that this was the woman to whom Mer-

A SYMPHONY.
Little maid! Little mald! I heard your voice
calling .
Away back In the years of my boyhood's
first dreams; .
It sang in the llsp of the shy waters falling
In sun-dimpled ripples in wild woodland
streams.
It piped in the call of the bird of the
meadows
And laughed in the lilt of the bird on the
wing;
It lurked in the drowsily whispering shad-
ows .
Of green-arbored summer and light-
hearted spring.

And then, maid of mine, when my boyhood
departed,
And its dreamings gave place fo the
bright quests of youth,
I still heard the call of my love, tender-
hearted,
Far up on the pathway of progress and
truth.
It 13 well that at last you are sitting
beside me; -
Yet, through the long years I had known
that a place
By your side, dearest heart, could not long
be denied me;
That soon, love, my eyes wouid behold
your dear face.

They say that I met you and won you, not
knowing
That your volce In my heart was my
childhood's first song;
And that song in my heart, dearest love,
is bestowing -
A blessing that shields me from weak-
ness and wrong
Little maid! little maid! may I hear your
voice calling
Away down the hills and the vales of the

years;
May its song on my heart be, oh, tenderly
falling
When life’s journey ends in the valley
of tears!

—Chicago Record.

An Army Wife.

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING.

[Copyrighted, 1856, by F. Tennyson Neely.]

SYNOPSIS.

Chapter I. — Fannie McLane, a young
widow, is Invited to visit the Graftons
at Fort Sedgwick. Her sister tries to dis-
suade her, as Randolph Merriam (whom
she.had jilted for old McLane)and his bride
are stationed there.

Chapter IL.—Fannie McLane's wedding
causes family feeling. A few months later
she, while traveling with her husband,
meets Merriam on his wedding trip.

Chapter III.—Some time previous to this
Merriam had gone on a government sur-
vey, fallen ill, and had been nursed by Mrs.
Tremaine and daughter Florence. A hasty
note from Mrs. McLane's stepson takes
him to the plains. .

Chapter IV.—Young McLane dictates to
Merriam a dying message, which is sent

to Parry (a young Chicago lawyer and'

brother-in-law of Mrs. McLane). Reply
causes Merriam to swoon. Ie is taken to
the Tremaine's; calls for Florence,

Chapter V. — Engagement of Florence
Tremaine to Merriam is announced; wed-
ding shortiy fcllows.

Chapter VI.—Mr. McLane i3 mysterious-
1y shot in San TFrancisco. Merriam is
greatly excited when he reads account in
papers. While still in mourning Mrs. Me-
Lane prepares to visit Fort Sedgwick.

Chapter VIIL—Mrs. McLane arrives at
the fort. Merriam is startled at the news,
and he and his wife absent themselves
frcm the formal hop that evening. Mr.
and Mrs. Merriam pay their respects to
the widow when she would be sure to have
many other callers.

CHAPTER VIIL.—CONTINUED.

Some of the fair widow's calls were
returned almost immediately, the Mer-
riams’ among the first, although the
Merriams were not among the first to
welcome her arrival. As luck would
have it, Merriam was out on some troop
duty. Mrs. Merriam saw her coming,
accompanied by Mrs. Grafton, and fair-
ly flew upstairs to her room instead of
first giving instructions to her servant,
as an older soldier of society would
have done. In consequence the Chiva-
man admitted her caller to Floy's pret-
ty parlor, and went in search of the lady
of the house. Mrs. Grafton seated her-
self in an easy-chair, but Fanny flitted
rapidly from point to point, scanning
pictures, books and bric-a-brae. “John”
presently reappeared, smiling vacu-
ously.

“No can see.
sturdily reported.

Mrs. Grafton looked concerned; Mrs.
McLane annoyed.

“I'm sure I saw her on the tennis
court not an hour since,” she muttered
to her hostess, as, after proper ex-
pressions of sympathy and regret, they
regained the roadway.

“Well, she hasn’t been looking well
for some days,” said Mrs. Grafton, “and
it's quite possible she is ill.”

The schoolmates had been housed to-
gether only a few days before Mrs.
Grafton became convinced that Fanny’s
devotions were rapidly waning, that
with recovering health and bloom and
spirits the crying need for the one dear
friend to lean on had vanished. Less
and less grew the hours of confidential
chat. More and more was the late dis-
consolate widow becoming interested,
not to say absorbed, in the details of
garrison life. Freeman, formerly of
the —th, but now a squadron ecom-
mander at Sedgwlck, remarked that
the lady was “beginning to take notice
uncommonly early,” and Minturn, with
whom she was quite ready to walk and
even to visit the tennis court, was heard
to ask if they never had such things as
half-mourning bhops. Whittaker, who
was sulky about something and pre-
ternaturally stately as a consequence,
reminded him that Mrs. McLane was
atill in deep mourning—full mourning
—to which a cynic in shoulder-straps
who- happened to be present replied
that he only wished that other fulls
could be as lightly worn. “She may
have beéen in the depths of woe before
she left Chicago, as Mrs, Grafton de-

She sick, velly,” he

" clares she was,” said Mrs. Buxton, a

lady with years of experiences, “but
she’s bravely over it soon enough. She’ll
be dancing next.” And this unchris-

.. tan, uncharitable remark was called
* dorth by the sight of the lady going to

ride with Whittaker—Whittaker, who
at first could hardly be inauced to ¢all,
and who now could hardly be induced
to believe it time to go. - _
.And-of course, before she had been

post & week everybody knew

H - - R
ed to the thrilling interest of the situa-,

tion. For a little while it _had been
quite a problem how to entertain her,
She didn’t go to dances or dinners.
She could, perhaps, ride and play ten-
nis, but tennis she did not care for.
Riding was unpleasant, because there
were no winding wood roads, no elastic
turf. The mesa was pebbly or sandy
by turns, the canyon narrow, the roads
dusty. Ladies’ lunches, very, very
quiet and informal, she consented toat-
tent, but she did not care for lunches.
The women presently declared she did
not care for women.

The men, especially Mintarn and
Whittaker, had early become devoted
to her, and there could be no floubt of
her powers of fascination. The gunuer
and the trooper grew cold and con-
strained in their manner toward each
other, and Whittaker quit going, as go
he used to day and night, to Hayne’s or
Merriam’s. The colonel’s wife, dying
to be hospitable, had urged a little,
quiet home dinner. “Just yourself,
your friends, the Graftons and Merri-
ams, and, say,Mr. Minturn.” Mrs, Graf-
ton assured the kind army woman that
Mrs. McLune would not think of ae-
cepting. Mrs. McLane amazed her host-
ess by eventually saying yes.

Since the Tuesday evening of their
call, not once had the Merriams held
conversation with the widow. She
called, as has been seen, and Mrs. Mer-
riam had to be excused. Mrs. Merriam
used to love tennis, but quit the game
as soon as Mrs. McLane began coming
to the court. Mrs. Merriam. who used
to.love to ride with Randy, had discon-
tinued it a day or two after that al-
leged illness, as though to carry out
the illusion, but by the Thursday she
again appeared in the saddle and gal-
loped out upon the mesa by her hus-
band’s side. Returning, they met Mrs.
McLane just starting out with her gun-
ner friend. and the ice had to be broken.
The stylishly habited widow beamed
on both, begged Floy to let her know
at what hour they would ride next day,
as she adored it of all things, and next
day Floy's horse was reported “dead
lame,” and she would ride no other.
When Mrs. Colonel’s invitation came for
that utterly unlooked-for dinrer, the
Merriams were cornered. for Floy,
though looking sallow and heavy-eyed
now.was not really ill and could urge no
excuse. Garrison dinner “bids™ must be
answered as promptly as those in city
life. “We've got to go dear,” said Mer-
riam ecalmly, “so send our acceptance.”

“I won’t go,” said Floy to herself, as
she penned and signed the little note,
and when Saturday came she was too
ill to leave her bed. Mrs. Hayne came
to minister to and sit with her. The
I'reemans were bidden instead, and
Mrs. Freeman could have stamped
her pretty foot in vexation, for neither
she nor her lord thought it the proper
thing for Mrs. McLaune to be going to
dinners so early in her widowhood; be-
sides, there were other reasons.

The dinner came off, however, and
was a dismal feast with a dramatic con-
clusion.

As has been shown, only twice had
Mrs. McLane had speech with Merriam
during the seven days, and both times
it was in presence of his wife. The
Graftons, Haynes and Freemans were
delighted with him as a consequence,
and rejoiced in secret over her. But
rot a whit did the widow show disap-
pointment or discomfiture. She was
amply entertained, apparently, with
the increasing devotions of Minturn
and Whittaker, and the latter spent
two miserable hours this Saturday
evening in jealous contemplation of his
own outeast lot and Minturn’s presum-
able bliss. Yet the colonel could not
have both to dinner, so Mrs. Colonel
was allowed to decide, and her pref-
erence was for the artilleryman, The
Graftons went with rather bad grace,
Mrs. Grafton warning her guest that

the whole garrison would be talking |

of her inconstancy, but, as Ned Parry
remarked on a previous occasion, Fan
had had her own way ever since she cut
Ler first tooth, and did not propose to
be ruled now.

“Almost the last words Mr. McLane
whispered,” said she, indignantly,
‘“were to implore me not to waste my
youth in vain lamentation. ‘Life is too
short to be spent in tears,” were his
very words,” and evidently the widow
was here in full sympathy with the
expressed or reported views of the
dear departed. She went. She looked
uncommonly pretty in a gown of deep-
est, most somber and most expensive
crape. She sat at the colonel’s right,
and made eyes at him all through din-
ner, leaving Minturn on her right to
sulk and scowl and seek comfort in the
commandant’s champagne. Fanny her-
self partook not too sparingly of this
scductive fluid, and was sparkling with
animation and good spirits when, just
before coffee was served—just as the
trumpets were sounding tattoo out on
the moonlit parade, a servant came and
whispered to the master of the house.

“Tell him I'm at dinner and can’t see
him now.”

The servant vanished, then reap-
peared, bent and whispered again.

“Tell him I'm at dinner and won’t
see him now,” said the colonel, not un-
willing to impress on his fair guest the
idea of his professional importance and
personal force. The servant bent and
whispered again, whereat the colonel
changed color and glanced up uncer-
tainly in thetroubled face of the mes-

senger, then as uncertainly around the |

table, his eyes only for an instant meet-
ing those of his guest. e

“Will you excuse me a moment, my
dear?” he said to his wife, and left the
toble and the room.

Conversation went on somewhat con-
strainedly. Mrs. McLane, intent: on
fascinating the colonel, had rather ig-

_nored the rest. Mintarn was plainly in

the sulks, and Mrs. Colonel, with ahx-

-iety in her eyes, was plainly 'listening

to' the hurried talk in the outer room..
Fresently in came the servant. Would'
Capt. Grafton please join the colonel

/in the parlor, and, wondering, Grafton:
went, A

N

that, dreadful telegraph opera:

‘Mrs. Colonel, 1

| and thrilling circumstance, anid, worst

.counsel I can depénd, but éven thatis

o travel I should go at once, only how

troubled tome. “It's some bad news.
Indian outbreak, probably, or he'd
never be so insistent.” 1

Then all conversation seemed to drag,
and people only spoke in monosyllables
or hazarded mome guess as to what
could be the matter.

But it wasn’t Indians. It wasn’t war-
fare. It was only the soldier teleg-
rapher at the post, who bore with him
8 message which the operator at the
Junection had received positive instrue-
tions from the eastern manager to de-
liver at once and report delivery and
get an answer. Itwas for Mrs. McLane,
So there was nothing for it but to call
her, and with sudden panic in her eyes
she hurried into the parlor, shrank
for a moment from the proffered dis-
patch—then, with an effort at self-con-
trol, took it, tore it open, read with di-
lated eyes, lifted her hand to her face
as though in bewilderment and dismay,
staring into vacancy as she did so, and
then suddenly, without a moan, without
a sound from her lips, went downina
limp heap upon the bearskin rug where-
on she stood, and the ladies rushed to
—but could not—revive her.

Full half an hour they labored over
her. The messenger had dashed for
the doctor and brought him to the
scene. Grafton had rescued the paper
just as it seemed about to flutter into
the fireplace, folding and stowing it
away in his coat pocket, and not until
after ten did she seem to recover con-
sciousness, not until near the sound-
ing of taps could they bear her home,
and then the messenger came back.
The operator at the Junction said they
must have report of the receipt of the
message, and some answer; this was
imperative. Grafton appealed to the
doctor. The doctor said Mrs. McLane
was only semi-conscious, and could an-
swer nothing. “She is your guest, man.
Read the dispatch and reply as best you
can. Whatever its contents, they have
shocked her seriously.”

And so finally Grafton read the mes-
sage and could fathom only a portion of
its meaning.

“Arrested, Chicago. Your uncle strick-
en—paralysis. You will be summoned.

Secure papers, otherwise lose everything,
C. M.

-CHAPTER IX,

Three days after the colonel’s din-
ner, Mrs. McLane was pronounced suf-
ficiently well to take the opern air, but
did not not look sufliciently well, in
her own opinion, to take the hint. Nor
did Mrs. Grafton too eagerly urge. By
this time the hostess was fully con-
vinced that Fanny was far from being
the frank, confiding creature she had
pictured herself to be; that she had
come to Sedgwick with other purposes
in view than that of seeking the sym-
pathy and counsel of her erstwhile
schoolmate; that she was concealing
from her, to whom she once lnnged to
unbosom her every thought, some vital

She rushed out after him.

of all, that Capt. Grafton now knew
what it was, and wouldn’t tell. This
perhaps, was almost unpardonable. In
vain had Mrs. Grafton insinuated, in-
quired, insisted, and finally implored..
Her husband was gentle, but obdu-
rate.

“I know mothing, Harriet,” he sim-
ply said. *“I do, perhaps, conjecture,
but all I conjecture is derived from
that dispatch, the contents of which
should be seen and known only by your
friend the—your friend and once-upon-
a-time bridesmaid. If she choose to tell
Yyou, well and good, but I cannot.”

But he told Mrs. McLane what he had
read without telling what he conjec-
tured, and then furthermore told her
what he had done—wired to Aunt Char-
lotte that her niece was prostrated by
the receipt of her dispatch, and might
not be able to reply for several days,
so Aunt Charlotte was existing without
iurther knowledge of the condition of
her niece as placidly, let us hope, as
was her niece without further knowl-
edge of the condition of her uncle.

It was on this third day when the
doctor left, after saying Mrs, McLane
ought to go and take a drive or a ride,
that Grafton wrote to her a few words;
reporting that he had read Aunt Char-/
lotte’s dispatch and replied to ‘it as
above stated. This note he sent in by
Annette. Mrs. Grafton was receiving
sympathizing callers at the moment,:
and the captain badé Annette say that:
if . he counld be of any further service
Mrs. McLane should ‘let him know,
Presently Annette returned with a
note. ' i

“l am so distracted,” it said, “mo
friendless, I do not know what to do.
You are the only man upon ‘whose

denied me, for Harriet has turned cold
and unkind.. Decause I cannot tell her
the secrets'vf others she thinks me
false to our old friendship, and she has
changed to me so much that were Iable

could we explain? OB, I long to,tell
you the whole story, but I cannot! I
must not! and I must not do that-which.
might increase her suspicion—"" But

here Grafton began to frown angril

[Balt a dozen lines on the following
rage, but tossed the whole thing into
the open fireplace, tramped right up-
stairs and tapped at the guest room
door.

“Can you come to the door a mo-
ment, Mrs. McLane?” he asked. g

There was the sound of sudden rush
and rustle within, then her light foot-
{all, the clack of the doorknob, and
her voice, low and sweet.

“You startled me s0,” she said,
through the inch-wide aperture that
appeared, but left her invisible, %]
dreaded that it was another telegram.
Oh, I'm not {it to be seen, but—""

“I don’t w—I don’t need to see you,
Mrs. McLane,” said he, stoutly. “We
can converse perfectly well, as An-
nette is below stairs. All I wish to say
is this: If I can be of service—in send-
ing off any letters or dispatches to your
friends, command me. But really, Mrs,
McLane, there is no need of telling me
anything about the matter.”

“But I have to, Capt. Grafton,” and
the door opened a bit wider. *I must
have your advice. I mustdosomething
right away, and you're the only one
who can help me.”

“Then TI'll ask Harriet to come here
at once,” said he, and, suiting action to
words, started for the stairway.

She rushed out after him, dishevelled,
pallid. *“Oh, I cannot tell Harriet,” she
cried.

“Then, Mrs. McLane, you cannot tell
me.”

For a moment she looked at him in
amaze,

“I will wire for your lawyer, Mr.
Parry,” he went on calmly. *‘He can ad-
vise what I probably could not.”

“He cannot advise as you can, cap-
tain. It’s a matter he knows nothing
about. I've got to see Mr. Merriam,
and he avoids me even worse than you,
do, than—in fact, everybody does now
that I'm in deep trouble,” she wailed.

“I am sure Mr. Merriam will come to
you if thereisanything of importance,”
said Grafton, gravely. “I will see him
at the stables, and the call is sounding
now.”

“Oh, not to-day—not to-day. To-
morrow, perhaps, but not to-day. Ireal-
ly cannot see him just yet. I'm so un-
strung—and he mustn’t let her—his
wife, know. She'll never rest till she’s
worried it all out of him.”

“He will let his wife know,” said
Grafton, ealmly,*“and iswiseinsodoing,
but she will not be apt to make inquir-
ies.” Then he turned and left her.

[TOo BE CONTINUED.]

A GENEROUS DUCHESS.

She Was a Good Dut Careful Dispenser
of Charity.

It is generally agreed that the domi-
nant note of the character of the late
duchess of Teck was her amiability, but
that term does inadequate justice to the
heart from which it sprung. She was
charity itself, and a wonderful organ-
izer of charitable relief on a large scale.

It is said that she gave out of her own

amount granted to her by parliament,
|.and @ story, vouched for by the, St.
James Budget, shows that she knew
“how to give on a small scale; to be gen-
erous in mind as well as with money.

There were to be some festivities at
White Lodge, the Richmond residence
of the duchess, and an invitation was
sent to the secretary of a charity in
which the duchess was interested. By
a later post the young lady received a
letter from a friend, asking her to a
tennis party which was to be held the
same day.

Next morning both invitations were
acknowledged, but the replies were
carelessly put in the wrong envelopes.
The duchess opened the letter in which
the writer declared to her friend that
she was very sorry she could not come
to tennis, because “Stout Mary” had
asked her to White Lodge, and she was
bound to go.

The day duly arrived, and the frank
young lady was warmly welcomed by
the duchess, who afterward tgok her
aside and laughingly said:

“My dear girl, I know I am stout, but
I cannot help it. You should be more
careful in posting your letters, and
never forget that you do not know who
will read what you write. Don’tapolo-
gize. T have forgiven you.”—Youth’s
Companion.

How the Brahmin Cleans His Teeth,

When the Brahmin cleans his teeth
‘he must use a small twig cut from
one of a number of certain trees, and
before he cuts it he must make his act,
known to the gods of the woods. He
must not indulge in this cleanly habit
every day. He must abstain on the 6th,
the 8th, the 9th, the 14th, the 15th and
the last day of the moon, on the days

in every week, on the day of the con-
stellation under which he was born, on
the day of the week and on the day
of the month which correspond with
those of his birth, at an eclipse, at the
equinoxes and other unlucky epochs,
and also on the anniversary of the death
of his father or mother. Anyone who
cleans his teeth with his bit of stick
on any of the above-mentioned days will
have hell as his portion.—Hindoo Man-
ners.

The Middle-Aged Man,

“I wonder,” said the middle-aged
man, “why we take life so hard. At
the.very best we have only 75 or 100
years of it, and yet we fume and fuss

sometimes, here I am—well, say 350,
with maybe 20 years yet ahead; the cold
chances are against my getting =so

T've got 20. But that’s a mighty short
time, heh? But just think of frittering
away that time in-worryl When I
think of these things I make up my
mind that, by cracky! I will not worry
any more; and, oh, I think I take things
‘more philosophically than I used - to.
But let some little thing come up; I
don’t fly all to pieces over it, maybe, but
it drags and grinds.’ And only 20 years

poor, miserable critters we are!”—N. Y.

i il
T

pocket a good fifth of the annual.

of new and full moon, on the Tuesday |

and ‘worry all through it. I think of it,

‘many, but take a hopeful view and say.

' to live! 'What a waste of time! . What

HEIGHT OF POLITENESS.

If Your Hosteas Skins Her Nose It Is
the Proper Caper to Skinm
Yours Also.

. Three young women who boarded
pide eublzocar the other day were E:ige:ﬁh
for a reception, and carried clls
cases in their anchdly gloved hands. They
attracted much attention, which was not
surprising, as they were young and would
B ve been handsome but for a similarity of
acla-L g::fo:thqnﬁ—emh one had a prominent
ic -
mai;-kable’ a;} mg::sented a lurid and re-

ortunately for the peace of mi
?:ha;ri pg:senge]:‘s on thhepecar, : w?ggao—fatll::

| gala dress—knew t

m‘t.w Eta_t att;:toniah;neer?::weu enough to ask
at in the world happened to you al] ?”
M;‘.(.)lﬁ.l,mven t you heartr P We are going to

3 reception.”
ut I mean what has happened

“S8o am 1.

to Nourhnoses?
“Nothing; our noses are all right.
a:irn’: you hr?rd a-boutrﬁ;. Ili‘[tﬁ?" But

of & word” ol , .

qnsi&_t:nceﬁ of said their mystified ac-
“Why, she fell off her bieycle and ski

her po r nose, The cards wereaanut a]:-nezgg

for this reception, and she felt so badly about
er disfigurement that her dearest friends

decided to show their sympathy by wearing
e s]:m; kind Oftd l}1lose i=1 tnlge reception.”

ou sweat things! t why di

not let all her friends now?u I wgru'licidhg\org

en delighted to have got up my nose in

e same style, but I it i
o y Buppose it is too late

They left the ear together, and two women
who had been listening with a lend-me-your-
ears intenseness looked at each other with
untranslatable meaning as one feebly

za‘s‘ ed:

. “Welll  Well! T have heard say that
Imitation is the sincerest flattery, but don’t
that beat the record?”’—Chicago Chronicle.

A TARDY RECKONING.

The Frugal Housewife Falls a Vic-
tim to the Wiles of the Crafty
Street Vemdor.

“Ste-raw-berries, nice ripe ste-raw-ber-
ries,” shouted the street vendor as his
horse jogged slowly through Bagley ave-
nue.

“How much are they?” asked the prett
young housewife who had hailed the ped-
dler by waving a towel.

“Ten cents a quart, mam. All Michigan
strawberries, and the dew’s on ’em yet,
mam.,”

“But I want a bushel. I'm going to have
a sort of a strawberry festival just amon
my relations, and I wouldn’t run out o%
them for the world.
bushel #”

“Three and a half, mam.”

“Too much. You'll have to do better than
that or I'll try some one else.”

“T'll throw off a quarter,” he said, and
she nodded so that her voice might not
betray her exultation. Then he carried in
32 of the little measures that have the waist-
band about two inches from the bottom,
received his money and did not linger.
‘Three minutes later the little woman rushed
in the street, her eyebrows knitted and her
dimpled hands clenched, one over a lead
pencil and the other over a_crumpled piece
of paper. But the peddler had vanished.—
Detroit Free Press.

How much for a

The Grand Army Officisl Route,

The comrades believe in the principle of
“staying by their friends.” Having used
the MiNxeaPoLIS & St. Louis R. R. for
several years in attending annual encamp-
ments, and always finding them obliging
and courteous as well as redeeming every
promise given in regard to superior train
service and and accommodations, that the
line has been again selected as the most de-
sireable route.

The HEAPQUARTERS SPECIAL TRAIN to
Cincinnati will leave Minneapolis & St.
Louis Stations on Sept. 3d, as follows:
8t. Paul 7:30 p. m., Minneapolis 8:00 p. m.,
Waterville 10:10 p. m., Waseea 10:20 p. m.,
arriving at Cincinnati Sunday Evening,
Bept. 4th.

he train will consist of chair car (seats
free), smoker, tourist cars ()herths #1.50,
large enough for two persons,) and Palace
slee (berths $4.00, large emough for
two}))?n‘l‘he rate is $17.50 from St. Paul and
Minneapolis, and correspondingly low from
other points. Tickets will be on sale Sept.
8, %6' good returning from Cincinnati up
to Sept, 13th, and mngaba extended to Oct.
2d, on payment of 25 cents at Office of
Joint Agent. Department Commander
Mortimer will have clmrm?t the train, in-
suring all ecomrades the best of attention.

Rates by Tue MiNxearoris & 8t. Louls
OrriciAL RouTe will be as low as any, and
the accomodations superior. Am attrac-
tive feature is the diverse route going via
Peoria and returning via Chicago. For
berth reservations and tickets write to De-

tment Commander E. W. Mortimer,

o. 1 Washington Ave. South, Minneapolis.

Forehanded.

Little Dora is so thoughtful of the future
that she mever eats dinner, but what she
thinks of supper.. She was taking her music
lesson at the piano when she asked if she
mjﬁht learn to play the harp instead. “It
will save me having to learn when I’'m an
angel,” she explained.—Pick-Me-Up.

Even an undertaker gets enthusiastic over
zoo;'i business.—Washington (Ia.) Demo-
crat.

AIDED BY MRS. PINKHAM.

Mrs. W. E. PaxtoN, Youngtown,
North Dalkota, writes about her strug-
gle to regain health after the birth of
her little girl: -

“DEArR Mgrs, PiNgmAM:—It is with
pleasure that I add my testimony to
your list, hoping that it may induce
‘others to avail themselves of your val-
uable medicine.

“ After the birth of my little girl,
three years ago, my health was very
poor. 1 had leucorrhcea badly, and a
terrible bearing-down pain which

no work. -Also had headache nearly
all the time, and dizzy feelings, Men-
struations were very profuse, appear-
ing every two weeks.

*Itook medicine from a good doctor,
but it seemed to do no good. I was
becoming alarmed over my condition,
when I read your advertisement ina
paper. I sent at once for s.bottle of
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetdble Com-
ponnd, and after taking two-thirds of
the bottle I felt so much better that I
send for two more. After using three
bottles I felt as strong and well as any
one.

41 think it is the best medicine for

recommend it to every lady I meet suf-
fering from this trouble.”

Maternity is a wonderful experience
and many women approach it wholly
unprepared. Childbirth wuider right
conditions need not terrify women.
| The advice of Mrs. Pinkham is freely
offered to all expectant mothers, and
her advice is beyond question the most
valuable to be~obtained. If Mrs. Pax-
ton had written to Mrs. Pinkham be-
fore confinement she would have béen

‘ saved much suffering. Mrs, Pi.nlrhm_ ’a

gradually grew worse, until I could do |

female weakness ever advertised, and |

Warm Weather

Weakness is quickly. overcome by the
toning and blood enriching qualities of
Hood's Sarsaparilla. 'This great medi-
cine cures that tired feeling almost as
quickly as the sun dispels the morning
mist. It also cures pimples, boils, salt
rheam, scrofula and all other troubles
originating in bad, impure blood.

Hood’s%25.

America's Greatest Medicine. &1; six for 8.
Hood’s Pills cure biliousness, indigestion.

Help for Hay-Fever.

Dr. Hayes’ treatment controls the
Asthma, relieves the itching and sneezing,
checks the catarrhal symptoms, stops the
cough and makes life endurable, at the same
time bringing about a change of constitution
which removes the cause and cures to stay
cured. If you want to know about it, write
to Dr. Hayes, Buffulo, N. Y. No charge for
book on -Fever and Asthma.

Wars Within Wars.
“Another quarrel going on next door.”
“What’s the matter this time?” )
“She wants to name the baby “Dewey
and he wants the name for his wheel.”—In-
dianapolis Journal.

G. A. R. Encampment Sept. 510. $5.00
Queen & Crescent Route, Cincinnati, C’hai&-
tanooga and return. W.C. Rinearson, Gen'l
Pass’r Agt., Cin’ti. O.

“So that is the famous playwright? But
why is it that one reads so little about him
nowadays?”’ “Oh, he has been famous too
long.”—Fliegende Blaetter.

To Cure a Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo C;uinirge Tablets. All
druggists refund money if it fails to cure. 25¢.

Her First Trip.—“What are we stopping
for now?” “\‘ye're oing to put the pilot
off.” “How ecruel! hat did the poor man
do?”—Truth.

Write W. C. Rinearson, G. P. A., Queen
% Crescent Route, Cincinnati, 0., for free
books and maps, $5.00 Cincinnati to Chatta-
nooga Excursion, Sept. 8-10.

Mamma—*“From what animal do we get
our milk?” Flossie—“From the milkman.”
—Judge.

THE EXCELLENCE OF SYRUP OF FIGS

is due not only to the originality and
simplicity of the ecombination, but also
to the care and skill with which it is
manufactured by scientific processes
known to the CALIFORNIA Fie Syrup
Co. only, and we wish to impress upon
all the importance of purchasing the
true and original remedy. As the
genuine Syrup of Figs is manufactured
by the CAvrirForNiaA Fie Syrup Co.
only, a knowledge of that fact will
assist one in avoiding the worthless
imitations manufactured by other par-
ties. The high standing of the CaLI-
FORNIA Fia@ Syrup Co. with the medi-
cal profession, and the satisfaction
which the genuine Syrup of Figs has
given to millions of families, makes
the name of the Company a guaranty
of the excellence of its remedy. It is
far in advance of all other laxatives,
as it acts on the kidneys, liver and
bowels without irritating or weaken-
ing them, and it does not gripe nor
nauseate. In order toget its beneficial
effects, please remember the name of
the Company —

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP C0.

BAN FRANCISCO, Cal
LOUISVILLE, Ey. NEW YORK, N.Y.

Lazy Liver

“X have been troubled a great deal
with a torpid liver, which produces constipa-
tion. 1found CASCARETS to beall you claim
for them, and secured such relief the 5rsf. trial,
that I purchased another su%;;ly and was com-
pletely cured. I shall only too glad to reo-
ommend Cascarets whenever the opportunity
is presented." J. A SMITH.

2020 Susquehanna Ave., Philadelphia, Ps.

Pleasant, Palatabl Potent, Taste Good.
Good, Ne:’;r Slozsn.l&’enen.aor GTripe. ng e, &
. GCURE CONSTIPATION, ...
Bterliag Remedy Company, Chlenge, Montresl, New York, 320
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