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T lie  K in d  Y on H av e  A lw ays B o u g h t, a n d  w hich  has been  
in  u se  fo r  o ver 3 0  years , h as  b o rne  th e  s ig n a tu re  o f  

.  an d  has been  m ade u n d e r h is p e r
sonal supervision since its  infancy. 
A llow no  one to  deceive you in  th is . 

A ll C ounterfeits, Im ita tio n s  and. S u b stitu te s  a re  b u t  E x 
perim en ts th a t  tr il le  w ith  a n d  en d an g er th e  h e a lth  o f  
In fa n ts  an d  C h ild ren—E xperience  ag a in s t E x perim en t.

•  MOV IV* Of LI

'fr- ~ WHMt Is CASTORIA
C asto r ia  Is a  su b stitu te  fo r C asto r Oil, P a reg o ric , D rops 

a n d  S oo th ing  Syrups. I t  is H arm less an d  P lea san t. I t  
co n ta in s  n e ith e r  O pium , M orphine n o r  o th e r  N arcotic 
su b stan ce . I ts  ago is  its  g u a ran tee . I t  d estroys W orm s 
« u d  a llays Feverishness. I t  cu res  D iarrhoea  a n d  W ind 
C olic. I t  relieves T ee th in g  T roubles, cu res C onstipation  
find  F latu lency . I t  ass im ila tes th e  F ood , reg u la te s  th e  
■S tom ach a n d  B ow els, g iv ing  h ea lth y  an d  n a tu ra l sleep. 
T h e  C h ild ren ’s P a n a c e a —T he M other’s F rien d .

G EN U IN E C A S T O R I A  ALW AYS
Bear3 the Signature of

WHEN I WAS A fcOY.

t.'p in a ttic  where I .len t
VVl.i'ii I was a buy, u little  Ik'T. 

in t h , . t l i o  latli.-e t!>„* ciooafi; ht crept,
Li in . ■ a ti#le of droa.nr; that sw ept 
O - r h low, re.l truad!« I -d.
! ! *.:• 10 tan g le d  ,y head,
V. :if i:i->i,ni)i a::i ; , .j.- , ■ i ;.t hide ond Beek
W. tii tha dim ples on th e sun browned cheek—

Wuwn i was a boy, a l iîu o  boyi

And. oh. the dream s—th e dreams I dreamed  
W ien I w as a boy, a l iu ie  boy!

For the «race that through the lattice stream ed
Over my folded eye lid s  seemed
Vo have th e g ift of prophecy
And to In ing the glim pses of tim e to be
When m anhood’s  clarion seemed to ca ll—
Ah, that was the sw eetest dream of ail 

When I was a boy, a little  boy !

I’d like to sleep where I used to sleep  
WI:< n I was a boy, a little  boy I 

For in  at the la ttice  the moon would peep. 
Bringing her tide of dream s to sweep  
The crosses and griefs of the years away 
From tlie heurt tirât is weary end fa'in  today 
A nd thus" cl pen. ns should give nre ba-k  « pain 
A peace 1 have never known since then—

When I w as a boy. a little  ooy I
—Eugene Field.
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Kind Yea Have Always Bought
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We were lolliug in a couple of easy 
chairs on the veranda one evening after 
dinner, Stanfield and I, when my friend 
sent the glowing stump of his cheroot 
pirouetting down the steps, and, turn
ing in his chair, said abruptly:

“ Da you know, Dick, a mau was shot 
once just where you’re sitting?”

Naturally I was startled, and, instead 
of replying to Stanfield's remark, 
glanced uneasily down the long, ghost
ly veranda, of which the outer edge lay 
in bright moonlight, while the inner 
portion was wrapped in the densa 
shadow of the partly drawn bamboo 
jalousies.

“ I know the feeling," said Stanfield, 
noting my uneasiness. “ I never sit hero 
of an evening without getting a creepy 
sensation all over me. The servants say 
the old bungalow is haunted, and I 
shouldn’t wonder if they are right.
Anyhow, if it isn’t, it ought to be, for 
the story connected with it is an uncan
ny one altogether. Bee that hole in the 
jalousies there on your right?"

"Do you mean that oblong slit just 
above the balustrade? 'Pen my word, j out being either seen or heard 
against the moonlight, it looks for all

Mc. K, HOUSTON, Proprietor. T. E. DODO, Manager

Mc. K. HOLSTON’S

L ive ry  & Feed Stable.
CHURCH STREET. NATCHITOCHES. LA. ;

I am prepared to furnish the traveling public with first-class accommodations 
the livery line. I also carry a foil line of Undertaker's Qoods-7-WXK)D COF

FINS and METALLIC CASES. trimmed in any style and at prices to suit the 
et. Hearse furnished on applicaiion. Prompt and personal-attention given 
•  cry department of the business by the proprietor and manager.

Busses Meet all Trains.

a4-5m

Drummers’ Teams a Specialty.

the world like a malignant t ye !”
“ So it is," said Stanfield, with a 

slight shiver. " I t  was through that 
hole Judge Robertson, my predecessor, 
was shot. "

“ Ah, I ’ve heard there wa3 a strange 
story connected with his death, tn t 1 
know none of the particulars. Suppose 
yon light another weed and talk me out 
of this creepy fit.”

“ Talk you into a worse cue, more 
like,” retorted Staufield, striking a 
fusee. " I 'l l  wager you never heard a 

^weirder story Rut you shall have the 
racts ^Öd thch Ic* yourself."

With that ha settled himself in his 
chair, and after palling reflectively at 
his cheroot for some seconds went on t j 
tell me the story of the shot through 
the jalousies:

“ Robertson, yon must know, was an 
Eton boy, like myself. Wo were chums, 
in fact, in the old days, and that is how 
1 came to know of a peculiar tradition, 
if I may so name it, that is said to have 
been in his family for centuries.

“ I don’t .know whether you believe 
in death warnings, Dick, but it seems 
that for hundreds of years no Robertson 
has ever died without first having a dis
tinct premonition of his approaching 
end, and, what is more remarkable still, 
the warning always comes in tbo form 
of an odor, an earthy smell—the smell 
of a new dug grave.

“ Well, about a week before his death, 
when ho was on his way to take up his 
appointment here, in fact, Robertson 
passed through Malariabad, where 1 
was at that time Elationcd as collector, 
and of course I put him up for the night 
After dinner we wero sitting smoking, 
just as you and I are new, when pres 
ently he says:

’Stanfield,’ says he, 'there’s a dev
ilish queer smell about. Eeen having 
any digging dono on the premises?’

“  ‘No,’ said I, ‘I haven’t, and for the 
life of me I can’t smell anything ex
cept these Diudiguls we’re smoking.’ 

" ‘Perhaps that’s what it is, then,' 
said he doubtfully, and for half an 
hour or so the subjeot was dropped.

"Ju st as we were making a move for 
bed, however, he suddenly grips my 
hand, and, ‘Stanfield,’ says he hoarse
ly, ‘for God’s sake tell me that your 
people have been digging somewhere 
near or that there’s been a shower. 1 
can’t get that earthy smell out of my 
nostrils. I t ’s like standing over a new 
mado grave. ’

"Just a week later, to a day, 1 was 
at work in my office one morniug when 
a peon brought in a telegram. Dick, 
that telegram brought the news that 
Robertson had been shot dead by his 
own bntler at 8 o’clock tbe evening 
fore I”

"By his own butler!”  I exclaim .d 
horrified: for while Stanfield was reiat 
iug this tragio tale I had heard the 
voice of his butler giving orders to the 
table boys in the dining room at our 
hack.

"Yes, by his own butler,” resumed 
Stanfield, “ and on the very spot where 
you s i t  Indeed,’’ consulting his watch, 
“ it happened just j t  this time, for i t ’s 
now 8 o’clock to the m inute."

"B u t,” ! cried, glancing apprehen
sively at the eyelike aperture in the 
jalousies, "why by his butler? For 
heaven's sake, explain!"

"I w ill,"  continued Stanfield, "ba t 
first I must hark back a bit and tell you 
that tbe telegram ordered me to proceed 
at once to this station as Robertson’s 
successor. Well, I did so, and almost 
my first duty as a judge was to try the 
poor fellow’s murderer.”

“* ™i— Sntb»?»’

„v...-», «uu lu.iw trfiiiga me to
i tbe explanation yon a ;‘Gd'for-amc-ir.eut 

ago Robertson, it app'-wa,fed Lad a 
case before him in which.à native was 
charged with maître;»*'» ig^his wife. » 
mere child barely is! J'oÄ’of age, in 
such a brutal manner ns -ty ca«so her 
death. Oases of that kiuè%re far from 
In rag uncommon, k*»u.\ . :.d
Robertson—well, he d. ; 
any other English jm!s 
done under the ciri-urnst* 
scamp his deserts and set 
death

“ Now this occurred on 
before he was murdered, 
at once suspect soma hid 
between the two events, 
right. In passing sent; 
upon tbe brutal native 
p..sced sentence upon fci’ .ijSflL

“ Raiftl/on
time, among other sÿ 
who was related to the mau he had just 
condemned. Whether ha was aware of 
tiro exact relationship existing between 
tbo two I don’t know, but lam  inciiued 
to think not. As a matter ot tiuJt, when 
Robertson sat down to dinner that 
night, after sentencing the native to 
death, he was waited upon by the con ; 
vict’s own brother

"  Yon observed a rirla on tbft dining 
room wall. I Lave no doubt, just oppo , 
site your piace at table It was from j 
that riflo the fatal shot was tired

"N ot while R- belts a was at dinner, 
though. The butler was too wily for 
that Ha bided his true until his mas i 
ter had seated himself in bis usual place 
here on the veranda, taken his coffee j 
and smoked his cheroot Then, when 
these had begun to make him drowsy, j 
tho fellow took the rifle from the wall 
—it was al ways kept loaded—and crept 
through the bedrooms to the far end of j 
tho veranda, where, as you see, the i 
shadow lies so deep.

“ Sitting as we are now, you observe ! 
that the steps between the far cud of 
the veranda and the jalousies with tho ! 
bole in it are concealed Ly tbo row of , 
pillars, and you will readily understand : 
how a barefooted native might creep ! 
along those steps under «wer of the pil 
lars and apply his eye to the hole with

Well, 
Only I

Cn

Do jrou anders tar; d just v.-hat Dr. J. C. 
Ayer’s medicinc3 v-fli! do fur ycu? Are 
they helping you us fast as you think they 
ought ? Writ9 to cur doctor. He will 
answer all questions, and give you l .e 
best îhêdicaî advice, absolutely free.

Address the J. C. Ayer Co., Lowed, Mas&

DANGEROU S INVENTION.

t,Vu» Convenient I',
but Hn<» *<» He

"Somehow or nth. ; 
man of sad and tie 
got huld of one of t ‘ 
knew wbat they are. 
have a clock arrang o 
when you stamp a i1 
ns well as any letteriivj 
on the dial, is put ou the

r Some* Tliinjï», 
IHncu riled.
” said tho young 
ughtful mien. “ I 
iso stamps You 
of cciimo. They 
nuit in them, and 
■ •nment the time, 

there nisy bo 
aper. I don't

T W O  A G A IN S T  A M O IL

AN OLD TIME M IS S IS S IP P I RIVER 

SHOOTING S C R A P E .

A T r l \  ir.l !a«*f<t(*nt T i. t (<> tl*,«*

M r  i t  \> H a it i.

HIS GREAT LOSS.

U o t v  t h e  M e a n  M an S u f f e r e d  I n  t h e  

l, C j c lo u e .
^ psu-if e ïrt the f *>
Sfifts, a butler

that is just what tbe butler did 
he did sometbing more

"A lter applying his eye to the hole 
lie noiselessly inserted the muz/le of 
tho riflo in the aperture, took deliberate 
aim at his master’s heart and tired 
Poor Robertson! He never knew what 
hurt him. ”

Staufield ceased spt •tJiinemmda pain- i “The nie i* « a»«."
ful eileuee fell up; n us botu. j  j t was ja a voj,,e strangely calm that
movement of a lizard in the jalousies j jjg-vnttered the words, and even tho 1 
through which tho shit Lad been fired ra0st caff Lui observer would have lulled | 
sent a thrill of horror through my ' to detect iu tV« smooth, even tones the j 

I fancied 1 could bear tbo but nntn nWinm-l -enc-ss or despair I

*"I was lu yotfiT town wbea yon bhd
that cyclone two or three years ago, ” 
he said to his fellow traveler when he 
learned that he was from Lt. Louis.

"Oh, you were?"
“ Yes, and I haven’t got things right

ly settled in my mind yet. I was stop
ping with my cousin, and his was oue 
of the first houses wrecked. 1 wasn’t in 
tho house at the time 1 had the back 
ache and had gone to the drug store for 
a porous plaster I get the plaster and 
had started back when tho cyclone 
struck. ”

"And were ycu injured?” was asked
"Had an arm broken and was all 

bauged up. I got out from under a tele
graph pole and staggered along to the 
house, but there wasn ’t any house there 
I was looking around when my cousin 
comes up and says :

“ ‘Jim, where's the house?'
“ ‘Dunno, ’ I said.
“ * VN hero’s my wife?’
“ 'Duuno ’
“ ‘Where's my children?'
“ ‘Dunno.’
“ ‘But ycu went cut tor a porous 

plaster, Jim, anil v,litre is that?'
"And it was gone!" exclaimed the 

old man as he threw up tus hands— 
"clean gone and never could be found 
My cousin’s wife and children turned 
up all right, teiug only scared and 
braised, but that porous j luster is miss
ing to this day and probably always will 
be. ”

"That was rather tough," consoling 
ly replied the St Louisan.

" I  should remark that it was I That 
plaster cost mo 25 cents iu cold cash, 
and I hadn’t even pulled the cloth off!' 
—A. B Lewis iu New York World

.s different. i piles o'
11 it, Li t I ! All
thin Aff visible

ût. po.-ito
•;o days r.ft- spivi tci

know wbat induced me to take tiiL 
home, but I got it when they heap 
new and improved one at tho office, ; 
and borne it went with me.

" ‘You can keep a tab on the cook 
and cooking,’ I told my wife, but of; 
course 1 didn’t expect her to do any- ; 
thing of the sort; Still 1 explained tlie j 
way it worked to her, and after dinner 
I diddt all erm aftitin Vox Ui»Irene 
tbe children. The children wanted 
to give it to them, but i wouldn't do it j-You can 
—net then. Afterward it was dif 
My wife wanted mo to 
wouldn’t do that either—not ill 
er ward that was also ciiil'i rc

" I  think it was four or ii 
er I brought that timo stamp home that 
I went to the club oue evening and was" 
detained. Yon know how that ié, cd 
course. A man is apt to ho detained at 
the club lie starts for it in tlie best 
and most virtuous humor possible, lie 
is sure that he will net be out later 
than 10 fliO or 11 o’clock, but lie is de
tained. It is difficult to explain why 
one is detained sometimes, but he 
doesn't get there, just the same. There
fore he lies aboutit. If his wife hap
pens to be in bed, it is easier to lie 
about the« time of night than it is to an
swer questions.

“ That’s what I did. My wife w««ke 
up and asked what time it was.

"  ‘Quarter to 12,’ 1 taid, making it 
as early as I dared, for 1 knew she of
ten sat up until after 11.

“ I heard sometbing go click, but 
paid no particular attention to it until 
next morning. Then she showed me a 
piece of paper with the record of that 
infernal time stamp on it. The hour 
registered was 8:15. bha locked at me 
very reproachfully as she showed it to 
me, but she didn't say anything. It 
wasn’t necessary that she should. I un
derstood. 1 took it away m t city. 1 
don’t want anything in the house that 
will register the time in the dark.—
Chicago Post.

ho

“ Ono of tbo worst sh 
that ever happened aloi 
sippi river,” began th 
wheel, relaxing his hol 1 on the tiller, 
which had been hard down, and per
mitting it to spin around with tho 
velocity of a top, "took place out there, 

firmer i just above the mouth of tha bayou, 
f-fit o t  G  hoot SO years ago, whett_Uwy-4iBt!#» «t 
L«d moi the -did pn .foffièt» and tna wan-fio-i-e.

where they stood by tao 
bricks there on tho bail«." 

id it: <1 the rums wer»« 1 1.duly 
when he chan; I to*- the -up

side of tho whet i, and after a 
effort made to count. ;a t the 

effects of an impinging émirent timt 
had caused tlie boat to swerve from imr 
course he« d niiuucd:

"The boat that 1 was o:i had g t 
rruglit in the fog, and we tied up un
der the point there about 5 o'clock iu 
the afternoon, and a lot of us went i u 
shore to take a little exercise. It was 
on a Saturday, and a good many j copie 
had come in from the country to do 
their trading and get thmr mail S une 
of them were pitching quoits and others 
shooting at a mark when we first Ian fl
ed, but they quit when they saw the 
man carry tho mail bag wo had I rmigl s 
and went in and stood around waiting 
fur tha letters to bo sorted. They bad 
all keen drinking and were pretty noisy. 
When the postmaster said there were 
only two 
both for I 
a murmur 
and seven, 
deal.

the i 
but after scare 
they were 
than cwr. 
he r, a ! u  
a speech dc 
tion. 1

nerves.
ler’s stealthy footsteps and 
gleam of the rifle 
light; So awfully real was my concep
tion of the whole scene that at last, iu 
sheer desperation, 1 spoke and so broke 
the spell.

"H adn’t Robertson a wife? I have an 
idea that I once met her in Madras.” 

“ He had, and speaking of her re 
minds me that my story is still uufin 
ished. Iii fact, the most remarkable 
part of it is yet to come.

“ About a year before her husband’s 
death Mrs. Robertson, it seems, went 
home to England for her health, and 
when I last saw Robertson alive—the 
night lie had tho strange premonition, 
yon remember—he was daily expecting 
her back. Well, it is a singular coinci 
deuce, but perfectly true, that the 
steamer she was a passenger by entered 
Bombay harbor on the very evening 
and at the very hoar when Robertson 
was shot.

“ Mrs. Robertson had gathered all 
her traps together, intending to disem
bark that night, and as soon as she 
heard the anchor dropped she left the 
cabin to go on deck. In her baud she 
carried a small traveling clock, and just 
;s she reached the foot of the companion 
tairs she glanced st it aud saw that 
he hour was exactly 8 o’clock At the 
ame moment an iudescribable terror 
sized her. She looked up quickly, aud 
here cn the steps above her stood her 
jusband.

She sprang np the steps to meet him, 
mt b3 suddenly aud mysteriously dis- 
ippeared. At th e  top of tbo steps she 
can against the parser.

“ ‘There’s no hurry, madam,' said ! 
he, ‘the tender’s not alongside yet.’ 

“ ‘But my husband 1’ cried Mrs. R. ; 
I saw liim here just now How did he 

come aboard?’
“ ‘Madam, ’ replied tbe purser, ‘you 

must be mistaken. Not .» iiving soul 
has boarded the ship tonighr '

“ And ho was right, ft r .f Mrs li 
saw anything, as sl vd. „ he did, 
it must have been^ S p irit ot her dy 
iug husband.” «-- ■

“ Lgt ns go rising hastily
'This*mglTt-Rir'hiis given me a chill.’ 
—New York Journal

faintest note o f ____
1 see tbe Yet. he was v-***- '• " ’n.
thelnoofi- |_warj  philosophically to the fulfillment !

of destiny, no superstitions believer in 
the irrevocable.

No, ho was simply an assistant iu a

l*at*!<* Pussle.
In a jovial company eat h cue asked a 

question. If it was answered, he paid a 
forleit, or if he could not answer t 
himself he paid a forfeit. An Irish
man’s question was, “ How does the lit
tle ground squirrel di; his bole without 
showing any earth nb/nittim cutranco?" 

When they had aj! gi- 1 ' u. Pat
r a r r d  be«7u0 u.

the other end of the hole.”
One of the company exclaimed, "B ut

that he 
how. is 
pressed

up.

letters and that tli y WLH)
lud Johnson, a colon d man.
of disapproval w nt nrouu i,
1 of them insisted on a Lit. v

can look fer your« Ives ’ s* i l
aster, tossing tbei -i tin , j , .

.'arching aud tindii-ig R : *M’iy
in a worse framti of
Presently one of the üi.î.i-

1 ; i i t i » i •.»:!, got nj i and
er igatory to the aidefi: ’.*!’<*«
insisted that tha gm e :  «UliUiS
Heed against white: f.fll: s, ami
id no uso for the cfilci j(,i y-
< ral of tho others I-:,.-i- •
seir approval of this .V .(ti
a g'eueial sninshiu« up nt < v-

it once followed. Dari! i;» t î
ial oil lamp was !■ rake n, ti l
-a lire and everyth iu3 k ?

! Bunch, who ovrr. Î tV 3
pic; Tty, non: ti

firm of stationers.
"Tha. die is cast ” he said, “ but it 

will ho another day before we can fin
ish the printing. *'

And the customer, who had ordered 
a ream of addressed note paper, Faid 
very wall, he’d call in again tomorrow 
—Ally Sloper

S m c e k n  o f  t l io  l im e r n ld  I s le .

Mrs Brownjobn—Good gracious, 
Bridget! What is that dreadful patch 
of oil on the carpet?

Bridget—Sbure, ma’am, an i t ’s that 
haste of a lamp!

■Sirs Brownjobn—Did yon upset it. 
theu?

Bridget—That 1 didn’t, ma'am. 1 
just turned it down, as you told me, 
m a’am, beforo blowin it out, an shure 
there must have been somethin gone 
quare with the top av it, for the oil 
came pouring out on the floor, just as 
you see it, ma’am!—Nuggets

how doss he get there?”
"A h ,” said Pat, " th a t’s your ques

tion! Can you answer it yourself?” — 
N eggets.

L o o k e d  S icki>I<*Io c i.*i .

“ I ’d like to know why it is, ” growled 
old Bnllynn, "that I ’m bothered almost 
to death by commercial agency reporters 
investigating my financial staudiug. I 
invariably pay cash aud have never 
asked for credit. ”

"T h at’s all very true, ” replied his 
friend, "but you seem tohavooverlook
ed the fact that your only daughter re 
cently celebrated the eighteenth anni
versary of her debut iuto the world. 
Chicago News.

DctS n o d .

There is a boy now in an academic 
grade at the "Poly" who, because of 
his acumen, will probatfly become ei 
ther a lawyer or a newspaper man At 
tbe close of a lesson in grammar a few 
days since the teacber was explaining 
tho new work for tho next day, a study 
of word forms iu gender Turning to 
this boy, he said, "Now, wbat would 
you call the feminine of stag?’

Like a flash came tbe reply "An aft 
ernoon tea.” -Brooklyn Life

A B a d  B a r g a i n .

Irate Customer—That chair you sold 
me a month ago is a peifect swindle!

Auctioneer—How so, madam?
Irate Customer—Tho covering has 

begun to wear already in places aud 
shows tho springs

Auctioneer (with gentle depreciation) 
—Ab, but my dear madam, duu’t you 
remember that 1 particularly mentioned 
the fact that those lino springs would 
outlast the chair?—Boston Globe

A  M a n * *  I m p r ü f t * I o n a .

"Dorothy, I saw a beautiful gown in 
a shop window today.”

“ What was it, Julius?"
"W ell, it was that zigzaggy kind of 

cloth, aud it had those braidod things 
across tbe front aud down tlio back and 
some awful stylish pointed things on 
tho skirt—I wish you would get one 
just like it. ” —Brooklyn Life.

K i n d s  o f  J n y o .

“ I ’d like to know,’’ said tlio business 
manager, "whether this fellow down 
in Reuben county is a puro jay or oue 
of-those smart ones. ”

“ What about him?” asked tbe editor 
of the comic weekly.

“ He has sent in a lot of chestnuts for 
a year’s subscription ” —Indianapolis 
Journal.

Educational.
Inquisitive Child (to nursemaid)—1 

say, Jane, what’s tho difference be 
tween English meat and Australian?

Jane—Why, o’ course, Master R; m 
gie, English mutton’s ma;lo o’ shcei? 
and Orsetralian of 'orse.—Punch.

T h e  W h i t e  .lla jr ffn  t h e  T r o p ic * .

Tho attenjpUÎo acclimatize tbe white 
man injtii«<irop»cs must be recognized 
to Lefatdouder of tbe first magnitude 
NR experiments based upon the idea are 
inerte idle aud empty enterprises fore- 
dr oined to failure Excepting only the 
deputation of the African races under 
the » situation of slavery, probably no 
othjjr idea which has held tbe mind of 
our «civilization during the last 800
year* has led to so much physical aud 
moral! suffering and degradation or has 
strewn ^tbe world with the wrecks of so 
many gijgautic euterpri-es In tbe tropics 
a whiteYninn lives nnd works only a.» a 
diver liWes cud work* under water 
Alike infa moral, m au ethical aud in 

erse. *ho atmosphere he 
àT r region, '
». to which j
•C’1» morally, '
bt ireatizci

T h a n k * .

John—Tbe doctor says there’s noth- j 
ing much the matter with you. You ! 
waut change

Mary—I’ve wanted it for long; th at’s ; 
what’s pulled me down Give me all j 
the change you’ve got iu your purse! 
now, John, for a start, and 1 11 soon get j 
hotter.—Pick Me ‘Lr

H e  L l t d a ' t  t l i e .

"My darling, what wouid you do if 
I died?"

"Oh! 1 think i should go into mourn- 
j ing for you, Frank, dear Black isn't 
! unbecoming to mo.” —Pick Me L'p.

Xo C l i n n e e  A b o u t  I t .

Parson Jackson—Am yo’ suah yo’ 
didn’t acquiah dat tuhkry iu a game ob 
chance?

Mose Mokeby—Dead suah, pabson I 1 
used mah own dice.—Town Topics.

politickl se 
breathes iLcst bo ! 
that which arod«. 
he belongs. 
nor politicalÖL.

Decorated !>>' flir!«llnn.
“ In (be suburbs of Sedalia, Mo., 

says the Kansas City Times, "there live;, 
a scholarly gentlon.au who was awarded 
the Order of Ohri.-tiua by the Queen of 
Spain for bis zealous care of her t w o  
grandsons, Raymondo Gat 11 y Borbon 
and Fernando Alfonso, who afterward 
became the King of tipaiu. aud was tire 
father of little Aifonso. the | r. sent king 
This gentleman is Colonel Vau i 
Wisker, whom nearly all Missouri.«»- - 
with a 6tate acquaintance know

A p p r o p r ia t e .

Mrs. Fatpurse—You paint pictures 
to order, don't you?

Great Artist—Yes, madam.
Mrs. Fatpurse—Well, I want a laud- I 

scape, with lots of deer and dr.rks and 
quail and partridges and pheasants aud | 
cattle and sheep; and pigs, and so on, 
you knew, and pat a !ak._ aud an ocean 1 
in—fresh and s fit water, you knew— 
and bs sure to Lave plenty of fish swim- j 
d ing  aron. 1. L- cause i t ’s for the diu- j 
ing room — B n Globe

***.»» ».S' p; jt.JVta*,-: X A  a. ' . II*'--
1 noauced the perpetrators i ? the outra,<n 

as vandals. The colonel was a big i 
j spiiitcd man and didn’t stand anj foe!
I ishness, but was getting along in years 

now aud couldn’t do much but talk, so 
j that when one of tho men dcchaod L < 
j could whip any Bunch on earth h i 
! looked iiko he felt himself in a prettv 
j close plane, but tlie colonel stu ,,1 bit 

ground until at last, \vh« n tbe contend 
ing parties v/ere about to or,too to Idea n,

\ his son appeared upon the .seem*, e nd,
I learning the cause of tbo trouble, spru g 
1 between the two, and, draw: <; Ins n 

volver, said, ‘My tinmo i- i
when my father gets * ■ i . ; fid to
defend himself 1 can ei.i. n :.i !. i-.j
and take his j«art.’

i "A t this juncture the shooting r m- 
! mencod, and I made for the boat. Ev- 
I cry body seemed to take sides against 

tlio Bunches,' and you would have 
thought thorn a band of guerrillas from 

! tbe way they kept tho fight lip. I’res- 
ently 1 noticed tho colonel roll down 
the bank and stop just at tbe edge of 
the water, and then his tin  m'.io stag
gering down, too, aud fell uc-ar his side. 
They were both dead! YVo wanted to 
leave, but tho men wero afraid to go on 
shore to untie tho lines, for (ho iu furi-. 
ated crowd was still calling lor moro 
Bunches aud tho colored man who had 
got the letters, but bo bad climbed a 
tree, and they didn’t know where i:o 
was. An hour or so later, when tbo 

•crowd had dispersed, he slid down from 
his hiding place, came aboard the boat 
and we Lari him in the hold until wo 
got away and he was over bis fright. 
He said th:-ro were five men lying on 
the bank that tho Bunches had killed 
before they fell."

Tho boat at this junoturo showing a 
disposition to become fractious, tbo 
pilot gave his undivided attention for n 
moment to tbo wheel, when he went on:

"B ut there is not much shooting 
along the river now, aud you hardly 
ever hear of a feud. When there wer© 
only about three families iu a county, 
two of them were usually engaged in 
an effort to exterminate the other on 
account of some imaginary wring, or 
maybe prompted by jealousy. Since tho 
country has been settled up they are all 
right. I used to think myself, ” he went 
on to say after a brief tusslu with tbo 
tiiler, " tha t wbat a man wanted was 
room, Lut 1 have found out my mi.-i- 
take. What ho stands most in need of 
is plenty of good neighbors, and I find 
»hat ifia thick- r y ju put people tbo bet
ter they get along It makes them more 
human, and besides they come to know 
something, which G not the case when 
they live alone. 1 have learned a good 
deal myself by (raveling around aud 
seeing what G iu tbe world, for I usu
ally go east every summer to swap 
malarias.” —St. Louis Globe D-.nicvrat.

! i f , l i t
If it fails to cure go to your merchant

AND GET YOUR MONEY BACK.
We will refund to him. Price 50  cts.

VAN VLEET-MANSFIELD DRUG CO.,
Sole Proprietor*, M E M P H I S ,  TEN*V-

Cau*e<I tin* t-'irnt C o o l i ic m .

Mr. Newlywed (reading)— Nobody 
ever yet saw a d-ia 1 mule.

Jvirs. Newlywed (who is thinking of 
something else and not listening)— 
D>n’t you think your life iusurauco 
premiums are a waste of money, John? 
—Boulon Journal.

Jnf tt L i k e  O t h e r  P e o p l e .

“ You look nice enough to eat,M ex- 
claimed the youth.

“ And so 1 do,” replied the maiden; 
“ three times a day.”—Ohio feta to Jour
nal.

j


