“WE WENT ON CRUTCHES|

‘AR Medicines Failed Until Dr. Wi |

liams' Pink Pills Cured His |
RAheumatism. .
. “Bome years ago.” says Mr. W. H. |
" : Olark, a printer, living at 612 Buchanan |
' street, Topeka, Kans., I had a bad at- |
tack of rheamatism and conld not seemn
to over it. All sorts of wmedicines !
to do meany good and my tronble |
kept getting worse. My feet were so |
swollen that I could not wear shoes and
I'had to go on crutches. The pain was |
terrible. |
“ One day I was seiting the type of an |
! article fur the paper telliug woat Dr, |
f'l‘ Willinms' Piuk Pills had done for a man

as [ was and I was so impressed |
’ with it that I determined to give the
¥ medicine a trial.  For a year my rhen. |
4! macism had been growing worse, but |

after taking Dr. Williams' Pink Pills I
began to improve. The pain and swell.
ing all disappeared and I ean trathfally |
say that I haven't felt better in the past |

twenty years than I do right now. 1|
oould name, off hand, a half-dozen
: who bave used Dr./Williams' Pink |

at my suggestion and who have re- |
resnlts from them.''
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are goaran-
teed to be safe and harmless to the most
delioate constitation, They contain no
morphine, opinte, narcotio, nor any-
thing to caunse a drug babit. ey donot
act on the bowels but they actually make |
! new blood and strengthen the nerves.
o Dr.Williams’ Pink Pills care rheuma
, tism because they make rich, red bloos |
and no man or woman can have healthy
blood and rhenmatism at the same time,
They have also cured many cases of

.n.-hk::-nlgh. sciatica, partial
N":Ln otor ataxia and other dis-

\ eases have not yielded to ordinary
| treatment

b All druggists sell Dr. Williams’ Pink
: Pills or they will be seut by mail, post-
:.:I. on receipt of price, 60 cents
. fix boxes for $2.50, by the Dr. Wil.
liams Medicine Co., Schenectady, N. Y,

FPhilosophy from Kansas,
Nobody knows what produces earth-
quakes, although it is often claimed
that they do. The earth quakes
somewhere every day. Nobody knows
when the earth came or when it will

el M T i e ——

The Grand Army of the Republiec.

Day by day the!r ranks are thinning, one
by one they dlsappear.

I' And at each succeeding roll call, fewer

volces answer: “Here!™

Still their regiments are marching—many
march with nolseless tread,

And no bugles sound “assembly’ In the
bivouac of the dead.

Hats are reverently lifted to the heroes
Iving here;

| LAft them to the living heroes—hall them

all with cheer on cheer,

Not for long wil they be with us; soon
each regiment will be

Tented here beneath the blossoms ef the
land it helped to free,

But to-day the drums are muffied and the
flag at half-mast waves,

Keaping green dead heroes’ memories af
the grass above thelr graves.

Still another weary winter gshrouded in the
snow they lay;

Now we bring them crowns and garlands
of the lovellest blooms of May.

Let them rest in honored slumber, while
thelr praise, from shore to shore,
Elghty milllons throats are swelllng—we

are free forevermore!
~Elsie Florence Fay, in Buccess Maga-
zine.

THE NEW MEMORIAL DAY.

With blossom-laden fands, to-day the na-
tion stands,
Beside the graves of those who died for
liberty.
The story is long told, our hearts can no
more hold
The bitterness of strife, the tears, the
agony.

€0, where It came from, how it came |
or how it happened to be here. The
fact is, when you get down to the
truth, nobody knows anything about
. anything—past, present or to come—

and about the only way to get along

in this know-nothing world is not to
: * try to know very much.—Eldorado |
Republican.
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: Taking the Odd Trick. ‘
Wite—Well, John, 1 don't see how |
I can rult you. You don't like my |
cooking and you have complained of ’
I can't get ‘
|

]

|

|

1

|

|

1 every cook I have hired.
i one to suit.
: Husband (stubbornly)—You could

e if you went after the right one.
“That's all you know about It. I |
telegraph¢d your mother offering her
ten dollars a week and she declined to
come."—Bohemian.

Impeortant to Mothers. |
Sxamine carefully every bottie of CASTORIA, |
& eafe and sure remedy for infants and children, |

The Kuwnd You Have Always Bought,

In Tennyson's Land. .
A reader at Buckingham, England,
wrote to a London newspaper, asking
for the name of tue author of the line,
1 8 “God’s finger touched her, and she |
: slept.” He sald the local burial board
would not let him put it on his wife's
tombstone unless he gave the author's
pame. Apparently the members of the
burial board are not readers of Ten-
nyson,

- Deafness Cannot Be Cured |
by weal applicstions, as they cannot reach the dis |
sasnd of the ear. There is only ooe way to |
cure end thas |s by constitational reinedios. |
Deafnoss I8 caused by an f.m conditivn of the |
mucous |

|
|

Hnlng of the Eustachian Tube. When this
is fnflamed youu have a rumbling sound ur - |

hearing, and whoa 1t s sntirely clused, Dear
Bess (8 the result, aud unless fanmation ean be |
out and this tube restored W s normal copd!s |

will be destroyed forever; nine case-

of are csused by Catarrh, which is noitulag

an condition of the mucous surfaces.

. gnou Hundred Dollars for any case of
by usm that csnnot cured |

Hall's Catarrh Cure.

for circulars, froe.
¥.J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O
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Polish Litterateur,

The man who more than anybody
alse made American letters and Amerl-
can life and history known to (he
Poles of Europe has come to Boston to |
=4 live, & refugee from the persecutions |
. of the Russlan police. He 18 Jakob
C. Goldszmit, himself at one time a |
e lecturer at the Warsaw university and |
18 widely known as an author and corre- |
spondent.

Write Garfield Tea Co., Brooklyn, N. Y.,
for sample of Garfield Tea, Mild laxative, |

Record of Revoluticns,

At a private exhiibition held in New
York, Marie Beyrooty, a “Dervish dan-
oer” connected with Barnum and Bal-
ley’s circus, whirled in a dance for 36
minutes without stdpping. She com- |
: pleted 3,450 revolutions, breaking her |
i world's record of 2,240 revolutions. |

Reduced Rates East for School
T . Teachers. |
- : And the general public, via A. T. &"
ek 8. F. Ry. »Qne fare plus $2 for the
. pound trip from Utah, Wyoming and
other territories to Missourl river, St
Louis, Memphis, Chicago, St. Paul and
intermediate points. Dates of sale,
May 26th and 28th, June 1st, 3rd and

-3 i6th; Return limit, Oct. 31st, 1906.
tepovers allowed.

'
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Yet the memory of these men shall perish
only when
The manhood of the land, the love of
freedom, dies, "
And lo! beside their sod new fold |s turned;
for God
New marytrs called for freedom, 'mid
women's teara and cries.

By these just newly dead—their blood for
Cuba shed—
And these who lie at peace, In the land
they dled to free;

Let all men know we keep thelr vigil while
they sleep—
On guard, for aye, of this great nation’s

that it
= oo ! destiny.
Bears the ? | These herces have not laid their brave
Bignatare of - lives down in vain,
In Use For Over 30 Years, Her sons agaln have pledged our land to
liberty.

O hearts that grieve to-day for soldiers

Tar aWny,
Who bore our country’s flag and died to
seét men free,

Look up and sigh no more. Like those who
died before,
The nation keeps thelr memories and the
people’'s hearts are true.
For Chickamauga still echoes on through
Ban Juan Hill
To one nation and one people 'neath the
red, white and blue,

To the Nation’s Dead.
Long have they lain 'neath the grass and
sod,
Those noble sons that in battle trod,
No more the sound of the bugle call
Bhall quicken thelr steps to duty's call,

They only walt for the trumpet sound,

When the great and good shall at last be
crowned,

And the battle and strife of yesterday

Bhall be lost allke to the Blue and Gray.

Ye who march on this day In May,
To scatter garlands of flow'rels gay
Over the mounds of soft green sward,

| Where sleep the brave in battle gored;

Know that to these ye owe your land,

Bo scatter the buds with willing hand,

With thoughts of love while lips do pray

For the peace and rest of the Blue and
Gray.

And let the flag on each grave rest,

Of him whose struggle made It blest.
Those Stars and Stripes let proudly wave
Above each soldler honored grave.

For these are they who held them high,

| Caring not that they should die.

80 let the Union feel to-day
Thoughts of love for the Blue and Gray.

Sleeping, Not Dead.

Ye sllent men, who Lo your ¢country gave
The last full measure of devotion—life—
Ye fell asleep while the tumultuous

sirife

Around yeu swelled in fury, like the wave

Which breaks upon the rocks which prove

its grave.
To-day, around you all the alr Is rife
With walling cries from: bugle and from
fife—

T voice of that dear land you died to

save,

Kay, ye have never died--ye live to-day
In every soul which joys that it is (ree;

In that falr flag with which Lhe Lreezes

play,
With every flashing star undimmed, un-

u.
in all our hearts, which clay like yours
shall be
Before our land forgets what freedom
cost.
=Nipette M. Lowater, in N, Y. Bun,

The Fallen.
-Hark! a bugle winds shrill
Q'er the brow of the hill,

At whose base stygian waters outpour;
'Tis our cowmrades, beyond sight,
Bignal back through .ue night

To the few who are left on this shore,

Old Charon oars tree
Our brave hosts through the sea,
As they, prompt to the bugle, respond—
How his boat rocks rolls,
ith the of souls,
are L 's strong
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TWICE-TOLD TESTIMONY.

A Woman Who Has Suffered Tells
How to Find Relief,
The thousands of women who suffer
bpackache, , urinary disorders
I « and other kidney
flls, will find com-
fort in the words
of Mrs. Jane Far-
rell, of 606 Ocean
Ave,, Jersey Olty,
N. J., who esays:
“l reiterate all I
have sald before In
3 praise of Doan's
Kidney Pills. 1 had
been having heavy backache and
my general health was affected when
I began using them. My feet were
swollen, my eyes puffed, and dizzy
gpells were frequent. Kidney action
was irregular and the secretions high-
ly colored. To-day, however, [ am a
well woman, and [ am confident that
Doan’s Kidney Pills have made me
80, and are keeping me well.”
Sold by all dealers. 50 cents a box.
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

The Fickle Goddess.
Mra. Style—[ want a hat, but it
must be in the latest style.
Shopman—Kindly take a chair,
madam, and wait a few minutes: the
fashion is just changing.—Melbourne
Life,

Pirst “Infantry.”

The term “Infamtry” was first vsed
by the Spanlards in the war with the
Moors, to designate the bodyguard of
a royal prince or “infante.”

Mrs. Winalow’s
For chilldren teething, m‘.“tt:.'ml.
Gammiation,

allays cures wind coliu. Iunha:

Reassuring Odor,
Nervous Johnny—I love the smell
of motor cars.
Hostess—Really? What an extraor-
dinary taste, Why do you like it?
N. J.—Because when you smell It
you know the danger's past.—Punch.

Garfield Tea, the herb laxative, is better
than drugs and strong cathartics; it cures,

ORIGIN OF “TWENTY-THREE"

Hero of Dickens’ Story Who Died on
the Guillotine Was in Line on
That Number,

Dickens lovers have no trouble these
days Iin proving that all >f our sup-
pored up-to-date Americanisms are
merely stolen expressions from their
favorite author. They have indecd
found that Dickens used many phrases
and expressions that have been taken
up to-day as universal oy-words, and
the latest acquisition of the enthvs-
fasts of this sort is told in the state-
ment that Dickens originated the ex-
pression “twenty-three,” which in the
vernacular of the present is used to
express “all in,”” “chase yourseif,”
“gkiddoo,” “the end,” and many other
things.

I: will be remarked by anybody, says
the Kansas City Star, that in the
last chapter of “The Tale of Two Cil-
Dickens describes the procession
of human-leaden tumbrils to the guu-
lotine,
ton, the hero. In a garden overlook-
ing the hideous machine is a group of
old women knitting. As the heads fall
in the basket one after another the
women knit stealthily and count them

out loud. The paragraph deseribing
the last moments of Sidney Carton
reade thus:

“The murmuring of many volces,
the upturning of many faces, tha
rressing on of many footsteps in the
ouwekirts of the crowd, so that it
sewells forward in a meass, llke one
great heave of water, all flashes away.
Twenty-three!"

There you have it.
for what it is worth.

BREAD DYSPEPSIA.

The Digesting Element Left Out.

Bread dyspepsia is common, It af-
fects the bowels because white bread is
nearly all starch, and starch {s digested
in the Intestines, not in the stomach
proper.

Up under the shell of the wheat berry
nature has provided a curious depesit
which is turned Into diastase when it is
subjected to the saliva and to the pan-
creatic julces in the human intestines,

This diastase is absolutely necessary
to digest starch and tura it into grape-
sugar, which is the next form; but that
part of the wheat berry makes dark
flour, and the modern miller cannot
readily sell dark flour, so nature's val-
uable digester is thrown out and the
buman system must handle the starch
as best it can, without the help that na-
ture intended.

Small wonder that appendicitis, peri-
tonitis, constipation and all sorts of
trouble exist when we go so contrary

You can take it

| to nature's law. The food experts that

perfected Grape-Nuts Food, knowing
these facts, made use In their experi-
ments of the entire wheat and barley,
including .all the parts, and subjected
them to moisture and long continued
warmth, which allows time and the
proper conditions for doveloping the
diastase, outside of the human body,

In this way the starchy part is trans-
formed into grape-sugar in a perfect-
ly natural manner, without the use of
chemlcals or any outside ingreédients.
The little sparkling crystals of grape-
sugar can be seen on the pleces of
Grape-Nuts. This food therefore Is
naturally pre-digested and its use in
place of bread will quickly correet the
troubles that have been brought about

In one of them is Sidney Car- |

.‘

What sublime quietness!

Can it be possible that here—are
these memories, boundless deep, which
sweep across me llke a surging flood,
merely the torturing dreams of a
fever-racked brain?

But no. Aill around me are abun-
dant proofs. The outline of the old
fort Is still visible, and in fact I won-
der that time has wrought so little
change. I now recognize many fa-
mildar objects. The then solitary tree
is wtill standing, but a wound made
in ita trunk by a vicious shell has
never healed, and is now hastering its
decay.

Yonder, half way down the slope,
nearly buried in earth, I also discern
a huge, shapeless mass of iron. Dumb
wimess of a bloody past, it is all that
remains of a monster gun whose voice
made the trees tremble. In the last
hour of horror, overworked, triple
charged, it exploded, hurling a score
of men into eternity.

This memory, then, is no mere
dream. TLis panorama of peace be-
fore me has a dark background of
graves,

Through yonder fleld of waving
corn, from the mile-distant wood, with
pick and shovel, by ditch and trench,
inch by Inch, we worked our tedious,
tortuous way. Day and night we were
dogged by the messengers of death.
Each step was gained at the price of
some brave life. Yet the work was
pushed steadily on. We were there to
do, to dare, to endure, but not to fal-
ter. In a nation's redemption strug-
gle men can afford to dle, but cannot
afford to be found wanting. When
a comrade fell wounded, we cared for
him with such kindness as the cirenm-
stances permitted; If he was . killed,
wrapped in his blanket we buried him,
while with the rough sleeve of a
soldier's coat we wiped the tears away
—and pushed ever onward.

As 1 gaze spellbound, I wonder—I
can never cease to wonder—that we
did not fail. It required men with
nerves of steel and hearts of oak, re
enforced by the inspiration that back

God. It required these, and all these,
to make victory possible.

For there, in the fort before
cans could have taken it. Our foes
were never tired, their vigilance never
relaxed, their courage was sublime.
And” while we belleved them entirely
and eternally wrong, they fought as
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who believe they are entirely and eter-
nally right.

At last the point was reached where
the work must be completed by an act
of extreme desperation—we must
charge the fort.

Between the trench in which we
were concealed and the coveted prize
was a space of about 500 feet, filled
with every sort of obstruction which
cunning, desperate men could devise.
In part this consisted of stout stakes
driven firmly into the ground at an
angle pointing towards us, and sharp-
ened. These were so thick and close
that we could not pass between them,
and were too strong to be ecasily
broken. If there was a spot anywhere
affording the least protection from the
leaden storm, it was planted thick
with torpedoes. It was through and
pver such obstructions that we must
foree our way while the guns of the
fort would be flashing on us floods of
death.

¥ s A VISIT TOTHE RUINS

to the abzent; a moment to exchange
with & comrade, so that the survivor
might forward the miszive to those
loved ones; an Instant to breathe a
whispered prayer through moving lips,
Just loud enough to be heard In
Heaven — when boom—boom—boom—
the solemn volce spoke out, and witha
shout which made the earth tremble,
we leaped from the obscuring ditch,
and the harvest of death began.

Paralyzed for an Instant, but only
an instant, the enemy opened their
guns with consummate fury. Our ar-
tillery, too, recently placed in posi-
tion under the mantle of darkness and
concealed by brush, replied with even
fiercer violence. Thus, with the air
about us full of screeching missiles
and sulphurous smoke, blinded and
sometimes even covered by the debris
thrown over us from the furrows
plowed by shells, we forged forward.
Some began, to chop down the stakes,
while others aimed at the gunners.
The range was close—we were vet-
erans—nearly every shot brought
down a victim and silenced a gun.
Their riflemen, too, were soon* 80O
weakened by loss that they could not
check our advance until we reached
the great ditch which surrounded the
fort. Here, besides every other con-
ceivable obstruction, it was planted
thick with torpedoes; but although it
were the wveritable jaws of  death,
there could be no faltering now—into
it we leaped with a shout.

Although beyond the range of the
guns, we now became the victims of
the fuse of shell hurled upon us from
above. But still, over the dead bod-
ies of the slain, we pushed forward
to the opposite bank. Here, halting
but a moment under the slight protec-
tion to recover our spent vigor, with
another shout out-yelling the missiles
of war, we flung ourselves at the para~
pet. The attempted seemed Iimpossh
ble, but with such men nothing is im-
possible, Over the obstructions, up
the steep and difficult ascent; regard-
less of bursting shell and hissing bul-

us, |
were Americans, and none but Ameri-

it is only possible for men to fight |

lets; in utter defiance of the enemy

of us was our couniry, and above was who now throngeéd the slopes, until,

hurling our foes headlong with oqur
bayonets, we leaped into the fort.

On that very parapet before me,
within this deserted space, shaded
now by vernal and silent growths, that
scene of hell-born carnage was en-
acted.

But this was of short duration. Our
reenforcements were pouring into the
fort like a mighty flood—the enemy,

It Was Forty-Two Years Ago.

hopelessly overpowered, at last
rendered.

The fury of rejoicing which followed
rivaled that of the charge. The strug-
gle had been so long and desperate,
the victory was so complete (not -
single one of the foe escaping) that
men lost all self-control, and some in

2 frenzy of joy even hugged each other
and cried like women.

sur-

mains of the poor victims who had
perished in handling them.

Ammthonll!umwhm‘

gore, the survivors stood, some
dled in little groups, dumb with
ror; some upright, facing in
deflance; others, blackened

B

“July 8, 1905."

digestion and bui

st h, controlling

t a &aﬂmy ml i
stem. oou t musy
o work mlm'!::.' It wild

Iml o e e except in its earlier

the
be

254%
i

i

3

-
g

. X. The
talss no alechol or harmful, ha
m‘?:us. lnxret;ihnu
Sick

and sacredly confidential.

R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.
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Novel Cards.

Visiting cards of iron are popular
on the continent of Europe, the name
being printed in silver. The thickness
of the cards is one four-hundredth of
an inch. )

Garfield Tea purifies the blood,
the digestive organs, brings good

‘Where to Have a Boil,
Thomas Bailey Aldrich, comment-
ing once upon the trials of Job, re-
marked that the only proper place to
have a boil was between “John” and
“O'Reilly.”"—Boston Herald.
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LIMB RAW AS PIECE OF BEEF.

Suffered for Three Years With ltching
Humor—Cruiser Newark U. 8. N.
Man Cured by Cuticura.

“l suffered with humor for about
three years off and on. [ finally saw a
doctor and he gave me remedies that
did me no good, so | tried Cuticura
when my limb below the knee to the
ankle was as raw as a piece of beef.
All T used was the Cutlcura Soap and
the Oictment. [ bathed with Cuticura
Soap every day, and used abont six
or seven boxes of Cuticura Olntment.
I was thoroughly cured of the humor
In three weeks, and haven’'t been af-
fected with it since. [ use no other
Soap than Cuticura now. H. J. Myers,
U. S.-N., U. 8. 8. Newark, New York,

War on Boap.

Belentific medical authorities are
waging a war on soap; that ls, soap
in a form commeonly used. The cakes
of tollet soap for romiscuous use
have already been driven from nearly
all the hotels and office buildings Ia
New York. Some startling discov-
eries were made recently in tests of
soap taken from a number of New
York hotels. Filth and disease bae-
terla were found in nearly every sam-
ple. The soap from the firstclass ho-
tels was no better than that found
in cheaper hostelries.

Compass Nests,

In the tropical northera territory of
South Australia travelers need mnot
carry a compass. The district abounds
with the nests of the mniagnetie, or
meridian ant. The longer axes of
these point due north and south.

The Easier Way.

“Some o' de gloomy conversation,”
sald Uncle Eben, “is caused by de fact
dat it's easler to talk hard times dan
it is to do hard work."—Washiagton
Star.




