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OLD LOVERS.

Heart of my heart, when the day was
young,

Hope sang to life with a silver tongue;

Hope beckoned Love down a flowery way,

'Wlu-:{el "twas always morning and always
May,

And two true Lovers need never part—

Do you remember, heart of my heart?

Jleart of my heart, when the moon was
high,

Work showed the way we must travel by;

Truty spoke cold and stern in our ears,

Bidding us bear all the toll and tears,

Partings and losses, sorrow angd smart—

Have you forgotten, heart of my heart?

Heart of my heart, in the setting sun,

We sit at peace, with our day's work
done;

In the cool of the evening we two look
baclk

On the winding

rough track,

the morn's green pleasance,

rosecs twine,

Heart of my heart—with your hand in
mine.

pathway, the noon's

And where

Heart of my heart,
hire,

T.ove will sing songs of life in our ear;
Yo shall sleep awhile 'neath the daisied
Briass,

Till we put on
pass

To wualk where eternal splendors shine,

Heart of my heart—wlith your hand in
mine,

when the nilght is

the glory and rise and

—E. Nesbit, In The Arcosy.

A HISTORIC RESISTANCE

A Tale of the Liberian Coast.

Towards the close of a sguitry after- '

moon the littie steamer Dunlin was
churning her way through the glassy
roll of the Alantic. Away to the south

stretched a limitless waste of gray sea

streaked with wreaths of low-lying
mist; to the north lay the coast of Af-
rica. Clusters of feathery palms, yel-
low beaches swept by eternal surf, and
rows of native huts nestling between
the cotton wood forest and the ocean,
rose to view and faded astern as the
steamer rolled along.

Captain Orme leaned over the bridge-
rails, glancing at the approaching
coasi-line .nd grumbling at the heat,

for it was the season of the rains and
the atmosphere was like that of a hot-
fiouse,

*“Six fathoms, sir,” hailed a quarter-
master, as he dipped the lead; and the
mate observed, “It's shoaling fast, and
thire are too many uncharted rocks
aboutl to make this a nice neighborhood
to navigate in the darg.”

Again Captain Orme looked at the
creaming  breakers ahead; then he
stamped upon the bridge, for the cli-

mate of Africa in the rainy season is
trying to both health and temper.
“Hang those Krooboys for bringing us
into a ¢limate like this!" he broke out.
“T shall be glad to see the last of them
—thought they'd take charge of the
ship once or twice. Go down and see
if any headmen can pilot us in. We
shall have to stay all night; I won't
risk going out in the dark.”

The mate descended to the deck,
whore some 200 Krooboy laborers, re-
turning to their native country in the
Liberian bush after a labor contract
with the factors of the oil rivers and
the Gold Ceast, lay about in pictures-

que simplicity of attire. Broad-shoul-
dered, muscular fellows they were,
with a blue stripe tattooed down the
cenlre of each ebony forehead, the

marked of the Kroo nation. Some were
clad in erimson flannel jackets and
hattered silk hats, but the majority
were content with the simple waist-
cloth—*"a heralthy and very economi-
¢al garment,” as the Scoteh engineer
sald, All about them lay cases of Ham-
burz zin and sharp matchets, which
represented part of the fruit of their
Iabor waoes in West Africa being
mostly paid in kind.

“Any of vou Kroohoys fit take *tea-
mer in?" asked the mate; and immedi-
ately there was a babel of voices and
a erowi of eager applicants. Nothing
delights a negro more than the assumbp-
tion of a little brief authority. The
choice was made, and a broad-shoul-
dered giant, rejoicing in the name of
Old Man Trouble, stalked pompously
to and fro upon the bridge. his wolly
hair projectin through the place where
the crown of his silk hat should have
been. Onece he laid his hand upon the
telegraph, but the mate was too quick
for him.

“Nop nigzer touches that: you're only
here to show the way, not to command;
savvy?” sald Captain Orme.

“Not nizger, sah,’” answered the
man: “only low bushman and Liberia
man nigger.” Then his mouth expand-
ed into the broad grin of the African,
and pointing to a white-walled building
among the palms, he added, ““New cus-
tom=-house, sah; Krooboy burn him one
time.”

The mate, who posed as an encycelo-
paedia in West Africa matters,
laughed. *“The old question—free trade
veraus protection,” he said. “They
play it out vigorously here, sometimes
aa a comedy and sometimes as a
tragedy. In any case it's rough of the
Krooboy, who dosen’'t want to be gov-
erned at all, to be taxed extortionately
to psy for improvements In Monrovia.
I wonder how many custom-houses he
has burned."

O1d Man Trouble, who understond the

sneech, nodded approval.,  “Liberian

i hushman.” he =said, "“We fit to
i ! nvme 1 ] “.Hl-'h =

v Kroohoays ha hangesd."” broke in

1 Orme: “IT'm =ick of them. We'll

have o Libierian officer abooard now to

hundred dollars for land-

1. of which h=*'1l pocket

low the whistle for the eanoes.™

t s the deep boom of the

1 whistle rang out. and echoed

m=-clad bLiluff shore. until

1 died away and was lost in

monatonous song of the saurf. Then

i Dunlin's propell turned  slowly

! rattled down.

Presently a little launch steamed ont
fom hehind a peint of surf swept rocks
and. when she shot alongs=side, a sable

representative of the Liberian repub-

astoern m1 her anchor

lie, covered with tarnished gold lace,
gtrutted towards the bridge with the
air of an admiral of the fleet. “You

are fined fity doliars for anchoring
without permission, and if you desire
to land those Kroomen you must pay
two and a half dollars a head.” he an-
nounced, and proceeded to climb the
bridge-ladder.

“Stop where you are, daddy,”* said
the Captain, laughing. *“No one sets
foot on this bridge until he’s asked.
You'll get no fifty dollars from me, and
as to paying two and a half each for
‘the Krooboys, that’s more than the
best nigger in Africa is worth even if
he is a custom officer. However, there
they are you can sall in and collect it
yourself. Don't be too exacting
though, for they’ve all got mtchey

Hardly had the dignitary of the
black republic reached the fore-well
than a pandemonium of angry yells
rose from the crowded deck, and bright
matchet-blades glittered above a maze
of naked arms. Captain Orme, who
had been fined too many times on fri-
volous pretexts to love the Liberians,
emiled grimly as the customs officer
hastily returned to the foot of the
bridge-ladder.
ing and his knees shook like an acacia
leaf in the rush of the harmattan.

*“You zhall pay for this,” he gasped. |

“If you attempt to land one boy I'il

fire on you, and advise Monrovia to

put our navy on your track.”

“if the Liberian navy gets in my way
I'll run over the thing,” replied the
Captain; *it looked like an overgrown
launch the last time I saw it. Is vour

go on to f.erra Le-emfww shrdl sh |
western squadron like the other
eh? If they won't pay the Kroo-
hoys must go on to Sierra Le-
one, for they shall not take my boats
ashore for you to confiscate—see?
Here’'s a word of advice., This is a

hard crowd, a fighting tribe from the
interior; they might fancy swimming
off in the dark, for we stay here all
night and we dare not try to stop them.
If they do, you'd better look out. Re-
member, too, that a little civility costs
nothing; and now, good-day.”

The black official answered nothing.
His self esteemm was wounded, and
with a feeble attempt at a swagger he
kicked his sable clerks down the lad-
der and descended into the launch. As
the little craft steamed away a vell of
derision and hate followed her, and
matchets flashed along the Dunlin's
rail. Then the Krooboys settled down
again into their customary easy-going
good-humor, and the mate observed,
“Scene one of the comedy. I wonder
how it will end.”

“No canoe come sah; you lend us
surf boats one lil' time?” asked Old
Man Trouble. But the Captain ans-
wered sharply: “No, you all go on to
Sa Leone, and get back the best way

vou can. Here's a dollar; get away
forward.”
Darkness settled down across the

misty ocean with the suddenness of the
tropics, and after swallowing a hasty
meal in their stifling, cockroach-haunt-
ed mess-room, captain and mate loung-
ed about beneath the spar-deck awn-
ings, trying to catch a stray breath of
air.

“Pah! I'm half mad with prickly heat,
and that din gets on my nerves,” said
the former." This deck passenger game
is not worth the candle; look at them
now.,"”

A wild hammering of monkey-skin
drums arose from the fore-well, follow-
ed by »the rattle of matchet-blades.
Then two hundred lusty voices broke
out into the swinging cnorus of a war
song of the Kroo nation.

“Some of their chanties are quite
musiecal,” said the mate; “and very
old too; many tell how they fought the
first white men, the Portuguese, four
hundred years ago.”

Presently, by a blaze of torch-light,
for a fire of some kind is an essential
feature of a west African palaver three
wild figures danced upon the high fore-
castle-head, the red glare falling upon
their naked skins as they flung their
arms about and harangued the excited
crowd below. A hoarse roar ofapprov-
al went up in answer; then one of the
orators appeared to disssnt, and his
comrades pitched him head over heels
on to the iron deck beneath. Capt.
Orme sprang to his feet. “There’ll be
murder done,” he shouted, ““and they're
burning the new tarred gas warp too.
Tell Mace to start the big pump.”

“The 'hose is rigged. Pairsonalclean-
liness is guid, an’ there's naething 'ill
settle a palaver like a pickle cauld wa-
ter, with eighty pun o’ steam ahint it,”
observed the engineer drily; the follow-
ing the cling clang of the pump below
a solid jet of water swept the deck and
aft, till the council broke up ignomi-

nously.
“Thank goodness,” said Captain
Orme. “I'm glad that's over; wonder

what it was all about anyway.”

It was long past midnight when the
harassed captain was awakened by a
loud hammering at his door. Spring-
ing out of his narrow bunk, and shak-
ing down legions of cockroaches from
the breast of his thin jamas, he strode
toward the entrance, and heard the
rough voice of the quartermaster say:
“Them devils are a seizin’ the boats,
sir. They've got No. 1 half-way lower-
ed, and are cuttin’ the falls of the
rest.” For a few moments after he
left the doorway, Captain Orme could
see nothing but the lumjnous wvapor
which streamed from the summit of the
reeling funnel sweeping to and fro
across the inky blackness at every roll.
Then he heard the mate calling ex-
citedly for help, and striking left and
richt with this revolver-butt, he burst
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through a crowd of negroes surging
around the davits. The big Krooboy
who was thrusting the boat's bows off
the rail went down like a dog as the
heavy pistol-butt smote him between

the eves; and the mob fell back a
pace or two, *“Light a port fire on the
hands,” he roared. “We're a comin’,

gir,” answered a voice out of the dark-
ness, as a few drowsy seamen fought
their way to their commander’'s side,
the Kroohovs giving way before the
swinging capstan-bars and iron pump-
handles. Then a port-fire hissed.- and
spluttered on the lofty bridege, and an
intense dazzling green glare shone
down on the swaying crowd below,
“The first that lays a hand upon the
boats I shoot,”” and the barrel of his
revolver glinted in the light of the port

fire. For a few seconds the negroes
stood silent and irresolute, until a
burly leader strode forward, saying

something in an unkown tongue, and
pointing to the boats.

The mate’s grasp tightened on his
handspike as he glanced at the rolling
eves and scowling faces before him.
He knew that if the skipper's nerve
proved unequal to the task it might go
very hard with every white man on
board, for many of the Krooboys were
armed with matchets.

“Give us them boat,” white man, and
plenty boy live for bring them back,”
said the spokesman. “If no fit, we chop
you one time.” For a moment or two
the captain made no reply, but stood
calmly facing the excited crowd, and
glancing shorewards the mate saw a
bright tongue of flame leap up from the
summit of the bluff, while-a hoarse
murmur ran from man to man. Then
again the tread of running feet echoed
along the after deck, and a hoarse
voice eried, “Oot o' the way, ye brutes.”
The big Krooboy glanced behind him,
and swung his matchet, but a heavy
steel spanner descended with a thud
upon his woolly head, and the gaunt
fizure of the chief engineer leaped into
the circle of light, while the negro,
staggering sideways, fell groaning up-
on the deck. Next moment a wedge of
gooty firemen and greasers, with shov-
els and rabbles in their hands, cleft
the ecrowd apart, and the Krooboys
gave sullenly back on either side.

“Now,” said the captain, *“take that
man away and pump on him. If
there's one of you left on the spar deck
in three minutes I'll shoor him.” The
negroes went slowly forward. It was
the old story; the calmness and con-
temptous fearlessness of the

pulses of the African. The negro sav-
aze is rarely a coward: in some cir-
cumstances he is recklessly brave; but
he is always loath to face a determined
white man. It is not unusual to see a
score of stalwart bushmen flying in
terror from the wrath of a sickly white
trader, who would be as helpless as a
child in their muscular grip. This is
the more sirange, as all the traders are
by no means remarkable for nerve or
courage, while the negroes have pro-
badly faced swift death at the point
of a barbed spear several times before.

“A wee bit firmness gangs a lang
way,” said the engineer panting; “an’
I'm thinkin’ it’s a gey hard skuil he has
onyway; the bit tap wull no trouble
him lang.”

Tha mate burst out into a laugh to
relieve his pent-up excitement, as he
answered: “If it had been any one but
a nilgger, the bit tap would have killed
him on the spot.”

“"'m dead tired of them anyway,”
observed Captain Orme, slowly. “Five
dollars =u head from Lagos dosen’t
cover this kind of thing. I wonder
what they’ll be up to next.” Even as
he spoke a wild yell rose from the fore-
deck, followed by a succession of
splashes in the sea.”” Come back there!
Stop them! Light another port-fire,”
he roared.

This time a crimson flame blazed out
from the rail of the spar-deck, and by
the ruddy glare the Europeans saw the
Krooboys hurling their gin cases over
the iron bulwarks, while already four
or five sable figurés were shooting
through the cirele of light which fell
upon the long glassy undulations, as
the steamer rolled and wallowed in the
steep swell. The white seamen des-
cendad the fron runged ladder, but
glistening matchet-blades barred their
way and Old Man Trouble stood upon
the winch drum and lifted up his voice.

“Listen 1iI' word, Captain sah.,” he
said. “We dun pay you all five dollar
for land on Palm beach. Liberia man
say no; Captain say no boat. Krooboy
swim: if white man say no, we chop
him. Live fer qulet; we go chop Li-
beria man instead.”

“Let them go,” advised
“we can't stop “them now, and would
only get hurt if we tried. There’'s no
surf in Africa big enough to drown a
Kroobey."”

As he spoke a crowd of naked figures
flung themselves over the rail. and the
sea was dotted with swimming heads;
man after man followed in rapid sue-
cession, until the deck was empty of
all save those bound for Sierra Leone.
The sight was no unusual one, for
when, as occasionally happens, the
canoes do not come off to meet the
coasting steamers. the Krooboy pas-
sengers swim a“h r- half a mile or
more, pushing their gin cases before
them.?*

*“1 wadna care tae be in the shoon o’
that custom man if they devils wake
him up the nicht,” said the engineer.

“It's not our business,” rejoined the
mat~ “and he probably deserves it. It
vwon o be the first Liberian station the
wily Krooboy has cleaned out. I am
thinking most of the two French
traders; I don’t suppose they'll be mo-
lested, but we'll warn them anyway.”

The long, reverberating boom of the
steam-whistle rang out four times
across the mity darkness, and then
all was silent again. e

It is hard enough at any time to sleep

the mate;

. to risk it, go.

Euro- |
pean had triumphed over the fickle im- !

in the tropiecs during the stifiing heat
of the rains, and after what hashap-
pened none of the spectators car=d to
return to their berths again. They sat
smoking instead upon the spar-deck,
listening to the welter of water along
the bends, each time the Dunlin rolled
heavily down buried her rusty plates
in a brimming swell. At last, shortly
after dawn, the captain sprang to his
feet. "They're burning the custom
house, by george! Look there,” he
said, pointing to a broad sheet of red
flame which roared aloft from the
shadowy loom of the bluff, lighting up
the fringe of foaming breakers, which
hurled themselves wupon the sand.
“That officer is probably having a bad
time now; the Kroomen have no par-
ticular reverence for the majesty of
the Black republie,” he added. *I wish
it was daylight, so we could send a
boat in for the sake of the Frenchmen:
but she’'d never get through the surf
in the dark.”

“I'll chance it, sir; we'll get through
somehow,” answered the mate, “They
were very Kkind last time we called:
and even if it were only on account of
the black officer, we can’t sit here and
do nothing.”

“Well,” said the captain, “if vou like
Mac is itching to go tco.
It’'s none of his business, but he's never
hanpy unless he's putting something
right.”

A few minutes afterwards there was
a clatter of blocks and a big surf boat
splashed into the sea. Krooboy boat-
hands and white seamen =lid down the
falls; the mate shouted, “Shove off, be-
fore she’s stove alongside;” and the
boat shot away from the wallowing
steamer on the smooth back of a swell.
Glancing over his shoulder, the mate
saw a shadowy figure leaning out over
the Dunlin’s rail and heard the cap-
tain's voice: “Be careful. Look out
for—" and then the vessel rolled
wildly down, and the words
drowned in a gurgling rush of water.

“Paddle there, paddle,” was the

ing themselves on either gunwale, grip-
ped a loop of fibre with their prehensile
toes, as they swung the dripping pad-
dles, and the big surf boat went fast
inshore, now shooting aloft on the crest
of a roller, now sinking deep in the

gloomy ‘*trough. Ten minutes later
they paddled slower, and the mate
stood ereet in the stern-sheets as the

bhoat rose and fell sharply just outside
the fringe of breakers. Gray dawn was

———— e — ———
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| first sight of the foe.

but we made a heroic resistence—the
clerk and 1.7

“Havers, man, havers,” said the en-
gineer chuckling; “they dragrgit ye oot
from aneath a couch malst likely."

“You mygst enjoy being tied up, at
any rate,” added the mate, “for any
child eoldu wrizgle that lashing siack.
Get up on your feet”

The Liberian with pretended effort
cast off the ropes, and desiring to stalk
forward with the air of a wounded

tempt.

“Every sign of a herolc resistance,”
caid the mate; “rifies thrown away—
as I thought, they were in too great a
harry even to pull the trigger: here's
a cartridge in the bhreesh.,” Then he
lavghed #nd pointed to a little machine
gun which lay upside down among the
trailinz yams, and he noticed there was
no fouling about the muzzie. “Sentries
asleep, 1 suppose, and as usual the
quarter-civilized black soldier bolted at
The savage is al-
ways braver than the negro of the set-
tlements he added.

The gquartermaster now came up.
“Them niggers has been holdin’ a high
class barbecue, sir,” he said; and the
mate laughed again as he approached
the spot where a bon-fire had been
made of the furniture and stationary.
The remains of a sumptuous feast lay
around. Empty bottles of Worcester
sauce, tomato catsup, and Hamburg
gin showed that the beverages had
been curiously assorted.
pickled mess beef, with which some-
body's unequalled pomade had evident-
1y been used as a condiment, lay about
among empty tins of metal polish and
oil-ground rottenstone,.

“The niggers ain't partickler as to
mixin' their drinks,” said a grinning
seaman. “Jamaca rum and Worcester
sauce for a likoor, an' ships' bread with
rottenstone for desert.”

The officers nodded a smiling ap-
proval; they knew that whatever
comes out of a tin is considered edible
by the Krooboy. Then the mate turn-
ing his eyes seawards, saw a puff of
white steam rising from the Dunlin's
funnel; it was now broad daylight, and
the hoot of the whistle warned him
that the captain was growing im-
patient.

“Take me on to Sinou; you won't
leave me here to be murdered,” gasped

! the Liberian.

were |

“No,” said the mate; *"if you like to
chance landing on Sinou beach, we’ll
stop for you. There's ten minutes for
yvou to find your men in:" and officer

Scraps of |

and clerks disappeared into the bush. !

Then a young French lad from a
neighboring factory entered the com-
pound. He had heard no noise in the
night, but had just seen the smoke.
The mate explained, and asked after
his acquaintance the agent.

“Ah,” said the lad, “the poor Cha-
trian he die—how you call him?— dys-
entery, and Canot he go back ver' sick;
but you dejeune wit" us?”

The mate refused courteously, and
while they stood laughing together the
representative of the Liberian republic
returned, his dozen men following
sheapishly Dbehind him with neither

order, and the black boat-boys, balac- | Scratch nor scar.

“The Kooboy he will not hurt us, bon
vovage,” said the young Frenchman

' raising his hat, and the big surf-boat

coming across the heaving ocean. A
red streak broadened and deepened
along the eastern horizon, while be- |

yvond the parallel lines of roaring surf
the feathery tufts of the palms rose
dimly above the misty forest. The fire
had died away, and only a few wreaths
of dingy smoke were faintly visible
against the bluff,

“You fit take us through surf, Fry-
pan?” asked the mate; and the griz-
zled helmsman nodded silently as he
took a firmer grip of the sculling oar.
*“Then in you go! Give her fits! Hyah,
Krooboy!” zhouted the officer, and the
engineer slowly and method caily
buckled a cork life belt about his waist.
“Cleanliness 1is guid,” he observed;
“but yen's no the best place for a
mornin’ bath.”

Then the headman raised his voiee,
th+ Krooboys broke out into wild chant
as they leaned over the bending pad-
dles, and the foam ©boiled high on
either bow as the boat leaped forward.
Presently she swept aloft with a
snowy smother spouting above the
gunwale; then the paddles whirled to-
gether and she swooped wildly down
into the black hollew beyond. Again
she rose, and this time half a ton of
yeasty water poured in over the stern,
and the white men dashed the spray
from their eyes anu gazed at the liquid
walls rolling between them and
thundering beach.

“We're in 1or it now, and must face
it out,” said the mate hoarsely, and
the engineer nodded with the light of
battle in his eyes. Again the head-
man shouted, and a wild outburst of
yelling and whistling followed. The
paddles dipped together, and the boat
was swept madly forward on the crest
of a breaker half hidden in the mass
of curling foam, while the helmsman
grasped out unheeded orders, and bent
himself doublg over the sculling oar.
For a moment or two the white men
h+ld their breath; then there was a
shivering erash and a cataract of spray
fell upon them; the boat's keel ground
d-ep into the sand and the backwash
rcared against the bows. A dozen
Krooboys leaped over the gunwale;

the |
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officers,and white seamen were carried |

beyond the reach of the ebhing water;
and before th: next breaker poured its
mile-long ridge upon the sand the surf-
byvat was run up high and dry.

“Them IKroobey devils has all gone,
i, said the quartermaster, a few
paces in advance, and the white men
came out from the gloom of the drip-
ping palm fronds. A faint voice cried,
“Help!” and siarting at the sound
the new-comers turned their heads and
saw a sight which at first moved them
to pity, and aiterwards to hearty
laughter.

The black customs official, his gaudy
uniform stained with moul and
drenched with dew, was leaning limply
against a palm stem to which he had
been leosly bound, while the two black
clerks, with
cupied a similar position near by.
Some woolly haired savage, by way of
a joke, had jammed a battered silk hat
over his eves, and tied a roll of land-
ing permits about his neck. The of-
ficer made no pretence of importance
now; he was In a state of hopeless col-
lapse.

“Been having a bad time,” said the
mate, removing the hat; *“but why
don't you get out of those lashings?"

“I am fast hand and foot. I call yon
to witness,” gasped the wretched ILd-
berizan. “My rascally men deserted me,

terror stricken faces, oc- |

went out on the backwash of a sea.
Half swamped and battered she re-
crossed the breakers, and in due time
shot alongside the Dunlin.

“They took us by surprise. We have
drilled the soldiers on the Prussian
system, and do not look for a foe that
swims, eclimbs the veranda posts, and
drops from the thatch without a noise,”

said the Liberian, when he related
what had happened on board the
steamer, “‘But we made a heroic re-
sistance.”

“Heroic fiddlesticks! Tell that to the
Monrovians or the marines,” answered
Captain Orme. "“This is not the first
time the wily savage has been one too
many for the republic.”

Then the windlass panted and rat-
tled, the cable came clanking home,
and presently the Dunlin steamed out
across the flashing swell, and so west-
wards until the palm-clad bluff and
thundreing beach faded away into the
azure distance.—Harold Bindloss in
Macmillan’s Magazine.

Southern Express Stockholders Meet

Savannah, Ga., November 22.—The
thirty-fifth annual meeting of the
stockholders of the Southern Express
Company was held in this city today.
The directors were re-clected, The of-

ficers elected were H. B. Plant, presi- |

dent; M. J. O’Brien, vice president and
general manager; M. F. Plant, vice
president; George H. Tilley, secretary
and treasurer; E. R. Leary,
nooga, Tenn., assistant general man-
ager and F. G. DuBignon, Savannah,
Ga., general counsel.

Chronlc Dyspepsia Cured.

a1

FTER suffering for nearly thirty years
H from dyzpepsia, Mrs. H. E. Duzdale,
wife of a prominent business man of
Warsaw, N. Y., writes: “For 28 years, [ was
a constant sufercr from dyspepsia and a
weak stomach. The ligshtest food produced
distress, causing severe pain and the forma-
tion of gas. Nomatter how careful of my
cdiet I suffered agonizing nain after cating.
I was treated by marny physicians and tried
numerous remedics without permanent help.
Two years ago I began taking Dr. Miles’
erve and Liver lills and Nervine. Within
aweek [ commenced improving, and pes-
gistinz in the trcatment I was soon able to
eat what [ lited, with no evil effects
Ikeep them at hand and asingle dose dispels
any old symptoms.™
Dr. Miies' Remedies
are scld by all drug-
gists under a positive
guarantee, first bottle
benefits or money re-
funded. Book on dis-
eases of the heart and

nerves free. Address,

Chatta- |

gladiator, failed miserably in the at- | mrrury nor any oth-

Drug

acvoer  CATARRH
: gist GTE
s ‘

Y3 GREAR AL
contains no cocalne,

er in_ u-tous drug.

It Is quickly Ab- VTSN
sorbed.

Givesrelie! at once. COLD I~ " EAD

It opens and cleanses the Nusa Pussagrs
Allsys Inflammatton. Heals and Protects the
Membrane., Restores Jhe -enses of Taste and
Sm-ll. Ful' size 50¢; Trial Size 10c at Drug-
£ists or by mall
ELY BROTHERS, 58 Warren St. New York

* CHRISTIAS GREETINGS.

50 BOXES RAISINS

300
50
25

100

100

Ask vs for quotations

R. R. STONE & CO.,

nog? No. 7 =o. Water Su

S. P. McNAIR,
WHOLESALE GROCER AND

Commission Meichant

N. Water St., Wilmington, N,C.'

Offers to the Trade:

FEED OATS, FLOUR. NAILS, SHOT
BUGAR, CANDIES, CRACKERS., CON-
CENTRATED LYE, BUTTHR, MOLAS-
SES, VINEGAR, PEANUTS, CORN,
FISH, BAKING POWDER. MATCHES,

BOXES FIRE CRACKERS.
BAGS COCOANUTS
CRATES ORANGES?
BARRELS A'PLES
BOXES MIXED N:’T&

| CANNED GOODS, COFFEE, SPICES

AND RICH

Coll ondSeg M2 Or Write Inr Prices oad Term

Ju b

CODELIN

TRADE-NMARRN.

Mature’s Nervine and
Ranid Resterative.

An unfailing cure for Diseases of the
Digesuve, Nervous and Generative
Systems. A Tonic of rare «flicacy for
the old and young anu of marked sefe
vice for Students, Teachers, «nd all
who are engaged i Urain wotk or
sluse occupativis.

CURES

Danrsssion . Tired Feelings,
Scrvonspess,  Muscular Weakness,

Loss of Appetita, Palpitation of Heart,
Restlesspess,  Hysteria,

Nerve Weakness, General Discomfort,
Excesses, Alcholism,

ind that almost innumerable series of
Jiseases and complications resulting
rom any derangement of the Nervous
wstem,  Invaluable for weak women
ind nervous children,

Steady Merves,! ¢ | Dr. Cox’s
Lraced System, I"“;;"B Cocelin
Scund Rest, powg | V6TV
Gaod Work, o | Tenie.

ZONTAING NO )FATES OR DANGLAOUS DAVGD

TO MARE A MAMIT
o Cents per Bottle;

kuaree onttles be ordered at onetime, wco,_ of
Uniule Cook Book will be included e,

/.7 DRUGGISTS AND DECALETS
CR DIRCCT OF US ON RECEIPT GF PRICE
60 cEnTs.

Winkelmann & Brown Drug Ce.
SOLE PROFRICTONE
®ALTIMORE. MD.. U & 4

CARTERS

ITTLE
IVER
PILLS.

CURE

Bick Meadache and relieve all the troubles lac)
dent to a bilious state of the aystem. such a8
WHzziness, Nausea. Droosiness, Distress after
sting, Pain in the Sule, £ W hile their mosl
emarkable siccese has been shown b curing

SICK

Headache, vet Cantea's Livtie laver Pras

Ace equalir valuahle n Con Yipe o, cuning
and preventing this aun vine cormg  dnt, while
they also correct all dioscdes of tne stomach,

stinulate the liver and regulate the hawela,
Kveu i they only cured

HEAD

Ache they would be almost priceiasg to those
who suffer fron, this distressing com nt;
but fortunately thew goodness does pot e.‘
nere. and those who once try them will find
these little pills valsaile in 80 many ways that
‘E.h:;' will not be willing to do

after all sick head

)




