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Moral Suasion and a Strap.
“She secms to have abandoned het

moral suasion ideas relative to the
training of children.”
“She has."

“How did it happen?”

“Well, I was largely {nstrumental
4n bringing about the change. You
-@ce, she has no vhildren, and I grew
weary of her constant preaching and
theorizing, so I loaned her our Willie.”

“Loanecd her your boy?”

“Precisely. She was to have him
a week on her solemn promise to con-
tine herself entirely to moral suasion.”

“Did she keep her promise?”’

“She did. but at the eapiration of
the week she came to me with tears in
her eyes and ploaded for, permission
to whale him just once.” *

THOUGHT SHE WOULD DIE.

Mre. 8. W, Marine, of Colorado Springs,
Began to Fear the Worst—Doan's
Kidney Pills Saved Her.

Mrs. Sarah Marine, of 428 St. Uraln
treet, Colorado Springs, Colo., Presl-
dent of the Glen Eyrie Club, writes:

Y 4 RN

“I suffered
for three years
A\ withsevere
‘\\ backache.” The

\\ doctors told
§\ me-my kidneys
| w.eraialected
Fand’ ‘prescribed
medicines for
| me, but I found
that;it was only
- yvaste ‘of time
tnd’ 'money to
take them, and
began :-to fear
that I would
never get well.
IA friend advised me to try Doan’s Kid-
ney Pills. Within a weekafter L began
using them I was so much better that
I declded to keep up the treatment,
and when I had used a litile over two
boxes I was catirely well. I have now
enjoyed the best of health for more
than four months, and words can but
poorly express my gratitude.”

For sale by all dealers. Trice 50
cents. Foster-Miiburn Co., Buffalo,
N. Y.

. Mad Muilah's Miracle.

A good story is told of how the
Somali Mullah worked one of those
“miracles” which drew many waver-
ers to his banner.

An Engiish man-of-war was sent to

demonstrate off the coast, and at night
threw a searchlight on to the jungle-
«covered mountains. Abdullah was in
/hiding there, and knowing from his
\vislts to Aden what it was that his
{followers hailed as a new star told
!them that the light was seeking him.
|  When the electric rays actually flood-
:ed his encampment he cried in tri-
{amph: “Will you deny now that I am
the eye of God?”
{ The Somalil fell on his knees, beat
the earth with their foreheads and re-
plied: “Thou are truly the elect, the
<chosen, the mullah, the master. Our
;goods, our existence, our souls belong
ito thee. We place ourseclves entirely
-at the disposition of thy will.”—Lon.
-don Express.

Billion Dollar Grass,
__ When the Jobn A. Salzer Seed Co., of
La Cromse,. Wis., introduced this remark-
-able grass three years ago, little did they,
-dream it would be the most talked of grass
in America, the bigalest, quick, hay pro-
~ducer on earth, but this has come to pass.

BILLIONS GRASS

Agricultural Editors wrote about it,
.Agr. College Professors lectured about it,
Agr “Institute Orators talked about it,
£while in the farm home by the quiet fire-
*mide, in the corner grocery, in the village

t-office, at the creamery, at the depot,

n fact wherever farmers gathered, Salzer’s

Billion Dollar Grass, that marvelous grass

rood for 5 to 14 tons hay per acre and

ots of pasture besides, is always a theme
‘worthy of the farmer’s voice.

Then comes Bromus Inermis, than’which
‘there is no better grass or better perma-
‘nent hay producer on earth. Grows wher-
.ever soil is found. Then the farmer talks
.about Salzer’s :Teosinte, which produces
100 stocks from. one kernel of seed, 11 ft.
-high, in 100. days, rich in nutrition and
.Mtly eaten by cattle, hogs, etc., and is
.good for 80 tons of green food per acre.

, Victoria Rape, the luxuriant food for
“hogs ,and sheep, which can rown at
*25¢ a ton, and Speltz at 20c a bu., both

. great food for sheep, hogs and cattle, also
eome in for their share in the discussion.
JusT £EXD 100 IN STAMPS

~and this notice to John A. Salzer

Co., La Crosse, Wis., for their big catal
and many farm seed samples. ‘[C. N. U,

Easy Window-Dressing.

Applicant—] see you advertise for a
“window dresser. .

Dry Goods Merchant—Yes, sir. Have
-you had much ex; rience? ‘

“I arranged the window display in the
-store I worked in last, nnd every woman
‘who passed stopped and looked in.”

“That's something like. You're just
‘the man we want. By the way, what
dine was your firm ia®%. @7,

“Mirrors.” e

i FOR'MME”A- 5

3uch that Every Woman Desires te

KnowIs FoundinCuticura—*‘Cuticura

Works Wonders.” ...

Too much stress cannot be placed
on the great value of Cuticurg Soap,
Ointment and Pills in the antiseptic
cleansing of the mucous surfaces and
of the blood and circulating fluids,
thus affording pure, sweet and eco-
oomical local and constitutional treat-
ment for weakening discharges, ulcer-
atlons, inflammations, itchings, irri-
tations, relaxations, displacements,
palns and irregularities peculiar to fe-
males, as well as such sympathetic
-affections as anaemia, chlorosis, hys-
iteria, nervousness and debility.

Ho Has 1t Now.
Sayitt—OIld Graspit was buried yes-
terday. 1 suppose le is satisficd at last.
Askitt—\Why, how's that?
‘Sayitt—Oh, he always wanted the
warth.

The Present Rate Law.

The duties of the present [nterstate
Commerce Commission, are to correct
all diseriminations in railroad rates. It
it finds that an unjust rate is in effect,
the railroad is notified. If it declines
to change it, the Commission can bring
suit in court, and if the court decides
1n favor of the Commissioners' finding,
|the rallroad must obey, or its officers
|may be brought up for contempt of
court and summarlly dealt with.

A Repetition.
Dolly Flirtgirl—I am engaged to be
married. Congratulate me, dear.
Maud Brisk—With all my heart. Ev-
erything I waid the last time goes now!
-—Puck. :

The interest of the latest Parisian
~Iplly centers in the death of an inventor
iwho is killed while on a trial trip in his
.airship. The disaster is shown on the
istage in the course of a rcalistic ascent
“drom the Eiffel tower.

‘ﬁ CEEEEEEEEEEEELETEEEEETCENDDDIIZ LI I3

St.Cuthbert’s Tower
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C€CHAaPTER [.—(Continued.)

“Nay,” he said, obstinately; *“Mat
doesna’' stir at tha' bidding. Help the
wrenclies thasel’; thoo's used to 't.”

Ollvia drew back; she was shocked,
frighteneil, by the dogged ferocity of
the farmer’'s face and by the 'sudden
expression of some strong feelings—
whether anger or angulsh she could not
quite tell—which for a moment con-
vulsed the features of her unknown
companfen. As for Oldshaw's coarse
words, the strong Yorkshire ‘dialect
rendered them unintelligable to her.
They, however, roused the spirit of the
phlegmatic Mat.

“For, shame, feyther!”' cried he, in
a volce which was a new terror for
the young lady whose champion he
thus declared himself to be. “Maister
Brander, Ah'll go loike a reace horse.”

And ducking his long body under
his father's left arm with an uncere-
monious roughness which shook that
mighty man from his dignity, he touch-
ed his cap to Olivia and ran off down
the lane past the Hall.

“We won’t go in there, thank you
very much,” sald Olivia, when Mr.
Brander had come back to the spot to
which she had retreated. ‘I could not
pass that man; I would rather not go
near him.”

“Will you wait here while I find out
about the furniture, then?”

“Please promise not to quarrel with
that horrid man about his rudeness to
us. I can see he is one of those pco-
ple who can't help being rude and hor-
rid, just as some otlher people can't
help Dbeing unselfish and kind,” said
the girl, shyly, but with much warmth.

He turned without another word,
almost as if afrald to say another
word, and going back rapidly to the
inn, passed the farmer, who sullenly
made way for him. When he came
back, his face was full of deep concern
of a different kind.

“I bring bad news,” he said to the
girls, who were shrinking together in
their desolation. *“I am afraid your
furniture has not come, and—they say
they haven’t a room to spare in the inn
for to-night. But if Mrs. Tew could
see you and speak to your herself—"

“I wouldn't stay in the house,”
burst out Ollvia, indignantly. “If we
can only get Into the Hall, Lucy and
I can manage very well indeed.”

“But the place is sure to be hideous-
ly damp, and there are no carpets; in
fact, there's nothing,” said Mr. Brand-
er, in dismay. ’

“The resources of the feminine mind
are infinite,” said Ciivia. “Here comes
the old woman who has the keys, I
suppose. I shall get her to take us
in for a little while—at lcast, she'll
have a cottage and a fire somewhere
or other. And perhaps while we are
waiting there the furniture will come.”

Mr. Brander looked at her with re-
newed compassion. He thought this
last a forlorn hope. ‘ )

“Don't be disappointed if it doesn’t
come yet,” he said, encouragingly.
“0ld Sarah Wall will do her best for
you, I'm sure, and all the better if
she doesn't see me talking to you.
For you won't hear any good of me
from her.”

And before Olivia could detain him
to pour out again the thanks for his
kindness with which her heart was
overflowing, he had raised his hat
with a sudden cold withdrawal into
himself, and turning with the rapidity
of the most accomplished athlete, dis-
appeared along the road which led
through Lower Rishton, leaving her
overwhelmed with surprise at the
abrupt change in his manner and with
desolation at this unexpected sudden
Joss of their only, friend.

CHAPTER II.

Old Sarah Wall, the key-bearer,
came ambling up at a very slow puce,
holding in her hand to her side, and
muttering feebly as she moved. She
looked very cross and not too clean.
Scarcely deigning to glance at the
strangers, she muttered, “This way!”
and then fell to groaning as she led
the way through the farmyard up to
toe house. :

Olivia paused to look despairingly at
her scattered trunks, and to give a
kindly word of comfort to the unlucky
cab driver. As she did so she heard
a footstep on the hard ground beside
her, and found the shamefaced and
blushing Mat at her side.

“Ah'll get t' luggage in seefe, never
fear,” said he, in a voice so gruff
with excessive bashfulness that poor
‘Olivia thought him surly, and shrank
back with a cool refusal of his services
rising ot her lips. Mat thought she
{dentified him with his father and so
hastened to offer a neat apology for
that gentleman’s conduct.

“Feyther's a pig,” said he. “Boot
he wunna harm ye! an’ Al'll do what
Ah can to mak’ oop mm peing so
rough.”

And he shouldered one trunk and
caught up another, and strode along to-
ward the house, whistling to himself
with the defiant carelessness of one
who feels he has done a bold stroke.
The lady and her attendant followed,
somewhat soothed by this little show
of r;lendnness.

ven In the midst of her feelings of
'desolation and disappeintment, in spite
of .the keen cold and of the forlorn,
‘blind look which shuttered and shut-
up windows, broken chimney pots, and
untrimmed ivy gave to the house,
;Olivia could not look quite without
‘admiration and a youthful sense of
delight in the picturesque at the old
Hall. The body of the house was a
long, plain, two-storied bullding, with
‘a flagged roof and a curious wide, flat
portico, supported by two spindleshank
wooden windows, beneath which three
stone steps, deeply hollowed out and
'worn by generations of feet, led to
the front door. With some difficulty
Mrs. Wall turned the key in the rusty
lock and admitted them. It scemed
','thlt she had a grievance in the fact

,that she had not known on what day
Ithey were to arrive. As a matter of

fact she was one of those persons who
are never prepared for anything.

The entrance hall was low-roofed
and square; the walls were covered
with a cheap and commonplncé pa-
per, the walnscoting and the banisters
of the broad staircase were of painted
wood. This was the portion of the
house which had suffered most during
its decadence. Olivia, examining
everything with an eye keen to dis-
cover the good points to be made the
most of in her new home, found that
where the paint had worn off the stair-
case and walnscot dark oak was re-
vealed underneath, and she rashly ut-
tered an exclamation of horror at the
vandalism of the firm’s late occupants.

“The idea of spolling beautiful dark
oak with this horrid paint! Why, the
people who did it ought to be sent to
penal servitude!”

Mrs. Wall was scandalized.

“T" fowk ’'as lived here last liked
t' place clean,” she said, severely. “It'll
nivver look t' same again as it did,
wi’ a clean white antimacassar stitch-
ed on to ivery cheer, an' wax flowers
under glass sheades in a’ t' parlor
windows.. An’ t’ parlor a'ways as neat
as & new pin, so ye wur afreaid a’'most
to coom into 't. Ah, ye meen talk o
yer gentlefowk, but they’ll nivver mak’
it look t' same again!”

Olivia had opened the door to the
right, and, throwing wide the shut-
ters of one of tlre three large windows,
revealed a long, low-ceilinged room,
used as the living room by the Ilate
farmer's family, and having at the
further end a wide, high, old-fashioned
fireplace, the moldings of which had
been carefully covered with white-
wash, now smoke-begrimed and worn
into dark streaks. Olivia uttered a
groan, and turned to the door, afraid of
uttering more offensive remarks. Then
they went upstairs, and opened the
doors of a lot of little meanly-papered
bedrooms. Having allowed the new-
comers to examine these, Mrs. Wall
shuflled hastily back to the staircase.

“Stop!” cried Olivia, as the old wo-
man placed one downtrodden shoe on
the sccond step; “we haven't seen the
other part of the house at all. Where
does this lead to?”

And she peered into a crooked pas-
sage which led into the first two older
wings.

Mrs. Wall paused with evident re-
luctance.

“There's nowt yonder but t’ worst
o' t' bedrooms; ye've seen t’ best,” she
grumbled. '

But Olivin was already exploring,
followed by Lucy; and the old woman,
with much reluctance, brought up the
rear. The passage was quite dark, and
very cold. The tallow dip which Mrs.
Wall carried gave only Jjust enough
light to enable the explorers to find
the handles of the doors on the left.
One of these Olivia opened, not with-
out difficulty; for the floor was strewn
with lumber of all sorts. The walls
of this room were paneled right up
to the low ceiling; and the paneling
had been whitewashed. A second
chamber in this passage was in a sim-
ilar condition, except that the panel-
ing had been torn down from two of
the four walls, and its place supplied
by a layer of plaster. Olivia stepped
across the dusty piles of broken boxes,
damaged fireirons and odds and ends
of torn carpet, and looked through the
dusty panes of the little window.

“Now you've seen a',”' said Mrs.
Vs ail, rather querulously. “Abh’ t' lad
downstairs ’ll be wanting to know
wheer to put t’ things.”

“No,” she said, eagerly, “we've not
gseen all. There’s a:wing of the house
we have not been Into at all; and’I
can see through the little window,
on this side of it, some curtains and
a flower vase with something still in
it. It doesn’t look empty and deserted
like the rest. I must get in there be-
fore I go down.”

But Mrs. Wall's old face had
wrinkled up with superstitious terror,
and it was only by force of muscle that
the young girl succeeded in cutting off
her retreat.

“Na’,” she sald, her volce sinking
to a croaking whisper. “I canna tak’
ye in theer. An’—an'—an’ t’ doors are
locked, ye see,” she added, eagerly.

“Well, but why are they locked?”
asked the young girl, impatiently.
“The whole place is ours now, and I
have the rignt to see into every corner
of it.”

“Oh, Miss Olivia, perhaps we'd het-
ter go back—do downstairs—for to-
day,” suggested the little maid Lucy,
rather timorously.

Mrs. Wall's nervous tremors were
beginning to infect the poor girl. But
her young mistress had at least her
fair share of an immovable British ob-
stinaney. Finding that both doors
were firmly locked and that there was
no key to either forthcoming, she flung
the whole weight of her massive and
muscular young body against the door
on the left, until the old wood crack-
ed and the rusty naile rattled in the
disused hinges.

“Mercy on us!” exclaimed Sarah
v.all, petrified by the audacity of the
young amazon. *“Shoo 'll have t’ place
about our cars!”

“Take the candle,
Olivia, imperiously.

Lucy obeyed, frightened but curious.
Her mistress made two more vigor-
ous onslaughts upon the door. It gave
way on its upper hinge, so that the
girl's strong hands were able to force
the lock with ease.

“Now, Mrs. Wall,” she said, “we'll
unearth your ghost, if there is one.
At any rate, we'll get to the bottom
of your mystery in five minutes.”

But she did not. Pressing on to
the end of a very narrow, unlighted
passage, Olivia came to a second door;
this opened easily and admitted her
into a large chamber, but it was not
empty and lumber-strewn, like the rest
of the rooms. The dark forms of
cumbrous, old-fashioned furniture were

Lucy,” sald

discernible in the dusk; the heavy

hangings of n huge four-post mahog-'
any bedstead shook, as a rat, slid
down the curtain and scurried across
the floor. As she stepped slowly for-
ward on the carpet, which was damp
to the tread, and peered to the right
and left in the gloom, Olivin could see
strange relies of the room’s last occu-
pant; the withered remains of what
had Dbeen a bunch of flowers on a
table in front of the little window;
an assortment of Christmas cards and
valentines, all’ of design now out of
date, and all thickly covered with
brown dust, fastened with pins on to
the wall on each side of the high man-
tlepiece; even a book, a rallway novel,
with its yellow boards gnawed by the
rats,

Still advancing very slowly, Olivia
reached the opposite side of the room,
where her quick eyes had percelved
barred shutters. With some difficulty,
she removed the bar, which had grown
stiff and rusty, and, drawing back the
heavy shutters, revealed the long
stone-mullioned window,,with diamond
panes, which had been such a pletur-
esque feature of the house from the
outside. The thick, untrained ivy ob-
seured one end of it, but enough light
glimmered through the dirt-encrusted
panes for Olivia to be now quite sure
of two things of which she felt near-
ly sure beforec—namely, that this was
the Dbest bedroom in the house, and
that, for some mysterious reason, this
chamber, instead of being dismantled
like the rest, had been allowed to re-
main for a period of years almost as
its last occupant had left it.

On jhe other hand, a host of knick-
nacks remained to testify to the sex,
the approximate age, and the measure
of refinement of the late owner. More
railway movels, all well worn; flower
vases of an jnexpensive kind; two hand
mirrors, one broken; a dream book; a
bow of bright ribbon; a handsome cut-
glass scent bottle; these things, among
others, were as suggestive as a photo-
graph; while the fact that this room
alone had been studiously left in its
original state, threw a new and more
favorable light on the taste of that
mysteriously interesting somebody
whose Individuality made itself ' felt
across a lapse of years (o the wonder-
ing new-comer.

(To be continued.)

HOW SHE MANAGED HUBEBY.

Young Wife Has No Idea Her Lord
and Master Is Director.

“Tom Gray is a very clever man,”
remarked one of his friends. “He has
managed to effect by diplomacy what
most of us have tried and generally
failed to bring about by self-assertion,
i. e., a satisfactory freedom of marital
action while remaining on perfectly
affectionate terms with his wife.

“The first year of his marriage he
and his Maud were a typlcal pair of
turtle doves, and were never happy
out of each other's sight. Then the
man, as is generally the case, without
loving his dear Maud any the less, be-
gan to be interested in outside things.
She noticed this change, and, woman-
like, resented it. They had one row
after the other. Then Tom considered
the situation and developed Machia-
vellic talents. He did not relax his de-
votion to his Maud.. On the contrary,
he became more and more of an ardent
lover. He gave her no peace. He
would come up for afternoon tea when
she would be in the midst of a delight-
ful gossip with her especial intimates
and sit and look at her fatuously, so
that her friends would one by one
make an excuse for a short stay.

“He was so affectionate that it be-
came rather ‘tiresome and one day
Maud requested quite sharply that he
‘wouldn’t paw so much.’ In the way
of companionship it is undeniable that
each sex prefers its own, and Maud
began to long for the comfortable chat
about subjects dear to her soul with
other women, but Tom gave her no
chance. Finally she talked to him se-
riously about the duties they both owed
to society. Tom took it in very good
part. He recognized the necessity of
sometimes speaking to other women
and of ‘keeping up’ his men friends
and he promised to take an interest
in other people.

“] should call them now a model

couple. They are fond of each other, |’

but they are also fond of their friends.
She attends her dinners and bridge par-
ties and he goes unrestrictedly to his
club, and the amusing part of it all
{s that Maud thinks it is her clever
management that has brought this
eminently satisfactory state of affairs
about.”—New York Tribune.

ABOUT THE SURNAMES.,

They Were First Used in Normandy
Before the Conquest.

Neither Hebrews, Egyptians, Assy-
rians, Babylonians, Persians nor
Greeks had surnames and in the earli-
est period of their history the same
may be sald of the Romans, says the
Waverly Magazine. In course of time,
however, every Roman citizen had
three names—the praenomen, or per-
sonal name; the nomen, or name of the
gens or clan, and the cognomen, or
family name, as Publius Corelius Scl-
pio. Conquerors were occasionally
complimented by the addition of a
fourth name, or agnomen, commemoraes
tive of their conquest, as Publius Cor-
nelius Scipio Africanus.

1t is impossible to state with any de-
gree of certainty when the modern
system of personal nomenclature be-
came general. It has been stated that
the practice of surnantes begad in Nor-
mandy and extended to England after
the Norman conquest, but a document
in the Cottonian manuseript quoted in
Turner's “History of the Anglo-Sax-
ons” contains reference to Hwita
Hatte, a keeper of bees in Hathfelda;
to Tate Hatte, his daughter, mother
of Wu'sige the shooter, and Lulle
Hatte, sister of Wulsige. The date of
these records of the Hittes is not to be
ascertained, but tlieywere certainly
written before the year 1066. So far as
antiquarians have been able to discover
Hatte is the first surname whose éxist-
ence can be traced in England. It'is
not improbable that the founder of the
Hatte family was so called becpuse of
some unusual or noticeable headgear
that he was In the bnpit of wearing.

‘A translation of . “The Pligrim's
Progress” is.popular .in .China.  Some
of the pictures show Christian with
the face of a Chinaman, with a shaved

-

head and a pigtail.

' The Little Bee.
A little bee
Awoke, you see,
In 'the early morn of spring,
It rubbed its eyes
And buzzed surprise,
When it heard a little bird sing.

“Bizz, bizz,” said the bee
As it laughed ‘“Hee-hee,”
The summer's coming, I know;
And honey sweet
I then can eat
From all the flowers that blow."”

Then the little bee
Went out to see
If the flowers were opening wide,
It lit on some snow,
Which froze a toe
And then it deeply sighed.

“Biz, bizz-z-z, dear me!
1 scarce can see

How I'll get back to the hive;
My wings are so slow -
I scarcely know

If I am really alive.”

Then the sun shone down

On the bit of brown,
That was the little bee

And warmed it through

So that it flew
Straight back to the hive, you see.
—A\lontreal I"amily Herald.

A Democratic Baby Princess.

The Princess Yolanda is a small
demerat in her way. One evening, not
long ago, she was waiting for her
father and mother to come to dinner.
Her nurse asked her: “Whom would
you likze to have at dinner with you?”

She hesitated for a moment, and
then said: “I‘should like to have papa
sit there, and mamma yonder. Bru-
satl (the King's alée-de-camp) may sit
by me, and on the other side I want
Glovanni.”

Now, Giovann! is the man who leads
the donkey on which the Princess Yo-
Janda takes occasional rides. She Is
extremely fond of him, and counts him
one of her dearest friends. In her
childish mind there was not the slight-
est reason why he should not sit at
the King's table as well as any titled
visitor.—St. Nicholas.

Don’ts tp Boys.

Don’t wear your hat in the house.

Don’t sit while a caller stands.

Don’t get into the habit of using
slang. Vulgar expressions denote de-
generacy.

Don’t be ashamed of gallantry to-
ward women and girls. A gentleman
is always courteous toward.the oppo-
site sex. :

Don’t fall into bad hablts with the
xed intention of ‘‘swearing off” as
you grow older. Habits formed In
youth accompany one to the grave, bad
habits often burying their victims be-
fore their time.

Don’t speak of your father as “the
governor,” nor of your mother as “the
madam.” If you do not show respect
to your parents you must not look to
the world to respect you.

Boy Kills a Mountain Lion.
A boy of the name of John Demer-
breaux drew $20 out of the county
treasury yesterday. His warrant for

LITTLE STORIES
AND INCIDENTS

Will Interest and
Entertain Young
Readers.

That

the money was the skin of a llon,
which he brought to town with him,
says the Arizona Republican.

The lion was killed on the Verde,
near Fort McDowell, under unusual
circumstances. The boy was riding
along the river and saw the beast
eating the carcass of a raccoon, which
he had just killed. Demerbreaux was
armed with a shotgun and he emptled
both barrels into the lion, killing it
{nstantly. Old hunters and others fa-
miliar with the habits of the mountain
lion sald that they had never heard of
one doing such a trick befowe. While
the llon is frequently seen in the day-
time, he Is never scen eating. He takes
his meals by night.

Little Mothers of Japan.

The little girls of Japan are real
little mothers. Many a small malden
in Japan goes out to her games of
tag and bouncing ball with a wee sis-
ter or brother tied on lher hsck with

PLAYING PHUGRIM. '

the broad sash which she always
wears,
Sometimes she turns the baby

around as you see in the picture and
plays she is a pilgrim carrying the
Goddess of Mercy on her back, while
the other children pretend to worship
the goddess.

A Smoke Surprise,

In the top of a shallow pasteboard
box cut two holes, eaca about an inch
in‘ diameter, and place over each an
argand lamp chimney. Stand in one
hole a candle cut long enough to pro-
ject half an inch above the box. Light
candle and then hold over other lamp
chimney some burning “touch paper”
or unglazed paper that has been dip-
ped in a solution of saltpeter. The
smoke, instead of rising, will go down
one chimney and after it has filled the
box will rise through the other.

“Mjyrtle is a nice girl and all that,”
said the young woman with the black
eyes and the square chin. “I like
Myrtle in a way, but she makes me
awfully tired.”

“She is rather wearisome,” admit-
ted the friend with the rosebud mouth.

“No backbone.”

“Not a particle,”

“Phere’'s an I-aim-to-please expres-
slon about her that makes me want to
shake her at times.”

“She likes to be all things to all
men.” ‘

“The whole thing to all men.”

“She certainly is fond of admira-
tion.”

«I hate people who always agree
with you, don't you?”

«] think they are perfectly detest-
able.”

“Moral jellyfish.”

“Mushes of concession.”

«1f£ 1 hadn't a mind of my own and
always had to adopt somebody else’s
views of things I wouldn't want to
live.”

“I would die if I didn’t have some
{ndividuality—or I'd want to.”

“It doesn’'t matter who it is she’s
talking to or what they think Myrtle
always thinks exactly the same.”

“Men think that's sweet, though.
They like a girl who always agrees
with them.”

«Amiable idiocy is about the mascu-

line, idea.”
“hey think when a girl ‘Just adores’

the things they like that she must be
perfection.”

“They declde that they've found
their affinity.”

“But it doesn’t take in a man who
has any sense.”

“I think they see through a girl of.

that sort quicker than her own sex.”

“I don’t think Myrtle is a popular
girl—especially attractive to men.”

“Not by any means. I know two
or three who are always making fun
of her.”

“Still I like Myrtle.,”

“Oh, so do I. One can't help liking
her.”

“And there's one thing I like about
her especlally. She never talks about
people—says means things about them,
I mean.”

“There's that in her favor, certain-
ly,” admitted the girl with the rosebud
mouth,

“If she only wasn't so pliable,”

“Such an echo!” |

“Belle,” said the girl with the black
eyes, “it's such a joy to talk to you.
You always seem to understand me
and you look on things and people
from the same viewpoint that I do.
It's awfully refreshing.”

“You darling!” exclaimed the girl
with the rosebud mout., pressing that
feature to the black-eyed girl's cheek,
“Why, that's precisely what I was go-
Ing to say about you.”—Chicago Daily
News.

Back to the Old Rations.

«1 suppose you were fed off the fat
of the land,” said Mrs. Saunders,
plaintively, as she set the plate of.
griddle cakes before Mr. Saunders the
morning after his return from Boston.
“With Niece Margaret's means, they
must have everything there is going.”

4] presume to say there’s no lack
o' wherewithal,” sald' her husband,

as he began to pour maple sirup, with |
a lavish Hand,”“but for ‘breakfasts

‘they had the worst lot o truck ever I
saw. 'Twasn’t ‘cooked. nor' a thing
done to it." ‘T expect that hired girl of

“theirs that T used to hear fallin’ down-

stairs about seven o’clock ‘didn't want
the trouble o' starting her fire-in a
‘hurry. But I'tell ye ‘when you've had
a different kind o’ straw filling served
%0 ye for seven days running, griddie

cakes come just at the right time.
Don’t take away that serrup jug yet
a while; it hasn’t soaked .in' yet all
it's a-going to. And set the doughnuts
.and. the pie and the'biscuifs where I
can keep an eye on 'em, but'you can
.-remove that glass Q:water as far as
you see fit. I've been)staryin’ healthy
about as long as I can stap’.it.”

His Greatest Need.
#What d'ye want?’ asked the coach-
man at the kitchen door. '

' “De boss o' de house sent me mund:

here,” replied the tramp, “an’ said you
was ter gimme anything I needed.”

“All roight. Come out to teh stable,
an’ OI'll turn the hose on ye.”—Phila-
delphia Ledger.

A man can fly off the handle witb-
out the aid of a fiylng machine,

DISPEPSIA VIFRDS

A NINE YEARS' VIOTIM FINDS A
REMEDY THAT OURES.

For Two Years TooWeak toWork—A Dozen
Doctors Had Tried to Check Disvase,
Treatment That Succeeded,

All sufferers from weakness or disor.
ders of the digestivo organs will read
with lively interest the story of the com.
plete recovery of Mrs. Nettlie Darvoux
from chronio dyspepsia which was
thought to be incurable.

« To be ailing for nine yearsis nota
very pleasant experience,” said Mrs,
Darvoux, when asked for some account
of her illness. * For two years I was
critically ill and could not attend to my
household duties, and at one time I was
80 weak and miscrable that I could nos
even walk. My troublo was chronic dys.
pepsia. I became extremely thin and
had a sallow complexion. I kad noap-
petite and could not take nnyh‘vith.
out suffering great distress.”

“ Did you have a physician?"*

' Yes, I took medicine from a dozen
different doctors, but without getting
any benefit whatever.”

« How did you get on the track of a
ocure?”’ S st el

¢« A book about Dr.Williams'Pink Pills
was thrown in our doorway one day.
My husband picked it up and read it
through carefully. IIowassoimpressed
by the statementsof those who had been
cured by that remedy that he imme.
diately bought threo boxes of the pills
and insisted on my taking them.”

«Did they help you at once?”’

¢« I began to feel better the second day
after Istarted to use the pills and by the
ttme I had taken the three boxes I was
entirely well. Dr. Williams’ Pink Pillg
can cure even when doctors fail, and
they cure thoroughly, for a long time
has passed since my restoration to health
and I know it is completo and lasting.”

The surest way to make sound diges.
tion is to give strength to the organs con«
cerned. Dr. Williams’ Pink PijNve
new vigor to the blood. No ot Qe
edy yields such radical results.™ ™

Mrs. Darvoux lives at No. 497 Sixth
street, Detroit, Mich. Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills are sold by all druggists in
every part of the world. Dyspeptica
should send to the Dr. Williams Med.

icine Company, Schenectady, N. Y., fo
a new booklet entitled ‘“ What to Eal

and How to Eat.”

Acted the Part.

Tess—Yes, Mr. Crabbe called to see
me last evening. I think he's very
nice.

Miss Chellus—What!
bear. 3

Tess—Isn't he, though? No matter
how often I threaten to scream bhe
wouldn't stop.—Philadelphia Press.

He's a perfect

Macaroni Wheat,
Salzer’s strain of this Wheat is the kind
which laughs at droughts and the ele-
ments and pom.ivclly mocks Black Rust,
that terrible scorch! L
It's sure of yielding 80 bushels of finest
Wheat the sun shines on per g®icion good
I, Ia., Mich., Wis., O., Pa.
lands and 40 to 60 bushels on
No rust, no insects, no failure.

about i &\\\\\\‘
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JUST SEND 10C AND THIS NOTICE
to the John A. Salzer Seed Co., La Crosse,
Wis., and they will send you free a sample
of this Wheat and other farm B
ther with their great catalog, wort)i
00.00 to any wide-awake farmer. [C. N. U,

Making a Close Distinction.

Benevolent Party—Young man, I'm
sorry to see you thus idling away the
golden hours of youth. Every time I
look out of my parlor window I see
you sitting on this fire hydrant.

The Young Man—\What's th’ matter
with you? What are you givin’
me? I ain’t idle when I'm doin’ noth-
ing. I'm a sewer inspector.—Cleve
land Plain Dealer.

Deafness Cannot Be Cured

by local applications, as they cannot reach the
?’Eu‘s:d pg'r,uon of the ea:.y Thers is only one

cure Deafness. and that Is by constitu-
nmodlr. Deafness is caused by an In-
flamed conditlion of the mucous nnm
Eustachian Tube. When this tube
ou have a rumbling sound or imj|

ng, and when it Is entirely closed afness 1s
the result, and unless the m can be
taken out and this tube resto ormal
condition, h will be des! orever;
nine cases out of ten are ca tarr)

b,
which is mothing but an inflamed et'mdmon
the mucous surfsces.
cate of Deafhess (caed by cataren) L hat canne
. ca cann
be cured 's uun-ﬁ Cure. Sead for clr
. ! F.J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O
. J. ., Toledo, O,
Sold by 1sts, 75¢.
Hall's Farlly Pills are the best.

Friendly Suggestion.

Windig—I don’t know what we are
going to do with our youngest boy.

Joblots—What's the trouble?

Windig—He's getting so we can't be-
lieve a word he says.

Joblots—Why don’'t you get him a
job in the prediction department of the
government weather bureau?

The Best Shampco for the Hair.
Many shampoos are recommended for
the hair, as egg, bicarbonate of soda,
ammonia, ete. While these may be good,
their indiscriminate use is injurious. The
only thing that can be prescribed for all
is good, pure soap and plenty of water,
Use Ivory soap and dissolve it in the
water instead of rubbing on the hair. =~

ELEANOR R. PARKER.

Natural Inference.

“Say,” remarked the half back of the
Podunk football aggregation, ‘‘the cap-
tain of the Grasstown gang says he is
going to mop up the ficld with us in to-
morrow’s game.” &,

“Huh!” exclaimed the back,

“I always suspected himmmginx
a scrub team.” Koo ;

A broken tooth startled a gentleman
in Vienna while he was hurriedly eating
his breakfast, eager to catch a train. The
accident was caused by his biting into &
roll, in the center of which was a rusty
pail. The baker was arrested and fined
four dollars.

Ask Your Dealer for Allen’s Foot Ease,

A powder, It rests the feet. Cures Chil-
blains, Corns, Buniops, Swollen, Sore, Cal- -
lous, Aching, Sweatipg-Feet.and Ingrowing'’
Nails. Allen's ‘Fo% “makes new or’
tight shoes easy. - At ali Druggists and S8hoe
Dle maiied PRER b o cute. Sam:
" B, o
“ed, Le Roy, N. Y. et

Trite and True.
¥Vinegar never catches:flies,” 2
8o .the proverb maker wrote;
And sugarless, candidates, likewise,
Fail: to eatch the floating vote.

Mrs.
o

* A new banking systenrawhich enables
persons  to make deposits of 25 cents and
upward, interest being allowed when the
amount’ redches. $5; way adopted by the
National Bsak’ of: 'Irelandion Dec. 26,
zh: bank has geveral branches in Lome

= .
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L6 Earan Fequces infdammetion, aF
cures wind colic. .2ieents a
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