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CHAPTER 1.
A BOLT FROM THE BLUE.

“T do not drink with a thief!”

D’'Entrangues spoke in clear, distinet

tones, that rose above the hum of voices,
and everyone caught the words. [n an in-
stant the room was still. The laughter on
all faces died away, leaving them grave; and
twenty pairs of curious eyes, and twenty
curious faces, were turned toward us. It was
so sudden, so unexpected, this jarring dis-
cord in our harmony, that it fell as if a bolt
from a mangonel, or a shot from omne of
Messer Novarro’s new guus, had dropped
in amongst us. Even that, I take it, would
have caused less surprise, although for the
present Lhere was a truce in theland. Pros-
pero Colonna turned half round in his seat
and looked at me. Our host and commander,
old Ives d’Alegres, who was pouring him-
self out a glass of white vernaccia, held the
decanter in mid-air, an expression of blank
amazement in his blue eyes. Even the
Englishman, Hawkwood, who sat next to
me, was startled out of his habitual calm.
Every eye was on us, on me where I sat
dazed, and on D’Entrangues, who was lean-
ing back clightiy, a forced smile on his face,
the finzers of one hand playing with the
empty glass before him, whilst with the
other he slowly twisted his long red mus-
tache. [ was completely taken aback.
Only that afternoon I parted from D’En-
trangues, apparently on the best of terms.
We had played together and he had won
my crowns. It is true he was not paid in
full at the time; but he knew the word of
s Savelli. On leaving, Mme. D’Entrangues
asked me to join her hawking party for the
worrow, and he urged the invitation. 1
accepted, and backed my new peregrine
against I¥Entrangues’ old hawk Bibbo for
ten crowhs, the best of three flights, and
the wager was taken. Never, indeed, had
1 known him so cordial. I did not like the
man, but for his wife's sake was friendly to
bhim. Of a truth, there were few of the
youngsters in Tremouille’s camp who wera
pot in love with her, and some of us older
fellows tno, though we hid our feelings bet-
ter. I was grateful to madame. She had
been kind to me after the affair of San
Miniato. when a Florentine pike somehow
found its way through my breastplate. In-
deed, I may say I owed my recovery to her
nureing. In return I had been of some serv-
ice to her in the retreat up the valley of the
Taro, after Fornovo—she called it saving her
life. In this manner a friendship sprang up
Lbetween us which was increased by the op-
portanities we had of meeting whilst the
army lay inactive before Arezzo. Long years
of eamp life made me fully appreciate the
soclety of a woman, remarkable alike for
her beauty and her talent; and she, on the
other hand, felt for me, I was sure, only
that friendship which it is possible for a
good woman to hold for a man who is not
her husband.

1 do nol for one moment mean to imply
that Doris D’Entrangues was perfection.
I knew her to be wayward and rash, some-
t'mes foolish, if you will; but withal a pure
woman. I soon found she was unhappjy,
and in time she got into a way of confiding
her troubles to me, and they were not a
few, for D’Entrangues was—what all men
knew him to be. Finding that I couid be of
help to madame, I avoided all difference
with the husband, and for her sake was, as
I ha%e said, friendly to him. Perhaps my
course of action was not prudent; but who
is there amongst us who is always guided by
the head? At any rate, I expiated my fault.
and paid the price of my folly to the end of
the measure.

As I sat in the now silent supper-room
with the man's words buzzing in my ears, a
:urious recollection of a scene that oc-
curred about a month ago eame back to me.
Madamne and I had overridden ourselves
hawking, and I had dismounted at her re
quest and gathered for her a poay of yellow
coromilla and scarlet amaryllis. This, in her
quick, implusive way, she held to her hus-
band’s face when we met him, a half league
or 8o on our way back, saying: “See what
lovely flowers Di Savelli has given me!” He
snatelied them from her hand, and flung
them under his horse with an oath, adding
sometRing which I did not catch. Madame
flushed crimson, and the incident ended
there, for I did not care to press the matter.

It ali came back to me now, in the oddest
manner, as I sat staring at D’Entrangues.
He had come in late to the supper, and.
after greeting D’Alegres, slipped into the
seat opposite me in silence. Across him
two men were discussing a series of thefts
that had recently disturbed us. They were
not comihon thefts, such as are of daily oc-
currence in a military eamp; but were the
work of zome one both daring and enter-
pricing. Even then the matter would noi
have attracted the attention it did but for
the loss of a ruby circlet by Duchess de la
Tremouiile, which, besides its intrinsic
value, was the gift of a king. Mme. de la
Tremouille made an outery, and the duke,
as the matter touched him, was leaving no
stone unturned to find the thief. Tt had
come to be that every robbery in the camp
was put down to this same light-fingered
gentleman; and Visconti, one of the two men
who were digcussing the question, was loud-
ly lamenting the loss of a rare medallion of
which he had just been relieved. Through-
out their conversation D’Entrangues,
thcugh once or twice addressed, spoke no
word, but maintained a moody silence.
When the wine was circling round I, being
warmed, and wishing to stand well with the
husband of nadame made some rallying al-
lusion to our match for the morrow, and
offered to drink to him. Hisreply is known.

The silence which followed his speech was
so utter that one may have heard a feather
fall; and then some one, I know not who,
laughed shortly. The sound brought me to
myself, and in fury, bardly knowing what
I was doing, I jumped up and drew my dag-

, but was instantly seized by Colonna and
wkwood. The latter was a man of great

. size, and between ‘him and Colonna I was

helpless. .
“Give him rope,” whispered Hawkwood,

. and his voice was kind, “this is not an affair

#o be settled with a poniard thrust.”
_;l'he whole room was in an uproar now, all

crowding around us; D’Entrangues half-
risen from his seat, his hand on his sword,
and I quivering in the grasp of my kind en-
emies. Old Ives d’Alegres rushed forwards.
“Silence, gentlemen!” he called out, “re-
member I command here. Savelli, give up
that dagger; D’Entrangues, your sword.
Now, gentlemen, words have been usedl
which blood alone cannot wash out. M.
d’Entrangues, I await your explanation!”

“Liar!” 1 shouted out, “you will give it
to me at the sword’s point,” and big Hawk-
wood’s restraining arms tightened over me.

“Thanks,” replied D’Entrangues, “you
remember the sword &t last; a moment be-
fore I saw in your hands your natural
weapon.”

“A truce to this, sirs!
terrupted D’Alegres.

‘“Your pardon,” said D’Entrangues. “Gen-
tlemen, you want an explanation. It is
simple enough. We have a thief in our
midst, and he is there.”

“A thief!—Di Savelli!” called out a dozen
voices, and Ives d’Alegres said: “Impos-
sible! you are mad, D’Entrangues.”

“Ne more, sir, than you, or anyone of us
here. I confess, though, I thought I was
mad when I first knew of it, for this man
has been my comrade, we have fought side
by side, and he has borne himself as a gal-
lant soldier. I thought I was mad, I say,
when I first knew of this; but the proofs
are too strong.”

“What are they?”
shortly.

“You shall have them. You ail know
there have been a series of unaccountable
thefts amongst us lately. The duchess’ ru-
Lies have gone. Hardly a lady but has lost
some valuable, my wife, amongst other
things, a bracelet. The thief did not confine
his attentions to the fair sex; but visited
us men as well. They were not common
thefts. From the circumstances attending
them, the robber must have known us in-
timately, and had easy access to our quar-
ters. Up to now the matter has been a
mystery. A lot of people have been wrong-
ly suspected, and two poor wretches are
ucw swinging on the gibbet, condemned for
rothing that I know of.”

“lt was done by my orders, sir,” said
D' Alegres, “the matter is beside the point.”

“I stand corrected, general. Some little
time ago a fortunate chance revealed to me
who the culprit was. I made no sign, but
set to work until complete proofs were in my
hands.”

“You have said so before. ~Why beat
about the bush? If you have proofs, pro-
duce them.”

“A moment, sir. May I ask any of you
to state what your most recent losses have
been?”

“My medallion by Cimabue,” put in Vis-
conti, in his drawling voice.

“Fifty fat gold crowns in a leather bag,”
grumbled Hawkwood, “the residue of Ab-
bot Basilio’s ransom. God send such an-
other prize to me, for I know not how to pay
my lances.”

There was a little laugh at Hawkwood’s
moan, but it soon stilled, and, one by one,
each man stated his latest loss.

“Gentlemen, you interrupt M. D’Entran-
gues. Let us end this painful scene.”

“There is but one thing more, sir. Iask
you now to have this””—D’Entrangues indi-
cated me with an insolent look—*“this per-
son’s quarters searched.”

Whilst he was speaking, D’Alegres gave a
whispered order to a young officer, who left
the room immediately, allhough with a
somewhat discontented air at being sent
away. As D’Entrangues finished, the door
was opened, a couple of files of Swiss in-
fantry entered, and with them Braccio For-
tebraccio, our provost-marshal. At a sign
from DY’ Alegres one of the files surrounded
me, the other D'Entrangues, and Braccio
called out in a loud voice: “Ugo di Savelli,
and Crepin D’Entrangues, I arrest you in
the king's name!”

“At your service, provost,” said D’En-
trangues, with a bow, “my sword is already
given up. May I ask, sir,” he continued,
turning to Alegres, “if you will put my
proofs to the test?”

“At once. Provost, lead your prisoners
to M. di Savelli’s quarters.”

“Thank God!” The expressiom burst
from me, so great was my relief. I was
sure of being acquitted, and madame or no
madame, I should kill D’Entrangues the
following day, even though I knew Tre-
mouille had sworn to hang the next man
caught duelling within the jurisdiction of
his camp. We were, as I have stated, at
Arezzo, and had passed the winter there,
in the truce following the expulsion of the
duke of Bari from Lombardy. It had, how-
ever, become necessary to menace the pope,
who was hilt deep in intrigue as well as
crime, and Tremouille leaving Monsignore
d’Amboise in Milan, marched south, and
with the aid of our Florentine allies held the
Borgis and Bpain in check. Acting under
the advice of Trevulzio, Ives d’ Alegres, and
others, the duke had not entered the town;
but kept us in camp near Giove, outside the
walls. The gates of the city and the citadel
were, however, at the same time strongly
garrisoned, and Trevulzio held command
within. It was all the more urgent to keep
the main body of the troops outside the
walls, as threy were composed, with the ex-
ception of a few French regiments, mainly
of mercenaries, and by holding the town
with picked men, upon whom he could rely,

I await you,” in-

D’Alegres spcke very

Tremouille would be able, in case of any

change of front on the part of his mercen-
aries, to have them between two fires.
Ives d’Alegres, who then acted as lieutenant
general to the duke, was immediately in
command of the camp, and had fixed his
headquarters in a large villa, the property
of the Accolti, and it was here that the sup-
per, which ended so disastrously for me,
was given. My quarters were but a bow-
shot or two away, in the direction of the
town. When we reached them I was sur-
rrised to find at the door my servant Tarbes
in the hands of two of the marshal’s men,
a half troop of French lancers drawn up be-
fore my tent, and my own small condotta of
ten lances, which I had raised for the war
by pawning my last acre, all under guard.
As if any attempt gt rescue were possible!

T saw in a moment, that this accounted for’

D'Entrangues’ Lite arrival at the supper;
but entered the tent sure of the results. A
dozen blazing torches threw a clear enough
light, and D’Alegres briefly requested the
provost to begin the search. The practiced
hands of the field police did this very ef:
fectually, but to no purpose, and I felt that
the faces of all were looking friendly towards
me. D’Entrangues seemed nervous, and
his sallow cheek was pale.

“S8end for Tarbes,” he said, and at a word
from the provost my knave wasled in. This
man was a Spaniard, whom I had taken into
my service, some little while ago, on the
rccommendation of D’'Entrangues. Except
on one occasion when he lost, or maybe
stole, a pair of silver spurs, for which 1
cuffed him roundly, he had served me well.
At the present moment he seemed overcome
with fear, trembled in every linb, and re-
fused to look at me.

“Signor Tarbes,” said the provost, “do
you know what the wheel is?”

The man made no answer, and Braeccio
went on:

“Signor Tarbes, we want a little infor-
mation which I am persuaded you possess.
If you give it freely we will be merciful; if
you prevaricate, if you attempt to conceal
anything, we will do to you what we did
to the death hunters dfter San Miniato—
you remember?”

“Speak freely, Tarbes. There is no fear,”
I added.

“Even your master, the excellent cava-
liere, advises you, and I must say advises
you well,”” continued Braccio. “Signor
Tarbes, you will now show us,” and he
rubbed his hands together softly, “where
the valliant knight, Ugo di Savelli, keeps
his prizes of war, the spoils of his bow and
spear—I was going to say fin—"

“Have a care, sir,” said D’ Alegres, stern-
ly, “you are here to do your duty, not to
play the jester.” DBraccio shrank back at
hie look, and the general turned to Tarbes:
“In brief, we want to know, if your master,
M. di Savelli, has any concealed property
here? Will you answer at once, or do you
prefer to be put to the question?”

“I will speak—say anything, my lord—
only have mercy. Iswear what I say is true.
His excellency, my master, has nothing be-
yond what you have seen—and whal lies in
the leather valise under this rug.”

Now this rug in question lay flat on the
turf, on which my tent stood, and at the
time of the search D’Alegres and others
were standing on it. Owing to this, and to
the crowded state of the tent, it had hither-
to escaped the attention which it would
doubtless have received sooner or later, for
nothing cver passed Braccio’s eyes. In a
moment the rug was sweptaside, and, as the
torches were held to the turf, it was evident
that it had been dug away and then replaced
somewhal carelessly.

Bruccio was in his element.

“Pouf!” he exclaimed, “a clumsy ama-
teur after all! I thought better of his valor.
Here! give me a pike! And hold the torches
so!”

With the sharp point of the pike he
quickly cleared away the turf, and, stoop-

Opened the valise and spread the contents om a
high camp table.

ing down, lifted up from the hole he ex-
posed a small brown valise, which had been
concealed in the earth. The interest was
now intense. Everyone crowded round
Braccio. Even the vigilance of the guards
over me completely relaxed. I felt a touch
on my shoulder, and, looking back, saw
Hawkwood.

“Would you like to go?” he whispered,
rapidly. “My horse is ready saddled—you
know where to find him.”

I thanked him with a look, but shook my
head, and the giant fell back.

“Shall I break it open, excellency?” and
DBraccio held the bag out to D’ Alegres.

“My master has the key,” put in Tarbes;
“I know no more,”

“I—the key!” I exclaimed. “Villain, the
bag is nol mine!”

“lt bears your arms, however;” DBraccio
pointed to a little metal plate on which
they were diatinctly engraved.

“You must, I am afraid, submit to the fur-
ther indignity of being searched,” said
D’Alegres.

There was no hope in resistance, and 1
endured this. Braccio himself searched me,
and almost as soon as he began pulled from
on inner pocket of my vest a small key, at-
tached to a fine gold chain.

“Here is the noble knight’s key,” he ex-
claimed, “and see; it fits =xactly!” He
turned it in the lock, opened the valise and
emptied the contents out on a rough camp
table. A low murmur went up, for amongst
the small heap of articles were Hawkwood’s
leather bag, and madame’s bracelet, whilst
something rolled a little on one side, and
fell off softly to the turf. A soldier picked
it up, and placed it face upwards on the
table—the lost medallion.

One by one D' Alegres held up the articles
sadly, and I looked round in my agony on
the faces of those who but an hour ago were
ny friends. They had all shrunk back from
me, and 1 was alone within the circle of the
guards. D’Entrangues stood with folded
arms, and a smile on his lips, and Tarbes
glanced from eide to side, like an ape seek-
ing chance for escape. I looked towards
Haowkwood, but even his face was hard and
sct.

“l do not wee the duchess’ rubies here,”
said D’Alegres.

“I am prepared to produce them to-mor-
row,” replied D'Entrangues; “in the mean-
time, I trust you have sufficient proof.”

“Give M. d’Entrangues his sword. You
need not fight this man,” D’Alegres added,
pointing to me, “even if he challenges you.
Were you a French subject,” he said to me,
“I would hang you in your boots; as it is, I
will submit the case to the duke. D’En-
trangues, I hold you to your word about the
rubies. Provost, see that your prisoner is
carefully guarded. You will answer for lgm
with your life.” -
',‘P:iuomr, your excellency! = There are
two. ' i
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“]l have restored M. d’Entrangues his
sword.”

“There is still another,” and the provost
pointed to Tarbes.

“Pah!” exclaimed D’Alegres, “hang him
out of hand—come, gentlemen!”

One by one they went out. Not another
lock did they give me. I heard the tread of
feet, and the sound of voices in eager con-
versation, dying out in the distance, I stood
a8 in a dream. Tarbes had been dragged
away speechless, and half fainting. When
he was outside he found voice, and 1 heard
him alternately cursing D’ Alegres and D’En-
trangues and screaming for mercy. Braccio
touched me on the arm.

“Come, signore,” he said, “you, at any
rate, have a few hours left.” .

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

JAPANESE HUMOR.

Some Stray Samples of It That Have
Deen Found in the
Newspapers.

The Japanese newspapers make near-
ly as much use of jokes as the Ameri-
can press and, in spite of the differ-
ences of languages and custopis, Amer-
ican jokes are thoroughly enjoyed oy
the Japs when translated into their
tongue.

An example of Japanese humor is the
story of iwo deif men who, meeting
each other one morning, indulged in
this dialogue:

First Deaf Man—Good morning. Are
you going to buy sake (rice wine) ?

Second Deaf Man—Oh, excuse me; I
thought you we?e going to buy sake.

A toper, feeling “headachy” after a
spree, had falleti asleep. He dreamed
that he had found a sack of sake and
licked his chops before tasting it. “How
delicious!” he exnlaimed. “It would be
proper to report the find at police head-
ouariers, but a windfall like this sake
—no! no! Well, shall I take a glass?
No, there will be hothing lost by wait-
ing until I warm 1t. He was just going
to set it to warm vhen the midday gun
awoke him, wher¢upon he ruefully ex-
claimed: *“Oh, what a pity it was I
did not drink it col#!"

Another story is about a dog:

“You told me tha® when a dog barked
he would leave off if one wrote ‘tiger’
on his palm and keyt his fist clinched.

“A European dog fi»w at me as I was
coming home late I?~t night. So I
stuck my fist out and *ust look how 1
got bitten.”

“Oh! Probably it wa* 2 dog who had
not yat learned Japanese "writing.”

In the Pursuit of Fiskion.—Two
young men having met in front of a
haberdasher’s shop, one of theiz waved
his hand and cried out:

“l have much to say, but business
calls e home. I must put off the con-
versation for a few days, when I will
see you at your house.”

The other asked him what this busi-
ness might be; whether any of his fam-
ily had been taken ill.

“Oh, no,” replied the first young man.
“I have been getting a kerchief which
my wife commissioned me to buy. The
reason why I said I couldn't stop i# that
it would be an awful thing f6f her to
fall behind the fashion while I was
loitering on the way.”—Chicago Chron-
icle.

Cornwall’s Buried Treasure.

The fortune of a Croesus lies buried
under the sands and rocks near Gun-
walloe, in the Lizard district of Corn-
wall. In 1574 a Spanish ship, bearing
a freight of $17,000,000 and many bacs
of gold to London for safe custody that
could not be found in Spain, was
wrecked amid the sand and rocks some
distance from the shore—a cruel, muyr-
derous-looking shore. This more than
a fortune has been buried since. A
part of the treasure was once secured
by an enterprising Cornishman (the
government claiming its toll), and
more than one band of speculators has
tried to rob the sea of its spoil and has
been defeated by the great Atlantis
rollers and driven home out of pocket,
but yet not without hope. There la
some talk of making another search for
this hidden wealth; but Cornishmen
have been so bitten in many ventures
that they may well bution up thefr
pockets.—London Qutlook.

An Appreciative Reader,

Thomas Scott, the celebrated com-
mentator on the Bible, published aa
edition of Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress
with explanatory notes. A copy of this
work he benevolently presented to one
of his poor parishioners. Meeting him
soon after, Mr. Seott inquired whether
he had read it.

“Yes, sir,” was the enthusiastic reply.

“Do you think you understand it?"

“Oh, yes, sir,” the parishioner an-
swered, with the unexpected and dis-
appointing addition, “and ¥ hope befora
long I shall understand the notes.”—8t.
Louis Globe-Demoerat.

A Paper of Tacks.

We all regret to-day what we did yee-
terday. Will we regret the day after
to-morrow, what we do to-morrow? [
it not the only safe way to do nothing
at all?

Life is a sad riddle. There is, at last,
only one way out—to give it up.

A hog may act the part of a man with-
out knowing it. A man can never act
the part of a hog without knowing it.—
Hardware.

: Quack-Quackl]

Great Editor—Why In the world
don't you advertise your address in
the newspapers?

Eminent Physician—People would
think me a quack. Why den’t you sign
Your name to the articles you write for
Your paper?

Great Editor—People would think me
a goose.—N. Y. Weekly.

A Domble Portion.
“She married him to apite a girl
friend.”
“But she afterwards divorced him.”
“Yes; that was to enadle him teo
marry: the same girl friend and en
Joy! more spite.”—Philudelphis Nortk.
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VARITY OF GREATNESS.

One Young Man Who Found Out That
He Never Would Be
Missed.

“You seemed depressed this evening,”
said Hamblin, as Flagg, who was generally
on pretty good terms with himself, lit his
:lighth cigarette and then threw it away,

ter taking two whiffs.

“Yes, I am,” was the reply. . “There’s no
use trying to be anybody in this world.”

“Oh, come, brace up,” Hamblin urged.
“What's gone wrong? You ought to be
ashamed to let yourself be cast down, after
the streak of good luck you've had. Here
you are on the sunny side of 30, and a firm
doing a business of $1,000,000 a year has
made you its chief buyer, with a salary that
would keep three or four good-sized families
in luxury. You've had a trip to Europe at
the house’s expense and you—"

“Hold on,” Flagg interrupted, “you’ve
struck the very thing that bothersme. You
k_miawi Ml:s g)ollnger—that beautifu}}. sta.tellly

y introduced you to one night in the

urkwells’ box? .

“I called on her last evening. I used to
call there every week or two, before I start-
ed across to the other side. Well, more
than three months had elafased since I had
seen her last. Of course, I concluded that
my trip was an apology enough for the fact
r.!aat IIbead ntﬁkqa led.b t:ly. so without any
ado an ing about my experiences in
Paris. &'h&t do you think she na;.)idr?"

“Oh, I can't guess.”
s ‘Yv‘ hy, have you been out of the city? ”
hicago Evening News,

HE DID NOT HAVE IT.

How a Joshing Judge Salted Downa
a Delightfully Fresh
Young Man,

William Lightfoot Visscher tells this char-
acteristic storfr of Hon. Isaac Parker, famous
as the terrible judge at Fort Smith, Ark.,
who probably sentenced more men to be ex-
ecuted than any other judge that ever lived.
This was not, however, because he was so
unrelentingly severe, but because he had
the hardest and most numerous lot of erim-
inals to deal with that ever came within the
jurisdiction of such an official. One day
when there was an unusually large batch of
culprits to be sentenced, the judge looked
compasisonately over his speetacles at one
young scamp, and said:

“In_ conmtferaﬁinnl of the youth and in-
experience of this prisoner I shall let him off
with a fine of ’”

Before the judge had done speaking the
very fresh young man coolly stretched his
right leg and ran his hand into his trousers’
pocket on one side, remarking nonchalantly
as he did so: :

“That’s all hunky, judge; I've got that
much right here in my jeans.”

“And one year in the penitentiary,” con-
cluded the judge. Then looking over at the
convict in a quizzical sort of way, he added:
“Do you hapﬁen to have that in your jeana?”
—Woman’s Home Companion.

His Motto.

A New York merchant recently adver.
tised for an office boy. The first lad that
went to try for the position was asked what
his motto in life was.

“The same as yours, sir,” answered the

“How do you know my motto?” asked the
manager. !

"{it' tells you on the door, sir; it says
push!”

The boy was employed at once.—Cincin-
nati Enquirer.

Never be at your gla.ce of business when
a person_wants to borrow money of you,
because if you are in you will be out, but
if you are out You will be in,—Town and
Country Journal.

Some persons have done a great deal to
run down cyclists and, on the other hand,
some cyclists have done a good deal to run
down other persons.—L. A. W. Bulletin.

“ Evil Dispositions
Are Early Shown.”’

Just so evil in the blood
comes out in shape of scrof-
ula, pimples, etc., in children
and young people. Taken in
time it can be eradicated by
using Hood's Sarsaparilla.
In older people, the aftermath
of irregular living shows it-
self in bilious conditions, a
heavy head, a foul mouth,

a general bad feeling.

It is the blood, the impure blood,
friends, which is the real case. Purify
that with Hood’s Sarsaparilla and
happiness will reign in your hmily.

Blood Polson—"1 lived in abed of fire
'for years owing to blood poisoning that fol-
lowed small pox. It broke out allover my
body, itching intensely. Tried docors and
hospitals in vain. I tried Hood's farsapa-
rilla. Ithelped. I kept at it and vas en-

tirely cared. I could go on the howetops
and shout about it.” Mgs. J. T. WIL1aMs,
Carbondale, Pa.

Scrofula Sores —" My baby at two
months had scrofula sores on cheek and
arm. Local applications and physiciyns’
medicine did little or no good. Hood’s Sar-
saparilla cured him permanently. He is
now four, with smooth fair skin.” Mas,
8. 8, WrotEN, Farmington, Del,

JNever Disappoints

Hood's Pills cure liver flls; non-irritating and
the only cathartic to take with Hood's Sarsaparilia.

It Beats the Band.

The newest and most inspiring piece of
sheet music, arranged for piano, is ‘‘The
Pioneer Limited Mareh,” composed by
Capt. Frederick Phinney, Bandmaster
United States Band, Chicago, published by
5. Brainard’s Sons Co., Chica, I ; dis-
tributed only by the Chicago, Milwaukee &
8t. Paul way, Enclose é!ty (50) cents
and address J.” T. Conley, Asst. General
i’ha_ssenzer Agent, 365 Robert St., St. Paul,

no.

Her Maiden Aim.

Hoax—So young Goldrox has taken a
wife. What was ier maiden name?

Joax—Her maiden aim seems to have
been to marry Goldrox, and she proved an
unusually good shot for a woman.—Phila-
delphia Record.

Crescent Hotel, Eureka Springs, Ar-
kansas,

Opens February 23, In the Ozark Moun-
tains. Delightful cilmate. Beautiful scenery.

nequaled medicinal waters. Cheap ex-
cursion rates. Through sleepers via Frisco
Line. Address J. O. Plank, Manager, Room
H, Arcade, Century Building, or  Frisco
Ticket Office, No. 101 N. roadway, St.
Louis, Mo.

Keeping It Up to the Last,

Dix—I understand Windig, the attorney,
is _seriously ill.
. Hix—Yes; I met his physician this morn-
ing, and he says he is lying at death’s door.
That’s just like a lawyer.”—Chicago
Evening News.

Some people are constantly so busy that
you can’t get them, to do anything they

ought to do.—Washington Democrat.

MISSOURI'S WAR GOVERNOR
Restored to Health By Pe-ru-na.

A LETTER FROM THE AUDITOR OF THE INTERIOR.

GOV. T. C. FLETCHER.

Hon, Thomas C. Fletcher, the noted
war Governor of the State of Missouri,
is a great friend of Pe-ru-na. Hewrites:
Th(;ahPe-rn-na Drug M'f’g Co.,Columbus,

io:

Gentlemen—For years I have been
afflicted with chronie catarrh, which
has gone through my wholesystem,and
no one knows the torture and misery I
have passed through. My doctor has
prescribed various remedies, and I have
never found any relief uxtil I was per-
suaded by a friend to use Dr.Hartman’s
Pe-ru-na. After the use of one bottle T
feel like a new man. It also cured me
of a dropping I had in my throat, and
built my system up generally. To those
who are suffering with catarrh I take
pleasure in recommending your great
medicine. Very respectfully,

Thomas C. Fletcher,

Everything that affects the welfare of
the people is a legitimate subject of
comment to the real statesman. The
statesman is not a narrow man. Itis
the politician who is narrow. The true
statesman looks out on the world as it
is, and seeks, as far asis in his power,to
remedy evils and encourage the good.
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HON. WM. YOUNGBLOOD.

Treasury Department,
Office of Auditor for Interior,

Washington, D, C., Dec 10, 1898.

The Pe-ru-na Drug M'f’g Co., Columbus,

Ohio:

Gentlemen—I've often heard of your
great medicine and have persuaded my
wife, who has been much of a sufferer
from catarrh, to try Pe-ru-na, and after
using one bottle she has wonderfully
improved. It has proved all you have
claimed for it, and I take pleasure in
recommending it to anyone who is af-
flicted with catarrh. Yours,

Wm. Youngblood,
Auditor for the Interior.

Catarrh in its various forms is rapid-
ly becoming a mational curse. An un-
doubted remedy has been discovered by
Dr. Hartman. This remedy has been
thoroughly tested during the pastforty
years. Prominent men have come to
know of its virtues and are making pub-
lic utterances on the subject. To save
the country we must save the people.
To save the people we must protect
them from disease. The disease thatis
at once the most prevalent and stub-
born of cure is catarrh.
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w Send your address on a postal and
we will send you our 158 page illus-
§ trated catalogue free.

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO.,

80 Winchester Ave., NEW HAVEN, CONN.
3333395333 39933293 :

A COOD CARDEN

is & pleasure and a profit. Gregory's seed book di-
rects a right beginning. G ry's Seed insure the
most suecessful ending. Get the book now it's free.

JAMES J. H. GREGORY & SON. Marblehead, Masa,

DRO Ps NEW DISCOVERY; gives

quick relief and cures worss
cases. Book of testimonials and 10 days'
ment Free. DR, IL . GREEX'S i e

BOKS, Box C, Atlasts, €a. -

READERS OF THIS PAPER
DESIRING TO BUY ANYTHING
ADVERTIBED IN ITS COLUMNS
BHOULD INSIST UPON HAVING
WHAT THEY ASK FOR, REFUBING
ALL SUBSTITUTES OR IMITATIONS.
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