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GROWING OLD.

The tuirest Wlles droop ut oventide,
The sweetost roses fall from off the stem;
The rarest things on cartth cannot alilde,
And we are pussaing, too, awasy like them;
We're growing old,

We bad our dreams, those rosy dreams of
youth;
They fadid, and "twas well.  This aftorprime
®ath brought us fuller hopes: and vet, farsooth,
We drop o teir now in thils later time
To think we're old,

"We smile at those poor fancles of the past—
A suddened smile, almost akin to paing
Those Bigh desires, thoss purposes so Yast,
Al! our poor hearts! they caunot come again;
We're growing old.
Old* Well, the heavens are old; this earth fay
ton;
Old wine {a heat, maturost frufl most sweot;
Much have we lost, more galned, although "t
Irue
We tread 111e'a way with most uncertain feet
We're growing ol

We move ulong, and scatiar ay we pace,
Soft groces, tender hopes on &very hand;
At last, with gray-stroalied boalr and Lollow
faoe,

“Her head ls as elear as yours or
mine. She said, remorsefully, ‘1 wish
I had not hngged that silly old gricy-
ance to my heart so long. My Dennis,
at least, might have been happy, in-
stead of o homeless wanderer the Lord
knows where, So many people need
pot have saffered. It looks so small
and empty mow—the feud.'"

“Have yon told her that Dick and
Rafe hwl gone to feteh Dennis home—
at least to look for him?"

“Noe 1 did not eare to exeite her, |
told her 1 was obliged to send them to

looking for them back to-morrow, That
Is nll she knows,™ "

“Hnt we've got away from the sub-
ject 1 started ont to exhaust, John, 1
want you to hunt your wife up. 1
want you to pull yourself together and
get ont of this wornsout old rut. We
want po more tabby-cats n the fam-

g
“Walit, Lorrie! Not now!"
“1 Jid not mean j!l‘-l now,"

We atep across the boundary of the land
Where none are old
—AUanta Constitution
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CHAPTER X1 —<CONTINUED,

“What sort of a foul flend do you take
me for, Lorimer? When vou asked me
if 1 had ever been married 1 quailed,
Dbeeguse my  marrled e was such
miserable faftore. 1 tombled into love
with a beantiful but absolutely hearts
less womun within three months after
leaving home. 1 had about a thonsand
dollars then from the sale of my riding
horses. W got along smoothly enough
while that lasted. When it was all
gone—when—bak! there's no necessity
for washing one’s soiled linen in publie
[ went off to look for work. | wrote
back regularly enough,  DBut—well, 1
got back here about a year ago, heard
my wife had gone to Europe, traced
her as far as the stesmer—no farther.
Up to the moment you showed me that
Jetter of Ldn's 1 hwd been unable to dis-
cover the whereabouts of my little grirl,
That was what I was staying hore for™

“And John's wife?”

“Must have been Amelin’s sister.
There was & Nora Hemway. I receiyed
ona letter from Amelin after my
departure, in which she told me
she had  tuken steps to have our
marriange set aside on the ground of de-
sertion. She was willful and passionate,
and my failure tosupport her gave her
ample opportunity. under our lux lnws;
of necomplishing herend, Thank God,
my little Ninette is safe.,” He broke
off petulantly:

“What are you looking at me that
way for, Lorimer? [Have I raid any-
thing particulae nauscous? |1
posed for a suint.”

Dennis answered him absently. *“Did
Fou not say that her sister’s nume was
Nora Hemway ™

i

“Mave ron followed the papers on the
Norceross affair, Fairbanks?"

“I have not.”

Lorimer ealled a waiter and ordered
the week's file of papers brought,. Both
men were silent while waiting for its
coming, Dennis was §ldly elipping the
edges of the wax fmpression on lda
Fairbanks' envelope.

Fairbanks, as idly watching the opers
ation, said, by way of breaking an in-
comprehensibly awkward pause:

1 see Lda still makes vse of the old
senl. What an old-fashioned girl she isi™s

*Is this the Fairbuanks seal?” Dennis
asked, dully, I eould not muke uny-
thing out of it but a short-legged bird.
1 supposed it was o woman’s funey.”

“Itis o martlet, In heraldry it de-
fines the position of its owner ns a
younger son. They
flizhts on clipped wings, climb on short
Jegs, Father's forefather was a younger
son.  Yoes, it is the old family seal, The

moen of the family all have used it" :
The file of pewspapers was placed bes |

fore them just then, and Dennis Lords |
mer began  fluttering the unwicldy
leaves with nervous haste,

“Read that" he said, curtly, putting
his finger on a parngraph and pushing
it towards his companion.

“The chicf of detectives confesses
himself absolutely baffled in every ef- |
fort nt unraveling the Noveross aidfair, |
The last clew has failed them. The |
wornan who was admitted to the honse
by the butler that Friday afternoon
turns out to have been o sistor of Mrs.
Amwvclin Noreross', and fondly devoted |
to her. lHer nume has not been re-
vealed, but the butler says she wrote
the one word Nora on the eard she sent
in to his mistress on that fatal after-
noon,  ‘This explodes the theory of her
possible guilt,”

“Uhere might have been o thousand |
Noras calling on their sisters that 1'ri-
day.” said Sibley Falrbanks, erushing
the file of pupers savagely between his |
strong  hands.  “lint it opens up a
ghastly possibility.” Afternlong pause:
“Lorimer!”

Wl

“1f it is so—if that is the end—then
may tiod be merciful to us all”

“And bring the teuth to light,” Dens
nls ndded, in o solemn undertone, gaz-
ing tixedly at his companion,

CHAI'TER XI1

Lorimer Lorimer, the gentlest of men,
whose very gentleness hind rendered his
subjugation to n woman of noarrow
vision und unbending will fatally easy,
fiaid positively lushed himself up to the
point of “having a row with John if |
peod bed™ and Instead they had fallen
to disenssing the dreariness of things
generslly with mutual good-natured
sy mpathy.

“Did you hear swhat mother said this
morning, John?"

*Yes.  lve helpless boys and an old
womun dying.  Which was putting it
harshly. She is not dying.”

“Did you hear what she added?™

“Noo I went out of the room just
thea, It took ali the man out of me, to
see mother, always so strong and clear
headed, lying there with that pinched
white face, bubbling nonsense.”

never |

must take their |

| pitifully small.

| thing 1 want to say to you,

| coldly.

A somber silence fell between them,
| Then Lorrie gaid, in his gentle volee:

I I think 1 will go in to mother,
' pow. "

e left John sitting thore alone,
staring listlessly out over the sunlit
worlds The dogs lay asleep in varions
spots out there under the big trees.
The guns were all stacked in the corner
| of the green-tinted hall, A solemn still-
| ness  pervaded White Clifrs,  indoors
and ont. ‘The harsh ereaking of the
big front gate on its new  wooden
hinges made John turn his gloomy
facein that divection. The pext mo-
ment he was on  his feet with a mut-
tered exclamation of sinnzement,

Ida  Fairbanks, accompunied by
Stepniak, her  Danish  hound, who
wilked on one side of herwith dignitied
self-possossion, and by Ninette, whose
methods of progression suffered severes
ly by compurison with Stepnink’s, was
| coming towards him.

Amupzement  swallowed up  every
other sensation in John  Lorimer’s
breast, but he was conscious of an un-
| eontrollable  physieal  repulsion
| Ninette, ruuning swiftly in advance of

[ her compunions, seized his hands and

[ put up her small red month with an
! imperious demand:

the city in my stead, but that 1 was |

un

'b.il. bud face working with passion,
| fairly shrivked into my face: *l am not
[ dons with the Fairbauks yet. 1 have
loved and hated them by turns, amd the
gomd Lord has put itinto my power to
hurt every one of them.  You pass for
o siint, no one but Celeste Bongerenns
kuoows that it was because of you that
John Lorimer's poor young wife was
| driven to despair, It was 1, the de-
spised Celeste, not he, the man who had
| sworn o Jove and  protect her, nor you,
the saint who can do no harm, that res
ceived hor back, wet and shivering and
heartbroken, that wlght — the night
that—" Then she broke off with that
flendish laugh that slways made me
shudder, adding: “Ah, well! that will
keep until 1 have use for it Celeste
Bougereaus has a storchouse for family
seerets, It is very fuli, bat there is
room for a few more.” “Then she rashiod
from the room, but us Cato was driving
her from the door 1T could hoar that
hideous langh of hors, ™

dJohn looked at her ancomprehend-
Ingly. There was no more to tell, ap-
parently.  She stood before him flushed
and silent,

“Well? 1 always knew that the woms
an was o devil, I wondersd ot Mrso—
‘aat the chilil's anntsemploying her. 1
"llpp-!'ﬂ' slie had her oWl reasons for u.
But what are her ravings to you or to
me?"

"By themeelves, perhaps,
but one ok discovers another. Do you
remember, Mr, Lorimer, the evening
you woere so good s to take me to old
Ishum's cabin to meet Dennis, my hus-
band that is to bhet”

“Perlectly.”

A wintey smile flittedd over his grave
face, shie had raised her young head
with sueh o prond gesture of defian e
as she asked the question.

nothing:

“Something strange happened the
next morning. It meant nothing at all
to me until after Celeste’s onthurst,

Old Isham came to me with a tive-dol-
lar gold piece in his hand, and asked
me if 1 hadn't ‘made & mistake.' When
I told him I did not know what he was
talking about, he said:  ‘Missy, didn’t
yon think von was giving me a quarter
for seeing you 'cross Dry  bayon, ‘stead
of which you give me this™ When I

3
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“Kiss me, Unele John, 1 ain't come
baclk here to live. My aunt Lda says my
| pups i5—" But Ida drew her back-

ward

| “*Ninette, you and Stepniak are to sit
| just here.”  She halted at the lowest
| step and waited for Ninette to arrange
| herself and her short draperics to her
| own entire satisfaction.

I comld not leave her behind,” she
| snid, apologizing to the shuddering dis-
like in John's eyes, “because 1 have
sent the woman Celeste away, and no
one else can control the child. I had
to come. [ heard that Mres. Lorimer
was il and 1 thought—ah! 1 hope she
will not say I may not come in.  Life is
so short, and so full of the anguish we
neither make gor ean unmake for our-
selves, that everyvthing else seems s0
It is monstrous!™

“I will tell my mother that yon are
here,” said John, looking at ber, as if
he only half comprehended the means
ing of her presence or of what she said,
He turned mechanically towards the
front door. Ida put outa detaining
hand:

“Not just yet, please. I have some-
It may
amount to nothing, but still 1 think
you ought to hear it. I have sent Celoste
nway."”

*8o I heard you say,” John answered,
What was that child, sittiug
on the low stone steps  with  her
dimpled  white arms  clasped about
Btepnink's neck, while she “whispered
secrets” into his long, silky cars, but o
thorn in his flesh, o reminder of his
miserable matrimonial defeat?  Why
should the dismissul of her bonne be re-
ported to him?

*Yes; 1 had to send her away.” Ida
stood before him, twisting her hat rib-
bons avout nervously, as confused and
tremulous as a snared bird,

John Lorimer looked at her with
polite attention.

“Oh, it is nothing but cowardice that
mukes itso hard for me to repeat her
vile thrests.  And yet vou ought to
know. Perhaps you can find o moaning
to them that 1 cannot.™

*You are aritated, Miss Palrbanks.
Pray be seated.”

He bronght a chatr, but she waved (t
nside and plunged into her story with
impetuons carnestness:

“1 was agitated, 1 feel calmor now.
It is not cusy to repeat such misorable
things, When Celeste found that she
hadd lost her place she railed out at me
with a tempest of insulting  words,
some things she sald scemed to throw
some light on—on~—"

“Mrs, Lorimer's flight? Johin saked,
steadily.

“Yes. That Is why I am here. She
oame into my room after her box was

l
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told him he must be dreaming, that I
had never given him anything, he said:
*Missy, you necdn’t be “fraid old Isham
would tell on you' ™

John Lorimer made a gesture of im-
patience.  Why should he be called on

French nursery maid and an imbecile
old negro to find the clew to his own

misery? The best of women were so
prolix,
CAWellet

“Don't yon see? Can't you see?” Idas
asked, impatiently.

vSee what?”

“That the poor little thing made a
mistake! How she must have suffered,
Mr. Lorimer! Perhaps"” she went on,
blushing entrancingly, “she may have
seen you piloting me throngh the briers
and the gullies that night. Perhaps
ahe got it into her poor little bewil-
deraed head that—don’t you see—that
vou cured for me, the wrong way. If
she had known me—with a proud

flush on  her pure young face—
Yshe  counld never  have  fallen
into such o bideous error.  Bat,

ah, how she must have suffered! ‘Tell
me where she is, that I may make haste
to beg her pardon for my ignorant share
in her wrotehedness, ™

“Do I understand—am I to under-
stand that my wife knew of your visit
to the Dry bayon to see Dennis?”

“But what else? Why shonld she
have come back to the house broken-
hearted? Who was it that old Isham
piloted hogne in the dark?”

“Hy Jove, it was shabby treatment of
me!”

There was searcely any uplifting of
the shadows. If Noras had stooped to
play the spy on his movements, if she
had so little trust in him as all that,
what had he to hope for?

“I want to write to her, Mr. Lovi-
mer," Ldu sald, insistently.

“1 do not know where she 5"

*Then you must find out.  If you do
not, I will," She sabd it with that jm-
perions alr of  self-assertion  which

her futher.

Now that the whole ugly story was
out, she put from her all sense of the
indignity that had fallen to her own
share, und was bent only on the high
mission of the pencemaker, Lifting
her brave eyes definntly to Johnw's, she
becnme aware of Lorreie's pale worn
face fromed in the open  doorwny.
There was o look of frvepressible won-
der in his eves.  She wont towards him
with outstretehed hands,

*“You are wondering what I am doing
here. | want to be her nurse. | want
her to know about Donnls and me. she
thinks we have given cach other up, 1
would feel like o coward marrying him,

gone, and, standing before me,with her

as 1 mean to do some of these days, but

to sift the utterances of an infuriated

always had a quelling effect even upon |

This {s no time for
Can't

hiding it from her.
nursing groumdless anlimositios
you muke her feel so?”

“Somecthing strange happened  just
now, in there” sald  Lorimer, point
ing ®w the eclossd shutters of his
mother's room. 1 think perhaps your
volee must have penetrated ner dreams,
but I did not hear it Mother opened
her eyes—there wero tears in them =
she looked all about the room with dis
appointed eyves before she said: *Son, 1
dreamed just now that | had s daughter,
I conld hear her voice—it was very
swoeet—and the touch of her hand on
my forehewd was very soft and pleasant.
1 wish 1 hadd one, son, one who would
e groswd to my helpless, elimsy boys
whoen 1 am gone.’  Then she closed  her
eyes il dozed off again”

“She is waiting for me,” sald Lda,
with n sweet, shy, upward look st the
tall fellow in front of her, “Go nmld tell
her that T am here, please™

Lorimer enme back from his errand
with n lnminous smile,  “Come.  ‘Truly
she is waiting for yon™

e left the two women together, and
cnme ont to where John still sat move-
less.  Ninettenmd Stepniak hwd fallen
asloep in the slumberous sanshine ?u
with kor bright ecurls falling over his
\]|;|L'|_fl\‘ evelprows, he with one hugre
pasw outstretehsl protectingly upon her
short skirts,

sdohin, * sadd Lorimer, in o voiee of in-
tense fooling, “swhat is the promise wile
to the peacemaliers?”

“They shall see Gord. ™

“Ihen that raddiant vision will dawn
for Ida Fairbanks, Mother has found a
daughter.”

“And perhaps-** John looked at him
with a face that shone with the recov.
ered light of hope—*1 have found—my
wife,™

Then he told Lorrie all that Ida had
told him.

CHAPTER XIIL

When Miss Fairbanks finally turned
her steps towarls Glenburnie again,
she did it with such unprecedented
briskness that Ninette, holding tight
by one of herslim fingers, as she swayed
helplessly over the uneven ground, was
moved] to protest:

“What Is you running for, auntic!
My legs is too short.™”

Ida slackened her pace, stooped te
kiss the child impulsively, and an
swered, enlgmatically:

“Poor little martlet! I am not run:
ning, Nicee Ninette. T am jost trying
my new wings. [ want to see how it
feels to flutter them outside of prison.
burs., My emancipation proclamation

(Rl

ette Fairbanks!

responding, quernlonsly: “But I can't
see them!™

SRee whato

“Your new wings,”

Whercupon Ida langhed so long and
so guyly that Ninette, applying her own
little narrow gange to this unwonted
flow of spirits, nsked:

“Is somebody given yon something
nice, auntie?”

“No, Nieee Ninette, but 1 have been
brushing the cobwebs from the sky., and
it is good to see the sunlight of truth
once more."

[ro nr coxTINUED,]

WOMEN AS LITIGANTS.

YWhea They Once tiet Into = Lawsull
They Never Compromise.

“Droves of old women, crowds of
middle-aged women and bevies of young
women crowd the justices' courts,” said
ex-Judge Jones, of Arizona, a well-sea-
soned practitioner in the tribunals of
this ¢ity, yvesterday afternoon. “‘Just
look a* those femasle litignnts rushing
into Justice Dunne’s court,"”

), those are not litigants; that's a
wedding party,” sald somebody wha
knew the visitors,

“Well, my remark goes just the
same,” roturned the venerable oracle,
“I know what I'm talking nbout, Some-
body has ealled this a poor man's court,
I think it ought to be called the wom-
an’s court.  The reason so many women
get into the justices' court instead of
the superior court is because their tran-
sactions are as yet not very large.  Just
wait till the women are commercially
as well as politieally manumitted and
you'll see litigation begin to buza
Heaven speed the day, say I, for then 1
will have as many clients as I need, 1
never could get along well with men,
but when it comes to the ladies—ahem
—they tell me 1 have an attractive way
about me.

*1'd rather have a woman for a client
than to have retaipers on my books
from half n dozen men.

“1'1l tell you why. Men are apt to
forget their cases, or reach some ngree-
ment or compromise, or lose interest
and let the matter go by default.  Will
women do that?  Not much. They'll
fight to the bitter end. | never know o
waoman to compromise n suit in my life.
They'll put up their lust dollars and
keep on sending good money after bad
Just as long us there Is a ghost of a
chance for them to get even with their
nildversaries. 1t is not altogether a mat-
ter of dollars and cents with them, [t
becomoes a question of principle—almost
a hife and death proposition.  They will
not abandon the ficld to be triumphed
over by their opponents.  This Is par-
ticularly so if there are women on bath
sides. When 1 get in that kind of o
case I know I'm solid for fees just as
long as the sinews of war hold out,

“LIloss the women, say 1. Iiless their
dear litigions souls, It is their good
I money that keeps the wolf from the
door of muny of us lawyers who other-
wise might not kugw where they were
Fgolng o got thelr pext deink."—8San
| Francisco Examiner.

A Postal Question.

The postinaster at Jackson, Mich,, is
in a quandary regarding o missive that
wis recently recctved at his post office.
A resldent of that town wrote & inessage
Lon the back of a onewent Columblan

stamp, and caused it to be mailed. The
| lotter reached the post office and the

postinaster is greatly perplexed, and,
although o message can be forwarded
on a one-cent postal card, he does not
think It lawful for a letter to be sens
through the mails written on the back
of & one-cent stamp,
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& ROYAL BAKING POWDER superior to all
the others in every respect.

my tests, I find the

!

- e .

It is entirely

(3 ¢ S
"l free from all adulteration and unwhole- |[#
s . . . . . . o
]  some impurity, and in baking it gives off f§
‘¢ a greater volume of leavening gas than g

vl any other powder. /¢ s thercfore not only !‘; ;
A the purest, but also the strongest powder |8
L - . L &

. with which I am acquainted. ¥
3 ) )

: WALTER S. HAINES, M. D,, t
b Drof, of Chemistry, Rush Medical Coliege, :‘
& Consulting Chemist, Chicago Board of Health. |

'
oy ‘__“.
& All other baking powders are shown 3
w =
& by analysis to contain alum, 2
% lime or ammonia. -

i i
‘ { ROYAL BAKING POWDER CO,, 108 WALL BT., NEW-YORK, ’\_’;
A 00 T T SO 0. 3 10,6 W0 T 0 0 6 T Yo7 &
"Tu;:';ur@;;;i-—a-!;;;l;.;' muuer_ec_l t_‘.n;;l;m;u Tur Camprus.—Miss Pretty—
the impecunious seventh-floor lodgor, as ho | *Ob, I wish Icould have gone o coliegel™
slid down the rope thut led from his window Bo\?huu;ora Cousin  (bowlin n)=
to the back siley, “that the landlord won't |“Why 1" Miss Pretty—"It must be nice e

be able to trece, and 'L bet on it!"
S X
“HavE you any tomarter's?” nsked Mrs,
Dimling of her grocer, “No, ma'am," re.
plied the lutter, “but 1 have some very nice

potarters.”  “Keop 'em,'" she rejoined,
viclously.—Harper's Hazur.
=
Wide 7/ wake.

The August number of this delight-
ful magazine is much larger than usual
—containing 150 pages of reading mat-
ter.  Perhaps the “Story of Wine
Awaxe'" may be considered the leading
article of the number. It is s graphic

goes into effect from to-day, Miss Nin- ! necount of the magazine, from its very

beginning to the present time. A flne

Ninette had dropped her hand and  frontispiece portrait of the Inte Daniel
circled gravely twice aronnd her before Lothrop, the founder of Wibe AWAKE,

most fitly opens this farewell number.

Among the more notable stories and
articles may be mentioned “A Race for
Life,” by John Willis Ilays, a thrilling
Indian tale; “The North Chamber,” by
Louisa T. Craigin, and *“The Thrilling
Story of Capt. Noman," by Charles R.
Talbot; *“Concordd Dramaties,” by
Lieorge B. Bartlett, will interest all
lovers of Louisa Alcott's *‘Little
Women™ stories.

With this great Midsummer issue,
Wine AWAKE censes to be a separate
publication, and bids farewell to its
thousands of readers.

This new departure Is explained in
the article “The Story of Wine
Awake." The D. Lothrop Company
have made arrangements to merge
WinE Awake into St. Nicholas,

The price of this number is 20 cents,
For sale at news stands; or mailed by
D. Lothrop Company, Boston, on re-
celpt of price.

-

A 0IRL in not an with her lover every
time she closes u.ﬂﬁur behind bim with &
dozen bungs.~Ualveston News.

il —
Assnulta Upon Health
Are frequently committed by people who
dose themselves with violent purgatives.
Nothing but uitimate injury can bo remsons
ably expected from such medicines, nnd yet,
upon the smuallost oocaslon, many unwise
peoplo use them repeatedly, 1 the bowels
uro costive, the most efMescious luxativo is
Hostelter s Btomach Bitters, which noever
convulses nnd gripos the intestines, while it
thoroughly regulates them wand  insures
healthful netion of the liver, stomach and
kidneys, Usao it in rheumatism und malaria.

] aIN'T much st the pianny,' sald the
coul-vard employe ua he udjusted the welght
of a lond of coul, “but I'm great at runuoin'
the scales." —Washington Btar,

—_—

Two antiers got mad at cach other and
fought lust week. It wos declared =
Sdraw."—Yonkers Blutesmen.

-

8ea alr roughens the skin. Use Glenn's
Bulphur Soap. .
Hill's Hair and Whisker Dye, 50 cents,
st
HALWATS rut your best foot forward,” es-
pecumz if the Tellow has really wronged
you.—Cleveland Plain Dealor.
adedin i
Max's avatem Is like a town, It must be
woll drained, and nothing is so efficient us
Beecham's Pills. For sale by all druggists.
——— -
Tueur is & great difference belween
making things hum snd mueking thiogs
humdrum.—Fuck.

— — .

A cuickes oughit to make s good gulde.
AL least It Knows considersbie sbout the
lay of the laud.—Rochester Democrut,

el g

Tus style of housa that will sccommodate
two fumiiies at the sawe time has yet to be
lnvented. —FPuck,

FREE!

to an
SHO

one returning this ‘A

kuow so muny men |"' < Puok.

Gexenovs.—Briggs — "“Tne thermometer
inmy room is ninety degrees.” Griggs—
“Dou't you want 1o borrow the one in my
room! I's only elghty-six degrees.'—
Truth.
o
Gronoe—*"Have | come too nrly} deart™

ura—*"No, George, We have just had
ten, and U Riways o'ulht to come right aftee

(8
P
Miss PriM is of the opinion that no
who had any claim to modesty would

rd undreased food as 8 delickoy.—Bostoa
ranscript.

B

st any employe can toll you thad
loﬁ;ﬁ:a In ;::bla t‘::.b{i fired whu’m bosa
gets hot,—Troy Press.

“‘August
Flower”

I used August Flower for Loss of
vitality and general debility, After
taking two bottles I gained 69 1bs.
I have sold more of your August
Flower since I have been in business
than any other medicine I ever kept.
Mr. Peter Zinville says he was made
a new man by the use of August
Flower, recommended by me. I
have hundreds tell me that August
Flower has done them more good
than any other medicine they ever
took. Grorce W. DvE, S‘:ud.ll.
Mason Co., Ky. @
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RANKLIN OOLLECE, Moy o &
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Consumptives and people
who have weak lungs of Asth-
ma, should use Pleo’s Cure for

Consumption, It hes enred
d one.

ft 18 the beat cough syry
Bold everywhers.

CONSUMPT

A N. K—D

WIHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEASE
stato that you saw ihe Advertisement in thin
paper.

A 145 9

An ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET
and a TEN-CENT CUT of

HORSE SHOE PLUG

dvertisement’” with a HORSE

TIN TAG attached. DRUMMOND TOBACCO CO., $t. Loals, Mo.

THE POT INSULTED THE KETTLE BECAUSE
THE COOK HAD NOT USED

SAPOLIO

GOOD COOKING DEMANDS CLEANLINESS.
SAPOLIO SHOULD e& vsep IN EVERY KITCHEN.
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