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The stage Tracy will be worse than 
the original. 

If the French are still dreaming of 

revenge, nothing will wake them tip. 

Where is Mr. Morgan first, in war, 

peace, or the hearts of his country- 
men? 

If Santos Dumont doesn't look out 
he will get himself Into the Nikola 
Tesla class. 

Mr. Morgan wears his panama hat 
fedora style. For ambitious financiers 
that sets the style. 

Tourists returning from Europe will 
be glad to learn that baled hay is now 

admitted free of duty. 

New Zealand is doing its best to at- 
tract immigration by posing as a land 
where strikes are unknown. 

It took six centuries to complete the 
Campanile of St. Mark's at Venice. It 
came down in about six seconds. 

Webfeet harvest hands are wanted 
In several sections of the country 
where the rainfall has been abnormal. 

Rather than give tips proportional 
to the Monte Cristo stories about him. 
Mr. Pierpont Morgan gives no tips at 

all. 

Mr. Carnegie must not be discour- 
aged if the first *10,000,000 fails to 
bring about the discovery of the secret 
of life. 

In England the spoils of office are 

called “liver.” There is no use try- 
ing to keep the meat question out of 
politics. 

The czar of Russia employs twenty- 
four doctors, besides trying all of the 
patent medicines submitted for his 
approval. 

Sometimes we almost suspect that 
women who use the kerosene can 
when making fires, never look at a 

newspaper. 

The bishop of Delaware, who insists 
that women should wear bonnets to 

church, evidently wishes to promote a 
millinerennium. 

The preacher who hurled a lighted 
jamp at a disorderly man in the con- 

gregation was not hiding his light 
under a bushel. 

Those new olive-green uniforms 
may be all right and practical, but 
"the boys in blue” is a phrase that is 
hard to give up. 

It seems that Washington has been 
expecting Turkey to keep her word 
without constant pushing. This is the 
climax of credulity. 

Order has been restored in Siam. 
This is probably the first real quiet 
spell they have had there since the 
days of those famous twins. 

When asked the other day to pose 
for a photograph, J. Pierpont Mor- 
gan said he wouldn’t do it for $5,000,- 
C00. Oh, how that man must hate his 
face. 

The talking match between Explorer 
Baldwin and his captain proves that a 

diet of blubber and ship’s biscuit does 
not diminish the muscular strength of 
the tongue. 

Mr. Schwab refuses to disclose the 
actual purpose of his visit to Europe. 
Probably he is making the trip in or- 

der to get a little more iron into his 
constitution. 

A wine trust has been formed in 
Spain for the purpose of exploiting 
the United States market. Evidently 
we pounded more ideas than one into 
the Spaniard. 

The news that an Indian chief of 
Oklahoma was killed by a faction led 
by his mother-in-law shows how the 
poor red man is succumbing to the 
perils of civilization. 

Explorer Baldwin is doomed to fail- 
ure in his arctic lecture business. If' 
he cannot produce the pole the pub-, 
lie will have no interest in the par- 
ticulars of his expedition. 

If the Windy City objects to the 
name Chicago because the word is In- 
dian for skunk why not call itself 
"Chic-hog-o,” which does not mean 
skunk, but Is appropriate, neverthe- 
less. 

When the Buke of Marlborough ran 

nis automobile over a woman he 
stopped and conveyed her to a hos- 
pital. For this breach of the scorch- 
er’s code he may expect to be sharp- 
ly censured. 

A Chicago woman had a neighbor 
arrested on a charge of witchcraft, 
the specification being that evil spir- 
its were invoked to disturb her do- 
mestic serenity. The inference is 
that the evil spirits originated in Pe- 
oria. 

Census statistics just issued show 
that illiteracy among male adults is' 
less than half as prevalent in the 
large cities as it is in the rest of the 
United States. But it is not alarm- 

ingly prevalent in either the cities or 

the country. 

A L O J* E 

She had not any word to say— 
There was no one who stood by her; 

For one misstep In life's young day. 
When love had seemed so good to her. 

Sho walked from all the world apart. 
And kept her grief locked in her heart— 

A comrade drear seemed Memory; 
So all alone walked she. 

But sang the blackbird In the brake. 
It seemed hiB song was made for her; 

And all along the calm blue lake 
The lilies pure were laid for her. 

The honeysuckle In the dew 
Around her door its fragrance threw. 

The ewe lamb by her side would lead. 
And white doves there would feed 

I dream the Christ of Galilee 
W'ho on the dread cross died for her, 

When near to death her steps shall be. 
The gate will open wide for her. 

That angel hands will draw' her In, 
And lock without the old-time sin. 

And on her brow again will press. 
Her lost youth's happiness. 

—Cora A. Matson Dotson, In the Era. 

The Awakening of Princess 
Valerie. 

BY CURRAN RICHARD GREENLEY. 
(Copyright, 1902, by Daily Story Pub. Co.l 

Pretty Princess Valerie, they had 
called her, back In the little kingdom 
of Arstadt, when Duke Fritz had 
wooed and won her In the guise of 
the Count of Neinhelm, and with the 
wily old Prime Minister had plotted 
igainst a girl's willfulness to give 
!ier the sweetest of love marriages. 
Well! That was years ago. Since j 
•.hen, only yesterday, a weary truth 
nad come to Princess Valerie—that 
men may love; but men will tire, and 
:he newest face has ever a charm. 

It was a bitter smile that curved 
the proud red lips, as she watched 
Duke Fritz stroll under the lindens, 
murmuring pretty speeches into the 
lainty ear of the Countess Isobel. 
Countess Isobel of Hohenhauffen, the 
veriest flirt ever sent to overturn the 

peace of the little court of Auer- 
stadt. 

Valerie rested her hot cheek in her 
hand and gazed down at the sleeping 
hoy, heir to the duchy, child of her 
<ove, all that was left of that love, 
Valerie told herself, as the countess’ 

gay laugh rang up beneath the win- 
dow. 

She had been so happy, only last 
night, when that little vixen, Kath- 
erine de Graffenried, had spoken 
tightly in her hearing of Countess 
(sobel’s latest conquest. Katherine 
had seemed properly dismayed when 
the duchess’ angry face appeared be- 
tween the portiers and bade her say 
out her meaning. She had wept and 
fobbed with a pretty reluctance, and 
then had come the story of the moon- 

light walks, of the rides in the forest 
and the little notes that went to and 
Iro, and Valerie listened with death 
'i her heart and a proud smile on | 
^er lips. 

"Is that all?” she had asked. Then, 
ft her bidding, the girl crept away, 
the malice half hid in her sleepy 
green eyes. Katherine hated the 
iuchess, as her small soul hated all 
things gracious and lovely. 

Poor, proud Valerie. All that night 
Bhe lay in her great state bed with 
wide staring eyes "facing the future,” 
she called it, with all a girl’s high 
tragedy, with all a loving woman’s 
pain. At breakfast, the duke came 

in to join her, with a song on his 
lips, and a rose in his buttonhole; 
but Valerie thought she knew whose 
9ngers had plucked that rose, and 
?he would have none of him, and the 
iuke went away with a scowl on his 
handsome face and found the Count- 
ess Isobel upon the terrace, where a 

tittle later Valerie saw them talking 
together. She could Imagine what 
they were saying, and her Jealous 
heart throbbed nigh to bursting. 

“Fool! fool!" she told herself. "Is 
not this the portion of royal women, 
the cross that goes with the crown?” 
but she had loved him so. 

A dry sob arose in her throat and 
f blackness was before her eyes, all 
the day, as she moved through the 
stately rooms. Duke Fritz had care- 

'ully kept away from her. He was 

juzzled, hurt and a little resentful, 
i-——---- 

‘Highness, the prince is ill and should 
have the Herr doctor immediately.” 

yet he glanced wistfully toward her 
once or twice; but that inscrutable, 
cold smile lay on the lovely lips, re 

pelling all approach, rad unfortunate- 
ly, Valerie never caught that look, 
only suffered and wound the scourge 
closer to her bared bosom. 

When her women came to robe her 
for the evening she thrust aside the 
gay tissues, the shimmering satins, 
and bade them put on a trailing 
black gown of some misty material. 

cloudlike, sombre, from which the 
white marble of throat and bosom 
gleamed like frost. 

Duke Fritz stood at her side until 
the tedious ceremony was ended; 
then he made his way to the Countess 
Isobel, and Valerie, glancing up. met 
the eyes of Katherine de Graffenreid 
filled with mocking laughter. The 
ebb and flow of the music, the glide 
of the feet over the polished floor, 
the murmer of voices, with their set 

speeches, came to her as through a 

mist. She had some wild thought of 
leaving it all and rushing out into 
the white night, of going to Rudolph, 
her brother, the king of Arstadt. She 
would claim his protection. Then a 

thought gripped her heartstrings— 
her child. She could not leave him, 

“Valerie:” 

and the people of Auerstadt would 
never suffer their little prince to be 
raised in another land. No, she must 
stay and bear her martyrdom. Ru- 
dolph would be the first to bid her 
return, and Princess Valerie could 
have risen then and there, and beat 
her hands against the wall in sheer 
despair. Across the room, she could 
see the duke's fair head bent low 
above Countess Isobel; it was mad- 
dening. 

A little page came hurrying down 
the long room and bowed before her, 
his face white and anxious. “High- 
ness, the little prince is ill, and 
should have the Herr doctor immedi- 
ately." 

Valerie sprang to her feet, and an 
instant hush fell over the audience 
chamber, as she swept past the little 
knots of courtiers and laughing wom- 

en, a princess, but yet a woman, who 
has heard the cry of her child in need 
of her. 

A group of frightened attendants 
made way for her, as she fell on her 
knees beside the low, white bed. The 
rosy limbs, that she had kissed so 
short a time before, were rigid, and 
a blue shadow grew around the tight- 
ly drawn lips, as the child lay locked 
in one convulsion after another. To 
the end of her life she never knew 
whence came the strength that en- 

abled her, when the doctor called for 
assistance, to brush aside the panic- 
stricken nurses, and herself force the 
clenched mouth open, while he pour- 
ed the medicine down. What mat- 
ter that the little white teeth ground 
upon her delicate fingers until the 
blood trickled down, the child had 
ceased to struggle, and the warm 

pink came back to the little face, and 
the tense limbs relaxed. With a 

burst of tears, she gathered the 
sleeping baby to her breast, and the 
old doctor's eyes were misty, as he 
laid a kindly hand upon the rebel- 
lious curls that had somehow slipped 
their fastening and tumbled In head- 
long beauty to her waist. 

The minutes slipped by, as Valerie 
knelt with the child’s cheek pressed 
against her own, then someone enter- 
ed and coined the door, very gently. 
Valerie never stirred, scarcely con- 
scious of anything but the fact that 
the child was given back to her arms 

—a thankfulness that almost blotted 
out the other great sorrow for a time. 
Duke Fritz knelt down beside his 
wife, and drew the daric head to his 
breast. For a moment she yielded to 
the sense of rest and peace, then 
pride awoke, and she drew haughtily 
away lrom him. "Why come to me? 
Where is the Countess Isobel? Is she 
indisposed that you should turn to 
me and the rail’d?" 

The duke sprang to his feet, his 
fair face flushing like a girl s. “Val- 
erie!" There was a world of re- 

proach In the mere word, and Valerie 
winced, half-guiltily. A long silence 
fell between husband and wife. Afar 
off in the distance, the midnight bell 

proclaimed the passing of another 
Jay. and the quiet lay over the city 
like a pall; only, here in the palace 
were flashing lights and anxious 
faces lingering in the corridors to 
know how fared the little prince. A 
long time, the blue eyes of the duke 
held the brown onea of Princess VaW 
erie with that prond reproach; then, 
woman like, she fell to sobbing upon 
his breast, knowing, without a word, 
that the wrong was right; and the 
duke asked no questions, but present- 
ly, stroking her curls, told her how 
the Countess Isobel, who bad laughed 
down love and many suitors, was at 
last caught in the web of her own de- 
vising, and that the matter was a 
difficult one, as the man in question 
was a mere officer in the guards, the 
bare mention of whom as a husband 
for their imperious beauty had set 
the whole Hohenhauflen clan by the 
ears. In desperate case, the lovers 
had appealed to no less a person than 
the hereditary duke, and, though 
hereditary dukes are mighty in their 
small worlds, there are some things 
in which it is not safe to meddle, 
hence, all the walks and talks, in 
which the young officer had formed 
an anxious third, and which the little 
De Graffenried had forgotten to men- 
tion when relating the story to tie 
princess. 

"Why didn’t they come to me?” de- 
manded Valerie. There is nothing so 

provoking to the average woman 
than to And out that an Interesting 
love affair, with all of its proper 
complications, has been going for- 
ward under her very nose and she not 
aware of it. 

The duke pulled his long, fair 
mustache helplessly. “The truth is, 
the countess tried to tell you, but 
after you had left the terrace the lit- 
tle De Graffenreid came back and 
told her that you did not approve of 
her choice; in fact, desired that the 
subject should not be alluded to in 
your presence, and, naturally, she 
could not expect any sympathy from 
you.” 

"Oh!" said Valerie. 
Ten minutes later, in the presence 

of the court that was still assembled 
in the audience chamber. Princess 
Valerie summoned Fraulein De Graf, 
fenried and bade her return at the 
earliest possible moment to her fath- 
er’s schloss. 

Thus, the awakening of Princess 
Valerie. 

BE BRAVE. 

The world Is wide, remember this. 
Nor shrink from fate's deep furrowed 

frown. 
Woo fortune with your brightest smiles. 

Don’t let the world know when you’re 
down. 

It spoils your chanee for future deeds, 
To frame your face with dull care’s 

crown; 
Brace up. and higher hold your head. 

Don't let the world know when you're 
down. 

The world will bow in servile zest 
To one who sways it with a frown: 

Toss up your head, and flash your eye— 
Don't let the world know when you're 

down. 

If scandal’s lip should seek to stain 
The name you hold as honor's crown, 

By your own life refute the lie, 
Don't let the world know when you're 

down. 

If bare your purse, your heart most sad. 
Your life near crushed by sorrow's 

crown. 
Then mask them well with song and 

jest. 
Don't let the world know when you're 

down. 
—Kate Thyson Marr. 

Journalist’s Triumph. 
Miss Janet Priest of Minneapolis 

has proved to the satisfaction of a 

coterie of self-sausfied players in her 
vicinity that in her case where there’s 
a will there’s a way, and, incidentally, 
that she is not what is called in the 
sporting section either a "piker” or a 

"bluffer.” 
Miss Priest is the dramatic critic 

of the Tribune in that city. Recently 
she commented adversely on a per- 
formance gven by some members of 
the Frawley company. She was sar- 

castically asked if she could do bet- 
ter. Miss Pries^ is nervy and replied 
by studying one of the roles in ques- 
tion and appearing in one of the per- 
formances. She scored an immediate 
"hit” and has been asked to continue 
in the profession. But this she has 
refused to do and has returned to her 
former labors. 

Courtroom Repartee. 
An expert does not always relish be- 

ing tackled by an oversharp lawyer. 
Yet in such verbal duels the former 
frequently scores. A mining expert 
was giving evidence in connection 
with an important mining case, and 
he was being exposed to a galling Are 
of cross-examination. The questions 
related to the form that the ore was 

found in, generally described as “kid- 

ney lumps." 
“Now,” said the sharp lawyer, “how 

large are these lumps? You say they 
are oblong—are they as long as my 
head?” 

"Yes,” was the ready reply, “as 

long, but not nearly so thick.” 
The court roared, and a beautiful 

smile shone upon the face of the ex- 

pert. 

Gossip From Tien-tsin. 
A traveler in Tien-tsin, mentioning 

the razing of the walls of the ancieni 

city, relates that the work was done 

chiefly by former boxers, hired for tho 

purpose. Even the children on the 
streets made life unpleasant for these 
turncoats by taunting them with a 

two-line doggerel running as follows: 
From our cakes you ate up all; 
Now you’ve come to spoil our wall. 
The reference in the Arst line is to 

the large flat cakes of unleavened 
flour, mixed with brown sugar, upon 
which the boxers were fed by the 

patrons of the movement in TNen-tsln 
To many of them boxerism was raer* 

ly a means of earning a living. 

PERtLC OF THE DIVER. 

How His Work Exposes Him to Con- 
stant Danger. 

A successful diver must possess 
great courage and nerves of steel. 
Such a man connected with a large 
wrecking company was visiting some 

years ago the pearl fisheries in the 
Gulf of California, where sharks 
abounded. On one of bis trips in 
Quest of the pearl oyster he had a 

narrow escape from a fearful death. 
He hod been instructed never to stir 
from the bottom until he had looked 
up nnd around. Fortunately he heed- 
ed the advice. Having filled his bag 
he glanced quickly about, and caught 
sight of a huge Bhovel-nosed shark 
watching him. in an emergency mea 

think fast. Near the diver was a 

large rock. He moved quickly to the 
other side of It, hoping to dodge the 
ferocious monster, but the maneuver 

did not work. The shark watched 
every movement, changing his posi- 
tion by a slight motion of his powerful 
tail. Time was precious, and the 
diver conceived the idea of blinding 
the shark by stirring up the mud. 
Under cover of that he might escape. 
He worked for dear life, and had the 
water thick with mud in less than half 
a minute. Slipping around the rock 
again, he rose to the surface, having 
barely strength enough to reach the 
side of the boat, and was hauled on 

board just as the voracious man eater 
made a rush for him. 

A NEW MILITARY ORDER. 

How Colonel of Hibernian Rifles 
Maneuvered His Men. 

The annual encampment of the Sec- 
ond regiment, Connecticut National 
Guard, at Niantlc, brought out this 
story from Col. T. H. Sucher of New 
Haven a few days ago: 

The colonel and a number of others 
were swapping stories one evening in 
the tent of Brig. Gen. Frost. When 
it came to Col. Sucher’s turn he spun 
the following: 

"Col. T. F. Murphy of the Bridge 
port Hibernian rifles and I have al- 
ways been close friends," said he. 
"and one time not long ago he invited 
me down to that city to witness the 
annual parade of the Hibernian rifles 
from all over the saate. Col. Murphy, 
who was in command, and I were at 
the head of the big parade as it 
turned into Main street, and every- 
thing went along in good shape until 
we met an electric car. I noticed the 
colonel was squirming around in his 
saddle, and he looked at me several 
times. Finally the car drew near to 
us, and then it was that Col. Murphy 
faced his men and yelled at the top of 
his lungs: 

'Sphlit in the middle, byes, and 
lave the throlley car go through.' 

ON THE FLOORS OF THE SEAS 

Gold and Iron in Immense Quantities 
in the Ocean. 

Besides being a vast gold mine and 
salt mine, the ocean is also a great 
iron mine. To get out the salt in the 
ocean waves is easy enough—all that 
Is required is evaporation—but to ex- 

tract the gold from sea water is a feat 
that has never yet been successfully 
performed, though everybody knows 
that there is plenty of gold there if 
it can bo got at. 

Every year, however, large quanti- 
ties of iron are brought up from the 
ocean depths. Ships are constantly 
going about losing anchors and chains 
or getting wrecked on lee shores 
where the waves pound them to 
pieces and scatter their iron work far 
in the trine. Or, perhaps, the ship 
goes down in a storm or is burned, 
far from land, and her ironwork 
dropped into the waters. If it is iron 
the ocean iron mine is all the greater. 
So tons and tons of iron lie all over 

the ocean floors, the property of any 
one who shall come along and mine it 
from "the hollow caves of the sea." 
I.ast year 150 tons of this iron were 

dredged up off the east coast of Eng- 
land alone. 

TOO SLOW FOR FUNERALS. 

Abraham Lincoln's Opinion of a Liv- 
ery Horse. 

In Lincoln's early political career, 
he had occasion to travel quite a dis- 
tance to be in time for a convention 
in which he had a deep interest. He 
went to a livery stable and asked for 
the best horse possible—one that was 

both fast and fresh. Lincoln reached 
the convention too late to be of serv- 

ice to those he had wished to serve, 
and drove back to the stable, where 
he quietly asked to see the keeper. 

"What do you commonly use that 
horse for?” 

"Waal,” drawled the dealer, “we 
find him a good horse to draw a 

hearse at funerals, he’s so tractable.” 
"Too slow for funerals—too slow en- 

tirely!” commented Lincoln. "Why, 
that horse wouldn’t get the corpse 
around in time for the resurrection!” 

Census Humorists. 
Ai the last English census a house- 

holder could not tell how many chil- 
dren he had had, and whether his wife 
had been married before or not; she 
had “never mentioned it to him.” An- 
other persisted that his wife was a 

spinster. A resident in Ireland en 

tered two pigs and a sheep dog ns 

members of his family. And what 
trouble' will be given by the country- 
man who mentioned in a witness box, 
a short time ago, that his daughter 
"had a lot of different names,” but, 

being pressed, could not definitely ro 

member any of them! A West Indian 
entered himself at one census as a 

duck stealer. A High church clergy 
man. who had a very I.ow church sop 

(also a clergyman) staying with him. 
is alleged by his parishoners to have 

registered him as a “lunatic” In the 

prop tr column. 

She wee Persuaded to Try St. Jacobs 

Oil, and All Pain Disappeared 
Immediately. 

It is undoubtedly a fact beyond dis- 

pute that the strongest advertising 
medium the proprietors ha\ is that of 

people who recommend others to use 

St. Jacobs Oil. People who have them- 
selves experienced a happy result 

which invariably fo' ws the use of 

this great remedy, snow their grati- 
tude by recommending it to those 

whom they know are similarly affect- 
ed. This is the case of Margaret Lee, 
of 71 Brightfleld road, Lee Green, Wis. 

"Having suffered from muscular 
rheumatism for years, and not receiv- 

ing any benefit from various remedies, 
1 used St. Jacobs Oil; pain and sore- 

ness removed at once; no return of 
rheumatism.” St. Jacobs Oil is sold 
in 25 cts. and 50 cts. sizes by all drug- 
Cists. 

Parsimony saves money at the loss 
if friends. 

Bad blood and Indigestion are deadly 
enemies to good health. burdock blood 
bitter* destroys them. 

It is hard to be healed when we hide 
our wounds. 

A little life may be sacrificed to a sudden 
attack of croup if you don't have I)r. 
Thomas’ Electric Oil on hand for the 
emergency. 

The path to greatness with God liei 
open to all. 

GREATLY REDUCED RATES 
VIA 

WABASH RAILROAD. 
HALF RATES, round trip (plus 12.001 to 

Sandusky. Columbus. Toledo, Cin- 
cinnati. Indianapolis. Louisville and 
many points In INDIANA. OHIO 
AND KENTUCKY. Tickets sold 
September 2. 9, 16, 23. 

LESS (ban half rate* to Washington, D. 
C., and return. Tickets aold Octo- 
ber 2, 3, 4. 5. 

HALF RATES, round trip, to Buffalo, 
Toronto. Niagara Falls, Pittsburg, 
Detroit, Cleveland, Columbus and 
many points In MICHIGAN, 
INDIANA. OHIO. PENNSYL- 
VANIA. WEST VIRGINIA AND 
KENTUCKY. TICKETS sold Oc- 
tober 2, 3, 4, 5. 

HALF RATES, Boston. Mass., and re- 
turn. Sold October 0, 7, 8, 9 and 10. 

LONG LIMITS and STOPOVERS AL- 
LOWED at Niagara Falls and Detroit 
on above tickets. 

For rates nnd all Information call at 
Wabash New City Ticket office. 1601 Far- 
nam St.. Omaha, or write Harrv E. 
Moores, Gen’I Avf. Pass. Dept., Omaha, 
Neb. 

Good things always grieve bad men. 

Superior quality and extra quantity 
must win. This is why Defiance Starch 
is taking the place of all others. 

Some men are your friends only so 

tong as they can use you. 

-ALL WRIOHT-FOR MORE THAN HALF A CENTURY” 

K 
EYES AND EYELIDS 

Prices 25 Cantm. All Drugglrntm. 
WRIGHT'S INDIAN VEGETABLE FILL CO- Nrt York* 

OMAHA INSTITUTE. One of the tie«t 
BTV equipped of tbe Keeley system. CCLC T Only keeley Institute In Ne- 

braska. Cures Drunkenness* Cure* Dru* l/sers. 
Booklet free. Home treatment for Tobacco 
Habit.cost. S3. Address 724 5. I'Jlh bt.,Omaha. 

THERE IS NO 
SLICKER LIKE® 
Forty years ago and after mary years 
of use on the eastern coast. Tower s 
Waterproof Oiled Coots were Introduced 
in the West and were called Aiders by 
the pioneers and cowboys. This graphic 
none has cone into such general use that 
it is frequently though wrongfully opplled 
to maiy institutes You want the geiirtw 
/Zfr, Look for the Agnof the Pmand 

the w\e Tower «n the button* 
MAM M KMX AM mow MB 

SOLD BY REPRESENTATIVE TRaBE 
THE WORLD OVER. 

A. J. TOWlfi ca BOSTON. MASS. 
BBTABUBhM? IBS*. u 

f WE DEMAND \ 
YOUR ATTENTION. 

If anyone offered you a good 
dollar for an imperfect on* 
would you take it? 

If anyone offered you one good 
dollar for 75 cents of bad money 
would you take it? 

l 
We offer you 10 ounces of the 
very best starch made for lOc.* 
No other brand is so good, yei' 
all others cost 10c. for 12 ounces. 
Ours is a business proposition. 
DEFIANCE STARCH b the best 
and cheapest. 
We guarantee it saffcfactory. 
Ask your grocer. 

The DEFIANCE STARCH CO., 
Omaha. Neb. 


