with them.

Jack Hall had more than once enter-
ed these inhospitable reglons in search
of lost cattle, and he was under the be-
lef that a more fertile country lay be-
yond It—how far distant of course te
could not say; but, from what he had |
gathered from the blacks he belleved
three days would see them through the
worst of it.

For two long days the travelers tolled
on through the heavy drifts of sand,
but towards sundown on the third day
they beheld trees ahead, at the sight of
which thelr splirits rose amazingly.

Mr. Hall ordered halt-rations of wa-
ter to be served out to the mem and
horses, for he was by no means confi-
dent, because he beheld trees in the dim
distance, that he was going to find a

| 1ake or an tnexhaustible well.

Sullivan  was the best-pravided
person of the company. for, beskdas two
huge water-bags, he had a liberal sup-
ply of spirituous liquors, which he'was
very liveral In dispensing—to himself

(To be Continued.)

WHEN TOLSTOI WRITES A BOOK

Count Leo Tolstol Is such an original
author that 1t is not in the least sur-
prising that his modus operandi when
writing a book is equally so. As soom
as_he bas decided what the plot of a
new novel Is to be he makes a rough
sketch of the whole, leaving out de-
tails, using for the purpose quarto pa-
per of the commonest description,
probably from motives of economy, as
his bandwriting is so large that he
uses an enormous amount of paper for
very little work; this he gives to his
wife or one of his daughters to rewrite
and reduce to something ike neatness.
As soon as the first manuscript is ready
he works up the plot and fills in some
of the details, writing his own com-
ments and ideas, for future alteration,
on lhc margin.

From the first copy a second and
third are made, each in the same way.
If there s any part with which Count |
Tolsol Is very much dissatisfied, he
will take the trouble to write and re-
write it as many as elght or nine times,
sooner than pass anything with which
he is not quite pleased; he very seldoy
succeeds at once in describing any
very remarkable scene, and when any
great difficulty presents itself he adopts
the highly original way of getting over
it and collecting his ideas by playing
a game of "Patlence.”

Critical as he Is about his own work,
Count Tolsoi meets with still sharper
criticism from his wife and family, and
as he places great reliance on thelr
judgment and good taste in all things
relating o literature, as soon as a new
novel is completed he reads it over to
them, in order that they may suggest
such alterations as they think advisa-
ble; some of which suggestions he acts
upon. -When the proofsheets are sent
in their correction absorbs his whole
time and attention, and it is sald that
no living author gives his publisher so
much trouble, owing to the numberless
alterations he insists upon.

Dream and Reallty,

There is this real distinction between
the dream and the waking state; that
when awake I know there is anothe:
condition, while in the dream | take
no thought of the waking state. Awake,
I know that I have been living in the
fantastic dream life, and have come

out of it into a real life completely dis- |

tinct from the other. I am {n the
first state and know there is a second.
But when I am dreaming I have no
thought of another state that I have
come out of and must return to; I do |
not feel that there Is another existencs,
radically separated from this one; and
I never compare the visions of my
dreams with my waking world, for
know nothing of it. I have the im-
pression of having always lived the life
I am in, which seems natural, and even
if T ask whether I am not dreaming, it
is a merely verbal expression, with no
accompanying sense of the meaning
ot it. Another distinction, and the only
absolutely clear one, is that while we
always wake from the dream, we never
wake from the reality. This is why we
believe in the reality and not In the
dream.—M. Camille Melinand, fn Ap-
pletons’.

Very Likely.

Counsel appointed to defend an
Irishman challenged several of the
Jury, who, his client sald, had a prej-
udice agalnst him. “Are there any
more jurymen who have a prejudice
ainst you?' whispered the barrister.
“No, sir; the jury's awl rolght, but Ot
want you to challenge the judge. Of've
been convicted under him several times
already, and loikely be's begin l-‘ w
have a prejudice against me
Bits,

v
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Tragedy and Comedy of His Life and

George Basd's

Chopin sleeps in Pere L shalse and
though the Ariel of n-nnry will add

| to the rest morceaux of his own noe-
turnes and melodies till, it you will,
‘lh-l}llc.bl nruuol“nam,-:dl
and sweet airs” as Prospe:
Chambers’ Journal. It h plllllnt to
rest awhile, listening to these thinga,
| and looking on at what fancy will d¢
| to their measures, the vislons it will
| briug, the figures it will shape and un-
| shape from the fugitive braln scraps
| you throw it. But among the plctures
which com: lnd 80, lll. the h:el o"r
the witches'

for the
:Eﬁm-m-m_“"""

Toungaters of the prestut day

| slaring opera house, twilighted draw-
{ Inl foom, a yellow moon over the trees
| =-ab, Chopla, what fools you made of
| usi--come others of an Impersonal
| kind, blographical vignettes which
these men around have left on all our
}minds. There Is the Parl
Helae smiling over at Bellinl;
lady, amused with the mastro's curls,
dell:ately destroying them with his
canp.  Not one of them thought that
In fourteen days' time poor Bellinl,
lcurts and all,  would be uunder the
ground at Pere Lachalse. Then ap-
piars a sqverer apartment; a short,
muscular wan there, square-jawed and
anpry-eyed, as Cherubini turns upon
him halt bitterly: “Citoyen General, I
parcelve that you love only that mu-
sle which does not prevent you from
thiuking of your politics.” Aud the
Italian moves away, as if adding un-
der his breath, “Why is this man not

| Midas-eared?”  For that little, stoat |
man, Napoleon, had alone 'mid ap-
belittled his music.

| plasding Parls,
And now rises a room In Florence, &
| litter of books and papers. De Mus-
| set writing, George Sand dictating. 1t
| 18 Chopin's doing—he has reminded us
of them. But now he appears himself,
| his plano before him,dreaming through
| his finger tips and making mo
dredms for his crouching listener, the
same George Sand. The tragedy and
| comedy of those two lives!—they maxe
| us weep and smile by turns. T
sculptured muse on a composer's tomd
sits mourning, lyre in hand. But it
i3 all past now, that sorrowlng time.
For when Chopin dled, did he not
leave us his better angel? The musi-
clay’s soul of him, does 1t not dwell
purely among us, one of the “cholr
Visible” which Is ever urging us to
“larger lssues?” One wishes the fig-
ure would Iift its head as the slck-
heasted do at the last buret In the
“March Funebre.” The few poor
Lones she weeps over are not Chopin.

~ FOOLISH SUGGESTION.

& Up & “Wonder ag" for a Slck
Friend.
Some of the suggestions for Christ-

| Women cuet 1@ sarceed o barbers:they

| mas present-making in the women's |

| magazines might be collected and pub-
lished under the appropriate title,
“How to Worry One's Friends,” says
the New York Commerclal Advertiser.
Omne suggestion is that one begin two
months before Christmas and prepare
» wonder-bag for some sick friend.
The plan outlined 1s astonishing in its
simplicity. One writes begging let-
ters to an unlimited number of per-
sons, asking each one to send a pre
ent for the bag. “Stnce these friends
will probably be seattered far and wide
in the home land and’ perhaps in for-
elgn lands as well, 1t will be neces-
sary to begin preparations early—the
earlier the better.” When the presents
arrive one packs them In tissue paper
and marks each with the name of the
giver and ties it with narrow ribbon.
| The heavy ones are put at the bottom,

| priate ta the spring near the top and
| those "suitadle for Fourth of July in
| the middle, etc., etc. The bag can be
| made to last three months, six months
or a year. It all depends on the num-
ber ot persons one “held up” by mall,
thelr promptness and generosity and
the curlosity or patience of the indl-
vidual, who may elect to draw out all
the presents In a week or to choose one
for every fortnight. The writer cites
instances of these bags belng made and
proving sources of great interest and
pleasure to all concerned. But con-
sidering that most of us have im-
perative claims on us at holiday times
and limited incomes at all seasons,
that even the poorest would
ashamed to turn a deaf ear to, the ap-
peal for an fnvali¢, and that most in-
vallds. have sufficient pride and unself-
ishness to resent this particular way ot
recelving “delicate attentions,” one is
apt to make odious comparisons twixt
the wonder bag and the old-time
church fair, the house-to-house canvass
for ragged children’s Christmas trees
and the well-ntentioned and patriotis
endless chalns “for our poor soldlers
| on land and sea.”

Patronlzing a Pet Grocer.
One day Mistress MacPhairson was
trotting home from her grocer's with
| some spiritual comfort. tucked under
her apron, when she ran up against
her ¢riend, Mistress Macleod, and felt
called upon to explain. “I waur just
| beyont at Muster MacTavish's store.
| He keeps th' very best ham in a’ th’
land. Our John loves a bit o' guid
| bam, ye ken, and 15 ay yammerin:
aboot th' ham at ither shops beln’
‘uuer fat and saut.” “Oor Tam th’
same,” sald Mistress Macleod, “and so
| 111 gang and gte MacTavish a trial
| now.” Five minutes after that Mrs.
Macleod went to the obliging grocer
and asked for “a pund of ham at
kind o' ham?” inquired Muster Mac-
Tabish. “Oh, gle me the same kind
that Mistress MacPhalrson always gets
here. “A richt,” returned the grocer,
with a cunning leer. And then, bend-
ing over the counter, he sald ina high-
Iy significant whisper. “Whaur's yer
bottfe?"—Weekly Telegraph.
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| the 1ight ones at the top, those appro- Xiorn

Can '- Solve Thia rn-u Verse?

A stm) ween
s Eouene of pon

l‘"ho‘"h‘ hered th h ‘ f

thered ‘thoughts of, m
And Ilbenlr diviae ad
1 wet \h 1 of Shaki re I
To nou‘m- Gt hart
Bld ﬂld wit speec]
Let ﬂx-qnur sing and Tl{l\‘r preach,
Though throsgh all le o Tptda,
No '| sdom doth

Tt'you can solve m. omulu. a

send the correct answer to George\ H.

Heafford, General l'nuenxeg Agent,

hicago, Milwaukee & St. Paul Ralj
vay, Old Colony Bullding, Chicago, t
gether with a two-cent stamp, he will,
send you what it calls for.,

Possess all the conversationl royulreaients

TO CURK A COLD IX ON® DAY

h tablet.

Our frst tn are enerous, hero-

mpulses are gocd
T e Beetoe weakens wi i Them:

FITY Frrmase enttyCured. N e ot netvonsmoenarior
8 weeof Dr Klin Nicve Restoren

-.-a {5 KRER 83,00 sl “Tottle nd trestise
‘Aroh 8 Phildelsbia, Fa

Too much of the np.munn nn'ldl s ia
@one n broadcloth of rose: "

-
her medicinesd;

rfantorgana of the
v. Kidoe

DO Y\.\
COUGH

DON T DELAY
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Hundreds would never have known wad it
they had not at first known waste.

ach Liver

The Medieated Croup Nockince 18 tho o
Creup aafoguard kuown or u.m Frrce by ma
%o, Medicated Croup Neokl Oakmout. Pa

When a man s y
00d plan 1o give hia the e roud.

s alwayss

Mra. Winslow's Soothing 8yro
For ehiLATe teething softens (he guns redurer inflam.
W entea bottia,

e wind soile:

Art may be be long at
sbort to make both ends m

My doctor sald I would- die, but Plso’s Cure
tor (unulmpllnu cured me. — Amos Kelner.
Crerry Valiey, Tils., Nov. 23, 18&

Some feminine matchmakers seem to make's
specialty of friction matehes.

Bick bablea tn
un.,. Conttal.

10 crona bat
tamaiiion. that uwo frowa

o n-l

a

Fod wit voa neMM! nl
first dose.

Tt s sad blow to the boser when the box-
DetlrES conts urd 80 center T

©oMce ruceipts fall to pan out.

As a Poker Sll"' As a Boil sore——ﬁ'ﬂﬂl a
Warm up with a rub of

ST. JACOBS OIL.

It drives out the Cold and Cures.

“WHERE DIRT GATHERS, WASTE RULES,”
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PENSI“" Get your Penslon s

DOUBLE QUICK )mntd o that on )
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CHEAP FARMS ;

DO YOU WANT A HOME?

Improved and unim-

royed farmiag lands
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sold. n long time snd easy payments,a littie
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200 Days’ Treatment $1.00, || Corx Becr. whih is
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Xtrrin‘ m lhn country. For particulars |
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Real

Greene—Good morning, Mrs. Brown.
Where is Tom today? Mrs. Brown—
Tom is out in the kitchen killing cock-
roaches. He was golng a hunting,
but his gun didn't come home, as he
had ordered. He had set upon having
a day of sport, but rather than be
wholly disappointed, he bas gome to
killing cockroaches. Whea & man ls
in the humor for sport he must murder
something, you know.—Boston Trans-
eript.

Try taking cod liver ofl in tomate
catsup If you want to make it pala-
table.

Sawed to
LABOR-SAVING LENGTHS.
They will postng
room e they caa S hanalsd even quicker
_uou'u':m 1s made for sawing plates

‘Send & trial order to this offics and be
convinced.
WESTERN NEWSP.

DETROIT, -IOH.



