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THE BRIGHTER SIDE. 
Toll In ttfs cities and till the ground: 

The -world to green and wide. 
And some o' these day*—when the world 

turnaround— 
We'll get on the brighter side! -

Sow and reap, and work and weep 
For the bleaalnga which are denied, 

„ ULnd some o' these days—In the morning's 
rays— 

We'll get on the brighter side! 
Some o' these days, In the thorny ways 

Will the lilies of joy abide, 
She birds will sing, and the bells will 

ring, 
And we'll get on the brighter side! 

Then, toil in the cities, and till the ground, 
Whatever may be denied, 

tor some o' these days—when the world 
turns round— 

' We'll get on the brighter side! 
—Frank L. Stanton, in Atlanta Constitu

tion. 

Heslop's Wife 
4i 

HEAVEN knows where he picked 
her up, with her fine clothes and 

her fine manners; a nice farmer's wife, 
truly I" 

"You think he's really married to her, 
Jane?" 

"Married 1—of course he is, Mrs. Bis-
•op. You don't suppose he'd bring any 
lass about this place—his mother's,old 
home—with a lie upon his lips? My 
brother Joe's a born fool, but he's no 
liar," and the speaker panted. 

"And she's, book learnt, too, I hear 
•ay," put in Mrs. Bissop, mildly. 

Jane, who was not "book learnt," 
turned crimson. "Aye; 'iis said so." 

"She's well lookin' anyhow. My man 
•aw her Friday—and it's a week since— 
coming home from market,,and/he says 
there's never been a comelierfteen in the 
parish for hundreds of years." 

"Fine looks is as good a* they goes. 
Che's my brother's wife; and I oughtn't 
to speak against her. But she's so 
•leek, and so composed, and so learna-
ble, and so carnying, that I take it she's 
Been more of the world than she ought. 
She never got that straight lobk, and 
all that high and mightiness, in any 
decent family. No; take my word for 
It, she's seen the world." 

"Lor*, Janey! You don't mean to say 
She lords it over you?" 

"Over me? What are you thinking 
about? There's no one in the county 
could do that. Oh, no; my lady is as 
soft as wax, and asks to be shown that, 
end to be told this; aiid is mighty civil 
spoken. All put on. Even Joe seems 
bewildered at her, though 'tis easy to 
wee he's ready to eat her. The great 
idnnyl" 
; "She ain't said anything about your 
going yet—?" '• . ' . •_ 

"My what?" * 1 < 
"Your leaving the fam? You know 

she's missus now." 
"Not a word. I'd like to see her turn 

tne out," Jane snorted-; but, privately, 
she wondered why the young woman 
didn't. 

"Don't 'ee really know where she 
hails from?" 

"No, I don't; and more than that, 
t'other night I made Joe so mad over 
one thing and another that he owned 
up and said he didn't know himself. It'B 
hard on us—decent farjner folk for nigh 
on a hundred years—to have to put up 
with some rubbish—" 

"Enough of that talk, Jane Heslop. 
If you can't speak fair of our own— 
don't speak foul. Go; work with your 
hands, woman, and give your tongue a 
rest. Martha Bissop, you know my sis
ter, she wouldn't speak fair to her own 
bairn. Let me tell you—my wife's as 
honest a woman as any of you. - You can 
make that known about the place." 

The two women went off in different 
directions without another word. They 
lived in a county where man still has 
some little authority. 

At the dairy door Joe He6lop brought 
himself up, looked down on his shapely 
limbs, clothed in well-made cords; 
seemed pleased; pulled his coat to
gether—wiped his face, and smoothed 
his 'hair down with his hand. 

"Come in, Joseph; you're just in time 
to help turn this lot of milk." 

A tall, straight girl, with her back 
towards him, stood at a churn. 

"Go on with exactly the same move
ment, or the butter will never come," 
she said, as if repeating £ pleasing 
lesson. -

He went to her—slipped his hands 
down to hers—imprisoning them on the 
handle, and he looked at her with ador
ing, breathless admiration. 

"Joseph," she said with a curious in
tonation, as though she were not quite 
used to the name; "it will be utterly 
ruined. You've quite stopped it." 

He made an awkward peck at her— 
-which she avoided; and leaving him 
there, she went over to the tap and be
gan to scrub some molds. She was beau
tiful, and especially so with the glow 
and gleam of genial work upon her. A 
graceful figure, shapely hands and 
arm6, well-cut features, large, calm, 
widt-apart, gray eyes, and glossy hair, 
-which hung in a big knob at the back of 
her head. She had not been at the tap 
for mofe than three minutes when she 
left it,, and came across to him, wiping 
her hands, and kissed him tenderly or. 
the brow. 
' He let the handle go, and made anr 
Other peck at her. 

< \ ''Joseph," she Eaid, solemnly, her eyes 
llaughing all the while, "this will be a 
spoilt lot of butter. I do wish I could 
get hold of some technical farming 
•terms. I. really think we had better 
pot 'butter make' together again 
Bon't', obi don't; leave off! Wait »mo-
jjnent," and she went and fetched the 
wet molds, put them in a heap, jumped 

^ upon the table near hiai and began to 
"X. f wipe them. ' 

it I' >* 

"Now, we'll talkl" 
"Yes," he agreed; and smiled delight-, 

cdly. 
"I'm sorry your sister doesn't like 

me. I like her." 
"Well, you see. Jane is an odd woman 

—a very odd woman." 
"Not at all; Jane is a sensible crea-. 

ture. Why doesn't she like me?" 
"She doesn't object to you personal

ly." 
"Then she dislikes me theoretically." 
"If you mean it's—it's because she 

didn't know you before we were mar
ried, and because she doesn't know 
your maiden name—may be you're 
right." , v 

"Would that weigh with s woman 
like Jane?" 

"Bless you, yea. Why w e've lived heTC 
nearly a hundred years, and we've al
ways married decent wenches, all of 
'em well known in these parts, and I 
suppose she thinks—" 

"I suppose shs thinks you've not mar
ried a decent wench?" 

"Why, lass, they've only got to look 
at you to see you're something better 
than the others. No disrespect to 
them." 

"Joseph, have you ever—any—doubt 
—yourself?" 

"Me? No, no; never;" and he left 
the churn and went towards her. 

"Go back!" she cried, warningly; and 
he obeyed. 

"Joseph, when you first met me—it 
is not so very long ago, only a few 
weeks—I was poor, friendless and 
homeless." 

He nodded. ' , i'< 
"I had always imagined that men be

haved well to lonely, helpless women. I 
was wrong, Joseph. You are a man 
apart—a superior being." 

Joseph blushed with pride and pleas
ure. 

"In fact, you are a real, true man. 
Now, you know life—at least you 
know something of Ifce world—and as 
you chose to behave in an extraordi
nary Quixotic way—" 

"Did I?" * • * 
"And marry me. Tell me—how do 

you find me after ten weeks' acquaint
ance?" 

."Perfect. You are a good, hard
working woman. You learn more in a 
day than the lasses about here could 
learn in six months. You manage well. 
You, don't chattel, you don't- rove, you 
don't fool, and—you love me." 

She bent over and kissed him again. 
"I believe I do. Now I will tell you 

how I came to be in a destitute con
dition at the station that night." 

"It doesn't matter if you'd rather 
not." 

"I will n9t, if you stop churning." 
He went on turning. She wiped care

fully into the intricacies of the compli
cated cow-head pattern. 

"I didn't like my life. It was dif
ferent to this—very different; and I 
didn't like what the future had in store 
for me. It would"have been all gayety, 
all uselessness. 1 had schemes by which 
to benefit mankind, and I thought I'd 
begin with women. I left my home— 
my people would only miss me irom 
one point of view; they would not 
grieve for me. I wanted very much to 
do some really good work, but I miscal
culated everything; my strength, my 
knowledge, my money. It was all a 
miserable failure. I still want to work, 
but I want to do it to please myself 
and my surroundings. Mankind goes 
right out of my calculations hereafter; 
what I saw of it hurt me, robbed me, 
insulted me and landed me in the situ
ation from which you extracted me. 
Dc- you, can you, understand?" 

"No, no; I don't understand, but I 
believe you. Do surroundings mean 
me—this house—this life? Can you 
put up with it?" 

"Oh, yes!" she whispered, leaning her 
chcek against his. "I want peace. I 
want to be taken care of. I wasn't 
made to regenerate mankind, or revolu
tionize the world. It didn't take me 
long to find that out. It's only 12 weeks 
to-day since I left my home." 

"I'm afraid I'm interrupting," said 
loud voice, and a large woman 

bounced in. "Heslop, I want to talk 
to you about the calves." 

"Wife, this is Mrs. Norton—our near
est neighbor." 

The girl bowed and came forward. 
The woman did not look at her, but 

rushed immediately into prices. She 
was evidently in an uncomfortable 
frame of mind, and, though she point-
edly excluded Heslop's wife from the 
conversation, she was not satisfied with 
her performance. She presently went 
off with Heslop to inspect something 
in another part of the farm. 

"This must not go on. Joseph is un
comfortable. I must manage to clear 
up matters soon. I really wish it wasn't 
necessary. I shan't be half so happy," 
and she began to sing. 

Jane came in for some milk; 
"You don't seem to mind, ma'am." 
Jane couldn't for the life of her help 

calling her "ma'am," and that made her 
hate her. „' 

"Mind what, Jane?" 
"Why, that Mrs. Norton won't speak 

to you." 
"Oh! but I do mind, because—be

cause of Joseph." 
"Do you mean to say you care for 

him?" 
"Care for him, Jane ? Why, of course 

I do. I love him very much," and then 
she turned crimson at having thus to 
express her feelings aloud; yet she 
knew it was not the moment for reti
cence. 

"Well, I don't understand how a 
woman like you married him. You 
didn't know much about him, did you?" 

"Jane, there are some people you 
know all at once. You find out more 
of their real nature in half an hour 
than you do of others in a lifetime. And 
you know Joseph is good. Ah! I soon 
found out he was good." 

"D'ye mean to say you only knew 
him for half an hour? Well, I can't 
sr.y that you behaved like a deceM, 
well-brought-up inaid." t 

"i'tihaps 1 didn't. But. you lpo\> 

there might be circumstances. Jane, 
you don't really think I am a bad, 
dreadful woman?" 

"Well, I can't say, I'm sure. 'It isn't 
for the likes of me to say. You know 
best"—and, picking up her jug, Jane 
went morosely off, feeling in her soul 
that she might after all have said 
something more civil in answer to the 
poor thing's pathetic appeal. 

The light died out of the young 
woman's face as.she watched Jane go. 
She left her work, and sat quite still for 
a tim^; then she went to the window 
and looked out, and she sighed. 

"Opinions pursue me everywhere. 
Who could have imagined that Jane and 
Mrs. Norton held any? If I had not 
been so densely ignorant I should have 
known they had some, I suppose. We 
don't know half enough of useful 
things; we should be taught the opin
ions of other classes; they vary, of 
course, but a rough idea should be 
given. How was I to know the world 
was so bad; that the people I wanted 
most to help would rob me, and then 
turn me from their doors; and that the 
people I wished to elevate would— 
would ruthlessly insult me. If it had 
not been for Joseph! Dear, kind Jo
seph! Have I made, in marrying him, 
the worst of my mistakes, I wonder? 
Does his fine, true nature measure me 
by what his friends think of me?" 

At this moment a young fellow en
tered the door, sucking a cane, He 
leaned against a bench, and sniggered'; 
and seemed quite at his case—and sure 
of his welcome. 

He scrutinized the girl from head to 
foot, and amiably commenced .to 
soliloquize in a loudish whisper. He 
did not seem to desire conversation. 
He went over her points admirably— 
in florid, blatant, offensive terms. It 
was his "killing" method, and was in
tended to allure and attract. At length 
he mentioned—"My name's Norton. 
You don't seem to know who I am." 

"This is surely a lunatic asylum," 
the young woman said, softly, and 
pinched herself to see if she were 
awake. Then she looked across at him; 
she saw his clumsiness, his attempts 
at smartness, his general imbecility; 
but she didn't speak to him—she went 
on cleaningiup. 

Unable to differentiate, he thought 
the look meant admiration; and he 
went up to her, and said: "You may 
kish me, missus—twice, if you like." 

She came and stood right in front of 
him. 

"My good boy, go home. Do you 
hear?—find your mother, and go 
home." 

His little eyes blazed. . 
"Ah! I see the sort you are. You're 

on the lookout for the swellB. You're 
used to 'em. I've heard all about you. 
Poor old Heslop! All the village's talk
ing of his madness." 

Jane came bustling in. ' 
"Ah, Mr. Norton, it's you!** 
The girl looked dangerous, and she 

said, haughtily: "Take your friend 
away, please, and find the key of the 
dairy door. I want no more visitors." 

"Hoity-toity. Let me tell you, this 
door was always kept unlocked in my 
mother's time." 

"Bah! Don't you see, Janey Heslop, 
the wench wants to lock her visitors in 
with her?" 

Heslop- and Mrs. Norton passed, the 
dairy door just- then. The girl called 
them in. She was so erect and scornful 
Joe scarcely knew her. "Mrs. Norton," 
she said, coldly, "you will take your 
son away, and you, Joseph, will f6rbid 
his ever coming here again." 

"My—my—son turned off this farm 
by you, madam, a woman such as you; 
a creature no one knows anything 
about!" 

"Mrs. Norton, stop before you go too 
far. There is some misapprehension 
here. I should much like to know who 
put those rumors afloat about this lady 
—my wife!" and he looked at Jane, 
and he got affectionately close to the 
young girl and put his hand on her 
shoulder. "But, in spite of it, she's a 
good woman—and your superior, and 
you can see it—and that's why you all 
dislike her—and I have every confi
dence in her—and if she says young 
Norton's to go, he goes." 

There had been a rush of dogs, horses 
and pink coats past the farm, but it 
had not been noticed in the storm. And 
now an elderly man stood in the door
way. He was also in "pink." 

"Heslop, something's happened to 
my saddle—by Jove—a stage picture! 
What's up? I beg your pardon—Lady 
Sclina—is it really you?" 

The girl went forward; she was a 
little sulky, but she decided1 that, after 
all, it was just as well. 

"Yes; Sir Archibald. C'est moi!" 
"God bless my soul, child! To think 

that I should have discovered you! 
How did you get here? How's your 
plan for the 'Sublimation of the Lower 
Working Class?' Ah! ah! They've 
bowled you over, I expect. There, you 
needn't explain. Never mind. What 
are you doing here?" 

"I'm living here, and I'm going to 
stay—because—" 

"Well; I know Heslop. I knew his 
father. Good people. Very solid peo
ple—-but I say. What about your peo
ple—" 

"Please say nothing to them yet. I 
wait my time." 

"Of eourse. I obey, Lady Selina; 
though I don't know that you're right. 
Are you pretty comfortable here?" 

"I assure you I am, indeed;" and 
somehow she got hold of Joseph's trem
bling hand and held it tight, and fixed 
herself right up against the young 
farmer, so that he had to put his arm 
round her. 

"And, more than that, I am quite 
perfectly happy—because, you see, I'm 
Heslop's wife."—Madame. 

' PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS. * 

Billy—"Does your mother give you 
anything if yon take your medicine 
without'crying?" Billy-%"No; bat she 
gives me something if I don't."—-Yonk-
ereStatesman. 

Little Mildred—"Say, Tolhmy, do you 
know what a category is?". Little 
Tommy—"Course! It's the place where 
the cats goes to when they die."— 
Cleveland Leader. 

Suited to Him.—The Pugilist—"Say, 
but the part of Othello is just ine style." 
The Patron—"Could you play it?" The 
Pugilist—"Sure! I never saw anybody 
yet I couldn't smother in two rounds.'' 
—N. Y. Journal. 

"The wheelmen all voted for him." 
"Certainly. He is the author of the law 
forbidding anybody to walk on the 
street faster than two miles an hour, or 
after dark without a bell and lantern." 
—Detroit Journal. ' 

Mrs. Dix—"They say Mrs. Peck 
speaks four languages." Mrs. Hix— 
"Indeed! And how many does her husp 
band speak?" Mrs: Dix—"Oh, he 
doesn't dare speak any when she is 
around."—Chicago Daily News. 

A Patriot, Anyhow. — "Brethren," 
said the political orator. "I admit 1 
was never in the war, but I had two rel
atives who were killed there." "And 
what were you a-doin' of all that time ?" 
asked a man in' the crowd. "My friends," 
said the orator, "I was busy makin' 
coffins for 'em!"—Atlanta Constitution. 

Mrs. Niftie—"What beautiful china! 
I wonder how Bentleigh can afford 
suet extravagance." Mrs. Passay— 
"That • is no mystery. It's cheaper in 
the end, you know. The dishes are so 
handsome that in their admiration his 
guests forget to eat as much as they 
otherwise would."—Boston Transcript. 

Mrs. Griggs—"John's getting more 
terribly absent minded every day!" 
Mrs. Briggs—"Why, what's he done 
now?" Mrs. Griggs—"I told him to tie 
a knot in his handkerchief to remem
ber to get me some thread the other 
day, and he tied the knot without even 
noticing that he hadn't any handker
chief."—Town Topics. • " • 

MAT HAVE TO GOVERN HAYTI. 

No Microbes lit the Mountains. 
A scientist, looking for microbes, 

says there are absolutely none on the 
J Swiss mountains at an altitude vof 2,000 
' feet. 
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The United States Government Likely 
, to Interfere to Stop Vicious 

Practices. 

A mulatftress with a plump baby in 
her arms reached Philadelphia on a 
sailing vessel from Hayti the other day 
and declared her eager desire'to be
come a resident of the United States. 
It was necessary for her to get a bond 
as guarantee that she would not be
come a public charge, and while the in 
cidental formalities were in progress 
somebody asked her why she had 
come from a tropical island and her 
own people to live among strangers, 
where the making of a living is a task 
by no means easy. The woman an
swered with an earnestness, that said 
much for her sincerity and something 
for her accuracy, that she left Hayti 
because the season for certain canni
balistic rites in the district where she 
lived were coming on, and that her 
child would have been killed and eaten 
if she had not left the country. 

This horrible charge has been made 
against the Haytians many times and 
as often denied by them, but the de
nials have not carried the weight of 
the accusations, and the best authori
ties regard it at least as highly prob
able that in parts of the black repub
lic heathenish customs of the most 
frightful sort have been practiced ever 
since the expulsion of the French. The 
Haytians are now very close neighbors 
of our own, and it remains to be seen 
what the consequences of this prox
imity will be. The old isolation is sure 
to be broken down, business and other 
relations with Americans are inevita
ble, and existing conditions in Hayti 
may well become as unendurable to us 
as were those of Cuba under Spanish 
rule. 

Even if cannibalism is a mere 
sporadic crime in Hayti, there are 
other things there practically worse 
and morally almost as bad about which 
there is no doubt whatever. The gov
ernment is corrupt and sanguinary, 
and the treatment of white foreigners 
is often atrocious. The Haytians have 
bad many years in which to develop 
the power of self-government, but they 
remain far below the standard of 
civilization, and harsh critics declare 
thai they are sinking rather than ris
ing. Moreover, this island is potential
ly of great value. There is a basis for 
prophecy in that fact.—N. Y. Times. 

TAKING ASTOR DOWN. 

Lncchenl's Pnnlanment. 
A friend; intimate with the prison 

system of Switzerland, was telling me 
the otherday of the fearful torture that 
the sentence of perpetual seclusion 
passed on Luccheni, the - assassin of 
the empress of Austria, involves. For 
the flrst six months he- will be in a 
dungeon eight feet under ground, 
where never a sound is heard, and only 
the faintest streak of light is admitted. 
He dare not speak to his jailers, and 
the punishment is severe if he makes 
the slightest remark, unless it is in re
ply to a question. When his spirit is 
broken by this treatment he is removed 
to a better-situated cell, but the same 
silence prevails. To the end of his 
days the powers of speech and hearing 
are denied him. As a rule, the prison
ers go raving mad.-^To-Day 

Inffenulty of s Brooklyn Black Cat-
A family in Brooklyn was recently 

annoyed every morning by finding the 
bottle of milk left by the milkman 
cn the front stoop knocked over and 
the contents gone. One night a mem
ber of the family volunteered to get up 
early the next morning and watch for 
the culprit. Soon after the young man 
had taken up his station* he was re-
warded by seeing a large black cat 
come across the veranda, knock over 
the bottle and calmly lap up the milk 
which had been Spilled. Now the fam
ily puts out a large tin can.—N. Y. Sun. 
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Tkfi^Bx-Ancrleaa Citlaen Gets Dad-
ly Snnbbed la Hla lntereonse 

- with the K»ffl!sh. 

William Waldorf Astor, the expatriated 
American millionaire, who now resides in 
Londonj is the subject of &. length; 
leal sketch in Tit-Bits, a publics 
in the British capital. Incidental to thj» 
sketch it is related how the duchess "of 
Cleveland gently set him down-on one occa
sion. When his grand estate offices oo-the' 
Thames embankpsept were finished he gave 
a magnificent banquet to a number of swells. 
Showing'one of the staircases in the building 
to the duchess, Mr. >Astor is alleged to have 
asked: 

"Isn't that handsome, your grace?" 
"Yes, it certainly is," replied the duchess. 
Isn't it more so than any other staircase 

you ever saw?" Mr. Astor is reported to 
nave persisted. 

At this the duchess' back very naturally got up. • • # 
"Yes "she said, gently, "I admire it very 

much. It is much fineifthan our old stair
case at Battle abbey, which has been spoiled 
these 200 or 300 years by the spurs of those 
stupid old knights." 

Battle abbey is probably the grandest old 
place in England and compared with Clive
den, Mr. Astor's country house, is like a 
battleship to a torpedo boat. 

Another story with a similar point is re
lated m the same sketch. Mr. Astor, it is 
averred, was lost in admiration of the duke' 
of Westminster's lawn at Cliveden when he 
first saw it and, it is said; asked the gar
dener: • 

"How do you grow turf like that?" 
"Well, sir," says the gardener, rubbing his 

chin and looking very innocent, "you jest 
sows yer seed and then 'as it rolled every 
day for 100 years or so, sir."—Chicago Chron
icle. *V$-J 

A Better Thine 
"No, sah, it wasn't- no fault of mine dat 

I quit runnin' a sleepin' cah," explained the 
ex-porter when asked how he came to lose 
his job. "Dey jest went to work and made 
a mistake." 

"What sort oi a mistake?" 
"Why, one day when I got my silk hat 

and dimun pin and lavender trousers on to 
go into Chicago in good style dey took me 
fur de president of the road, ana de presi
dent dun got jealous about it and bounced 
me off. Reckon it was a good thing fur me. 
though." 

"You hit another job?" 
"I did, sah. I jest went to bein' a preach

er, and 1'ze found out dat de pulpit lays way 
over a sleepin* cah fur showin' off dimuns 
and stoh clothes. In de one place you's bein' 
sawn al! de time; in de odder, you's only 
sawn when you's makin' up de beds or 
breshin' somebody's back'"—Boston Globe. 

Georgle'i Raise. 
There are several children in the family, 

and they were talking of their garden. 
"I am going to plant the seeds Uncle 

John gave me," said one, "and raise the 
most beautiful flowers." 

"I am going to raise pinks and violets," 
said another. 

"And I'm going to raise tube roses," said 
the third. <• -4 • 

But the little boy said nothing. *• 
He had no seeds to plant. 
And presently his mother noticed that 

he took no part in the chatter, and her 
heart smote her. 

"And what is Georgie going to raise?" 
she asked. 

Perhaps Georgie's lip trembled, but his 
voice didn't. 

"O," he said, stoutly, "I guess I can 
raise a worm or two. —Cleveland Plain 
Dealer. 

Looks Like Rain. 
"It looks like rain to-day," said the 

affable milkman, as he dumped the reg
ular quart into the pitcher. 

"It always does,' said the woman, and 
the milk man drove off wondering why 
some people take such gloomy views of 
everything.—Keystone. 

Employer (irascibly)—"Confound that 
boy! He's never around when he is want
ed." Clerk—"I think it must be hereditary 
with him, sir. His father is a policeman."— 
Golden Days. 

She—"You played poker again last night." 
He (who lost all he had)— *No, my dear: I 
was merely an onlooker at the game. — 
Philadelphia North American, 

Anna—"They say I have my mother's 
mouth and nose." Hannah—"Well, your 
mother was lucky to get rid of 'em."— 
Yonkers Statesman. 

Sum 
Curofor 
Colds 

When the children get their 
feet wet and take cold give them 
a hot foot bath, a bowl of hot 
drink, a dose or Ayer's Cheny 
Pectoral, and put them to becL 
The chances are they will be 
all right in the morning. Con
tinue the Cherry Pectoral a few 
days, until all cough bat dis
appeared. 

Old coughs are also cured; 
we mean the coughs of bron* 
chitis, weak throats and irritable 
lungs. Even the bard coughs 
of consumption are always 
made easy snd frequently cured 
by the continued use of 

Autre 
Cherm 
pectoral 

Every doctor knows that wild 
cherry bark is the best remedy 
known to medical science for 
soothing and healing inflamed 
throats and lungs. . , 

Put ono at '  ̂

Dr. Ayer's 
Cherry Pectoral 

Plasters 
over your luagm 

Iks Burnt Mistfleaf 
MvtomFrmmf 

We BOW have tome of the most enrt-
mnt phytic lam in the United State*. 
Uniuuil opportunity* and Ions expert. 

| Don't bar without seeing the 
All vskee *014, tin Mm wort 

ozchaosed,muUiea Not in tbe trnW- TVPKWRITSK 
. H3 Hennepin sve..' MlnntapolU, Minn. 

inptaie taluatatatJ «»ltktt Mr ftr.: liar 
for frtt pnM-Uitiad Mi tUMnMkMSr nikiifMifm aor-
irtlu. M«m| tilWi SO tow >Ww'<Hlm«r Ml. 

ence eminently fit them for Riving »os Write freely ell the medical advice. pertlottUt* indoor ease. 
MI, Dr.3.C. 

Lowell, MMS. • HW 4oidl» 
C O N  S  O M P T I  O  N  

i 
St 

;gj|y 

Coursing through tbs vsiais, 
and sustains all the organ!, asms, 
and tissues or the body* 
riUa makes warm, rich, 
the best.m 
It tonesrln 
fles this 
ft 

Is America's Greatest Medicine. Ptfee |L 
Prspstefl, by .c, i. Hopa ».<»> liowell, Mps. 

Hood's Pills core Slelt Headache, tt. 

Aal It Was Dlfereat 

a winJ-up to his im; 
^f you were not an heiress," be said si 

, , ip to his impassioned appeal—if you 
hadn &! hundreds <of thousands of dollars, 
while I am poor, the case would be different. 
You'would" Know then that I loved yonfor 
yourself, alone." 

"Haven't' you seen the evening papers?" 
she calmly asked. 

"No, darling." 
- "Better get one. My bank has busted 

and I haven't.got a dollar. However, as you 
love me for myself alone—" 

"As I was saying, Miss French," he in
terrupted as he rose up, "I called to see your 
father about that coalyard, and #ill tres
pass no further on your valuable time. 
Thanks for your kindness—good evening!** 
—Philadelphia Press. ' " v,,^ 
» ' -• 

Deep as is the Sciatic nerve, St. Jacobs 
Oil wul penetrate and Cure Sciatica. 

Which is the harder: to make a million or 
to die and leave it?—Town Topics. 

Go to work on Lumbago as if you intended 
to cure it. Use St. Jacobs. Oil. 

. You can't preserve happiness in "family 
jars. —L. A. W. Bulletin. 

Bad, ^Worse, Worst Sprain. Good; Better. 
Best Remedy—St. Jacobs Oil. 

TO 

TBE EXCELLENCE W SHUT WINS 
is due not only to the originality and 
simplicity of the combination, bnt also 
to the care and skill with which it 1s 
manufactured by scientific processes 
known to the CALIFORNIA Fie 8nor 
Co. only, and we wish to impress upon 
all the importance of purchasing the 
true and original remedy. As the 
genuine Syrup of Figs is manufactured 
by the CALIFORNIA FIG Sraup Co. 
only, a knowledge of that faefc will 
assist one in avoiding the worthless 
imitations manufactured by other par- ̂  
ties. The high standing of the CALI
FORNIA FIO STKUP CO. with the medi
cal profession, and the satisfaction 
which the genuine Syrnp of Figs has 
given to millions of families, makes 
the name of the Company a guaranty 
of the excellence of its remedy.' It is 
far in advance of all other laxatives, 
as it acts on the kidneys, liver and 
bowels without irritating or weaken* 
ing them, and it does not gripe nor 
nauseate. In order togetits beneficial 
effects, please remember the name of 
the Company— 

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO. 
SAN nuscuos. OaL » 

MCISVILU. Kj. MBWTOIUE.H.VI 

t 
M£, 

SHOOT 
^Winchester mpar 

1SHQT6UN Shells 

llso nrAlLTHE (iMMPIONSH015. 
Jem NAMC ON A tosw.QU)o. 

MisiP^uluusjtmmQrALootM. 

IdtlfaoKsmht. MnrMuH. Com 

y 
/ 

BAD 
BLOOD 

"CASCAMCTS S* aU tlalail Sr thea »°d.»re > truly wonderful medicine. I ha«»oftea 
Plessutto take aad at last have found it in Oasearete. Since taktas thea. or blood has been purified and By complexion tuu im

proved wonder/ally and I feel much better In every 
way. Mas. Saixis K. SBiXAKS.LauieU.fenn. 

:PH 

- PleaMnt. Palatable. Potent, Vaste Good. Do 
Good. Never Sicken. Weaken, or Gripe. 10c, Kc. SOc. 

... CURB CONSTIPATION. ... 
StorHafBuuly CMfnr, Cfctaee. Bnlr**l, St* Tart. 8H 

NO-TO-MC 

: • rA L>L E. N'S 
U L C E R I N L  S A L V E  

Is the only sure erne In the world for Cfcrmle Ui> 
eer«.JB*ae tfleera. SerafklMi Illcen, Varl-
coaevleere. Oaagreee, lever S*ree.aad all 
OMSWH. It neverfails. Drawa oat allfioiaoa 
Saves expense and angering- Corea permanent Beataalve for Abae«a«a — - — •-and all r s*c. ~ 
CO., 

11 

Daint; dress o* any aq____ 
Bay Pever IfTSS IVAl thte FJUPU la SSBWTIX 
P UABOLiTUArss Buffalo N. * 


