Oxidine is not only
the quickest, safest,and
" gurest remedy for Chills
*  and Fever, but a most
; le tonic in

ial diseases.

A liver tonic—a kid-
iy tonic—a st
" omie—a bowel tonic.
" gonic is needed, just try
i OXIDINE
—a bottle proves.

for Malaria, Chills

F and all discases
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m BIBLE A NECESSITY
o Minister Knew What He

L Was Talking Abdut When He
g Advised Junior.

. "Now that are married,” sald the
b -- ,:uunmar to the young
. will have to stop us-
¢ the charch Bible for home study.
(yes, I know how it Is. You get
i“,“: A to & certain Bible, and you
\Mody better with that right under
your mose, and would willingly pack
| and forth for the imspiration
T've been through It. Used
that very thing myself, but aft-
i & doten veils and a pair of
and some litle lacey things
[ shall not attempt to: specify
d down from the pulpit on Sun-
1 in view of the astomish-
'and amused comgregation, I accus-
mied mysell to two Bibles. The
m folk will put things into the
§ 10 press. It i= a hablt you cun't
them off, and the first thing you
these feminine knick-knacks go
away to humiliate you"

b slght the curate turned the
pofl his Bible carefully. A vell

next day he began to cultd-
an affection for a second Dible

Diary of a Fly-Killer,
My attention was called
L to a statement that house
are bearers of disense and should
destroyed as soon ns possible. 1
b my crusade against them this
It waa a little discouraging
eause there was only one fly
¢ house and it was quite agile.
Beaped me. [ broke iwo vases and
graph frame.
—1 nearly killed three
afternoon, but the lamp got
way. It was & §7 lamp.
peday—] saw a fly on the out-
of the fly screen and ralsed the
e 50 1 could hit it. Seventeen
dn. 1 missed it
jay—There was a sluggish
on the window with closed
slole toward it cautiously,
up Just &s I let the blow
i I knew it wasn't a fly. It
My pose_began to swell

Bnose is a sight. Drat

eland Plain Dealer.

——

A Trifle Withered.

native tongue mo one could

hie more graceful speeches

soukieur Blanc, but when bhe

fompliments in  English he

80 successful,

| changed In the five years

tWe met in Paris?” asked the

¥ Woman who desired above all
1o be thought younger, much

BAr, than she was,

" sald the courtier, his

his heart, “you look like

of 20 years!"—Youth's Com-

. In Seclusien.
UF mistress at home ™
o LI:. manieure lady?”

‘,‘. ain't at home, mum.™

serap of lace fell out. He sigh”|

|

Playing the Hermit

By LAWRENCE ALFRED CLAY

Bascom Hayes was ‘missing. His

| sister and her busband, with whom
| he lived, sald he was—his club friends

|

sald the same thing—the public press
announced that he had vanished off
the face of the earth without leaving
50 much as a trail of dust behind.
And who was Bascom Hayes to be

| missing and have whistles blown and

[

horns tooted and private detectives set
on edge? Just an old bachelor with a
comfortable income, complacent in his
nature and lazy and unambitious hy
nature, ;

Missing! No clew! Last seen sitting

{in a public park at midnight. Had a
| despondent air and was so pre-oceu-

| pled that whem a “wvag called

him
“Cully” and struck him for a quarter

| he neither answered to the name nor

handed over the shiner. Foul play,
perhaps, as he was known always to
carry enough with him to pay kis taxi
fare, no matter how much the chauf-
feur meddied with the clock. No rea-
son known why he should climb to the
top of the Singer bullding and leap off.
His laundry account was pald up to
the last cent, and he was thrae cig-
arette packages abead of the game.
No reward, but the grateful thanks of
s sister for informatlon.

No reward, but still & score of pri-
vate detectives called and dxpressed
thelr willingness to take up the case
for the prestige it would give one. He
would have been but for his voice.
Striking an attitude he hoarsely whis-
pered:

“In love—got the skate—jumped
from one of the bridges! He had
reached that age when a turn-down is
fatal to & man. His body will be found
washed up on Staten Island! 1 go to
keep watch!™

“But Bascom was not In love,” pro-
tested the sister. “He has never loved.
A thousand times he has declared he
would never marry.”

“8ly dor—siy dog!™ whispered the
detective. “Hs was simply putting
you off the scent. Listen to me. On
the last night you saw him I was walk-
ing on Madison avenue, following the
trail of & murderer. Of a sudden the
tront of door No. 4,000,000 opens and

The Widow Took a Long Look.
& man descends the steps and plunges

into the gloom. I had & falr look =t
bis face and figure, and If ever there
was black despalr, it was there. He
had been turned down by the widow
who lives there. That man was your
brother. He had got it bad and could
not survive the shock!™

“1 can't belleve It." replisd the sis-

ter,

“Go to the house and interview the
widow., Nice little lady, bet she was
toylng with your Dbrother's heart-
strings. Go charge ber with it and
you will bring the gullty blush to
her face™ |

The sister declded mot to do apy
such thing She saw several embar-
rassing objections to that line of com-
duct. Neither did she belleve that
ber brother had committed sulcide, but
she was willing that the detective
should patrol the beaches of Staten
Island at his own expense,

“"Tis done!” he whispered. “1 charge
you nothing for finding the sad re-
mains, but when I arrive here with
them on & truck you can tender me &
small sum in payment”

There was & little widow living at
No. 4000000 on the avenue named,
and the detectlve In moasing around
had seen a man leave the house at a
late hour. He dldn't know whether
the man was the widow's grandfather,
father, uncle or brother, but he called
him Bascom Gray. The little widow
aiso knew that Mr, Gray was miss
Ing. She beard of it orally, and she
read in the papers. She also knew

Just why he was missing, but she
wasn't chasing around to volunteer in-
formation. Widows know when to keep
quiet. Besldes, after several days had
gone by she recefved a letter from a
friend in the country containing news
that relieved her mind considerably
and brought & smile to her face and
a plan to her mind

“1 wish you were here,” wrote the
correspondent. “We have a romantic
mystery on hand. There's an old log
bouse in the woods half a mile down
the road. It has not been occupied
for years, and e sadly out of repair,
but behold! a hermit came a day or
two ago to take up his quarters. No
old rags! No venerable whiskers!
Middle-aged and decently dressed, and
they say he spends most of his time
mooning and sighing = Lives mostly
on turnips, I guess, and sleeps on a
brush bed. TUncle Jim was over
ses him yesterday, but ¢ould not get
much out of him. Seems to be some
one who has been disappolnted in love,
and thinks the world has gone to
smash. Hurry down and help us to
solve the mystery by finding the gullty
party who gave him the shake.™

The widow smiled and nodded as
she read the letter. She even said to
berself: “Yes, that would be just like
him.” Then she went to packing so
Bs to leave for the country sooner
than she had planned for. She started,
arrived, and was welcomed. She had
scarcely hugged her friend when she
was greeted with:

“The hermit is there yet. 'We heard
him crooning a love song last night,
after stealing onions and turnips for
his supper.”

“Bome escaped lunatic, probably.”

“Oh, no, be can’t be. He's Just break-
ing his heart over some woman. What
a wicked wretch she must be to drive
bim out of the world In this way!™

“Yes. And what a ninny he must
be to have been driven.” 2

“Now, then, hurry up and change
and get lunch and we'll go over to the
hut. Perhaps we can encourage and
console him."

An hour jater the widow an-
nounced that she was golng to see
the bermit. Bhe might or might not
know bim, but she had an idea she
did. There waa considerable .argu-
ment about her golng alone, but she
prevalled, and got directidns and
started off. It was an ideal place for
a hermit. The woods and brush were
dense, the old house almost roofless,
And a more lonely spot could not have
been found for ten miles around. From
the shelter of a brush the widow took
2 leng look. Only a woodpecker was
to be seen and heard, and he was cer
talnly a dejected looking bird. After
& time an advance was made to the
Eaping doorway, and the hermit of the
wilderness was made out to be seat
ed in a dark cormer with his head
on his knees,

“Bascom, come out!”

The figure never stirred.

“Come out, [ say!™

“Who—what "

“Come out and don't play the
ninny."

“Is 1t you, Nina® was asked in &
mournful volice as a disheveled figure
arose and came to the door.

“Of course it 8. Come along!”

“It's too late!™

“Too late, nothing!”

And she took the bermit's hand and
led him to a little giade and sat him
down and seated hersel! beside Bim
and sald:

“All 1 said that night was that a
man with your money and brains
ought to do something to make your
self known to the world, and you be
cAame angry and took your departure.”

“But you—you iutimated—"

“Yes, but that's all passed. You have
done something. and that's all I ask-
ed. You are in all the papers. You
are the talk of the town. You are be-
ing searched for., Bascom, no woman
wants to marry a nonentity. You are
not one. You bave made a fool  of
yourself and we'll be married as soon
as you wish!”™

How to Cook a Loon.

Bill Croser, a guide for fiftytwo
years at Charleston Lake in Ontario
Canada, has a novel receipt for cook
ing a loon. He was rowing a couple of
Somerville, N. J., councilmen a few
weeks ago and when a loon came im
sight the stramgers asked Bill if they
were good to eal.

Bili replied in a rather evasive way
aud one of the fishermen then asked
Bill how they were cooked. This was
what Bill was walting for and here Is
the recipe that Bill gave: "Cook the
loon in water for twelve hours. at
night pour off this water and cook him
over night, in the morning throw In
a plece of grindstone and when you
can stick a fork in the grindsione the

oon Is done.”"—Fur News.

~
 Flavour

Toasties

b distinctly pleasing
won the liking
young and old
g liever before cared
oy for cereal food of
. dire_ct from the
erisp and fresh,

Story of a King’s Ring

Jewels Originally Owned by Louls
Phillippe, Are Now Wern by Miss
Josephineg Btrong.

“] saw a diamond ring not long
ago which had much to do with giving
& king a throne,” said Robert A. Over-
man of New York, at the Raleigh.

“The ring was worn by Miss Joseph-
ine Btrong, who, a few years ugo,
was secretary to Representative Haw-
ley, the lone Republican member from
Texas The criginal owner of the ring
was Louls Philippe, a Bourbon prince
who left France unwillingly In the
days of Napoleon's supremacy.

“Philippe came to the United
States and spem! much time In the
middle west. He spent a winter at
Zanesvills, Ohlo, and there was &
school teacher at the home of Gen
eral Morgar Neville, on the Ohlo riv-
er, near Cincinnatli Finally word
came to the prinee that there was &
chance tv become king after Water
loo had sent Napoleon to St. Helena

felt confident that he could be king
if only be could reach Parisbut he
bad no money. He explained the sit-
uation to Gemeral Neville, who ad-
vanced a féw hundred dollars. Phil-
ippe insisted on leaving a pear-shaped
ring as security.

“Philippe went to France by way
of New Orleans, was made king, and
repaid the loan, asking that General
Neville keep the ring, and salso urg-
ing him to come and visit the king in
Parfs. The ring was inherited and
valued by several descendants of Gen-
eral Neville, untll it came to Miss
Strong, who, as a matter of cautlon,
has been rather reticent about Itz his-
tory.

“The ring consists of a pear-shaped
diamond, set in black enamel and
gold, and Is rather odd looking In
these dayc of fashionable jewelry."—
Washington Post.

Some men are so unsocl
they would actually rather play sol-

and disrupted the empire. Philipge  talre than poker.
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WasCuared byLydiaE. Pink~
ham'’s Vegetable Compound

Elwood, Ind—*Your remedies have
cured me and I have only taken six
bottles of Lydia E. Pinkham’s V&gau.-

FeE—— ble Compoun I

was gie three
months and counld
not walk. I suf-

fered all the time.
The doctors said I
could not get well
without an opers-
tion, for I counld
hardly stand the

2 leg. 1 n
to feel better when hl.ds takeubmly
ons bottle of Compound, but kept on
&s I was afraid tostop too soon.”"—Mrs.
Bapre MurLirw, 2728 N. B. 8t, El
e In% take chances with
Why will women chances
an operation or drag out a sickly,
half-hearted existence, missing three-
fourths of the joy of liﬂnﬁ. when they
can find health in Lydia E. Pinkham’s
'V?eh.bln Compound ¢

or th!.rtuuu it has been the
standard remedy for femals ills, and
has cured thousands of women who

have been troubled with such ail
ments as displacements, inflammation,
ulceratio

broid tumors, irregulari-
oo i pmmwm’ .

on, and nervous on.

I%youluvo the slightest doubt
that Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege=
table pound will help you,
write to Mrs, Pinkham at }.yl:n.
Mm.h{or advice. Your letter
wiil absolutely confidential,
and the advice free.

ties, perl

CONTAGIOUS.

P .
Gayboze—When my wife saw the
condition I was in whea I got home
from the club last night it just stag-
gered her!
Martini—I'm mnot surprised. You
know you drank emough for two, old
man!

HAVE YOU SUSPECTED YOUR
KIDNEYS?

from backache,
and weariness
their kidneye.

Thousands 'suffer
headache, dizziness
without suspecting

\EnqPides  Mrs, Joseph Gross,

TebASwy’ Church St, Morrillton,

Ark.,, says: “For weeks

I was all doubled over

with pain. 1 became so

dizzy I had to grasp

something to keep from

fulllng and my ankles

were swollen to nearly

twice their natural size,

None of the doetors nun-

derstood my case and I

felt myself sinking lower

day by day. I improved

rapidly through the use of Doan's Kid-

ney Pills and at last was entirely
cured.” 3

“When Your Back is Lame, Remem-
ber the Name—DOAN'S."

For sale by druggists and general
storekeepers everywhere, Price S0c.
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

Order of Independents.

Larry O’Neil had no love of discip-
line save as he administered it. When
he decided to “jine the p'rade,” he
breathed deflance with every order is-
sued by the military leader.

“Here, you! Look out for yer feet!™
muttered the man next him. “Keep
shtep, can't you?”

“Get along wid yer shteps,” said Lar
ry, turning on him., “T've a shtep o'
me own, an’ I'll take it or lave the
p'rade to get on Widout me."—Youth's
Companion.

Forebodings.

‘Webster had made his great speech
in reply to Hayne, .

“Some day, 1 suppose,” he mused, “it
will devolve upon Hennery Cabot
Lodge or Winthrop Crane to squelch
Ben Tillman, and I'm not s0 biamed
sure they can do it!"”

Proper Treatment.
“I have a terrible cold,” he com-
“My head feels all stopped
up.”
“Have you tried & vacuum clean-
per?” ghe queried sweetly.—Judge.

BEAUTIFUL POST CARDS FREE
Send S slamp for five samples of my very cholo-
et (old Rmbosssd Birthday, Flower and Motto

%'vmon'hmm - remedy
liniment for these troubles,

INDIGNANT AT THE INJUSTICE

Scholars Would Not Stand to See
Much-Loved Teacher Not Get-
ting Her Rights,

The following incldent told of & pud
lic school teacher of cheery manner
and marked ability, noted for her suc-
cess In leading backward or unwilling
pupils along the rocky road to kmowl
edge. :

In faboring with an especially try-
ing ciass she was wont to encourage
the. members by such confident re-
marks as “Of ecourse we can do It!”
“Of course wo can learn this lesson as
well as other people, If we try!"” As
examination time drew near snd the
little ones became more nervous, she
changed her tume to “Of course we're
going to pass!"” The children did pass,
duly, but, natural pleasure in the un-
expected success having evaporsted,
were sulky and disagreeable almost be-
yond belief. It took their new teacher
& long time to get at the root of the
misunderstanding, over which they
whispered in corners and because of
which they treated her llke a hitter
enemy. At last, however, she drew
from the most pliable youngster this
indignant: tearful admission.

“We ain't a-goin’ ter study no more
in this darned ole school. Hera, we
come up from Miss Blank's room, an’
she stays down there all alone, when
she knows so much more than we do.
It's & plum shame that they didn't
let her pass, too!”

A Matier of Creed.

“Two men were dispating over thelr
respective churches,” says the Blater
News in reviving an old story which
fs still good. “One was a Baptist and
the other & Presbyterian, Finally
cne of them called a neighbor who
was passing and asked his opinion as
to which was the better church in
which to be saved, ‘“Well, neighbor,’
he said, ‘son and 1 have been hauling
wheat for nearly forty years. There

are two roads that lead to the mill. |

One is the valley road and the other
leads over the hill, and never yet has
the miller asked me which road I
came, bui he always nsks, ‘Is the
wheat good? "—Kansas City Times.

Left Him Far Behind.

Childish standards of greatness are
interesting—perhaps because they are
at once so lke yot so unlike the
standards of grown folk. Many an
adult, for instance, has been proud
with no more reasonable basis than
that which little Johnnie displayed in
attempting to “top” the boasting of a
Juvenile comrade.

“I've got a real rallroad traln, with
an engine that goes, an’ a real, live
pony, an’ & really, truly gun, n'—"

“That’s nothing!” interrupted the
lad’s disgusted listener. “Once | knew
a boy that sat up until 11 o'clock
twice in one week!"™
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CASTORIA, a safe and sure

infants and ‘and see
Bears the

Signature of

In Use For Over ears.

Children Cry for Fleicher’s Castoria

An Unsleeping Youth.

“What business do yom think your
son will adopt-"

“Can't say,” replied Farmer Corn-
tossel, “but judging by the hours
Josh keeps, I should say he was nat-
urally cut out to be a milkman"

it
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The Hero's Lament,
Achilles lamented his vulnerable
heel.
“It means my wife will always make
me wipe my shoes off when I’ come
in the house,” he cried.
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Grand Opera Planist.

Ploasant Refreshi
Beneficial,
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mmmm“mmm

cxr

I 13 MECESSARY TO SUY THE ORIGDIAL AND ONLY GENUBE, .
WHICH © MANUPACTURED BY THE

§

CALIFORNIA Hia SYRU

LTLES

S |

A Fine General Tonie.
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