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BY THE SEA.

As on the lonely shore they strayed,
The scholar and the fsher mald,
Besalde the melnncholy son,
They talked how this and that might be;
And, wrinkled by the ehbing tide,
The fint wet weod-strewn sands strotched far
and wide.

“T'wna evening, and a wistrul glow
Spread where the ruddy sun hung low;
The autumn day was hasting by
And night encompnssing the sky;
October's falr delightful aftornoon
Sped, like a hollday that ends too soan

* °T Is strange,” the seholar sald, “ta doom
How soldom things nro wiat they seem!
RTeat sun rises not nor sets
But stays torever—like regrets.”
“Not w0, replied the pensive fisher malden:
“'l‘hola:n soks rest, with all dag's sorrows
aden.”

* Shall T or not,” the scholar thought,
“ Take to my heart this mind untaunghs?
Should 1 or should 1 not regret
Love's sunrise when love's sun had sot?"
Aloud he sald: “The sun's apparent setting
Is like the apparent passing of regretting.”

The long gray wavelets murmured faing,
Like a dull. pltitul complaint;
Far out ot sea a singlo sail
Caught the vibration of o gale.
“Nay," snld the mald, * for when the stirs come
pecping,
Beneath the sen the wearled sun Jles sleeping."

He looked down upon her, and the sun
Went down. ‘‘See. now,” she sald, **
gone!"
** But love remains,” the scholar crlod.
She sald: “Or changes, ke the tide.”
And the low woashing of the wanton sea
Filled the salt breczo with plaintive melody.

" Tides ebd and flow—the sea remalins,
Like love, with all 1ts joys and pains,”
He snld. “Love cannot ond and dle
While the sun blazes In the sky.
Bweet, [ entreat you lay your hand in mine;
The m;u;lh wrows dark, yet still the sun doth
shine."

Then the soft rippling of the tido

Like some glsd, tender musie sighed;

And If the sun sank down or stayed

‘Was nothing to the man and maid,
A8, by the sea’s great, carcless, flekie heart,
They took each oflibr, till desth them should

Fe5 =N. Y, Ledger,
SILY'S INVESTMENT.

A Pretty Romance and a Glad
Home-~Coming.

“Shet to that door, Silas, so's it'll
ketch. It's cold ternight. Who'd think
‘twas the middler May. 'F 1 didn't
know better, I sh'd say thar was snow
in the air.”

“'That would be the beatinest, I'low,"
sald Silas Baldwin, giving the door an
extra push behind hiia to ensure its
firmness, “but it's downright chilly,
and no mistake. This must be the tail
end er the back bun’ er winter. Reckon
he's wavin' his tail as sorter partin'
s'loot, and coolin' of the air,” and
Silas, smiling broadly at his own wit,
gave a look with his deep-set twink-
ling eyes, at Agatha his wife, to see if
she felt like smiling to-night. But
Agatha only drew the small black and
white checked shawl over her shoul-
ders, then held her lkuitting up Le-
tween her eyes and the light and.
from beneath her glasses, picked up a
stitch, When that was done, she in-
qnired of Silas, who had subsided, and
who sat in a corner grunting, as he
pulled off his boots with some diffl-
culty, if he had *'ben to the corner.”

“Yes—er,” as the boot came.

“Any mafl?" with more
than before manifested.

*Soon's I git this blamed thing off,”
Jerked Sllas. “There! 1 swow if I'll
never git Mose Bean afoul er my foot
ag'in. [ toll him they were Cinderillys
when lhe got ‘em tinished, buot he
lowed ez how they's big enough for
two er me. ‘Well, one er me'sall 1
want,' I sez, ‘and it's no recommend,’
1 sez, ‘to your cobblerin' to stamp
yer boots by sleh remarks.’ ‘Oh! sez
he, {'Silas, 1 was a-foolin," 'n' I'low
now ez how I think he was,”" and Silas
flung the scorned footgear behind the
stove with such force that Agatha
started. However, when she saw the
homespun socks incased in easy carpet
slippers she continued—years of ex-
perience having taught her, as she
told her friends, that what was her
‘haste was Silases leesure,”

“D'vou say there was any mail?"’

“Seems ter me there was,” said Silas,
salmly, ns he spread the newspaper
across his konee and felt for his glasses,
lle found the letter first, but it was
not until his glasses were discovered
and established, and he had spent
some minutes on the address, that he
looked over the envelope at Agatha,
who sat knitting still, apparently un-
concerned, but whose repression
showed itself in the short rocking of
her chair and her pursed lips. Silas'
small eyes twinkled. ‘‘Seems to me,”
he said at length, *‘this is for—why!
it's for you, Agathy, arter all. Bless
me, how dull I be! [ was trying to
make n missus into a esgquare;” and
coming over to Agatha with hisclumsy
tread, he dropped the letter in her
lap, and then ‘pulled the little curl
that hung in front of her ear, as he
had done in courting days, the curl
whieh from a rich brown had grown
thin and gray. “Your man's a born
tense, Agathy--can't help it—born so;
but for better or wuss, you lknow,
Agathy, especially when the letter's
from Bily boy,” and Silas' hand fin-
gered the gray curl.

“From Sily?" Agatha had controlled
her eagerness until now. Then she
lifted her faded eyes and gave Silas
one long affectionate look before she
opened it. The boy's name hedged
out all feeling of evenslightannoyance.

“Set here, Silas,"” she sald in a softer
tone, as she pointed to a chair beside
her; “we'll read it to onet. Then we'll
know together the good or the bad of
it. How long sence together came?”
she went on, as she inserted a knitting
needle in one corner; and her hand and
her volce both trembled.

“To-dny's thirteenth er May, I
reckonz how't was right after Christ-
mas, sayin' as he'd got our things."”

“"Pwas January seven'at'leven in the
mornin',” said Agatha, excitedly, as
she extracted the letter and blew up
the envelope to see if it wasempty, *I
was makin' thoroughwort tes for Mis'
Sawtelle, and Eph Rowell brung it in.
‘You'll scuse me,’ | says, as polite as
was necessary, while I read my letter.
*] sh' think,' she snapped, shorter'n

st, ‘the Jetter might wait fifteen
minutes' ‘It won't) I says, and that's
the last thoroughwort tea Lize Saw-
telle ever got made In thll?l'w\:::

“Now can you see? SOk
tinusd 1 altered tones,” “somehow

interest

my specs aiv’t as good at writing as ab
~ o0ge things”

“Don't need wipln', dv thity, Agathiy
ventured Silas “Mine Was m’lst n mins
ate ago” And sitting slle by side,
facing the talile with fis single shade-
less lamp on the gheen eover. the two
old people, each with a hand on the
broad Lusiness shect, read slowly and
palustakingly, with numsrons futes
polations the following letter:

Wmite Srrixos, Idaho, May 7, 186—

MY DeaAr Motiei:

“It is about time for me to write to
ou snd father agnin, and let yon
now thatall is well with me." Silns

nooded assent vigoroualy—*1 think I
am growing stout"—“think of that,
Agathy!" Agatha's eyebrows went up
—"“and lazy"—"no never," sald Silas,
sobering, ‘‘not a Iney bun’' In that boy."
"“Hold still, Silas, do," raid Agatha, as
Siins, holding the page emphesized his
sintement. “But I think | will write
something that will surprise yon."
“What do you suppose It is. Agatha?"
enid Silas, lo & loud whisper, *Silas
Bald'in," sald Aglllu. trying to look
severe, “'If yon don't hold still, you
shan't look on, I spose the ensiest
way to filnd out Is to read the letter,
and your hand is a-goin’ like the shak-
in' palsey. Do letgo. pa. There'sa
dear!" But Silas had no such inten-
tion of belng so bribed, though he
sald, very humbly: “All right, Agathy,
go on, I'll keep stiff.”

“You know," the letter went on,
“that | have made considerable money
In the seven years I left home."

‘'Is {t seven, ma?" sald Silas,

“Yen," sighed Agatha, “and T have
some good Investments out here, which
do not need my presence—"

“Silas," nnd Agatha dropped her
side of the sheet, ‘‘you dun't spose he
means—"'

"Read on, ma; read on." exclaimed
the old man, excltedly, “and beside I
have become interested In an lnvest-
ment that I can do elsewhere as well
as here, and better, I am told—" the
two old faces were very near the paper
now—"ln fact |f you and pa will co-
operate 1 do not see why I cannot
earry it on as well at Broton Centre as
anywhere—"

"Silas!"

0 ma, dear,” and the old hand trem-
bled well now, and ma's glasses were
very dim, Still they read on.

*'I min not going to tell you what the
business s, but my coming to Broton
with It, will eall for a small bullding
or a number of rooms of some kind,
You bave often talked of building an

member of your ever having wntten
that it was done,"

“What's the use of a new ell for us
old folks," Interpolated Silas; *'there's
room enough to be lonely in now,"
and Agatha nodded her head. “—now
this is my projeet (the letter contin-
ned), if you will build that new two-
story ell and reserve three or four
rooms for my own use in my business
I will write further regarding the
share In the expense I am willing to
undertake, and 1 assure you 1 will do
the correct thing. Then we can settle
on the plans later, I warrant that
this will be nothing youor pa will be
ashamed to have your son interested
in. I shall want to hear from you
soon, and I will try and be a better
hand at writing. I want to see yon
and pn more and more ench day, and
when this chance offered and I found
I could come enst [ conld not give up
the iden of seeing the old place and
you two, for all 1 have been away so
long—"

“Poor Sily boy.," murmured Silas,
and Agatha gripped the big hand un-
der the table.

“I like the west, but I have got over
the wildness of the feeling that made
me leave home so long ago before 1
had done anything for either of vou,
although I have tried to male it up
aince I have Leen able, but 1 was no
more than a boy, you know, mother—"

"Yes, Slly boy,” said Silas.

—"Many's the time those first two
years [ would have come, but It was a
long journey, but I was poor and
proad, too, I expect; then later I
would not leave, and then when I
might possibly have come there were
things I thought held me. But those
days have passed, and now I want to
come as badly as ever, and I am com-
ing home. Your boy Sily has been odd,
I know, but he has never been bad,
mother. Remember that., This letter
is for father, too, and I know you will
read it together. Write soon. 1 shall
wait impatiently to hear. Good-by.
Your affectionate son,

“S1nAs Barpwiy, Jn"

Itseemed to neighbors that summer
ns if Silas and Agatha Baldwin had re-
newed their youth. *1 ustto think
that Mis' Bald'in was pindlin' at one
time,"” said Mrs. Sawtelle to Moscs
lean’s sister, *and 1 up snd asked
her one day what was the matter of
her, she looked so weakly. I told her
she needed to doctor scme or she'd be
way down where she couldn' git up;
but 1 declare to goodness I think "twas
Jest one of them spells she always had
when she'd git thinkin' er Sily so fur
away. "Cause now he's comin' and
she's lost that mauger look, and seems
80 them curls er herndangled harder'n
J've secn 'em sence Sily went off,"

The rebuilding went steadily on.
The old ell was pulled down and when
the carpenter came to cunsult Silas
and Agatha about the new one, he re-
marked:

*It's goin' to leave yer main house
way down out er sight. Couldn't think
er raisin’ that, could ye? It's goin' to
leave yer main Lhouse way down out er

sight."
Silas and Agatha looked at each
other. Then Agatha said:

“Why not? Mebbe Sily'll want it
sometime for his own use. He's youny
you know, Siins."”
“Yes," sald the old man, “and it
isn't prob'bl he'll alwers want to live
alone.” So it was agreed, and the
looks of satisfaction bestowed upon
his plan, and the smiles of approval
which passed between the old people
as they watched John Willis perfect
his suggestion convinced him that he
had spoken happily.
The time of completion at last ar-
rived, and one lovely evening in early
August, after the last trace of building
and painting had been removed, Silas
and Agatha walked around their new
domain and were content.
*Nobudy'd suspicion that ell was
anythin' more'n an ell to any house,
would they, ma?" said Bilas, his hands
on his broad hips and his head on high;
*folks ain't got much satisfaction out
er me regardin' Sily's affairs. 1 tell
'em I ain't at li to tell. It's true,
too, ain't it? I n'f I car wait to
know, they can; 'n' they know it aln't
anythin' monstrous or dishonest, or
:::Hn‘l be comin’ to bis old home to
" L

““Tain's sothla’ bus aa oll, sayhow,

Bilos," snld Agntha, after secondin
Silas' rema¥ks LY Biterans shaked
the Liead, which set her curls in @
tion: “I shottld never think, evon goin®
through it, that (t was to be a office o
n mannfactory. That po'eelain sink
he wanted In thét baok koo soma
might tale for 'spefimentin’—1 dutind,
U’ coutse them open fireplaces in what
looks lile his office and private room's
more for ornament than anythin® else.
But we'll know In time, pa. We've
walted so long, and it won't be mang
days now,” and Agatha's hand elosed
on a letter In her pocket, received that
afternoon.

“I thinlk," sald Silas, “that big new
room upstairs in the main house will
moke a fine chamber for Silys It overs
looks all his old ha'nts down by the
river, and throngh the medders, 'n'
I'm glad wé decided to huve a fire-
place in that, he seems 8o fond of ‘em
in his offices. 1 tell yer, Agathy, them
blue eyes er hisn will oflen up at the
new innln house. Heckon he didn't
plan on sich improvement. But we
ean lecep a scoret too, can't we, Agae
thy?" and Silas' deep-set eyes shone,
and Agatha's curls shook almost mers
rily.

The tenth of August was a perfech
day, and the evening sky was glorious
with fluffy clouds amid the rosy lights
of the dylng day. Silas and Agathe
Baldwin sat on the new porch appars
ently calm, although Agatha's rocking-
chair displayed its usunl signal of agl
tation, and Silas oceasionally walked
ncross the poreh, and then down to the
gate, and looked up the road,

“Stage n leetle late, Silas?" gques-
tioned Agatha, at length. They had
ceased to tall,. Words scomed useless.
“I donno. Beems ez how it must be.
Most anythin’ good ud seem late ten
night.”

“I'l step in and light up now, 1
guess,” said Agatha, rising; and Silas
followed for no especial reason. The
stage from Westlen was late, and it
was dark before the rattle of its
wheels was heard along the road. 1t
stopped by the house, as Silns and
Agatha hastened to throw open the
door, and peered out Into the darle
ness, seeing nothing,. Theén an inex-
plainable feeling leld them to the
porch, as they heard volces from the
stage. They wonld have their greet-
ing after it had driven away, but Silas’
shaking volce spoke notwithstanding:

“Is that you, Sily?"

“Yes, father, in 8 moment,” came a

ell on the old house but1do not re-s strong mon's voice, and the two old

people grasped ench other's hand. The
gute was pushed open just then, and
up the short plank walk ran a little
child followed by mnother of the same
slze, *Is this g'anpa?’ said the first;
“Is this g'anma?" said the second, and
before the old people could move, the
two little children had eclimbed the
step to their side and put up their lits
tle hands fora greeting, and exclaimed
ina chorus. “I'se Aggie;” "I'se little
Bily."

“Yes, father,” said his son's volce
that moment, entering the porch with
a pale little woman on his arm, “it's
all true. This is your danghter Mary,
and this is my investment 1 have come
to carry on.”

Agatha Daldwin's face was on her
bhusband’s shoulder. Silas with hla
hands behind him. looked straight be.
fore him at his son, then at the woman
by his side; then at the two children
who bad run back to their father and
mother, awed by their reception. Then
Silas spolke.

*8ily boy, "fore Heavenand all that's
good, is—this all right? All as—it
should be?”

Young Silas BDaldwin left his wife's
side, who had grown paler, and step.
| ping close to his futher and mother he

took a hand of each before replying.

“Father—mother, before lleaven
and nll that is good, it is nll right; is
all that it should be. You know I told
vou that your boy Sily was odd, but
that he was not bad. And now have
you not a welcome for your daughter
Mary, for Aggie and little Sily and for
your son?"

“And it's all right, Sily, boy, it's all

right," said Silas that evening a score
of times, “and these uns are Aggie
and little Sily,"” as he sat with one on
each kunee, 'upon my soul! who'd
a-known they wasn't both boys or
both gals, in their dresses! An’, Mary,
p'r'aps I ain't trented you decent, but
you see I aln't used to havin a daugh:
ter; but nobody could be gladder,”
and, bending over her, he gave her a
tender kiss which proved a seal of
mutual affection. His son Silas ex-
plained his position. His first year in
the west had been an uasuccessful
search for a successful opening. Then
when it came and he was established
on a small salary he fell in love with
Mary Grey. There was promise of ad-
vancement und Mary aud he were per.
suaded they could be happy together
on but little, So it proved, even after
the twins eame. For Mary, small and
frail as she was, was g true helpmeet
In courage and encouragement, and
he often felt if it were not for the
Lright home of two rooms, poorly but
cheerily furnished, to which he re-
turned at night, met by loving wel-
come and little warm arms, he should
have gone adrift. He had kept the
marriage from his parents at first
like the odd boy he was, know-
ing that \he could not explain sat-
isfactorily. Then it grew easy nog
to mention it, to write seldom
and to deal in generalities. But when
he saw the climate of White Springs
leaving Its marks on Mary, her fuce
becoming pale and her manner list-
less, he began to bestir himself. Op-
portunities oceurred, advantageous to
his leaving, and he found he could
busy bimself, with oececasional visits
west, in liroton Center. *“'Hut the
business | wanted the rooms for, you
can understand now mother,” he con-
cluded, looking around at Mary and
the two babies curled up on the sofa.
“Sily, boy, you couldn't a-planned
better. You didn't tell us, we know.
Mebbe 'twasn't right—mebbe ‘'twas
only odd; but we'll let bygones be by-
gones, as it has turned out. We was
saved more worryin' than we did."
So Silas Baldwin, Junior, with Mary
and the twins, set up his business in
the new ell, and in the large new room
in the new main house, & welcome sur-
prise to the son. And old Silas' eyes
twinkled harder thun ever, especially
when Sily came within their range ot
vision, and Agatha’'s curlsshook stead-
ily over little Aggie'sirresistible waya
~—Helen J. Wilder, in Interior.

Very Likely.
She—Alr. Ardent, if you insist upon
making love to me every time you call
I must ask you to discontinue your

he | visita.

He—Only marry me, and I'll nevey
speak mmmwm..m [
we live.—X. Y. Ledges

PUNGENT PANAGRAPHS,

~:fihe—"Yem look nll worn ouf. lave
gou Dcen working hard?' He—Yes,
rather; I've Leen hiving a holiday.”

—"“Ilas Willle the cigarette linbit?"
Mrs, Jinks—"N:na; he just smokes
tham all the time; no matter what kind
of 4 sull he Bas on,”

—\What is there aboil Mise Slasher
that Is attractive?' Helan—"0, I &l
ways feel so well dressed when I am
with hor."

~Clara—"When yon rafused Freddie,
Aid you tell him to brace iy dnd ha a
man?" Sadie—="No: I didn't want tc
be unrensonable.” —Datroit Tribune.

= A U'soless Member,—'Mama, havae
I an eye-tooth?” *You, Johany, Why?
“Why, Heenuse (f 1 linve 1 can't see
anything with it."<Pael,

c=Jinles—"How's vour eold—bettor?
Binks—*I thin'c it munst be, ve only
had twenty different eutes offored me,
aid I'Ye mot twenty-one persons,”

—*“Ho—0"d just as lef b hung for 4

sheep as alamb.” She—"Well, you'll
be hung for neither; you'll be hung for
a calf or nothlog.”"—Yonkers States
man,
—He (rapturonslyl—=*You acespt met
Then It's d bargaln®™ &he (with her
mind on  shopplng)—'"Certainly. 1
shouldn't thinlk of it if it wasn't"—
Pemorest's Magnzina,

—*Mr. Blinks' offiee Is on the six
teenth floor. Just take the elevator
np." Mr. Cornhusk—*"Not much, yonng
man., This basket of eggs an’ a carpst
bag Is enongh for me to carey,”

—Beethoven's Harmonies, —Sho—*In
the summer time Beethoven wrote mast
of his music in the apen air,” Ilein
melodist)--"And still he didn't get
mueh air into his musie”

—Paternal — “What's the matter,
Charlie?” Charlie—*"1 swallowed my
lump of sugar.” Maternal—"Never
mind, novermind.” Charlie—"Hut I de
mind! It went down soquick T couldn’t
taste it.” —Arkansaw Traveler,

—Misdireeted Zenl.—Park Policeman
(late of Connty Clare)—*"Yer do he a
poet?” Poet—*Why! Yes" Park Po-
liceman—"1loy yez n loicinse?” Poct--
“Alicense! For what? Park Polico-
man—**Yer poctie loleinse, av eoorse.*
—Truth.

—*Why don’t T go to work, mum?"
said the tramp. repeating Mrs. Cran-
berry's question. “I'd only be toc
happy if I conlid get something todo in
me own line of business,” “What might
that be?" asked the sympathetic woman.
“Calorin’ meerschanms, mam,"—Onee a
Weck.

~Ifon S and Tand an O and 17,

With tin X ot the end, spolls S
Andan Eanda Y andan E spell I,
Pray what {5 o speller to do
Thoen if also an S and an Lasd o G
Anidun H E D spell side,
There Is nothing muchleft for aspeller tadoe
But to go nnd commit slonxeyosizhod.
—Winuipeg Heviesw.

—Yielding to Pressure.—tirent States
man (at telephone ) —*1Is that the offico
of the Daily Tomahawk?" City Editogs
—Yes, sir."  “Is your interviewing res
porter in?” “He is.”  *Well, send him
over to Iloom No. 0980, Gewjum hoyse.”
“Who are you?" “Congressman Space.
Tam traveling through your town on
business having no politicol significance
—murk that; no political significance—
and I am abont to he prevailed upon,
sir, after much solicitation—I think
that is the proper form—to grant ap
interview to a representative of your
paper. Send  him  along.”—Chieaga
Tribune,

HIS NARROW ESCAPE.

Another Cnse of “Know It AlL"™ with the
Usunl Result.

A middle-agzed colored man, with a
stick and a bundle, and the mud of the
eonntry highway clinging to his broad
shoes, wus a passenger on one of the
ferry bonts coming over the other day.
One of the negro deckhands lookeid him
over and sized him up and approached
him to inguire:

“Yo gwine over to de United Staits, 1
'hpnh“.‘"

“Yes, sal.'™ wnas the reply.

“Eber aber dar’ befo'?"

**Bout fifty aimes,”

“Ho! Jess reckon yo' knowsall "hout
de United Staits, does yo'?"

“Reckon I kin find my way.”

“Yo' does, eh? Ize seen jesssich pus
sons as vo' befo'!  Last feller he looked
jess like yo', an® when I wanted to give
him some pinters ‘bout de nited Staits
he dun said he knowed it all. Tze bin
right on dis boat five y'ars an' knows a
heap, bat Ize not a pusson to gin any-
body advice when dey emagines dey
knows it all. Yo' jess go right "long
an' git yo'rself buncoed all to pieces.”

“What's dat bunco?” queried the
other in considerable anxiety.

“Nebber vo'! mind! Yo' jess enm
walkin® on dis boat wid yo'r head up in
de air an’ feelin® dat yo' knowed all
‘bout de United Staits! Doan’ blame
me if y¢' was buncoed. Last feller
mighty nigh died ober it, but I hain't
got mo mo” to say!”

“But [ vvant to know "homt dat bun-
eol” porsisted the stranger. [ hain’t
sayin' dat 1 knows all ‘bout de United

Stuits. I hain't sayin'dat 1T kin find
my way,”
“Oh! Yo has cam down off yo'r high

hoss, ch! Doan' know all "bont America
arter all!  Now. boy, look heah! I don’
want to see no cull'd man all smashed
to pieces in Dotroit, an’ darfo’ 1 ober-
looks yo'r bein’ 80 swell on de start.
When yo' git ober dar yo' jess keep yo'r
eves peeled.  If yo' meet a white man
wid his haton hisearun’a big diamond
pin on his busom bewar' of de bunco
game!"”

“Hut what am de game?”

“lze comin to dat. De minit T sot
eyes on yo' | knowad yo' was as inner-
cent as a baby "bout dat game. 1f dat
white man stops yo' an’ says dat owin’
to his hardupness an’ death in de fam’ly
he will part wid dat diamond pin fur
fo'ty dollais—"

*1 won't buy it!"

“Yo' won't! Doy, Ize talkin' to yo!
Dat diamond pin ar’ wirth ninety dols
lars, an’ if yo' doan' buy it fur fo'ty
dollars yo' wus buncoed out of jess fifty
big dollars! 1lo! Yo' eum on dis boat
feclin’ dat yo' knowed it all, an® yo'
didn’t want no pinters from me, an’ yit
yo' was gwine right ober to Detroit to

buncoed outer half a hundred bones
as slick as grease!”—Detroit Free I'ress

Etlguette of the Hand.

A lady never extends her hand toa
a man whose acquuintance she is mak-
ing. She mey or may not shake hands
with a lady who Is introduced, but she
must not give her hand to a strange
man. A low bow is the elegant form
of salutation. A eultivated woman
will not shake hends with any man, no
matter how long she is acquainted
with him, unless she respects and ad
mires him. A pgentleman never ex
tends his hand to & lady first. To de
s0 would be presumptuous and subject
him to a snubbing. A msn shows his
breeding the way he cats his diner; a

woman shows ber breeding she way

T A% T s

All other powders
are cheaper made
and inferior, and
leave either acid or
alkali in the food.
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EKNO
Brings comfort and improvement and
tends to personal cnjoyment when
rightly used. The many, who live bet-
ter than others and enjoy life more, with
less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best produets to
the needs of pliysical being, will attest
the value to heaith of the pure liquid
laxative principles embraced in the
remedy, Syvrup of Figs. .

Its excellence is due to its presenting
in the form most acceptable and pleas-
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial propertics of a perfect lax-
ative ; eflectually cleansing the system,
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers
an pemmm'miy curing constipation,
It has given satisfaction to millions and
met with the approval of the medical
profession, because it acts on the Kid-
neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-
eu{ng them and it is perfectly [ree from
every objectionable substance.

Syrup of IMigs i for sale by all drug-
gists in 50c and $1 bottles, but it is man-
ufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co. only, whose name is printed on every
package, alzo the name, Syrup of Figs,
and being well informed, you will not
accept any substitute if oflered.

TE SOAP

S0LD EVERYWHERE

"% THE N.K.FAIREANK COMPANY, Sr.Louss,

THE POT INSULTED THE KETTLE BECAUSE
THE COOK HAD NOT USED

SAPOLIO

GOOD COOKING DEMANDS CLEANLINESS.
SAPOLIO SHOULD =& useD IN EVERY KITCHEN.,
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