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an 1f her heart wvas golng to break wil,
joy. He left her In the rocking-chal
and enme and weunt in his old boun:
wny, bringing in hia store of gifts ane
provisions, It was better than an;
dream, He laughed and talked nm
went out to send the mman (o bring ¢
wagonful of wood from John Mander's

o =
ANKSGIVING 2

>

L

HERE was a sad
heart In the low-
storied, dark little
that estood

by the

house

humbly
roadside
rOme tall  elms
amull as her house
was, old Mrs. Robb
found it too large
for hersell al

e
ong

kitchen and a tiny bedroom that ledd |
and there stlll remuined the
best room and a bedroom with the
low garret overhend. There hiad been
a time, nfter she was left nlone, wa
Ars. Robb could help those who were |
poorer than herself. She owne d a pig
and was strong encugh not ounly to do
a woman's work inside her house, but |
also a mun's work outside In her ploce
of garden ground. At last glckness and |
age had come hand in hand, those two
relentless enemles of the poor, nnd to- |
gether they had wasted her strength
and substance. She had always been
looked up to Ly her ncighbors as be- |
ing independent, bul now she was left,
lame-footed and lame-handed, with a
debt to earry and her bare land, and
the house lll-provisioned to stand the
glege of time. For n while she man-
aged to get on, but at last It began 1o
be whiapered abour that It Was no use
tor any one to he so0 proud; It was eus-
jer for the whole town to care for her
than for u few neighbore, and she had
petter go to the poorhouse before win-
ter. and be done with it. At this ter-
rible suggestion her brave heart
seemed to swand sulll Tha people
whom sho eared meat for happened to
be poor, and she could no langer go
into their households to make heraelf of
use. The very elms overhead seemed
to say “No" as they groaned In the late |
autumn winds, and there was soue- |
thing appealing even to strange puass- |
ers-by in the look of the littie gray |
house, with Mrs. Robb's pale, wourled |
face nt the window.

Anniversaries are days to make othe:

out of it

people happy in, but sometimes when |
they come they seem to be full of sha- |

dows, and the power of giving joy to
others, that Inalienable right which |
ought to lightem the saddest heart, the
mozt indifferent sympathy, sometimes
even this seems to be withdrawn. So
poor old Mary Ann Robb sat at- her
window on the afternoon before
Thanksgiving and felt herself to be |
poor and sorvowflul Indeed. Across the
fragen road she looked eastward over
a great streteh of cold meadow<land,
brown and windswept and crossed by
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fey ditches. It seeméed to her as if in
all the troubles that she had known
and carried before this, there had al-
ways been some hope to hold, as
she had never looked poverty full in
the fnce and seen Its cold and pitlless
look before. She looked anxiously
aown the road, with a horrible shrink-
ing and dread at the thought of being
asked, out of pity, to joln In some
Thanksgiving feast, but there was no-
body coming with gifts In hand. Once
ghe had been full of love for such doayw,
whether at home or abroad, but some-
thing bad chilled her very heart now,
poor old woman,

Her neareat neighbor had been fore.
most of those who wished her to go to
the town-farm, and he had sald more
than onee that It was the only sensible
thing. But John Mander was waiting
patiently to get her tiny farm Into his
own hands, He bad advanced some
money upon It in hé* extremity, aud
protended that there was still a debt,
after he had cleared her wood lot to
- pay himsolf baak, He would plow ovyr
the graves in the fleld-corner and fell
thie great clms, and walied for his poor
pray like a‘spider. He had often re-
hed hor for belng loo generous to

under l -

!
she only needed the | -

| home for him

F fully.

worthless pegple in the past and com-

L]

|

|

ing to be a charge to others now,
if she could only die in her own house
and not suffer the pain of homeless-
negs and dependence!

It was just at supset, and as she
looked out hopelessly across tho gras
firlds, there snilden gleam of
light far away on the low hills beyond
the clouds opened In the west and let |

wWis n

the sunshine througn. One lm‘t'l}‘|
gletiin shot ewift as an arrow and |
ened a fur culd hillside where it |

fell, nnd 8t tho s moment & sudden

glenm of hope Lrjghtened the winter

landscape of her heart,

“Thore was Johnny Hnorris,” sald
y Ann, sofily. “He was a soldier's |

son, left an orphin and distressed, O}

John Mander scolded, bur 1 eouldn’t see |

the poor boy want. I kep' him that |
yeiar nfter he got hurt, apite o' what |
yhody sald, an' he helped me what

littde he could. He sald 1 was the only
he'd ever had., ‘I'm goln' out
West, Mother Robb," says he, 1 shant
come back till 1 get rich,” an’ then he'd
look &t me an' laugh, so plensant an’
boyish. He wa'n't one that liked to
write. [ don't think he was doin’ very
well when 1 heard—there, it'a ,\'u:-.'lnilr
ago now. | nlways thought If he gol
sick or anything, 1 ehould have a good
Tonere was Ezra Blake,
the deafl one, too—he won't have any
place 10 come to—"'

The light faded out of doors. ﬂndl
agnin Mrs, Robb's iroubles stood hefore
her. Yet It was not so dark as it had
been in her sad heart. She still aat
by the window, hoping now, in spite of
herselfl, Instead of fearing; and a curi-
ous feeling of nearness and expectancy
made her feel not so much light-heart-
ed as light-headed,

“1 feel just as If somethin' was goln’
to happen,”™ she gaid. “'Poor Johnny
Harris, pernaps he's thiokin® o° me, if
he's allve,”

It was dark now out of doors, and
there were Liny clicks against the win-
dow, It was beginning to snow, and
the great elms creaked in the rising
wind overhead.

A dead llmb of one of the old trees
had falles thar auvtumn, and poor fire-
wood as 1t had been, it was Mrs, Robb's
own, and she had burnt it most thank-
There was only a small armlual
left, but at least she could have the
luxury of a fire. She had a feeling
that It was her last night at home, and
with strange recklessness she began to
fill the stove as she used to do In better
days,

“1I'll geot
said, still

mothey

me goodd an’ warm,” she
tulking to herscll, as lonely
people do, “an’ 1'll go to bed early. It's
comin’ on to storm."” The snow
eliehed faster and [aster agalnet the
window, and she sat alone thinking
in the dark

“There's lots o' lolks 1 love” ghe
gald onece. “They'd be sorry 1 aln't got
nobody to come an’ pno supper the night
afore Thanksgivin', 'm dreadful glad
they don't know.” And she drew « lit-
tle nearer to the firg, and laid her head
back drowsily in the old rocking-chair.

It seemed only a moment hefore there
wis a lond knocking, and somebody
Iifted the lateh of the door. The fire
shone bright through the front of the
old stove and made a lttle lght in
the room, but Mary Ann Robb waked
up frightened and bewildered,

“Who's there? she called, as she
found her cruteh and went to the door.
She was consclons of only her one
great fear. “They've come to take me
to the puorhouse!"” she sald, and burst
into tears,

There was a tall man, not John Man-
der, who seewed to fill the narrow door-
way,

“Come let me In!" he said gayly, “It’s
a cold night., You didn't expect me,
did you, Mother Robb?"

“Dear me! What ls it?™ she faltered,
stepping back as he came in and drop-
ping her crutch. “Be [ dreamin’? |
was a-dreamin’ about— Oh - there!
What way 1 a-sayin'? 'Tain't true! No!
I've made some kind of n mistake™
Yes, this was the man who kept the
poorhouse, and she would go without
compluint: they might have given her
notles, but she must not fret,

«giL down, sir.” she sald, ruring to-
ward him with touvching patience,
“you'll have to give me a litle time,
It I'd been notified 1 wonldn't have
kept ¥ou waiting n minute thie cold
night” It was not the keéeper. The
man by the door took one step forward
anil put Wis arm round her and kissed
her.

“What are yvon talkin’ about?" sald
Johh Harrie *“You ain’t goin' to make
me feel Hke n strauger. 1've come all
the way from Dako:a to spend Thanlks-
givin'. There's all soris o' things oul
here In the wagon, an® & man to help
got ‘em in. Why—don't you ery #o,
Mother Rptb, 1 thought you'd have &
great lavgh if I come an' surprised you.
Don't you remember [ sald 1 should?"

It was John Harrls indeed.” The poor

S

| but luck hail come at last,

soul could sy nothing, 8he felt now

and eame in himgaell laden with plece
of the nearest lence to keep the flire go
ing in the meantime, They must cook
the steak for supper right away; they
must find the package of ten among all
the other bundies; must get good
fires started In boith the Dbedrooms
Why, Mother Robb didn't seem to be
ready for company (rom out West! Th
great eheerful fellow hurrled about the
tiny house, and the litlle, old woman
limped after him, [orgetting ov alng
but hospitality. Had pot she « nouse
for Joln to come to? Were not her
old chalrs and tables in their ploces
still?  And he remembersd everythin
and klszed her as they stood before the
firo as If she were a girl

He had found plenty of hard times
He had
and this was the end of a

they

siruck luck,
great year.

“No, I couldn’t seem to write letters;
no use to complain 0" the worst, an' |
wanted to tell you the best when |
came”: and he told it while she cooked
the supper. “No, I wa'n’t goin’ to write
no foollgh letters,' John repeated. Ho
was afrald he should ery himself when
he found out how bad things had been;
and they vat down to supper togeiher,

“DON'T YOU CRY SO!"

just #s they used to when he was a
nomeless orphan boy, whom nobody
¢lse wanted in winter weather while he
was erippled and could not work, She
could not be kinder now than she was
then but she looked so poor and old!
He saw her tasio her cup of ten and se;
it down agaln, with a trembling hanc
and a look at him, "No, I wanted to
come myself,” he blustered, wiping hl
eyes and trying to laugh.” “And you're
going to have everything you need to
make vou comfortable long's you live,
Mother Robb!™

She looked at him again and nodded
but ehe did not even try to speak.
Thers was 8 good, hot supper ready,
and her own folks had come; it was the
night before Thanksgiving,

Oh! Turkey with eranberry jelly!
Oh! Doughnits and pudding and ple!

If there Is ever a time when we want
our turkey to be tender and Juley, it s
for the Thanksgiving dinner. It is not
every housckeeper who knows how to
select a turkey, though it is not a diffi-
eult matter. The best turkeys have
smooth, black legs with soft, loose
spurs, and are short and plump. The
end of the breast bone should be goft
and flexible. The breasts are full, and
the fleah plump and white.

The cooking is fully as imporiant as
the selectlon, and the preparation for
It ghonld be enrefully attended to.

A turkey |s greatly improved by
drawing the sinews from the lega, This
converis the otherwise coarse and
tough fleah of the drumatick _ate dell-
sate meat,

It you prefer to stuff your turkey,
place enough In elit of neck to Ml the
envity made by removing the erop; il
the hrenst with the remalnder and gew
firmly.

Thanksgiving Doy 1s a timely pre-
parstion for Christsias. A thankful
henrt makes one desire to share goed
gifts with a pourer neighbor, and so
by the time Christmas Day appoars the
epirit of solfishness kas been aup-
pressed.
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§ THE FIEC= THAT WAS L0S1. §
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It was a midsuminer morning. The
graza was walting for Lhe seythe, but

(tor brealifast Silas Rogers took down
the otd bible that had been his moth-
ar's dully companion
yvears, and they mut reverently down
to worship. The reading wan that ten-
der leszon of the wandering sheep, and
the lost plece of gilver, and ended with
the heavenly rejoleing “over Lhe &ip-
per that repentoth,” and after the earn-
est, though homely prayer, they were
ready for work, Abuer, the hired man,
and Deuben, the boy, as thoy startad
out of the house, almect stumbled over
n woman sitting in the -l’wlr:\a}'. b
sorbed in thonght, Silis looked at her.
but did not siay to question her, And
whon they weore gone, Ehe roeda
abruptly and said, “Will you give me
some brenkfast?"

Mrs. Rogers looked at her, She was
a twll wnd not uncomely woman of
thirty, Lut with something In
ably evil nboul her face. The hard
« the bald, defiant eyes, ri pelied
her, yet It seemaed as {f ot any instant
they might break into scornful tears,

“Who are vyou?" asked the good wils
coming nearer, with a paa of Dbread
In her hand, Again the face darkened
and lightened, grew hard and ylelo-
g, with the sudden decliaration,

am the piece that was lost.”

Mnariha Rovors hadl not a particle o
poetry In Fer nature, but 8! had e
most prafound reversnce fi e Sorl
ture, therelore the words
and shocked her

both m
pot the
woman to refuse bread to the bungry
1o she p'aced food upon the table,
motioned the woman to a chalr, say-
ing, “Set up and eat”

All the time that the woman Was dni-
Ing—and she did not hasten—her oyes
followed the m'stress and Hetly, thy
bright young daughter, until Martha
Rogers grew nervong and sent Helly
ta *‘red up the chambers”

“Will you give me work to do?" she
demanded rather than asked,

“Who are you?' nsked Mrs. Rogera
agnin, simply to gain time,

“1 thought you knew. [ am:x Mol
Pritehard; they have turned me out of

Put gshe was

il

my house, burned it over my head™
and her eyes grew lurid

“What can you do?" asked Mrs,
Ropers,

“Auything that a woman ean do, or
a man. [ ean work in the field with
the best of them; 1 have done It many
a time; but 1 should like to do what
to be like ather women."

“Are you n good woman?"

The question came stralght and
strong, without any faltering. She had
heard of thls Moll Pritchard, n woman
who lived alone In a tumble down hut
below the sawmill, and won a meager
living by weaving rug carpets, pleking
herries for sale, and, It was suspected
in less reputable ways; but Martha Ro-
gers took no stock (n idle rumors, If
gshe had not the divine compassion, she
had something like divine jJustice,
which is altogether a ewester thing in
its remembering of our frame “than
the tender mercies of the wicked"”

The woman lookedat her curiously—
at first with a mocking smile, then
with a sullen, and at last with a deflant
expression,

“1 AM THE PIECE THAT WAS
LOST."”

“Jg it likely?" she sald flercely. “A

good womun! How should [ be a good
woman? 1 tell you, I'm the piece Lhnl
was lost, and nobody ever looked for
me, If 1 was » good woman, do you
suppose 1 should pe where I be—only
28 years old, well and hearty, and
every door in the world shuat in my
face? 1 tell you the man who wrote
that story didn't know wolien; they
don't hunt for the plece that's los:,
they just let it go. 'There's enough of
them and don't get losy™
+ Foor Martha Rogers was sorely per-
plexed, all the more that her way had
lain so smooth and plain before her
that she might have walked into It
blindly. If she was a lost plece of
gilver, It wna not she who lost it; but
what if It were the Maater's, preclous
to his heart, and a careless ham!
dropped It and left it to lle in the dust?
And what if he bade her to seek It, and
find it for him? Should she dare ro-
fuse? On Lhis very day, when she
peded so surely the nelp which she had
80 looked for In valn, had not this
wean been sent to her very door,
aw) was it not a plain leading of Prov-
fanuce” It Is m Dlessed thing for us
that we are usually driven to aet firat
and theorize afterward, even though
‘the after-thought somnetimes brings re-
‘pestance. The bread was ready for
ithe oven and the woodhox emp'y.
! »you may feich In some wood,” sall
IMsethn Hogers, nand the woman
|premptly oteyed, lling the box with
‘v load of her ginewy arms, and then
shood humbly wa'ting. Helty came In
w the kitchon and hegan to clear e
table, but Wer mo her =ald, “Oo upstaire
and feteh & ‘big apron and ong of our
sewing oaps, and seée If yon can finish
up your dress™

Awny went Hetty, her light heart

for cver wlghty |

hounding with the unexpected releass;
and the mothey tuarned again to the
woman, furnlshed her with a coarwe
towel, and sent her to the wash house
for a thorough purifeation, Half an
hour afterwnrd, with her halr hidden
in the muslin eap, her whole flgure en-
veloped In the ealloo nprom, a comely
wargan was silently engaged In house-
hold tasks, doing her work with such
rupldity and skill that the housowifo
drew o wigh of rellef.

“There's a handful of towels and
corrse olotheg left from the lroning;
vou might put the frons on, Mary, and
smooth ‘'em out.”

The woman turned a startled face
upon her, and then went quickly for
the clothes: huot something—was It a
tear?—rolled down her swarthy cheeks:
mingling with the bright drops she
eprinkied over them. When had ghe
avor heard anything but Moll? Not
gince among New Hampshire hills o
pale woman had laln her hands upon
the tnngled corle of her little daugh
ter and prayed that some one woulil
waleh over these wayward Tost
they should go netrnv, It made Moll
shudder to think of It, What dld she
know about

Joy In heaven over one
sinner and repenteth?
. . . .
8ilas Ropers lstened to the day's
story ax he spt mending a bit of har
nead with clumsy flngers, and among
3 other thoughts lie grasped the ldes

Lht I

wife had secured & yalunble
and much-needed holper,

“It serms A rizk to run,” sald  Mar-
tha, anxloyely i I don't know but
IS preswmtueas;  there's Helly and
MTe's Acuben

‘And there's the Lord,” said Slias
atopping to open hile Knifd

“Yes,” sald Martha, with o It
turt, "and I quite ean't get rid o

what she sald cbhout the *plece that was
. 1o be sare, the woman

that lost It ought to hunt it.”

jost thoug

“She nover does: folls are always
loging things for somebody else to
find; ‘'talnt many of them can say,

Those that thon hast given me I have
kept.' right 1t along.”

“Buat If yvou lose your own plece look
ing nfter other follt's——"

“Well, there's the rloks, as you say,
I'd rather take n risk for the
Lord than agin him.™

Marthn Rogers took the risk for the
Lord, and he abundantly justified and
rewarded her fulth, For the plece that
wns lost becomes “my plece” to the
heart that finds it again in the Mas-
ter's hand; and locking the story of
the wanderer in her own breast, it was
only to the angels that she sald, “Re-
jolce wih me.”

And when years afterward the wom-
an herself gald before the committes
of thoe church, "l anm the woman over
whom there Is u great joy in heaven,”
thers was not wanting those who
thought she was presumptuously elaim-
ing to be a suint—Emily Huntington
Miller,

sirals

but

A Good Advertising Mediom.

A glance in an Atlanta book store
vesterday made this  striking  truth
stund forth

Death Is sometimes a blig advertise-
ment.

In no department of human effort do
men put forth such terrific energy as
In their attempts to catch the public
eye, Men rack thelr brain for Ingeni-
oua schemes to attract publie attention.
The good advertigser I8 the rarest and
richest of succosses,

But some times all the cleverness
and ingenuity of these brain workers
are beaten—aud unexpeciedly,

Du Maurier's death Iast week was
an advertigement for Harper Bros,
which no dea they might dig out of
their bralns could excel. It has started
o great rush after last month's Har-
per's, which contained the first install
ment of “The Martian,” Du Maurier's
new story, and a third edition of the
number is now being fast exhausted.
Those who cannot find the magazine
are Investing In “Peter lbbetson,” and
if there happen to be any who have not
read “Trilby” they Invest In that, The
bhook dealers will tell you that in the
past four days there has been a won-
derful demand for Du Maurier's works.

This great author who has added
thousands to the coflers of the Har-
pers by his life, is adding thousands
to their profits by the mere fact of his
denth.—Atlanta Constitution.

The Spirit of Moders Athens.

Modern Athens, which recalls in so
many ways the Athens of anclent days,
has Inherited from her the privilege of
belng beautiful and enriched by her
children. The publle treasury was not
alwaye very well filled In those times
any more than in the present, but
wenlthy cltizensa who had made for-
tunes at a distance liked to crown thelr
commercinl career by some act of lb-
ernlity to the mother country. They
endowed the land with superb edifices
of general wutllity—theaters, gymna-
sia, temples, The modern city Is lke-
wise full of monuments which ghe owes
to such generosity. It was easy to ob-
tain from private individunls what the
stnte could not give. The Olymple
gamea had burned with g0 bright a lus-
ter in the past of the Greeks that they
could not but have thelr revival at
heart.—"The Olymple Games of 1568
by Baron Plerre de Caunbertin, in the
Century.

A Mure Sigo.

“I saw Muggins on his front porch
this gvening smoking a cigar; It muat
be that his wife s away."

“What makes yon think so?"

“Why, when ghe'a at home he smoken
n brier-root plpe and tries to look ego-
nomical.”—Hnffalo Expresa.

Reov. John Wier, alter ‘nine years of
continuous labor in Japan, s soon to
return with his family to this country.

I w's Thist

We offer One Hundred Dollars reward
for any case of cawmrth that cannel be
cured f"mv Hall's Catarrh Cure.

¥ J, CHEUNYY & Cu, Tolnlo, O,

We, the underuigned, have known F, A
Chenky for the last 16 years, nind belivew
him perfecily honorable in all husiness
tranmctions and nmln-v.ullf able 1o varry
out any obligations made by thelr firmm
Waeat & Truax, Wholesale Druggisis, Te-

tedln, O.
Walding, Kinnan & Marvin, Wholesale

Tirugglsis, Toledo, O,

Tiull's Catarrh Cure 18 taken internally.
acting dlrectly upon the blood and mo-
eoun surfaces of tha system. Testlmoni-
als went free.  Price Tbe per bottle, BSoald
by all drugginix

Cheese Fondu.
Two ounces of butter, four ounces of
bread crumbs, elght ounces of cheess,

one cup of aweet milk, three gus
Cut the butter and checse 1 pmall
pleces and place them in a large bow)
with the bread: on this pour sealding
milk, after whish add the yolks well
beaten, aod also a lttle salt; mix well
together, cover and place on the back
of the renge, stirring oceasionolly um-
til disgolved, when add the white best-
en 10 u st froth; place n a4 buttered
pie plate and bake on a gquick oven for
ahout twonty minutes; secve tl
ment U I8 @aken from the

-
OVl
Sants Fe Roule—California Limitod,
Leaves Chieago 8 p. m. Wednersdays
ond Saturlays, reaching Ao
in 72 hours and Sen Dhego o T

Luow

L]
howrs. NReturns from Caliiornia Moo
days and Thursdoys.

Equipment of superb vestibuloed Pall-
man pulace sleepers, bufle moking:
enr and dining onr, Most luxurions
serviee vin any L

Another express triin etrrying both
" » and tonrst sleepors s Chi
engo 10025 p. m, dally, for Los Angeles,
San D o nnd San Franclsco

Inquire of G, 1. Nicholson, Genernl
Passenger  Agent, Great Novcthern

Bullding, Chicugo.

know what & man really s by
inight.

in wheén a man blunders to
by abusitug those arousd

One cannot
the end of a [«

How comimon
rorrect his fault
him.

Chonp Excursions 1o the West, North and
Northwest.

On Dee, 1 and 15, 1800, the North-
Westorn Line (Chicago & North-West-
ern Railway) will sell exenrsion tickets
to a large sumber of points in the west,
north and northwost. For fall informa
tion apply to ticket agents of connoet-
ing lines, or address W, I, Konlskern,
General Passenger and Tickets Agent,
C. £ N. W. R'y, Chicago, 111,

When any one has offended me, 110y o
ralse my soul so high that the pflence cannot
reach it

Are Youn Golng to Vlerida?

For rates, thoe cards and deseraplive
matter for Florida and all points in the
South and Southeast, address the fol-
lowing agenis of the Popular Big Four
Route: J. ¢, Tucker, Genoral Northesn
Agrent, or . W, Sparks, Traveling Pas-
senger Agent, 204 Clurk St., Chieago.

Women make poor captains, bul the very
best of Hewtenants

For Pin Worms, Mezema, Hives, o
faet, nny of the yarious torturing, itehy
diseases of the skin, Doan's Olutment
is an instant and positive remedy. Get
it from your dealer

The short time for circuiting the globe at
present Ls 6 days

Physieinns  recommend De. Woomd's
Norway Pine Syrup becanse of iis
prompt, positive action in ull cnses of
lung trouble. It is o positively reli

uble enre for coughs and colds a

You can't wive a drowning man by aoy
fancy swimming

Even eatarrh, that dread brecder of
vonsumption, snconmbs to the healing
influences of Thomas' Ecleetrie Ol

Money talks—but it doesn't always reply
when spoken to

Pure blood is the seeret of health,
Burdock Blosd Bitters insures pure
blood.

Heat travels faster than cold.  Anybody
can catch cold.
Mis. Winslow's Sosthuing Syrup
Forchidren gz, sottotin e e, Peducrn cilnm.
e iai, allag G, Cures Wi eolle, 33 canis s bettle

The average Japanese god Is 00 fecl high.

Two bottles of Plso's Cure for Consumption
cured me of a bad lung trouble. —Mrx 3.
Nichols, Princeton, Ind., Mar, 99, 158,

Milk Ls always sold by welght in Arabla.

Just tfy a 10¢ box of Cascarets, the finess
Uyver and bowels regulator ever made.

Drazil has abolished Jotteries

egeman‘s Camphor Tee with @1
The original nnd only genuine. Cures Chajped Hamie
and | sow, Cold Bores, &e. L. U, Clark Co. N, Haven, Oa

Florida luas 210 bar rooins

When bHious or costive cat a (Gscared
candy cathartic, cure guaranteed, Mo, S

Tho Chief Qualifeations.
When for a fitting occupant,
An office starts to beg,
Then every honest aspirant
Protrodes a tensile leg.
—Trati

There is no substitute for thoroughgolog.
ardent and sincere carnest.

Catarrh

Tsa constitutionn] disease and requires s copsti-
tutional remedy Hike Hood'sSarsaparilla, Theis

Hoods
Sarsaparilla

[% the hest—in fact the Ons Tmo Blood Purifer.

Hood’s Pills 57 {3 v v i

OPIUM 525

LTI T . e—
cred, Cheaprost anid besteure. Fume Tetas
Brate rase. D Mansn, Guiney, Wieh,

e T T e

Y




