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The eries and moans of the fallen
I'rom the stricken field I hear,
And my soul is stirred to answer,
To shout them a word of cheer;
I"or I see how the Lord of Battle
I'onts on with a guiding hand
T'o where beyond the faflure
There is still a happy land.

1.00k up, look forth to the future,
Though your eyes are dim and weak,

Though the storms that beat about you
[{ide the light of the hope you seek;

Arise 'neath the beat of the tempest,
To the height of your manhood stand,

And you'll see that beyond the {allure
There is still a happy land.

Through the battle ye win to conquest,
By the pain and ghe woc ye are blest;
Yor only the children of sorrow
Can win to the gates of rest.
Long since by the Lord of Battle
“Tne strife was nobly planned—
F'or the brave beyond the failure
There is still a happy land.
—P. McArthur, in N. Y. ndcpendent

WHAT AILED MAHALY.

BY ELEANOR REOOT.

“What ailed Mahaly 2" That was the
ynestion the neighbors all asked caca
sther, Every day that it rained—and
it was a wet spring—they had out i
ook out the window to see her lrudg-
ing along, umbrellaless, oftentimes
wunnetless—her face turned upward.

*"PPears if she'd got religion this win- |

ter; 1'd feel to think she'd gonc daft
wer it, the way't she gazes up at the
sky,” said old Mrs. Mosely.

1 jes' think it's flyin' in the lace o’

’-rovidence!” cried her hearer: *“her
a-gallivantin’ ‘round that a-way in

av'ry thunderstorm. She'll be brougnt
home some day, see if she hain’t. Why,
my Uncle Cy jes’ stepped to the door
one day, and the lightnin® went clean
through him. He died right away. He
made a beautiful-lookin' corpse, jes' as
nat'ral—the blackened part was all in
bis side and arm—but it was dretful
sad! He was buried on a Suvday,”
sighing.

*“[ D'lieve she’s a little empty 1n the
~upper story,” said a third, tapping her
icad. And so the talk wenton. Wheth-
<r Mahala knew of the various surmises
of the village folk, or whether, know-
ing, she. did! not! care) was almost as
fruitful a theme for conjecture as the
cause of her rambles.

At last, two of the Dorcas bhani tool:
it upon themselves to stand by each
other in an attempt to find out some-
thing about it. They were to take a
whole day to it and report their success
ar nonsuccess at the next meeting.

Mrs. Brown said that she would take
over some of her crabapple jelly, and
her coadjutor said she guessed she'd
take over some fruit cake and elder-
berry wine; the thought in both far-
reaching and diplomatic minds being
that their hostess could hardly with-
stand such delicate bribery. She would
surely feel that something was duc
them in return.

It happened that the day they set
-upon dawned dark and lowering. It

" looked as though a thunderstorm was
-imminent.

“Oh, Mis' Simpson,” puffed Mrs.
Brown, running without ceremony into
her neighbor’s back door, “don’t you
think we'd better let ev'rything go and
git right over there? 1 didn't think
sbout pickin’ on a rainy day, but, don’t
you see—it’s jes' the thing! We can
git started on the subjec’ better. Hurry
tip and git on your bunnet and fet the

Jishes go. Here, put your things right

in my basket. We want to git there
hefore she starts—and she'll be startir’
out to-day, sure! Look atthem clouds.”

A little later, flushed and dusty, the
two stood at Mahala's front door. Mrs.
i3rown, who usually took the initiative
in everything, kanocked vigorously. She
felt a drop of rain and knocked agam.

i'he door swung slowly open and she

began, volubly: ,

<

Mis' Simpson and I—how we'd come

over and spend the day with you. You
hevn't looked a bit well lately—kind o°
peaked lookin’—and you must be so
lonesome here all alone. How zir you

-now, anyhow?"”

*“I hain’t no call to complain of my
a little

health,” answered Mahala,
stifly. She glanced up at the sky.
“But come in. It was real thoughtfui
of you to think of me.” Mrs. Simpson's,
conscience gave a little prick.

“Looks like rain, don't it?” pursued
Mrs. Brown, glancing up. “But mebby
You was goin’ out to-day"—bravely fol-

lowing up the charge. “I should think
you'd ketch your death o' cold goia’
out in all these cold spring raius—so
smebby it's a good thing we come, any-

“Howdy, Mahaly; we jes’ thought—

if. they didn't know better, they'd jes’
think you wasa crazy woman.”

Mahala straightened up her meager,
stooping form. “Mis’ Brown,"” she said
tremulously, but with dignity, “I like
to feel the rain.” She hesitated. “Tt
comes from where my motheris. She
always liked it too, and I don’t think
people have any call to talk "bout me
for that!” She turncd away her face
and looked out of the window at the big
diops pattering down on the expand-
ing folinge. “The rain came downmore
heavily. There was a perfect deluge.
Mahala Jooked uneagy and restless, and
once made an involuntary mmovemcnt
as though to go out. She checked her-
self and brought out her work basket.

“I'm piecin’ a Risin’ Sun quilt for
Tose,” she said, quietly. “She's goin’
to be married this fall.”

“Now this'll be real cory,” exclaimed
Mrs. Simpson., “We've got piecin’, too.
I'm helpin’ Mis' Brown piece her Jera-
salum Cherries.” She opened the
basket. “Here's the elderberry wine,
and this is some fruit cake I've had
mellerin' for nigh about a year. I
brought it over for you to eat with the
wine. I thought it might tempt your
appetite. It's real strength'nin, I've
Learn.” She took out the things and
laid them on the table. “And this is
Mis’ Brown's crab jell,” she added.

“It's nmot as ood as your mother
used to make,” interposed Mrs. Brown,
depreciatingly, “but 1 knew’t your trec
| bad died, and I thought I'd bring it
| over.”

“Thank you,” said Mahala, simply.
Such delicacies as cake and jelly and
elderberry wine were as far removed
from her in these days as Victoria’s
crown jewels, but she would not let
her manner or her profuse thanks put
| lier to shame before her visitors, she
thought. They should not know but
it was a common thing for her to have
such Tuxuries in the house—at leust
| when she wanted them. She told them
she didn’t have any appetite, and didn't
feel like cooking—so they wouldn’t
think it strange that she hadn’t any
cuke baked. Yes, she could manage
about the dinner all right—so her mind
ran on. She had three eggs and somne
potatoes, and she would toast some
bread. Then she was sure that enough
of the pie-plant was up—sbe had
looked at it only yesterday—to stew
for sauce. And they would have the
{ruit cake. How fortunate there was
butter in the house. She was glad she
had gone without it all winter, or
there might not have been any now.
Yes, everything would be her own but
the cake. She heaved a great sigh of
relief, as her visitors chatted and cut
and sewed, and she soon found herseif
i able to talk too.

i *“You should hev seen her chirk up
after we'd been there a little Lit of a
i while,” said Mrs. Simpson afterward.

At dark the visitors departed. They
told Mahala, they had had a *real good
time,” and urged her to come over and
spend the day with them soon.

*“To think that's the reason she goes
out in the rain!” Mrs. Brown ejacu-
lated, as they wended their way home-
ward. *“Well, I'm beat! Poor thing,
poor thing!”

And so the village curiosity was sat-
isfied to some extent, although many
of the good folk still wondered whether
Mahala wasn't crazy afterall; and they
still looked at her curiously from be-
hind blinds and curtains whenever she
appeared in the drenching showers.
It was noticed, however, that she did
not now, as of yore, go out every time
there was a storm; moreover, that she
always wore her bonnet; and, instead
of gazing upward, walked along as
other people did. But a new and pe-
culiar phase soondeveloped itself which
more than counterbalanced this return
to the ordinary and accepted.

Several, driving along the country
road, had seen her with her sun bonnet
thrown Dback, violently shaking the
trees and bushes, looking up the while
fixedly as she went from clump to
clump, apparently tireless. People be-
gan to warn their children to keep away
from her, and said to each other that
something must be done.

One day, the word went round that
Mahalawassick. The minister had gone
there to call, and had found her hardly
able to crawl to the door. The people
flocked in. They sent for her half sis-
ter, Rose, Wwho was a trained nurse in
New Haven, and to an adjoining town
for a doctor. He shook his head grave-
ly, and said that exposure in her weak-
ened condition had done the work, and
that it was a chance if she ever got any
better

As she lay on the bed, pale and weak,
che called again and again for the look-
ing glass. ‘hen it was given her, she
ounly groaned and turned her face to the
wall.

“Another phase of the insanity, the
doctor says,” people repeated to one an-
other; but one who was there went
Lome, and, going to the garret, hunted

way.” She trod on Mrs. Simpson’s toes. | up an old mirror that had belonged to
“Yes, you're gittin' real peaked her grandfather. He had been a sailor
lookin’,” hastily ejaculated thar | and had brought it home from some for-

worthy woman, taking up the cue so
inimitably thrown out by her com-

panion. Mahala flushed slightly.

“Why, I feel real well,” she faltered.
“Be I peaked? T'm goin’ to try to eat
more.
they don’t feel no great appetite.” She
ushered her visitors into the little par-
Jor and took their things. ** T can’t
hardly bring myself to cook now,” she
added.

“Well, now, hain't it fort'nate! I
brought _over some o’ my elderberry
wine, for I thought you needed chirkin’

~up since your mother hain't here to
#ee to you. Poor woman! How long's
she been dead?”

“Three years,” said Mahala, choking.

“There, there, poor dear, we're jes’
o-roin' to come over real often
—and I'lm a-goin’ to see yon don’t

go out in the vrain no
avithout a bonnet!” exclaimed Mrs. |
$rown:  “What do you do it for
anyway ?” she persisted. “You'll ex-

Jut when a person’s all aione |

more |

eign port. It had the property of mak-
ing almost anyone look fair and well
favored, if not positively handsome. At
first, the family had exhibited it to
everyone who came in, but, in the
course of years, it had been Jaid away
{ and almost forgotften. Now it was
brought forth and laid by Mahala's bed.
It was the mnext afternoon that Rose
came.

“0),. sister, sister!” ecried Mahala,
throwing her arms about her. “I wanvu
to tell you everything. I haven't had
no one [ could tell—noone!”

And then, after Rose had taken off
her things and seated herself on the
bed by her side, Mahala told her how
Iieuben Davis had said to her, when he
went away ten years before: *Wait
for me, Mahala, I'll be back one of these
days, and we'll get married! Where
else could I find such a good giri—and
such a complexion!” he had added,
laughingly.

She had been so happy, she mur-

cuse me for savin' it—vou lknow I’ mured, flushing, and had cared then for
Yy A m |

sayin’ it for your own good—but ev'ry-
body’s wonderin® "bout it. They say't

hcr looks because he had. But as the
years went on, and especially after her

[

mother's long illness and death{ she
was getting old and wrinkled and yel-
low. It was then she had read a lrcipe
for changing all this. ,

“If you went out in the rains, it said,
it would take away the wrinkles and
brine back rosy cheeks!” she cried
pitv(‘msly. “And then when folks got
to talkin® about me not wearin’ my bun-
net. and lookin' up to the sky all the
time-—-more rain beats down on your
face that way”—she added simply—
“1 used to go way out in the country
so’s 1 could take it off and mobody
wouldn’t know. And then when it
didn’t rain hard,” she went on aftera
pause, “I shook the branches. It was
just like rain. But it wa'n’t no use—it
wa'n't no use!” she moaned. *“Andnow
Reuben's comin® back in a little while—
his aunt told me so, and I'm so old and
ugly he won't want me!” She buried her
face in the pillow.

T'rescntly she reached outa thin hand
to the little table that always stood by
her bed. She picked up the mirror,
not neticing it was a strange one, and
gazed in it. She stavted up excitedly.

“It's true. it's true!” che.cried, her
poor wan featnres lighting up. “Lwas
afraid it wouldn’t be—ever! DBut it
said it would take time. Oh, Rlose, ['m
so glad T keps it! Do you s’pose,” siie
whispered, tremulously, “he’ll think
I’'m much changed?”

The next day an unusual ripple of
excitement pervaded the little village.
Mahala was dead, and it was reported
that her last words were about Reuben
Davis. Mrs. Brown had heard what she
said, and the minister’s wife, t9o.
‘CThey had run over that morning to sce
how she was getting aleng. It was
just as Rose was supporting her in the
acath strugzle. “Tell him,” she had
murmured, painfully, in great gasps,
“tell him that I never forgot him—
never! And that—I—always—-believed
-—he—would—ceome—Dback—to—me."

All this the town Xnew, with perhaps
some nccessary additicns and enlarge-
ments—for it had passed through scv-
eral hands vefore making the rounds—
but whar it didn’t know was how faith-
fully the two neighbors had pledged
to each other inviolable secrecy con-
cerning it. It didn’t know how they
nad tipteed out of the kitchen—the bea-
room was just adjoining and Rose
hadn't seen them—-their hearts filied
with a dim sense of the pathos and sa-
credness of it all, and had declared to
each other that they would never tell
anynone—never. No one should ever
know the truth but themselves. They
would wait outside a few minutes, and
ihen go in as though they had jost
come.

Of all this, t!:e town Lknew nothirg,
nor of the stri-ule there had been be-
tween the sense of what was right, en
the one side—and the habits of 2 life-
‘{ime on the other—jomed, it may be,
to the inherited proclivities of gencra-
tions.

A weck later, Reuben Davis and his
young Dbride stood above Mahala's
grave. The painted board with her
name and age:

Mahala Goodenow, s
: Aet. 39 Years, 3 Months, 4 Days. :

the few withered flowers, the unbroken
clods, the oue little tree set out by some
friendiv hand, but dying—its leaves
yellow and curled—gave an air of un-
utterable dreariness to the scene. A
chipmunk had already made a hole at
the fout of the grave, and the earth
had caved in around it.

“Poor Mahala! She was a schoolmate
of mine,” he said, gently. “I had not
thought of her for yea:s, and yet I be-
lieve I was ir: love with her once.” lie
smiled a little. “I wonder why mother
was so unxioas for us to walk over here
to-night.” They were silent, and gazed
with a foreed solemnity, as people will,
ut the ioncly mound.

“l.et us gonow,” he said, afteralitile,
“it looks like rain, and you are shiver-
ing.” Mec tenderly wrapped a shawl
around her, and stooping, kissed the
piquant face—blooming with the clear
pink and white which the one under the
earth by their side had so striven fot
and longed for—for his sake. But they
did not know. They only walked quick-
ly away without a backward glance.

And the rain beat down on Mahaio’s
grave, and the thunders burst over it.
—New Bohemian,

AMERICAN ENERGY WINS.

Minister White's Story of a Chance Meet-
ing with a Former New Yorker.

The American can always be trusted
to make his way, no matter what may
be his environments. A story told by
Andrew D. While, ex-minister to Ger-
many and Russia, illustrates this fact.
Mr. White stated that once when he
was at Berlin, after all-the diplomatic
corps had been duly presented to his
wife, the Chinese minister, in pursu-
ance to custom, brought round his
principal secretaries and presented
them to his colleagues. Among these
was a tall, fine-looking man, evidently
a European, dressed in a superb court
costume and covered with gold lace.
As his Chinese colleague introduced
him to Mr. White in German, the con-
versation was continued in that lan-
guage, when suddenly this splendidly
dressed personage said in LEnglish:
*“Mr. White, I do not see why we should
be talking in German. I come from
Waterloo, in western New York, and I
was educated at Rochester university
under your frined, Dr. Anderson.” Mr.
VWhite said that had the gentleman
dropped through the ceiling it would
not have seemed more surprising, and
that it was hard to believe that tahe
pretty little village of Waterloo, or
even Rochester,withall the added pow-
er of this noble university, should
have been able to develop a creature
so gorgeous. It turned out that the
gentleman concerned, after graduate-
ing at the University of Rochester,
had gone to China with certain mis-
sionaries, had then been taken into the
Chinese service and had proved to be a
thoroughly intelligent, patriotic man, |
faithful to his duties to China, as well
as to the United States.—Troy (N. Y.)

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

—Iloth Oxford and Cambridge now
have university hockey teams.
—Tord Rothschild is said to have
bought the Trinity almshouses in the
Mile %nd road in London, with the ine
tention of substituting a synagogue
for the chapel.

—An anti-cigarette league has been
established in all of the 95 gramunar
schools of New York city. The league
now numbers 40,000 publie school voys.
—Miss Melvina M. Bennett, a gradu-
ate of Boston university, has been ap-
pointed to the chair of public speak-
ing and vocal interpretation in that
institution. Miss Bennett is the first
woman to gain a professorship in the
university.

—Women in Hungary will henceforth
be allowed to enter the Budapest uni-
versity and become doctors and apoth-
ecaries, or study in the philosopkical
faculty. They must pass the same high
school examinations as the men, how-
ever, and for that purpose the govern-
ment will provide them with opportuni-
ties to study Latin and Greek.
—Rev. TFather F. A. William Mani-
fold, a young Episcopal clergyman of
New York who has been conspicuous
as a Ritualist, has gone over to Rome
again. This is the third time Mr. Mani-
fold has espoused the Roman faith
sines hie was graduated from the New
York General Theological Fpiscopal
seminary about seven years ago. Ie
has been sent to the College of Paulist
Tathers in Washington, D. C., to study
for holy orders on probation.

—The bishop of Chester advocates
the Gothenburg system or some modi-
fication of it. The bishop of Durham’s
favorite panacea for lessening drunk-
cnness is pure liquor, and especially

pure beer. The bishop of Peterbor-
ough's proposals are modcerate and

practical to a degree. They are two:
First, grant no special licenszes in con-
nection with fairs an:l public festivals;
second, close all public houses and beer
houses at ten o'clock.

—The young women students at Law-
rence university, Appleton, Wis., have
decided to wear a uniformdress. They
were stirred to the decision, it is said,
by the smart appearance of the young
men in the military school connected
with the university, who recently
donuned new uniforms of gray and
black. The girls first proposed to wear
a uniform of the same color as that
worn by the boys, but finally decided
on navy bine. They are to wear blue
Dblouses, laced up the front with black
braid, and skirts of blue trimmed with
black. In the gvmnasium blue bloom-
ers will be substituted for the skirts.

ARt WE CIVILIZED®?

One Who Analyzes Fashions Says We Are
Still Half Savage,

The prevailing motive, not to appear
singular, accounts for the continuance
of certain fashions, many being the re-
sults of superstition, religious observ-
ances and the desire to be “up to date.”

We are acquainted with what facility
hair may be fashioned into various fan-
tastic shapes for personal adornment
and when a part through the middle is
decreed it is worn without regard to
contour, and whether it may add to or
detract from one's intellectual appear-
ance, no thought is given. :

If fashion says crimp, we crimp; if
curl and wave, we obey. And the cus-
tom of keeping the head closely shaved
prevails, as among the Fijian women,
while the men cultivate long hair, thus
reversing the conditions met with
among highly civilized nations.

The lips, ears and nose offer a variety
of possible alterations and are a means
of ornumental display, and says Capt.
Cook, over 100 years ago, in deseribing
the naked savages on the east coast of
Australia, their principal form of orna-
mentation was a bone, which they
thrust (hrough the cartilage which di-
vides the nostrils from each other. The
lip ornamentations by the Bolocudo In-
dians and the Thlinket Bella are dis-
gusting in the extreme, and in the heart
of Africa among the Bongo women a
clamp or clasp is worn at the corners
of the mouth, as if they wanted to con-
tract the orifice and literally puta curb
on its possibilities,

The teeth cannot escape, and the Ma-
lays view in disgust the natural tint,
and stain theirs a jet black.

One views in horror the Chinese
method of foot binding, but which is
much mitigated when considering by
degrees the fashionable toe used in the
last century.

Thus we can see that fashion’s fet-
ters torture and harass equally civilized
men and savage vanity. Are we not
the same in kind but differing only in
degree from the savages?—Albany Ar-
gus.

An Interesting Trophy.

She was visiting at the house of the
eminent politician.

“L hear.” she said, “that you have
had a valuable addition to your art
collection.”

“My art collection?” he repeated.

“Yes, T take it for granted that you
must have one.”

“I have ever striven, madam, {o enlti-
vate an appreciation of the beautiful.”

“And wasn't it beautiful in the voters
to remember you as they did ™

“I—TI don’t quite follow You, ma'am,”
said the eminent politician, growing
red in the face, )

“Why, I was told that they gave you
a beautiful marble heart, and | am just
dying to see it."—Washington Stay,

A Woven Silk Book.
: Awonderful volume,in which the text
is neither written nor printed, has been
“published™ as a curiosity by a firm of
silk weavers at Lyons, France, [t js
made of pure silk and was published in
<5 parts. Each part consisted of only
two leaves, so that the entire volume
contains but 100 pages. The leaves of
this unique volume are inseribed with
the mass service and several prayers.
Joth the letters and the border are in
black silk on a white background.—St.

Times.

Louis Republic.

RESCUED FROM CHINA PIRATES,

Hardships nf a Frenchman Whom the
Celostials Held for Runsom.

Victor Carrere was recently rescued
by a company of French soldiers from a
band of Chinese pirates who had kept
him captive for 14 months, says the
New York World. Soon after he was
taken captive by the Chinese he was
placed in a cave in the mountainside,
and there lay for two months, soloaded
with chains that even crawling about
was dificult and escape was impossible.
To add to the horrors of his imprison~
ment the cave was toba]l}r dark.

The pirates were unable to secure the
ransom which they demanded, and so
they took him with them, always asa
captive, on some of their forays by land
and sea in southern China. His chaina
were taken off, but he was always care-
fully guarded. His captors treated
him kindly, but he had to undergo
many great hardships. His only gar-
ment was a pair of thin silk trousers
and his head and feet were bate., One
forced march which he made lasted 27
days, he and the rest of the band trav-
eling night and day, with only the
briefest intervals for sleep. The weath-
er was cold, but their journey was made
without tents or blankets.

The robbers were proceeding toward
a small town, which they intended to
pillage, when they were fired upon from
ambush and those who were uninjured
ran away. The attacking party proved
to be a small body of French soldiers
who had long been searching for their
lost compatriot.

Machines to Bathe In and Sallors to Man
the Life Boat.

During the recent sojourn ot the
court at Osborne scu bathing wasareg-
ular item in the daily programme. On
the private beach, neur the qucen’s
jetty, there is a barge with a  hollow
center, which can be quickly run along
a rail into the sea. 'The bottom of this
barge is so arranged that the water
comes in at once, and the center be-
comes a tank, which makes a first-rate
bathing place for children.

This, says London Sketch, was daily
used by the families of the duke and
duchess of Connaught and Prince and
Princess Henry of Battenberg.

Oft this beach there is also u floating
ba*n, which consists of a well, 30 feet
by ten feet, with a wooden grating at
the bottom, which can be adjusted so
as to afford the 1equisite depth of wa-
ter. There is a dressing-room and the
whole structure is inclosed by a screen.

A small lifebout, munned by two
sailors from the royal yacht, is always
in attendance in Osborne bay during
bathing hours. The queen has a bath
of warin sea water at Osborne every
worning.

TOOK HIM AT HIS WORD.

Instructors Somctimes Find Their Papils
Apt In Taking Advice.

A good joke is told on one of the staff
of the Ohio medical college, says the
Cincinnati Times-Star. In a lecture to
the students he advised them when they
came to practice to always carry in their
buggies a standard text-book, which
they could consult when in doubt as to
the proper course of treatment. He said
they could excuse themsclves from a
patient on the pretext that they wished
to see if their horse was standing or
that they had left some particular med-
icine in the buggy. The students were
very attentive. A few days later one of
them could not answer some pretty
tough questions, and when the doctor
expressed surprise he grabbed a text.
book and said in a mecasured tone:
“Excuse me, doctor, I fear my horse i3
not standing. T hitched him in ahurry
to get by yourside.” He then retreated
to the hallway, found the answers to
the hardest questions, and, returning,
answered them all correctly. The doc-
tor appreciated the situation and was
relieved when the student's ruse did not
become contagious.

EARLIEST RADISHES AND PEAS,

The editor urges all readers to grow
the earliest vegetables. They pay.
Well, Salzer’s Seeds are bred to earli-
ness,they growand produceevery time.
None so early, so fine as Salzer's. Try
his radishes, cabbages, peas, beets, cu-
cumbers, lettuce, corn, etc.! Money in
it for you. Salzer is the largest grower
of vegetables, farm seceds, grasses, clov-
ers, potatoes, ete.

IF YOU WILL CUT THIS OUT AND BEND
to the John A. Salzer Seed Co., La
Crosse, Wis., with 10c postage, you will
get sample package of Early Bird Rad-
ish (ready in 16 days) and their great
catalog. Catalog alone %c postage. (K)

WE stumble on the gifts we prize
All other things above
For ever since the world began,
We've fallen into love.
—N. Y. Recorder.

Deafness Cannot Be Cured

Uy local applications, as they cannot reach
the diseused postion of the ear. There is
only one way to cure decafness, and that is
by constitutional remedies. Deafness is
caused by an inflamed condition of the mu-
cous lining of the Eustachian Tube. When
this tube gets inflamed you have a rumbling
sound or imperfect hearing, und when it is
entirely closed deafness is the result, and
unless the intlammation can be taken out
and this tube restored to its normal con-
dition, hearing will be destroyed forever;
nine cases out of ten are caused by catarrh,
which is nothing but an inflamed condition
of the mucous surfaces.

We will give One Hundred Dollars for
any case of Deafness (caused by catarrh)
that cannot be cured by Hall's Catarrh
Cure, Senlfl Sor(fiwunlnr;: free.

‘. J. Cuexry & Co., Tole .

Sold by Druggists, 75c. ’ 100

Hall's Family Pills are the best.

Youxe BusiNess MaN—‘When do you
%ﬂn}( is %llxe best Hmem advertise?” Old

usiness Man—* All the time, you B/
~—Somerville Journal. Kbt

Is one of the most beneflcent donaty

vouchsafed to us by nature, How oftenj
is grossly abused ! hether the stomacy is
naturally wealk, or has been rendered s ),
imprudence in eating or drinking, }Jom"_
ter's Stomach Bitters is the best agent fop
its rcstm;;tion to vigor and activity, Boty
digestion and appetite are renewed by ),
fine tonic, which also overcomes constiy,
tion, Dbiliousness, malarial, Ikidney aad
rhieumatic ailments and nervousness,

He (fceling his way to a knowledge o
her accomplishments) — “Can you day
stockings, Arabellut” She (with distyy
‘frigidity)—*“I don’t expect to marry a mgy
who needs_to wear darned stockings,”.
Illustrated Bits.

Nerves

Depend upon the blood for sustenance
Therefore if the blood is impure thoy wy
improperly fed and nervous prostratio
results. 1o make pure biood, tuke

Hood’

Sarsaparitla

The One True Blood Purifier. 81; 6 forg
HOOd’S Pi“S cure habitual com

tion. Price % ceats,
COLE'’S
NEW DOMESTIC

) |

B THAN

BETTE A GOLD MINE.
Ralse your own cofféee at less than one cent
pound. Let high tariff store coffee go. Thep
man’'s friend and rich man's deligbt. Maty
north or south Iin four months. Plantnny time
to the 20th of June; 20,000 farmers supplied and
ery one pralsesit. }as produced over bushe,
peracre. Some prafer it to store_coffee. Produ
twocrops a year in the south. Large packet o
paid 20 cts.; or enongh to plant £00 hills, 50c
orstamps. Will make 200 pots of most delic!
coffee, good enonch for n king. Is superseding st
coffee as fastns it3 merits hecome known. Las
catalogue of 3@ new varieties of seeds and
monials from patronsall over the Union sent
with each order by C. E. COLE, Seedsmm
DBuckaer, Misso

§W™ Speecinl Wholesalz Prices to Farmers and)}
chanta, 1wha clear over 8OO per cont. selling this
derful SEED during winter.

Here You Are!

The DeLLONG patent
Hook and Eye
[ stays fastened

until you undo it
yourself.
See that \

hump "'

Send two cents fn stamps for New

Mothior Goose Book in colors to
Richardson & DeLong
Bros., Philadelphia.

Hundreds of ladies write us th
they ‘can’t find good bindings
our town.”

It's easy enough if you

insist on
VELVE

having
«vg '
SKIRT B

Look for ‘S, H. & M.”
label and take no other.

If your dealer will mot su
we will.
Send for samples, showing labels jnd

rials, tothe S. H. & M. Co., P. Q. Bo:
York City. 3

THE AERMOTOR CO, does halt
it has red:

windmill business, because
'Mm:o 1/0 what it was, It bas

and Fixed Steel Towers,jteel Buzd
Frames, Steel Feed Cutérs and
Grinders. On application ifwill namé
of these articles that it furnish
January Ist at 1/3 the usual price. It also
Tanks and Pumps of all kinds. Serd for
Factory: 12th, Reckwell aod FillmoreStreets, Cb

OPIUM 3t WHISEY habits ared.

Book
FRER. Dr. B. N. WOOLKY, ATLANTA
SPNAME THIS PAPER every time you wrile. |

Morphine Halit Cured I8
OPIUM 5
A. N. K—G. 158

WIHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PL
state that you saw the Advertisement I8

paper.

PN

STEEL WEB PICKET FENCE.

CABLEL: FIELD AND HOG

Also CABLED POULTRY, CARD é
We ﬂnu%turo a eomxlm line of Smooth Wire EN AKo RABEIT FENCE.

you consi

er quality we can save yoz '::.;.y.“"olrmm% 3o

DE KALB FENCE CO.,

122 IIXGIX
DM EALE,



