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THE HEART OF A CHILD =

By JOSEPHINE DODGE DASKAM

HE sun-giare jies on the road snd

the fieid and the house There are

only thres little white clouds In &li
the warm biuve sky.
down the road.

Suddenly comes the grating sound of
sometliing drmgged over the floor, and the
door oprns. The Child pukbes out with a
fittie wooden rocking chulr and a great
tin pan hoaped with unshelled pess.  Her
blue-chocked apron is tled by the walst-
band around bher neck—it Is a grown wo-
man’'s apron, and covers her and the chalr,
which S far too small for her now. But
one cannot be always § years old, and
wiyn one is 11 shall one relinquish with-
owt a pung the Dirthday gifta of one's
chilldhood?

Ehe leys e pan beside her and puts o
handful of peas Inte her bluechecked
Inp. Bhe presses her brown lttle thumb
against the sharp green odge and drags 1t
down the pod Out patter the little green
balls, and rattle into the pan. Truly, a
ploasant sound! Like the rain on the roof.
When she was very lttle and slept with
her mother, she woke once in the night
and It was meining hand. The thunder

htened her, and her mother comforted
her and sang her o aleep in the bed. And
when the lighining flashed and all the
roomn wae bright and dreadful, her mother
toi her to keep bher syes shut and then
the finshes would not trouble her. Bo ahe
screwnd her eyes hard rogether and beid
her mother’s hand, and drifted off to
sloep. .

That wes so long ago! Buot whenever
mnything ratties and patters she shuts her
oeyes guickly, and sees for a moment the
dark room and the sguare white counter-
pane and hears her mother singing “Mary
of Argyle™ Bhe wopders If when we die
and go to besven we are reminded Ly llttle
eights and sounds of what we usad to do
earth. Of course, we shall do only
pleasant things there, but they might re-
mind us of the pleasant things here—the
pasture ln the early morning. when It s
so still and coal and almiost stmnge; the
bacn, fall of sweet plies of hay, muosical
with plegoma, checkered with amber sun-
Nght; & bty palace, on whose fragrant
divans omo sits with Sultans and slave
Eirls, and listens to Sinbad and Aladdin;
the shady porch, where cool white milk
and dark shiny gingerbread walt the
weary, barry-stained wanderer In the
brown book in the parlor is 4 poem about
e little girli who used to *“take her little
porringer and eat hor supper the The
Child foels lke that lttle girl when she
ents in the porch

There & another NNttle gir] in the brown
bovk—"Bweet Lucy Gray.” Ehe thinks of
Lacy when she comes home alone at dusk,
and quickons ber stege. How frightened
she wouid be! Not that the Chlid has been
foollahly taught to feas. Omily that she is
fmaginative, and knows enough to be
alrnid

It ehe could have one wish in all her Nfe
she knows what 11 would be. A beautifu]
£ol watch all chasod with figures and a
cherry-calored ribbon ted Into the handle
Then she would put It into her waist—bat
her dresses open in the back! The disad-
vamtages of youth are obvious enough, In
all consclence, without that last pathetic
touch, When can she have o separate
walst and sidre?

Suppoee she shonld die before she grows
oid enough to sttain this glory? People
have died when they were young—much
younger than she. The Uttle Waters gir)
ed, gnd she was only 8 The Child went
to the funersl, but not with her mother,
Ehe ulipped inte the kiicheén and listened
&t the door. Whan she toll her mother
that sbe had gone, her mother looked at
ber so strangely.

“Why 4 you want to go™ she sald
The ChiM could not tell

1 made meo cry,” she anrwered, “but I
foit good, too. 1 wmnt her to tell my
trother that 1 am pretty well, and that I
hope he I The same. when she gets to
beaven. Do you suppose gshe will get there
by tomight™

They talkofl about her conduct on that
excasion o strangely and eo long that she
Dever spoke any more with them about
drsth or the Nfe after it. But she thought
ehout these thinge.

She wondered whether Mary Waters re-
membered the secret plgee they made to-

ther n & bollow gatépoxt. Mary Wa-
4ere bad & way of sometimes telling things
DOt quite a8 they really were. D4 she do
0 now? Or had she told enough lles to
el her to hell? For lars inherit hall,
<t 1a not that this fact has been Impressed
upon ber mind by others, but she has read
it In the Bible and heard it read.

Thers are strange things in thoe Bibla
One s commandad to refraln from dolng
0 many things that one never would do
unyway. But those things must have beon
done by the Israclites and the Pharisecs
and the Hittites and the Poblicans. Then
e God mean the Americans mnust
keop the same Jaws”™ But Amoricans wera
free and egual They threw over the tea,
kﬂ'1~ with & wild whoop—walt! Jot us pre-
tend!

This s Boston. It Is still and quiet
Night is dark all around. Boft and stenlthy
w footsteps—the Indinne! They gather
rom the shadows of the trees and houses,
wave thelr tomahawks exultantly,
glide o the whart In thelr path
# n Jittle girl In a blus-checked apron

lis upon bhor knees In terror

“Tave me!™ shoe cries. The chief lnughs
n horrid laogh; ho ralses hip tomahnowk—
s b the Child

on

that

" e

V ri= loud and wearly
the peas on her lap, so frightensd

"I thought they were resl’ T thought
they were coming! she whispers to her-
eol!

Lot us think of pleasant things. Peas are

1 W you count them by ones! If

Wy Eobbled
" one had to be
ttle girl! But
wit a thought of
tight ch¥ir and

pews and the farm and g0 to a city!

What city? Oh, New Yark, or Boston, or

Perxia In Persin the days are full of
) nighis are Arablan.

' ®ireein walk vellsd and lovasly

" e it matter that to the Child
1h elle mro of the dull blue cotton that
wreathes her mother's hat? By all the

FPersian m
and wh
alaves

o

“hs, nol—driving binck dogs
s, followwd by turbaned
ring with misty
s Dackground. They
enter 4 frowning portai—but let us pre
tend!

This 1= Perein. The stroots are narrow:
nd crowd to one side &
se-rhecked apron. Bhe
£ unknown, unnoticed. Walt!
T It s a slave in & turban
with a scimitar Anshing with Jewela, He
boews Jow

and

nuchs,

am bidden to tell wyou that your
prvsenee is desired by my master, lovely
malden The lovely malden Jooks
baug ily at him,

T will follow you, save* she
They go to & low, narrow door. The
Mlave says a magic word and the door
pwings open. Through a long passage and
6 greal hall they go. There bursts upon
them o' radiance of Hght. Flowers $ill the
hir with an unearthly fragrance. Golden
Bobleta and ruby pitchers stand on silver

BL¥S

salvers with “drded frult, cakes and
Fyertmenta, which give an appetite for
firlnking.” Lovely wiave girls 1ead ithe

malden 1o the bath and attire her in rich
and costly robes They seat her in a
goiden chalr and give her & bowl of sesd-
pearis to string. (Thess are the pegria)

Bhe lifts her Jovely head and says In a
volce of

sliver musie: *“Where s your

y.” says one of the slaves, bowing
“he comes™ Eho hears the feet of
approaching prince; ghe dares not
rise her evea. FHow will he look? What
't will he bLring? Ehe sinks Ner hands

No o |
N0 ONE PREIES UP OF | 34 Haroun-al-Raschid speak through his

| bride's

l

week, the many ejaculations of admiration

deep In the pearls. Ah, what is that? A,
great sweet- boudh drops In the pan. |

“Your gran'ma wants them peas!’ says
the prince In genial reduke. Alas! And

nose T

The Child stares at him, dused.

“These—theso are pearis!™ she says. *1
am stringing them for my girdie! Does
your Highness desire that I should wear
this-~this carbuncle ™

His Highnese laughs loud and long.

“It's & sweet-bough.” he chuckles, “and
I guess you better eat It right up, now.”
One moment of wavering. srhall awful
wrath come upon this desecrator of the
soul's best rites, or good fellowwhip and

feasting be given him? She acowls, she |
shrugs her aproned shoulders, she |
glances from beneath ber lashes, she
wmilen,

“T'll gtve you hall,” she announces,

After all, 1t s hardly probable that the
prince would have helped her sbhell the |
peas. And Willlam Searles will, if he is
omnly the chore boy. Valn hope!

I got to drive the chickens “round
back.,” be demurs. *1 can't spend my
time shellln' peas. Your gran'ma says if
you don't get ‘em done pretty soon you
ean't go over to Miss Salome’s this after-
noon. She says you're a dreadful slow
chila™

This is the Jast straw. The Child rises
with what wouid {ndeed be a freesing dig- |
nity were it not that with bher rises the
birthday chatr. *“Wililam,” she begins.
But more suddenly than s consistent
with her tome she sinks back. Willlam
sits upon the gross shaking with laughter.

“You jooked so awful funny, so awfinl
funny!™; he gasps. The Child hadgs for

a moment beiwean tears and laughter.

=

Then she accepts the situation and laughs
as merrily as the chore boy.

“l was pretending 1 was a princess*
she explatns, “f—"

“Ho!™ rejolns William, “you ain't lke
& princess. You don't look like the ones
you tell about, anyway. Why—" as
sho glares at him over the apron, “your
hair's red, red. An' your eyes are kind
o' green, they are! An' you're just jam-
packed full o' freckles! I guess 1 know
well enough how they look, and you aln't
like ‘em!"

The tetra s#tand In her eyes, but she
will oot let them fall

“I den’t care, Willtam BSenrles,” she
says, bravely. "I may look freckled, but
I dom't feel so! And It's better to know
how they look than—" But, no! She
is an honest Child, with all her !magin-
ing=. She knows that it Ia better to look
ke them than to know about them; bet-
ter for the malden and the prince, at
leart. Willlam waits for the sentence
Bhe begins again

“Willlam Searlea” she says, solemnly,

“wouldn't you rather I could tell vom
about  those princesses than look like
them ™" Willlam's eyes sparkie gresdily

“You bet!™ he réplles with fervor. The
Child sighs with relief.
“All right,'"” she says, "then don't com-
platn.* - -
She 1= alone agaln, and only Willlam's
falnt and falnter Invitations to the
chickens break the slience. The pead fiy

into the pan. Suppose sha shouid be
kept from Miss Salome’s! But. no, that
thall not be. Bhe looks ahead to the

happy afternoon, singing as she works.
And, now, and now, the Udme has come
The dishes are wiped, the cat fed and

tomorrow. She, her very self, in her new
dotted lawn walks carefully up the hill
to tha big house terraced and gravel-
pathed. She knocks timidiy at the brass
ring and' the tall colored butler lets her
in. He. is the only Indoor man servant
she has ever seen, and she reverences him
greatly. He amilea condescendin at
her, as ha smiles not upon all thé coun-
try peopie.

“If Miss will walk up,” he smys. Bhe
goes up the soft carpeted sialrs into the
upstairs dmwing-reom. She draws & long
btreath of happiness and wonder ever new,
and makes her little courtesy to XMiss
Salome.

Out of the J&im, deliclous dusk of the
room come slowly the familiar treasures;
the high palished desk, the great plano;
the marvelous service of delft that fllls a
monstrous sideboard In the distance, the
chaira, all wsilk and satin and shining
wood, the great plctures In gilt frames
In the largest chalr sits Miss BSalome,
Wil the Child ever tire of looking at
her pale lined face, her silver high.
dressed halr, her beautiful hands, spark-
ling with rings, her haughty mouth, her
tired, troubled eyea? She must have besn
almost as lovely as the Princess Angelica,
once. But she smiles so seldom. Bhe
puts out her hand.

“And what has happened since last Bat-
urday ™ she says.

The Child laughs for pure joy. Tp talk,
to describe, to venture at analysis, to ask
the why and wherefore, to illustrate by
gesture as vivid pz her speech — these
things are her happiness. To be suffered
this jov In enatches is much, to have It
demanded, and for one whole aftarnoon.
Here I8 no one to reprove, no one to

the fennel picked for the long sermon ! blame the idle hands, no one to guestion

peoples who own those printed leav

the propriety of mimlery or to Insist on
her sitting In her Mttle chair.

Ml=s Salome watches her flitting about
the dusky parlor, her reddish gold hafir
gleaming now agalnst the delft blue, now
agalnst the pollshed mahogany desk. She
tolls .of the chickens that lost their moth-
er, Bhe wunders about clueking for her
brood and coolng over the returned prod-
igals. Bhe walks across the room as Wiil-
iam does—her slouching galt, opan mouth,
drawiing volee, irresistibly perfect. She
describes the shooting star that seemed to
her like a jost spirit. gone to sorrrow and
the earth,

“It made me think of “Luciter.®son of
the moming, how art thou fallen!"* she
saya solemnly. "1 wonder bow that star
felt, Miss Salome?"

There ia a long pause. The lady sighs

Then, “You may read. if you like,” she
says At last
The Child's face flushes for joy. Sha

runs to the bookecases and brings out a
small brown book. She fingers lovingly
the tree-calf that covers - the preclous
pages, and opens them before she fAnds
h chalr. Bhe curls up on a great eatin
oftoman and smoothes the leaves, Wherse
is the farm? Where the peas? Whare
Willlam? They are less than shadows,
more unreal than dreams. Her wvolce
trembles as she begina:

"And now, your highness permitting, I
shall - relate to your majesty ons of the
most surprising adventures ever known to
vour majesty—"" Ah, It Is good to have
been & child and perfectly bappy.

- What do. children know of lfe, sbhe
thinks, who play with tops and dogs and
kittens? There are books In the workd
And they own all Ilands and seas and

Salome amiles at the eager Jittle face,

Even Miss Salome does not know as much |
as the books. BEwen Miss Salome cannot

may such ourfous wooderful things. Why
is Miss Salome so gnod to her? In heav-
en, will they see each other? “In my

father's house are many manstons” Sup- |
pose sha should boe put In Miss Salome’s?
Wl the “Ambian Nights be there?
When she lifts her eyes from the book
they fail on an immense peacock-feather
fan. 7t glows on the wall, and the eyes
diints and tremble and satisfy her hungry
Hetle sou! with the color ahe loves. On

a small tabla near her stands a msandal-
wood cabinet. Its falnt sweet smell min-
gles with the spices and gumes of the

tale. and should a gentua spring from the
cover and bow to the ground before them,
she would not bhe surprised.
With a sigh of pleasura she relenses the
Princess and outwits the evil spirit.
TTAnd now if vour majesty would care

to listen to the story of the PFisher-
man—" "

“That Is enough,” =ays Misse Saloma
“Are you tired? The Child's eyes an-
swer her,

“Then sing to me.™

“What shall 1 sing?" says the Child,
* Lord Lovell'T

“If you like.,” answers Mlas Salome,

The Child rises and stands before the
gront chalr. Her face is mised and serl.
ous, BShe knows only ballads, but to her
they ars opera and symphony In one, Sha
elasps her hands and bagine:
Lord Lovell he stood at his castis gnto,

A-combing his miik whits steed,
When out came Lady Nancy Bell

To wish her lover good spee-se-sad,

To wish her lover good spaed

Her volee ring= trues as a bell, Miss

A PORTLAND GROWN CHRYSANTHEMUM & ACTUAL SIZE

HE "Queen of Autumn.”
Jestlc

as the ma-

T chrysanthemum is a0 appro-
r called, Is now holding high

court and making a most lavish dispiny of
her many gorgeously-colored gowns. She
makes trips from the florists’ shops to
my lady‘s boudotr In a deep, rich erimson
garb; she goes to a fashlomable wodding
in purest white, her benutiful, long, green
stema bedecked with sireamoers of white
satin ribbon, and as she reclines tn the
arms . proves a dangerous rival
of that young lady's beauty To a golden
weiding she goes In an sttire of richest
golden yellow and compels the guests to ¢
admit that she is more beautiful to iock
upon than the precious metal ftself, Her
dalnty robe of softest rose she dons for
the fashionable pink tea, where she makes
the maids and matrons wild with envy ns
she dtsplays her many charms and ETROCA,
It Is claimed, and rightfully, too, that
the ehrysanthemum has done more to in-
crease the love of flowers In the past |
decade than_any other agency. The im-
portation of the many new varieties from
Japan proved an impetus to general cul-
tivation and the many magnificent specl-
mens put on the market caused It to!
spring into instant popularity. There is
no other flower that can be used In deco-
rative work with such fine effect, Whether
used #agly, In clusters, or wherr masses
of color are required, it Is the most popu-
lar flower of the season, and may be
sild to have the fleld entirely to itself. |

A beautiful display of unusually large
specimens in a downtown window
triicted large crowds of admirers

ate
last

and praise giving an Insight to the
estheticiam of the Portland public. The
variety here pictured Is the H. J. Jones,
snd was grown by Burkhardt 7ros, These
great rageed bhlossoms averaged elght
inches In diameter, the petals belng a rich
red on top, the undersile a dark, old
g0ld. This variety may be calied both a

v

4
reflex and an incurve, as the petals grow | be described. To the flower lover It Is & | and s as dainty and aristocratic as a

both ways, showing it to have
Chiness blood mixed ‘with
eness linsage. These richly colored blos-
soma werg displayed to great advantage
by & background of Autmn leaves, the
blending of the deliclous tones being ex-
quisite. A wvisit to the florist who grew
thesa magnificent specimens scemed an
hour spent in falryland. Stately white
incurves stood side by slde with those of
the delleate, drooping petnls or the ragged
reflexed specimens, but no matter the
shape or growth of the petal, no matier
the color—they are all bowllderingly beau-
titul
P —

Among the white ones the Mrs, J. P
Trantor, the Merza and the Timothy
BHaton jajd claims to the greatest perfec-
tion. Ome of the first named measured
11 inches across, the long reflex petals or
florets being delicately penciled with rose
pink, giving it the glow of a seashell In-
side. The beautiful effect of this cannot

some |
its« Jap- |

feast of the gods, The Merza Is an ex-
quizitely beautiful Chinese variely, of a
rich cream-white, the bloom being Inrger
in circumference that the pot in which It
ETOWS. The plant s of dwarf habits,
growing only about three feet high, while
the Timothy Eaton will run up eight or
ten faot. This latter ons 18 A compact,
pure white bloomer, also of unusual size,
and both have been winnérs at various
shows,

Among the golden tints of the yellow
varieties the Yellow Eaton, or De Oronhy-
atekhna, stood out in all {ts glory. It Soes
not seem poasible that a mope beautiful
yellow chrysanthemum than this can ever
be produced. The dalntily tinted yellow
petals are Incurving showing the under
tips of perfect siiver, the affeet being In-
describably beautiful. Next to this variety
in beauty is the Colonel Appleton, a large
golden yellow, incurved, whic¢h Is consid-
ernd by forists as the best seller of all
yellowe, The Mrs. T. W. Pocket has long,
narrow, reflexing floreta of a deep canary

eourt beauty, The Nellle Pocket has the
long florets, which curve at the tips and

is much lighter in tone—almost a c¢ream '

in fact. The Mma. F. J. Taggart produces
great ragged blossoms that look llke im-
mens¢ bird's nest, but probably the most
intereating of all thesa yellow wvarietiea
is the F. J. Taggart. It is distinctly a
novelty In chrysanthemum culture, be-
longing to the halry or plumbed sections.
It s a perfect old gold in color, the long
petals which curve at the tips having
each Ita own set of whiskers. Thess halr-
llke filnments which grow on both sides
of the petal give 1t & queer, fugzy appear-
ance, not unlike a tarantula. 7It is the
winner of the §150 prize and gold medal at
the recent chrysanthemum show In Kan-
sas Clty

After the yellow and white favorites the
pink come next In popularity, the most
gorgeous representative of this branch of
the family being the M'lle. Marie Liger.

|

|
|

This is the French variety which won the
prize offerod by the Chrysanthemum So-
clety pf America for the fine
the recent Parls Exposition
incurving blooms grow to immense
the color being peari pink, 4 ing to a
vory bright shade at the base of the pet-

aln This M'lle. Liger iz the pink of all
pink varieties, but there are ma othar
rarely beautiful ones of this sdlor, as for
instance the Mra. Coombes, which

duces {mmense shaggy reflex blooms
delightful lght rose tint. Of
sons, tha H, J. Jones, already
apd here pletured, is p
ahowy nnd effective, alt agh
A. J. Drexel and the Nyanza are exceed-
ingly popular

Bealdes these shades mentloned
are numberiess others—rosy Illac
branzes, dark chestnut tones
browna and wvarieg d varieties,
latter the Pltcher ! Mauda being a fine
flower of tubular petals, the inner partion
betng yellow, while the outer five or six
rows of petals are white,

It scems but & few years ago that chrys-
anthemums were an old-fashloned garden
plant, not recelving any more attention
than other hardy annuals, but since ths
Japanese showed us what they could ac-
compilsh by cultivation, thers Is & new
¢ra In this branch of flowerdom. It takes
most careful attention 1o bring a bioom
to such great perfection. and sige, and
one's work has only begun when ha buys
a fine plant

me&n

The chrysanthemum [s grown from cut-
tings. To produce the enormous blooms
here described, all shoots or branches are
kept carefully trimmed from the one astalk,
and only one bloom allowed to mature, so
as to throw all the strength of the plant
into it. After the plant buds, all
pinched off but onn, and thereafter the
stalk is Ted twice a day with lguid ma-
nure, no more plaln water being used.
This Is a great deal of trouble o go to
for one blossom, but when it reaches its
perfection It Is so glorious and regsl in
fts splendor that any one would feel re.
paid for the time devoted to its culture,

MARION MAC RAE.

are

She carries them through fateful verses

| and unconsclously =oftens and saddens her

volce at the woeful ending.

Mi=s Salome applauds vigorously,

“One more,” she begs,

The Child's heart grows big with happl.
nesa. That she should love It so. and yet
with it pleasure ot ! It Is too much
joy. Bhe will make e special preyer to-
night and thank God, as does her grand-
mother, for unexpected bounty

“1 will sing '‘Coma With 1wy Lute,* ™
ahe saya It is a quaint, old-fashioned
tune, and her volce rises and falls and

réaches for the notes with an almost pa-
thetic feeling for their beauty.

8ha looks at the lovely lady In the whits
satin gowrr In the great gold frame be-
fore her. How beautlful she must havs
been! She dled when she was very young.
Har husband khot himself with grief for
her. She might have sung that song te
him—who knows=? The Child chokes and
swallows her tears at the end of thae
song. and when she looks at Miss Saloms
ghe sees that her eyes, too, are full of
tears.

“Oh, I have made you cry!
—s0 sorTy !

Miss Salome wipes her eyes,

“If 1 make my guesis unhappy they will
not care to coms agnin,' she says. “Ring
for Peter, dear chil Bo the Child tapa
the beli anid Peter comes gravely in with
the beautiful siiver tray and In o futter
of delight the Child forgets the song and
plietu Miss Balome cuts the darlk
frosted ca and dishes into glass plates
the . fioating In syrep, and
pours o 8 of renl tean And the Falry
can s served with a banguet worthy

1 am sorry

4

candied

Pri;

of her dre: Oh, to be at last in Miss
Balomo's man n!
Tha seke ok for half-past five

over. Hhe brushea tho ocrumbs
to u littls heap on her gilt-rimmod pliate.

Hdéaven 1is

“l must go now, I think,” she says
i bvious effort, Her hostess smilses.
og- will come next week?™ she

2 the Chiid's fmce lights up.
*Oh, 3! I'll surely come next week,
sureiy.” she repilés with empbasis, So
she goes around to Milss Salome’s chalr,
and the beautiful ringed hand raises hee
face nnd strokes her Uttle freckled cheek.
"“Good-bye, my Sunshine!™ she says
The Child catches the hand In a rush of
joving worship and kisses 1t
“lI will never ba cross to WHN-~
Searies agaln, never(™ she cries, “I
ba good to everybody—even to stupid

ple!™ Miss Salome plnches her cheek |
mughs,

And the Child goes out and down 1
steps of the
ed to o

keops her lit rat, hlgh
eat pltch for—ah, measurs not ths time,
I beg you! The children who are older,
how long do the glow and the flush re-)
main with them? They can only say,
“There will ba another!” and walt for &
as well and patlently as miy be

The Child goes back to tha life of overy
day, and embrolders Its dull web with
eyes of peacocks and alftz Into It the scent
of sandslwond, and sets It weaving to the
tuna of ballads, guaint and sweet. Yet
has taken Into another's web, une
knowing, a tiny scarlet thresd of happls
ness that weaves through the tarnished
cioth of aflver and blesses the pattern as
it grows. And the Master of the Looma
has planned it all
tCopyright, 1803, Josephina Dodges Daskam.)

Youngest Officer In Regular Army.

New York Fernld,

Lisutenant Rudolph
old, is " K
In any branch of 1 |
fce, Lisutenant Smyser is visiting
parents, Mr. and Mrs. Louls Smyser, of
York, Pu., and Wednesday the jocal
camp of Sons of Veterans, of which he
was fornferly a member, gave him a
handsome  swordl He wns scarcely 16
when, at ths outbreak of the Spanish-
Americnn War, he enlisted as a volun-
He served in S8outhérn camps until
the closo £ war, ol then re-eilisted
for the Philippine campalgn.

Ho rose to the rank of Second Lisutea-
ant Forty-seventh Infantry, and
for In & night attack on the

wis promoted to o First
On Ootober 27, 1901, he was
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Made of felt, thor-
oughly saturated with
P & B compound. Not
impaired by wvarying
temperatures, Does
not evaporate, crack,

expand or contract.
A low priced roofing that can-
not be equaled. sesd for bookien

The Paraffine Paint Co.

San Franclsco, Seattle,
Portland, Los Angeles
and Denver, Colorado.

Can omiy be cared by the

fiscovered filtesa y

marvellons sernm toxia
by Dioctor Frapeis A.
ath

c pany
. Bostom, St. Louis, Pittaburg,
| pimples, eraptions, mucons
remaved
during the fime month, and the very worst cased
com Iy cured during the full course of thres
montha very case acceptad for treatment
guamntend a compiets cure or all money refunded.
i’t. Sieber’s s=rum toxia

Hot Springw, etc.
patches, sores, pains, rheumatim, ete., are

trestment is ™ the only human
agency through which conta-
tous blood Y- puism can ever
e eradicated 2L = = fromthe hm;
systemm. I you =wF= have triec
sverything alea ‘E:' and failed,
come 19 us, we s =" will cure you
Remember that s ?vrr.ir guarantee
insigned by the N fargess Medizal

Institute in the world, C.ljllt_ll
§1.000,000. Before writing us ask any Mercantile
Ageney, or your own banker, as to our financial
responubility and business stasding. Wesend fres,
li riy-page 1reatise on conta-

Lo .{Jﬂcﬂ'ln:ahc.‘iiﬂ‘:ﬂlﬂ'.:m
n treatment, and ho u can be completely
cured while you remain at home and atzend to your
regular dutiss,

International Serum Toxin Company

CA®ITAL, 81,000,000

Suite 74D §U, James Bidg, New York City




