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‘Alasl When it comes to literature, 1

to shine, and I do wish Miss Banks
«- not engaged a man for that branch!
ven if héis old and a fogy, still he

& man, and one would prefer to ‘be

yind svanting’ in the presence of one’s
wn sex.’”” Lou pauses and gloomily
aews the end of her pencil.

“‘Well, for my part, I confess I am
slad of any change. It is 50 stupid. I
pine, I hanker for a sensation and the
want of it. This dreadful monotony is
embittering my soul.” And I wildly
clasp my hand to my left side where 1
suppose my soul to be.

‘I feel for you and long and hanker
‘with you,” responds Hortense genially.

llAnd Ll'

‘“And I,” rejoin Lou and Kathleen.

“‘Oannot somebody do something out
of the way?’ Iask. From the silence
which ensues it seems that somebody
cannot.

‘‘Kathleen,”” I continued, turning in
despair to a girl who had only been one
<f ns a fow weeks, but who had already
given us sufficient proof that she was, as

we put it, ‘‘up to anything'’— ‘‘Kath-
leen, do suggcsfﬁ:khlng. U
“My mind isa ,’’ shp answers.

““I am perfectly willing to do anything

vhody “lse suggests, but as for sug-
2lf—it is beyond me.*’

1y pause. My last hope has

1 my hair lay in dusky waves

lows on a low, broad, white

murmurs Kathleen at last. She

.e: ahmmll p:glket glass from her

an pensively regarding her
‘harming, piguant face.

‘‘Now, what are you all laughing
t?"’ she adds, opening her big, brown
7es and looking the picture of astonish-

went. “‘And X wish I had a house with
& lofty, marble hall, too, and I wish
my hair was 8o long that when I walked
y up and down it—the hall,
I maan—my hair would trail behind me
and make sglnt sound.”’
3t of ‘“nusympathetic laughter
+his speech. :

& if she has not read more nov-
.any girl I ever knew!' ex-

” 2
‘o
;L‘ g whisper Here comes
11 smother our laughter and re-
 copying of & problem from the
ard. ‘That is, excepting Kath-
am seated next her, and no mark
16 whiteness of the paper before
he is evidently in a brown study.
-y **1 whisper, ‘‘if your
vt long and cannot ‘swish’ on
‘ble hall, it’s & pretty color and
‘nd then by the time you get
~ur hair will probably have
~w.”” Butsho only smiles
‘n into thoughtfulness.
w1 Devingnn? T -
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Erysipelas

Afflicted for More Than Twenty
Years—No Symptoms of the
Trouble Since Taking Hood’s.

¢ For more than 20 years I was troubled
with erysipelas and I have derived so
much benefit from Hood’s Sarsaparilla [
feel it my duty to recommend it. The
erysipelas appeared on my head and
was attended with great swellings,
intolerable heat, severe pain, drow-
siness and at times delirium. Physicians
prescribed for me, but with only tempo-

rary relief. About a year and a half ago I

began taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla and I

took four bottles. Sincethen I have not

had the leastsymptom of erysipelas. Iam
also feeling better in every way.” MRS,

SUSAN L, JOHNSON, Hollow, Missouri.

Hoods

Sarsaparillaz o »

all druggists.
$1; six for 5. The One True Elood Purifier.

are purely vegetable, ro-
Hood’s Pills llnlblc and beneficial. 250,

expresses, and 1 can hardly wait nn
the end of tho lesson, when I intend te
waylay Kathleen and demand an ex-
planation.
Hortense have the sanie little plan, for
when the bell rings for recess and we
are dismissed we three malke a rush for
the door, and on reaching the hall look
at each other and eagerly say, ‘‘Where
is Kathleen?'’ Sho has evidently linger-
ed bohind, but for what?

“‘Oh, girls,”” exclaims Lou, ‘‘there
must be something between Kathleen
and Mr. Winkle. She was so peculiar

“Imagine a girl very much like me.”
last evening about asking his name, as
if she wanted to be sure it really was
‘Winkle, and yet could not bring herself
to question us about him. And I sup-
pose they are talking now. Do go back,
one of you, and see, '’

“Iwill,” Isay, and I turn barks to
the door and nnan i+ ~n?

thleen

ig Ftox: 22 nkle,
.n.‘.’

By

AbALS 8
left my w. my
cat and hunt for i S

8 not there, of course, as 1+ sc..  with

—Jtice

‘! Bess—er
Al you?”
sive it back to me.
.-v0, 1815; battle of Wa-

atde
~ss—are you studying your his-
mru

“Liverpool and Manchester railway
opened, 1880; Liverpool’’—

‘‘Bessie?’’

Ilooked mp. Something in her tone
attracts my attention.

““Well?”’ I ask rather impatiently.

“‘Er—now—er, did you say the bat-
tle of Waterloo was in 18157"

‘“Well,’* I say scornfully, ‘‘I thought
you were going to ask me something of
some importance. Of courge it was.”’
And I return to the Liverpool and Man-
chester railway. XKathleen turns to the
door,

Bl;o has her hand on the knob, when
she pauses.

= ‘‘Oh, by woy, Bessie,”’ she says,
\ v atudied carelessness, ‘‘is

the new teacher’s NEne—er—Winkle?'’

“Yes,”” I answer, surprised at hex
manner.

“Such a queer name, yon see. Rip
Van Winkle, you know, and—er—
that.”’ And she is gone.

Lou and I stare at each other in
amazement.

‘*What makes Kathleen so peculiar?”’

Lou.

“Give it up,’’ I answer.; *‘She cer-
tainly was rather gueer.”” And we re-
sume our studying. But tho dates will
not stay in my head. I cannot help
thinking of Kathleen and her strange
hesitation, her very evident confusion.

- - - - L] L] -

One by one the first class in literature
files down the staircase which leads to
the room where stands Miss Banks, our
worthy principal, and Mr. Winkle—
first Kathleen, then Hortense, then I,
and behind me Louw

As we reach the door Kathleen stops

2 uts one hand to her head, stag-
geu%ﬁﬁ‘l‘e’k’nd‘gasps, *Oh, I cannot.”

Then, before we can move or speal,
sho straightens up, dashes open the door
and marches in, her head just a little
averted and held very stifily, as if it is
an effort to hold it up at all. We reach
our seats, and Miss Banks in a few ap-
propriate remarks introduces Mr. Win-
kle to the finishing class. As he bows
Hortense and I hear Kathleen mutter
bitterly, ‘“Ah, he can seem cool and

“lm, while I''—

Hortense looks at me, and I look at
-tense. To say we are burning with
osity wonld scarcely be an exagger-
. Kathleen evidently knows some-
about Mr, Winlkle, or has met
mewhere, but how, when, where?
Banks has left the room, and
sle is telling us of what the
. literature consists, etc., He it
“X shonld imagine, tal* hand-
‘rave. He looks a¢ were
)f aromance. W. eye

bim I carefully wi

. . .,]" umv,

)

Lou, and while I am looking for it Mr.
Winkle leaves, after a few words to
Kathleen about how long he will keep
us on the early writers. Asif I did not
know he changed the subject on my en-
trance! As soon as he is gone I turn to
Kathleen and see her hurriedly putting
& note in her pocket.

‘‘Kathleen Walford!” I exclaim, and
just then Lou and Hortense burst in the
room. Wo beseech and implore her to
tell us how and where she met Mr.
Winkle, for met him we are certain she
bas, and what there is between them,
but she laughs at all our questions and
declares she has no idea what we mean.
She never saw Mr. Winkle before. She
did not hesitate about asking his name.
She only meant, when on entering the
room she said, ‘“Oh, I cannot!'’ that
she could not learn literature. The note
I saw her hide was only a piece of pa-
per with her French exercise on it, ete.
But when we ask her to let us sce the
“‘French exercise,’’ ghe will not. Tells
ns we must trust her word, etc. We
treat all her explanations with the con-
tempt they deserve and tell her mystori-
ously that ‘‘She will see,’’ which is
equal to tho darkest threat. But we do
not get hold of the note and we aro tor-
tured with a burning desire to sce its
contents.

In the evening Kathleen comes to us

and proposes to have some fun, but we.

inform her that we are not having fun
with people who do not confide in us.
She gives us a look of reproach and ex-
claims in a heartbroken tone, *‘Oh, of
you only knew!"’ But we tell her un-
sympathetically that is just what we
want—to know—and until she reposes
in us the confidence we deserve slie is
not one of us

Nearly two weeks have passed. Mr.
‘Winkle seems to take no special notice
of Kathleen, but every day one or the
other of us sees Kathleen hiding a note.
Bhe is not good at deception. I really
think I could do it better myself. We
wonder if Mr. Winkle knows that we
suspect. He scems perfoctly at ease and
mects our eyes with the ntmost equa-
nimity, but then he’s a man, and one
can never tell what a man is up to. At
least that is what our French teacher
always assures us, and she has been
married and ought to know. As time
goes on we only grow more anxious to
have “‘our little mystery,”’ as we call
it, explained, and at last we decide we
will not sit tamely by any longer and
have a romance enacted before our very
eyes without knowing all the particu-
lars. So we waylay Kathleen after
school hours and explain to her calinly
but firmly that althovgh we dislike ex-
tremely to resort to force, still, unless
ghe consents to tell us all about herself
end Mr. Wiglss, ghe will have two
pitchers of £¥id water—one after the
other—pgared over her, dress and all.
After which dire threat she reluctantly
conseuts to comply with on»
and tells us to e~
diufier and -
Tér gO »

-

It is evident that Lou and | ]

disposition would tire of utter, ceaseless
monotony—no companion of her own
age, no gayeties, no new novels—in
short, a most unenjoyable period of her
life. She would have left for her home
in the city, but this could not be man-
aged without giving offense, so she
spent her time consulting a calendar,
which hung upon the wall of her room,
and noting with raptare the passing of
tedious days and the slow but sure ap-
proach to the beginning of the nest
month, when she was expected at a
friend’s house for a visit.

‘““One day, when there were about
three yweeks of monotony still before her,
she happened to be at the village hotel
ordering for dinner some dish from the
landlady for which she was famed.

‘‘ ‘Be sure to let us have it by 6, Mrs.
Sweeny,’ she said, ‘for we expect com-
pany to dinner, and yon know Aunt
Jane prides herself on her punctaality.’

‘* “Yes, miss, it shall be there prompt,
although I don% know as I ought to
promise it, for I have my hands full,
what with being cook and waitress and
chambermaid and all, with only one
girl to Lelp me, and she a fool, and a
handsomo young man in the house with
his father, and they expecting things
nice and neat and having them, too, for
the Star and Crescent shan’t fall into
disrepute while I'm alive, that it
shan’t.’

¢ * A handsome young man?’ asked the
heroine of this story with studied care-
essness. ‘Why, when did he come?’

“‘A week ago come next Tuesday,
miss, and that jade Minnie walks her-
self off yesterday and leaves me in the
lurch this way, and after all my kind-
ness to her, too, and she knowing how
hard it is to bring things just to a turn
if you are cook and waitress at the same
time—the ungrateful girl—and they
having a private roam for their meals,
which makes things even harder.’

“‘I'll tell you what I'll do, Mrs.
Sweeny,’ said the heroine slowly. ‘I'll
be waitress for the private room today.’

‘‘ “What, you, miss?’

*“‘Yes, L It will be rather fun for a
change, but you must not tell my uncle
oraunt. Now, nota word. Ikmnow I will
enjoy the novelty, and I will be here
promptly at 1 dressed just as Minnie
always was’ And silencing the good
landlady’s protests she returned to her
home to don a neat print dress she owned
and to borrow a white apron from one of
her aunt’s servants,

‘“At 1 o’clock she reappeared before
the still protesting but very grateful
Mrs. Sweeny, and with a courtesy an-
nounced herself ready to serve the
strangers. :

‘“Mrs. Sweeny pronounced herself de-
lighted with her waitress, as she turned
her around and, around, and then arm-
ing her with a tureen of soup sent ifer
in to make her first Appoarance in a
new role..’

*Oh, Kathleen, how did you dare!”
wo all exclaim in one breath as she
paunscs.

‘“Very easy, my dears. Just wait un-
til you become a vietim to a really
monotonous existonce and see to what
distance yon will go for diversion.
‘Why, school life is the wildest kind of
fun compared with a visit to my uncle
and aunt. But to resumo.’

‘‘Secated at a table in the private din-
ing room imagine a good looking man,
very much like Mr. Winkle, we will
say, but not quite so serious looking.
Perhaps he had no occasion to be so at
that time. Picture to yoursell a fine
looking old gentleman opposite. Upon
this scene entered the waitress. Neither
gentleman looked up, but went on with
& discussion they were having as to
whether a collegiate course was in all
cases a very advantageous thing for a
man. As they were finishing their soup
the son looked up at the waitress and
asked for some bread, which, of course,
she had forgotten, not being used to her
duties. After that samehow and much
to her discomfiture she met his eyes con-
stantly. She begam to wonder if he
could suspect her suddenly assumed
|character, but she decided that was ut-
terly impossible, and her presenoe of
mind was in a moasure restored.

‘““After tho fish Mrs. Sweeny, with
many apologies for the weight, handed
her a dish of roast beef, charging her to
bo careful and not let it drop. It was
very heavy, and her arms trembled and
her face flashed, and she decided a wait-
ress’ life was not all joy. As she ap-
broached the table with her burden she
stumbled a little, and the young man
jumped up, exclaiming impetuously:

‘*“ ‘Let me help you.’

‘‘Their eyes met over the beef, while
a deep blush mounted tothe brow of
the waitress. Then the young man gen-
tly took the dish from her hands and
placed it upon the table. The older man
was oblivious of this scene, being ab-
sorbed by this time in his paper. The
waitress left tho room as soon as possi-
ble and tortured herself outside with
conjectures as to whether it was custom-
ary for members of her calling to be as-
sisted with heavy dishes by the guests.
Time passed before she had come to
any decision, and she was obliged to
roturn to her post with regret for her
rash act rankling in her bosom. How-
ever, the meal was soon over, and with
every blessing showered upon her head
by the overworked landiady she return-
ed to her home just as her aunt was
beginning to wonder at her absence.

‘“As she sought her room with visions
flitting through her brain of her com-
fortable wrapper, her soft little bed and
all the delightsof a good, long rest
these Llissful dreams were dispelled by
her aunt who reminded her that it was
after 3 and that sho must fix flowers on
the dinner table and be dressed by 5 at
the latest, as their friends might arrive
early. With many secret anathemas
upon their heads she gave up her lux-
urious plans, ‘for the sake of two old
fogies,” as sho impatiently thought, and
when, finally, from her seat in the par-
lor sho heard sounds of their arrival her
faco was clouded with an expression
fur from amiable. Her uucle and aunt
hurried out to welcome their guests, but
she sat still with her eyes fixed on
space, as she wearily wondered how she
eould ever stand this ennui until the
time for her release.

*‘She heard them approach thoe parlor
and then enter, and she languidly rose
and slowlv turned, and then -

ner AItCrnoon’s serviruae. Ana i sup-
poso it is not mecessary to assure yon
that there was no more monotony for
her from that time. She saw the young
man frequently—in fact, every day—
and"—her face saddens—*‘with inti-
macy came the knowledge that she
loved him. '’

Animpressive pause. Kathleen buries
her face in her hands. Weare all go ex-
cited we are sitting on the very edge of
our seats.

““Go on,” says Lou. ““Then what?
Are you engaged to him?'?

““They becamo engaged,’”’ continues
Kathleen. ‘‘And they were in a dream
of happiness which was rudely broken
by the girl’s father finding out the con-
dition of affairs and sending her toa
boarding school, for he wished her to
marry another man. But the girl with
her lover's devoted words and adoring
looks in her mind was brave and stead-
fast in her determination to be true to
him and went to the school rather than
be wedded to a man she did not, could
never, love."’

“‘Oh, Kathleen,”” T exclaimed,.*‘how
could you be so jolly and nice when yon
came?'’

‘“Ah,”” she answers, ‘‘one can seem
happy when one’s heart is aching. It is
only when cne isalone that sad thoughts
are one's companions and one battles
with despair.”’

‘We look at her with awe and pity.
‘“You poor child!” I say caressingly.
‘““Never mind. It will all come right
yet, I am sure. But tell us when you
discovered our literature teacher and
your fiance were tho same.’’

“‘It flashed upon my heroine in a sec-
ond, when she heard a man was coming
to fill the vacant post, that he was her
Frank and that he had rashly followed
her and in his determination to see her
had become a teacher for her sake.’’

‘“‘How romantic!’’ sighs Lou.

‘‘And how well he teaches!” I add.
“‘He graduated from Harvard, you see,’’
explaing Kathleen, “‘and of course he
knows enough to teach.’’

‘““How do you feel when you are in
love?’’ asks Hortense anxiously.

“‘Oh, all kinds of cold and shivery
and glad!” answers Kathleen somewhat
vaguely. Who could ever tell what
love was?

“‘Kathleen,”” I say coaxingly, “‘show
us some of your love letters.’

“Well,”” bashfully, “I will let yon
800 one if you will promise never to tell
and if you won’t laugh.”

Weo promise, and she takes a note
from her pocket and hands it to us.

“Why should a cruel fato keep us
thus apart, my darling?'’ it begins.

have cheerful, bright-companions to
help ¥sn {a¥ger, while I— But I will
not sadden you with my complaints.
Try to see me for oneminute after tho
olass tomorrow and assure me once
again that you love me, for tho knowl-
edge that you do is all I have to make
life bearable. Have I not succeeded well
with my disguised writing? Iam sureno
one would ever recognize it as mine.
Love will always find out the way, my
peerless one. Devotedly, Frank W."’

““And now, girls,”” says Kathleen,
‘‘aro you satisfied? You have been con-
fided in fully and freely. Prove your-
selves worthy of trust and do not show
in any way that you lkmow this story.’’

We assure her we will be careful,
and, awaking to a sense of the honor,
we depart reluctantly, for wo are crazy
to stay aud talk it all over.

During the next two or three weeks

notes from Mr. Winkle, written in the
same—well, appreciative manner. He
certainly is very ~devoted to her, but
one would never imagine from his man-
ner that there was anything between
them.

Nothing is talked or thought of among
us but Kathleen and Mr. Winkle. The
sensation I longed for has indeed come
and tho monotony is relieved in a won-
derful measure. Verily I am indebted
to Kathleen for this chango of affairs,
and I tell her so, whereupon she ex-
eoutes a * pas scul and, to explain it, in-

We promise, and she takes a note from her
pocket.

forms me that I shall be her first brides-
maid at the wedding she is sure will
take place some happy day.

We spend all our spare moments, and

DANIEL MYERS,

A Living Object Lesson for Dr. Miles' New
Heart Cure,

EART DISEASE is curable. “For over
H forty years," writes Danicl Myers of
Two Taverns, Pu., on Aug, 10, 1506,

*“I suffered with heart disease. Firstaslight
palpitation, gradually growing worse. Then
shortness of breath, sleeplessness, smother-
ing sensations and much pain in tho region
-of the heart ularmed me and I consulted o

physician. Recelving no benefit I tried
others and & number
Dr. of remedies, spending
) Mll-.-' o Jnees csonnt of
]

many that can 11 pe spareqa, puanning
the bride’s dress and how her veil shall
be arranged, what the ‘‘something old
and something new, something borrowed
and something blue,’’ shall be, ete.

One day, as the fact dawns upon me
that Walford and Winkle have the same
initial letter, I electrify Miss Banks—
who is explaining to Kathleen and me
tome difficult problem in natural phi-
losophy—by exclaiming abruptly :

Change the name and not the letter,
Change for the worse and not the better!

Miss Banks stares at me in amaze-
8 ent and Kathleen succumbs to a fit of
t o giggles.

I am still in disgrace—in fact, even
more 850, it seems, than when I proved
beyond a doubt to Miss Banks that all
her explanation went for nothing with

e.

It is the hour before rocess. And we
are, of conrse, in Mr. Winkloe's class.

‘‘Now, young ladies,’’ ho is saying,
‘‘we will stop right here and read’’—

‘‘Pardon this interruption, Mr. Win-
kle, but I have something of importance
<o say to these young ladies.”’ And Miss
Banks advanced into the room with un-
mistakable signs of displeasure stamped
on her face. What have we done? She
stands and looks at us for a moment in
a way she has when a little later she
intends to annihilate ome. Then, un-
folding a piece of paper, she begins
without preface to read from it:

MY OWN DARLING—One month since I fol-
lowed you and we are no nearer the happiness
for which we long. My hecart is sick with
waiting. Each hour that passes only strength-
ens my love for my sweetheart, but it brings
me no nearer to her. Write me a few lines,
my own, and extend to me again the precious
hope and words of checr you know so well
how to give. Your ever faithful

Fraxg W.

‘We are all gasping at this point and
decidedly pallid, excepting Kathleen,
who is crimson. Mr. Winkle seems
perfectly calm and composed, a little
amused perhaps. AsMiss Banks finishes
the note her eyes fall upon me with evi-
dent severity.

“‘Leot me beg of yon,’ she says, ‘“‘not
to add untruthfulness to this distress-
ing conduct. There isno address on this
note, but I must say I am suspicious of
the young lady who made in my hear-
ing two or three days ago the remark-
able speech about changing the name
and not the letter, etc., as this young
man’s last name begins with W, and the
young lady’s name also begins with
that letter.”’

Iam spoechless, If my name is Wal-
ker, is not Kathleen’s Walford? Her eyes
are still on me and mine on her.

““This note,”” she coniiaues, ‘‘was
brought t¢ ine this morning by Katie,

:‘You do not suffer as I do, for yow|Wwho found it when she was sweeping

after the literature class yesterday. As
no one else had occasion to enter this
room it is evident it must belong to one
of you four. Denial will only make mat-
ters worse and will besides distress me
more than I can tell you. I am grieved
and disappointed beyond measure at
this betrayul of trust. I have exercisod
as little surveillance as possible, be-
lioving that if I left you to your honor
you would feel grateful to me and not
let me have any cause to regretit. I'"—

‘‘Oh, stop, Miss Banks,’”’ exclaims
Kathleen. *‘I can explain the note. I—
that is—well—’’ and she pauscs, and,
oh, horror! begins to laugh. I look at
her anxiously. Canall this trouble have
affected her mind? There is a moment'’s
pause.

““When you can conquer this untime-
ly mirth, we will hear your explan-
ation,”” says Miss Banks cuttingly at

t.

Kathloen shows us every now and then | las

““Why don't that coward Frank Win-
kle explain and not leave it all to her?”’
whispers Lon indignantly to me.

‘‘The brute!'’ I rejoin emphatically.
A moment and then Kathleen’s pretty
face settles into composure, but a glance
at our faces, for some reason or other,
sets her off again. We are all in agony.
Miss Banks stands without a smile,
waiting. -Mr. Winkle is biting his mus-
tache. Is he a little remorseful? Why
don’t he speak? Kathleen conquers her-
self with an evident effort and begins

again, -

¢ Miss Banks—er—I—er—well—er—
well,’’ desperately, ‘‘to cut a long story
short, actuated by an amiable desire to
entertain my companions I made up a
love story and to accompany it wrote
that note and several others. Surely a
harmless way to fill my leisure hours.
The copies are all in my desk, if you
would like to see them, and likewise
my studies of a masculine handwriting.
It was a good deal of work, but the
girls were all longing for a sensation,
and so, having read somewhere of a girl
doing something like this, the idea oc-
curred to me that I might entertain
them and relieve the monotony of which
they complained. The trouble was
worth while if I have earned—and I am
sure I have—their gratitude and a gen-
eral voto of thanks,”’

I draw a curtain overall that follows,
Miss Banks' lecture on filling our minds
with frivolous topics, our reproaches
and threats to make known the ocare-
fully suppressed fact that Mr. Winkle
was the hero of the romance,

“*Girls, you know I have amused you,”’
sho says in tones fraught with anguish.
““You go to the theater and enjoy it
and cry and laugh with the leading ac-
tress. Why cannot you take my story
in the same spirit? It was acted for
your benefit, free of charge, and as for
fibbing—why, if you will think you
will see I did not. All I said was, ‘Im-
agine a girl very much like me,’ and
imagine this and imagine that, and you
came to the conclusion it was about me
and Mr. Winkle. '’

‘‘One hates to be deceived,’’ says Lou
disgustedly, to which we all assent.

‘“Ah, that deccit should steal such
gentle shapes and with a virtuous visor
hide deep vicel”” says Kathleen dra-
matically, Whercupon, after a struggle,
weall laugh and tell her she has studied
her literature to some purpose.

And Mr. Winkle never knows the ro-
mance that was weaved around him

THE END.

In gome of the Hindoo temples of
south India the collection is taken
up by an elephant that goes around
with a basket. Everybody contrib-

ute~
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No Mystery Left.

What a dreary world this will be
after thenorth pole has been discovered!
‘What an interest will have been taken
out of life! The mystery surrounding
the northernmost extremity of our globe
has been a large element in keeping
alive the wonder, the enthusiasm, the
lofty romance of mankind for many,
many decades. To think about it, to
read about it, to talk about it and to
dream about it waking and sleeping has
been the delightful and awful privilege
of multitudes of human beings from
early youth to extreme old age. Will
life be worth living when there is no
longer any mystery surrounding the
north pole?—Boston Herald.

The three-year-old boy of J. A. John-
son, of Lynn Center, Illinois, is subject
to attacks of croup. Mr. Johnson says
he is satisfled that the timely useof
Chamberlain’s Cough Remedy, during
a severe attack, saved his little boy’s
life. He is in the drug business, a mem-
ber of the firm of Johnsgon Brothers of
that place, and they handle a great
many patent medicines for throat and
lung diseases. He had all these to
choose from, and skilled physicians
ready to respond {)mmptly to his call,
but he selected this remedy for use in
his own family at a time when his
child’s life was in danger. because he
knew it to be superior to any other,
and famous the world over for its cures
of croup. Mr. Johnson says this is the
best selling cough medicine they han-
dla, and that it gives splendid satisfac-
tion in all cases. Sold by C. W. Hous-
ton, Exira; A. H. Roberts, Audubon.

< Splitting a Bank Not’o,

‘‘Splitting’’ a bank note consists
of dividing the bill in two so that
one-half consists of the face of the
bill and the other half of the back
only. This sounds like an impossi-
ble feat, but secret service officers
say that it can be done, although
the method is a government secret.

How to Cure Bilious Colic.

I suffered for weeks with colic and
pains in my stomach caused by bilious-
ness and had to take medicine all the
while until I used Chamberlain’s Colie
Cholera and Diarrhoea Remedy which
cured me. I have since recommended
it to a good many people. Mrs, F.
Butler, Fairhaven, Connecticut. Per-
sons who are subject to bilious colie
can ward off the attack by taking this
remedy as soon as the first symptoms
appear. Sold by C. W. Houston, IZxira;
A. H, Roverts, Audubon

The Duke's Rival.

Arthur Helps, the author of the
well known book, *‘Friends In Coun-
c¢il,”’ often paid Professor Max Mul-
ler a visit on his way to or from
Blenheim, where he used to stay
with the then Duke of Marlborough.

Once when Helps came to stay
with us on his return from Blen-
heim, writes Professor Muller in
Cosmopclis, he told me how the
duko had left the day before for
London, and that on that very day
the emu laid an egg.

The duke had taken the greatest
interest in his cmus and had long
looked forward to thisevent. A tele-
gram was sent to the duke, which,
when shown to Mr. Helps, ran as
follows:

‘‘The emu has laid an egg, and in
the absence of your grace we have
taken the largest goose we could
find to hatch it.”

Roaring, Buzzing, Rnappiog Like the Re-
port of a Pistol.«These are Symptomr
of Caearah.

Catarrh in the head is an exceeding-
ly disagreeable and very common dis-
ease. 1t is also serious in its eflects, as
it causes loss of smell and hearing,
headache, loss of appetite and often
leads to consumption. The vietim of
catarrh is troubled with a continual
dropping in the throat, digcharges
from the nose, constant hawking and
spitting, pain over and between the
eyes. The tendancy of catarry is to re-
duce the whole system to a condition
of weakness and debility, The won-
derful success of Hood’s Sarsaparilla
in curing catarrh is due to its powers
to purify the blood. By eradicating all
scrofulous taints it removes the cause
of catarrh and all the disagreeabl
symptoms of the disease soon disap-
pear. The cures by Hood's Sarsapa-
rilla are prompt, positive and perma-
nent, Hood’s Sarsaparilla eures when
all other remedies fail.

£he Flagman's Excuse. 2

A flagman of a German railway
was recently told that ho would be
fined if his wife was again seen flag.
ging a train. The man said she had
never done so, and explained as fol-
lows: Being ill, she asked her hus-
band to miik the goat. This animal
was, however, unused to any one
but fhe woman herself, and the flag-
man, to save trouble, dressed in his
wife's clothes to deceive the goat.
A shrill woistle reminded him of
bis duties, and he saluted the pass-
ing express in skirts.

. Grenadiers,

The teric grenadier was original-
ly bestowed on a soldier whose du-
ty it was to throw hand grenades.
As the duty was excessively danger-
ous, and they were always first in
the assault, only veteran soldiers
were selected for this gervice, and
thus they formed a kind of elite.
When hand grenades went out of
use, the name grenadier was con-
tinued S

* Catarrh From Childhood.

“T have suffered from childhood
with catarrh of the head and stomach.
I was entirely deaf in one ear, My
husband insisted upon my trls('lng
Hood’s Sarsaparilla.  While taking
my first bottle my hearing began to re-
turn and I continued to improve until
it was entirely restored and I was
cured.” Mrs, Will Stokes, Midland,
Texas.

The Town Homestead for the current
week is filled with its usual amount of
timaly nrapti= fenMtural informa-

The Last Match Saved Them.

The ship bad lain becalmed in a
tropical sea for three days. Not a
breath of air stirred the mirrorlike
surface of the sea, or the limp sails
that hung from the yards like dra-
pery carved in stone.

The captain resolved to wait no
longer. He piped up all hands on
deck and requested the passengers
to also come forward.

‘T must aek all of you,” he said,
‘‘to give we every match that you
have."

Wonderingly the passengers and
crew obeyed.

The captain carefully arranged
the matches in his hands as each
man handed him his store until all
had been collected. Then he threw
them all overboard but one, drew a
cigar from his pocket, and, striking
the solitary match on the main-
mast, endeavored to light it. 3

In an instant a furious gale swept
over the deck, extinguished the
match and filled the sails, and the
good ship Mary Ann sped through
the waveson her course.—Pearson’s
Weekly.

““The worst cold I ever had in my
life was cured by Chamberlain's Cough
Remedy,” writes W. H. Norton, of
Sutter Creek, California. ‘‘This cold
left we with a cough and I was expec-
torating all the tima. The Remed
cured me, and I want all of my friends
when troubled with a cough or cold to
use it, for it will do them good.” Sold
by C. W. Houston, Exira; A. H. Rob-
erts, Audubon.

No Insult Intended.

A London exquisite—in America
he would be called a dude—had gone
into a west end restaurant, says
Spare Moments, and was far from
pleased with the way in which his
order was filled.

“Do you call that a veal cutlet?’
be demanded of the waiter, *‘Why,
such a cutlet as that is an insult to
every self respecting calf in the
British empire.”

The waiter hung his head for a
moment, but recovered himself and
said in a tone of respectful apology:

“I really didn’t intend to insult
vou, sir!' .

Had it for Five Years,

“T have had eatarrh in the head
and have suffered for the fives years.
I have also been troubled with weak-
ness, I have taken Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla for these difficulties, and it has
built up my system and done me a
great deal of good. Tt has completely
cured me of catarr.” W. E. Melloway,
Columbia, Missouri.

The Greek church employs two
rings in the marriage ceremony—
one gold, the other silver.

Web to the length of 21; miles
hag been drawn from the body of a

The Hick's 1898 Almanac and Paper.

We are informed rhat the 1898 Al-
manae Prof. Irl R. Hicks is now ready
and judging from its past history, it
will not be many weeks in finding its
way into homes and offices all over
Anerien. It is much larger and fin-
er than any previous issue, It con-
tains 116 pages, is splendidly printed
and illustrated on fine book paper,
having the finest portrait ever given
of Prof. Hicks, It can no longer be
denied that the publications of Prof.
Hicks have become a necessity to the
family and commercial life of this
country. His journal, WORD AND
WORKS, aside from its storm, weath-
er and astronimical features, has taken
rank with the best literary, scientific
and family magazines of the age. Do
not believe hearsay and reports. See
the Hicks Almanac and paper for
yourself. You will then know why
they are so popular. They are educa-
tors of the millions, and unrivalled
safeguards to property and human life.
It is matter of simple record that
Prof. Hicks has foretold for many
years all great storms, floods, drouths
and tornadoes, even the recent terrible
drouth over all the country. The Al-
manac alone i825 cents a copy. The
paper is $1.00 a year with the Alman-
ae as a premium. Send to
WORD AND WORKS PUB. CO.

2201, Locust 8t., St. Louis, Mo.

MI;M.
Maizie—So Ethel has married her
duke, eh?

Daisie—Yes, but he married her-

under false pretenses.

Maizie—How gof

Daisie—He imitated the consump-
tive cough right up to the maryiage
ceremony aud then dropped it, the
brute |—London Fun.

WO:I;EN!

Woman’s modesty and igno-
rance of danger often ~suse her
to endure pains and suffer tor-
ture rather than consult a
physician  about important
subjects.

Pains in the head, neck,
back, hips, limbs and lower
bowelsat monthly intervals, in-
dicate alarming derangements.

McELREE'S

WINE OF CARDUI
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