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PLAIN TALES I

’ °  FIRST S'LEC'MAN.

They started me as hog-reeve an’ I 'tended to it so

That the voters kind o’ reckoned that I'd beiter have a
show:

An' so they done tneir duty when March-meetin' came
around "

An' put me in field-driver an’ the keeper of the pound.

1 continnered jest as faithful—done the very best I
could,

An' next I was elected as a measurer of wood,

An’ though I hain’t a boaster, still it's only fair to
sawy )

I did my honest duty in a square an’ careful way.

An' the voters they took notice, as they later clearly
showed, :

By electin’ me, unanimeus, surveyor of the road.

With matters comin’ that way, there was some In towns
as said

JYiow prob’ly I'd be showin’
head.

But I 'tended right to bus'ness, jest as modest as coulld

be,
the voters then, by thunder, made a constable of
me,

I never tried to git it—never even shed my coat,

But they giv' it to me solid by the reg’lar party vote,

An’ gince I've been in office I have ’'tended so to
biz

That there hain’t a town around here that's so peaceful
's our'n is.

An' now it's bein’ whispered that the next town-meetin’
plan,

Is to boost me clear to glory as our First Slec’'man.

that the honors sweiled my

An'

Yassir, First S'lec’'man!
—I'll serve, if that's the plan,
11 administer as ficnest an’ as prudent as T can;
An’ I b’lieve that when I've finished, I can prove 1o all
our town,
That, “Easy lies the head that wears a crown

PURG, THE EMINENT HEALER.
1 don’t set Purg up as the greatest docter that ever

1

lived. 1 have an idea that he wouldn't suit lots of peo-
ple. Everybody has some especial favorite in the doc-
tor line. Some people like one school and some like

favorite doctor was Uncle *“Purgative
Of course you know ‘“Purgative Pills”
But no one ever seemed to Know
It didn't make much differ-

anolner. My
Pills” Pluff.

wasn't his real name,
this real name in our town.

ence. There was one old man in town who had worked
off some rotten timber by plugging the butts of the
trees. We cailed him Plug. It got so after a time

that folks forgot his real name. We called Uncle Pluff,

“Purg.”” He never objected.

I liked Purg better than any other doctor I ever
%new. I don't mean to say that I had him when I was
slek. T was never sick. No, I liked Purg becavse
he was enlertaining when he diin’'t mean to be. He was
one of the most serious men I ever knew. He told me
many times that doctors never ought to laugh. He

said that whea they were not busy doctoring, they ought
to be thinking haru all the time. I at first believed that
T could hear Had an idea that I could hear
I found out later that

0

Purg think,
the think wheels going ’'round.

A ~ A v ~r s

‘He
teeth

Purg had an uppec set of false teeth that didn’t fit.
used to sit and keep gritting his teeth. ’'Twas
not brains I meard. 5 3

Purg was a bright man—in some ways. That Is to
say, he had a bright look about him. He had red hair
and red whiskers and folks used to insist that you could
see him coming in a dark night.

They intimated that perhaps ne used phosphorus for
hair oil. Buf I don't think so., I guess it was just
the natural, plain red that showed up so. Even those
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' ¢ “Parg.”

who sald that Purg didn’t know anything admitted that
he was well-red. His face was red, too. A man In
town who had a great deal of imagination, sald that
Purg reminded him of a piece of calf’s liver dropped into
the center of a red sunset.

He had the most stomach to the least amount of legs
and other fittings that I have ever seen. When folks
made fun of him he asked them if they ever Thear®
of bay-windows being put on anything except first-class
houses? His enemies, however, saild he looked like a
garden toad with red whiskers. Oh, yes, Purg had ene-
mies. Lots of folks in town sort of threw him down be-
cause they declared he didn’t know the difference between
an allopath and a homeopath. But he did know. FHe
explained the thing to me several times. He sald that
allopaths called themselves by that name because they
hunted up their medicines in ‘all paths”—that is, ail
over God's creation. Homeopaths, so he said, were the
doctors that used more home things. He sald that he
didn’t belong exactly to either school, but that he was
more nhomeopath than anything else, because he used
herbs that he picked right around home: There wasn't

any guess work about the mediclnes he gave, He knew
those herbs personally. >

He sald that there wasn't any more liberal school of
medicine than his. There “wasn’'t anything, stingy about
his ways of doing business. He never used to bother
with tumblers when he put up medicines. As soon as

he got done looking at a patient he would call for a

tin pail or a gallen jug. 3

The dose was always a tin dipper full. “Drink all
ve can of it,”” he'd say. “Then rub the rest on inter-
nally.”

Purg didn’t have many patients, but he nad lots of
patience. He had more patience than any doctor In our
town. He had so much patience that he would just as
soon a person would never get well, so long as he got his
regular price of a shilling a visit. 7

I have forgotten to state.that originally Purg was a
cow doctor. He really did his best work In that
line. He w.dn't pretend to be anytning else when he
first came to- town. He got sort of thrown into the
practice on human béin’g‘s:later on. And then he was
such an ambitious sort of_'a‘l;gnan that he didn’t want to
go back to doctoring cows.  He said that a man learned
more by doctoring people. He said that he never lost

A cow isn’t the leagt bit delicate.

a patient but he learned something.
a great deal by the time he died.

He said that cows didn't act so blamed foolish about
taking medicine as women did—still it was such mussy
work doctoring cows that there wasn't much fun in it.
For instance, when you go to give a cow nitre anda
castor oil out of a long-necked bottle, a cow hasn’'t the

Purg really knew

least it of delicacy about whooshing It all over a man.
And the trouble about blowing powdered medicine down
& horse’s throat is that fully half the time the horse
insists on blowing first. Purg used to tell me that the
reason why he was never sick was because he had had
s0 much medicine administered to him in that man-
ner,

I'll tell you how it was that Purg happened to get
started in on human practice. Old Bil Howes took a job
to shingle a house in the village.

Bill is terrible absent-minded. He had a boy balanc-
ing him on the end of a board out over the side of the
house while he was fixing a staging and Bill told the
boy to go and get a saw. “The boy started to say
something and Bill tareatened to throw the hammer at
him if he didn’t hurry. What the Loy started to say
was about letting go of the board. But when Bill made
believe throw the hammer, the boy dodged off, the boara
and Bill fell about thirty feet and maae a large dent,
in the ground. When they had lugged him in and laid
him on the lounge, Bill said that his leg was broken.
As Bill was in a position to know what he was tailking
about, the folks believed him and started out for a
doctor. Purg was the only one left in town. The others
had gone away to a medical convention and they wouldn’t
let Purg go with them. As Purg was the"only doctor
available, he was cailed on Bill's case,

He sat down beside Bill for a little while and gritted
his teeth and looked at ©im. Then he rolled up BlI'S
upper lip and took a look at his mouth.

“Your hay teeth are wore down bad,” said he.
“'Tain’'t no wonder you're sick. You can't chaw your
vittles and they won't digest well and they glve ve
the stomach-ache.”

Bill was groaning bad. “That's it—ye're all Ued up
in a granny knot with the colle,” said Purg. There wers
slivers in Bill's face where he had grazed on the board
where he fell. Purg looked at them,

“You're one of the wust cribbers I ever see,” he said.

“What do ye mean by it?”

“You old red-headed cockatoo,” wvened Bill, “can't

_ye see'what's the trouble with me?”’

“Lemme see your tongue,” said Purg, pushing his
finger in between Bill's teeth and forcing them apart.

““Ah, yes,”” he went on. “I see now. Ycu've lost
your cud. Hev’ ye got any castor oil in the house?”

Bill tried to say something, but Purg had his hand
in his mouth. ‘“You've been disposin’ your cores to
the air an’ you've got the inflooenzy of the eplzootic kind
comin’ on. But don't worry a mite. I'll fix yve all
right.”

“You hog-eyed, old small-pox flag,” roared Bill, ‘‘ve
hain't fit to diagnose pips in a hen yard.”

‘“I'm goin’ to give ye a rum sweat,” Purg went on.
“And tnen. I'll have 'em walk ye 'round under a blanket
for ha‘f an hour. Then you drink about a quart or
thoroughwort tea and have ‘em bed ye down—I mean go
to bed where it's nice an’ quiet an’ ye'll come out slick-
er'n a pickerel in the mornin’.”

“TI tell ve,” shouted Bill, ‘‘my leg's broke.”

“Ch, so 'tis,”’ =aid Purg, all quiet and calm. *“I'm
most surprised that ye didn't say something about it
before. But now that I've got the general allments
looked after I can attend to the leg a good deal better.
Bay, I'd ruther set legs than mend cane seat chailrs, an’

mendin’' cane seat chalrs is what I do ev'nin's for amuse-
ment.””

Purg poked around and found that the leg was broken

above the knee. He had an awful job setting it. Hc
twisted and he sweated and Bill fainted once or twice.
. But Purg kept at it till he got it set and put in
splints. He kept a-sayin’ he didn’t see how in thundera-
tion Bill nad ever got his leg twisted around so bad.
Said he'd set legs on all animals from dogs to cows
and had never scen so bad a twist. Before the leg got
out of the splints Bill had some suspicions. They were
right. He found when the splinls were taken off taat
Purg had set the leg with the knee round back-slde-to
like the joints on a cow's hind leg.

It always looked kind of funny and Bill was pretty

ari Jrene 8y

“Youn old red-head cockatoo! Can’t you see what's

} the matter?”
mad. But when he got back to work he discovered
that a leg like that was a great help to ‘him in his
house shingling, because he could hook one foot over thc
ridgepole and shimgle along like a fury with both hands
Bill said that a common, ordinary doector would probably
have gone to work and set that leg like any other ordl-
nary man's leg without regard to whether he was a
house shingler or not. Bill liked the job so well, come
to think it over, that afterward he was one of Purgw
regular customers. Purg was doctoring RBill for boir
when he died of heart failure or something of the sort
.Purg said that a thing like that was no fault of hi:
Any man is likely to have his heart stop beating at an}
time.
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X

I dream not cf a ]
Is higher born, and loftier in its reach;

Nor chafed with limitatidns, 1 aspire
To joy too dear for spe ech!

1 dream of glory in a garden spot

S F

S

And for that holier time
When with enraptured ken
My heart would truant o'er wie young world, wild
With wonderment sublime
I should go walking then
With Keats, the dreamer, Keats, the white-soulea
child! -
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w VERSE AND WORSE.

ON ONE GONE INTO

THE GREAT
Hail new born! By the mighty host attended
Of nomadic tribes of morning and spirits of the dew,
Throned in thy May-day realm where regnant stars
shine splendid!
Over tha battlements of death I throw my heart to
you!

SILENCE.

Dreamer df‘mew-found dreams that shatter the night
with glory!
Child wind-wayward as the vagabonds of time!

Tranced by the blazing vision and the shadow's silent
2 story :
‘Whispers your heart to mine this night the melody
sublime!

Yesternight death seemed to me to be garbed In sad-
ness
As speectral visitations flashed white by my lonely
bed:
But now you stand beside me and stun the nigat with
gladness
And my soul leaps to the turrets and thunders: *"Deathe
is ucau:’

Where you are a peace divine through tue gloom 1s
gleaming <
And your sun-lit smile comes drifting back the dewy
way you went;

’

Se.

And I kiss the lips of the Great \White Deata—and 1L
know, and am content!

%

Hall O brother! The light of your face above me— ;
Pure as the face of Christ—tonight shines on me as 1
plod
Joy-laden down the highway
love me)
Till we meet again in the dream divine and lauga
on the heart of God.

(knowing that you still

A MOTHER.
One of God's angels in disguise
Of eartn’s divinest womanhood!
With heaven’s own glory in her eyes
Above her babe she stood!

And O! the radilance of her face
Beaming with purest mother-love
Transformed her darling’s resting place

Like unto heaven above!

With her beside that little cot
Like as an angel, lily-fair,
Surely it was no earthly spot—

It seemed’as God were thnere!

And as she thus her vigil kept

—~

| By Larry Ho.

Such tears as Mother Mary wept
Over the dear Christ-child!

YOUR LITTLE HAND.

Your little hand!
So soft, so light its touen—

But, On, its gentlest stroke I understand
It speaks so much!—So muca!

Through the long day
Of worry, toil and heat

That little hand doth guide me while T stray
Through many a pathway sweet!

Through the deep night

When shadows have shut out the things that be,
That little hand doth touch my dreamy sig.at

And wondrous things I see!

Through the long years
Of shattered days and
planned—
I shall be gently led tarough smiles and tears

hopes «uat 1 have

{ By Holman F. Day.

Of ymer-clime where I .shall reign a Kking Wordsworth for starlit nights
Regal i ed—my rich domain a cot When voices from afar speak wondrous things
Cosy with su;:shin\; and perpetual spring. When visiong float upon all-iremulous wings
And life’s etherial sights
Fere where the birds sing always, and the bees Tall through the dusk agleam—
Sn gle their honey while the long days-shine When the strong soul a space
And the warm winds thal gambol through the trees Would talk to its own self alone
Tattle {he tales of nature’s heart to mine! And read its destiny in its own God-like face!
: AP Ea ) When man’s aspiring dream
:\O_g:“_:"i‘ l‘tylj..\x\t;\\,-‘:?u:' S biossed Eolitnde Hath reared for him his more habitual tfrone!
Of kinsnip silence! With me should abide
At dawn and du in shadow and in shine— DEATH'S GREETING.
A jocund company ever at my slde
Fopmunister to. every . parsing; Ao Death faced the man with tne frosted halr,
For my wayfaring hour And, fearful, he shrank from the touch of deatn,
When 1 would rule the vagabond's abodse While the shrunken hiss of a ghost of prayer
Where hurry cometa not— Clung to his frozen breatn!
1.0, Stevenson, our dear prince of the road,
Bhould walk beside me wnrough our highway bower A little child with a simple faith
Sun-carpeted, and discourse sweet tne while; Met him with eager acquisitive smile,
And coming after him the gentle Scott— And outstretched hands, lisping soft: O death
And old Ike Walton, with his gypsy smile! Come, let us play a while!”

Ever the old love-laugh is singing in my dreaming—

Her eyes held, even as she smiled

By your dear little hand!

One night a veteran .ielegraph editor
grew reminiscent and his mind ran back
over the time when he saw a panorama
of the whole world between the setiing
and the rising of the sun each day.

It ‘'was in the summer months, he re.
called, and at the time when the day
workers were enjoyving the comfort of tae
cool evening he must to his task, that
himself and family might have ‘to eal
and be sheltered.

Hastily scanning the afternoon report
he saw nothing indlcating anything un-
usual foretold for the night. Most of it
he threw in the waste basket or rewrote
into paragraphs to be used on the inside
pages of the paper,

The night operators began work, and
the office boy brought to his desk the
day's markets. With a cursory glance
at the price of copper stocks, in which
a friend had invested $200—his whole cap-
ital—and a smile of satisfaction at see-
ing them up two points, he noted the
fact that the arrivalg of cattle at Chl-
cago were larger and the arrival of hogs
smaller than the day before. With a
grunt of relief at the ending of the mar-
ket matter, which had little attraction
for him, not being a capitalist, he turned
to the other news.

First came the sporting.events of the
day, and he muttered a brief but reliev-
ing ejaculation upon seeing. that his pet
baseball club, which had a cinch on the
pennant, had lost to the tailenders. A
long shot had won at Morris Park, and
the veteran thought it his usual luck
not to have a ticket on the winner. There
being no prize fight scheduled for the date
sports were declared closed, and the fore-
man informed that he might make up
the page.

A sigh of relief went up from the tele-
graph editor as he happened to think that
congress was not in session and wouldn’t
be for two monthe, and that at that par-
ticular time the political spelibinder was
building barbed wire fences to keep him-
self in office and to keep his rivals out
of office, Other days, or rather nignts,
wlien he had congress on his hands, or»
when the oratorical oracle was In ac-
tion, and when seven columns of a
speech would come over the wires tq tne
exclusion of everything of human Inrer-
est, ‘had made the telegraph editor cal-

e
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A Night on the Telegraph Editor’s Desk

lous and had hardened his heart toward
congress and the politicians.

Early bulletins of the nigut stories had
made it plain that the telegraph editor
would have to patch up several stories
in order to get the required number ot
“heads’’ for the first page, and he began
to get nervous. There were the usua:
number of small—items of events hap-
pening in remote parts of the world. The
stories of life lost in crash and in jest
had been repeated before him so oftcen
that he gave such matters no more than
passing attention. A lover, in jealous
rage, shot his sweetheart, killing her, and
attempted suicide. Cheerfuily writing a
single-line head, *'T'was Ever Thus,” he
put the copy on the hook and dismissed
from his mind the tragedy which had
brought enduring sadness to the hearts
of two families, the shadow of which
would rest upon them to the end of life.
In his years of service he had written
heads for a thousand such items, and the
weight of the world’s miseries did not
bear heavily on his mind. So long as the
sufferers were unknown to him he coula
not be expected to have other than a
news interest in their affairs.

There was the customary shooting
serape in Kentucky, and the “Depopula-
tion of the Cilans” was thought a proper
heading for an item as common as the
daily weather report. Texas contributed
a train hold-up, cleverly executed, and
the faet was chronicled under a larget
sead, with a top line reading, “Texas
Bandits Introduce New Style of Train
Robbery.” '

A brief respite from the duties of the
desk was taken in order to confer briefly
with the managing editor as to the space
and the size of the heading, and also to
assure the managing editor that none of
the telegraph editor’s funds were being
transferred on the train. The maiter
of space and the style of head were sei-
tled and the telegraph editor went out
for his midnight lunch. .

Returning to his desk, refreshed and
livened up by the cup of coffee, the tele-
graph editor sat down to finish the night.
The accumulated sheets of copy were
quickly disposed of, for they brought no
news of startling nature, and the matter
of heads for the first page began to bs
serious. >

Suddenly a bulletin of more than pass-
ing interest caught his eve. It ran thus:
“Chatsworth, IllL.—Excursion train for
Cincinnati wrecked. Hundred Kkilled;
many injured.”

“My Goc!” cxclaimed the telegraph ed-
itor. “My sister was going on that ex-
cursion.”

The office boy was ordered to feteh as
faegt as hi3 legs could carry him the next
sheet of copy, the managing editor was
told of the tremendous anxiety of the
telegraph editor, and in kindly spirit dil
what he could to cheer his tormented
friend. “Perhaps she didn't go, after
all,” he said. And with other comfort-
ing assurances he sought to cheer up
the man torn with anxiety and fear.

Another sheet came and on it was
written only the scantiest particulars of
the catastrophe, which was declared
more severe than at first indicated. Tha
distress and anxiety ¥f the telegraph ed-

itor increased, he was on fire with im-
patience at the delay in sending the list
of the dead. Time and again he had
handled news of such occurrences with
cnly a general feeling of sadness that
the way of thé world was so cruel that
men and women in the midst of happi-
ness should be hurled into the maelstrom
of misery and suffering. Now it seemed
as if the suspense would drive him in-
sane. No thought of the thousands of
cthers who would learn of the horror
for the first time in the morning paper,
and whose slumbers were undisturbed
by the haunting knowledge that loved
ones were lying out there on the prairie,
b_ruised, mangled, dead or dying. Their
time of distress would come later, his
was upon him now.

After what seemed an age the list of
dead began to come over the wire. The
name of his sister was not among
them—but there were several bodies of
persons unrecognized or unrecognizable.
His suspense was intensified, for among
them might be the one he loved so well.

The other men in the office came to vol-
unteer to take hiz work up for the night,
and gave of sympathy and comfort such
as their hearts and tongues could devise,
But as the particulars of thegcalamity
were received, and the horror passed all
recent disasters in magnitude, and no
word of his sister’s fate came, there was
neither comfort nor assurance for him.

The night wore on and the rest of the
Teport was in large part devoted to the
Chatsworth wreck. Over the world mar-
riage bells had joyously rung and funeral
bells sadly tolled; the merry and the
sad jestled In the passing throng, but
their doings were crowded from the news
report by the one great item of the
night.

A message had been sent to a friend on
a newspaper near the scene of the ac-
cident, asking if he knew whether or not
the sister of the sender had gone on the
excursion. Waiting the reply seconds
seemed hours, hours seemed ages. Kind
hearts busied themselves in the effort
to find reasons for believing that his sis-
ter was not among the victims of the
wreck. Their efforts were appreciated,
but in vain.

At last the complete list of the dead
and injured was received, and her name
was not among them. A reply was re-
ceived from the friend of whom inquiry
was made, stating that she had changed
her mind and stayed at home.

Then his heart almost burst with joy
that she was safe. Words were not on
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tongue to express: his thanks to friends
for their kindness, His work for the
night was finished by the other boys,
and he retired withy asheart softened by
the night's experience.:

Years he held the cg:k Nightly the
world's affairs wete Written before him,
prepared for the pgwspaper, which car-
ried s0 much of joy or sorrow to the
thousands who reﬂiit—eﬁl-tie morning, as
he was going to sl&p.. But recollections
carried him back, tol the night of his
travail whenever the story of a wreck,
the sinking of a ship, the entombing of
miners, or any other ‘event bringing sor-
row to others, brought to minds the
Chatsworth disaster, and many a silent
tear coursed down his cheek unbidden,
and many a prayer was uttered in si-
lence that the people he spared so much
of suffering as God in His goodness could
decree,

e

ELECTION BETS AND GAMBLING.

It was satd not long ago that betting

was steadily on the increase in fashion-
able English society; while; as for our
own country, cert clergymen of New
York and Newport fave testified to the
prevalence of the habit in‘ the highest
social circles. That betting in various
forms is one of the most widely-spread
vices of modern civilization, and one ot
the most deeply rooted, is well under-
stood, but only in seasons of hotly-con-
tseted elections, perhaps, are we made to
realize its actual extent.
* Although betting on elections is a
crime under New York laws, it is openly
carried on in Wall street, and the char-
acter of the wagers is daily reported in
the newspapers as interesting, if not vai-
uable, political news. The names of the
large operators in this sort of gambling
are paraded in thg press with entire ef-
frontery, and no omne, apparently, ever
conceives it possible that they may be
subject to prosecution for violation of
law. The general public and the politi-
cal managers watch the betting fluctua-
tions from day to day with as much care
as speculators on margin watch the
stock ticker, for, notwithstanding all the
artificial manipulation. to which election
betting may be subjected in the inter.
ests of one party or the’ other, there is
generally recognized in the betting odds
a certain indication of the way the poli-
tical tide is running. Persons who never
make wagers tnemselyes, and who con-
demn betting on.moral grounds, are nev-
ertheless interested: in :the news from the
gambling precinct. Whether the contest
be an election, or a great event in sport,
this widespread interest in the betting
market prevails. And its existence is dis.
couraging to those who Tealize the evil
of all forms of gambling, since, in In-
vesting the practice itself acqulres a cer-
tain respectability, soclal status and Im-
munity from prosecution ;not enjoyed by
other forms of crime. :

The " secrdt of the indulgence with
which betting is favored by soclety as a
whole can be directed perhaps. A cer-
tain millionaire had but one test or truth
which he always put to those whose sin.
cerity he doubted, in this form: “Would
you bet a sum of money which it would
be inconvenient for vou to lose?’ The
same idea was voiced in the schoclboy's
colloguy: ‘“Will you take your oath?’
“Yes."” “Will you take your solemn,
dying oath?” “Yes.” *“Will you bet a
copper?”’ “No.” Even the awful smail
?OY pledge to the goddess of truth-tell-
ng:

Henest true, black and blue, -
Lay me down, cut me in two,

Y
( a copper cént as a test of sincerity and
veracity.

So it goes from the millionaire to the
ucchin. The average man in the most
civilized state is still so undeveloped in
morality, so rudimentary in the worship
of truth for simple truth’'s sake, that
the supreme test of an honest belief is
a person’s readiness to risk for that
beliei~something of value, which it would
be inconvenient for him to lose. This
is not true of al! men, for among an ad-
vanced guard, whose moral development
is of the highest yet attained, one’s mere
word is invested with the fullest sanc-
tity. That something more searching
as a final test of belief or sincerity,
which shall challenge one’s selfish na-
ture, is demanded by the mass of men,
however, can hardly be doubted, in
view of the universal acceptance of a
man’s wagers as a conslusive test of
his convictions. This fact is not flat-
tering to human nature; it proves a
very widespread distrust of lip-profes-
sions among the races that claim to bs

|
|

the farthest advanced in the moral life.

If betting in these forms is in part, at
least, a reflection of human nature's dis-
trust of itself and its consciousness of
its« own moral weakness, the grosser
forms of gambling, which aim principally
at self-enrichment witQout work, are,
of course, far more degrading to all
moral sensibilty. It is one thing to
make a bet to back one’s opinion; it is
another to make a bet for the purpose
of financial profit. Both are morally
bad, and the milder leads quickly to the
grosser; yet the wager for selfish gain
without work represents nothing but
the primeval spirit of plunder. There is
said to be a fashionable couple in Eng-
lish society who make $6.000 a year at
evening parties on poker and bridge
whist, a sum which is a substantial ad-
dition to their income. The pair are no
‘better than brigands.—Springfleld (Mass.)

|‘ Republican.

WAS LOCKED BY WASHINGTON,

The south door in historie Trinity Prot-
estant Episcopa]l church, in old Oxford
township, Thirty-fifth ward, was open-
ed yesterday for the first time since the
days of the Revolutlonary war. Rev. L.
P. Bissell, the rector, conducted exer-
cises appropriate to the occasion. When
the Revolutionarv war began the Ameri-
can forces, under command of ‘“Mad An-
thony”” Wayne, encamped near the
church, and Gen. Wayne established
temporary headquarters at the “Old Sol-
dier Inn,” on Second sireet, near the
Cheltenham road. This inn is st’ll stand-
ing, and in use. It is a matter of tra-
ditionary Torord that Gen. Washington
passed several days at the inn. In the
records of Trinity church it appears that
he Issued orders to the soldiers that the
church property was not_to be invaded
under any pretext. A Thistoric rumor
credits the commander-in-chief himself
with having locked the south door of the
church.—Philadelphia Press.
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MURRAY QURE

A A

- FOR DRINK

OPENING AHNDUWH'ENT FOR THE SIXTH YEAR

UNDREDS of CURED MEN and WOMEN

THOUSANDS OF HOMIES MADE HAPPY BY THIS CURE

-

The Murray Cure is not a so-called ““gold cure,”” hut an ef-
fective, reliable and absolutely harmiess vegetabie treatmeant
which improves the health of the patient while ii frees him from
the appectite and necessity for alcoholic drink.

NOW is the time to take the Murray Cure. We ara prepared
to interest anyone whe wants to ke cured of the drink habit.

Remember thereis
only one Murray
Cure and only one
Murray Cure In-
stitute in Minne=
sota, All others
are imitators.
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fails, 1t seems to rank with the bet of |

:

GALL OR SEND FOR OUR NEW BOOK

MURRAY GURE INSTITUTE

- EDWIN MURRAY, Proprietor and Manager
1819 Nicollet Ave., - Minnoapolis, Minn.
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If you are sending §
afriend to the in- }
stitute, telegraph |
ortelephone at our.
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with a carriage at
the traln.
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