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Jhe Jecret of the Pillow.

|
{ London. Black and White. .
The rural population of East Anglia is,
.89 a rule, ignorant not only of that kind
iof kKnowledge which comes from educa-
,)Uun but of matters that every country-
man might be expected to be learned in
from daily observation. The names and
habits of birds and wild animals seem
10 interest the Kkeepers and poachers
plone. The nature and properties of herbs
.'nn-i roots are only known to the wise

iwomen and men, who are still looked
fpon askance as having ‘‘some’at curious”
yabout them. Although parts of what is
Heft of old common lands teem with vi-
ipers, the usual belief is that they sting
with their tongues. Pike, eels and frogs

jhave the credit of growing from nothing,
,or “of heing gene ated from the weeds

the ferryman’'s beer house, a2 black hump
of low buildings, stood dismally solitary.
The track of marshmen’'s footsteps led
me straight to the llggers, and the path
was almost as direct as the erow flies.
When I got to the river wall the welght
of wind made itself felt even more. The
river was rough, with “broken [Ipper, and
very high, though the tide was the tail of
the ebb. Against the landing stage a
bell hung from a bar between a couple
of eight-foot supports, This was the call
to the ferry house, which was on the
other side of the water. When I pulled
the worn, filthy cord that sawung be-
tween the posts, the heoarse, cracked
clang was whirred away on the wind, so
that it seemed hardly loud enough to
reach over the river. I had to pull thrice
before I saw the door of the beer house
open. The ferryman slouched on to the
pontoon-like ferryboat, cast loose, and
began grinding across the cHain. The
wind caught the boat and drove it to lee-
ward. I could see the strain on the chaln
made the work terribly hard. At last the
cumbrous old craft bumped against the
wooden station, and I and Dan _stepped
aboard. g

“Quiet, sir,” T said to my dog, for he
was growling and showing hig teeth at
the ferryman without any reason that I

and ooze of the dykes.. Here and there
labcut the marshes a strain of Romany
bloed is crossed with the old Danish and
Scandinavian stock. It is from this origin
that the wifches and wizards mostly
Epring, and it is among this class that
curious recipes and still more curious in-
cantations may even now be found.

I was talking to this effect one night
last winter in the kichen of an old-fash-
ioned marsh public house, where I was
putting up for a few days’ wild-fowl
shooting. The only other occupant of the
room was a young doctor, who happened
| SR e

WITH LOUISE

A handsome youth, some sticks, a ball,
A little god who winks

Blindly on subjects—that is all
With Louise on the links.
PBirarge how the level stretch of green

came so fair; Methinks

1iry's wand waved o'er the scene,

ON THE LINKS.

R e ———

Instead of golf, ‘hearts” is the game,
‘Well does she know, the minx!

If one is broken lay the blame
With Louise on the links.

'

Which is the winner, man or maid?
Cupid the caddy winks

To see the funny things that's played

Vitl ise 0 > links. With Louise on the links.
With Louise on the links, I et
|
%o be lodging at the inn for the same rea- | could see. The man was a stalwart,

son as myself. He was a decent sportsman
and we had been out flight-shooting to-
gether two or three times ‘“between the
gights.”

smiled rather grimly at what I was
g “Yes,” he said, “that is so.
mostly as ignorant as they are
. But when you do come across
g marshman, with a touch of
blood in him, sometimes he
bit too much. I very nearly lost
my life a few years ago owing to an ex-

periment in toxicology that would have
credit to Prof. Tidy, himself.
» dickens you did!” said I. “Let's
the yarn.”

““No,” he answered, “I won't tell it. I
shouldn’t like to have it overheard in this
house, and marsh inns are tricky places.
T'lt tell you what I'll do, I'Il write it out
¥or vou, and give it you on the morning
{ leave here.”

“All right,” I replied. *“It’s deuced mys-
Xeri 3ut just as you like.”

W he went up town a few days aft-
erwa he handed me the manuseript he
Bad g ared in fulfillment of his prom-
ise tnow the country he writes about
and can vouch for the accuracy of his
descriy n, as far as that goes. As for
khe rest, the reader must take his word
for it

Some few years ago T went down to the

¢ inn at Frogsthorpe for a
sport amongst the fowl. The birds
* rather scarce on.the marshes about
>, but I heard that some large par-
[ geese had been seen on the other
of the old river, and I determind
to try my luck over there one evening.
0ld Gully and Deeap-un wanted to come

with me. They spoke mysteriously of
» visi who had disappeared on the
Ru. zham level and had never been
he: of since. But I only imagined
they disliked the thought of a stranger
getting any of my spare cash. T0 them
such idea seemed a robbery of them-
selves. But I always like to find local
assistance on my flighting excurslons, so
I poo-poohed the warnings of the old
fellows. They bore no malice. They
pointed out the way across the marsh to
the Roshington horse ferry and deseribed
the localities of the various planks across

he dykes, that they called “liggers,” by
which the six miles round could be short-
ened to_two.' I started over the Frogs-
dhorpe cl about 3, It was a cold, dull

afternoon, and a sduthwest wind blew
down from wup river out of a mass of
roliing clouds that .romised more wind
to-come. The Wide stretch to the river

was cheerless“and dreary, Even my lit-
tie ‘cocker spaniel Dan seemed depressed
till I picked ap a couple of snipe as I

went along.

It was impossible to mis-
take the

way. Over to the northwest

TIRED OF PAYING DOCTORS’
& aeBILLS.
Mrs. Emma Watson, living at 807
South Frent' street, Philadelphi¥, Pa.,
writes: “My husband and I have suf-
fered for years with indigestion.” We
tried : everything our friends recom-
mended (after tiring of doctors’ ad-
vice and expense), but obtained only
temporary relief, until we began to
take Ripans Tabules. After using
them on and off for three months we
were entirely cured. We are never
4 without them in the house or when
we. go, away. - We have recommended
thém to ‘all of our friends at home
and .in..the country, -where we have
a friend who now sells them in his
grocery store, through our recom-
mending them. We cannot say how
thankful we are to yo@ for the.good
they did for us both, and wpuld
gladly have you use this, as it may
be of benefit to others.”

ot

Thers is scarcaly any condition of Ul health
that is not benefited by the occasional uss of a
R.LP.A.N.S Tabule, and ths price, 10 for 51
cents, does not them from any -homs or

‘ ’““,'f;’, anyons inenduringills that ars easily

_cur -For sale by all druggists.

good-looking specimen of the marshes,
sixty years of age—very dark, and with
the restless eyes and lank, greasy-looking
hair that proclaimed his swarthiness to
be Romany rather than Danish.

‘“‘Arternewn, sir,”” he said.

“Kosko Divous,” I answered, to see if
he were real Romany or only a cross.

“Whassay?” he sald.

“Good afternoon, I mean,” I replied,
having found out that he was ignorant
of the gypsy tongue. “Plenty o’ wind.”

““Ah, that fare wery blustery, that
dew,” said he; “that blow somethin’ hud.
That whoolly pulled the sweat out 0" me
grindin’ acrost.” He drew the back of
his hand across his forehead.

“Never mind,” I said, laughing;
enjoy a pint all the more.”

“Thanky, sir,” he said, brightening up.
‘“What, ha'e ye come over for a
shewt—? Blarm that ere dog!” (Fjor
Dan was sniffing round his calves with
every symptom of dislike.) ‘Do he fare
uiet?”
qI reassured him, and explained'why I
had come.

“I'll goo along o’ ye,” he said. ‘“Noo-
bardy can’t show ye moor spoort 'an me,
I'll maake ve a bet on’t. But d’'ye know
what, sir? Wew’H never be aable to git
acrost agin tonight arter flightin’-time.
Yew'll ha'e to stop at the ferry house.
My missus’ll maake ye whoolly comfer-
able.”

“I didn’t much like the look of the tu
ble-down old place. It was a quaint mix=
ture of building materials. Part had the
old-fashioned mud walls, part was flint,
part wood and part brick. All was thick-
ly tarred over, to ‘keep out the
weather.” A fifteen-foot dyke ram along
one side of the house, and the marsh
crept away two or three miles before a
belt of landward timber showed where
the land commenced. The marsh road
went winding along, defined by a border
of pollard willows on each side, The
place was lonely indeed. I didn't like the
look of it. Neither did I like the glimmer
of greed I saw flash across the ferry-
man’s face when I pulled out my presen-
tation watch to see how long I had been
coming across. I felt I was an ass to
carry a handsome gold hunter about the
marshes,

But a pleasant-faced” and  pleasant-
sroken hostess showed me a decent room,
plainly but cleanly furnished, and I final-
ly agreed that if the wind increased amnd
the river got worse I would spend the
night at the Ferry inn.

“After all,” I thought, ‘‘they are not
likely to play tricks on a man with a
double-barreled gun and a dog.”

I needn’t bother you with the flighting.
You know more about.the charm of it
than I can tell you. We got ‘three couple
and a half of geese, a mallard, and a
couple of widgeon, so I was well satisNgd,
although my host (whom I discovered to
be named Ben Pope) killed four of the
geese and one of the widgeon with his
enormous muzzle-loader. My suepicions
were quite dissipated by the time we left
our flighting stations.

The fowl were late in coming out, and
there would be no moon before midnight.
‘When we got back to the ferry it was
nearly pitch dark. The sky had blown up
a gale o' wind; and now that the tide
was up, and met the wind, the river
waves were quadrupled in size. 1 stood
on the bank and listened to the tumbling
wash of the broken waters and " the
‘“Loosh-sish-sh-sh” of the dead reeds by
the riverside. In the little light that was
quickly fading the white breakers agalnst
the inky water roaring up river looked
very formidable. I reflected that even
If I did get safely across it would be
difficult work to find the way over the
further level on such a murky night,
and I had no mind for a six-mile tramp
round the marsh road. Any hesitation I
felt at remalning where I was vanished
of necessity at Ben Pope's emphatic
deelaration that he wouldn't take a boat
across for love or money., The= inn
kitchen had a roaring fire in it, and thera
was a superb cask of old beer In the
house, the best I ever tasted in my life
except Trinity audit. T stretched my
legs before the fire, and Dan lay down
on the sanded bricks In the warmth, :

“you’ll

‘When Mrs, Pope brought in a six-pound

e

pike baked cunningly with herb stuffing,
together with a jugged marsh hare, 1
thought my lines had fallen in pleasant
places. I made the host and hostess sit
down with me. They were full of old
superstitions, ghost tales, bird and fish
lore, and stories of the old marshlands
that would make the fortunes of anyole
able to write them as they were told.
The old beer improved on acquaintance,
and to crown all Ben Pope produced some
cigars, smuggled up river on a wherry,
which were very much finer than he had
any idea of. The only disturbing element
to the interest and comfort of the night
was Dan. He would not settle himself.
Generally he was content to lie quiet
against a good fire as long as he was
permitted to do so. But on that evening
he fidgeted about, sniffed here and there,
growled for no apparent reason, and gen-
erally misconducted himself till I madd
him understand I would have no more
of it. Then he lay down and kept casting
pitiful glances at me.  Poor little Dan!
It's curious how dogs seem to have a
prescience of evil. Poor little Dan ! Even
1now I feel a thickness in my throat when
I think of him, and a scalding at the
back of my eyeballs.

“Ha’e ye got our maaster's reu-m
ready?” said Ben, after supper.

“The bed an' sheeats is agin the fire,”
answered his wife. “I'll goo up an’ maak
the bed direckerly.” e

“Doan’t you forgit narthen,” said Ben.

.Again Dan growled, and again 1 fan-
cied T saw a sinister expression across
the host’s face. But I put it down to im-
agination, or to an effect of light and
shade from the candle Mrs. Pope was
lighting to tdke up stairs with her.

It was close to 11 when I said good-
-night. I had had a sufficiency of old ale,
and felt drowsy and ready for bed. For-
tunately for me, as it turned out, Ben
and Mrs. Pope had more than a sufficien-
cy.

The wind howled and roared round the
house, and I could hear the wash of:the
river and the groans and creaking of the
ferryboat's chain in the stillness of “the
marshlands. Tt was comfortable to see
another blazing fire in my room.

Dan always slept on my bed, and I
gave him a good rub down so that he
might not foul the coverlet. He lay down
by the fire while I undressed, but as soon
as I went towards the bed he jumped up
and followed me. When I turned down
the sheets he sprang up and rolled over
on the pillow.

“Dan,” said I,
your place.”

But before I finished speaking, he leapt
up with a little whine of pain, and sprang
down to the floor, barking excitedly.

“What on earth 7 1 began to say,
when suddenly’s Dan’s bark died away in
a gasp. His eyes looked dumb anguigh
at me. He staggered as hé stood, and
with a little sigh he rolled over on his
side. “Dan,” said I, “Dan.” I bent down
to him. He was dead,

For a. moment the shock stupefied me.
What could have caused his death? I
picked him up and examinéd him care-
fully, but I could see no wound. I re-
membered his whine as he rolled on the
pillow, and I believe it was by the just
vengeance of God upon the guilty alone
that a suspicion came to me. I looked at
the pillow closely, taking care not to
touch it. I saw nothing. Then I
took a miecroscope that I always carry,
and went over the pillow-slip inch by
inch. Nearly in the center I found-an
infinitesimal trace of bloou, so small as
to be no larger than a pin's point; but
it was blood, and the blood was fresh. 1
think T told you that I hau made a spe-
cial study of hypodermic toxicology; and
particularly of Indian and South Ameri-
can native poisons. I remembered that
curari would cause a death very similar
to poor little Dan’s. I took my gun-
stock and pressed it down on the pillow
beside the trace of blood, watching the
spot through the microscope at the same
time. As I pressed I saw two or three
tiny points push through the pillow-slip.
When I withdrew my stock they vanish-
ed back into the feathery softness in
which they lay.

“Good God!” I. whispered;
devilish contrivance!”

I had a pair of pliers in my pocket
for extracting cartridges. I pressed the
gunstock down again, and, with infinite
caution, I applied the tweezers to one
of the points that reappeared on the
pressure. I pulled, and, after something
inside gave way with a jerk, I extract-
ed a needle—then another—then another.
I carried them to the light. The points
were smeared—one with blood, the others
with some viscid substance.

I loaded my gun, and then sat down on
a plain wooden chair that could bide no
deviltry. What had I better do? It was
important to lose no time; but it was
equally important to get away without
discovery, for I meant to catch the mur-
derous villains so that there should be
no escape—no equivocation.

I waited half an hour; then noiselessly
dressed—and opened my door. I could
hear the inkeeper and his wife snoring
heartily in some Toom near. .Thank God
they had soaked themselves with pure
ale. I slipped downstairs in my stock-
inged feet, and, to my delight, found the
door unbarred. A slight click of the lock
held me breathless for a minute or two,
but the snoring was still ana.,le, muf-
fled but regular,

The wind had dropped considerably,
and a spot or two of rain was falling.
The moon was rising, and it was getfing
lighter every minute. The tide had turn..
ed again, and, with the ebb, the lipper
had gone down. Beside the horse ferry
was "a small duck punt, with a pair of

“come off, That's not

“what a
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muffled paddles for use when stalking
fowl upon the water. I soon had her
loose, and paddled over witnout difficulty;
hitched the painter over a mooring post,
and started across to Frogsthorpe. I
had made up my mind to rouse up old
Gully and Deeap-un, and return with
them to effect the apprehension of the
Poves.

The moon was getting well up, and the
clouds were opening out, roiung along in
split-up masses, that /left plenty of
space for the white light to come through.
Te e was no difficulty in following the
track, !

The old marshmen seémed less surpris-
ed than I expected.” But then it takes a
lot to upset the equaniity of a marsh-
man. Their only‘..‘ren;ark was, ‘‘Well,
tha's a rum ’'un.;. A’ toid ye not to
goo alooan.” i i

‘“Within two hours of:my escape from
the Ferry inn we v't.'ére all three crossing
the river in the punt.

The sensations I.expéerienced in opens
ing the door gave me some idea of a
burglar's feelings at the commencement
of his career; but; the, two old fellows
tcok it quite as a matter of .course. We
had taken the precaulion to bring a
horn lantern with us. and we lit up
against the entrance. TUnfortunately, or
perhaps fortunately, as events .urned out,
Gully, who came in last, let go of the
door before it was closed. A gust of
wind whirled round the corner, and with
a Kick and a rush the door banged to.
Before we could get to the staircase door
I heard a sound of hurrying footsteps up
stairs. I tore open the panel leading
out of the kitchen and raced up the
stairs, Gully and Deeap-un e following
with the best expedition of which they
were capable. . As I entered my room
Ben Pope and his wife were taking the
plllow off the bed. Little Dan still
lay by the bedside, still and stark by
this time,” At our entrance the Thus-
band and wife turned upon us with the
evident intention of making a fight for it.
Ben hurled the pillow at me, but I dodg-
ed—it struck the wall and fell harmless
to the floor. * At once Gully and T grap-
pled with the man, while Deeap-un
tackled the wife. Ben kicked and strug-
gled till Gully tripped him, and with a
cry of terror he fell backwards on to the
pillow. A yell, such as T hope never to
hear again, burst upon his lips.

“Yew!" he howled, “yew ha’' done me.
Run for 't, missus!”

His wife burst from Deeap-un and
flung herself beside him on the pillow.
I saw her start spasmodically as she fell.
“My maan,” she said, '“I'll come along
o've. I

They were quiet then., They knew we
could do nothing to.bring them to jus-
tice. - They had taken' a shorter road.
Ben was the first to show the effect of
the poison, as hewas the first to fall.
His face drew in, and he paintully
reached his hand out to his wife. “Best-
ed at last, old gal;” was what he said.
He struggled a second or two, then lay
still. The ruffian had contrived to make
quite a pathetic end. I felt half sorry
for the two. >

‘We stood apart, watching them: action
was useless. The woman kept silence
for a little space. I saw _her eyes grow
fixed; her lower jaw began to drop in
the paralysis of death. With a last ef-

fort she recalled intelligence to' her
look, speech to her tongue. She spoke—

but her words cannot be written down:
a shudder, a tremulous convulsion, and
all was over.

‘“Well,” said Gully and Deeap-un, sim-
ultaneously, “tha’'ss a rum 'un; tha'ss
8 —— rum ’'un.”

You can read the story of the inquest;

of the discovery of a large number of
poisoned needles stitched among the
feathers in the pillow; of the finding of
rotting' human bofies in the dyke by the
house—in the local papers of the time.
How many had been done to death by
undiscoverable means in that house will
never be known, for the ooze of the dvke
would serve to cover innumerable bodies,
Inquests had been held on deaths in the
town; but the country general practi-
tioner had wrappad himself in the mys-
tic word “syncope¢;” and no suspicions
had been aroused. The subjects of theSe
inquests, together with what was found
in the dyke, make up a terrible list. But
it is likely enough that what was not
found, and never can be tound, woulad
make the record twice as awful.
* I analyzed the poison and found, as T
expected, that it resembled curari in
many respects. But the crystals of it
differed in size, and from. experiements
I made at the time I think it must have
been been a very highly-concentrated
preparation of venom taken from the
poisoned bags of English vipers, and
worked up with some form of vegetable
poison, which greatly increased its viru-
lence.

It was probably concocted according to
some formula handed down among gipsies
and their cross-bred offspfing for genera-
tions. A small pot of'the sticky, color-
less stuff was found in a cupboard of the
inn—enough to poison a township.

You will know now why T think that a
knowing marshman may be too know-
ing; and why I decline to regard dogs
as inferior animals. 3

My poor little spaniel did his best to
warn me. He fasted, and he gave his
own life to save mine from the conse-
quences of my disregard of his warning.
“‘Greater love hath no man,” and deuced
few have so much. It causes me to think
that if I had not shown that watch the
little chap might stiil bef alive, for he was
only a young dog. But until the masters
get as gensitive and sensible as the dogs,
the more valuable lives are sure to be
sacrificed occasionally.

Ji Study In SAnarchy.

By WIL F.

MARKOE,

The prevalence of the spirit of anarchy
in this fair land was never more pain-
fully or undeniably evident than during
the past month. Since the assassination
of President McKinley it has raised ifs
hydra head under every shape and form
and in the most unexpected quarters.
For, instance, at a Long Island school
the children refused absolutely to attend
class, the larger ones preventing the
smaller ones from doing so by force, and
ignoring the commands or pleadings of
their teachers till the police had to be
called In to quell the disturbance. ~i1f
ararchy means the denial of legitimate
authority, this was embryo anarchy. In
several large cities thousands of school
children gathered in the streets and
burned the president’s assassin in effigy,
Of course, this: was only “make believe,’™

but it showed the spirit animating the |

children, showed what _they thought

should be done to the culprit,;and what] g

they themselves would have been will-

Will the legal execution of C
everything right again in Am
ting out a heil is no guarant
ers will not appear in other
the body.  The only remedy j
~the blood. Yet the release of Emma
Goldman -“and other bProfessed an-
archists from prison seems to show:
eonclusively that even in our thirst for;
vengeance no evidence could be found to
.Prove any conspiracy Whatever. The as-
£assin apparently acted entirely of hig
:OWn métion. This brings us once »
face. to face with the last words of our
dving. president, It is God’s way. .Hig"
Will” be done: Hot _ours.” But with .tilese
words wg'Instiﬂqtﬁ'e!)' couple those of a
1 irer of Pr i
ﬁcKmley, one who represented l(:lsxlrlxiezt
the Paris €Xposition on our national
turthday at the unveiling of the statue
qﬁ Lafayette, a distinguisheqd prelate, who
of grief and horror

zZolgosz set
erica? Cut-
¥y that oth-
portions of
S to purify’

more

An the first outburst
at the awful erime e

ing to do had they but the power. This | o4 o xclaimed, “Have we
was a case of would-be anarchy. Thesa’ P,’ﬁ,t S & beople merited that this dread-

school children will be “the people” in:|
ten years from now.. If this spirit pre-:
valls among our children, what may we
expect in adults? We find three promi-
nent business men in Chicago, the ‘home
of anarchists, issuing a call over their
own signatures in the public press for
10,000 men to join them in battering down
the doors of the Chicago jail and taking”
out the imprisoned amarchists to lynch
them. If anarchy be the defiance of
law and all lawful authorities, then sure-
ly this was attempted amarchy pure and
simple. : :

For some time past thousands of Amer-
ican citizens have indulged in the bar-
barous practice of burning their fellow
citizens at the stake without trial and
without any process of law. In Spain
and other European countries this ex-
treme penalty was prescribed by law ror
the crimes it was supposed to fit, and
was executed by the properly constituted|
officers of the law, not by the maddened
mob. In America it is practical anarvchy
in its most detestable form. What have
we done to suppress these wvarious types
of anarchy in the different walks of life?.
Has anyone ever been punished for tak-
ing part in a “lynching bee,” as it is
flippantly termed? If “silence gives con-
sent,” have -we not rather given the
strongest encouragement - to this form of
anarchy, thus securing for it immunity
from punishment?

Tul-yisitation should
‘lana?” =3 % .
- Tt is said of the Almighty, “Wh
loveth, He chastiseth.”. But a ju:tmG{:)I;
cannot chastise without cause, Iet us
then, in all humility; "examine seriously
our conduct and discover, if possible,
;he;tesn }:he x;]ation may have offended the
@, ehova ‘Pt

i lest’ perchance He smite us
It st written in_the Good Book that

‘Pride .goeth-belore 4 fall.” Was there
ever.a time,in our national life when
We became.so vainglorious, boasfful and
Proud since the Spanish-American war?
Is it ‘our pride that “heaven would re-
buke? o

“Again, ‘it 1s written: “The Jlove of
money. is the rootwef. gll ‘evil.” During
tae pasi few ye ur love of money has
Blven birth to gigattic trusts and corpo-
rations that would- faip-Shape and con-
‘trol the .destinies off the. whole world. Is
It our love of monel that the Lord would
chastise The Chrigf when-on earth de-
clared: “What_-GWdﬂméd tagether,
Jdet no man' putrasufider.” In the matter
_of ‘diverces the faét=is notorious that we
have broken 'the world's record and dis-
‘tanced all ‘competitors. Is it this flagrant
Violation of Christ's command that has
provoked-“God's. W?géfxalnst us? Je-
hovah declared amid thunder and light-
ning from the summit of Sinal, “Thoy

have come upon the

But what is the remedy for anarchy?

‘shalt not take the name of the Lord, thy
God, In vain.” But, the: torrents of blas-

ical Discovery,
with no geod

| _your'medicine a won:

discouraged.

robust health.

ditions are favorable.

three bottles I was entirely cured.
Discovery to anyone similarly afflicted.”
“I feel it my duty to write to you of the wonderful curative powers of your ‘ Golden Med-
,’ » writes Geo. S. Henderson, Esq., of Denaud, Lee Co., Florida.
bad sore on my right ear and my blood was badly out of order.
ts. Finally I wiote
‘ Golden Medical Discovery;’-which I began :
better, and when I had taken eight bottles the sore healed up. I wish you success.”
-“For three years I have suffered with that dreaded disease eczema,” writes Mrs. J. Koepp,
of Hermann, Oregon. “I was told to try Dr. Pietce’s Golden Medical Discovery, which I
" did, and after I had takegifgu:tee'n bottles T was permanently cured,
- ainceIstoppedggig% T medicine a
“relieved of their suffering? - s
- I will forever thank you for advising me-t take Dr.
writes Mrs. Jas. Murphy, of Fonda, Pocahontas Co., Towa.
scrofula of twelve years’ standing. (
I also had chronic diarrhea for twelve
better than I ever was in my life, owing to Dr. Pierce’
several bottles of the ‘Discavery’ before I stopped.”
Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery, not only purifies the blood but by
enabling the perfect assimilation of food increases the nutrition which is con-

veyed by the blood to every organ of the body, so producing vigorous and
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The multiplication of the microbe is mar-
velous, Competent aunthority asserts that
one of these minute creatures will produce in

one day, if the conditions are favorable, some six-
teen millions of descendants, and in three days the
production will approximate fifty trillions. We

may compute the number but never comprehend
it. 'We have no conerete measure for such figures,
To apprehend in some measure the amazing rate and
rapidity of microbic increase remember that
in this twentieth eentury the population of
the entire world is figured at less than one
billion and a half,

N

J

The one emphatic point in this statement

of marvelous multiplication is this: “If the

conditions are favorable.” The most danger-

ous microbe cannot inju®: man unless the con-

It is conceded that we inhale
these microbes every day without injury, that we

‘receive them into the body with the water we drink
and the food we eat and suffer no harm, the reason bé-
ing that the conditions are not favorable to microbic
propagation. It becomes a great question, therefore:
What are the conditions favorable to the propagation
of disease microbes in the human body ? The answer
is, unsanitary conditions.
blood that rules the brook : keep it pure and it is
healthful ; let it stagnate and become fouled with
decayed matter and it breeds disease. The prime
necessity for microbic reproduction is dirt. Dirt
has been defined as “matter out of place.”
grease which collects in the kitchen sink is dirt, just
as much as the dust whieh accumulates in unswept
corners, and it seems perfectly proper in the scope
of this definition to speak of dirty blood.

The same law rules the

The

If you want to keep your blood in condition un-

“For about one year and a half my face was very badly broken out,” writes Miss Carrie
Adams, of 116 West Main Street, Battlecreek, Mich.
doctors and for different kinds of medicine, but received no benefit.
your advertisements in a paper, and obtained a bottle of Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis-
covery. Before I had taken one bottle of this medicine I noticed a change, and after taking

I can well recommend Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical

“I spent a

to take.

g

Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets assist the action of the “ Discovery.”
Accept no substitute for “ Golden Medical Discovery.” There is nothing
“just as good ” for diseases of the stomach, blood and lungs,

I tried local doctors but
you the particulars in my case and you advised your
From the first bot

TOUT: Thel :and the disease has never appeared since.
mm;e, and “hope ‘others suffering as I

Plerce’s Golden Medical Discovery,”
“It has cured me of chronic
e until I was completely
years. I am in good health now—
s Golden Medical Discovery.

I had doctored for the troubl

favorable to microbic multiplication, get rid of the

dirt in your blood and keep rid of it. For it is, in

effect, the clogging and effete substances that foul the blood,
which form the breeding-ground of the disease mierobe.

The best blood-purifying medicine, at any season of the year—spring, summer,
autumn, winter—is Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery. You don’t have to
take it on trust. It has cured thousands of men and women of pimples,
blotches, salt-rheum, tetter, rheumatism, ulcers, sores, scrofula, and other forms
of blood disease, and cured them permanently.

eat deal of money with
At last T read one of

*I had a

e I began to feel

It has been a year
I think
id, will take it and be

I took -
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phemy and profanity that issue from the
mouths, not only of aduits, but of boys
and little children, together with the con-
-tinued use of the name of God and his
Christ, not in love and reverence, but in
anger and contempt, shook not only the
foreigner newly arrived on our shore, but
even Americans themselves returning to
their native land after a profracted so-
journ abroad. Have we offended the
Most High in this particular? Again, the
Savior declared: ‘“My house is a house
of prayer, but you have made it a den
of tdieves.” This offense merited per-
sonal chastisement by Christ with a whip
of cords, as related in the New Testa-
‘ment, and in the Old Testamént records
we find that it was not till Balthasar
had added to his other crimes the dese-
cration of the sacred vessels of the tem-
ple that the mysterious handwriting ap-
peared on the wall, and he was struck
down by death and his kingdom given
to the Medes and Persians. Within the
past three years we have sent th eflower
of our armies to conquer and subdue the
only Christian country in the far East,
and for months the columns of our jour-
nals, both secnlar and religious, were
fil'ed with accounts of the desecrating and
pillaging of Christian churches (not the
mosques of Mohammedan Morros, mind
" you), but of the only temples dedicated
to the worship of the true God in those
distant lands. Could this conduct have
brought the curse of God upon our na-
tion? On another occasion the Master
said: ‘“‘Suffer, little children, to coime
unto me and forbid them not, for of such
is the kingdom of heaven.”  During the
past fifty years we have succeeded so
.thoroughly in divorcing rellgion from the
instruction given in our public schools
that, as a Protestant divine expressed it
the other day in New York: “I today
Christ were on earth and should enter al-
most any public senool house in the
‘country, the teacher, acting on his In-
structions, would show Him the door.”

_All down the ages the ecry has come,
‘““Pro aris et focls,” “for pur altars and
our homes.” Take the altar from the
home (and the school house is the child's
home during the mos. plastic period of is
“life) and you may look for anarchy and

little children to come unto Him, and
forbidding them not, was evidently re-
garded as of vital importance by the
Christ, for he launched a terrible curse
against ‘the man who should scandalize
one of these little ones. “It were better
for him that a millstone were tied arouna
his neck and he were cast into the sea.”

assassination. This matter of suffering’

Yet, within the past sixty days we have
sent Mohammedan teachers to instruect
the Mohammedan subjects of the sultan
of Sulu, and issued an edict ordering
all the crucifixes and other symbols of
Christianity to be removed from the wallg
-of the Philippine schools, where they had
hung for the past three centuries. Could
this act have given scandal to the thou-
sands of newly-baptized children just
learning the Christian faith, and thus
brought the anathema of the Christ upon
our own heads and those of our children
as with the Jews of old?

It was in the Temple of Music, in
“the ‘very center of the Pan-American
exposition intended to commemorate our
commercial greatness and material prog-
ress that the fatal ball found a shining
mark in the illustrious head of this great
nation. Had the Almighty been angey
with us and wished to chastise us, to
prove that he loved us, could he have
chosen a time and place more dramatic
or spectacular? The Pan-American, un-
like the Columbian and Paris world's
fairs, was unique in this, namely, that
you might search it from end to end
without finding anything that raised it
above. the level of mere materialism. It
was a record of the works of man only;
a. milestone marking our material prog-
ress. It was frequently remarked by
thoughtful observers that, like our con-
stitution, God was nowhere to be found
in it. But hark! the crack of a re-
volyer is heard, the chief magistrate
falls by the bullet of an assassin, and
instantly a mighty “credo” rises from
the hearts of the people, and the nation
is on its knees humbly supplicating
“God" to spare the life of its president,
Thus it is that nations as well as indivi-
duals who forget God are often rudely
reminded of His existence. Was this
the lesson the Creator wished to incul-
cate? Is this the meaning of ‘the hand-
writing on the wall?” If there is no God,
there is no law of God, and anarchy must
triumph. If there is a God, we must
learn His law and keep it. Only true
religion, the uniting link between God
and man, can purify the blood that
courses through the nation’'s veins. 1f
true religion exists in this world, we
must find it quickly and apply it to the
canker sores that are gnawing at the
vitals of the nation.
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Superior and Duuth.

Glad to Sece Him.

A story is told of a shrewish Scotchs
woman who tried to wean her husband
from the dram shop by employing her
brother to act the part of a ghost and
frighten John on his way home.

‘“Who are you?”’ asked the farmer, as
the apparition rose before him from bhe-
hind a bush.

“I am Auld Nick,” was the reply.

“Are you really?” exclaimed the old
reprobate, with much satisfaction in-
stead of terror. ‘“Mon, come awa.’ Gie's
a shake o' your hand: I am married to
a sister o' your’s!”
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iCrmc—I think you are. I've seen your
pieces. s
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