
>i of LiverP0<^*» , ilord of Hanford, 
Ex of Hartford, 
E?of Hartford. 
Kylyania, of Phil- 

|u^British & Mer- 
futile, Of EDINBURG. 

l|ty & Casualty of 

New York, 
Fireman’sFund of Cal 
German American ot 

New York, 
Niagara of New York, 
Wilhamsburgh City of 

New York, 
Teutonia of New Orleans, 
Germania of New Orleans, 

The above line of strong companies are 

Lented by 

H. M. MILLS & SON. 
brSSSM 1075 Pine Street- 

esh Fruit of All Kinds 
Received Daily by 

J. niCHAELIS, 
lam Street, Next Door to Postoffice. 

-Will be- 

livered Free of Charge To any Part of city. 

Telephone Your Orders, 
( 

Old Phone 251 
New Phone III. 

'A Share of Your Trade Solicited, 

J. C. PORT IS, I 
y%/%. DEALER IN ■%/%.< ** 

-Fins Wines, Liquors and Cigars,'— 
OLD “BOARDOF TRADE SALOON” STAND, 

CORNER SECOND AVENUE AND MAIN STREET. 

rst-Class Goods and Polite Attention Guaranteed All Our Patrons 

FreeLunch Every Day. Call and See Us. 

I Can’t See 
very many persons, 

young in years, are compelled to 

lay aside the daily paper as well 
as other forms of reading, because 

they neglected to care lor their 

eyes. Glasses for you may be 
curative, and not permanent. 
Consult our optician and he will 

tell you the trouble. 

R, H. STEARNES & GO, 
M’F’G. JEWELERS. 

J. W. DUTTON, 
CONTRACTOR AND BUILDER. 

AiiLt ttlORK <* GUARANTEED. 
Estimates putfnished on Application, « 

Residence « f4o. « 610 West « Barraque Street 

Telephone Connection. 

A Story Without 
Words 

I that is being told every 
I, d*y, now. A story without words 

h- 's contained in every box of deli- 
cious and dainty confections that 
've make for a critical public. 
They tell that they are the most 
excellent and toothsome morsels 

t that are manufactured, and our 
hne chocolate concoctions and 
summer drinks are temting to the 
most fastidious taste. 

<L MITCHELL, 808 Rlaiu St. 

THE FORGER 
They were alone together, tho old man 

and his son, tho one who had tolled for so 
many years and the one who had spoiled 
his few yoars of manhood. 

“If you can’t find £500, I shall be ar- 
rested for forgery. Now yon know tho 
worst, father.” And the young man on- 
donvorod to apponr indifferent and failed 
to do so. 

‘‘I’ve not £50 left,” said John Cairn- 
gate, Sr. “You know that, John. You’ve 
had all my money, my poor boy.” And 
the old man stood up and opened the ollioo 
safe, and, taking from it his banker’s 
passbook, ho handed it to his son. Tbo 
'.after looked ut it and threw it down im- 
patiently. 

“You wouldn’t have shown this to mo 
if your money was at ihe hank. Perhaps 
you do not quite understand my position. 
I have forged my friend's name to a bill. 
It becomes due tomorrow. I have soon tho 
man who discounted it and tried to get 
tho bill renewed. He won't do it, smells 
a rat, I fear, and if I don’t tako it up to- 
day it will l)o presented tomorrow, and I 
am ruined. 

“Will your friend help you if you con- 
fess the truth and I pay him back little bv 

I little?” 
“I don’t think so for a moment. I put 

a parallel case to him in order to feel the 
gruuiui, huu no sain taut no would nave 

! no mercy on a forger, even if it were his 
1 
own brotiier. ” 

“My poor boy, my poor boy, how coaid 
you have deno it?” 

“It’s no usodiscussing that, father. It’s 
done now. I thought you would help mo 
this once, for I have an offer to join Frank 
Paston, in Fort Elisabeth, and I would 
go there at once. It would bo a new life 
for mo, and I would try hard to make it n 
better one. Father"—and the face was 
softened now and tho voice pleading— 
“give me this chance. Remember mo as 
I was to you when you first called me into 
tho world. Indeed 1 will strive to deserve 
your love.” 

The old man sat with his face hidden in 
bis hands, rocking quietly to and fro in 
his chair. 

“I will work to pay you back, father. 
I shall be out of tho way of temptation in 
Africa, even if I was inclined to forget 
this losson. Tell me that my life is not to 
bo wasted. 

Still the old man said nothing, but sat 
rocking to and fro, to and fro. 

“I know that at your time of life, fa- 
ther, £500 may mean a great deal to you, 
but every penny shall be paid back.” 

“Do you mean that, John?” And tho 
senior looked up, tho lines on bis face 
deepened and the gray of it more pallid. 

“Indeed I do. I ought to have come to 
you long ago and told you of this, but I 
hoped until almost tho last moment thnt 
I could spare you the shame of knowing 
how I had disgraced your name.” 

“If I managed this for you, how soon 

could you start, John?” 
“In a week, father.” 
“It is not soon enough. It must be to- 

night.” 
“I will if I can.” 
Old John Cairngate opened The Times 

and looked at the shipping advertisements. 
“The Union line has a steamer leaving 

Southampton by tomorrow morning’s tide. 
Go to thoir London office. If they haven’t 
a berth left, ask for this gentleman,’’ and 
he gave the young man a card, on which 
ho penciled a naino. “Tell him ns a favor 
I bog him to find you ono, oven if you 
have to mess with some of the crew.” 

“Yes, father.” 
“Now, I only want one promiso from 

you in return. You and I part forever. 
You must not seek to commnnioate with 
me in any way. More than this, you must 
cut yourself off from England for a time 
ana reiuse 10 sco even an r.ngnsn newspa- 
per or to receive a letter from an English 
friend. You understand that you are 

exiled. ” 

“Yes, sir.” The voico was hard again. 
“How much money have you?” 
“Just enough for a second class passage; 

no more.” 
Mr. Cairngate brought a smnll box from 

tho safe and took £5 from it. 
“Take this, and now go and keep your 

promise. ” 

“Goodby, father, and thank you. Think 
less hardly of me some day.” And heolfor- 
od his hand, but it was not seen, and the 
gray head was rocking between the with- 
ered old hands again. And so tho young 
man wont quietly out. 

It was IS months later, and young John 
Cairngato was waiting to see the passen- 
gers from the Capo steamer. Tho new life 
at Port Elizabeth was not altogether a 

pleasant ono, but he was prospering. The 
worst of it was it was so deadly dull, and, 
true to his promise, ho would Dot look at 
an English newspaper. Then, as the few 
passengers landed, a voice hailed him by 
name. It was tho first time ho had heard 
it for many a day, for hero he was John 
Dunkley. 

“John Cairngate, old fellow”— 
It was an old friend whom he had last 

seen in London shortly before ho left. 
“Who would have thought of seeing you 

hero?” called out tho newcomer, and then, 
as he stepped ashore, he shook hands with 
the exile. 

“Of course I understand why you went 
and did not leave your address,” added 
Barton, “but none of tho follows think 
worseof you for what happened. It wasn’t 
your fault, old chap. Ono can’t be re- 

sponsible for one’s relatives. Y'ou needn’t 
have loft as you did.” 

John Cairngate's eyes asked for infor- 
mation, and there was a fear in them that 
was evident to the other man. 

"Good heavens! Cairngate, you don’t 
mean to say you don’t know, und that 
I”— 

"Why do they say I went away?” asked 
Cairngate. 

" Well,old chap, yourfather, of course”— 
“What about him? Tell me at once.” 
“I thought you knew, of course.” 
“I know nothing. Tell me at once.” 
“How could they have kept it from you? 

Ho forged a bill for £500; was convicted 
on his own confession. There, old chap. 
Don’t give way. I wish I had bitten my 
toiigue out before I had told you.”-"Cin- 
ciunuti Enquirer. 

i 

The village blacksmith is usually 
.■» considered the type 

i of good health. 
Even he sickens and 
dies frequently in 
early youth. No 

J ji man, not even the 
yf «.^s most robust, can af- 
1C ) ford to neglect his 

health, which is his 
most precious en- 
dowment. The 

"wSr man who does so 

gag will sooner or 
later pay the 

"penalty in some 

,serious or fatal 
; malady. When a 
man finds that he 
is losing his ap- 
petite, that he 
passes restless 
nights, that he 

awakens in the morning unrefreshed and 
without ambition or mental or bodily vigor, 
when he is troubled with headaches, nerv- 

ousness or biliousness, it is time for him to 
take serious thought for his health. 

These symptoms arc by no means trivial, 
and are indicative of disorders that may 
lead to consumption, nervous prostration 
malarial troubles or some serious blood 
disease. Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Dis- 
covery is the best of all medicines for men 

and women who suffer in this way. It re- 

stores the lost appetite; it gives sweet, re- 

freshing sleep; makes the digestion perfect, 
the liver active and purifies and enriches 
the blood. It is the greatest of all nerve 

tonics. It is the great blood-maker and 
flesli-builder. It cures 98 per cent, of all 
cases of consumption, weak lungs, bron- 
chitis, spitting of blood, obstinate coughs 
and kindred ailments. It is also an unfail- 
ing cure for nervous exhaustion and pros- 
tration. At all medicine stores. 

Mrs. Rebecca *•. (.araner, oi urauon, nora 

Co., Va., writes: “When I was married T 

weighed 125 pounds. I was taken sick and re- 

duced in health and broke out with a disease 
which my doctor said was eczema. I fell away 
to 90 pounds. I began using Dr. Pierce’s Golden 
Medical Discovery, and now I weigh 140 pounds 
and am well." 

Constipation often causes sickness. Dr. 
.Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets cure constipation. 
One little “Pellet” is a gentle laxative, and 
two a mild cathartic. They never gripe. 
They are tiny, sugar-coated, anti-bilious 
granules, in little'vials. Druggists have 
nothing else “just as good.” They regu- 
late the Stomach, Diver and Bov els. 

"Tjnnecessary heroism. 
~ 

A Connecticut Man’s Erpurlmec With tt 
Substitute Until tub. 

One of the most ridiculous situation* 
which at the time bring the coldest 
sweat out on a man’s brow and ever 
after remain with him as a constant 
source of mirth occurred to a Shelton 
merchant. He thought he would take a 

bath, and as his flat is minus one of the 
chief requisites for the job—a bathtub 
—he extemporized one out of n small 
washtub and enjoyed a cooling ablu- 
tion. 

Ho had just concluded and stepped 
from the tub for the towel, when sud- 
denly the top hoop of the tub burst with 
a sharp report, and the man saw to his 
horror that the whole contents of the 
tub would soon be flooding the floor. At 

same moment he thought of the 
store beneath and the amount of dam- 
age the water would do as it ran down 
through the ceiling He is a man of 
quick thought, and in a moment he did 
the only thing possible—threw himself 
uowD uesme me iuu aiiu, cmsping hib 

arms around it, held the already fast 
swelling staves together, fie was suc- 

cessful in keeping the water in—but 
what a situation I He dared not yell, for 
be was hardly in a condition to receive 
callers, especially as he knew that all 
in the block at the time were of the 
gentler sex, and ho realized at once that 
the only thing left for him was to stay 
in that position until the return of his 
wife, who was out on a shopping expe- 
dition. 

Like the boy who saved Holland, he 
manfully remained in his most uncom- 
fortable position until relief in the 
shape of his wife appeared. Then, to cap 
the climax, when he asked her to get a 

rope or any old thing to tie about the 
tub, she, after a long fit of uncontrolla- 
ble laughter, asked him why he didn’t 
carry tub and contents out to the sink- 
room and pour out the water. With a 
look that froze the smile on her face he 
did as she said and without a word den- 
ted his clothing arid wandered out into 
the cold, unfeeling world, a crushed 
and humiliated man.—Ansonia Senti 
«*L 

The Old Time Stagecoach, 

In 1762 there were, strange as it 
seems, only six stagecoaches running 
in all England, and of course these were 

the only public vehicles for travelers. 
Even these were a novelty, and a per- 
son named John Crosset thought they 
wero such a daugerous innovation that 
ho wrote a pamphlet against them. 
“These coaches, ” he wrote, “make gen- 
tlemen come to London upon every 
small occasion, which otherwise they 
would not do except upon urgent neces- 

sity. Nay, the convenieucy of tho pass- 
age makes their wives come often up, 
who rather than come such long jour- 
neys on horseback would stay at home. 
Then when they come to town they 
must be in the wade, get fine clothes, 
go tc plays and treats, and by these 
means get such a habit of idleness and 
love of pleasure that they are uneasy 
after. Even people who come to tho 
city on steam cars are sometimes sim- 
ilarly affected by the visit, even unto 
this day.—Exchange. 

Too Weak U* Bold It. 

Charles—Uncle, I want you to try 
this limburger. It was imported all the 
way from Germany, each pound care- 

fully wrapped in tinfoil. 
Uncle .Irish'—Gosh! Air you sure they 

didn’t have to do it up in b’iler iron?— 
Indianapolis Journal. 

i 

FOR LITTLE FOLKS 
An Old Son I>I»L 

An interesting story is told of an old 
sundial in Pennsylvania which is worth 
repeating. In the first part of the last 
century an honest Irish emigrant named 
Porter settled near Philadelphia. Amoug 
his sons was one named Andrew, whom 
he tried to make into a farmer and then, 
like his brothers, a carpenter. But An- 
drew would have nothing to do with the 
plow or the plane. Ha hid in corners, 
poring over some mathematical books 
that had come into his possession. 

One day ho found tho design of a sun- 
dial in one of them and resolved to 
make one. He walked eight miles to a 

soapstone quarry, found a slab and car- 
ried it home on his back. Full of zeal, 
ho went to his brothers’ shop and used 
their saws and chisels in his work. 
When they came home in the evening, 
the dial was finished, Andrew was tri- 
umphant, but everj tool in the shop 
was nearly or quite ruined. They drove 
him into tho street in a fury of auger 
and contempt. 

His father, now convinced that ho 
was an idle good for nothing, who 
would never fully earn his bread, hade 
him go and fit himself for schoolteach- 
ing, that he called the “lazy man’s 
work 

Andrew gave himself to hard study 
for tho summer and then went to the 
astronomer David Ritteuhouse and asked 
him to lend him a book on conic sec- 
tions. 

‘1 How long have you studied mathe- 
matics?” demanded tho great man. 

‘‘Three months. ” 

‘‘And what do you know of conic sec- 
tions?''’ Ritteuhouse rejoined, with 
withering contempt 

But after asking tho boy a few ques- 
tions ho not only lent him the book, but 
advised him not to waste his time in 
tho country, but to go to Philadelphia 
and open a mathematical school. 

This poor farm boy was afterward 
General Andrew Porter, an oflicer in 
the war of tho revolution and an au- 

thority on mathematical science in the 
young republic. 

There aro plenty of farm boys now 

who dislike farm work. It wouldn’t be 
wise to infer that because of this indo- 
lent disposition they aro Andrew Porters 
in embryo. An easy basis for judgment 
is to note tho uso they mako of their 
idle time. Do they give it to conic sec- 

tions or to baseball?—Youth’s Compan- 
ion. 

Natural History Toys. 

There are two new toys for childrou 
who are fond of natural history. One is 
a flying bird, tho interior of which is 

supplied with machinery through which 
a piece of twiuo is run. By pulling tho 
twino the bird is made to flap its wings 
and fly to the other end of the string. 
The same sort of machinery is attached 

to the interior of a tin fish, which is 
inado with scales closely representing 
the “real thing. ” When this string is 
pulled, the fish will go through the mo- 

tions of swimming. The string in this 
last toy is fastened at both ends to a 

regular fishing rod, and the youngster 
may imagine lie is fishing by the brook. 
—Chicago Tribune. 

A Clever Negro Boy. 

J. R. Thompson, a negro hoy, 11 

years of age, living near Savoyard, Ky., 
has already mastered the common 

school rudiments of his scholastic edu- 
cation and is away up in algebra, geom- 
etry, astronomy, calculus andthehighef 
branches. He is said to be a lightning 
calculator and a marvel in many re- 

spects. 
Hlii Choice. 

Mother—Johnny, I see your little 
brother has the smaller apple. Did yon 
give him his choice, as I suggested? 

Johnny—Yes’m. I told him bo could 
have his choice, the little one or none, 
and he took the littlo one.—London Tit- 
Bits. 

The Kopewalker. 
Little Bpb-r-Aw, I could walk the 

rope jufst as well as the man in the cir* 
ctts if it Wasn’t for one thing. 

Little Willie—What is that? 
Little Bob—I'd fall off.—Harper’I 

Bazar. 


