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A perfect Remedy for Constipa
tion, Sour Stomach,Diarriioea. 
Worms .Convulsions Jevcri sh  
n ess c n d L o s s  O F  SLEEP.

Fac Simile S ig n a ture o f
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B O T T X Æ 3  O B ’

B f i S T O R l A

Bound wooded shores thy loud i 
Tho sleeping echoes, rcdeljr break 

The singing of tho rills.

Thou best the storm a welcome guest 
At thy home by the w ater's edge. 

Tho wavea may plash about thy breast; 
May, playful, lift and rock thy  neat 

I reedy sedge.Built on the ;

Thon a r t a rule? in good right,
Strong master of ell wind* th a t blow. 

Thy wings outstrip the stormolonds quits.
Thy swimming la the swallow'« flight 

to  depths I ~Seen in the i

Thou slttwrii i I a sovereign grswae 
The broken waters at the pood.

And. quicker than the eye mm trace, 
Baat shifted to another place

A good half mile beyond.

Ah I said those loud demoniac cries 
Borne on the startled  !

As If from nether world <
In agony to earth  and skies 

An outburst of deeper.

Proud is thy mate aa side by nid»
V« cleave the air with Wbiszing wing;

warm breeaa «  toPW wuftatf in, min
gling with the salt of too sea—with the 
gönnt of the ßowora hi the iitfcla garden 
below.

Nellie's bi«, ß**’ «7«* took in all the
beauty of the morbing ; then they gently 
closed.

So Nellie Tburgoed, Tom Thnrgood*» 
young wife, died and was buried in the 
little churchyard by the sea, and the 
tide came in and the tide wont out 
through the Jong summer days and 
nights and peaceful order reigned in the 
little cottage, for H epzibah was a  nota
ble housekeeper, and Tom was grateful 
to her in a dull, impersonal way. His 
heart was buried ia a  new ly  made grave 
on the cliff side, and nothing seemed 
real to him but that

HepziSmb watched blta from under 
her white eyelashes «ad kept silent, bat 
hie pipe was always ready foe him 
when he came indoors and his 
food simmered on the boh 

Hc-pzibafa’a hair gww
““ comely
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A KENTUCKY PRINTER NARRATES A 
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ATE NORMAL SCHOOL
N M T Q H I T O C H E S .  L K .

M a in ta in e d  b y  th e  S ta te  fo r  th e  T ra in in g :  
o f  T e a c h e rs .

Tho room had been «till for a long 
while. Only the even, monotonous 
splash of the outgoing tide and now 
and again a restless, unconscious move
ment of the dying woman in the bod 
disturbed the stillness of the night

In the big armchair by the bedside, 
in the light of the lamp, sat a gaunt 
woman, angular and haggard, with thin 
compressed lips, yellow skin, light eyes 
and . dead straw colored hair drawn 
tightly back from her forehead and 
twisted into an unoorn promising knot 
at the nape of the neck.

Slv) had watched for many weary 
nights now beside that bed, but still 
her eyes were wide and watchful and 
her attitude alert. She counted each 
fluttering breath of the girlish form be
neath the sheet, and she noted each 
quiver cf the unconscious eyelids.

The night wore on, and with the 
coming of tho gray dawn a wind arose, 
moaning round the little house and 
shaking tho fastenings of the sickroom 
window. •

The dying woman stirred, and she 
moaned, thon slow ly opened her eyes— 
great, sad bine eyes— like a child in 
troubla Ehe fixed them upon the watch
er in the ohair with a pathetic look of en
treaty.

“ Hepzibah I” Tho pale lipa just 
formed the whispered word.

woman rose hastily and

in the village and « muslin handker
chief for her nedc. E m  voice took a 
softer note. She began to Mag about her 
work.

But Tom would sit ia fee churchyard 
through the long summer twilights, and 
when he came in to his «©per his feet 
dragged wearily, and hi* eye* were dull 
witt» misery.

“ You should nc*
Hepzibah softly one mgat alter sapper. 
8he was knitting in t ie  firelight. Her 
head was bent over her work.

Tom woke as t e w  a dream. Be 
looked at her with

Follow ing t t e  C all o f Hta Fatfchmi 
» ° *  H e M et W ith  a  SIl.hr. p—In  m E a r*  
Hol« W ith  a  F ierce  W ild  B east—Th« 
“ •*»0« « d  B eaogn ittoo .

Pretty much everybody in the crowd 
»&d told a story of the gun or dog or 
fish pole exoept a printer who looked 
»boot as much like a hunter or fisher
man as he did like an angeL 

“ It’s your turn now. Maggi aa,'5 said 
the reporter.
^ I ^ e r  bunted anything bat board-

with a wan and dodging kind of air, as 
If people threw things at him wi

' " “ E ta ï*

W ITH!/
BY SUBSCRIBING FOR 

AND READING

t fitter« ■ « ” mid 
night after H  

» «fie fire

“Ah, it's well to » y  that to g  
whose heart is

turnedHis voice grew husky. He 
away his head to the fire.

"But you shouldn’t grieve as one 
without hope. Time must soften things 
a bit You have your life before you. ”

Tom laughed a short, Litter laugh not 
good to hear.

“She was all I had—-my Nellie—the 
apple of my eye. What good’s life to

fall course of Academic study, practical training In the 
art of teaching, 1 year of daily practice in model 

schools under the guidance of skilled training 
teachers. Class work exemplifies best of 

modern thought m manner and 
method of teaching.

Upton Elites Graäiats to Teacù i i  a ij Palo Scbaol of Louisiana 

WITHOUT EÎA1HATM. _ > ■

Tuition free to students who teach one year after gradua
tion. Entire expense for session of 8 months $110.

OMOMC*0#C*Q#0*OMO*OMCIiOMO#OMOM

TWELFTH ANNUAL SESSION BEGINS OCT. 1. 1896,
VOR CATALOGUE WRITE TO

B. C . C A L D W E L L . President.

-1 *- -*

King of Bicycles.

LIGHT, STRONG*
FINEST MATERIAL.

ß P E S D Y , HANDSOF1E.
SCIENTIFIC

WORKMANSHIP.

EYIfV BMüJ.’ÏE FULLY GUARANTEES. SEISE) 2-CENT STAHP FOR CATALOGUE

M onarch C ycle C o.
Paciory  and Main Office;— L^ke and M alsteg Sts.* CHICAGO, ILL

i—Pier' Vork7sao FrendaeoTssR  Lafcr - l iy ,  Denver, Memphis. P**«**, Toronto.

FLEMING & BRANGUET, Local Agents.

81 & 85 CANAL STREET NEW  ORLEANS

TH E LARGEST
m Let us make four Clothing?

C lo ffiin g H o u se .,^  Mes hr

IN THE —

S O U T H .

M e a s u re m e n t, a n d  

S a m  r>/es o f  Goods 

W e  w il l  do th e  R e s t

’ o w es!-!-

hare bee» very good
to  m e 1” “  ' ~ ' ' v*

A painful pause; breathing was so
di SB cult

“Am I dying nowP*
Tho woman bending over her made 

no response, but tears gathered in her 
bard eyes, and hor thin lips quivered.

“ No, yon need not tel! ma I know I 
am. I can feel i t  Hepzibah, you have 
been go good to m a There is something 
that—you must do—for me—when I 
am gone”—
x Hepzibah bent over her, waiting, 
watchfuL

The dying girl raised one feeblo hand, 
pointing toward the old bureau in the 
corner of the room.

“There—in the third drawer on the 
left—a packet-—letters. W ill you bring 
them to ruo?”

Hepzibah brought over to her a little 
bundle, tied round with faded pink rib
bon.

The young woman fingered it  loving
ly, wistfully.

“They are Jack’s letters—my Jack, 
Hepzibab 1 When I am gone, I trust you 
to burn them for m a Tom must never 
know. Poor Tom—he has been a good 
husband to me, but I loved Jack first— 
only bo was so wild. I did not know 
that he cared for me. And—he went 
away in a temper—and I married Tom. 
Bnt when Jack 'came back from sea last 
time, I—I found on. how much he 
oared, i t  was terrible—and I loved, him 
no! Then he was drowned—my poor 
Jack I”

A weak sob choked her broken whis
pering.

“Promise me you will burn them, 
Hepzibab, for Tom’s sake."

“Dear, I  promise.
a i m  ' . .  "
tient with m a When I  am gbfie, you

me now? Such 
tool” he went on mai 
ing, tender ways”-»* 

Hepzibah’a needle# 
light
. “There are at 

m  fond as K 
her eyes on her 

There was a lu 
The fire flickered, 
hearth. Hepzibi 

slow!

In the ffre-

buther

“ My Nellie did not keep that on 
there. No, it was on the mantelpiece

“ But beiore you came here is ■what 
we want to knew about,” put in sew 
oral, “and you’ve either got to tell a 
story or pay for the drinks every 
anybody else toils ona,”

He moved about uneasily and , __ „
his chair back from the table, drawing 
It close up again immediately and final
ly resting his hands clasped on the board 
i» front of him.

“ Well, gents,” he said with the was 
and dodging look still in his eyes, “ let 
me think a minute. Before I came here 
I lived in Chicago, where I was hunted 
instead of hunting. Before that I was 
in New Orleans, where I only hunted a 
joh. Before that I wm  in S t  Paul, 
where I was hunting a warm place all 
the tira«. Before that I lived ia Ëceioc* 
where it  was too frigid to hunt, and be 
fore that, quite a long time before th»«,
I lived in old Kentucky, and, gents, 1 
did hunt there. Nothing but a coon, 
mebbe, or a fon or a possum or as little  
as « squirrel or oeiy a dove in the dusty 
road, but it war fib«? that anything os  
earth.

“ I was only a boy, and perhaps that 
bad something todow ith it, but I didn't 
know any different then, like I do how, 
and It Was Just the finest on earth and 
no mistaka ” And his waa face lighted 
up as if  he were looking through the 
open gates of paradise. “ Ï recollect I 
had a dog that was considerable of a 
hunting dog, but ho waa an un restless 
kind of a cuss, and when ho treed any
thing he would do a let of barking at

........... . first, but if  somebody didn’t come
de^feH nn'thÀ e igh ty  quiek be would give it up and 

go moseying along after the next thing 
in eight. Ono night I was out with him 
after coons, and about 9 o’clock I heard 
him bark like be was over in a olum; 
of woods about a half mile away. I 
know I wsa going to bare to^get^to him

and I started aero« a field toward the

ways she had, 
t f *  ‘ ’Such lov-

world 
y, with

hear her heart 
to the

hero that she had it ; '
He brought tho ornament over, dust

ing it with hia handkerchief. 
“ We must keep die thing

w ill  be good to  po o r T om . 
A  d u l l  redred flush overspread the elder 

woman's face. She turned her head into 
the shadow.

“I w ill do what I can, Nellie,”  «be 
responded in a smothered voice.

“ Call Tom now. I feel I am going 
soon—going. I  feel so oold—so numb. '*

Hepzibah hastily left the room. She 
was back in an instant, followed by a 
stout, ruddy faced man of about 60. He 
stepped softly to the bed and took the 
dying woman’s hand in his big grasp.

“ Gome, Nell, my lass, you muet bear 
a brave heart We'll have you better 
soon.” There were tears in hia cheery 
voice.

Nellie looked at him with a faint 
smile. She raised the big red bann in 
which hor own was imprisoned to her 
lips. Then, exhausted by her recent 
efforts, she closed her eyre and seemed 
to sleep. Presently she started violently. 
Her eyes opened in terror.

“The letters! You will burn them, 
Hepzibah”—

Tom turned to Hepzibah woodering- 
ly. He thought the delirium had re
turned.

“ What letters does she mean?”
Hepzibah was silent. She averted her 

eyes. Then :
“She means her dead mother’s let

ters, ” she replied in a steady voice.
Tho dying woman looked her grati

tude for the saving lia  There was a 
silence again and a solemn sense of 
waiting in the room. At last Nellie 
made a faint movement with her hand.

Tho tide was nearly cu t Beyond the 
sun was rising in golden splendor, mak
ing a glittering pathway across the 
waves, straight to the cottage window. 
The night wind hud softened into a

things as she left 
them, Hepzibah,” he said. But Bepzi 
bah had slipped out of the door into the 
summer darknosa. *

She rested her arms on the little gate 
and stood looking far out to sea. Her 
face shone white and ghostly in the 
dimness. She shivered in the warm air.

“ You dead woman—you Nellie, ” she 
whispered tensely, “ why will you not 
give him up to me? You have your 
Jack. You do not want him—and J 
oh. my GodF*

A great tearless sob choked her. The 
shimmering waves mocked her. Her 
face hardened.

“ Why should I not tell him? I shall 
do you no harm. How can one hurt the 
dead? You are asleep in the churchyard, 
and I love him—I tell you I love him!” 

The man was sitting, smoking mood
ily, gazing into the glowing fire when 
Hepzibah glided in and stood behind 
his chair.

"Tom, I can’t bear that you should 
grieve sa  She wasn’t worthy of a  love 
like yours.”

“ Hepzibab 1”
“ I have thought you ought to know,” 

she faltered, “because I can’t bear to 
see ÿou spoiling your life for love of 
her—her who did not love you at all, 
but Jack. ”

“ Woman, what do you mean? What 
lies are you telling me?”

“ It’s true. Don’t you remember her 
calling out about the' letters the night 
•HMUsdf She gave ne a packet— 
etters to her. ”

“ My God ! Give them to met 
“ You must not mind so much, Tom. ” 
“The letters!”
Hepzibah laid the packet on the table 

and crept away up tho ataircaae to her 
room.

The still hours passed by. Night 
waned, but Hepzibah, wild eyed and 
numb, crouched by the bed, straining 
her ears for any sound from below.

An hour before dawn came the sound 
of a ohair scraping on the flagged floor. 
Then drawers were opened and shut 
His footsteps echoed to and fro; then 
eilenoe and the scratching of a pen.

It grew unbearable. Disheveled, wan, 
fearful, she crept down the stairs and 
peered in.

Tom Thurgood sat at the table writ
ing by the dim candlelight. Ho had on 
his rough pilot’s coat A bundle tied in 
a red handkerchief rested beside him.

Hepzlbah's broken cry aroused him. 
He rose und came toward her.

“ I’m going away— bank to sea 
again, ” ,he said gravely. “ You’re wel
come to the cottage and the bits of fur
niture. There’s no home for me now— 
the place would kill ma Get back to 
bed, woman, Goodby ; there, go!”

Ho turned hack to his writing, and 
the room waa quiet again. Presently he 
threw down his pen and passed hia inky 
fingers through his hair.

"The wind moans terrible tonight, ” 
he said.

It was Hepzibah above crying for, her 
lest paradise.—Chapman’s Magazine.

woods as fast aa I could go, It waa a 
etubblo field with" sink holes like you 
find all over Kentucky in the limestone 
parts, and the place was dark, though 
the moon was just beginning to show 
above the woods. I was thinking more 
about what the deg had than anything 
else, and æ  I went banging through the 
field, oil at once I seemed to drop off of 
the earth and fall Into a cellar, and then 
I knew I bad tumbled into a sink bole. 
They are cover very deep or dangerous, 
and I wasn’t afrsid of being fatally 
hurt, but it took the sand out of me 
right quiok, and I went down through 
the weeds and stuff, not knowing jnst 
what had happened. Of course I hadn’t 
much time to think, and when I hit 
bottom I had still less, for instead of 
lighting on the ground or" stones or 
thicket, I  lit on something alive. It was 
a wild animal of some kind, I  didn’t 
know what, and I was scared till my 
hair began to feel funny on my head, 

“ When I went down, I went hard, 
and I kind of knocked the wind out of 
the varmint at first, but in a second it 
began to yowl and snap and snarl and to 
twist under me and try to get out and 
to raise the dickens generally. In the 
meantime I  was yelling and squawking 
and trying to scare the blamed thing, 
because I thought it  was a wildcat, and 
Z knew a boy of my- size didn’t  have 
any show with a wildcat i f  the varmint 
ever took a notion to fight, and I “knew 
pretty well that a wildest was about as 
sure to take a notion to fight as any
thing on earth. I don’t  know exactly 
what I did in that hole or how 2 did it, 
but I  remember it  seemed about a month 
o f  S u n d a y «  t b i t  I  w a r  a l l  m o sse d  o p  in
tbero Willi «we fciod of  a wild animal,

and finally the thing got from under me 
and scooted es fast as it could for the 
top of the sink hole. I followed after it 
as q u ick  a« I could, for I became braver 
when 1 saw it run, and when I got up 
on the level the moon had come out, 
and I could see the varmint fairly skin
ning it  cut for the tall timber. I yelled 
at it with all my might, though 2 didn’t 
run after It very fast, and began to call 
my dog. On the second call the varmint 
stopped, and I began to get ready to skin 
out myself, when 1 got a better took, 
and, by the great boro spoon, genta it 
v u  my dog, I  called him then, and he 
cam« back to me, and I could see for 
myself that he had holed something 
down these in  the sink, and hia baricing 
bad been smothered and sounded away 
off to ate, and of course when I  dropped 
in on him unexpectedly like that he 
didn’t know anything about it, and nei
ther did I, and there we was. In any 
event, gentlemen, ” concluded the for
mer Corner acker, “ that dog oorne trot
ting back to me, and when we met face 
to face in the moonlight he sorter look
ed at me, and I sorter looked at him, 
and I don’t know which one «f us felt 
meat like apologizing. I do know, 
though, we both knocked off for that oc
casion, and on tho way home we took 
turn about sneaking along behind each 
other, me and the dog.”—New York 
Sun.
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Ti-ce Lovo.

Careen—And don’t you think mar
ried love is true love?

Yokes—It must bo Its coarse never
docs run smooth.—Truth.

Parisian  Pagans.

Paria is threatened with a renaissance 
of paganism. Several well known litte
rateur*, poets and artists have banded 
themselves into a society for the adora
tion of heathen deities. This romantic 
revival has already caught tbe Parisian 
fancy, and eoavwts are announced ev- 
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