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SYNOPSIS. 

Mr. Solomon Pratt began comical nar- 
ration ot story, introducing well-to-do 
Nathan Sounder of his town, and Edward 
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich 
New Yorkers seeking rest. Because of 
latter pair's lavish expenditure of money. 
Pratt's f'.rst impression was connected 
with lunatics. Van Brunt, it was learned. I 
was the successful suitor for the hand 
of Miss Agnes Page, who gave Hartley 
up. Adventure a; Fourth of July cele- 
bration at Eastwich. Hartley rescued a 
boy. known as “Reddy.” from under a 
horse's f— t and the urchin proved to be 
one of .Miss Page's charges, whom she 
had taken to the country fur an outing. 
Out sailing later. Van Brunt, Pratt and 
Hopper were wrecked in a squall. Pratt 
landed safely and a search for the other 
two revealed an Island upon which they 
were found. Van Brunt rented it from 
Si udder and called it Ozone island. In 
charge of a company of New York poor 
children Miss Taiford and Miss Page vis- 
ited Ozone island. In another storm Van 
Brunt and Hartley narrowly escaped be- 
ing wrecked, having aboard chickens, 
rigs. etc., with which they were to start 
a farm. Eureka Sparrow, a country girl, 
was engaged as a cook and Van Brunt 
and Hartley paid a visit to her father, 
who for years had been claiming eon- 
sumption as an excuse for not working. 
Upon another island visil by Miss Page. 
Eureka diagnosed Hartley's case as one 
of love for Agnes. 

CHAPTER XII.—Continued. 

Hartley was so sunburned that you 
couldn't have told if he did blush. But 
he acted nervous and uneasy. 

"It was nothing,” he said. “I knew 
the youngsters liked such things, and 
the stuff you get here isn’t eatable. 
Then .lames is a success. Hiss Tal- 
ford. you say?” 

But he didn't get off quite as easy 
as that. Agnes looked up surprised 
and. 1 thought, pleased. 

"That you. Mr. Hartley." she said. 
“It was land of you. and very thought- 
ful.” 

Of course the Taiford girl thanked 
him. too. He acted a good deal like 
he wished he hadn't come. 

But I guess that feeling wore off 
after a while. It seemed to me that 
Miss Page was considerable pleasanter 
to him than I'd seen her yet. She 
talked to him more and there wa'n't 
so much of that chilly "hands-off” kind 
of manner in her voice. Two or three 
times they seemed almost friendly, as 

you might say. and toward the end of 
the day Hartley's blueness, that was 

always with him when she was in 
sight, had pretty nigh disappeared. He 
seemed quite happy, for him—not his 
usual careless, don't-care kind of jol- 
lity, either. 

One thing that I think Agnes noticed 
was the way the boy. Redny, stuck to 
him. You could see that the little 
chan's idea of a first-class brick was 

Martin Hartley. And another sure 

thing was that Redny was the Page 
girl's favorite. She was always run- 

ning after him to see what he was do- 
ing. that he didn't get hurt, or such 
like. One time when she'd gone on 

this kind of an errand, and the Twins 
and Miss Taiford and me was left to- 
gether. I spoke np and says: 

“That small fire top is considerable 
on Miss Agnes' mind, ain't he?” 

Margaret Taiford laughed. "He's 
the apple of her eye." says she. “She 
fairly worships him. I'm sure I don't 
know why. for he's the worst mischief- 
maker in the school. But Agnes' sym- 
pathy seems to run to the black sheep. 
Were yon a black sheep, Mr. Van 
Brunt?" 

Van shook his head, very solemn. 
"I was," says he, "but the cleansing in- 
fluence of the Natural Life has re- 

moved the upper coating. You can 

see that she doesn't find it necessary 
to run after me. I flatter myself that 
I'm rapidly becoming—what is it that 
our new cook sings, skipper? Oh, yes! 
'Whiter than snow.' Do you notice my 
alabaster purity. Miss Taiford?” 

"I hadn't as yet," she says. "I'll call 
Agnes' attention to it.” 

"Pray don't," says he. "I'm not alto- 
gether certain of its lasting qualities. 
Suppose you keep an eve on me in- 
stead, until I'm sure that it is enamel 
and not whitewash." 

That was a sample cf the talk of 
them two. Just nonsense, but they | 
seemed to enjoy it first rate. 

At dinner Van entertained the 
crowd, as usual, with stories about the 
island and our doings on it. He told 
how the Ark upset, and 'twas wild j 
cuuugn auj uov., out wnen ne a nmsnea 

embroidering it 'twas a regular crazy 
quilt. Then he begun with Eureka. 
He didn’t know much about Washy, 
except from the girl's talk, for Hartley 
nor me hadn’t told much of our ex- 

perience. So all he said was that the 
old man was sick. Agnes Page seemed 
a good deal interested. 

After they’d finished eating she 
asked me considerable many ques- 
tions. 

"Is he all alone there, the poor sick 
man?" she asked. 

"No. no!" says I. “There's children 
enough to help Out a whole hospital. 
He's all right." 

“But those children ought not to 
have to stay at home,” says she. 
"They need the air and exercise and 
schooling." 

"They don’t look as if they was 

wasting away,” I told her. “Eureka's 
as good as a ma to 'em—and better 
than a pa—her pa, anyway.” 

She seemed to be thinking. “The 
poor fellowshe says, referring to 
Washy, 1 judged. “J must drive over 

aud see him.” 
I told her Hartley had promised to 

help Eureka. She seemed real pleased. 
Her face kind of lit up. She walked 
away then and didn't say no more. 

Lord James and me had our dtnner 
together. I pumped hitfc about the 
girls and how he liked 'em. 

"They're all right,” he -says. “As 
perfect ladies and an generous and 
open anded as I could wish." 

"Which do you like best?” I asked. 
"i ’aren't no choice,” he says. “Miss 

Page is a good ousekeeper. Almost 
too good if I may say it. A laciy 'ain't 
ougSt co meddle with ’ousehold af- 

fairs, not when she has a competent 
man to attend to 'em for 'er. Miss Tai- 

j 

ford now, she s different. I'd like uo 

work for 'er always." 
“Pity she ain't going to be Mrs. Van 

Ilrunt instead of t'other," says 1. 
"Then you'd have an easy berth. Don’t 
it seem to you that Miss Page and 
your boss ain't any too thick for ea- 

; gaged folks?" 
"No. indeed!" says he, scornful. 

"Lord love you. you'd ought to see 

some married folks as I've worked for. 

W'y Lord 'Enry and 'er ladyship, 
they—” 

He was on his English tack now and 
you never could get him off it when he 
was started good. 1 didn't get much 
satisfaction out of him. 

I got more a while later, though, 
•lust afore we started for home Hart- 
ley and the Page girl come walking 
down the porch together. They wa n t 

\ saying much when I first saw 'em, but 
all at once she says: 

"Mr. Hartley, there is one thing I 
must ask you. You paid Dennis the 

j five dollar prize he won at the race 

that day. Did you collect it from the 

judges?" 
"Oh, that's all right," he answers, 

fidgety. "I think probably I did. I 
don't remember." 

“I thought not.” says she. “Now 

I you must permit me to pay it to you. 
The hoy is under my charge and 1 

[ shall insist upon it." 
He was pretty short and sharp. I 

thought. “No, really,” he said. “I’ve 
forgotten the affair entirely. No doubt 

What do you think of that? There 
wa'n't anything slow or dull about 
that Sparrow girl—not enough to fret 

yourself over, there wa'n’t. 

CHAPTER XIII. 
The Lawn Fete. 

It was August now. The nice weath- 
er held out right along and one day 
on Ozone island was a good deal like 
the next. 

And yet it seemed to me that there 
was little changes. For instance, take 
the matter of reading. When we first 
arrived twas nothing but that Natural 
Life book; the Heavenly Twins was 

at it continuous, and such a tiling as a 

newspaper or magazine was what 
Van Brunt called an “abomination.' 
I couldn't get a paper even to kindle 
fire with; had to use poverty grass for 
that. Ktit now the Natural Life ser- 

mon laid on the dining room mantel 
piece most of the time, with a layer 
of dust on it. and Scudder fetched 
the Boston and New York newspapers 
every day. And magazines and books 
begun to come in the mail. 

1 remember one day Hartley -set 

reading the New York Evening Post. 
I that part of it he called the “financial 
! page.” All at once he spoke. 

“Bv Jove! Van," he says. “Consoli- 
dated Tea Lead'is up three points from 

i last week's quotations. There must 
be something doing." 

Van looked at him. kind of sad and 
disappointed. 

“Martin,” says he, “are you falling | 
from grace? Get thee behind me. 

Satan. Give me that financial sheet." j 
Hartley laughed and tossed it over. 

"There!" says his chum, crumpllrfgit j 
1 up and shoving it into his pocket. "That ; 1 disturbing influence is out of the way. 

; Let us discuss the simple and satis- ; 

tying subject of agriculture. There is 
an article on ‘The Home Garden’ in 
this month's number of The Rural j 

j Gentleman, which should be instmc- j 
tive to our friend Mr. Pratt, plower 
of sea and soil. Skipper, lend me ycur 
ears. I’ll return them shortly.” 

Then he commenced to read that | 
magazine piece out loud to me. very 

“Is He All Alone There, the Poor Sick Man?” 

I ve been paid already. It was noth- 

ing, of course, and the boy was plucky 
| and I took a fancy to him.” 

1 She insisted, but he wouldn't give 
! in. At last she says, looking hard a 

j him: * 

“I think," she says, “that your sim- ! 
i pie life is doing a great deal for you. 
! You have improved in many ways. I 
| have heard things—good things— 
| about you that surprised me. I’m 
I very glad." 
j He didn’t answer. Just then the 
! valet brought the carriage up to the 

I door and ’twas time to say good-by. 
I was pretty tickled with the day's 

work, take it altogether. Eureka got 
after me soon as we was back to the 
island, and she asked a couple of toe. 

I of questions. She wanted to know ah 
about the school and especially about 
the Page girl and her chum. 

"You ain't toid me all you know,' 
says she, finally. "Tell the rest of it 
What relation is this Agnes Page U 
Mr. Hartley?" 

solemn, and stopping every once in a 

while to chuck in some ridiculous ad- 
vice on his own account. This had got 
to be a regular thing. Every bit of 
farm news I had to hear. The garden 
was Van’s pet joke. 

"What,” says he. when the reading 
was done, "is the latest crop bulletin, 
Sol?” 

“I have the honor to report.” says 
I. "that from the present outlook 
we’ll have two cornstalks, one to- 
matter vine and three cucumber plants 
really in sight by to-morrow morning. 
That is, if the sand don't blow in and 
cover 'em up in the night.” 

“Good!" he says. "I move that the 
report be accepted. Martin, don't let 
me see you wasting your time cn the 
frivolity of the street when there are 
such serious matters to claim our at- 
tention.” 

Which was all right, only that very 

I said she va'n't no relation. At ! 
s last, sort of in self-defense. 1 told the i 

whole yarn about the engagement— ; 

Van’s engagement. I mean. 

She bobbed her head, "i thought ! 

I so," says she. “I don't care if Mr. i 

| Van Brunt is engaged to the Page one. 

He ain't in love with her. And Mr. ; 
; Hartley is." 

“What are you talking about?" says 
I, soon's I could get my breath. 

"Just what I said. He's in love with 
Miss Page. And I'm going to help 

! 

him get her.” 
"Humph!” says I. "You be, hey? 

Well, how about poor Van? What do 
you want to shove him out into the 
cold for? He ain’t done anything to 
you. has he?” 

She shook her sunbonnet and looked 
wise. “That's, all right," she says, j 
“I ve got my ideas about him, too. 
Anyway I'm going to help Mr. Hart- 
ley.” 

I thought and thought. And then, 
without exactly meaning to. I spoke 
my thought out loud 

"I believe I'll help you help him," 
! says I. 

She wa n t a bit surprised. "Humph!" 
she says. "That's no news. You've 
been trying to heip him tor ever so 

long.” 

afternoon I saw him. himself, out be- 
hind the bam, reading that Post fi- 
nancial page and looking mighty in- 
terested. 

They were more anxious to be doing 
things than when they first come. 

Hartley's health was improving all 
the time, and that probably accounted 
for his liveliness. I took 'em sailing 
most every day and they wanted to 
fish and shoot and the like of that. 

Once we went on a cruise after shore 
birds. I bagged a few, but the Twins 
couldn't hit a flock of balloons with a 

cannon, so they didn't have no luck. 
But a little later Van went out alone 
with Nate Scudder and I'll be blessed 
if he didn't come back with a dozen 
peep and ring-necks. Then the way 
lie crowed over me and Martin was 

scandalous, till, a week later. Hartley 
himself went gunning with Nate and 
fetched home 15, bigger and better 
than his chum's. And after this, of 
course, 'rwas nothing but what a great 
hunter Scudder was, and rubbing it 
into me. 

The hotel boarders and the town 
folks was mighty interested in the 
Ozone islanders by this time. The pic- 
nic boats from the Old Comfort house 
generally sailed close to our point to 

give the passengers a chance to look 
our outfit over. Sometimes the boats 
stepped, and then the Twins w-ould 
take an observation from an upstairs 
window, and. if they liked the looks 
of the crowd, would come down and 
keep what they called "open house.” 

"Open house” always meant more 

work for Eureka and me. Lucky for 

us, 'twas pretty seldom that the Heav 
enlies liked their callers' looks well 
enough to open up. 

The Baptist minister and his wife 
came over to call. There was going 
to be a "lawn fete and sale” at the 
church pretty soon, and the idea was 

to get the Twins to "donate” some- 

thing. Van Brunt was full of his high 
jinks that day. and he took that poor 
parson and his wife in tow. 

First he carted 'em out to the hen- 
yard. He paraded up and down in 
front of the coops, pointing out the 
scraggly Plymouth Rocks as if they 
was some kind of freaks, like os- 

triches. He said they ate a hag of 
corn a day and laid one egg a week, 
so he figgered that every egg was 

worth five dollars or so. What did the 
parson think of a donation of half a 

dozen of them eggs? 
"Not to eat. you understand.” says 

Van: ‘"out as rarities, as curiosities." 
Tbe minister was a young feller, not 

long out of college, and pretty straight- 
laced. But he had some fun in him. 

"If I might suggest,” he says. "I 
think one of the hens themselves 
would be more acceptable and profit- 
able. Among our summer people there 
is a great demand for antiques.’ Now 
one of those hens—” 

That tickled Van. He told Hartley 
afterwards that the minister was a 

trump. He donated iiberal—not with 

eggs nor poultry neither—and prom- 
ised that he and Hartley would attend 
the sale. 

And they did. And so d.d Eureka 
and me. The iawn fete was held in 
the meeting house front yard, and 
'twas all rigged up fine with flags and 
tissue paper and bunting. There was a 

a grab bag and a cake table and a 

fancy goods table, and 1 don't know 
what all. All the summer folks was 

there, and most of the town women 

and girls, and the prices charged for 
things would have been highway rob- 
bery if it hadn't been a church that 
was charging 'em. 

The. Hcavenlies bought and bought 
and bought. They bought everything 
—the foolishest things. Van bought 
three pair cf embroidered suspenders 
and a crocheted tidy and a pin cush- 
ion. and .Martin got a worsted afghan 
and a hand-painted soft pillow, so 

fresh that the paint come off on. your 
hands when you touched it. And 
'twa'n't any quiet colored paint neith- 
er. And when you rubbed off one layer 
there was another underneath. Lu- 
retta Daniels' daughter had painted 
it; she was taking lessons and her 
ma said that she'd painted that pillow- 
over much as a dozen times, because 
the colors wa n't "blending right” or 

the subject didn't suit her. 'Twas so 

stiff with paint on top that ’twould 
have been like ramming your head 
into fence to lay on it. 

Wc staved till mest everything was 

sold but a log cabin bed Quilt that 
the Christian paupers at the poor- 
house had made. Nobody seemed to 
w-ant that, although they was 

_ gay 
rags enough in it to build a rainbow. 
The minister’s wife said she was so 

sorry. The poor things at the alms- 
house had worked so hard. 

"You wait a minute,” says Van. “I’ll 
get rid of it.” 

He took out his vest pocket memo- 

randum book and tore about ten pages 
into little squares. Then he made 
numbers on these squares with a pen- 
cil. Half of these he put into his hat, 
and, the next I knew, he was standing 
on a chair, waving the bedquilt with 
one hand and the hat with t'other. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

QUITE A VITAL DIFFERENCE 
Gulf Discovered Between “Systema- 

tized Charity" and* Christianity. 
A Chinaman who was kindly dis- 

posed had a dog. He loved dogs. One 
evening he cut off the tail of the dog 
and ate it for supper. It was a sweet 
little dog—so he gave it the bone for 
its supper. 

A Caucasian who saw this said: 
You are pauperizing that dog. Provi- 

dence in its infinite wisdom committed 
that tail to you—as a trust. We would 
have inquired if the dog was a de- 
serving dog and investigated as to 

j whether he had other means of sup- 

| iK>rt. or relatives who would take care 

J of him: if we found that he had none 
we would have tabulated his case and 
judiciously given him one joint of the 
bone per week.” 

The Chinaman asked: “Is that the 
Christianitv?” 

“Well, no, it is not exactly Chris- 
tianity.” said the Caucasian, "but an 

outgrowth of it, which we call 'Sys 
tematized Charity.' 

Said the Chinaman: "That is better 
than heathenism—it is cheaper."— 
Philadelphia Ledger. 

To Cure a Hopeless Heartache. 
1 must go to some place where I 

can't take the first train back; where 
I won't live through the day expect- 
ing a letter from you. It isn’t easy in 
these times for anybody to be really 
"out of reach.” When we all know 
that we've only to go to the nearest 
telegraph office for news, we can’t 
know what it would be like utterly to 
lose someone—unless death teaches 
us. The nearest approach to the sort 
of thing I mean—this side of King- 
dom Come—is the Klondike.—From 
“Coine and Find Me,” by Elizabeth 
Robins. 

Uncle Eben’s Definition. 
"Envy,” said Uncle Eben, "is gener- 

ally due to do way you lets yoh imagi- 
nation run away wid you in picturin’ 
good times dat ether folks ain't really 
havin’." 

RHEUMATISM PRESCRIPTION 

The increased use of “Toris” 
rheumatism is causing considerable 
discussion among the medical frater- 
nity. It is an almost infallible cure 
when mixed with certain other ingre- 
dients and taken properly. The fal- 
lowing formula is effective: “To one- 
half pint of good whiskey add one 

oun*e of Toris Compound and one 
ounce of Syrup Sarsaparilla Compound. 
Take in tablespocnful doses before 
each meal and before retiring.” ■ 

Toris compound is a product of the 
laboratories of the Globe Pharma- 
ceutical Co.. Chicago, but it as well as 
the other ingredients can be had from 
any good druggist. 

At His Own Risk. 
Caller (on crutches and with a band- 

age over one eye'—I have come, sir, 
to make application for the amount 
due oa my accident insurance policy. 
I fell down a long flight of stairs the 
other evening and sustained damages 
that will disable me for a month to 
come. 

Manager of Company—Young man, 
I have taken the ’rouble to investigate 
your case, and I fnd you are not en- 
titled to anything. It could not be 
called an accident. You certainly 
knew the young tally’s father was at 
home.—Stray Stories. 

Asthmatics, Head This. 
If you are afflicted with Asthma write 

me at once and leant of -omethmg fo: 
v.-hich you will be grateful the rest o; 
vour life. J. G. McBride, Stella. Nebr. 

Probably Not. 
Ella—Docs Fred kiss yon for your 

mother" 
Stella—Well, I don’t think It’s for 

father. 

Strong drug cathartics simply aggravate 
the conditic n—the true remedy for e< n-ti- 
pation ,ik1 liver trouble is found iu Gar- 
field Tea, the mild llrrb laxative. 

Many a man lives a regular cat and- 
dog life. Ho purrs in the parlor and 
barks in the kitchen. 

Levis’ Single Binder straight 5c. Many 
smokers prater them to 10c cigars. Your 
dealer or Lewis’ Factory, Peoria, 111. 

The hand can never execute anything 
higher than the heart can as^tre.— 
Emerson. 

PILES Cl RED IN 6 TO 14 DAYS. 
PAZo OINTMENT is pnamntecd to cun ai’j caM 
of ltchine Blind. Blooding »>r Protruding Piles in 
C to 14 days or nioney refunded. 50c. 

Water from the River Styx should 
be line for preparing mucilage. 

It Cures While Von Walk 
Alien s Foot-Base for corn n and bunion*, hot. rweatv 
callous aching feet. 15c. ail druggists. 

A light heart lives long.—Shakes- 
peare. 

ALCOHOL-3 PER CENT 

A\egetable Preparation for As- 
simi!a i inf li;e Food and Regula 
tmS the Stomachs and Bowels cf 

^Guaranteed under ihc f oodawf 

JvFAKjsr^CHiLlifer? 
Sr Promotes Digestion,Chocrful- 

! nessandRest.Coitlains neither 
l:> |l Opium .Morphine nor Mineral 
;> : Not T\'arc otic 

PltripJ*:n &c*d 
j4ix {*nna -■ 

I'ocktfhUtt? 
AntSf Seed 
Ztpperxu.'it 
fii(ari-iac tfSinUi 
hom Sfrd 

Clam ted St/f-rr- 
Wtnftrqrtem F’m yr 

Apcrfecl Remedy I'orCcnsnps- 
ju. tion, Sour Stomach.Diarrhoea 
*:i Worms Convulsions.i overish- 
f-' ness and LOSS OF SLEEP 

Far Simile Signature c 

The Centaur Company. 
NEW YORK. 

Eztxt Copy of Wrapper, 

For Infants and Children. 

Tfea Kind Ybe Have 
Always Bought 

Positively cured by 
these Little Pills. 
They also relieve Dis- 

tress from Dyspepsia. In- 
digest ion anti Tc-o Hearty 
Eatimr. A per fect rem- 

edy for Dizziness, Nau- 
sea. Drowsiness, Bad 
Taste in the Month. Coat- 
ed Tongue, Pam in the 
Side, TORPID LIVER. 

They regulate the Bo.vels. Purely Vegetable. 

i CARTERS 
STYLE 
SVER 
PILLS. 

SMALL PILL. SMALL DDSE. SMALL PRICE. 
Genuine Musi Bear 
Fac-Simi!e Signature 

REFUSE SUSSTiTyTES. 

MAPLEIN 
Afiavorirc that is ;:sed the same as lemon or 
vanilla. By tiissrivinc cranuiateti sugar m wa- 
ter and aadir.r Mapleine. a delicious urvp Is 
m^de and a syrup beuer t. an maple. Mapieine 
is sold bv gr' ce:v. Ser ;cs’.;nrp for sample 
and recipe book. Crescent Kfg. Co., Seattle. 

^eccts. 
DE £ hUr 

| Per Salzer's calai^i; pege 12a 

f Largest growers of seed b r!» y. rat- wbe.:t, j 
I? pel z. corn. potatoes, gi. *- clovers 
I :ar rn seeds in ilie world. Bi catai*»c free- 

tOc in stamps and i< iv«- *«*au 

j i -r. y yielding 173 bu. per a re. Pt \ 
{Dollar Grass. Oats. Spelt. et<~ etc 

v. th SlO.OO to get a start with. Or. 
14c and w; add a sample bro: seed bcvl..; j 

•*r seen by you before. 

] SALTER SEED CO.. Sox W. Ls Crosse. Wis. 

Readers of this paper dr- 
tir’ng to bey 

|| antlkuag adver- 
tised in its column *Locid iaaft upon 

|i having what they ask lor, refusing a!! 
subfuiutes cm iouiatiocs. 

DEFIANCE STUCK- If- to 
*Ube pn lofte 

othPT starch*** only li! ennee-—mub< rr*. « and 
‘DSFIANCE” IS SUPERIOR QUALITY. 

W. N. U- OMAHA. NO. t. 1S09 

Y/qndereerry plant. 
THREE MONTHS FROM SEED 

THE WONDERBERRY 
Luther Burbank’s Greatest Creation. A Luscious Berry Ripening in Three 
Months from Seed. Seed 20 Cts. Per Pkt., 3 Pkts. for 50 Cts., Postpaid 

Fruit blue-black lika ay. enormous rich blueberry in look« and 
taste. Unsurpassed for eating raw, cooked, canned or preserved 
in any form. The greatest parden fruit ever introduced and 
equally valuable in hot, dry, cold or wet climates. Easiest plant in 
the world to prow, succeedinp anywhere ami yielding: preat masses 
of rich fruit all summer and fall—and all winter in pots-(Asa pot 
plant it is both ornamental and useful). The preatest boon to the 
family parden ever known. Everybody can and will prow it. 

Luther Burbank, of California, the world famous hybridizer, 
oripinated this new fruit and turned it over to me to introduce. He 
says of it: “This absolutely new berry plant is of preat interest 
and value as it nears the most delicious, v.hoie»ome and healthful 
berries in utmost profusion and always comes true from seed.*’ 

I AM THE SOLE INTRODUCER AND GENUINE SEED 
CAN BE HAD NOWHERE ELSE. 

FOR 20 CTS. (Silver or Stamps) I Trill 1 pi.: Wonderherry 
Bred. (3 pkts. for 50 cts. » and my (iKKATCATALOGSL wAm*Ji irlis all 
about it and my BIG CA^H PK1£1&) to agents. AGENT*- WANTED. 

IVIY GREAT CATALOGUE of Flowers and Vegetable 
Seed. Bulos. Plants ami Rare and New Fruits FREE to all who 
apply. 143 pages. 500 illustrations and colored plates. I nave been 
in business 34 years and have half a million 'customers ail over the 
country. Complete satisfaction guaranteed to everyone. Do not 
fail to see the many great Novelties I am offering this year of which 
the WONDERI3ERRY is the greatest ever known. 

Address JOHN LEWIS CHILDS. Floral Park, N. Y. 
P« S.—This Offer Will not appear again. Write for Wonderberry seed, and Cataloprue at once. I>o uot neglect or «ie»ay Ycm 
can be the tirst to grow it in your town and make big money selliug both berries and seed. I raised 5SCJ quarts frou. a few plants. 

‘Vi 
Rc filtered 

C. a. rat. office 

Ask for the 
Baker's Cocoa 
bearing this trade- 
mark. Don’t be 
misled by imitations 

The genuine sold everyw 

PUTNAM FAD 
Celer mere briefer end Inter eelori than any other dye. One 10= oackaoe colors ail fibers. 
WteURUs* aiiMMl rwiae abate. Write tar free booklet—Haw to Die, Bieacn and Mu Colors. 


