DOCTORS FAILED.
RESTORED BY PERUNA.

Catarrh of the Lungs
Threatened Her Life.

Miss Ninette Porter, Braintree, Ver-
mont, writes: “I have been cured by
Peruna.

“I had several hemorrhages of the
lungs. The doctors did not help me
much and would never have cured me.

“l saw a testimonial in a Peruna
almanac of a case similar to mine, and
I commenced using it.

“I was not able to wait on myself
when I began using it. I gained very
elowly at first, but I could see that it
was helping me.

“After I had taken it a while I com-
menced to raise np a stringy, sticky
gubstance from my lungs. This grew

less and less in quantity as I continued |

the treatment.

for a long time, and now I call myself
well.”

NERVE.

ILLLSTRATIONS BY
RAY WALTERS

COPYRICHT 1907 8Y 80883 -MERRILL CQ
—»

SYNOPSIS.

Miss Patricla Holbrook and Miss Helen
Holbrook, her niece, were entrusted to
the care of Laurance Donovan, a writer,
summering near Port Annandale, Miss
Patricia confided to Donovan that she
feured her brother Henry, who, ruined by

| @ bank fallure, had constantly threatened

“I grew more fleshy than I had been |

| noying

| ther meet on friendly
| sai@ hé was Hartridge,
| ovan presenting a country

| missing

| to molest the trio,

Fuzzy Frank—Lady, kin I have a |

drink o' water?
Lady—Certainly; there's
bler and there's the pump.
Fuzzy Frank
now if you will please work de handle
for a few minutes?

the tum-

| with

(insinuatingly)—An" |

A BURNING ERUPTION FROM

HEAD TO FEET

“Four years ago I suffered severely |

with a terrible eczema, being a mass

of sores from head to feet and for six |

weeks confined to my bed. During
that time I suffered continual tor-
ture from itching and burning. After
being given up by my doctor I was ad-
vised to try Cuticura Remedies. After
the first bath with Cuticura Soap and
application of Cuticura Qintment I en-

joyved the first good sleep during my |

entire illness. 1 also used Cuticura
Resolvent and the treatment was con-
tinued for about three weeks.
end of that time I was able to be
about the house, entirely cured, and
have felt no ill effects since. [ would
advise any person suffering from any
form of s-in trouble to try the Cuti-
cura Remaodies as I know what they
did for me. Mrs. Edward Nenning,
1112 Salina St., Watertown, N. Y.,
Apr. 11, 1909.”

Father's Method.

During a recent slight illness the
five-ycar-old Teddy, usually so amiable,
flatly and obstinately refused to take
his medicine.
longed and ineffectual argument with
him, his mother at last set the glass
of medicine down, leaned her head on

her hands and “played” that she was | Port Annandale past here and toward

1'."}'ing.
A moment passed, and the tender-

At the |

After a somewhat pro- |

hearted Teddy, unable longer to bear |

the sight of his mother's stricken atti-
tude, inquired, “What's the matter,
mother, dear?”

Without removing her hands from
her eyes, she replied: “I'm grieved
that my son won't take his castor oil
for me."”

Whereupon Teddy sat up in bed and
offered consolingly: “Oh, I wouldn't
feel badly if 1 were you, mother, dear.
Father will be home soon and he'll
make me take it.”—The Delineator.

The Selfish Hunter.

James R. Keene, apropos of the
jumping contests at the New York
horse show, talked about fox hunting.

“Hunting,"” he said, “develops a
race of very savage, selfish men.
There was, for instance, Jones.

riding hard at a brook, when he per-
ceived the head of his dearest friend
sticking dismally out of the icy water.
Did Jones go to his friend’s assist-
ance? Not a bit of it.

“‘Duck, you fool!" he shouted, and
jumped over him."—St. Louis Globe-
Democrat.

Just the Place.

“Save me, save me!"” shouted a man
dashing inte® the first open doorway.
“They're coming to kill me!”

“H-m-m-m!" calmly remarked the
proprietor. “You've picked out a good
place fer 'em to do it. This is an un-
dertakin’ establishment.”

Real Art.

“Smith's a born liar.”

“Jones has him skinned. He learned
his lying at college, and scorns the
‘crude, natural methods.”—Exchange.

: A WOMAN DOCTOR
Was Quick to See that Coffee
Doing the Mischief.

A lady tells of a bad case of coffee
. poisoning and tells it in a way so sim-
ple and straightforward that literary
skill could not improve it.

“I had neuralgic headaches for 12
years,” she says, “and suffered untold
agony. When [ first began to hava
them I weighed 140 pounds, but they
brought me down to 110. I went
to many doctors and they gave me

. only temporary relief. So I suffered
on, till one day a woman doctor told
me to use Postum. She sald I looked
like 1 was coffee poisoned.

“So 1 began to drink Pooi o and 1
gained 15 pounds in tLe first few
weeks and continued to gain, but not
-sgo0 fast as at first. My headaches be-
gan to leave me after I had used
Postum about two weeks — long
enough to get the coffee poison out of
my system.

“Since I began to use Postum I can
gladly say that I never know what a
neuralgic headache is like any more,
and it was nothing but Postum that
made me well. Before I used Postum
1 never went out alone; 1 would get
bewildered and would not know which
way to turn. Now I go alone and my
head is as clear as a bell. My brain
and nerves are stronger than they
have been for years.” -

Read the little book, “The Road to
VWellvilie,Yin pkgs. “There's a Reason.”

Zver read the above letter? A new
ane nppears from tlme to time. They
are genuine, true, and full of human
intereat.

was

her for money from lLis father's will, of
which Miss Patricia wes guardian. They
came to Port Annandale to escape Henr?'.
Donovan sympathized with the two
women, Ha learned of Miss Helen's an-
suiter, Donovan discovered and
captured an intruder, who proved to be
Reginald Gillespie, suitor for the hand of
Miss Helen Holbrook. Gillespie disap-
peared the following morning. A rough
sailor appeared and was orderad away.
Donovan saw Miss Holbrook and her fa-
terms. Donovan
fought an Itallan assassin. He met the
man he supposed was Holbrook, but who
a canoe-maker.
After a short discussion Donovan left
surllly. Gillespie was discovered by Don-
L church with
1,000, Gillesple admitted he knew of Hol-
tr-n“:k's presence. Miss Pat acknowledged
to Donovan that Miss Helen had been
for & few hours. While riding
in a launch, the Italian sailor attempted
hut failed. Miss PPat
announced her intentlon of fighting HII'I_H"\'
Holbrook and not sezking another hiding
place. Donovan met Helen in garden at
nizht. Duplicity of Helen was confessed
by the yvoung lady. She admitted conniving
her father despite her aunts
precautions, In a night meeting with Don-
ovan. The three went for a long ride the
following day. That night, disguised as a
nun. Helen stole from the house. She met
inald Gillespie, who told her his love.
spie was confronted by Donovan.
len's lover escaped. At the town post
®ee Helen, unseen except by Donovan,
slipped a draft into the hand of the ]."”'
ian sailor, She zlso signaled her f.;m.-l-r_
the

< Pat and Donovan “took iIn™

carnival.

anoe

CHAPTER XI—Continued,

Helen had not appeared, and I now
made bold to ask for her.

“Let me send the maid to tell her
you are here,” said Miss Pat, and we
walked to the door and rang.

The maid gquick!y reported that Miss
Holbrook begged to be excused.

“She is a little afraid of the damp
night air of the garden,” said Miss
Pat, with so kind an intention that I
smiled to myself. 1 felt from her man-
ner that she wished to detain me. No
one might know how her heart ached,
but it was less the appeal of her gentle-
1ess that won me now, 1 think, than
the remembrance that flashed upon

-f her passionate outburst after
meeting with the Italian; and that
ed very long ago. She had been

.nificent that day, like a queen
to desperation, and throwing
down the gauntlet as though she had
countless battalions at her back. In-
decision took flight before shame; it
was a privilege to know and to serve
her!?

*Miss Holbrook, won't you come out
to see the water fete? We can look
upon it in security and comfort from
the launch. The line of march is from

(ariven

the village, then back again. You can
come home whenever you like. I had
honed Miss Helen might come, too,
but I beg that you will take compas-
sion upon my loneliness.”

1 had flung off my cap with the ex-
aggerated manner I sometimes used
with her; and she dropped me a cour-
tesy with the prettiest grace in the
world.

“I shall be with you in a moment,
my lerd!”

She reappeared quickly and re-
marked, as 1 took her wraps, that
Helen was very sorry not to come.

The gardener was on duty, and I

| called Ijima to help with the launch.

Brightly decorated boats were already
vigible in the direction of Port Annan-
dale; even the tireless lake “tramps”
whistled with a special flourish and

. | were radiant in vari-colored lanterns.
“Jones, on a bitter cold day, was |

“This is an ampler Venice, but there
should be music to make it complete,”
ghserved Miss Pat, as we stole in and
out among the gathering fleet. And
then, ag though in answer, a launch
pessed near, leaving a trail of mur-
Eumus chords behind—the mournful

rob of the guitar, the resonant beat
of banjo strings. Nothing can be so
gsoothing to the troubled spirit as music
over water, and I watched with delight
Mias Pat's deep absorption in all the
sights and sounds of the lake.

The assembling canoes flashed out
of the dark like firefiies. Not even the
spirits that tread the air come and go
more magically than the canoe that is
wielded by a trained hand. The touch
of the gkilled paddler becomes but a
caress of the water. To have stolen
across Saranac by moonlight; to have
paddled the devious course of the
York or Kennebunk when the sea
steals Inland for rest, or to dip up
stars in lovely Annandale—of such ex-
periences is knowledge born!

I took care that we kept well to our-
selves, for Miss Pat turned nervously
whenever a boat crept too near. Ijima,
understanding without being told, held
the power well in hand. I had scanned
the lake at sundown for signs of the
Btiletto, but it had not ventured from
the lower lake all day, and there was
scarcely enough air stirring to ruffie
the water.

“We can award the prize for our-
selves here at the turn of the loop,” 1
remarked, as we swung into place and
paused at a point about a mile of!
Glenarm. “Here comes the flotilla:"

“The music is almost an imperti-
ence, lovely as it is. The real song
of the canoe is ‘dip and glide, dip and
glide,' " sald Miss Pat. .

The loop once maae, we now looked
upon a double line whose bright con-
fusion added to the picture. The ca-
noe offers, when you think of it, little
chance for the decorator, its lines are
80 trim and so founded upon rigid sim-
plicity; but many zealous hands had
labered for the magic of this hour.
Slim masts supported lanterns in
many and charming combinations, and
suddenly, as though the toy lamps had
taken wing, rockets flung up their
stars and Roman candles their golden
showers at a dozen points of the line
end broadened the scope: of the pic-
ture. A scow placed midway of the
loop now lighted the lake with red and
green fire, The bright, graceful ar-
gosies slipped” by, like beads upon a

rosary. When the last canoe’ had
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The Sole Occupant of the Canoe Was a Girl.

passed, Miss Pat turned to me, sighing
softly:

“It was too pretty to last; it was a
page out of the book of lost youth.”

I laughed back at her and signaled
Ijima to go ahead and then, as the
water churned and foamed and I took
the wheel, we were startled by an ex-
clamation from some one in a row-
boat near at hand. The last of the
peaceful armada had passed, but now
from the center of the lake, unobsgrved
and unheralded, stole 4 canoe fitted
with slim' masts carried high from bow
to stern with delightful daring. The
lights were set in globes of green and
gold, and high over all, its support
quite invisible, shone a golden star
that seemed to hover and follow the
shadowy canoe.

We all watched the canoe intently: |

and my eyes now fell upon the fizure
of the skipper of this fairy eraft, who
was set forth in clear relief against
the red fire beyond. The sole occupant
of the canoe was a girl—there was no
debating it; she flashed by within a
paddle’s length of us, and I heard the
low bubble of water under her blade.
She paddled kneeling, Indian fashion,
and was lessening the breach between
herself and the last canoe of the or-
derly line, which now swept on toward
the casino.

“That's the prettiest one of all—"
began Miss Pat, then ceased abruptly
She bent forward, half rising and
gazing intently at the canoe. What she
saw and what I saw was Helen Hol-
brook plyving the paddle with practiced
stroke; and as she passed she glanced
aloft to make sure that her slender
mast of lights was unshaken; and then
she was gone, her star twinkling upon
us bewilderingly. I waited for Miss
Pat to speak, but she did not turn her
head until the canoe itself had wvan-
ished and only its gliding star marked
it from the starry sisterhood above.

An exclamation faltered on my lips.

“It was—it was like—it was—"

“l believe we had better go now,”
sald Miss Pat, softly, and, I thought, a
little brokenly.

But we still followed the star with
our eyes, and we saw it gain the end
of the procession, sweep on at its own
pace, past the casino, and then turn
abruptly and drive straight for Glen-
arm pier. It was now between us and
our own shore. It shone a moment
against our pier lights; the the star
and the fairy lanterns beneath it van-
ished one after another and the canoe
disappeared as utterly as though it
had never been.

I purposely steered a zigzag course
back to St. Agatha's. Since Helen had
seen fit to play this trick upon her
aunt I wished to give her ample time
to dispose of her canoe and return to
the school. If we had been struck by
a mere resemblance, why did the eca-
noest not go on to the casino and en-
joy the fruits of her victory? 1 tried
to imagine Gillespie a party to the es-
capade, but I could not fit him into it.
Meanwhile I babbled on with Miss
Pat. Her phrases were, however, a
trifie stiff and not in her usual man-
ner.

I walked with her from the pier to
St. Agatha's.

Sister Margaret, who had observed
the procession from an upper window,
threw open the door for us.

“How is Helen?" asked Miss Pat at
once.

“She is very comfortable,” replied
the sister. “I went up only a moment
ago to see if she wanted anything.”

Miss Pat turned and gave me her
hand in her pretty fashion.

“You see, it could not have been-—it
was not—Helen; our eyes deceived
us! Thank you very much, Mr. Dono-
vu!l’

There was no mistaking her relief:
she smiled upon me beamingly as 1
stood before at the door.

“Of course! On a fete night one
can never trust one's eyes!”

“But it was all be wilderingly beau-
tiful. You are most compassionate to-
ward a poor old woman in exile, Mr.

Donovan. I must go up to Helen snd
make her sorry for all she has

missed.”
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| I went back to the Ilaunch and
sought far and near upon the lake for
the canoe with the single star. |
wanted to see azain the face that was
uplifted in the flood of colored light—
the head, the erect shoulders, the
arms that drove the blade so easily
and certainly; for if it was not Helen
Holbrook it was her shadow that the
gods had sent to mock me upon the
face of the waters.

b ——

CHAPTER XII.

. 3a

The Melancholy of Mr. Gillespie.

I laughed a moment ago when, in
iooking over my notes of these affairs,
I marked the swift trapsition from
those peaceful days to others of re
newed suspicions and sirang® events.
| I had begun to yield myself to blan-
| dishments and to feel that there could
| be no further interruption of the idyllic
hours I was spending in Helen Hol
brook’s company. I siill maintained,
to be sure, the guard as it had been
established; and many pipes 1 smoked
on St. Agatha's pier, in the fond belief
that I was merely fulfilling my office
as protector of Miss Pat, whereas I
had reached a point where the very
walls that held Helen Holbrook were
of such stuff as dreams are made of.

The only lingering blot in the bright
calendar of those days was her meet-
ing with Gillespie on the pier, and the
fact that she had accepted money
from him for her rascally father. But
even this I excused. It was no easy
thing for a girl of her high spirits to
be placed in a position of antagonism
to her own father: and as for Gilles-
pie, he was at least a friend, abundant-
ly able to help her in her difficult po-
sition; and if, through his aid, she had
been able to get rid of her father, the
end had ceriainly justified the means.
I reasoned that an educated man of
good antecedents who was desperate
enough to attempt murder for profit
in this enlightened twentieth century
was cheaply got rid of at any price,
and it was extremely decent of Gilles-
pie—so 1 argued—to have takem him-
sell away after providing the means
of the girl's release. I persuaded my-
self eloquently on those lines while I
exhausted the rezources of Glenarm
in providing entertainment for both
ladies. There had been other break-
fasts on the terrace at Glenarm, and
tea almost every day In the shadow of
St. Agatha's, and one dinner of state
in the great Glenarm dining room: but
more blessed were those hours in
which we rode, Helen and I, through
the sunset into dusk, or drove a canoe
over the quiet lake by night. Miss
Pat, I felt sure, in sooften leaving me
alone with Helen, was favoring my at-
tentions; and thus the days passed,

—
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like bubbles on flowing water.

She was in my thoughts as I rode
into Annandale to post-some letters,
and I was about to remount at the
post-office door when I saw a crowd
gathered in front of the village inn
and walked along the street to learn
the cause of it. And there, calmly
seated on a soap box was Gillespie,
clad in amazing checks, engaged in the
delectable occupation of teaching a
stray village monzrel to jump a stick.
The loungers seemed highly enter-
tained, and testified their appreciation
in lond guffaws. I watched the per-
formance for several minutes, Gilles-
pie meanwhile laboring patiently with
the dull dog, unti] finally it leaped the
stick amid the applause of the crowd.
Gillespie patted the dog and rose,
bowing with exaggerated gravity.

“Gentlemen,” he said, "I thank you
for your kind attention. Let my slight
success with that poor cur teach yvon

the lesson that we may turn the idiest |

moment to some noble use. The edu-
cation of the lower animals is some-
thing to which too little attention is

paid by. those who, throuzh the pro- |

cesses of evolution, have risen to a
higher species. 1 am grateful, gentle-
men, for your forbearance, and trust
we may meel again
stances more creditable to us all—in-
cluding the dog.”

The erowd turned away mystified,
while Gillespie, feeling in his pocket
for his pipe, caught my eye and
winked.

“Ah, Donovan,” he said, coolly, “and
s0 vou were among the admiring spec-
tators.
opinion of my skill as a dog trainer.
Once, T would have you know, I taught
a Plymouth Rock
summersanlt. Are you qulte alone?”

“You seem to be as big a fool as
ever!” 1 grumbled in disgust, vexed
at findingz him in the neighborhcod.

“Gallantly spoken, my dear fellow! |

You are an honaor to the Irish v ca an~
mankind. Our meeting, hr i
not inoppeortune, as they say in books,
and T would have speech with you,
gentle knight.
ble, is still not without decent com-
forts. Will yon honor me?”

He turned abruptly and led the way
through the office and up the stairway,
babbling nonsense less for my enter-
tainment, I imagined, than for the be-
fuddlement of the landiord, who leaned
heavily upon his scant desk and
watched our ascent.

He opened a door and lighted sev- |

eral oil lamps, which disclosed three
connecting rédms.

“You see, I got tired of living in the
woods, and the farmer I boarded with
did not understand my complex char-
acter.
insane—ecan ycu imagine it?”

“It's a pity he didn’t turn you over
to the sheriff,"” I growled.

“Generously spoken! Dut I came
here and hired most of this inn to be
near the telegraph office. Though as
big a fool as you care to call me I
nevertheless look to my buttons. The
hook-and-eye people are formidable
competitors, and the button may in
time become obsolete—stranger things
have happened. I keep in touch with
our main office, and when I don't feel
very good I fire somebody. Only this
morning I bounced our general man-
ager by wire for sending me a letter
in purple type-writing; I had warned

him, you understand, that he was to |

write to me in black. But it was only
a matter of time with that fellow. He
entered a bull pup against mine in the
Westchester bench show last spring
and took the ribbon away from me. I
really couldn’t stand for that. In spite
of my glassy splash In the asparagus
bed, I'm a man who looks to his dig-
nity, Donovan. Will you smoke?”

1 lighted my pipe and encouraged
him to go on.

“How long have you been in this
bake-oven?”

“lI moved in this morning—vyou're
my first pilgrim. I have spent the
long hot day in getting settled. I had
to throw out the furniture and buy
new stuff of the Ilocal emporium,
where, it depressed me to learn, furni-
ture for the dead is supplied even as
for the living. That chair, which I
beg you to accept, stood next in the
shop to a coffin suitable for a carcass
of about your build, old man. But
don’t let the suggestion annoy you! I
read your book on tiger hunting a few
vears ago with pleasure, and I'm sure
you enjoy a charmed life.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Discourse Not

Secular Matters Mixed with Scottish
Minister's Sermon.

A minister of Crosmichael, in Fife,
frequently talked from the pulpit to
his hearers with amusing, and, I&-
deed, Irreverent familiarity. Expound-
ing a passage from Exodus one day
he proceeded thus: *“‘'And the Lord
sald unto Moses'—sneck that door!
I'm thinking if ye had to sit beside
the door yersel’, ye wadna be sae
ready leaving it open. It was just be-
side that door that Yedam Tamson,
thee bellman, got his death o' cauld;
and I'm sure, honest man, he didna let
it stay muckle open. ‘And the Lord
said unto Moses'—I see a man aneath
the laft wi’ his hat on. I'm sure man,
ye're clear o' the soogh o' that door
there. Keep aff your bannet, Thamas,
and if your bare pow be cauld, ye
maun just get a gray worsted wig,
‘like mysel'’. They're no sae dear—
plenty o’ them at Bob Gillespie's for
. tenpence apiece,” The reverend gen-

All Religious

man theﬂ proceeded with kis @lis-
course. |

Mental Suggestion for Health. .

Suggestible as is the conscious mind, ,
is still more so.

the subconscious
Now we know that at least twice &
day we all have brief periods during
wihch the subconscious is in evidence
and during which therefore, we are
especially suggestible, These two pe-
riods are those immediately preceding
and immediately succeeding sleep.
We are then in a half-waking and balf-
sleeping condition, and any suggestion
offered to the mind in that state is Ia
some inexplicable way, taken up by
the brain mechanism and réalized.
Let the worrier, then, use well these
few minutes at night and in the morn-
ing, by saturating his brain with sug-
gestions that make against worry and
that make for peace, poise and nerv-
ous balapce.—Rey. S, 8. McComb, in
Harper's Bazar. it

under circum- |

I hope you have formed a high |

rooster to turn a |

The inn, though hum- |

The absurd fellow thought me |

“QUANTITY, QUAL-
ITY AND PRICE”

THE THREE ESSENTIALS THAT
ARE GIVING WESTERN CANADA
'Greater Impulse Than Ever This Year.

The reports from the grain fields of
Central Canada, (which comprises the
Provinces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan

1909 has not only kept pace with pre-
tion of the Continent is capable of

smaller grains, but it has thoroughly
outstripped previous seasons.
is quantity, quality and price and from
| all parts of an area of about 320.000
square miles there comes the strong
refragin of contentment and satisfac-
tion. In the distribution of the con-
ditions causing it no district has been
overlocked.

of wheat for the country have heen
made, ‘but it is not the vast total that
influences the general reader so much
as what has been done individually.
The grand total—say 130 millioa bush-
els—may have its effect cn the grain
price of the world; it may be interest-
ing to know that in the world’s mar-

| suddenly broken trading
Argentine, and
with Russia and india, is now a iac-

|
|
| tor in the making of prices. If so to-
|

upon the

| boards, and with the

| day, what will be its effect five or ten

yvears from now, when, instead of
| there being seven million acres under
| crop with a total yield ef 125 or 130
| B i 5 o
| million bushels, there will be from 17
| to 30 million acres in wheat with a
| ¥ield of from 325 to 600 million bLush-
‘uls. When it is considered that the
|
|
1

largest yield in the United States but |

slightly exceeded 700 million bushels,

understood. Well, such is a safe fore-
| cast, for Canada has the land and it
has the Even today
ince of Saskatchewan, one of the three
great wheat growing provinces of Can-
ada, with 400,000 acres under wheat,
produces nearly 90 million bushels, or
| upwards ot one-tenth of the greatest
vield of the United States. And $Sas-
katchewan is yet only in the begin-
ning of its development. Lord
Grey recently peointed out in speaking
on this very subject, this year's crop

soil.

Asg

does not represent one-tenth of the

soil equally fertile that is yet to he
brought under the plough.

| Individually, reports are to hand

, of yields of twenty-five, thirty and

i thirty-n i-hels to the acre. Scores

repoted of o<ty and

B0 - ioas sixty 1 Tk

far: 1 takes care ¢ Lis =oil,

who gets Li- seed-bed ready early, is
| certain of a splendid crop.

| The news of the magnificent eron
vield throughout the Canadian West
| will be pleasing to the friends of the
thousands of Americans who are resi-
dents in that country and
| vastly instrumental in the assistance
they are rendering to Jet the world
know its capabilities.

Still in the Family.
Among the domestic duties cf a
voung husband is the careful supervi-
sion of the toilets of his wife's two

dogs, one a Great Dane and the other |
a by no means diminutive St. Bernard. |
from |

*“Qh, Marie,” shouted hubby
the yard late one afternoon, “there’s
not a flea on the dogs now!”

“How splendid!” shouted
Marie. “Not a single flea?”

“No!" yelled Tom. *“They are all
| on me!”

hack

Deafness Cannot Be Cured

by local applications, as they cannot reach the dis-
eased portion of the ear. ‘There is only one way 10
cure deafness, and that is by constitutional repiedles.
Deafuess 8 caused by an Inflamed condition of the
mucous lining of the Eustachian Tube. When this
tube is Inflamed you have a rumbling ecund or im-
perfect hearing, and when it is entirely closed, Deal-
ness is the resuit, and unless the inflammation can be
taken out and this tube restored to its normal condl=
tion. hearing will be destroyed forever; nine cases
out of ten are caus~d by Catarrh, which I8 nothing
but an inflamed coudition of the muecous surfices.

We will give One Hundred Dollars for any case of
Deafness (caused by catarrh) that cannot he cured
by Hall's Catarth Cure. Send for circulars, froe.

F.J. CHENEY & CO.. Tol:o, O,
Sold by Druegists, 75e.
Take Hull's Family Pills for constipatlon.

Not a Model Family.

“Your father doesn’t think you have
been especially well behaved,” said
the small boy’s uncle.

“1 know that,” answered the preco-
cious juvenile. “But things 1have
heard mother say make me think he
isn't any great judge of high class de-
portment.”

Free to Our Readers.

Write Murine Eyve Remedy Co., Chica-
go, for 48-page illusirated Eye Book Free,
Write all about Your Eye Trouble and
they will advise as to the Proper Appii-
cation of the Murine Eye Remedies in
Your Special Case. Your Drugpis: will
tell you that Murine Relieves Bore Eyes,
Strengthens Weak Eyes, Doesn't Smart,
Soothes Eve Pain, and sells for 50c. Try
It in Your Eves and in Baby's Eyes for
Bealy Eyelids and Granulation.

On the Best Authority.

Miss Rogers—How did you imagine
anything so beautiful as the angel in
your picture?

Artist—Got an engaged man to de-
scribe his fiancee to me.

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY
Take LAXATIVE BROMO inine Tablets
l!rmxelnlnswfunrl money If it fails to core, E.
GROVE'S signatore is on each box, 25¢.

It costs a young man more to unedu-

educate him.

cigar better quality than most 10c¢ cigars.

Absence of occupation is notrest; a
mind quite vacantis a mind distressed.

and Alberta) are to hand. The year |
vious years in proving that this por- |
producing a splendid yield of all the !

There |

Various estimates of the total yizld |

kets the wheat crop-of Canada has |

the greatness of these figures may be |

the Prov- |

who are

cate himself than it costs his father to

_Bmokers find Lewis’ Single Binder 5c¢

Syrupsfigs

and

Elwaed Seana
aeks geniily yet prompl
ou\\\%\)owe\s : c\ecm&ys
the system effeciuoly
QSSASES TG TR OVETComng

habinal constipation
permanenily.

To ¢ax s berefcrol
¢ffects.always buy the

cgenuu}_ﬁ;.

JUFACTURED By THE

CALIFORNIA
Fic Syrup Co.

'SOLD BY LEADING DRUGGISTS SO'ABGTM,
Don’t Persecute
your Bowels

Cut out cathertics and purgatives. They are bruta)
==-harsh---unnecesar ¥s t7 30,
CARTER’S LITTLE /54

LIVER PILLS _ (“{g_.. i
Purely vegetable. A& 4 g T

rn'.]y on the liver,
eliminate bile, and
scothe the delicate
membrane 1
of the bowel,
Cure Con- &
stipation, SZL¥
Bili .

= ommssms =

Sici Headuche and Tndigestion, as millions know.

Small Pill. Small Dose, Smazll Price
GENUINE must bear signature :

Stops Lameness

Much of the chronic lameness
in horses is due to neglect.
See that your horse is not al-

lowed to go lame. Keep Sloan’s
Liniment on hand and apply at
the first sign of stiffness. It's
wonderfully penetrating — goes
right to the spot—relieves the
soreness — limbers up the joints
and makes the muscles elastic
and pliant.

Here’s the Proof.

Mr. G. T. Roberts of Resaca, Ga.,
| R.F.D. No. 1, Box 43, writes: — “ [ huva
used your Liniment on a horse for swee-
ney and-effected a thorough cure. 1 al-
so removed a spavin on a mule. This
| spavin was as large as a guineaegg. In
my estimation the best remedy for lame~
ness and soreness is

Sloan's
Liniment

Mr. H. M. Gibbs, of Lawrence, Kans.,
R.F.D. No. 3, writes:—“ Your Lini-
ment is the best that 1 have ever used.
I had a mare with an abscess on her neck
and one soc, bottle of Sloan's Liniment
entirely cured her. I keep it around all
the time for galls and small swellings
and for everything about the stock.”

Sloan’s Liniment
will kill a spavin,
curb or splint, re-
duce wind puffs and
swollen joints, and
is a sure and speedy
remedy for fistula,
sweeney, founder
and thrush, ..

-51._0ﬁ?
LINIMENT

Price 650c. and 81.00

Sloan's hoolkt »n
horaes, cattle, sheep
nml poultry scng
free. Address

Dr. Earl 8. Sloan,
Boston, Mass., U.S. A.

WESTERN CANABA

 What Governor Deneen, of Illinois,
Says About It:

Governor Deneen, of Illinois, owne & sec-
tion of land in Saskatchewasn,
Janada. He has sald in
an interview: -
“As an American T am
delighted to ece tho re-

ree com
munity in the Middle or
estern Btates that has

not & representative in Manitobs,

N Baskatchewan or Alberta,"”

125 Million Bushels of
Wheat in 1909

Wastern Ounada fleld erops for
1909 will ensily vield to ﬁ:pr?um-
i er 8170,000,000.00 in cash.
! F Homestends of 160 acres,
s and gu-empuoul of 160 ncres
{ n 83.00 an_acre. vilwoy and
" Companies have Jand for sale
at reasonable prices. Many farm-
for their lind out

Sple climate, schoo
amﬂk"lut n;nnway acilities, Im:l-
ra wood, water an
T uulily obtained.
or pamphiet ** Last Bost West **
lars as to snitable Jocation

" low settlers’ rate, apply to
p't of Immigrstion, Ottawas,
E:,wtoo.wnm 2

{ Gov"_ll Agent.
, \ W. V. BENNETT,
| R | Room 4 Bes Bide. Ortaba, Nes.

(Use address nearest yon) (1)

bea

e
in
] trated ca

Would 40,000 Endorsements Have Weight With You?
E ally if the 40,000 came from good, :

solid, snccessful fa
all over the nnd? rﬁ::g th.u.m -t lh—n
tiopal Cream Separators have been sold

BTtk Fae Lopauions: T
¥ood reason. g’m FOTUSE No Hard

National Cream Separator

sells to the level-headed class who de-
mand & full return on every invesi-

B
Iasts a lifetime, often
for repairs fat" :an vrishnntr,:xg:‘:

rwill su pp{r ‘zftz? National
spection or r.‘ral i Illus-
= talog free on request.
THE 3 4
u'l'lm DAIRY MACHINE CONPANY  Skimmer

Runsing \}

f yon Insist. Cl t

Chieage, LL

GET A

cu RES CONSTIPATION, BILIOUSNESS, RHEUM-
ATISM,STOMACH anp LIVER COMPLAINT

SURE TO ACT

BETTER THAN PILLS FOR LIVER ILLS °

A. M, LEW!IS MEDICINE CO., 8T, LOUIS, MO.
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