I mus

I woul ence, to search

Untrodden flelds wherein the flowors are gay,

d streams are dancing.
Of unscaled helghta 1 would

Then tempt the valleys where none else ls seen;
Trend all the paths and seek 1
Thone unknown treasures which my sonl desires,
And on the rocks bulld my welrd, votlve fires,
I cannot tarry here where (o my )

All, all s weary! All so ||ndur!l0m!.

1 must go hence to tread o thouspnd ways

O'er sunlit plaine and in the shadowed wood!

—Lurana W, Sheldon, i the New York Timea
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The Madtlt_e_s_s_of Pierrette.

By May Isabel Fish,
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Plerrette fidgeted about for gome
moments, and then arose from the
eloud upon which she had been seated.

“What's the trouble, little one?”
Inquired Plerrot with & yawn #nd
stretehing himself Inzily.

Plerrette diid not reply but walked
restlessly about, and finally, leaning
over the rim of a near-by clond, gazed
hungrily down to the earth below and
watched the tiny black dots darting
hither nnd yon like so many ants on
an anthill, but apparently without so
much method in what they were about.

Plerrot regarded her intently for
pome moments and then nppproached
her, CGently he put his arm across her
shoulders. but with an allen impn-
tlenve Plerrette jerked away.

“Why, sweetheart!” exelaimed Plor
rot In surprise,

"Oh, I'm tired of everything,” sald

Plerrette eullenly, and became en-
grogged In watching the mortals be-
low. “Yes, | am,” ghe continued,

turning upon Plerrot with a sudden
flerceness, “'You needn’t look so hurt
and surpriged; it won't make the least
difference, I tell you I'm tired of
everything—"

“Hush!” responded Pierrot quietly .
“you don’t know what you are gaying.'
He tried to toke her hands, bul agnin
she pulled away,

He drew her, still resisting, to a low
eloud and forced her to sit beslde him.

“Now tell me all about it. What's
upsel you sgo?”

Plerrette tried ineffectually to rise,
"Let me go,” she whispered; *1 hate
slitting on these damp old clouds”
Plerrot Ingtantly loogened hig hold, bt
be nrose with her
where ghe leaned over and gtared with
growing fascination at the panorama
spread beneatl,

“They're all renl down thera, I'm
tired of all this pretending. Nothing's |
real here., we make ballove all the
tme. 1 tell you 1 can't stond it any
Jonger. I wnnt real things, real peo-
ple, real emotion, real everythinz.”
Bhe ceased nbruptly: but Plerrot atood
motionless and silent ut her side, Pres-
ently she resumed:

“Pown shere they're busy and gny
and have such jolly times, 1've often
seen Lhem-—the women in such lovely
frocks golng to dinners and receptions
and theatres, and such splendld men in
their beautiful straight biack clothes
and the nicest white shirts and mono-
dles, I've ofteén” walched out here st
night when you've thought 1 was safe
fn bed. [I've leoked into where all
those little pin spots of light come
from, They're restaurants and hotels,
‘and (t's all bright and heautiful, and
the most extraordinary and delightful
things to eat, and the men whisper the
Joveliest things to the women and the
women smilo and leok happy over it;
and up here it's all dark and dull and
stopld—no protty eleetrie light, noth-
Ing but these stupid old stars and that
freaky and irfesponsible moon. 1t's
all make beliove, and 1T hate it—hate
#t—"  She hroke off and buried her
face in her bands, while her body was
shaken with soundless sobs,

Pieriot sighed deeply, and took the
Nttle, still reglsting figure in his arms

d caressed the soft rings of halr

estling on the head that reached just
‘a8 high as his heart.

“F was afrald it would come some
day,” he whispered,  “You won't take
my wonrd for it that here only are you
'safe and happy. Yes, happy” he re-
peated, In response to o vielent wrig-
gle of protest from Plerretie. “All
ghe beautiful things you have secn
have been but the outer signs—you
1Invwe not looked into the hearts and
(mown as [ have. That Is because you
are young and have not known what

ering is yet. And I had hoped,
[ teart, to keep it all from Yyou,
perhaps forever.”
{ *I not know suffering!” indignantly
‘broke in Plerrette. “Did 1 not lose
that shining gold-and-silver ball you
‘gave me, and did not that lemon ice
#ou made from the first winter's snow
me most frightful distress? Don't
g1l me I have not experienced suffer.
fag—both mental and physical—of the
yery worst kind. And I don't want
eny wore long, lugubrious lectures
about being content with what Wwe
hve up here and no crying after the
unattainable, and all that rubbish, The
wghattainable' is just what | want—
and, moreover, intend to hnvei-t—no rg
needn't say any more about it or
to make me sorry, hecause I shan't be,
po matter what you say or look, so
now!" o

Again Pierrot sighed deeply, )
drawing away, stood sllent wth folded
arms and eyes very grave. He regard-

with deepest concern Plerrette’s
and angry countenance. He

knew It would e useless to argue or
o Bia He could only

and followed to |
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Plerrette sal apart and brooded,
with her chin in her upturned paims,

“Now that—that is real life,” ghe
nrttered to herself, “and this 1s mere-
Iy dulness and stagnation personified,
I'm glad I was beastly to Plerrot, and
I'm glad I've found ['ve a horrld tems
per, and I'm glad I'm just as hateful
ns | am, and I'm golng to be ns much
worea a8 | epn—Jjust as wicked as ever
I know how. I wonder If | dare—"

She arose and timidly ellmbed out
on a further jutting bunk of the clouds.,
8he looked down. A gray haze was
ushering In (he coming night and
forging into one great blur all the
countless twinkling lights, Buddenly
she let herself go and began to slip—
slip,

And then she found hersell floating,
slowly and gently, downward. Larg-
er and more distinet grew the great
stard below, unti! they finally regolved
themselves Into broad belts of illuml-
nntion; a faint hum intensified into a
mighty roar, and what had looked lke
strange dun colored beehives from
above became smoke discolored hous-
P8, Through the crowded sireets
ruslied huge, mysterions vehicles, pro-
pelled by no visible means, sach guid-
ed by a wild and golled looking person
on the front seal. The whole affalr
left a frightful odor in its  wake,
Swarme of mortals filled the roof and
ingide and were constantly making
thelr way up and down the narrow
stalrway,

Plerrette chose one of the most bhril-
liantly lHghted thoronghinres in which
to alight Her feot first touched the
parth directly In front of one of the
griedt show windows, through whose
trangparent protection she pazgd in
rapture at the dazzling array of femi-
nine apparel. It must be from o place
l{ke this that those gorgeous costumes
worn by the women she had watched
wore taken,  Bhe falrly gloated over
the display of soft silks and shining
sating and the glittering sequined
zowns. Ah! if she conld just for once

don one of those exquisite frochks,

SAVED FOR

me this morning.
for the farm papers when he gets

of 'em—oows, horses, hens, trees, and, oh, everything you can

think of!"

Father straightened rome of the kinks ont of his back and s
tened to the boy's story of the fine acquisition which had come to

the neighbor boy. He knew what

too: It was the fire of o wlsh and a beautiful hope deep down in

his heart

But how was that wish to be gratified?
means to gratify the hope which he knew was in his boy's soul for

a camera just lke Joo's?

While the boy went on, in hiz heart something like this was

ranning:

I don't gee where the money I8 to
Then swiftly chme this ather

Then very quietly the words
working farmer:

secrots of the boy he loves!

them all,

came for it.
But what do all these things

the sacrifice and the work?

There—that one with the white tulle,
embroidered In sllver, end the sea-
green shining wrap, with the jewelled
buttons.

No one peemed o see or notlee her,
and then she remembered she had
about her the cdloak that rendered her
invisible to mortal gazt. She slipped
into the shop just as the last attendant
was leaving,. With trembling hands
she tore the shining froek and cont
from the window and clad herself in
the shimmering mass., Over all she
flung ber own cloak and then wknt out
again. Whither now?

She ran
sireet,

lightly along the same
mmbrm]ﬂltherh [3

park on te houses

——————————————————————————————————————

By Edgar L. Vincent,

“Jog's got a new camera, Pa.
It's a dandy, too!

“Times have been pretly snug for a few years,
money ahove a living, Sometimes a tight nip to make ends meet.

Ben's getting n BiL uneasy lately. The old farm doesn't have
the charms for him it used to have.

“And my boy would llke a eamera, too?
“How in the world did you guess, Pa?
A, the heart of the true father!
Words never spoken; thoughts never
put into language: hopes which live only in dreams, he understands
And somehow the money came for the new camera.
Just how it was done father and mother alone could tell you.
Surely it meant the cutting off of some things which seemed very
necessary before, but which love could leave out when the time

And there were many dollars needed after that,
velopers, paper, trays—these all cost money; nnd yet there never
was & word of fault found. The apprentice must gpoll a lot of
material before he gets to be an expert,

all father sees the old love for the farm and Its soenes coming back
and coming more strong than ever?
tightly riveted, holding the lad to the old place and glving him a
better grip on himself than he ever had before, is it not worth all
Manhood is counted up, not In dol-
lars, but in heart-beats.—Progressive Farmer,
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mating monocles. Bhe paused

moment in front of ong of these hous-
es and she did so her ewn cloak
slipped her shoulders to the
ground. She stooped to plek It up,

when a volee sald, “Allow me,”
turning, Plerrette looked straight into
the eyes of one of the men she had
been admiring in the window.

Plerrette smiled sweetly at him.
Hhe had no conception of her exquisite
ethereal loveliness as she stood full In
the flood of llluminrtion from the un-
curtained windows,

“May 1 take you to your carrisge or
motor, or whatever you have walt-
ing?" inquired the man,

Plerrette laughéd outright at this.
“But 1 have no motor or anything
walting."

The man drew a step nearer and re-
garded her more closely. He looked
puzzled. “But surely you are mnot
here nlone—and llke this?”

“Oh, but I am,” returned Plerrette
with glee,

The man did not respond st once,
but continued to regard her perplexad-
Iv. When he spoke it was with a cer-
talp difidence that sat upon him with
in unaccustomed air,

“Would—would you care to come
and dine with me?" he asked at
length,

“Do you mean in one of those bean-
tiful big hotels, with all the lghis and
music?” demanded Plerrette, her eyes
gparkling with anticipation.

“Why, of course. Wherever you
ke

“But 1 don't know., Yon choose: I
shall be sure to be pleased wherever
you take me."

Presently an electric brougham that
had been walting in the shadow, drew
up at the curb, and the man put Pler-
rette oarefully within it and then
placed himself beside her. This was
another of those mysterious vehicles
that ran without visible means, but
this gne had no stalrway outside It
and it went quietly and with no dread-
ful odor.

When they were seated at a delight-
ful little flowerdaden table in a screen-
ed corner and the silentfooted waller
bad been given the order, the man
turned and looked long and earnestly
nt Plerrette before speaking.

Plorreite blushed and hung her head
under the close scrutiny, although she
was plessed and greatly excited,

“1 want vou to understand,” he sald
quietly, “that while 1 do not know Just
what it means 1 do comprehend there
s something unusual about all this,
You may tell me or you may not—Iit
doesn't matter, 1 shall not ask any
questions If you do not wish me to, I
want vou ta feel—" He paused al-
most in embarrassment. Plerrette’s
groat pyes filled with tears.

“Oh, denr!” ghe crled, "your tone Ia
an severe. I believe you nre golug to
tell me you don't think you will ke

me,”
The man stared at her with a sud-

THE FARM.

He stopped and showod 1t 10
He's golng to tike pictures

it learned. They want all Kinds

the llght in the lnd's eye mennt,

Could he got the

Not much

come from to get the camera.”
thought:

Wonder il
came from the lips of the hard-

Is that it?"

I never sald so, did 17"
How keen it |& to know the

Fllms, de-

amount to as long as through It

It the links may be more

den amazement, which quickly gave

way to a smile. “You are the most be-
wildering creature I have ever met."”
Ho shrugged his shoulders, “Never
mind; I shan't try to fathom you yet.
Here s something to pledge our recent
and strange meeting."

Two tiny glasses of a pale amber
liquid, in which a bright red cherry
bobbed merrily, were placed before
them,

“How pretty!" said Plerrette, and
held the miniature goblet to her lips.

Walt,” said the man, pulting out a
restralning hand.  “Just one elp of
that for you; you may have the
cuerry.”

“Oh! but I like It,” she cried.
Presently she waa gasing wilh eager
attentlon at the crowd of diners now
rapidly filling the room. “How lovely
the women all are!” she sald softly.

The man ralsed his eyebrows. “H'm
—yes—If any of It I8 real”

"Real!" echoed Plerrette,
do you menn?"

“Why, even with your evident inex-
perience you must know that the deep
rose of those cheeks, the shadow bLe-
neath the eye and the very scarlet
lips have all been assisted In thelr va-
rious colorings.”

“Really!" exclalmed Plerrette, In
digappointment. After a jmoment,
“Then—then I must be very ugly In-
deed, for 1 have nothing put on like
that.”

A sudden flame leaped into the man’s
eyes a8 he looked across at the charm-
ing face upraised to his.

“You are llke a lovely lily in a gar-
den of very perfect artificial flowers.”

Plerrette's heart beat quite madly,
This was like the fascinating things
she used to overhear the men saying
to the women when she had looked
down to earth and lstened. And now
they were actually belng sald to her,
little Plerrefte. 8he just wished that
Plerrot could hear—he wouldn't think
ghe wasg such a child and so unimpor-
tant.

Aloud she said: “Oh, how heautl-
ful! Do say It again; I was so afraid
you were not golng to tell me lovely
things lke that, and I did want to
hear them so.”

Again the flame sprang up in the
man's eyes and lis volce was a bit
unsteady when he spoke,

“1 wonder If you are the unsophisti-
eated child you appear to be, dropped
from Heaven knows where, or 18 it
possible you are & very clever woman
of the world?"

Pierrette elapped her hands and
langhed and then pouted, “I am not
a child,” she sald in an agrrieved
tone, “and | am a very clever woman
of the world”

The man threw back his head and
gave way to unrestrained mirth,

“Out of your own mouth you are
convicted. The woman of the world
would have Ingisted she was a child.
What mannoer of stray nymph or dryae
or sprite are you?”

“What

“Why, I'm just Plerrette” replied
Plerrette, gravely,
tipjerrette’; the name suile  you

wonderfully, so let it be Plerrette If
that i your whim; you certainly are
not of the earth enrthy."”

Plerrette was enchanted with all
the strange dishes, and when with a
loud pop that almost terrified her from
a dark green bottle somelthing bub-
bled forth that fizzed delightfully, she
looked at her host with pleading eves,

“May I have just a little?

“Yes, but only a very, very little”

Plerrette sipped daintily and  with
great appreciation,

U1t 1 quite, quite perfect. It fecls
lke henvenly sweet little needles

pricking my throat. Don’t let us haye
anything more to eat; 1 much prefer
this beautiful drink."

The man was greatly amuged, but
promptly denled the reguest. After a
time he asked her very geutly, “Would
you care to tell me anything nlm.ut
yourself? Not that T want to pry,” he
added quickly, “but I am greatly inter-
ested. Do lust as you feel abhout it.”
I Pierratts ernmbled a bit of bread
| and looked thoughtfully at her vis-a-
| vis. She hesitated prettily before re-
| plyinga

“Well" she hegan slowly, “I—I have
just come—nnd—and 1 shan't stay
| very long—and—and—I'm quite alone
and [ want a perfectly heayenly time
No,” she corrected, “1 want a nilee
earthy time. That's it—real and
things—and—and yon are not saying
to me all the lovely things I had hoped
you were going to. Perhaps Iam very
dull—or something.”

The man had listened to this recital
with varying emotjons, Then he lean-
ed across the table and covered the
gmall fingers lying there with his own.

“Pon't,” he esaild sternly.  “Don't,
chfld or not, you must not say such
things; you don't know what you are
doing.”” e pushed her hand away a
trifle roughly.

Pierrette shrank back In her chalr,
hurt and afraid. Her eyes filled with
tears,

“I'm so sorry If | have offended
you," she said brokenly. “You are so
beautiful in your stralght black
clothes and that white shirt and the
lttle eyeglass; and [ had hoped you
were going to like me 80 much and
tell me such fascianting things, I'm
disuppointed, that's all"

“There, there, little Plerrette, T did
not mean to wound you—Iinexplicable
whimsy that you are. I don't under
stand at all, so I shan't try. Lift up
your head and smile again. We won't
think for the moment. We will just
be happy and pretend—"'

“No, mno!" interrupted Pierrette,
ghaking her head vigorously, “that's
exactly what I don’t want! everything
must be real—real,” With sudden sus-
piclon, “Were you only pretending
when you sald 1 was much nicer to
look at than those other lndies with
stuff on thelr faces?"

“I certainly do wmean you are the
very lovellest thin, [ have ever looked
upon; there s a mysterious ethereal
something about you I cannot fathom
which puts you in a place quite by
yourself, 1 don't at all understand;
you are stirring elements in me I nev-
or knew I possessed—stald, wettled
man of the world as I am, you have
completely bewildered me. I want
very much to tell you samething.”

“Yes, ves' cncourasged Plerrstte,
breathlessly., “Well?"

“That I love you,” he whispered,
and under the cover of the kindly

fectly delightful! I have

little

down to my finger tips—the ones you
are squeezing and the others—and |
feel dll bubbly near my heart, just Hke
that liquid in your glass. And is that
what all the other men are saying to
the Indies here that makes them smile
and look so pleéased

Ouee more, after a puszled look, the
man gave vent to prolonged laughter,
“1 give it up,” he sald at last. I
only know you are the most entranc.
ing and baMing bit of femininity 1
have ever encountered In my varled
career,"”

Later ns they were sipping their
coffee the man Inquired, “What would
you like to do now? It's rather late
for the theatre; would you care to
look In at & ball?”

Plerette considered and pursedher
pretty mouth in the effort.

“I think I ehould llke to ride in the
carrigge vou brought me In; that
didn't make n nolse or smell horribly.
May wel"

“Certainly; anything you lke”

Soon they were dashing through
brilliantly lighted and thronged thor-
oughfares to plunge suddenly into a
6till and silent street lned with dig-
nified and solemn houses. Then again
the glare and nolee and movement
After a tlme Plerrette sald, “And now
I would Ilke intense quiet and peace,
and green trees and gardens.”

Obedient to her whim the motor waa
whirled about, and ere long they were
rolling smoothly into fresher, sweeter
alr and along sllent roads, Above a
young spring moon made shadows of
swaying branch and leaf. Plerrette
sank back against the cushions with n
sigh of supreme content.

“What a glorlous night!" sal the
man, looking up at the stars.

“Don’t,” murmured Plerretite ner-
vously., “Plerrot might"—

“What did you say?” Inguired the
man.

“Oh, nothing.” 8She shivered a 1t
tle The man reached for her own
clonk lying on the opposite seat, but
Plerrette gtopped him. “No, no, I'm
not cold yet."

Presently she found one of her
glovelegs hands nesting contentedly in
that of the man. She liked the warm
human clasp. She was very well aat-

Isfled and leaned a little nearer to
him.
“And this ls really real, isn't it?"

she whispered.

"It geems to me more llke & dream
than anything [ have ever experi
enced,"” sald the man guietly, Very
tenderly he put an arm about her and
drew her to hlm. She did not resist,
but trembled with shyness and a cer-
taln sweet delight. She lay against
his arm, her heart beating to suffoca-
tion, bt with an infinitely pleasing
palpitation.

In the penumbra of a long line of
rooping trees the man bent to  her
lips. For an instant she yielded to the
new, divine madness; ghe became gid.
dy, then, burning through her brain
like a white hot ifron searlng all else
wway wins the thought, “What would
Pilarrot £0y?"  8Bhe could not tell him
this.

Hhe tried to draw away, but the man
held her close,

“No, no, sweetheart; 1 can never
let you go. Witch or sprite—what
EYer you are—you have woven a BEI“"
about me that I cannot understand,
but I know you can never break. 1
care not who nor what you are; I
want you and ghall have you and keep
you with me forever, though I fight
the whole world to get you. Dearest,
look at me; let me see your eyes.

Ah! this wans real, real.

Pierrette struggled frantieally to
froe herself. “You must let me go!
You must let me go!” she panted,
“Why won't you let me go?"

"“Hecausge I Jove you."

"'No, no; this is not love. [ know
now—thia Isn't real, Real love means
sacrifice, subservience of self, and all
devotion"-— She broke Into sobs and
fell back quivering, “I'm cold, so cold,
and frightened.”

The man enaught up her cloak and
put It carefully about her, and thep—

Softly but swiftly she flosted up In
the still night air—and on and on, up
and up. The nolse and roar of the
city's sireets gave way to an ineffable
silence and coolness; the great belis
of 1Mumination became again tiny
polnts of Hght, Sweet and fresh the
rarefled night alr fanned her hot
cheeks.

With a little cry of joy and relief
she slipped upon a low hanging cloud
and began to scramble up s side.
There, In the half-light was some one
standing, who now came to her with
outstretched arms,

“Plerrette!"

*Plerrot!” And she was sobbing on
his breast and clinging to him with
frantle clutch. “Never, never let me
o again; I found all the real things
down there were only pretence while
all we pretend here is really real"—
The Tatler.

Baton Came Into Use.

When was the musioal baton first
used In this country? Present mus
cal festivals have provoked the
gquery. It was surely at the Philhar
monic concerts In 1820, when Spohr
uged it, to the great astonishment of
the audlence, It was not until 10 or
12 years later, however, that the ba
ton came Into geMeral use. A Gar-
man conductor who wielded It pro-
duced such wonderful results with
his orchestra that it was thought
there must be some magic power In
the bdton, and it comsequently be-
came popular with conductors all
over the country. Befors the advent
of the baton time was kept by the
first
‘London Chronicle.

violinist or by the planist.—
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Not s Penny to Pay For the Fullesh

. Medical Examination,

1f you are in doubt as to the cause
of your disease mall us & postal re-
questing amedical examination blank,
which you will fill out and return to
us. Our doctors will carefully diage
nose your case, and if you can be
cured you will be told so; If you can-
not be eured you will be told so. Yom
are not obligated to us in any wayj
this advice Is absolutely fres; you are
at liberty to take our advice or not as
you see fit, Send to-day for & medl-
cal examination blank, fill out and
return to us as promptly as posaible;

and our eminentdoctors will dingnoss

your case thoroughly absolutely free.
Munyon's, [3d and Jefferson Bis,
Philadelphia, Pa.

Law of the Household.

Would we codify the laws that
should refgn In households, and whose
dally transgression annoys and mor
tifies us, and degrades our household
life—we must learn to adorn every
day with sacrifices, Good manners
are made up of petty sacrifices. Tem-
perance, courage, love, are made up of
the same jewels., Listen to every
prompting of honor—R. W, Bmersom.

BACKACHE 18 KIDNEYACHE,

Usually There Are Other Sypmtoms
to Prove It.

Pain in the back Is pain {n the kid-
neys, In most cases, and It points t®
- the need of a spe-
clal remedy to re-
leve and cure the
congestion or In-
fiammation of the
kidneys that is o=
terfering with thelr
work and causing
that pain  that
makes  you eAy?r
“Oh, my back!"
Henry Gullatt, of

Greensboro,
eays: “Two years
ngo kidney disease

fastened itsell on me. [ had awful
dizzy spells, headache and urinary ir-
regularities. My back was weak and
tender. 1 hegan using Doan's Kid-
ney Pills and found quiek rellef, I
was goon restored to complete good
health.”

Remember the name—Doan's. Sold
by all dealers. 50 cents a bot. Fos
ter-Milburn Co,, Buffalo, N. Y.
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Alaska a Good Investment.

It {8 just a little more than 48 years
ginee Gen. Grant's adminletration
closed a deal by which Russin ceded
Alaska to the United Swites. The
price was $7,000,000, and the Crzar took
about half the amount in old gun-
boats, of which we had a surplus left
over from the war. Sinee then we
have taken out of the territory pro-
ducts amounting to about $227,000,000,
or $8,175.000 per year, a good bit over
100 per cent por annum on the cost.
As we got little profit during the
first 20 years, we are now taking out
something like 200 per cent of the
original cost. But as Alaska contalns
a timber supply to last for ecentur-
leg, If properly taken care of, and
coal ‘to lpst for years to come, the
bargaln was a good one, The flsher-
ies and other wealth producing re
sources of Alaska may he made per-
petual. Yet a great ory was ralged
ngninst the government for the pur-
chase, and the General hore most of
it.—Los Angeles Times,

Medical Advertising In Japan,

In future no licensed medieal prae-
titioner will bhe permitted to adver-
tise in Japan detaiis of methods of
medical treatment or the history or
succesg of such methods, Doctors and
dentists connected with hospitals or
engnging in general practice will not
be allowed to advertise any Informae
tion beyond that indicating their de-
grees pnd speclalties. In this re-
gpect the ordinance approximales per-
hapa more to the American idea of
what fs legitimate, for It Is quite
eommon to find in  trans-Atlantle
journals small rectangulir spaces
contalnjng the name, address and
telephone number of some pragtition-
er, with an indlearion of the branch
or branches of work In  which he

claims to be specialy adept and io-"

structed.—Dundee Advertiser.

A BANKER'S NERVE

Broken hy Coffee and KRestored by
Postum.

A banker needs perfect control of
the nerves and a clear, quick, accur-
ate brain. A prominent banker of
Chattanooga tells how he keeps him-
self in condition:

“Up to 17 years of age 1 was not
allowed to drink coffee, but as soom
as [ got out Into the world I began to
use it and grew very fond of it For
some yearg 1 noticed no bad effects
from {ta use, but in time it began to
affect me unfavorably, My hands
trembled, the muscles of my face
twitched, my mental processes seemed
slow, and in other wnys my system
got ont of order. These condltions
grew so bad at lnst that [ had to give
up coffea altogether,

“My attention having been drawn
Postum, | began its use on leaving off
the colfee, and it gives me pleasure to
testily to Its value. [ flnd It a dell-
clous beverage: like It just as well an
I did coffee, and during the years
that [ have nged Postum [ have been
free from the distressing symptoms
that accompanied the nse of coffe

!

a boy of 25, though | am more
92 years old. | owe all this te
tum.” “There's & Reason.” R
Tittle book, “The Road to Wi
in pkgs. Grocers sell, _
Ever read the nbove letter? A new
are true, and
M gmntons ol pumas

thas
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