MADE HIM WHOLE.

PHYSICIANS RUZZLED OVER A
MIRACULOUS RECOVERY.

COUTH SIDE CITIZEN GETZ2 WELL
LJTER BEING GIVEN UP TO DIE
OF BLOOD POISONING.

SemarkableBtory Fully Investigated by
“The Duspatch” and Found to Be
Absolutely Truo In Every Particular—
Mr. Roebrig Yried the Most Namous
Medical Men of Eorope snd America
and After All Hope Had ¥led Came
Home uud Was Cured by the Cook
Remedy Company.

|Cor. Chicago Daily Dispatch.]

In these days of fraud and deception
it is o pleasure to find in any business
concern an absolute regard for truth.
Probably in no line of business has
deception been practiced as in medi-
cine. TFor this reason any concern
which lives strictly up to its promises
descives the thanks of everybody.
Such a concern is the Cook Remedy
company, whick is located in suite 307
Masonic temple in this city.

The standing and reliability of this
company has heretofore been favorably
commented upon by the Dispatch, and
just now it comes to the front with a
cure 5o remarkable that an account of
it will be found of unusual interest to
the reading public. The case in ques-
tion has been fully investigated by
the Dispatch, and the following recital
of it can be vouched for as absolutely
true in every particular.

A Truly Marvelous Cure

The case in question is that ©of M.
Roelrig, a prosperous young Germean-
American of 55 East Twenty-fifth
street. Mr. Roehrig inherited a pre-
disposition to skin disease. When ¢
years old he suffered much from ecze-
ma, but that in time was cured. Some
time ago he contracted Dblood poison.

The symptoms became alarming und |

physician ofter physician was con-
sulted. All their manistrations, how-
‘0‘{!)‘. seemed only to aggravate the

sease. After almost every promi-
‘ment speecialist in Chicago had tried in
vain to alleviate his suffering Mr.
Roehrig acted upon the advice of hijs
parents and went to Germany for the
express purpose of being treated by
the most eminent physiciars of Eu-
rope. At Coburg he put himself un-
der the trcatment of Drs. Kuhn and
Martinet, recognized by the medical

profession as authorities on diseases |

of the skin and blood. They succeed-
ed no better than the many Chicago
doctors who had tried to cure Mr.

Roehrig’'s awful ailment. Meantime |

wthe condition of the sufferer became
sinply appalling.
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im Mr. Roehrig was ready to give up |

Relatives = brought him

to die.

I hope.
0 America

lhe came back to his Chicago
and took to his bed. He had

il dosed, drugged and covered with
lve: one phy sician recommended the
putation of liis toes, and his resi-
hce was full of botiies that had con-
ed medicines prescribed by ortho-
practitioners and more modern
pialists, but as he constantly grew
s¢ Mr Roehrig waswilling to quit
g. Relatives, however, insisted
efforts to cure be continued and
rain called numerous expert spe-
ts.
was the sgme as before the trip

ope.

ondition of the unfortunate suf- |

as at this time truly pitiable.

s worse than a burden, not only |
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owyer, saved many a life and allevic
ted more suffering than any secret
ormula far the cure of blood diseases
known to th rld.

Magic Cypliilene was oréginnlly
com&un cd ut Omaha in 1879. In
1893 the business had grown to suzh
an extent that it was ren}l ved to this
city and the Cook Reme (& company
was organized ungder the laws of 1lli-
nois with a capital stock of §500,000.
Its financial standing is strictly iirst-
class, as a reference to the commer-
cinl agency reports will show, and it
is o corporation deserving the confi-
dence and patronage of the people.
The Dispateh is as ready to give credit
to deserving enterprises as it is to ox-
pose frauds, and it has seen indisput-
able proof of ine merits of the medi-
¢ine compounded by the Cook Remedy
company.

The Cock Remedy company treats
every case under a positive guaranty
to cure or return the money. As nu-
merous other cases attest, the medi-
cine given effects & permanent cure in
o short time. In the most advanced
cases of blood poisoning or syphilis
Magic Cyphilene has effected numer-
marvelous cures, many of
which have attracted the attention of
the medical profession, which had al-
most invariably pronounced the cases
hopeless.

o reputable journal can afford to

commend an enterprise that is not de-
serving. ‘iI'ne Dispatch knows the
Cook Remedy company to be exactly
what it is claimed to be, and the servi-
ces it has rendered to suffering
humanity entitle it to unlimited com-
mendation. The Roehrig case is not
a matter of hearsay. It is positively
known to he a matter of fact.

Beware of Imlitators.

Their reputation for quick and per-
manent cures in all stages of the dis-
ease and even when all other remedies
fail, has become so wide-spread that
several imitators have come to light,
some even going so faras to copy their
printed matter advertising, and one
@:oncern ywhich is liable to deceive the
public has assumed a similar name,
calling themselves ‘“The ‘riginal Dr.
Cook Cure company.” ! agic. Cyphi-
lene is owned and controlled only by
the Coox RemEpnY Co.. Chicago, I1L

PRIVATHE DETECTIVES.

A Vast Amount of Humbug and Blaok-
malling Done by Them.
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It is a Jong while since the courts
have dealt with the private detec-
tives, and as a result the men who
ply this particularly nefarious trade
are becoming unusually prominent
azain in New York They are
advertising extensively, says the
New York Sun, and many of the old
offices, which were shut up when
the crusade agzinst them began In
| earnest a few yecars ago. have been
reopened and the old shingies hung
out agaiun.

The private detectives were driven
| out of business by the newspapers
and the strict attitude in the matter
taken by the police. The work of
these men is nearly always sneakish
in character. They make a special-
ty ol preying upon the jealousy orsus-
picions ol married women, and their
business iz a lucrative one, because,
as is generally known to the police,
they almost invariably eell ouf to
both parties. A woman who is
picious of her husband is caught by
the attractive advertisement of one
of these agencies and ventures into
the clutches of the manager of the
concern. She wishes to have her
{ husband’shadowed, and two men are

detailed. to watch his movements.
| Shadowing is no longer profitable in
New York, and is seldom resorted to
by the regular police force.

If the detective succeeds in find-
ing out one or twofacts about 2 man
{ that he would not care to have his

wife know, he makesan arrangement
{ with him by which all the reports
submitted to her are revised by him.
In other words he writes the reports,
while the detectives take up somo
other case. Their charge is usually
€4 a day for each man who is sup-
posed to be shadowing a victim. So
it costs the wife $8 a duy for a re-
port which her husband dictates,
which usually shows him in the light
of a painstaking and unexception-
able husband. The amount which
the husband pays depends upon the
ability of tne agency to beat him.
| It has been proved in scores of in-
stances that the business is one of
bluckmail and fraud, and the police
view with some alarm the great in-
crease of agencies during the past
year.

Sus-

Shameful Waste.
Lord-Chanceller Eldon was ener-
getically aided in his parsimonious
habits by his wife, of whom it was
said that she and her daughter had
but one bonnet between them. One
morning, intending to enjoy a few
hours’ sport after a rainy night, he
| ordered Bob, the pony, to be saddled.
Lady Eldon told him he could not
have it, but company being in the
room, gave no reason. In a few
| minutes, howeves, the servant ap-
| peared and announced that Bob was
ready. “‘Why, bless me!” eried her
ladyship, “you can’t ride him, Lord
Eldon, he no shoes on.”
“Oh, yes! the ser-
vant, ‘“he was shod last week.”
“Shamefull” exclaimed her lady-
| ship; **how dared you, sir, or any-
body, have that pony shod without
orders? John,” continued she, ad-
dressing her husband, “you know
you only rode him out shooting four
times last year, so I had his shoes
taken off, and have kept them in my
bureau ever since. They are as good
| as new, and these people have shod
him agzain; we shall be ruined at
this rate!"—Argonaut.
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my lady,” said

rot

Too Small for Cats.

The young man from the city had
been fishing. He hadn’'t had much
luck, but it was more than he was
used to, and he looked very jubilant
he strode into the farmhouse
kitchen with his catch.

“What'je git?" asked his host.

~Oh, nothing much. Justa few
catfish.”

“Mean them?" the farmer inquired,
pointing with his pipestem.

“Certainly. Thev're not very
large. But there's no doubt about
their being catfish.”
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STOLEN LOVE
LETTERS.

at Chelsea station
conscience, of

The public servants into

The
had «a
body has,
whose hands the government's postal

postmaster

course, Every-

affairs are intrusted ave not generally
credited with being the possessors of
guch an inconvenient but the
worthy official of the above-mentioned
point was an exception to the rule.

An, explanation of that statement
may be given by telling you that not
only was Silas Gardiner the distributor
of the mails, but a deacon in the Bup-
tist Church as well, so, although the
same  conscience was  composed of
many ingredients that also ave consti-
tuent parts of Indian rubber, and al-
though it ofttimes beecame so clastic
as to allow of his reading postal cards
letiers not securely sealed and so forth,
we may be sure that never was he
guilty of such an offense without ex-
periencing many scvere twinges of
that troublesome monitor.

One Thursday there came an unusuil
Iy swrong temptation. The 4 o'clock
mail came in, bringing a letter that
sent the blood surging in crimson
waves over Postmaster Gardiner's face
and made his heart beat against its
prison like a trip-hammer,

It was not a very important looking !

letter; just a small, square white en-
velope addressed in an even business
hand, but it was the name that pro-
duced the postmaster's paroxysm of
curjogity. It was no remarkable thing
for Miss Millicent Darrell to be the re-
cipient of letters, but never before had
she received one in the free, dashing
hand that graced the envelppe that lay
before him. He well knew that, for
not a missive for Miss Darrell had
passed through the offige that he had
not examined the writing closely .

Through the Jong hours of the even-
ing while the neighbors had congregat-
cd in the little room there was @ con-
flict in the postmaster’'s mind. Like
the Danish prince, he was trying to
solve the question: **T'o be or not to
be,”  “To do or not to do.” By S:+40
the little room was deserted. Securely
fastening the outer door and the one
communieating with the sitting-room
of his sister'’s family, the postmaster
removed the oil Jamp from its accus-
tomed place on the bracket on the wall
to his desk in the corner and once
more took up Millicent’s Jetter.

He held it up to the light; he put it

back in box No. 13; he took it up and |

Jooked at it again, and then carefully

broke the seal and removed the closely |

written sheets from  their covering.
e looked at them a few minutes as
they lay there exposed to view as if
wondering how he dared to he so bold.
the Rubicon was crossced; there
was no retreating, and he pushed cour-
ageously forward and read Miss Milli-
cent’s letter,

The postmaster’s life had always been
very prosaje. These was one thing in
s remembrance that had evel shed
a roseate glow over the (‘ulnllll»llplzlm‘.
monotonous expanse of yvears that he
had lived through, and that was an
unavowed affection for Millicent Dir-
rell. He had worshiped her from afur
when they had gone to school together
at the little red brick house at the foot
of the hill. Time n2d but served to
strengthen  this  childish
Through youth and the first years of
manhood she had been his star of Beth-
rey, fully as unapproach-
able as though she had in reality oc-
cupied in a world far beyond the sphere
wherein he dwelt.

She may have heen aware of the hom-
age that was hers, but had given no
enconragement to the admirer, who was
too faint-hearted to give expression to
hig regard by word or sign, but who
hopelessly waited for some one else to
win the prize that he so much valued.
But for reasons best known to heeself
alone, Miss Darrell proferved a life of
pingl%s Llessedness® to one double
wretciedness, and passed contentedly
and comfortably into a state of old-
maidenhood, and the postmaster
tled down into a chronie, lovelorn mel-
ancholy, from which comatose condi-
tion he was partially aroused, now and
then, by the thought that she might
yet change her mind and honor some
unfortunate being with her heart and
hand.

So that was the situation when AMiss
Darrefl went down to the seashore one
summer 1o visit her brothor.
Gardiner’s heart was filled with
civings during her absence, lest
he had long feared should come to pass,
It was about a week after hw retnrn
in the autumn, that the cacrior bronght
the letter, the very appearance of which
was suflicient to produce such agitation
in his breast, and a perusal of whizh
confirmed his instinetive helisf in some
entangling alliauwce. That night, as he
read and reread the words that weyre
intended for Miss Millicent's eyes alone,
iz heart grew heavy, for every line
breathed forth an unmistakable devo-
tion, which, judging by the frequent
allusions to future happiness, was not
unrequited.

It was near morning when he com-
pleted his deliberations over the letter
and carefully loeated it in a seldom-used
compartment of his desk. The next
day Miss Darrell drove over to the of-
fice with her nicce and namesake, who

of

Sef-

mis-

had accompanied her on her return to | that
1 of it
should depart before the next oceasion -

Chelsea Station, and inquired for mail.

At the disappointment “Is that all?” | )
{ arrived.

with which botli-ladfes receiv »d the con-
tents of Box No. 13, & wave of re-
pentance rolled over the postmaster’s
soul and the letter secreted in his pri-
vate desk appeared before him like an
accusing angel.

During the next few weeks
came for Miss Darrell on an averag
once a day—letters whose tone ranged

leitors

through the various phases of human |
passion, from most tender affection to |

extreme anger af their failure to elicit
a reply, and each, as it arrived, was
rend by Mr. Gardiner with a sort of
grim satisfaction and deposited with
its predecessors.

5 L o

Miss Millicent’s niece was crying. *1
can't understand it,” she said to her
elderly relative between sobs,
been here five weeks and not a
have T heard from Charles. What can
it mean?”’

“I'm not at all sarprised.
as I expected,” Miss Millicent answer
ed, . with a half<tricmphant air. “Did
not I tell you so? Don’t you remember
what I said to you the first day I saqw
him about decelt and ra<eality being de
picted upon countenanee?
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word |
ord o the recent storm he in- |

rnown but one sumracr, and the dis-
cussion ended there,

Chavles Willinms was puzzled and
angry, decidedly so. To the hest of Lis
knowledge he had written thirty-five
letters to  Miss Millicent  Darrell, the
younger, in as many dayg, not one of
which had shie deemed worthy of an
answer,

“She's just like the rest of ‘em,
told his best friend when inenting the

"

| fact,

true she seemed,
was to believe her,

confounded {flive,
about her.”
declaration of intend-
Le thought more about

“So innocent and
What a foo! 1
She's nothing but
'l think no mo
Contrary to l
ed forgetfulnes

that he went down {@ Chelsen station
the next day to investigate the case,
explanations which dirvectly fol-
lowed his arrival convineed eachsyouug
person of the faithfulness of the other,

[ and Miss Darvell acknowledged her In-

ability to interpret one's nature from
the physiognomy.
But there was one question confront-

ting them, *“Where were those letters?”

Thirty-five epistles, all heavy laden
with deepest feeling, could harvdly have
The only possible solution
wias that some one must have taken
them, but who could it have been?
Miss Darrell left the lovers discussing
the poineg, and, putting on her bonnet
and shawl, went quickly down to the
postoflice. The deacon was alone.

“Silas Gardiner,” she said coolly, “I
want my niecce’s letters.” ;

“What do T know about Miss Milly's
letters?' he asked, with assumed care-
Jessness.,

“You know everyibhing about them,”
she said, looking at him unflinchingly.

“I've been wondering about this thing
for weeks. I understand it all now.
They were Milly's love letters and yon
thought they were mine. As if an old
wonan like myself would be guilty ot
such nonsense! I suppose you have hid-
den them or destroyed them. Ifor
shame, Silas Gavdiner, to fesort to such
trickery to prevent some other person
from having what you yourself are too
big a dunce to ask for!”

He went to his desk and faking ont
the bundle of letters, gave them to her,
saying:

“Here they are. I pray you not ito
expose me, I did it because of my love
for you. I could not bear—"'

He said no more. It was not neces-
sary. He couid not have L.ade a more
cloquent plea. A woman will forgive
many a grave offense if you will but
tell her it was committed through love

gone asuray.

| for her.

The culprit was pardoned, and it is
with authority that we state that he
never was guilty of a similar transgres-
sion.

Just after Christmas that year Miss
Darrell received the following telegram:

“Dear Aunt—I was married yester-
day.

“Milly Williams.”

To which the elder lady replied:

“Dear Milly—So was L”

Millicent Gardiner.”

THE HINDOO SACRED RIVER.

India Disturbed by an Old Prophecy
Concerning the, Ganges.

The ancient prophecy to which ref-
erence has been made in this journal
more than once, that the sanctity of
the river Ganges will pass to the Nar-
bada in 1804-95, has been quoted very
widely by the Indian press, and is said
more uneasiness than
the mango-smearing. It appears that,
what with indignation; meetings in
every part of the country to protest
the sacrifice of Indian finance
to the Manchester vote, the murder-
ous feuds of the Mohammedans and
Hindoos, the criminal irials for slan-
der which ave sprung out of the mis-
sionary on
opium ‘question, and the demand for

to be creating

against

misrepresentations the

1ion of a leading mis-
for insuliing native
wave of unrest is
passing over India. The Tse-
sarevitch in his account of his recent
travels in that country dwells at Jength
upon the prophesy and the silent revo-
Intion which he declares to be proceed-
ing without. suspicion on the part of
the British. A writer in the London
“Times” says of the prediction: it
derives, of course, noe authority from
the Veda. Nor have we, after some
inquiry, been able to discover a refor-
ence to it in any text belonging to the
classical Sanskrit period. The carliest
authentie notice has been traced no
further back than the Rewa-Khanda,
a loeal siaered poem in honor of the
Narbada. Sixty  years ago  Sir
Henry Sleeman mentioncd it
in his journal as current
in the Narbada region of the Central
Provinces. About the year 1880 Sir
Monier-Willinmms heard a good deal
concerning it from the Brahmins of
Western India at Amadabad. The
change was to take place in 1951 of
the Samvat era, corresponding to 1804«
95 of our emr. The ceremonial cycle

the public prose
sionary journa
religious bhelie 0

| of the Hindoos is one of twelve years,

and the bathing festivals on the Gan-
ges have each twelfth year a special
religious value. At the Iast of” these
cyele anniversaries the devotion of the
populace was stimulated by the rumor
that they had better take advantage
Jest the sanetity of the Wanges

Unprecedented multitudes
flocked to the bathing places along its

| banks, and the demonstration was con-

sidered of sutficient importance to find
its way. into the oificial record of the
period.”—New York Evening Post.

Recovered His Memory in Old Age,
Authentic of old
who have recovered lost sight, hearing

who have grown a third

instances people

or speech, or

set of teeth or a supplementary crop of ‘
| able wealth

hair, are not uncommon. DBut cases in
which perfeet memory has been
gained, after being impaired almost to
the verge of extinction by paralytic

re-

I shock, are rave. This, however has hap-

pened to William MeEntee, an old man

street. Duari
sisted upon taking his daily walk, and

in consequence was laid up with a se- |

vere cold. While sitting®™in his arm

chair after his recovery, a day or two |
| gince, he found himself humming an

he
Then

which he had not heard since
a boy in the emerald isle.

e to tell a storys which the old
song recalled, and the amazement
of his fimily he went on to recite
dents and events not only of long ago,
but of mowre recent d of
hefore his brief illness, had no recol-
lection Philadelphia ord,

air
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DIDN'T NEED A HIRED GIRL.

Plucky Little Woman's Snappy Reply to
the Crusty Old Bachelor.

There is a crusty old bachelor on
Fourth strcet, says the Lounisville
Post, who is a confirmed woman
hater and who never misses an op-
portunity for saying something sar-
castic and disagreeabie about the
fair sex. But he met more than his
match the other day 1a o plucky Iit-
tle woman who, metaphoricully
speaking, wiped up the earth with
him, much to the -delight of his
friends, who were greatly amused
at his discomfiture. The old
bachelor mquired why, when
Eve was manufactured of a
spare rib, a servant wasn't made gt
the same time to wait on her. The
little woman responded promptly:
‘*Because Adam never read the news-
papers until the sun got down be-
hind the palm trees, and then,
stretching, yawned out: +Isn’t sup-
per most ready, my dear? Not he.
He made the fire and hung the ket-
tle over it himself, I'll venture, and
pulled the radishes, peeled the po-
tatoes and did everything else he
ought to do. Ile chopped the kind-
ling, brought in the coaland did the
chores himself, and he never brought
home half a dozen friends to dinner
when Eve Ladn’t any fresh pome-
granates.”

The little woman stopped a mo-
ment for breath and went on with re-
newed vigor: “*And Adam never
stayed out till 12 o'zlock at a politi-
cal meeting, hurrahing for some can-
didats, and then scolding because
poor Eve was sitting up and crying
inside the gates. He never played
billiards, rolled tenpins and drove
fast horses, nor choked Eve with
cigar smoke. He never loafed
around corner groceries and saloons
while Eve was rocking little Cain’s
cradle at home. In short; he didn’t
think she was specially created for
the purpose of waiting on him, and
vasn't under the impression that it
disgraced a man to lichten a wife’s
cares a little. That's the reason
that Eve didn't nced a hired girl,
and with it is the reason that ker de-
scendants do.”

She drew another breath and was
about to continue, when the bache-
lor pulled his hat down over his eyes
and sneaked away.

They Wanted Fire.

While Thomas Campbell was pros-
ecuting his studies at the university
of Glaszow, he occupied apartments
with an elder brother, who, though
no poet himself, was a most admir-
able critic, but a severe one. Mr.
Campbell had gone down to the
breakfast-room one morning, leaving
the poet to follow at hisleisure. He
had nearly finished breakfast when
his brother entered with a copy of
verses in his hand, which he laid on
the table as an excuse for his delay,
at the same time requesting Mr.
Campbell's opinion of their merit.

“Your lines are admirable, Tom, my |
boy.” sgid the elder Campbell, afcer |

calmly perusing the verses; ‘but
they appear to me to want tire,” and
the merciless critic committed the
paper to the flames.
succeeded in' rescuing his effusion;
but after a little reflection he threw
it into the fire for the second time,
justice of
brother’s bon-mot. —Avgonaut.
Colors ¥From Coal Tar.
Coal tar, formerly considered a

waste and a regular nuisance to gas |

workers, 1s now utilized as one of
the most valunable color producers.
Chemists have extracted from it 16

shades of blue, the same number of |

various tints of yellow, 12 of orange,
Y of violet, besides numerous other
colors, shades and tints A

“The amount of
stored in coal is great that one
pound of the common bituminous
varviety will yield suflicient magenta
to color 500 yards of flannel, aurine
for 120 yards, vermillion
yards and alizarine for

turkey red cloth.”—St.
public. 3

coloring matter

SO

255 yards of

An Unfortunate Remembrance.
A lady who has attained consider-
was calling on a new
She is much given t6

neighbor.

bragging, and was going far beyoad |

any previous effort. The ne ghhor
seemed to be taking it all'in serfous-
ly, but you can never
about a woman. Finally Mrs
said: +Oh, Mvrs. Cool, yo
such a pretty, little ho:
ought to be very prdug
home. Why, I can remej

I didn’t have much be
mysolf.” Mrs Coopl resp

I think it was Whap
my aunt's kitchen»
perceptibly shortene
Nentinel

At the J
Here are a few ¢
woman at a ball
“Does the nmp
game;
"1

The poet burely |

his

late |
magazine writer in summing up an |
article on “Uses of Coal Tar,” says: |

for 2,560

Louis Re- |

tell h !

THE COLLEGIAN'S STORY.

Goes Insane and KIN Her
Baby and Herself,

«Life is full of tragedy,” said a

‘middle aged man. 1 am movee to
make this remark by the recollee-
tion of a story told me by my son
when he was home from college on
his vacavion. He is at oune of the
Eastern colleges, which one does not
matter, and he is living at a hotel.
last fall an epidemic of measles
swept over the town. Nearly every-
body had them, he among the num-
ber. He is 22 years old, and hal
them bad.

“One of the women who worked in
{ the dining room cared for him.
was what you would call a grass
widow. I suppose. Her husband had
left her for some reason or another.
She had a child, a weak, puny, mis-
erable boy, and he was a great care
to her. She was a quiet woman,
who always seemed bowed down by
the weight of her wee and was never
known to smile. The doctors told
her not to nurie my son for fear that
she would either get the measles
herself or give them to the child.
| However the boy had been kind to
{ her and she said she would look
! after him. Things turned out just

as the doctor had expected. She did

carry the measles to the child, He
| was taken ill one afternovon and by
| the next morning was suffering ter-
| ribly. The doctor came to see the
child and told her that =ha must
keep him well away frome cold and
draughts of any kind. She took the
child to her room and, after looking
after my boyv, went up stairs.

«She locked the door and deliber-
ately opened the window. Then she
placed the child in his night clothes
in the draught and let him stay
there for two hours The result
| was, of course, that he caught cold
| and died within two days. After the
chill was buried she came . back to
the house and hegan taking care of
the otheér measles patients. She
czmme down witlr it herself one day.
The doctors, who did not know
it was the child caught such a cold,
gave her the same instructions.
They told her to protect herself from
cold. She was left alone in her
room and she locked the daor again.
Then she threw open both windows
and sat down beside one with but
very few clothes on. In
three hours some one thought to go
up and see her. ‘T'he door was
locked. They broke it in gnd

His Nurse

§ raving maniac. She was put to bed,
{ but she had calculated wisely. She
| was so thoroughly chilled that the
| disease took a fatal turn, and she,
| too, died.

*“The woman,' continued the mid-
dle-aged muan, ¢*didn't have: nerve

an orthodox manner. ‘'he instrue-
tions of the doctors gave her u hint,
howéver, and she followed it
She killed herself and her child

surely as if she had used poison or a
pistol, but it wasn’t so hard to da"

AS to Advertising.

ing pays?
Book Agent—No, I don’t.
Merehaut—Why not?
Book Agent—Why not?
it takes all the people to your store
to buy goods, and | can’'t find any-

| body at home toseil & baok to; that's |

| why not.

— S hil Ty
| Comparing Notes.
{ *“Yes, we had a frightful exper-
ience, said the returned traveler.
Have you any idea how it feels to be
[ hemmed in by icabergs?”
«I think 1 have» replied the other.
“I once attended a five-o'clock
in Boston.”

Were You Ever South in Summer?
It is no hotter in Tennessee. Ala-
{ bama or Georgin than here. and it is
| pn.\iti\'\'ll;- delightful on the Gulf Coas
| of Mississippi and West Florida.
you are looking for a location in
south o down now and see for
self. The Louisville & shvill
roggl and connections will sell
| 1o all points south for trains ¢
! at one fare round trip. Ask

6t agent abont it. and if he
[,fou excursion tickets w
Atmore, general
Louisville, Ky

paSse

Some books are to bet
lowed : and some few t
digested.—Bacon.

Vinter nye, S0
vield seen
f furmey

S o

She |

how .

two or |

stil] |
found |
her sitting near the window with her |
breast bared to the eold, raw wind, a |

enough to kill herself or the child in |

ont. ¢

'TANK

Merchant—Do you think addertis. |

Because |

tea |

Large Heads With Small Bralns.

Dr. Crochley (lapham, who has
made measurements on 4,000 inmates
of asylums, says that insane heads
are larger on the average than sane
heads, though insane brains are
smaller. According to Dr. Clapha
the form of the insane head is usué
ally cuneiform or arrow-shaped,
with the greatest diameter posterior
to the central point of the head.

Sells on Sight.

Peddler—Have you any daughters,
mum? Housekeeper—Sir! ¢Please,
mum, I don't ask out of vulgar cu-
riogity, mum. I'm selling resona-
tors.” «What are they?” <+«You
hang one up in the hall, mum. and
it so magnifies every sound that a

| good-night kiss sounds like a cannon

shot.” +*Give me three.”"—New
York Weekly.
At the Picnic.

Young Man—Miss Esmerelda, per-
mit me to kiss those ruby lips—just
once. Y
Young Ladv—O, no, Mr. De Smith,
no man has ever kissed me.

Young Man-—Me either; I'll swear
to it

Yum, yum!—Texas Siftings.

A Heartfelt Wish.

Pedestrian, to beggar—I[ havelittle
money to give you, because I am a
poct, and, what is more, my poems
are not to be published until [am
dead. Here's ten cents.

Beggar—Long life to ye, sir
N. Y. Weekly.

Nothing Stingy About Her®
“Mrs. Robinson bhas the reputation g
being very stingy.™’
] should say report belies her, then.”
“You think so?”’
“Think so? Why, she presented her h
nd with twins the other day."

man who takes God for his ﬁuide wi
ave to travel in the dark.
T i

ALL THE STREN(
anv virtue

end shape to carrybo
when you feel bilifus or constipated, have
fit of indigestion ifter dinner, or feel a col
coming on, theyre always ready for you
They're the Smallest, "the pleasantest
take, and the fiost thoroughly natural ren
edy. With 8ck or Bilious Headaches, Sou!
Stomach, Dgpepsia, Jaundice, l?izziness, and
all derangenents of the Liver, Stomach, an
Bowels, they give you a lasting cure,

Headsche: obstruction of nose; discharge:
falling/into throat; eyes weak; ringing in
ears, - ffensive brelatlh: .:Tollt%ud tasmsoi;x;

ad, and general debility—these are
E?uthu symptoms of Catarrh. Dr."Sage's
Catarrh !Remedy has cured thousands ©
the worst cases,—will cure Yyou. g
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Jown, Texas and Nebras
Farm

Merchandise, Stocks, e
and sold. Burke & Blaise,

Wood water tank
Write for prices,
nee ls. Geo.A.Ca

wones otaingd blass §

BICYCLES AND REY)
of the best equipped repalr,
work solicited. We al
second band machines
The Lathrop-Rhod




