
Especially 
Mothers 

4 The Sanative, Antiseptic, 
Cleansing, Purifying, 

and Beautifying 
Properties of 

! t 
i 

Assisted by CUTICURA 
Ointment, the great 
Skin Cure, are of 
PricelessValue. 

For preserving, purifying, and 
beautifying the skin^for cleansing 
the scalp of crusts, scales, and 
dandruff, and the stopping of fall- 
ing hair, for softening, whitening, 
and soothing red, rough,and sore 

hands, for baby rashes and cha- 
fings, in the form iof baths for an- 

noying irritations,.ulcerations, and 
Inflammations of women, and 
many sanative, antiseptic pur- 

’> poses which readily suggest them- 
; selves, as well as for all purposes 
of the toilet, bath, and nursery, 

•CUTICURA Soap and CUTI- 
CURA Ointment are priceless. | 

Sold throughout the world. Cuticur«-Soap. 25c., Oint- 
ment, 60c., Resolvent, 60c. (In form of Chocolate Coated 
Pills, 25c. per vial of 60). Depots: I^ondoD,.27 Charter- 
house 8q.; Paris, 5 Rue dc la Palx Boston, 137 Columbus 
^ve. Potter Drug k Chem. Corp,, Sole Proprietors. 

stand for blow to Preserve, cttiti4ly,ajad Beautify. 

^iven Awayj 
i W® U l| y Write Cl or uk an 1 

Alr-bosline OoUar for M 
particular!! and free sampia aaatof 

f >! &\cteta i 
The Sanitary Wall Onatlnff DJ 

DeBtroysdiscase germs and vermin. N»wH 
rubs or scales. You cau apply it—mix.with Bj 
cciid water. Btantiful effects 4u white and Rg 
delicate tints. Not a disease-breediug, out- Ml 
of-dato hot-water «lu© preparation. Buy gg 
Alabastine in 6 lb. paekagst properly la- M 

> belled, of paint, bard wars and drug dealers. 
Hints on Deoaratlna.* anti «ur Artists’01 

* toeas tree. ALAMSIIM CQ* £ru<^WUl.'AI H 
tt Hi Tiler SI- *. 1 j|j 

Tie Genuine TOWER’<5 
POMMEL 
SLICKER 

HAS BEEN ADVERTISED 
» AND SOLD FOR A 

C3U4PTER OF A CENIURT. 
LIKE ALL 

.gg&wrara 
CIO* 

It is iwde of the best 
iwterialv-jn block or j-irLtow. 
fully {uwar.teed. and sold by 
reliable deters everywhere 

STIC* TO THE 

$IGN OF THE FISH. 
MsfetN?}{!K uiffc I ^ 

FREE to WOMEN 
4 Large Trial Box and bovk of in* 

•tactions absolutely Free at;<l Post* 
pais, enough to prove the xalue of 

PaxtineToilet Antiseptic i 
Paxtine Is in powder \ 

fORti to dWve ia 
water — non-pal$onous t 
and far superior to liquid 
Antiseptics containing 
alcohol which irritates 
Inflamed surfaces, and 
ha ve-no cleansing prop- erties. The contents 
of ovary box makes 
mors Antiseptic S«Ju- 

% tion— lasts longer— 
goes further—has more 
uses In the family and 
doe smart* good than any 
antiseptic preparation 
you can buy. 

The formula*of a noted Boston physician, 
and used with great success as a Vaginal 
Wash, for Leucorrhcea, Pelvic Catarrh, Nasal 
Catarrh, Sore Throat, Sore Eyes, Cuts, 
and all soreness of mucus membrane. 

In local treatment©! female ills Paxtine is 
Invaluable. Used as a Vaginal "Wash we 

challenge the world to produce its c, ;nl for 
-XfcMiorouglinesa. It isarevolation in cleansing 

"wnd healing power; it kills all germs which 
cause inflammation and discharges. 

All leading druggists keep Paxtine; priee.BOc. 
• box; if yours does not, send to us for it. Don't 
Cake a substitute — there is nothing like Paxliiut. 

TVriteforth* Free Box of Paxtine to-day, 
2, PAXTON CO., 6 Pope Bldg., Boston, Mas*. 

BEGGS' BLOOD PURIFIER 
CURES catarrh of the stomach_ 

bj)Rt$ WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS. TO 
M Bout Jk#jgh syrup, fjMfctea Good. Uie 

r « « * ■ ; 

To be a successful wife, to I 
retain the love aud admiration 
of her husband should be a 

woman’s constant study. If 
she would be all that she may, 
she must guard well against the 
signs of ill health. Mrs. Brown 
tells her story for the benefit of 
all wives and mothers. 

Dear Mrs. Pinkham : — Lydia E. 
Pinliliam’s Vegetable Compound 
will make every mother well, strong, 
hoalthy and happy. I dragged through 
nineyearsof miserable existence, worn 
out with pain and weariness. I then 
noticed a statement of a woman 
troubled as I was; and the wonderful 
results she had had from your Vege- 
table Compound, and decided to try 
what it would do for me, and used it for 
three months. At the end of that 
time, I was a different woman, the 
neighbors remarked it, and my hus- 
band fell in love with me all over 

again. It seemed like a new existence. 
I had been suffering with inflamma- 
tion and falling of the womb, but your 
medicine cured that, and built up my 
entire system, till I was indeed like a 
new woman. — Sincerely yours, Mrs. 
Chas. iE. Brown, 21 Cedar Terrace, Hot 
Springs, Ark., Vice President Mothers 
Club. — $6000 forfeit If original of abooe lotto 
proving genuineness cannot bo produced. 

The tree Homestead Lands ot 

pppEggSlWESTERN 

—LL**""/*. Millions of acres of magnificent Grain 
£$•39 ( and Grazing Lands to be had as a free 
ffir&ik'X’Sfi ifift, or *>y purchase from Railway 

Gom pantos. land Corporations, etc. 

-a... The Great Attractions 
Good Crops, dellirhtfal climate* 

"TV-" splendid school ayatesaa, perfect 
*• y' aoclul condition!, exceptional 

"r'L railway advantages, and wealth 
uud affluence acquired easily. 

V & Th« population of WK9TICKBI 
1 J&wkc. CAIVAmA increased 121.000 by Imrnt 

rration during the past year, over 60,001 
wlW7rt7 being Americans. 

ttFVar Write to the nearest authorized 
rrSaM Canadian Government Agent for Cana 

dlau Atlas and other information; ol 
% address BirpEIUNTENDENT IMHIGRAr 

^ J TiON, Ottawa .Canada. 
F. T. Holmes, 815. Jackson 8t., 8t. Paul, Mlna.:W. H. 
Ungers. Box 118. Watertown. Booth Dakota; W. V.Saa 
rett. 801 New York Life Building, Omohu, Neb. 

Wonderful. 
Chicago News: LaMontt—That man 

O’Paque has a wonderful memory. 
LaMoyne—Wonderful? Why, he can’t 

even remember the people who owe him 
money. 

LaMontt—That Is why I say It is 
wonderful!. 

LIGHT TEAM, harness, surrey and buggy 
for sale \cheap, or exchange for heavy 

team or cattle. J. Mulhall, 30&H Pierc, 
St., Sioux City, la. 

Newwed—I suffer from insomnia. I can’t 
sleep if there’s the least noise—such as If 
the baby cries, for Instance. 

Doctor—This powder will stop It. 
Ncwwed-How often do I take It? 
Doctor—You don’t take it. Give ft to 

the baby. 

We are never without a bottle of Piso’s 
Cure for Consumption In our bouse.— 
Mrs. E. M. Sw-syse, Wakita, Okbu. April 
17. 1001. 

As You Pass. 
Give the friend you meet a smile and 

a cherry word as you pass along. Un- 
less your troubles are urgent and you 
are looking to him for aid do not volun- 
teer a i'ecltal of your worries. He had 
troublee of his own. Talk on pleasant 
things. 

How Could He? 
Chicago Tribune—Do you mean tt 

say you .went and voted while In this 
disgraceful condition? 

Mr. Jagway—Y’ bet I .did, m’ dear. 
Voted ’er st-straight. too, 

Mrs. Jagvay—Voted straight! Huh! 
When you can t even walk straight! 

HOUR seven room houses, clear, at Elk 
Point. S. D, to exchange for a farm or 

stock of merchandise. J. Mulhall, 306!f 
Pierce St., Sltux City, la. 

Sown Topic*: Benson—Bought a saw 

nalli, eh ? Wht t are you going to do 
with it? 

JwiSon—Bring out a new breakfast 
food. 

PLOWING to let. J1.50 per acre. J. Mul- 
hall. :806!i Pierce St., Sioux City, la. 

•.sAnkAAAAnt... .\aaAAAAAa. 

Straighten Up : 

The main muscular supports of * 

body weaken and let go under ► 
► 

Backache I 
or Lumbago. To restore, strengthen ^ and straighten up. use 

I StJacobs Oil I 
4 ► 
4 Price 25c. end 50c. * 
4 > 

*_ 

IALL-BVT OPEN | 
ROSES1 

Being the Story of a Happy > 1 Decoration Day. i 

By MANDA L. CROCKER. > 

"Isn’t Genie going, too?” 
Vinnie Egerton, Aunt Helen's guest, 

paused to glance back over her pink 
shoulder knots at a neat figure in gray 
standing in the center of the room, as 
she asked the question. Her hostess 
pursed up her mouth mysteriously and 
whispered, “Oh, no!” looking straight 
at Miss Egerton. 

"Ah!” The half suppressed excla- 
mation of the curious Vinnie was met 
with a solemn shake of the head by 
Aunt Helen, and, together, they went 
down the steps. 

It was on the occasion of the first 
Decoration day, and all Clear Brook 
was out patriotically in honor of the 
brave departed. Bufc Miss Genie, the 
shy little southern girl, who lived with 
the Burnhams, shrank from taking part 
in the exercises. 

Miss Buffiington had come north at 
the close of the war to make her home 
with Aunt Helen; and no one knew 
better than she why the dark-eyed 
niece did not Join the flower-laden 
ranks in memory of the nation's dead. 

Then, this northern auntie knew of 
something else; a strange-Iooking 
mound—thut is, strange for a garden— 
hidden away in the farthest dorner be- 
hind the big syringa. 

Yet it was there, fashioned by Miss 
Genie's own hands, a memorial to the 
brave but mistaken lover who fell at 
Allatoonn. 

Although he had turned in misled 
duty from the stars and stripes to the 
palmetto, he had been royally loyal to 
her to the last; for had he not 
staunched his wounds with his coat of 
gray and kissed her picture as he faint- 
ly said; “Goodby, little sweetheart; It 
Is all over with me now!" 

And no one ever gave it a thought, 
either, why the girl was so partial to 
gray gowns trimmed with blue, and 
blue gowns trimmed with gray; tha.t is. 
no one but Aunt Helen. She had fig- 
ured It out after the unerring arith- 
metic of a woman’s heart, and under- 
stood. 

"Antony was wrong.” Miss Genie was 

wont to say. "but he was true as 

the heavens to what he deemed duty, 
and to me.” She always looked so 
pained when she said this, that one 
could almost see the shadow of car- 
nage on her face. 

But she had put away the “mistake," 
and, in honor of a once more united 
brotherhood under the old flag and th" 
memory of handsome Antony Packard, 
she habitually wore blues and grays. 

”1 heard what she said,” mused the 
neat figure in the middle of the sunny 
morning room; and two misty eyes 
looked wistfully' after the disappearing 
ladles. “Oh, yes; I heard, but auntie 
will keep my secret, I know.” 

A thankful confidence lighted up her 
countenance as she turned away to 
finish the dusting, for Miss Genie was 
a real Ebenezer in the Burnham home. 

By and by she put on a broad- 
brimmed hat, something after the style 
of sweet southern days and pleasant 
plantation custom, before there was a 

confederacy, and went out alone in the 
soft May weather. 

The spring had been tardy and the 
old-fashioned roses were still in great, 
sleepy buds, the last few kindly days 
of warmer airs not having been suffi- 
cient for their unfolding. 

But the plumy lilacs, white as milk, 
and purple as royal attire, were still in 
bloom; besides, there were oceans of 
pansies and violets. 

“The lilacs are like—conquering 
plumes,” she said dreamily, holding her 
flushed cheek close to their wealth of 
fragrance, “and the pansies have such 
innocent earnest faces"—looking down 
lovingly at them—"but the ail but open 
roses here are most suitable," and she 
kissed the dawning beauty of Sharon 
and the “great double white.” 

Gathering a basket to the overflowing 
of the “all-but-open" treasures and a 

sprinkling of pansies and taking a wide 
shallow dish and some water. Miss 
Genie timed her feet to an old south- 
ern melody of childhood days—his and 
hers—and marched slowly down the 
garden path. 

as she passed, and the bees droned In 
lower monotone as the lonely proces- 
sion of one made Its way to the corner 
shielded by the friendly syrtnga. 

“Of course, he Isn't here,” she said 
In tremulous tones, as she knelt to ar- 

range the offering, “but he Isn’t there 
either,’’ thinking of the cemetery where 
now the peole were assembling, “so my 
flowers are as appropriate in this place 
as—anywhere.” 

Pressing the dish into the earth, she 
filled it with water, and then arranged 
the bursting buds, so that they all 
might “lok heavenward,” bordering 
them with the other blossoms. 

"Pansies," site tnurmered softly, 
touching their surprised faces, “I leave 
you, dainty little soldiers, on picket 
duty. Keep off the enemy: these un- 

blown roses, nty sober little friends, 
are types of—of his life and—mine; 
full of beautiful possibilities, but 
broken off before the realization.” 

Then, bowing her head, she breathed 
a prayer that even the pansies did not 
hear. 

The afternoon shadows were length- 
ening on the lawn and Miss Buffing- 
ton sat on the steps, humming ''Ameri- 
ca," and mending wee Bobble’s flag. 
"The stwipes got ta.red from the stars, 
didn’t a’?” questioned the miniature 
soldier, leaning comfortably on his 
sedate cousin’s knee. 

"Yes, Bobble, the dear old flag has 
seen lots of trouble,” and her lips shut 

tightly over a sigh, as she fastened the 
last stitch uniting the "stwipes" to the 
stars again. 

”An' lots o’ wars an’ things?” 
"Yes, dear.” 
“An’ Decoration day corned ’en?" per- 

sisted Miss Genie's young relative, 
waving the mended flag thoughtfully. 

"Yes, Bobble.” 
"An' folks put posies on sojers' graves 

•cause thy’re solly?” 
"Yes, I think that Is one reason.” she 

answered, looking away over Bobbie’s 
head and seeing Aunt H'dlen coming 
through the shrubbery alone. 

"Are you solly, too, CoUsln Deena?" , 
and the blue eyes were lifted curiously. 

"Your mamma is coming, dear,” she 
replied evasively; and away went 
Bobble to meet his mother and pour 
a grist of questions into the maternal 
■ear. 

"Who did she march with? Did Miss 
Eddyton dlt lost ? Who carried the flag; 
and .who drummed the big drum? And, 
could he go next time if he glowed a 

‘whole Jot?" 
But (the maternal ear seemed seized 

with sudden deafness, for Mrs. Burn- 
ham marched light through the swarm 
of lnterjOTgatlves and almost over the 
Interrogator and, coming slowly up the 
steps, sankMnto a rocker, dusty, weary 
and warm.' Unloosing hex* bonnet 
strings, and fanning herself ^*Ith a 

magazine for' ..several minutes, Aunt 
Helen Anally said: "I came arouiixf.by 
the postofflce ana was lucky enough U> 
get the mall before they shut up. Here’# 
you Atlanta paper and the usual letter 
ttOBi Cousin Mab/’ and she t0S3ed Miss 

Genie's mall Into her lap; then she 
went out to the well to get a “rest up" 
drink. 

When she came back with a pitcher 
of water her niece thrust the open let- 
ter Into her hand without a word and, 
turning away quickly, went Into the 
parlor, locking the door after her. 

"Well, I never!” exclaimed Aunt 
Helen; “cousins dead, or some dread- 
ful thing has happened. I’m sure.” 

After rummaging the clock ahelf and 
work basket for her “near glasses," 
Mrs. Burnham finally found thorn on 

the table, “In plain sight.” 
•'Of course she wanted me to read it,' 

she said, settling herself In the rocker 
once more and unfolding the paper. 
And this letter—not Mab’*—met her as- 
tonished vision; 

"Eugenia, dearest: When I was car- 

ried off the battlefield I was supposed 
to be dying; but, after months of hob- 
nobbing with death. I recovered. 

"I have searched for you, Genie, until 
I knew not which way to turn next. 

Today I met vour cousin In Marietta 
and she gave me your address. 

"Is the old love warm and true, denr- 
est? If so. come to me to the deserted 
homestead and, together, we will build 
It up anew. You were so right In the 
matter of the war, Genie; I bless the 
dear old flag which waves over me to- 

day! 
"Believing you will come, I enelope 

a draft for your expenses, and will be 
watching for you. Your own Antony, 
still." 

Mrs. Burnham read the letter 
through, drawing- her breath In sharply 
at the close. "Can It be possible!” She 
exclaimed, half aloud; then ah# went 
to the parlor door and listened. 

But, hearing nothing, she said to her- 
self: "Fudge! she has sense enough to 
be glad alone, and I shan't disturb her. 
I will go and tel! Homer.” 

Ten minutes later Mrs. Burnham was 

reading the wonderful letter to her 
husband out among the all-but-open 
roses, where he had gone to prune off 
needless scions. And, together, they 
rejoiced for their niece. At tea time 
Miss Genie appeared looking "like Bhe 
had taken the sacrament,” Uncle Ho- 
mer thought. A beautiful serenity 
shone on her face ae she Bald to Aunt 
Helen across the table: 

“I shall start south In the morning, 
auntie.’’ 

Uncle Burnham got up and, putting 
his hand on the head of his niece, said, 
feelingly: “The Lord reward* the 
faithful, Eugenia. Tuke my blessing to 
your sunny southern home.” 

Then he went out under the' wistaria, 
lest they shoula see that a man like 
him "cried like a baby.” 

The next morning, before she bade 
Clear Brook goodby, Miss Bulhlngton 
tripped lightly down the garden path 
to the corner hidden by the syrlnga 
tree. 

And behold! the all-but-open roses 

were fully and beautifully blown; so 

much so, that the bright little faces on 

guard duty could scarcely catch a 

glimpse of the shining face above them. 

THE GETTYSBURG EAGLE 
This fine specimen of the American 

eagle was shot and killed on n part of 
the famous battlefield of Gettsburg on 

February 22, 18S7, hence the Inscription 
that is tied to his feet: "I Also Was 
Shot at Gettysburg.” The eagle, or 

rather his stuffed figure, occupies a po- 
sition of prominence In the picture 
framing store of C. V. Ashdown, on On- 
tario street, Cleveland. Mr. Ashdown 
has owned the eagle for the last ten 
years and has refused offers of large 
sums of money for it. Tho eagle meas- 
ures seven feet from tip to tip of the 
wings. The bronze figures of eagles 
on the Soldiers’ and Sailors' monument 
on the public square were modeled 
from It. During the national encamp- 
ment of the Grand Army at Cleveland 
the eagle was exhibited In n show win- 
dow, where it was continually sur- 
rounded by ever-changing groups of 
admiring veterans. 

Union Will Live Forever. 
With each annual recurrence of Me- 

morial day It appeals more and molt 

to all the people. Each year there are 

more who personally knew nothing of 
the bitterness of the war and who are, 
therefore, better able to appreciate the 
splendid courage of the men who took 
part In It on both Bids. Of the great 
armies of men who volunteered 111 de- 
fense of the flag only a few survivors 
are left. In the columns which march 
to the cemeteries this year to decorate 
the graves of the soldiers will be a 
smaller number of those who wore the 
blue than ever before. But the num- 
ber of those who “swell the chorus of 
the union" Is increasingly larger. And 
today more truly than ever before the 
flag of the union flouts over a reunited 
country. 
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The Of<t-y 
LIVING 

MER-MAN 

•Vifci'J I let 11 to LicUij 
I can stand this another hour; iny corns 
are just killing trie! 

I "1 

r ^ tm 
How It Happened. 

"How did you happen to marry sue) 
a homely woman 7 

"An flection bet.” 
* 

A- 

| SOCIETY WRECKED HER LIFE. 

In Society. 
A woman in society is obliged to keep 

late hours. She must attend receptions 
nml balls. She seldom allows herself a 

quiet evening at home. Her whole time 
is taken up in keeping engagements or 

entertaining in her own home. 
Her system becomes completely run 

down ns a consequence. She soon finds 
herself in a condition known as sys- 
temic catarrh. This has also been called 
catarrhal nervousness. 

If every society woman could know 
the value of I’eruna at such a time, if 
they could realize the invigorating, 
strengthening effect that Peruna would 
have, how much misery could be 
avoided. 

Letters from society women all over 
the United States testify to the fact that 
Peruna is the tonic for u run down, 
depleted nervous system. 

rired. Nervous, Aching, Trem- 
bling, Sleepless, Bloodless. 

Pe ru na. Renovates, Regulates* 
Restores. 

\ Pretty New York Woman’s 
Recovery the Talk of Her 

Numerous Friends. 

Mrs. J. E. Finn. 83 East High *tre«C 
Buffalo, N. Y., writes: 
Peruna Medicine Co., Columbus, Ohio. 

Gentlemen:—“A few years ag» 
I had to give up social life entirely, 
is my health was completely brokets 
iown. The doctor advised a com- 

blete rest for a year. As this wow 

7ut of the question for a time, / be- 
<ran to look for some other means iff 
restoring my health. 

“/ had often heard of Peruna aw 

in excellent ionic, so 1 bought a bot- 
’le to see what it would do for me, 
%nd it certainly took hold my 
system and rejuvenated me, and im 
'ess than two months l was im per- 
fect health, and now when J feed 
worn out or tired a dose or two of 
Peruna is all that 1 need.”—Mrs, 
f. E. Finn. 

Mrs. J. \V. Reynolds, Eiktom. Ohic* 
writes: 

“V owe my health and life to Peruna. 
We rarely call in a physician, in fact It 
ms been years since I have take® any 
jther medicine than yours. I am afraid 
jf drugs, and although I have bees »Vk 
many times I have taken only yonr 
medicines. They are wonderful lad-red. 
We have n very large house and enter- 
tain a great deal, and I do all my 
work, ilmnks to Peruna.”—Mrs, J. \V» 
Reynolds. 

Free Treatment for Womtm. 

Any woman wishing to be pieced am 
he list of Dr. Hartman’s patient* far 
free home treatment and advice should 
immediately send name and symptoms* 
.tnration of disease and treatment 
tlreadv tried. Directions for the first 
month’s treatment will be promptly 
mailed free of charge. No free ntrdctin* 
will be supplied by the doctor, but aft 
accessary directions will bo furnished. 

Read what the above ladies baTe tar 
?ny of Peruua as a cure for these cnsca. 

Address Dr. Hartman, President c< 
Phe Hartman Sanitarium, ColumbuSt 
Ohio. 

THE MAN BEHIND THE GUN 
Is our name for the patent Separating | 
Grate and Check Plate in the famous j 
RED RIVER SPECIAL THRESHER. 

It has the BIS Cylinder, with lots of 
concave and open grate service. 

It has the Man Behind the Gun, that 
does most of the separating right at 
the cylinder. 

Besides these, it has all the separat- 
ing capacity of other machines. 

The average old-style small cylinder 
thresher wastes enough grain and 
time to pay your thresh bill. 

Why not save the grain ordinarily 
put into the straw stack? Why not 
save the time which the ordinary 
threshing outfit wastes for you. 

This can be done by employing the 
RED RIVER SPECIAL. 

It runs right along, saving your 
grain and saving time, regardless of 
conditions. 

As the modern self-binder is ahead 
of the old reaper of forty years ago. so- 
is the Big Cylinder and Man Behind 
tile Gun ahead of the small cylinder 
old-style thresher. 

The old-jstyle thresher with its small 
cylinder and limited separatingcapao- 
ity, has stood for years without nrada 
improvement. 

The RED RIVER SPECIAL is the 
crowning improvement in threshing; 
machinery. 

It Is built for modern, up-to-date 
work; to thresh well: to thresh fast; 
to save time and grain and money for 
the thresherman and farmer. It doen 
it. There are reasons why. Send for 
our new book on threshing, it given, 
them and it is free. 

The RED RIVER SPECIAL is the mrir 
machine that has the Man Behind IBs 
Gun, and it will save enough e*t a. 
grain and time to pay your thresh bdlL. 

NICHOLS & SHEPARD CO., 
Builders of Threshers and Engines. Battle Creek, Mich, 

60 YEARS IK BUSINESS. BRANCH HOUSES AND AGENTS EVERYWHERE 

Luncheons 1 
Libby’s Natural Flavor Foods are U. Sw J * 

Government inspected, perfectly packed ■ ► 

canned foods, and are ready to serve at 
a moment’s notice. ] J 

Bia 
Sausage, Ham Loaf, Boneless Chicken, Ox Tongecs;; 

iy Tempting luncheon Meat*. Ask You. Grocer Sat n— • ► 

for our booklet “How to Make Good Thing* to Eat.’* i 

r, McNeill & Libby, Chicago j £ 

SPLENDID opportunity for energetic per- SIOUX CITY P*T*G CO., 1,035—22, 1904L. 
son, who hus $500 to invest in legitimate, FOR SALE—Chautauqua hand com- pia*rjt~ 

prolit sharing business; can clear from ers; all metal; the best there are; gnatuP* 
$250 upwards per month. For particulars anteed. Every corn grower needs urn? cur 
call or write Hammond & Harmount, Bel- more. Special price of 76 cent* Address 
videre. 111. Tribune Co., Sioux City. la. 


