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CHAPTER XL—(Continued.)

Coqualla blushed and hung down her
head when she saw the people gazing
upon her, and her companion trembled
violently. But they were not left long
in suspense. Stung Serpent was absent;
but the Great Sun stepped down from
the elevated seat that he occupied, and
from one of the attendants he took a bow
and an arrow, and n crown of feathoers,
to which was affixed an onk twig. The
latter he placed upon White Hand's head,
and the weapons he placed in his hand.
Then to Coqualla the old chief gave a
laurel twig and an ear of corn.

“My son," then spoke the Great Sum,
fn a solemn and impressive tone, I, ns
the eldest male relative of the bride, do
now bestow her upon thee. Thou hast
been crowned with the plumage of the
sonring bird, which signifieth the power
of command you shall exercise in the
household. The twig of onk tells us that
the depth of no forest can prevent thee
from procuring food in times of meed:
while the bow and arrow in thy hand
signifieth that even unto death thou wilt
protect her who Is now given unto thee
for a wife." Then the Great Sun turned
¢o the bride: “Coqualla, in thy hand thou
holdest the twig of laurel—the emblem
of purity. 8o wilt thou ever remain pure
and unsullied, that the green laurel may
be no more pure than art thou. The ear
of corn thou hast also nssumed. Never
let thy household want for food whilst
thou art thua provided,”

Then the chieftnin resumed his seat,
and the same old man who had led White
Hand to the temple stepped forward and
delivered a sort of smermon, after which
the couple were hailed as man and wife.
In the midst of these rejoicings, the en-
trance to the house was darkened, and
in & moment more Stung Serpent stood
within the place. e looked upon White
Hand, and his brow darkened, but a close
observer could bave %seen that the look
was mssumed.

“Who hath done this?" he demanded,
in a loud tone,

“I, my brother,” answered the Great
Bun. “They loved ench other well, and
I gave'thy child away.”

Stung Serpent bowed his head n few
moments, and when he looked up aguin
his brow was clear,

“Then my promise is made void," he
said; “for no man can harm the husband
of his child. White Hand, thou url safe
with us; but remember thine onth!”

“The hushand of thy child will not
break his promise,” spoke the White
Hand, solemnly.

“It is well. I am In season for the fes-
tivitien."

And therenpon the festivities commene-
ed, and they were kept up till late in the
evening, and then the newly married
couple wers conducted to a dwelling that
the king himwelf gave them, It was just
back of the house of Stung Serpent, and
was within the line of the great circlo of
dwellings, but its post of honor was
marked by its nearness to the abode of
the Great Sun.

After the newly married pair had been
conducted to thelr dwelling, the youth
felt & hand upon his nrm, and on turning
he saw the Great Sun,

“White Hand,” he sald, “follow me,
for the Great Sun of the Natchez has
much to say to thee."

Full of wonder, the youth followed the
king from the place, but he did not fear,
for there was only kindness In the tones
of the monarch. On they went until
they reached n giguntle onk that stood in
the very center of the village, and here
the Great Sun stopped,

“White Hand," he suid, in a low, sol-
emn tone, “thon hast sworn to my broth-
er that thou wilt not betrny thyselt to
thy countrymen, nor leave the villuge of
the White Apple without onr consent,
Only six miles from here is the fort and
village of the white man; so thon seest
hiow great is the trust we repose in thee,"

“Yet I will not break my word,” said
the youth, while a spirit of awe crept
over him, There wds something grand
and wnblime in the sxeone ahout him, and
he could not shake off the impression
that a sort of mystic fate was being
worked out in all this, The heavens were
without a clowd, and the myrind stars
were twinkling like tiny eyea of fire away
off in the dark vault. The broad, smooth
plain stretched off like a  mystic lake,
while the huts of the Nntchez were dim-
Iy visible in the great cirele.

“White Hand," resumed the dark
monnrch, “I do not think that the Great
Bpirit of our people Is the same God
that made the white man. The country
away beyond the great salt lake, they tell
me, Is full of white men, and your God
has given them laws not like our laws.
‘They pray to their God for vengennce on
the Natchez, and the dread veugeance
comes. Like the swift storm at nighe,
and like the bound of the beast of prey,
it comea upon us. My son, thou canst

“Yes,"” murmured the youth.

“Then wilt thou not pray for the Nat-
chex? Wilt thou not pray that He will
wend no more calamities upon ua? Thou
art good, and true, and noble, Whaut say-
est thou?”’

A strange truth now flashed upon the
youth's mind. The Indians, in thelr sim-
ple dread of the white man's God, had
believed that if they could possess one
of the true worshipers of that God, and
persuade him to Intercede for them, the
calamitios that resulted from the prayers
of thelr enemies might be averted. Yot
‘White Hand did not wonder, for he knew
how simple were the ideas that the red
mon entortained of their own Deity. And,
moreover, he knew that the Indans had
often heard the monks praying, and when
ha remembered how direct and common
were the appeals thus made, he did net
question the influence it must have upon
those who were wont to regard Deity as
a being to be propitiated with gifts and
outer show. The youth's first thought
was to try and correct the error Inte
which the chief had fallen; but when he
mmnﬂﬂm:hu&-wukho
should have to uproot the prejudices of
a lifetime, be resolved to do as was ask-
od of him.

Jittle.

“Great and mighty king,” wsaid the
youth, in a tone that gave evidence of his
truth, “I think God will answer my pray-
ers as quickly as those of any of iy peo-
ple, and so far as the Nuatchez are in the
right, will I pray for them.”

“And thou wiit tell him all the wrongs !

we suffer, and all the indignities that are
heaped upon us?"

“I will,” replied White Hand.

“Then thou shalt be the well-beloved
of the Natchez. Let us return now, and
a8 we go, I will tell thee more. The
white chief at Rosalle is ealled Chopart.
He is & bad man, and a liar. T dare not
tell thee all the evil he has done. But
he has robbed us of our enttle, and we
cun have no redresy. He has eacroached
upon our lands, and we cannot drive him
off. But O! the duy of deckoning must
come. Beware, my son, that thou lettest
pot thy sympathy run with these bad
wmen, for the hour is nigh at hand—the
hour of vengeaee und retribution!”

The king spoke no more, only to bid
White Hand good-night when they reach-
od the dwelling, and soon the youth was
with his princess. Truly his situation
was & strange ome, and that night he
prayed long and fervently, but he dared
oot let his wife know all his prayer,

CHAPTER XII.

On the very evening that White Hand
peached the village of the White Apple
a party of Chickasaws stepped’ upon the
northern shore of Lake Pontebartra!n.
They were ten In number, and with them
was a prisoner, who now reclined against
n small hickory tree. Iler silken gown is
torn and soiled by the thorns and bushes
through which she hus been led, and the
thin shoes are worn throngh till the feet
have become sore nnd bleeding; for the
way she has come has been n hard one,
and many sharp bramble has bestrewn
the path. But she rests now. The Humes
dart up from a fire near at hand. Sick
aud faint, she zinks down upon rhe soft
mossy bed at the foot of the tree, and
ere long all her dangers and troubles are
forgotten in sleep.

The fair prisoner ever and anon starts
up with frightful dreams, until ot length,
when the night is far spent, she is arous-
ed by strunge sounds neéar at hand, amid
which she con distinguish the clash of
nrms and the hom of angry voices, The
iden of escape breaks upon her mind, A
moment she gazes around, and she secs
wen In conference about her, with weap-
ons drawn, and voices raised as if in an-
ger. She moves only n step, and 4 hand
in laid upon her shoulder. A stout Chick-
asaw holds her fast and tells her she
enonot escape. In a moment more the
Chickasaw is pushed rudely nsside, and
Louise looka up into the moon-lit face of
Simon Lobols!

“Ha!" he gries. with well-assumed as-
tonishment, “and was my suspicion cor-
rect? Have I fonnd my beloved thus
dragged away by ruthless saviges? Enrly
this morning a runner brought the news
to New Orleans that a white girl was be-
ing carried off by the Chickasaws, and
that their trail bent towards the great
lake. A mystic volee whispered thy name
in my ear. Why it was I know not; but
I started, and 1 have found thee, Look
up, sweet Lonise, for thou art safe, Thou
urt rescued!”

The maiden’s first emotion seemed to
be to shrink from the white man, but in
n moment more she gave him her hand.

“And am I free from thess savuges?"
she nsked, gnzing first into Simon’s face
and then upon the motley crew about her.

“Ay, thou art, Louise. Do you not sce
that they are all qielled? Heaven must
have directed me to this spot. Fear no
more, for thon shalt be safe with me."

Under any other circumstances, Louise
might huve been frantle with joy at such
salutation, but now she was moved by so
many conflicting doubts that the coming
of the rescuers seemed to move her but
By the bright moonlight she could
see the crew abont her, and they did not
look like deadly enemies, No one was
wounded, nor did nnr one appear to be
hurt. To be sure, there had been the
sound of strife, but It muy have only been
a mock battle after all. At any rate, o
ran the maiden’s thoughts, though she
kept them to herself.

“Come," continued Simon, nfter wait-
ing some moments for nn answer that
he did not receive—"come with me now.
The savages will not dare to harm you
more, nor will they dare moleat us,"”

Lowlse suffered herself to be led to the
shore of the lake, and there she found
two boats in waiting. She had been sent-
ed in one of them when the chief of the
Chicknsaw party enme down and called
Rimon back, A bitter smile stole over
the muiden's face as she saw this, and
her suspicions were well confirmed when
she waw Lobois follow the red man up
the bank. But the cousin returned in a
few moments, and having seated himselt
by the side of Louise, the boats were
manned and shoved off,

“The red dog wanted me to promise
that 1 would not expose his crime to the
Governor,” sald Simon, after the boats
had got well into the lake, “I would
have made them all prisoners, only that
I feared you might be harmed in the
melee. You did not notice how we came
upon them, and what first occurred, did
yout” Simon gazed sharply into his
companion's face as he thus spoke, as
though he would read any suspicion she
might hald,

“I saw nothing until I wua grasped by
the shonlder,” she truthfully replied, “for
1 was sound asleep when you came.”

“8So T thought. But I will explain: One
of the men who accompanied me knew
the varlous trails that lead to the lake,
and he gulded us here. We landed, and
we found the Indians anleep, all sav
one; but they were upon their feet b;
the time we were up with them, and I
saw that some of them had guns. At
that moment I espled you asleep upon
the ground. In nn Instant I forbade my
men to fire, for [ feared you might he
hit. 1 told the leader of the Indians that
he was discovered, and that if he did not
glve up his prisoner, I would have the
whole French force down upon his peo-
ple before another sun had set. And I
furthermore told him that it he would
quietly deliver up the maiden, we would
not harm him. A scuffle ensued between
some of the red men and two of my com-
panions, but we quickly stopped it, and
the Indians agreed to give you up it we
would let them depart in peace. I com-
sented, and—you know the rest. Was it
not fortunate that I heard the report this
morning ?—and was It not very fortunate
that heaven whispered to me that you
might be the prisoner?”

“It was very fortunate," returned Lou-

"m perhaps you think It was
strange,” added Simon. “But yet I had

some ground for the fear. The ruuner

e

told me that the Isdians were om the
Tickfah trail, and I could think of no
place fram whence they counld bave
brought a young white malden captive
in that direction save from the estate of
our father., I say our futher, for surely
he has been a father to me. The more
I thought of the matter, the more con-
firmed my fears became, A French ship
lay in the river, and I easily hired some
of her men to come with me. O, Louise,
do you realize how great is the blessing
thus fallen upon you? What must have
been your fate had I not found you as [
did 7

But the maiden didl not reply. BShe
was thinking how flimsy and improbable
was the story her companion had told,
and she wondered it he thought her such
a simpleton ns to believe nll he said.

“Do youn realize what a fate must have
befn yours?’ Simonm urged. *“A desth
of torture, or u life of misery,”

“I know the Indiuns are sometimes re-
vengeful, but I do not think they would
have murdered a defenseless girl," said
Louise.

“Ah, you do not know them. You do
not know these Chickasaws. They are
monsters of cruelty!"

“And yet they have been very kind to
me."

“Kind, Louise? Then why are you =0
pale nnd wan?—and why so feeble?”

“Because I am not well. I am sick,
Last night T had a severe fever, but my
captors prepared some medicine from
roots that they found in the earth, and it
relieved me at once."

“Ah, that was but to hold you up on
your journey, But you are gick, even
now. Let me fix a place for repose.”

Simon spread a blanket upon the boat's
bottom in the stern sheets, and fixed it
80 that Loulse could lny her head upon
one of the thwarts, and when this was
fixed, she availed herself of the oppor-
tunity for rest thus afforded, for she
was in truth sick and faint, and her head
ached. It was not all the result of mere
fatigue or fright, but disease had abso-
Ilntely fastened upon her—a slight cold,
perhaps, at first, but now verging to a
fever,

Yet Loulse slept, nnd when she nwoke,
she found the sun shining down full up-
on her, and the boat had reached tho
southbrn shore.  She was assisted to
Innd, but she could not wnlk. However,
horses were at hand, and when she wus
seated in the saddle, the party started
neross the land towards New Orleans,
which they reached before noon. Tho
place contained not more than a hundred
dwellings, and those were humble and
primitive in form. The territory of the
town had been Inid out into wquares,
sixty-six in number, of three hundred
feet each. These squares were oleven in
number upon the river, and six in depth;
8o that with all the obstacles of the nat-
ural state of the lund, its geographical
position had marked it out ln the mind
of its founder as the nucleus of a mighry
city, His quick and comprehensive mind
understood the advantages of the position
in & commercial point of vlew, for he saw
that here way (e natural point betwern
ocean and inland navigation.

To n low, wooden house on Bourhon
street wns Lonise conducted, and at her
own request she was nt once shown to o
bed, nnd a physician sent for. An old
negro woman, named Loppa, came to
wait upon her, and in a little while the
physician eame. He was an ol man,
anid well skilled in dengs. He examined
the patient’s pulse, her tongue, and nske
od numerons questions, and then an-
nouneced that with eare she might be well
in n very faw days,

During the rest of that day and the
following night, Louise saw no more of
Simon Lohols. Her hend ached much,
but finally the old doctor's potinns quiet-
ed the nervous action, nnd Inte in the
svenife she sank into a gentle slumber,
On the following morning she felt much
hetter, 80 that the doctor smiled when
he came. In three days from that time
she was fairly recovered from her dis-
ease, though she wns very wenk, partly
from the severe shock she had received,
ond partly from the effects of the medi-
cines she had taken. At all events, the
physician deemed it not necessary to call
again, and only ordered now that his pa-
tient's diet shonld be strictly attended to.

Ax Tonise thus hegnn to regain her
strength, ghe wondered when Simon Lo-
bois would take her home, She had ask-
ed him once, but had guined no direct an-
awer,

(To be continued,)

“Hit Me; I'm Big Enough.”

He wasn't very big, but he was a
stundy Mttle chap with a face that bore
the marks of much thinking and pre-
mature responstbility, I learned after
ward that he was supporting a crippled
mother and an mvalid sister who had
been left helpless in the workl by the
death of her father. He might have
run away from home snd evaded the
responsibllity, but he didn’t think of it
He just sold papers.

At the loop on 15th street o crowd
was gathered, walting for the evening
cars. A ragged little girl was selling
flowers at the 15th street end of the
walting station when a man, rushing to
catch his car, knocked her against the
side of the building, Without stopping,
probably not having noticed what he
had dome, he continued his rush, when
the boy stepped In front of him, de-
fiantly,

“Say, what do you want to knock a
girl down for? Hit me; I'm big enough.”

The man pansed In surprise, and then
glanced around. He saw the flower girl
plelcing up her wares, and understood.
Without a moment's hesitation he went
back to her, gave her money enough
to make her eyes sparkle with joy, and
enld:

“I'm sorry, my dear, that I hurt you.
I didn't see.” Then, turning to the boy,
he continued: “You sald you were hig
enough, young man, but you're a great
deal bigger than you think. Men like
you will have a lot to do with keeping
this old world In a conditlon of self.

Then he caught his car and the boy
and the girl stood there wondering
what he meant.—Denver Times,

——

Memory.

From 128 answers to questlons pub-
Hehed two or three years ago, Messrs.
V. and C. Henrl find that a person’s first
memory may be of an extent occurring
as early as the age of 6 months or as
musym—zwiymbﬂn‘mr

usual age.

WHEN THE SWEET SAP BEGINS TO DRIP.

NCE more they're making ready
@ for the drip, drip, drip,

Of the sugary sap that trickles
from the bare-limbed maple
trees;

Ere long the farmer boys'll turn the
buckets up and sip
The nectar Nature gives to them she
wishes most to please;
1 can see the wood smoke curling,
I enn hear the brook that’s purling
Past the sugnr honse that's standing on
the little grassy knoll;
In my faney I can hear
The firat robin ginging near,
And an old, delightful longing takes pos-
session of my soul.

'Ah, those were happy mornings when

the old mare dragged the sled,
With the barrel standing on [t, where
the leaves Iny thick and wer,
When the elear dropa fell from branches
lightly swaying overhend
And 1 whistled out so loudly that the
tunes may echo yet:
How 1 rlopped the sap around
On myself and on the ground,
How the harrel used to teeter ag the old
sled humped along!
Oh, | wonder where the mnre is,
And T wonder if out there is
some boy who gathers sap and
makes the woods ring with his
song?

Stil

My brother, do you ever in your Faney
seem o see
The wet rnow on the bushes where we
crossed the little stream?
Do you ever henr the simmer of the
sweets that seemed to be
So glad to tender freedom to the vag-
rant clonds of steam?
And the sirup dripped in snow
That was spotless, long ago!
Can you gancy that you taste It as It
tasted to you then?
Oh, to see the embors brightly
Glowing where we watched them
nightly
And to hear you playing on your old
accordeon again!

Once more they hear the music of the
drip, drip, drip,
Where the pails, propped up on billets,
lean against the maple trunks;

ington, D. C., '
Burnside Post, No. 4, G.
recommends Lydia E, Pig
Vegetabie Compound.

“ In diseasea that coms to wom
as a ruls, tbodootorhnuulh,-
times several doctors, but stil] g,
go from bad to worse; but |
never known of a case of v
neas which was not helped wh
Lydia E. Pinkham's ‘; retah
Compound was used faithtujly,

oung: women who are suk
iuduhn. backache, irregular or
ful periods, and nervous attacks &
the severe strain on the
some organic trouble, and forw
of advanced (cu- in the most 4
time of life, it serves to correct
trouble and restore a healthy setioy o
all organs of the body. -

“Lydia E.Pinkham’sVe
Compound is a household
in my home, and. I would not be wi
out it. In all my experience with i
medicine, which covers years, [ jyy
found nothing to eqnnrh and
ways recommend it," -~ Mns, Lavn |
BAam,DSOL Becond St., N. B, W,
ington, D. C.— gs000 1]
-lfn";mu procing p-gulmmnn'{:w'

Such testimony should be

pted by all women as con:

There are marka (hat den runners
leave behind them as they slip
Where the woodlnnd ways nre S0ggy
und the moss comes loose in
chunks;

Ah! the soft west winds are blowing
And the sap is flowing, flowing
Where the farmer's boy goes spilling
sweet elixir here and there;

The emoke s drifting blue
And the brooks are singing through
Tha woods where once I whistled, full of
visions that were fair,
—Ttier Globe.

WHERE HOPE IS DEAD.

Russia's Great Penal Colony of Sakha-
lin Islnnd a Living Tomb.

No word is more feared in Russia
than Sakhalin, the name of the Czar's
penal settlement along the northern
const of Asla. It stands for a living
tomb and is perhaps one of the most
desolate and dreary islands in nll the
world, The Island Is nearly 700 miles
long and varies In breadth at different
polnts from 15 to 80 miles, A range
of mountains forms the backbone, In-
dividual penks rising to the helght of
nearly 5,000 feet. Dense forests of
spruce and fir cover the lower slopes
of the range, but, owing to the Iati-
tude, the timber line Is low, and the
lack of transportation renders the for-
est useless. Chllly ralns throughout
the summer, days, sometimes weeks,
of steady snowfall during the winter,
a leaden sky, n cheerless shore, n gray,
wind-lashed gea, these are the charne-
teristlcs of the “accursed Island."

Formerly the unhappy wretches con-
demned to Imprisonment on Sakhalin
marched overland on foot to thelr des-
tinatlon, The slgn post at Alexan-

PRIBONERS IN THE EXERCISE GROUND,

drovsk shows 10,180 versts, nearly
7.000 miles, from St. Petersburg. Three
to four years of constant tramping
required to make the terrible Journey.
The strings of prisoners, manacled to
a long chailn, were passed from one
provinelal government to another. Re-
lays of soldlers took turns In guard-
ing them through the different prov-
Inces, and so frightful were the hard-
ships of the Journey that often not half
of the convoy remained at the last half
on the shore of Okhotsk. Instances
have been known, not a few it 1s
whispered In Russia, of an entire con-
viet gang perishing one after another
during the long tramp, nearly one.
third of the distance around the
world, and of those who started, not
one surviving to cross the narrow
stralt separating Sakhalin from the
continent.

Now the convicts are sent by steam-
er. Twice & year a Jall-clearing day
occurs in every prison In Russia, All
over the empire bands of convicts are
In motion, the rattle of the chain, the
shufling of convlet feet, the heavy
tramp of soldier guards are heard In
every town. From all parts of Rus-
sla these crimina) rivulets converge to-
ward Odessa. A conviet ship awaits
them there. Between decks the vessel
Is fitted with Iron cages like thoge of
savage anlmals. From 1,800 to 3,000
miserable eriminnls are packed into
the cages, and the long voyage begins,
A revolt on board is of frequent oc-
currence, but Is always Promptly sub-

dued, for connected With the ship's

, cinls,

bollera there are special hose appli-
ances by which scalding steam can be
turned into any cage and the ocecu-
pants be parbolled.

Onee at Sakhalin, the doors of hop-
are closed to the conviet. Theoretleal-
ly, when his term of service {3 ended
he is set at liberty, spends six years on
the Island as an “exlle settler,” six
years more In Slberla #s n “peasant
settler,” and Is then permitted to re-
turn to Russla. Bome do so, Prac-
tleally nine-tenths, perhaps, even a
larger proportion of the convicts, afer
crossing the stralt never return, Rus-
slan officialdom Is forgetful. Sakhalin
is almost on the other side of the
world from St. Petershurg. A convict
once committed to prison 18 released
only by special order, and unless the
unhappy wan has wealthy and Influ-
entlal friends at home willing to use
argument, and, If necessary, bribery,
n his behalf, he is never heard of
again,

How nmay convicts are on “the 1sl-
and of cursing," perhaps not even the
officials know. Charles H. Hawes, an
Englishman, who recently visited the
Islaud, says that there are over 8,000

murderers, and that aside from the | the blood

guards and a few scattered bands of
Alnus, the entire population |s made
up of criminals. Durlng the term of
imprisonment the convicts are con-
fined in stockades, Later they are re-
leased, and, as eseape from the island
Is practically Impossible, they are un-
der a lmited survelllance. Crime iy
rampant in Alexandrovsk and the
other penal settlements, Murder, rob-
bery, almost every form of violence,
prevalls among the released prllou:
ers, apparently unchecked by the om-

who, from all accounts, a8 rich-

1y deserve lmprisonment g thelr

charges,

There 1s one other convict prison In
the far east almost ng wuch dreaded
as Bakbalin. It Is the settlement at
Shrednl-Kolymsk. Five hundred miles
Intervene between thig colony and (he
nearest town. In summer the entire
country Is an almost Impassable
marsh; in winter the average tempera-
ture ls sald to be 5O degrees below
freezing point, while a fal) of 80 Qe-
grees below Is not uneommon, The
dutles of the police are confined simply
to keeping the prisoners in order, for
escape Is tmpossible, There S

are p
stockades, the prisoners are housed 1:

huts, go mad by dozens, fi,
, fight amon,

thel]nselvea and make murderous u:
Saults upon the police, 8o tha
fice 1s no slnecure, s

The Women of New Gulnea,
'The women and girls {n many parts of
New Gulnen wear a skirt of Datlve
grass, which hangs down from the
walst to the kuee, each plece of grass
belug plaited futo g Strong  enclreling
belt at the top. The material may ulso
be docoanut or ban
mer finely shredded with a shell

. Som

times the grass used s lald In the mu:
and stalned black, or reddened by the
Juice of n root, and the three colors
:;d‘ black and light brown, are blend.

very harmonlously, T ¢
wearing the sk| Ronbidle

posed of banana lenves, 1s to make the

troduced lately at the
the Anglican Mission,

lantly exclaim
girla." .,

A woman ig ag
en think she looks, © - er Wom:

headquarers of
_. the boys ungal.
They walk like the

Ana leaves, the for. | he

evidence that Ly
Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
stands without a g:er as
edy for all the distressing i
WOmen.

The Mouse’s Side.

First Mouse—You don’t mean &
you are afraid of women?

Second Moure —No, 1'm not afnid
them, but tbey bave suchawy
screaming, you know. Really,
just upeets me completely,

For coughs and colds there is no b
medicine than Piso's Cure for Consu
tion. Price 25 centa. X

Fully Informed.
Naggsby—Do yon know the Goldsh
Waggeby—Do I know them, Did

oor hired girl work for thems
just before coming to our house,

FlTs lmann{ Curea  No fite oc p
after first day's e of Dir, Kline's Gres)
E 8:2.00 trial bottexnial

. Bond for
e, Du. R H.Kuixx. Ltd. a1 ArchSt., Phil

Toll Bilked of Its Reward.
''No wonder bankers get the
tion of being frauds and swindlen."
““Right you are,”” commented
man with the jimmy in his
‘“Here we have worked all ni
opening this gafe and there's
in it."'—Philadelphia North Am

Boware of Ointments for Ostarh
Contain Mercury,

As mercury will surely destroy the s
smell and complotely derange the whols
tem when enterin| through the mucon
faces, Buch arsicles should never be wed
©ept on prescriptions from reputable P
clans, as the damage they will do inten
the good you can possibly derive from U
Hall's Catarrh_Cure, mannfactured by
Cheney & Co., Toledo, 0., containg no
and s taken Internaily, acting direetly

e bl and mucous surfaces of the
In buying Hall's Catarrh Cure be ln!‘uﬂ
the kenuine. It is takon Internally,
in Toledo, Ohlo, by F, J. Cheney & Co B
m&n-h ree,

Druggists, price 75c. per botte
y‘ Puu,‘nm the best.

Calls for Explanation.

Philosophers like Mr. Perkins,
Morgan's partner, who declared
modern conditions the young msn
worke hard must win success, b
add & few foot notes to their disq
tions explaining matters eatisiacteig
to tho men who have worked
not won,

CASTORI/

For Infants and Childres.
The Kind You Have Always B

Clergyman—I am sorry to hesr
you eeil liquor in this hotel.
Hotel Clerk—Well, sir, we
if we conld get people to stop b
—Brooklyn Life.

W. L.

m m-'-nm.logr (4
manulacturer L [/ -m :
25,000 REWARD

oy be patd toan who

Becauss W, 1., Douglas
Inthe largest manufasturer
can buy cheaper and

E'de:o shoes at @
WOr cost than other

oon-
which

g:'l} & enables him

$3.00 oqu

Way too&uo

Where for $4 and $5.00,

The
rt, especially when com- n.-7




