
' The Ms Stanford stock farm at Palo
'Alto, Cal.. Is now arranged on n basis
.where is can be run almost forever,
Utae entire revenue going to the univer-
sity. At the time of Senator Stan-
ford's death there were 1403 horses >n
the farm. That number has been sys-

tematically reduced till now there are

but 300 horses.

Tltrre 1« il flam of People
Who arc injured by the use of coffee. Recently
there lias been placed in all the grocery stores
? new preparation called Gbain-O, made of

?nre grains, tliat takes the place of coffee.
he most delicate stomach receives it without

distress, and but few can tellitfrom coffee. It
does not cost over Vas much. Children may
drink it with great benefit. 15 cts. and 25 cts.
per package. Try it. Ask for GHMN-O.

Statistics which have been collected
In Wisconsin show thp average cost of
raising wheat to be tlfty-four cents a

bushel and tlic cost of corn twenty-sev-
en cents. In both cases there are in-

cluded interest on the value of the
land, with the cost of implements and
horses added in.

Try Cirniii-O ! Try Oraln-O!
Ask your grocer to-day to show von a pack-

«gc of Gbain-O. the new food drink that takes
the place of coffee. The children tnav drink it
without injury as well as tlieadult. Ailwho try
it, like it. Ghain-O ban that rich seal brown
of Moclia or Java, but it is made from pure
grains, and the most delicate stomach receives
it without distress. the price of coffee.
15 and 25c. per package. Hold by all grocers.

When there is company for dinner,
a woman regards it as a feature of
hospitality to scold her husband for

forgetting to give one guest gravy,

and not insisting that another guest

take beans.

I.ane'i Family Medicine
Moves the, bowels each day. In order to
be healthy this is necessary. Acts gently on
the liver and kidneys. Cures sick headache.
Trice 25 and 50 cents.

Hartford's new steam patrol wagon,
which cost $12500, weighs 3000 pounds
and is operated at an expense of two

and a half cents per mile. It is of
twelve horse power, and runs from
fifteen to twenty miles ail hour.

('»118:111111; I.end* fo Co iim.iiipi i«i11.

Kemp's Balsam willstop the cough at once
Goto your druggist to-day and get a sample
bottle free. Sold ill '25 and 50 cent bottles.
Go at once, delays are dangerous.

AVliiie the established belt adapted
to the cultivation of the prune ex-

tends I'rom the State of Washington
to Arizona, by far the larger percent-
age of the product is yielded by Cali-
fornia.

WHAT IS OVARITIS?
A dull, throbbing pain, accompanied

by a sense of tenderness and heat low
down in the side, with an occasional
shooting pain, indicates inflammation.

On examination it will be found that
the region of pain shows some swell-
ing. This is the first stage of ovaritis,
inflammation of the ovary. If the roof
of your house leaks, my sister, you have
it fixed at onee ; why not pay the same
respect to your own body ?

You need not. you ought not to let
yourself go, when one of your own sex
holds out the helping hand to you, and
will advise you without money, and
without price. Write to Mrs. Pinkham,
Lynn, .Mass., and tell her allyour symp-

I Mus. AXXII AstoX.

toms. Her experience in treating fe-
male ills is greater than any other
living person. Following is a letter
from a woman who is thankful for
avoiding a terrible operation.

" 1 was suffering to such an extent

from ovarian trouble that my physi-
cian thought an operation would be
necessary.

"Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound having been recommended to
me, 1 decided to try it. After using
several bottles I found that I was
cured. My entire system was toned
up, and 1 suffered no more with my
ovaries."?Miis. Anna Aston, Troy, Mo.
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"Hello, Mr. Writer-man."
"Hello, editor."
"What have you got for us today?"
"My opinion in the case."
"What case?"

*

"Don't you remember? The other
day you said you had received a story

that was so bad that it was good, and
that you were half inclined to print
It as a sample of the stuff you receive
daily and are actually expected to pub-

lish. You asked me what I thought of
the scheme

" The writer-man
paused.

"Well?" interrogatively.
"Well, I've embodied my opinion in a

?tory. Here it is." 1
The red-faced man with the yellow

mustache and blue eyes put a tanned I
hand into an inner pocket, drew out a
manuscript and handed it to the ele- i
gantly groomed Harvard man at the
desk.

"Read it,"he said. 1
Mansfield settled himself comfort- I

ably and read ?

"The Story of a Love Story."

Once upon a time there was a bril-
liant editor of a famous magazine;

there was also a writer-man whom the -
editor liked and whose stories he i
hated to reject; but the safety of the

magazine demanded it. It happened

one day that the editor was sore per-

plexed about a matter, and he called
the writer-man into help him out.

"Briggs," said he,"l have a story i
that is so bad that it is good. It is a
splendid specimen of the 'rot' that is
sent us. I want to use it as a sample

of the sort of thing we get?of the
drivel we are expected to publish? '
it's a love story."

"Has it no uplifting cynicism to re-

deem it?" asked Briggs satirically.
"No, it's sheer flubdub, balderdash,

food for fools."
"Who wrote it? Some foolish old

woman, I suppose."

The editor knitted his brows.

"No,"' he replied; "a young woman

wrote it?a school teacher."
"Young, beautiful and a school

teacher," repeated Briggs. "Let me see
the story. Ah, it has two good traits ?

it's beautifully typewritten and it

smells of roses." After a few minutes

he handed the story back with a weary
Bmiie. He pondered a moment, then
his face brightened.

"How do you know she's young?" he
asked. The editor unlocked a private

drawer.
"She wrote me a short letter giving

a sketch of her life, and telling me

how she came to write the story. I

wish the letter were longer?l'd pub-

lish it instead of the other. It's in-
tensely interesting. It seems she has
suffered the same as the rest of us.

She also sent her photograph; here it

it. Imagine that face associated with
euch rot. It seems a sacrilege."

"Horrible," commented Briggs sol-
emnly.

"She lives in B?ville, Texas," con-

tinued the editor.
"How shall you arrange with her?"

asked Briggs. "You must, of course,
give your reason for publishing the
story. I shouldn't feel greatly flattered
if you were to use any of mv stuff for
such a scheme as that. It' 3 brutal."

"I know it is. But there is such
fierce competition between us editors
that we must employ eccentric
methods when we fail of original."

"You must even descend to the
breaking of a girl's heart," said Briggs.

Hamilton flushed. "1 am not going

ta publish her-name, and I'll pay her
as much as I would Howells or Kip-

ling."
Briggs smiled. "My dear btfy, you

might as well try to console a mother
for the loss of her child by telling her
that no one would know it was her's
that died. It's not the world she cares
for?it's her pet, and she'll mourn over
it all the more on account of its friend-

Jessness. You don't know women, but
you should know authors. An author's
story may be deformed, ugly, even
idiotic, but you can no more reason
him into seeing its unloveliness than
you can convince a mother of the ugli-

ness of her child."
"Don't lecture," exclaimed Hamil-

ton; "give me an answer ?yes, or no.
Shall I publish it as a terrible exam-

ple?"
"Yes," said Briggs.
Hamilton laughed. "Well, if you're

rot the most inconsistent fellow I ever
saw. I thought you were trying some

of your eccentric logic on me. Come
to lunch."

Six months later Hamilton steamed
into Ht. Louis en route to California;

he was to stop over for two days. The
first afternoon of his stay in that city

brought him a brief note, which bore
the official mark of a hospital, was
signed by one of the doctors, and
marked "private." It ran:

"Dear Mr. Hamilton:
"We have here a most curious case

of melancholy?of slow heart-break.
The case is that uf a young woman.
A most interesting feature of the affair
is that the patient was thrown Into the
greatest excitement by the reading of

your name In the hotel arrivals' In
this morning's paper. Perhaps you

will be Interested to see her, although

I've no doubt her trouble Is a mere

Hallucination.
"Yours truly,

"Hprague, M TV'
Two hours later the young doctor

received Hamilton's card The men
bluHik bauds, and then, without any

"preliminaries," Hamilton said;
"Dr. Hprague, I want to see the

young womau who showed such alarm
at the mentk.n of niv name "

? THE STORY OF A LOVE STORY, j

i By Henry Irving Dodge. |
"Nothing easier, sir," replied the

doctor, taking his visitor's measure
with a glance. "I'll show you it was,
as I said, a mere hallucination. I sus-
pect she will have forgotten you by (
this time." Then, leading the way to .
a remote corner of the room, he drew
aside a curtain and said quietly: .
"Miss Marguerite."

"Come in," said the girl in a low,

musical voice and marked southern
accent.

A mellow "half light" filled the
apartment. 2

"I've a visitor."
The splendid Harvard man stood at

the doctor's side and slightly to the

rear. From his eyes there shone a
great compassion.

"This is Mr. Hamilton." A cry of
alarm came from the pillows.

Hamilton approached the bed.

"Won't you tell me why my name

alarms you so?" he asked tenderly.

She looked at him for what seemed

an interminable period, then sh<- said,
half to herself:

"How could a man with a face like
that do such a thing?"

At this the doctor would have with-
drawn, but Hamilton, with a motion of
the hand, detained him.

"Po what?" Hamilton asked.
"1 heard you say, doctor." the girl

went on,"it was an hallucination: but
here ?read this!" She fumbled under

her pillow, drew out a sealed envelope

and handed it to Hamilton. "I didn't
intend that should be opened until my
death, but I think you, of all men,

should see it."
Hamilton broke the seal and read.

The doctor watching him saw a look
of the keenest pain come to him.

The contents of the envelope had
fallen from Hamilton's hand. They

were simply a letter and a clipping.

The doctor picked them up and handed
them to the girl, but she gave him
back the letter and said quietly, "Read
it."

It ran:
Dear Miss Wentworth:
"Your story, 'His One T.ove,' has

been favorably considered by us. We
want you to let us publish it anony-

mously, or under a nom de plume. It

suits our purpose so well that I shall
pay you 'Kipling prices' for it. In-
closed please find check for SIOO. I i
trust you will find this fair compensa-
tion.

Yours, Truly,

"John Ray Hamilton, Editor."

The doctor folded the letter, and aa

the girl took it she said:
"When I received that my dream of

happiness was realized. 1 did pot

mind their publishing it anonymously.

It has my idol. I did not care for fame,
but I had labored ?oh! so long?over

that story. But, like most women, I

couldn't keep it to myself. I had to j
tell all my friends that my story had j
been accepted by the leading New

York magazine. I showed them all
this letter, and I was fairly lionized by

the simple village folks. I was pointed

out as the young literary woman of the
state, and some even said I would be a

great novelist. Well, finally the maga-

zine came."
Hamilton groaned.
"Everybody in the village had order-

ed one, and Hill Morrison, the stage
driver, handed them around; but he
didn't make any comment. He seemed

in a hurry to get away as soon as he
gave me mini', and when I called after

him anil asked if he had read my story

and weren't going to congratulate me
on it, he seemed not to hear me, but
turned so quickly away that 1 was

alarmed. He had read my story,

though, and this is what he head at

the top of it!"
Hamilton raised his hand in a depre-

cating manner.
The doctor took the slip. It read

as follows:
"For a long time we have been on

the lookout for the most worthless
story possible, in order to give our

readers an idea of the kind of rubbish
we receive, and have selected this as

the one."
The doctor stood with the slip In his

hand. The girl watched his face as he
rt d, then said:

"A whole world, no doubt, laughed

at the brilliant editor's sarcasm. All
but a lone, little village in the back-

woods of Texas. There were a dozen
men there who would gladly have

gone to New York and shot that editor,

but I begged them not to do so. 1 was
dreadfully ashamed. 1 could hardly

lo"k mv own mother In the face. And
Kfter all the hopes they had built on

me, too. They loved me so, and pitied

me so! but when heir compassion be-
came greater than I could hour 1 crept
away nlone?alone with my broken

heart ?to die here. 1 hadn't done any-
thing to deserve It, either. I had just

worked at my story, dreaming of
fame; and when It was ready I copied

it go neatly, and didn't roll It or fold
it, but put It between two pieces of
pasteboard, and then pouted It myself.

And 1 waited so long, and then th"
editor's letter came. And oh! the joy

of It. And then and then--oh! tin
tiagedy, the cruelty of It all."

Hhe broke Into a violent fit of sob-

bliiK. At this Hamilton groaned and
turned away.

"1 have only one thin* to say," said
the girl softly. "I thank (Sod for glv-

lug me the chance to tell you that I
forgive you."

A sound like the faint echo of a
zephyr escaped tier; then a great still
tit>a* followed. The doctor moved

i uuarer to the be 4. He bent iluwu and

looked at the girl; then he touched
Hamilton gently on the shoulder.

"Come," he said.
"No," said Hamilton, "not till I tell

her how I feel, what I will try to do,

what "

"Your words will have togo to

heaven to reach her," replied ths doc-
tor.

T'le story ended abruptly. 1 1
? . ? * i

Mansfield turned the page.

'.Where's the rest of it?" he asked
of the writer-man with the red face

and yellow mustache.
"There isn't any 'rest,'" answered

the writer-man.
"But it hasn't any ending to it."
"It has a very logical ending."

"But you didn't give that brute,

Hamilton, a chance to do anything for
the girl?to make amends."

"There wouldn't be any moral to It
if I did," replied Webb.

"And I'm afraid the readers would
be dissatisfied with the way it ends,"

continued Mansfield.
After a pause the writer-man said:
"What are you going to do with it?"
"I'll give you a hundred dollars for

it, but I shan't publish it the way it

ends ?or rather, doesn't end."
"What good is it to you, then?"
The editor put his hand affectionate-

ly on the writer-man's arm:
"My dear boy, you have saved me

from doing a mean thing, a low down
mean thing. I couldn't find it in my

heart now to use the Jencks girl's

story in the way I intended. Just

think, it might have broken her heart.
Thank heavens, man, you have saved
her and mc."

He pressed a button.
"Ask the cashier to»make a check

for Mr. Webb for $100," he said to the
boy who appeared in response to the
summons. When the check was
brought in Webb folded it carefully

and put it in his pocket.

"Come to lunch with me," he said.
The brilliant editor rose and put on

his hat. At that moment the boy ap-

peared with a card. The editor read
it:

'Serona Jencks, Galveston."
He handed the enrd to the writer-

man, then turned to the boy.

"Show the lady in. Stay where you
are, Webb." Then he added: "A good

chance to see the girl."

Webb chuckled.
A tall slender girl appeared. She

had large brown eyes and red lips.

Her hands were not small, but were
well gloved, and she dressed in good
style?not New York style. She held
out her hand freely to the editor, and
lie shook it heartily and then present-
ed Webb.

"I am just off the steamer," ex-

claimed Miss Jencks in an effusive way,

"and the first thing I did was to call
to learn the fate of my story."

There was a freshness and innocence
about the young woman that amused
the editor. After a few minutes' gen-
eral conversation, she said:

"Now tell me all about my story?-

are you going to print it?"
The editor blushed, reflected a min-

ute, then said:
"It is an amusing story, but, to be

candid, it is hardly up to our stand-
ard."

"In other words," she interrupted,

"it isn't good enough."

"Well, if you like to put it that way

?yes."

Miss Jencks leaned both of her
dainty elbows on the table, and looked
the editor straight in the eyes for a

moment.
"Well, 'hen, is it bad enough?"
The "ditor and writer-man exchang-

ed quick and significent glances. Here
was an opportunity the Harvard man
had not looked for.

"I don't know. Perhaps if I were
to put our friend, Webb here, to re-

vise it.he might make it bad enough."

She laughed.

"Well, then, what will you pay me if
I let you publish it as an awful exam-
ple?"

"One hundred dollars."
"It's yours."
"But even though we publish the

story with a pen name, will not some

of your friends recognize it and so

cause you mortification?"
Miss Jencks chuckled sweetly. "You

don't suppose I was fool enough to let
any of my friends know I wrote a love
story, do you?"

The writer-man and the editor look-
ed at each other calmly.?New York
Independent.

A lN'nl rralrie Kcltoonar.

A real pralrio schooner was that
described by F. W. Myer of Bonney,

Brazoria county, as he sat in the ro-

tunda of the Capitol hotel, Houston,

Tex. In speaking of It he said: "You
couldn't call it an automobile, but a
windmoblle, because it is propelled
over the prairies by tho wind. A trial
trip wan made a couple of days ago,

and it proved a decided success. It was

made up of two pair of wheels, tha
larger pair being In front, and the
smaller In the rear. A board platform

made the floor upon which the occu-
pants stood or sat. A 10-foot sail waa
planted In the front part of the plat-
form and through skilful manipula-

tion the \ehicle was enabled to travel
in any direction except straight
against the wlnfl. The prairie road
over which It traveled waa n<>» an
exceptionally smooth one, but fur-
nished a surface that enabled It to
move with celerity. It carried aix men

on tho trip. The result waa ao satis-
factory that others will be hullt. Tho
apeetl ut times waa ID or 15 mile* an

hour,"- Uallaa News.

?»r I'r.tontU To.

I.ltMe Willie (who has a* inquiring
mind I l»a. what U a aage?

Mr Heuuy Peck ?A aaite. my eon. la
a mm «ho alwaya agrees with hit
wife?Judve

Adopted Children, Cat* and Doga.
Miss Jane Schroeder, who recently

lied in Essex, Conn., left what Is
ealled in sporting parlance 7000
"bones" to two dogs which she had
picked up In the streets. During her
«ixty-flve years of life Miss Schroeder
lived in a tumbledown shanty and de-
voted her days to visiting the sick of
the town and picking up stray dogs

and cats. During one of these mis-
sions she picked up a child and
adopted her as a daughter. Oretchen
Schroeder, as the child is called, will

Inherit what remains of the S7OOO
should the dogs die before she does.

jQ .
FOR GOUT, TORPID LIVER AND CONSTIPATION.

K7 No medicine in the world can relieve you like the Natural
Mineral Laxative Water, provided by nature herself and dls-

A covered more than 30 years ago and now used by every
f\ nation in the world.

ilHnnyadft Jdnos
/ JbS. Recommended by over one thousand of the mcst famous
I jflaA physicians, from whom we have testimonials, as the safest and
I |v)u best Natural Laxative Water known to medical science.

\u25a0PU I '

' Its Action Is Speedy, Sure and Gentle. It never gripes.
I V I Every Druggist and General Wholesale Grocer Sells It.
1 JZlil I £l/ for the full name, I D| IIET Label with
I IY AVN "Hunyadi J&nos." j DLUL Red Centre Panel.
I M Sole Importer, Firm of Andreas Saxlehner, 130 Fulton 5t. a N. Y.

L. DOUGLAS
$3 & $3.60 SHOES VESE 1

The real worth of W. L. Douglas 83.00 and <13.50 IfiSy y^\L\
?hoes compared with other makes is 84.(M) to $5.00. **s'"' Cu

Our 84.00 Gilt Kdgre Line cannot be equalled at any {& i Y if)]
price* We make and sell more 53.00 and 53.50 shoes r x - L*/than anyother two manufacturers inthe United States. %

-j
THE KEiiMON mnreW. L. Dougla* $3 and $3.7) shoes arc sold ' Ithan anr other make is because XHKY AJKKTItK ES!2»T. Your -Wr . - j

dealer anould keep them; we give one dealer exclusive sale in earh town. - JLTake no subatitnte ! Inniat on having W. J,. Douzlaa e lines witu /Pl
name and price stamped on bottom. Ifyour denier willrot pot them for JM
you. a*nd direct to factory, enclosing price and 2.5c. extra lor carrieee.
State kind of leather, siz*. *nd width, plain or cap toe. Our nhoca will
reach you anywhere. Write for catalogue showing n*w Spring stylm.

Wo nun Fast Color W. J*. Douglas Nhoe Co.,
Kyolets in our ahoea. ilrockton. Jllaaa. 111

Sore
Hands

Red, Rough Hands, Itching, Burning
Palms, and Painful Finger Ends. t! Jmi

One Night Treatment
Soak the hands on retiring in a strong, hot,

creamy lather of CUTICURA SOAP. Dry,
and anoint freely with CUTICURA, the great
skin cure and purest of emollients. Wear, during
the night, old, loose kid gloves, with the finger
ends cut off and air holes cut In the palms. For
red, rough, chapped hands, dry, fissured, itching,
feverish palms, with shapeless nails and painful
finger ends, this treatment is simply wonderful,
and points to a speedy cure of the most distress-
ing cases when physicians and all else fail.

Cured by Conor*
ITTAS troubled with hand* so sore that when I put them In water the pain

would near set me crazy, the skin would peel off, and the flesh would pet hard
and break, then the blood would flow from at least fifty places on eacn hand.

Words never can tell the suffering Iendured for three years.
Itried at least eight doctors, but my hands were worse than when I commenced

doctoring. Itried every old Granny remecy that was ever thought of without ona
cent's worth of good and could not even get relief.
Iwould feel so badly morning* when i got up, to think that I had togo to work

and stand pain for eight or nine hours, that I often felt like giving up my job,
which was in the bottling works of Mr. E. L. Kerns, the leading Dottier of Trcnion,
N. J.. who will vouch for the truth of my sufferings.

Before 1 could start to work, I would have to wrap each finger on both hands,
and then wear gloves, which I hated to do, for when I came to take them off, it
would take two nours and the flesh would break and bleed. Some of my friend*
who had seen my hands would say, 44 Ifthey had such hands they would have
them amputated "

t other* would say Mthey would never work," and more would
turn away in disgust. But thanks to Cutkura, the greatest of (kin cures, it
ended all my sufferings.

Just to think, after doctoring three yeaft, and spending dollar after dollar during
that time, Cuticura cured me. It ha* now been two year* since I used U am' I
do not know what sore hands are. I never lost a day's work while I waa using
tt or since, and 1 have been working at the same business, and in acids, etc.

THOS, A. CLANCY, 310 Montgomery St., Trenton, N. J.

/TWlnuva Cospliti External lid litinul Tnatnit for Every Humor.
I111 11111l Q Con.l.lin* off'lTliea* rtto.i, to <;l».n»e lho nkliiof crn.t' Mil
\*T*.ctlM,sua *>fien th. IhU'k.nn! eutloto, Ol'Ttrrm Ointment (ioe ?

_
_ to lo.lHQttV .11., ttrhl'ic, Inflammation, »nj Irrltatl >n. mti.l .oolh. »n4

Tl.. ?I h.ul, »n<t I'tTiccnv lU*ow«>t*<We.), to .00l and .Wan.. Ifc.
I HO 001 A HIHULS HUT. I. oftnn SufIWMH to cur. th. newt torturing, dl.nj;

?riae. Mid humiliating skin, «*lp, aa4 blood humor., withli«. of h.ilr when .11 .la. fall*. IMb
throughout th. world, furrsa I>au« ANDi'asa. Con.., Sol. I'ropc, ikxton, U.«». A.

Millions of Women Use Cuticura Soap
AsaUtcd bv Cuticura tMntmrnt for iiwrrlnf, purifying, ami txautlfvtn* t) « »hl". to*

?Iban.lng the w»lp of rrmu, d*«4rtid. and lh« .to|i|ilnK of falllog a»lr, fo*
softciitlng. whUeiiliig, and red. ruufh. and .ore hand., In ilif form ofaathi f«*
annoying Irritation., Inrtamnutlloii., and rhtflng., <irf Mfr*u m dB.'h.IVB p.raplr«tlon |a
th. form of wsxhs* for weakn. and for nianv .snail*. antln pUr ~t tr.
Mwiwht.h rMfllly.uggnat themwlyea t" wotnt-n. and e.i.m lally mnUt.ra. and for alt
(ha Kurito... of thfl IntliH, ImUi. and nunifry. So amount of prr.ua.lon ran In.luc. Iho..
»hi> Ita*. mm a»«Nt it to umi any other, Oapwlally for pr«»r»tng and purifying Ihw .kla,
\u25a0?alp and hair of Infant, godchildren. Ct'TK'VRa ?<>*»? r.onWn.-a d.llrak' ? rn.dTl.nl prop.
?rtl.a d«ri»«t from r'prtc ita*,th. gr*al .kinfiira, withth. pur..lof ?'l.an.ln* lngrrrt(r?i^

End th« moat rafrnahlng of (lower o lora. No ottuo w h I' »r«r oumiHiuud. dI. to

I with It for pr«a«rying. purifying, aad baauMfjiafl ih. .kin, ai-aln, hair, md
an U No otli.r foreign or dom-ati.- Iritfl -oap, howev.r espenal.., I.to l.u r..i. M.,r*4

with It for alt th. pui p0... of IN. I«»llet, Itath and nuraerr. I'hua II cuitildtuiiIn (»ar, Htft.p

at <»*g I'HK'B, »ts.. T»««riM»s raars, Uta aur sfcla and coiaptaaWu ia« 4)f
lotlot wrt hahr sua# la aw wwrld.

The New.Elixir ofLife

VIN PALMETTE
A wondorful tonic for re|toring vigor

and vitality.

Makes the Old Young,
Makes the Young Strong.

At your Drnggist'«, or sent prepaid securely
sealed and packed on receipt of price,

ONE DOI.TjAR.

Palmetto Chemical Company,
P. O. Box 1991, N. Y. City.


