GIRL WHO REPEATS:
UNKIND REMARKS 1S
REALLY MALICIOUS

“] Think Ydu Ought to
}\now Is Usual Ex-
" cuse Offered.

WHIC’H is the worst, the “omwl
or man who originates the lit-
te whisper of malico agalnst anotber, |
or the tale bearer, who, preceding It
by those words I ‘think you ought w!
Xnow,” repeats it ‘to the other wo-
man, bringing bitterness and a tragle
and impotent wrath agalnst all cou.

cerned into her heart?

The originator, you say? In som
respects, yes, but it i{s more often
malice than friendship that causes. it
to be repeatéd to the person cou-
corned, and therefore it would seem
as it they stood equally to blame. * l

They are llke stinging nettles along
the path of life, those whispered ln-}
muendoes, and their sting growe with
every telling. ; Grows while the lmlp»'
less vietim swhithes and broods over |
the remark ang tries to imagine some'
method of vengeance. B

Rea} friendships ‘and real love have
been Wrecked' by the repeating of un-!
kind remarks, ‘with perbaps a new in-

1

& 0

flection that  eglarges upon  their'
meaning, and ‘one cau only Cry With
Shakespeare, “Heaven’ dexend us from
a tale-beoring. woman.’ |

A patbelic lfostance of such a case
bas revealed juseifin a lewter which
has just reached me asking for ad- \
vice as to hdW a girl may heal the'
breach that has opened between hEl‘
and a wan {riend because of unkind
remarke repeated to her. |

“1 know I should Dot have believed
that he ;ald aoything 2gainst me"
she says. “So I suppose I am tc
blame for being (oo hasty; but 1 was!
Durt, terribly hurt, to think that he
would laugh, at anything 1 dig wlth|
another girl. She was a friend of
mine, and she came and told me, be-|
.cause she sald I was foolish to be
50 nice to him wlhen be Sneered at|
my ways behind gy back. S

“Oh; I canpot tell you how that
stung. 1 crled and cried, and then|
my pride; arose and 1 determined to
simply drep him altogether. 1 did so,

and, what is more, I refused to an-,
swer his letters or pay attentivn ¢
him. ol

1

“That was six weeks ago. Since
then my anger has had time to heal;

1 miss his calls and the fun we used,
to have together, and I hali way be-!
Heve that the gifl may have exaz-|
gerated, for ‘she has told me several
more things: lately that people n.ne
Bald, that while more or less true’
dida’t stick close to thelr real mean
ing.

“What shall I do? If he really said

. the things, I don't want to know him,
If he didn't say. them | want to make |
up, but—and this I can’t help focling '
—don't you think that the girl should
have kevt it to herself?” '

Of course .she shoutd have ke
to herself if: there really was any-|
thing. All women will agree on that |
and most of .bs, I think, will feal that’
the friend to drop Is not the one sup-'
posed to have sald the unkind things,
but the girl*who repeated them, and
the best thing to do is to write to him
frankly telling him  just  what she
heard.

If some ohe sars something pleas.
ant about o friend tell them; évery !
Mttle compliment and kindly word
makes life, brighter and happier, but
it some ofe.says an unkind thing

|
I

eliminate it ‘from your mind, déter. .-

mine to do your best not to let the'
words go any farther.

DAY CLEANING EASILY -
DOKE 1N THE HOME

/When vefy fire frocks and walets
cannot be washed the cleaner becomes
rathe- p bygbear, for every. °¥lsit

. means; an expenditure of dollars;

Saus(ac.ory dry cleaning, howerver,
may be done at home wlith: little
trouble, To'each quart of flour used

;1o the process allow a heaping’ table-
spoonful of salt. Sift together twice
and spread o broad pans.

8ot the pans in the open oven untl}
the flour is warm enough that the
haod may be put in aud be comfort-
able, Then turn Into a deep pan large
enough to contain the article and rub
every part zenuy and thoroughly be-
tween the nngers

This Gond, throw awa.y the grimy
flour and cover thir stuff ;with cleap
flour without salf Throw a cloth
over all ‘and lead thus for twenty-
tour hours and then shake and ‘brush
out the flour.

Sluﬂs clorned lethout washing re-
main clean longer than when washed,
and if well 'done the effect {a enurely
uuslscton.

For Hard Leather

‘When finq leather becomes hard and d

crackly from some cause,
’nmhlng better Yor than aaz appli:

of neat's-fost o’ “Apply With
s clnth witng b the ofl and rub in
thoroughly, . but do not gat enough o

there s

“'the *ncrease, the results are appalling. :

FIELD MICE.

In the District of Zabern—1,570,000
Were Caught in 14 Days.

Dr. A, E. Brehm states concerning
the field mice of Germany that in
1§22 in the district of Zabern 1570.. |
000 were caught in fourteen dms-!
During the same time in the distrlet
of Nidda 590,427 were caught, and in
that of Ptzmach 271,941. In the au-
tumn of 1$36 thero were so many
voles in one district between Erfurt
and Gotha that about 12,000 acreg of
1and -had to be reploughed because of
the destruction of the first crop. On
a single large estate near Breslau 200,-

1 000 were caught within seven weeks

and sold to a Breslau fertillzer fac-
tory at a ptennig (nearly one-fourth
cent) per dozen. Some of the vole
catchers caught 1,400 to 1,500 per day.
t In the summer of 1861 in the neigh.
borbood of Alsheim, in Rhenish
Hesse, 409,523 were caught. The lo-
cal authorities pnld about $1,000 for

Louls Figuler, the French natural
ist, writing of the same species, says
that the female glves birth, to {rom
eight to twelve little ones three or
four times a year and the multiplica
tion s so rapid at times that “whole
districts have been reduced to destl.
tutfon by this scourge. In 1816 aud
1817 the one department of Vendee,
experienced a loss estimated at near
1y $600,000, caused entlrely, by these
animals.”

The common meadow mouse of the
United States is one of the most pro-
lific of our species. Estimating the
normal increase at six young. with '
four litters in a season, and assum-
fng that there were no checks upon

A single palr and their progeny In
five seasons would amount to nearly
1,000,000 Individuals. This  caleula-
tion s under the mark, since it is
based on the assumption that the
young do not breed untll about a
year old. The animals, however, ma_
ture very rapidly, and the spring
young undoubtedly breed in the fall
of the same year.

AGCIDENT FAKERS.

—_—
| Insurance Companies Are Suspicious of
all Injuries to the Knee.

“Accident Insurance companjes are
very susplclous of all accideats in-
volvlng injury to the knee, for it Is
on his kned that the accident faker
malnly relies.”

The speaker,
and went on:

“There are men who make a liv-
ing out of fake accidents. They trav-
el from city to city; they insure In
every company that issues accident
policles; then, with a fake injury,
tney proceed to collect dues.

“An accident faker—for so we call
these men—has usually a knee that
he can slip out at will. He purposely
stumbles over am open trap or some
hard, sharp obstacle, puts his knee
out deftly, raises a big holler so as
to secure @ lot of witnesses and then
hobbles home.

“He doesn't notify hls {insurance
companles till the next day. By then
his knee is so swollen that an accur.
ate examination of it s Impossible.
We cannot tell whether it is one of
those fake self_slipping koees or not.
So we pay the man his money and he
seeks new pastures,
+There was one man—he is in fall
ndw—who in nine years collected ov.
er $11,000 In accldent policles with the
help of a knee that he cnuld slip out
as easlly as I sllp my hand out of my
glove.”

a surgeon, frowned

. Owen
W ilson

The St. Louis Cards are shaping up
‘the_best-looking outﬁeld seen on that
club for several yea
Wilson and Lze M:gce, with Ted Ca-
Jther or some recruit, pusnbly Miller, will
‘be the fly chasers. Wilson was in_the
tnde that also brought ]N‘_k Miller, But.
Robinson and Dolan from' iRitts-
burgh and has practically made the St
Louis team.
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A Woménfs
Fib

It-began in the usual way-—strictly
accordlug to Plato. And ‘the Loy
Cupid, chuckled to himself as he
watched the two, and tlghtened the
strings of hls bow.

At first things fell out exactly 15
Cupid had expected, and. one fine d
the man told the girl that he lo\ed
her, and asked her to be(-ome his
wite.

As the girl llstcuerl n ghd light
came futo her eyes. Then she looked
at, him searchingly, nnd ller face
clouded over.

“Are you quite sure?” she asked

5 But he only laughed; and kissed
her.

“I would rather we kepl this to our-
selves for a little “'hlle, she told
bim presently, when ba spoke of a
“}—~1 want to be

formal engagement.
quite, quite certaln.
»“Certain of what?" he asked.
"Of you, Dick," she replied.
be angry with me, dear, I can't belp
jt. It seems such a wonderful thing
that you should love me:after all. Do
you remember what you used to say?"

“I was a fool.”

“But do you remember?”

“I haven't said It for. @ long time,
have 17"

“You used to say, Dick, that I was
elf for men to
fall in love with me. I dldn't know
what you meant at first, until sou exs
plained.”

“Never mind that nuw

“But 1 do mind. 1 can't help think-
ing about it. 1 have an !de:\“hul rou
were right.

“No, 1 wasn't, \hdgc
out my mistake.” ‘

“You said I, was too free, too inde-
pendent to win men's love, that men
only loved the helpless, ¢linging wom-
en—the women Wwho needed protec-
tors.

“Why do you want to rememher all
the"idlotlc things I've sald to you?"

“Because 1 belleved (them to be
true once, and I think—perhaps—they
are true still. You told-me I was sO
strong and self-reliant--the sort of
girl to make a chum of, not a wife.
And you made a chum’of me, Dick.
Are you sure you want fhe wife?”

Her frank gray eyes; met his -
fiinchingly. :

He drew her toward hlm with sud-
den passion.

“I love you,” was all he sald.
for a time, she was content.

Then there came a day on which a
shadow seemed to fall letween them,
and doubt grew strong again.

“You are worrying over something.”
she said, '\nd he made no reply.

“Tell me,” she pleaded, but stili he
was silent.

“Do you know you Havert kissed
me once to-day?” she coutinued, her
eyes fixéd upon his troubled face.

“Forglve me,"” he stammered, awk-
wardly trying to take her hands.

She shook her head, and gently re-
leased herself. i

“I want to talk to )nu " she said.
“I am golng to tell you what is on
your mind. I know

I've found

“And,

“Madge, you don't know. You can’t
know. It's nothing." ! !
“Don’t be untruthful, Dick. You

used to credit me with snme intelli-
gence when—when we were only
chums. Do you think I can't guess
what s troubling you?, You're mis-
erable, Dick, as miserahle as it’s pos-
sible for any man to be, and 1 know
why. IU's becavse you mnt make up
your mind—ubou(—nhom me."

“What do you mean?* he asked,
turning away his head. ' i
“You can't make up your. mind

whether you are in love with me or
not. There! Now I've'sald It. Isn't
it true?” '

Her voice never faltered. Her calm
eyes seemed to read his every
thought,

“Don’t be afrald,” she sald. “It is
better to be quite frank—kinder to me.
That day you asked me to be your
wite, you were catried away by a sud-
den foolish impulse. I suspected it
all along. I had no right to take you
at your word; Dick, we must be chums
again.”

“For Heaven'’s sske, Madge, don‘t
talk like that!” he crled. “You don’t
know what you're saying. You wrong
me, Indeed you do. T have you, I ad-
mire you more than any other woman
1 know. You're too good for me, bat,
you've promised to marry me, and I'm
the proudest fellow In the world. I'll
try to be worthy of you, dear.

“It fsn't a questfon of belng worthy
or unworthy,” she replled, gently. “It's
a question of love, Dick. I think I uz-
derstand you. You're fond; of me, I
know that, but you don't love me in

the.way that you feel 4 man ought to.

love the woman he is golng to mar-

"An)' man who {en't a senseless
brute ought to love you.”

“Well, we'll grant that, for the suke
of argument. |

“You're clever and: gond Madge,
and uncommonly pretty; )ml Te every-
thing a woman ought to be.”

“But—don't be afrald ta say it
Dick—I'm not the right woman for
you. 1 know. I undgrstand.”

“Madge, you don't underatand, yeu
can't understand. 1 don’t understand
myseld. It's my cursed nature, I think.
I'm not capable o 1ovln5 you or ny
woman.” |

“You say that, now, because the
woman hasn't come yet” '

“She never will!" he crled. “You're
.the only gir] I ever cared for, 'and
ver shill care for.’ I'm siifg of that.
It's the only thing I seem tb be dure
of,” he ended, miserably.
! “Listen to me, Dick,

{

she replied

“Don’t

| semething glls’!ened in her eyes.

in her quiet volce. “T understand sou!

better than you understand yourself.|*

You remelnber my telling you. once
that, years ago, I was engaged to be
married? Well, I went through then
just what you're golng through now.
1 know the feeling, Dick, the blank,
wiserable feellng of disappointment!
at every kiss, évery endearment, the
fecling that sométhing Is wrong, that
this Is ot the love you had dreamed|
of, the agonizing doubts, the self-res
proaches. | Oh, Dick, Dick, I know it
all!™

With a\l!u]e strangled sob she hm
her face between her hands, and the
man who lwnu:hed her dered not as!
the questlon that trembled on his lips.

The glrl hnd always been so calm,
50 self-controlled. He had never scen

her like lhls before. What did lt
mean? i

“I'm albrute, Madge he anld‘
clumslly.

She ralsed ber face to hls with a
sudden, quick smile.

He loKed at her anxiously, and
heaved a slgh of relief.

She hasn't.been crying at all, then!|
Thank God!

The girl gave a tittle laugh.

She could read him like a book. |

“You see, I'm not taking it to heart
so very inuch, after all” she sald\
and, in his embarrassment, he did not]

hear the false ripg In ber volce. "L
felt unset fust now," she continued,
burrledly, “because 1 remembered so
vividly what I suffered -at the time l‘
told you of, and it humillated me to
think that 1 lm‘c made you suffer fo
the same way."

“But you're -wrong, quite \\rong,
Madge.' to compare your case “llh‘
mine. It's not the same thing at all.
That fellow you speak of turnéd out
to be @ scoundrel. No wonder you
couldn’t love him. But you—you are
the sweetest, prettiest creature oz
earth, and the man who can't make a
fool of himself for your sake, ought ta
be shot.”

She langhcd again.

“fi's’ nice of ¥ou to feel like lhaly
Dick.” she .30id;  “But there's rea)ly
no reason why you should call your-
gelt all sorts of hard names simply
because you haven't succeeded fn fall-
ing hllndly and despe‘lely in lovi
with me.”

For a moment there was sflence
‘between them.

Suddenly a dark flush rase to hi

?

“Don't think ‘me a conceited fool,
little girl,” he satd, awkwardly, “bul
you told me just now of the doubd
that used to torment you while you
vere engaged to :that—other man.
You didn’t say anything about any
doubts when I—when you—had prom-
ised to be my wife. Doesn't thal
mean that--that you care?”

e was not looking at ker, and hi
did not see how white she had
grown,

“Dear old boy,” she said, coming u
behind him, and cing her hand soff-
1¥ upon bis shoulder. *I do care for
you, well enough to have married you
if you had wanted it. But I—I'm not
the sort of girl ta fret am‘l pine DG-
cause [ can’t marrs you.”

The hand upon his shoulder trem-
bled just a little.

“Madge!" he cried, lmpulshe]v
“Give me another chance! Forget
what has passed between us to- dny,
and be my wife, I was mad to let
you talk as I did just now. It [smjt
true. I love you, dear, as well as it
in me. to love any woman. Upon my
bonor I beileve that. 1 would try to
make you bappy. Take me back,
Madge. Give me another chance!

For a slogle instant the girl hesi-
tated. . |
“It eat't be,” firmly. “Yuu
are good and kind, Dick; and perhaps
you mean what you say just now, \n'u
may think, for the moment, that you
love me. 1 tell you, it isn't love, it's
only puy You're sorry for me, be-
cause’ you think 1 shall be unbappy.
Old ftriend, you're mistaken. Dont
be sofry, for me; there’s no need. Im
not like other girls. You have sald S0
yourself, often and often. 1 don't
want a protector, or o busband. [ only
want a chum. chk, we'll be chums
again!” ! !
ou ‘can't mean it," he sald, un-
‘after the way I've béhaved
you, you must desplse me. Things
can never be quite the same agaln.”

“Things shall be the same again!®
she crled. “Why not? Until—until

“Until what?" he asked.

“Until the right woman comes!™ she
replied. - :

easil.

Lo . e ey
Neerly a year had passed since the
day’ on jwhich Dick and Madge had
agreed to be chums again.
At'odd intervals, moments of.sud-
den rpniorse or exultation, Dick would
implcre‘u:e glrl' to accept the loye
e had to give her, and become hls
wl(e.
“I W
woman
Madge”
painful
you 8 f

ar to you there's not another
in the world I care for,
he would assure her wl
parnestness. “If my love for
nly a poor, weak sort of thing,
and not! the love I used to think a
hope ‘would comé to.me, it's becau
I'm & callous brute, tncapable of that
sort of [splendld! feeliny. You're far
too good for me, Madge, I know, biit
—but won't you take pity on me?”|

“Wait, only wait,” she told il
“1 shall not marry you, Dick,. &
some day you will thank me for
Remember we are only chums, &
you are| free.”

“I'dop’t want to be free,” he cried.
“Even though you won't mArry me,
I shall Always fael bound to you. N
other woman can ever tike ¥o
place” '

~1:am glad,

m.
d
t.
d

she sald, softly &

The hext moment-she would ha
given worlds to recall the simyp
words. | Ho had | caught her bands
his and Was starisg at her with
troubled Iook.

"Pm?lt' Uttle girl!” he whispere

t
|

! jspaln that was in ber Heart.

“What a brute I am. What & brute"
Do you care as much as all that?”

“T eare for your frlendsbip, Dic
she safd, in her ordlnary calm,
voice. “I meant nothing more.
quite content.”

“Then, one day, she saw a change 1\1
Dick. It was bonnd to ‘come. She!
had told herself 5o'again and again.|
Yet o her heart of henn.s she bad not
(believed it.

“So that is the ‘rlght woman for
Dick. 8he can bring the look to hia
eyes that I have watched and walted
for in valn. She, that poor, empty,
foolish little creature has the power—
bah, what a wretch 1 am! What right
have I to judge her? I am unjust,
blinded by—oh, Gad, not that--not
that! Have I fallen so lox? Do I
grudge him to her—J, who never real-
Iy had his Jove?”

And she stood afar off and watch-
ed the two together, and walted for
Dick to tell her, ‘

“He 1s afraid,” she told hersel, |
with 2 bitter smile. “He remembers
what he swore to me.. I must help
him."

“Dick,” she sald, abruptly, at thelr
next meeting, “there’s something on
your mind, and you've got to tell me
what it 5. Years ago you made me
your 'Mother Confessor,’ and I've beld
the office ever since. Come, Dick,
out with it! What is {2

“It’s nothing at all. I've got nothing
to confess, little girl. How did you
get that idea into your head?”

Iam

“I don't know. It'came, Dick, that's
all."

There was a Dause.

"Madge,” he asked, presently,

“you're sure you'rs quite happy?”
“What do yon mean? Nobody f8
quite happy, I suppose.” ¢
“I mean, are you quite contented
with this sort of thing? With our—
our friendship, you [knaw.
The girl laughed gayl:
“Ot course I ami Ha

ven't I told

you so, over and aver again?”
“and yet—l don't know—some
times 1 think—"

"You think I'm vedrning for matrl.
mony?” she retorted flippantly. “What
a dear, conceited. stupid old thing
you are! I've quite got over that lit-
tle weakness, Dick. I don't want to
marry you, really. T'm fond of you,
of course, but then you're fond of
me, too—at least you always pretend-
ed you were, and yet, you den’t want
to marry me. Why should that sort
of teeliug be possible for you and not
for me, Dick? Perhaps—gerbaps I'm
wiser now tkan I uzﬁ a few months
ago. Perhaps I're fouzd out my mis-
ake.” !

“What do you mean] Madge?”

The light of an umspoken hope
flashed for a moment |n his eres.

The girl saw ft, and something
leaped, up in her throaf.

“Dick,” she said, |almost-in a
whisper, “you dibcoyered. months
8go, that 1 was not the right woman
for you. Perhapssperhaps I've dis-

covered that youiare

man for me” !
Agaln that glad fllgy

eyes, and the girl grey

not the right

t shone in his
sick with the

ou're pleased 'to |hear me say
she cried, and Wild, fll-consid-
Hps. With a
od the tempta-

that!
ered words rose to! he;
fierce effort she conque
tion to speak them:

“You have something more to Iell

me,” said her companion, eagerly. *T
can see it In your fdc¢. 1 can guess
what §t 1s!"

“welil”

“That the righ
you?”

“And the right’
Dick?”

' “Madge, how dld»)n\ know 2"

“1 only guessed. Perhaps a fellmv
feeling, Dick. Does she know

“Good Heavens, no! haveu‘l dared
to own it, even to myself. You'l
laugh at me. and I: degerve it, for be-
ing a presumptuous idiot, but—I can
say [t now without offeading you—I—I
though you still cared| for me, not—
not as & pal only, bu
way, and so—"

“And so you de
flce the most precis
for the sake of &
feeling on my part|to fhich 1 had no
earthly right. Oh, Dick,
stupld, what an awful mistake you
might have made. And [she—she cares
for you, doesn't she?™

He flushed like 3 .

“fve no right to say that,” he re-
plied. “I've gever spoken 1o her
about it. [ was ashanjed. because of
—of what I had said o you."

“Go to her at once, Dick, and say—
all you ever sald {to me, and much
more that I could neNer teach you.
Go, Dick. I know| what ber answer
will be.”

“And you, Madg
the right man, you

“Dick, I can’t t

“It's a secret; Ul

“Well—res—a s
gry with me for
isn't possible. We
marty for a long ti
it best to say n

ap has come to

wgmao to you,

us [thing on earth
sickly sentlmental

e? | What of him;
w2

ou."

en’"
Don't be an-
elling you. It
n't be able to
ne; and so we think
thigg about it at

present.”
“You mlight, at leas|, tell me this,
Madge: Do Iknow hij?”

“No, Dick. You see [ only met him
a month ago, while up in Saratoga,
you know. He—he has to go to Ore-
gon, and won't be Hack|for five years.”
“Poor little girl) 'm sorry.”
“Tion't be sorry) tof me, Dick. I
don't mind waiting.”

“But five years! Why, it"s a life-

time! Fancy walting flve years for——
for—"
“Go, Dick, go..|Thefe’s no reason

why you should wait,
to her, and good lfick
When he had gone
1y, and walked across te
“Liar!” ghe sald to
that stared at’ heér| thr
“Liar! It's an ngly kL
1t. And yet—a el—

anyhow. Go
o you!”

ghe rose slow-
the mirror.
fhe white face
ugh the glass.
ord. I loathe
t made things

in the other |Foy

ermilned to sacri: |}

you old |9

0 FAR WAHNING .

One That Slwuld Be Heeded By
Everyene.,

rrequenUy the first sign pf kidney
trouble is a slight ache or pain in the
iloins, Neglect of this warning makes
e “ay easy for more Serious troubles

—dropsy, gravel, Bright's disease.
‘Tis well to pay attention ta the first
sign. Weak kidneys generally grow
weaker and delay is often dangerous.
Residents of this locality place reli-
ance in Dean’s Kidney Pills. This
tested remady has been used in K-
ney trouble over 30 \ea is recom-
mended al lover the civilized world. <
Read the following:

Mrs. William Nixon, 1020 River
Road, St. Clair, Mich,, says: “I ofen
had pains through my b and kid-#

neys and iwhenever I lifted, sharp
twinges darted through the small of
my back. At times I was dizzy and
nervous and had headaches, too. My
kidneys were out of order. Doan’s
Kidney Pills had been used in my
famly with such good results that I
taok them. They soon cured me, and
I haven’t hi¥i any trouble since.”

Price 50¢, at all dealers. Don't sim-
ply ask for n kidney remedy—get
Doan's Kidney Pills—the same that
Mrs. Nixon had. Foster-. \Illburn Co,,
Props., Buffzlo, N. Y.—Ad:

GO ON THE STAGE

Will tell you how. Write for descrip-
tive circular, It’s free.
ARCA \DE THE. \TRE, Toledo, O.

TRADE MARKS
|DESIGNS, COPYRIGHTS Efc-

| OWEN; OWEN & CRAMPTON

| 92292 Nicholas Bldg. Both Phonu

Buckeye Pamts
and Varnishes

e the Home Beautiful

Madein Taleds ===

Sold by all Deslera,

DAISYE

placed aarabors,
stiract il

1Y KILLER

num.n OMESS. 350 DeExlb Ave.. Broctlya, X, Y.

HOL.‘:’I’E[N CATILE

In the mext 30 days. I wli offer for
asle 200 Mead of high-grade Holsteln
heifers running in age {rom one to
three vears old, a number of them
surlm:lm:‘h:\g fo freshen now, well
ed, and in

daition

WHI also
Flrst drafi
Wit

i JAMES DORSE
Gliher <

-m
I_

grada snoking ore than
half a ceotury and “"Wild Pml’P:ou.

bext effort. 1t 1 Uniom Made
foil

paekages. ten ceot
ewﬁn‘m

packags.
Jnn.JJmmy & Co.,Detrolt, Wieh.

&S

easier—for him."-GRETE HAHN.

A~

25252



