
WASTED TO A SHADOW. 

Wilt FtnmO a Cor* After Fifteen 
Year* of Suffering. 

A. H. Stott*, messenger at the Stata 

Capitol. Colombo*, O., say*: 
"Tor fifteen rear* 

I find kidney tron- 
Mes. aad though I 
doctored faithfully, 
could not find a 

core. I had heavy 
mnnrim*. attar 
headaches and ter- 

rible urinary disor- 
ders. One day I 

collapsed, fell In- 
sensible on the 
sidewalk, and then 

(wasted 
away la bed for ten weeks. 

After being given up, I began using 
Doan's Kidney Pills. In a eottyde of 

months I regained my old health, and 
now weigh 18* pounds Twelve boxes 

did It. and I have been well two 

yearn." «» 

Sold by all dealers. 60 cents a box. 
Foster-MIlburn Co.. Buffalo, N. T. 

One of Women’s Trials. 
Isn’t It awful when a women keeps 

fixing her back hair at the theater and 
then when the performance If over 
finds that she has left her diamond 
ring on her dresser at home!—Cleve- 
land Leader. 

TEA 
The best '‘cheap” tea Is 

Ijpt water; don't spoil good 
water with trash tea. 

Your grorwc return* your tnone you don't 

UkuSoMlltnu'* Pest. 

Show Lack of Intelligence. 
It Is astonishing how Interested 

some folks can get In the announce 
raent that a new satellite hat bees 
discovered near Jupiter, and how little 

they care when you try to tell them 

about your new baby. 

; TEA 
•: Are you acquainted with 

< tea ? Is it tea that you 
/know? Are you sure you 

know tea? 
Celebrates 104th Birthday. 

James Bellows McGregor of North 
Newport. N. H., believed to be the 
•oldest Free Mason In America, cele- 
brated his 104th birthday recently. He 
has voted the Democratic ticket since 
he waa of age. 

doitt roxoKT 
A large S-oc. package tied Cross Ball Blue, only 

j$ oenta. The Ruaa Company, South Bead. ImL 

Advertises Her Financial Value. 
The true worth or a girl in Albania 

Is sometimes readily estimated. When 
she desires to marry she collects all 
her money and mounts it on her bead, 
so that observers may note her hnan- 
clal value. 

SIX MONTHS' CIRCLE TOUR, $62. 

Still Another Move by the New Salt 

Lake Route. 

The Salt Lake Route will sell round 
trip tickets to l»s Angeles, returning 
through San Francisco and Ogden, foi 
$62.00, good six months. Tickets od 

sale by agents Salt iAke. Stockton 
Eureka, Mammoth, Spanish Fork, Pro 
wo. American Fork and J*ehi. 

Effect of Lightning on Trees. 
The shattering effects of lightning 

upon trees may be accounted for. in 
some degree, by the sudden evolution 
of heat and expansion of gases In the 
wood and the vaporizing of the water 
in the sap. A veritable explosion may 
thus be caused. 

TEA 
Gossips’ are not the only 

tongues tea loosens, 

Finding Hades on Earth. 
When a man has become utterly 

selfish and regardful only of himself 
In the world, the devil may well af- 
ford to spare him any of the compara- 
tively milder discomforts of a here- 
after.—John A. Howland. 

Ptraklldraa 
'a SoatUaf 

UrtatBS, •oftaoj Iha furai, _ 

,aUar>»A.aa«a«wtailaollu MaabatUa. 
»T"f- 
aa,raaaaaa W 

Easy to Tell the Difference. 
As near as the layman can make out 

from the elaborate account of the dis- 
tinction made by the experts, the best 
way te tell the difference between a 

cyclone and a tornado is to look at the 
wreckage afterward. 

Pise's Cure eeosotbe too hifhly spoken ores 

a ooufh aura.—J. W. O Baos. ass Third Are. 

If., We weapons, Mies.. Jan. A MW. 

Breathe Through Nc 

The mouth is not the right entrance 
for air which is to enter those delicate 
and wonderful organisms—oar longs. 
A little filtration must be beneficial 
before it is allowed to enter the lungs. 
The nasal passage affords this Ultra- 

so saves a tremendous 
of wear and tear of the la 

TEA 
What did they do for tea 

two hundred and fifty years 
ago! _ 

Douglas Jerrold’s Pun. 
JerroU once went te a party at 

I which Mr. Pepper had assembled his 
friends, end said to his host on enter- 
ing the room: “My dear Mr. Pepper, 
how glad you. must he 
friends mustered.** 

to your 

gobble loud and Mil 
Vine at turkajr-Aook 

I tn hit subjects to 
The 

called __ 

And mad* this 

stirring 
to him, 

Itttla talk: 

This I* our year, tor brethren, 
Wt’»* watt ad for ft ton*; 

(<.iAp Is aw art sa turkey meat. 
Let's bail It wtth a son* 

“tna pound of flash they’re after— 
Wit# It they tnar bs fed; 

Wut ‘tls a fact, their Shylock act 
Will bleed them all. Instead., 

'And a* for being roasted. 
We'll see them take thetr tarn. 

When they have found to get ua browned 
That money has to burn. 

"So gobble, gobble, gobble! 
And gayly fling the dust- 

For while they fear, we'll take good cheer. 
All ball the turkey trust!" 

—Carolyn Wood. 

After dinner there are many games 
to bo played In which old and young 
may Join. To a draWing-hoard on an 
easel fasten a number of large sheets dl 
blank paper. Whisper the name of an 

animal to each guest. Give each a 

slip of paper and a pencil. Now let 
each In turn draw a picture on the 
large papers, representing the animal 
drsignat%l. The others must guess 
what animal It is and write the name 
on their lists. The greatest aggregate 
of correct guesses may receive a 

prise. A blackboard may be used In- 
stead of papers, and thla game la In- 
teresting to all, as often the children 
outstrip their elders In drawing 
animals. 

Another merry game Is tosalng 
bean bags through a hoop. Suspend a 
gaily decorated hoop In a doorway, 
and the party being evenly divided, 
let those on one side throw bean bags 
through the hoop to those on the other 
side, who must catch them. Hava 
bells on the hoop, and let a careful 
score be kept—If the bell rings. It 
counts less than a clean throw. After 
the smallest children have retired, the 
other members of the family will en- 

joy games of a mental order. 
A good one Is called "The Music 

I^esson." On a table arrange the fol- 
lowing articles, let each be number- 
ed. and on prepared cards let the 
guessers write what musical term 
each article represents. A door key 
(key), a clock (time), a tape measure 

Through a Hoop. 
(measure), a knife (sharp), "a low, 
broad-brimmed straw hat (flat), a nat- 
ural flower (natural), an autograph 
(signature), a few fish-scales (scales), 
six beets In a wooden measure (six 
beats to a measure), a bow of ribbon 
(tie), a promissory note (note), a card 
on which is written “To Sell (pedal), 
a cane (staff), forty beans or buttons 
(forte), picture of cat’s paws (pause), 
a wooden or iron bracket (bracket), 
the lower part of a broken vase 

(bass), a bit of string (chord), bar 
of soap (bar). 

Another good game is the guessing 
of book titles. Cards for this game 
may be bought, but better ones may 
be made with little trouble or ex- 

pense. On a blank card paste a pio- 
ture of Napoleon. This represents “A 
Gentleman of Prance.” The letter 
B in red ink is “The Scarlet Letter." 
A small figure 3 is "We Two.” Pic- 
tures of Washington, Dewey, George 
W. Cable and George Slot, all pasted 
on one card, represent “The Four 
Georges." “Three Men in a Boat.” 
“The Woman In White,” “Little Wom- 
en” and many others may be easily 
represented by pictures cut from 
papers or magasines. Two capital l’s 
painted bine are “A Pair of Blue 
Eyes.” “As” written backward is “As 
in a Looking-Glass.” while the word 
Gnlkool printed on a card Is “Looking 
Backward.” A glance threap any 
library catalogue or publisher's list 
will supply plenty of suggestions. 

Another merry game Is “Advertise- 
ments.” Cut from the magasines 
popular pictorial advertisements, and 
carefully removing all printed words 
paste each oh a card. Number the 
cards and let the gueseera determine 
the articles advertised. Similar to this 
la tba selection of portraits of faintly 
well-known authors or other celebri- 
ties or public characters whose names 
are to be guessed.—The Sunday Mags- 

A Prmyt ft Uw Diy. 

Jr ET me be thankful Tea. 
Let me know thankfulneaa 

For thins* that help and bleaa 
A Ion a the way: 

Let me he brave and clad 
For all the good 1 had 

But yeaterday. 

T-et me aet down the sum 
Of bleealnaa that t-a\e rami; 
Let me hear echoes from 

My laughter 
TUI I care not to aee 
What fate may hap to me 

Hereafter. 

O. let To-day be aueh— 
Nor little, nor too much— 
That I need not to touch 

Or borrow 
The good that now Is Thine 
But which Is to be mine 

To-morrow. 

Aye. each day let me find 
Contentment In my mind; 
Some word or action kind 

My life to bless; 
And thus let me. I pray. 
Make every day a day 

Of thankfulneaa 
—W. D. N. In Chicago Tribune. 

oo o®3. 

(Copyright. 1906. by Dally Btory Pub. Co.) 
A great grey wave like a great grey 

beast all afoam with rage as to Ita 
mouth, rearing. It seemed, hundreds 
of feet tn the air. bore down from 
windward rtk the Martha Dawes. Holt- 
ten at tbo wheel swore or prayed in 
Danish—I don't know which—and 
gripped the spokes and spread his feet 
to withstand the coming shock. Two 
men In the waist ran panic-stricken 
for the first lines they could grab and 
I swung myself Into the lee rigging. 
It came, the blow, a thunderous ava- 

lanche of water, and the schooner, 
shaking and quivering as If her tim- 
bers would rend asunder, listed over 
to leeward. The staunchest Iron 
stesmship that ever carried runnels 
might have foundered under that 
crush of sea water, but the Martha 

"Twenty-five minutes," he aald. 
Dawes, thirty years old. weak In her 
upper works and scorched by a thous- 
and suns -and buffeted by many a 

hurricane, came slowly up again, 
drenched, quivering and yet on even 

keel, and hurling water from her 
decks through the hawsehole3 In 
thick streams. 

“Hard up!" spat the captain in the 
face of the shrieking spindrift to the 
man at the wheel, and Holtzen, still 
swearing, or praying. In Danish, did as 

he was commanded. 
“Two men gone," groaned the cap- 

tain. bis eyes sweeping the decks and 
then wandering out to that heaving 
mass of sea mountains as if wonder- 
ing under what particular wave two 
brave seamen smothered to death. 
On the schooner Martha Dawes, 
struggling for her life against the 
awful power that shoved her steadily 
toward the deadliest spot in the world 
—the Diamond shoals—there were 

four men left for the storm to kill. 
The whole of that Thanhaglvlng 

day we had striven against the storm, 
played our weak cards against a play- 
er who only laughed derisively at 
every effort and went us better, and 
the stakes on the table—four human 
lives—seemed already in his hands. 

The fore topmast had gone over 

early in the morning, and the main 
followed suit about noon. There was 
no such thing left as a starboard rail 
on the forecastle, and the galley was 
turned upside down and jammed It- 
self with the water butt between the 
stump of the foremast and the lee 
rail. 

And yet the Martha Dawes made 
no water. With all that terrible 
pounding not a seam had opened. The 
old schooner meant to die game. But 
die she must The drift had as, and 
the wind and sea helped the drift, 
straight for the Diamond shoals. 
Against the nor’east gale and rush- 
ing sea there was only one thing to 
do—die game, as the schooner meant 
to. 

I don’t believe there ever was a 
more terrifying sky than I gased upon 
from the deck that afternoon. 1 

had seen great thunder-heads arise 
In the tropical ocean—purplish black 
and copper-tinged as to. the edges. I 
had beheld a mass of clouds writhing 
and twisting In a wind straight from 
the south pole as the ship rolled sad 
tossed, trying to psss Cape Hors, but 
that drear expanse of drab beavea 

hued cloud were (lying with neh 
fnrlou* velocity that they looked like 
•moke— the utter dreartaeee of that 
dua brown sky, the desoiatioa of the 
scene terrified me aa no combination 
of sea and skyfhad done before. 

Holtxen bad left the wheel and 
Bobbitt had taken his place. The 
Dane stood holding the lee rigging to 

keep his feet, and his flat, expression* 
leas face turned toward the wind. 

"My fader in de storm was 
drowned.” he said to me. Perhaps he 
felt a grim satisfaction in dying aa his 
father did. 

The captain glanced to leeprard. 
then he shifted an utterly hopeless 
ga*e to the wheel. 

“Lash It and come below,” he said 
ia a sharp voice. 

"Sir?" bawled Bobbitt, not trusting 
his ears. 

The captain strode over and with 
a lire lashed down the wheel. 

“All hands come down In the 
cabin." he Mid; "we've fought the 
storm together, and we’ll die together. 
We’ll strike In a half hour at most.” 

We trooped down the companion 
after the captain Leaving the wind- 
swept deck, that small cabin seemed 
stuffy. It caught my lungs and T felt 
It difficult, to breathe. Besides, I didn’t 
care to die that way, HRe a rat In a 

trap. 
The captain drew a piece of plug 

tobacco from his trousers pocket and 
began chipping It on Abe cabin Vabie. 

“Twenty-five minutes.” he said, as If 
talking to himself, “just enough time 
fbr a pipeful.” 

He crammed the tobacco Into his 
pipe and lit it; then he offered the 
plug to Bobbitt, who shook his head. 

“Curse the luck,” growled Bobbitt, 
stamping his foot viciously, "If I'd 
shipped on that bark for Buenos 
Ayres fd ’a’ missed this." 

“I'd die a heap harder.” remarked 
the skipper, blowing a cloud of amoke, 
"If it wasn’t for a snug insurance on 

my life, and knowing the old woman 

and the little one ’ll have enough to 

pull along with." 
"Well,” snld ^>bhlft. recklessly, 

“the whole Bobbitt family goes down 
when I go, thank Ood. I leave no- 

body to cry and nobody to starve.” 
I remember my own ^sensations. I 

was simply inert. I looked forward to 

nothing but an end, and vaguely 
wished It was over I was sorry for 
nothing. I expected nothing but death, 
and yet I had been carefully brought 
up and well catechised as to the 
future state of mu. 

“The old woman and the little one 

are eatln’ turkey and mince pie to- 

day.” A sharp twang coming above 
the hurly burly on deck Interrupted 
the skipper. He started and laid his 
-pipe on the table. It rolled to star- 

board Instead of to port, as it should 
have rolled for the list'of the schooner 
was changing. "On deck!” screamed 
the captain, as he rushed for the lad- 
der. We piled on his heels. It was 

dark as a pocket on deck and there 
was a wind—the most welcome wind 
that ever btowed. sweeter than a 

xepbyr to a parched traveler on a des- 
ert, for it was coming from the sou'- 
west. 

Then four men who were ready 
to die, sluggish and hopeless, worked 
like beavers for the life they had 
felt was practically ended. The old 
schooner, as encouraged as the men 
who fought with her, answered her 
heim, and with the wind growing In 
force and slipping toward west, we 

got her nose away from the Diamond 
shoals straight for the open sea. 

The wind did not stay west. It 
shifted to nor’west and came as great 
guns A friend that wind was, though 
a rough one. He had an edge to him 
that bit and he flung snow spits into 
one's eyes which made the eyeballs 
smart, but he was a friend, and we 

hailed him Joyously. 
We ate our Thanksgiving dinner of 

bread and water thankfully, the best 
we could have had to eat with an 

overturned galley and a drowned cook, 
but what mattered It with a nor'west 
wind and the Martha Dawes headed 
for the open sea? 

Two Prssidential Proclamations. 

Railroad development seems greatly 
to have impressed President Johnson, 
for in his third proclamation for the 
last Thursday of November, he said: 
“He has permitted us to multiply our 

ships upon our lakes and rivers and 
upon the high seas, and at the same 

time to extend our iron roads so far 
into the secluded places of the conti- 
nent as to guarantee speedy overland 
Intercourse between the two oceans." 

President Grant's proclamations 
contained nothing out of the ordinary, 
except that In one year. Not. 18—not 
the last Thursday—was made the hol- 
iday. and he also Issued a proclama. 
tion calling for special thanksgiving 
on July 4, 1874, on the one hundredth 
anniversary of the nation's birth. 

Time for Nothing but Joy. 
Thanksgiving Is a day of general re- 

joicing and feasting. It Is a day when 
the families reunite, when the wan- 

derer returns and gathers with bis 
kith around the festal board. All 
gloom la dispelled and In the Joyous 
anticipation of what another year may 
bring forth hearts are gladdened and 
the future wears a more roseate tint 
for all. 

If you have had misfortunes forget 
them and start to work anew for fu- 
ture glories. If you have been blessed 
with a preponderance of good things 
—extend a smile to those of your fel- 
lows who have been ten fortunate 
than you. i-* 

tALLAD Or 7M« WISK TUftKCV. 

Ordered His Life ee Hie Days Were 
Len« •« IH Lend. 

Tse. I'm the seme old imtai 
Of some year* **o. end I 

Poeeees to-day the plume*# nr 
And etc# the menner shy. 

Once I wee rein end hemrhty 
Seme es other birds I know— 

Or did—they ell here pined the hoard, 
▲hi years and Tear* tfo. 

"My form In daya ago It wae 

A dream of bllaa. so Mid 
The master of the poulterer*— 

Th« dream. you im, haa fled. 
For now I am a rack of booea. 

My wattles they are pale. 
And why thla change? there-a method la 

The subject of my tale. 

“I watched the market? and I kept 
Close tabe upon the llat: 

When turkey meat waa low In price 
No meal I ever mlased. 

But when the price uplifted, why, 
I took to gravel atones 

Until 1 grew attenuate— 
A walking rack of bones. 

“I had im< haughty friends. alas; 
’Twas yeara and years ago: 

They took to glutton ways, and no a 

There's nothing left to show 

They ever trod the barnyard; ah! 
They're gathered to the hosts 

Of things that were; alack! but now 

They're phantom forms and ghosta 

•• 'Twai in the year of '«*. 
A goose sagacious told 

To me the points 1 now relate— 

He then was forty old. 
He practiced what he preached—alasl 

But quite forgot this year. 
He fattened up, and now he’s pasaed— 

Forgive this falling tear." 
—Horace Seymour Kelier. 

Typical "Home" Day. 
It Is a far cry from that first 

Thanksgiving of the forefather* on the 

bleak coast of New England to the 

present elaborate and sumptuous an- 

nual fasting that marks the end of 
the harvest In this cepntry. 

Many a man will go hundreds, even 

thousands, of miles to alt at the old 
home table, and partake once more of 
the old home cooking—the mince 

pies and the turkey “dressing,” Just 
the same r at least just like what 

"mother used to make." It ia a day 
when the home is supreme. Lonely 
men in the big cities dine at the big 
hotels, It is true, and they may have 
every luxury that the mind of man 

conceive and the money of men 

can buy, but they would give It al{ 
gladly tor a place even at an humble 
table if it only were at the old home 

A •mall Portion. 
The hippo on his native heath 

la an herbivorous beast. 

DISTRESS AFTER MEALS 

Lnan of Atotww »ftw eating, 
short n*w of brMth, • feeling of sMW 

VakttM»-tbM ar» irmptotM that are 

familiar to moat uniform from stomach 
trouble Too often the ordinary doctor’s 
treatment serve* bat to weaken tbs ids* 
eased organ* 

Tbs new tonic method of treating dis- 
orders of this kind does not aim to do tbs 
work of the stomach, doss not demand 
that the food be pre-digests^, bat batlds 
np the weakened organs, so that the? ata 

do the work that uatare intended. 
lira. L O Law, of No. U4 North street. 

Horton, Kan***, says : “In I89T, while 
we were living <m a farm in this neigh- 
borhood, I became generally debilitated 
a* the resalt of overwork. I bad serious 
indigestion, lost sir appetite, suffered 
from a seuse of snffocatiou and from ob- 
struction of the circulation, so that arti- 
ficial mean* had to be need to restore it. 
After suffering for months without find- 
ing any relief, I tried a bn of Dr. Wil- 
liams' Pink Pills of which I bad read ia 
a newspaper. The first few boxes made 
me lot* better, and after using the third 
box 1 felt entirely well. 

“I am now hi excellent health and am 
able not only to take care of my house 
hot also to assist my hnsband in a store 
which be has lately taken. Dr Williams' 
Pink Pills cored me and I can recom- 

mend them. They are so simple, so 

tm»Af taken and so prompt, lu their *0- 

Reroetuber Dr. Williams’Pink Piil* do 
not act on the bowel* They make new 
blood and restore shattered nerree. la 
this way they carry health and rigor to 

erery organ and fiber of the body. They 
are sold by all druggists or will be sent,, 
postpaid, on receipt of price. SO cents per 
box; six boxes for 92 50. by the Dr. Wil- 
liams Medicine Co., bcbeueotady, N T. 

Flaye Free Use of Water. 
Dr. K. Beerwald of Berlin 1a opposed 

•o the free drinking of water, so often 
advised. He saya: "Excessive water 
drinking not only produce! temporary 
disturbance, it also creates direct or- 
ganic disorders; the heart and kidneys 
are particularly affected by the ex- 
cess, and In these esses the vascular 
system Is overcharged and the heart 
and kidneys overworked.” 

TEA 
How can Schilling’s Best 

be better than other good 
tea? 

Same as with everything 
jelse. Men differ; men’s 

things differ. 
Toor (rootr rtturna yonr money tl yon Uktil 

Tru* Refinement. 
Refinement does not necessarily ac- 

company the acquisition of wealth, a 
line house, an extensive library and 
an automobile. It lies rather in the 
individual’s mastery of himself, ln- 
tblllty to withstand the temptations 
jf life. In being Innocent and lotty In 
his secret thoughts. Every man will 
be Impure and vicious unless h* ob- 
tains this mastery. His gain In 
Knowledge, breadth of Information 
and view. Intimate acquaintance with 
men and affairs—all these will avail 
him little in the final struggle with 
aut that mastery.—New York Times. 

Ever Hear of M8cotty” and His Record 

Breaking Ridef 

The story, briefly told. Is this: Wal 
fer Scott, the Death Valley gold miner 
made the trip from Ixmi Angeles to 
Chicago last summer on a special 
train over the "Santa Fe” In less than 
15 hours. That whirlwind train cost 
nlm more than 96,000. It was the 
fastest long distance run over moun- 
tains and plains ever made on any 
American railway. It demonstrated 
ueyond dispute that the Santa Fe 
track, equipment and employees are ot 
the dependable kind. Probably you 
wouldn’t care to ride so fast. Yon pre- 
fer the luxury of our three trains from 
Utah and Colorado to Rverywbers 
East and Southwest. 

Ask me for ticket rates and Utera 
lure. 

C. F. WARREN. 
Q. A.. A. T. 4 S. F. Ry. 

♦11 Dooly Block, Salt ljtke City, Utah 

See Beauty Only in Utility. 
The Idea of beauty is peculiarly de 

veloped in the heathen Esquimaus. 
He regards beauty solely from the 
standpoint of utility. For Instance, a 
rock projecting out of water only ap 
pears beautiful to him when It ia vie 
lted in summer by water birds wbe 
breed there. A foaming torrent Is 
only beautiful if It contains many 
salmon. Clothtf are not put togethne 
with any idea of regularity of color, 
only their practical utility being coe 
•idered. Huts are made of snow and 
stones, with domed tope, but without 
any nrcnitectnrnl design. 

TEA 
We don't know, in this 

country, how good tea is— 

the most of ns—some of us 

da 
It isn't the tea's fault 

lattal Type ef Wile. 


