
?f%'TWW-"^ v « • 'x r; 

$jj>"  ̂ -JT^ ~ • .•* • *..: 
^'* .. (V*ft +.,. < I T:_ ' . ft - ;. V 

"*y* « ji-

- ,|X ^ 

* r * -*+:+- / { 

Jk 

• ^ iry v y , »«- ^ ^ -v-* /* i 

* * 3 1, V " 1 f^T 

- *•„ « .. t*. *», 

VI ^ 11 vi "* , ; 

- ^ A * ^4 
| 

^ ^ -1- Jfr, ,* ^ MJ| 

 ̂ 'v r * \ I > 
I , - T, 

< • ' •  

^ „ t£ «' "'>C ^ /- v V *k * \ j > > 

'  \ ,  

•"IE 

• M-f 

* 

J, 

<-v, 

I"'" jfc' 

.' *'#': ' /'-I 

THE CITY. 

8h« stands, with her stony beaches 
Just touched by old Ocean's arm, 

For islands fair are sentinels there 
To guard her coasts from harm. 

6he stretches the torch of freedom 
Toward the Old World from the New, 

And her towers rise to as cloudless skies 
' As are mirrored in Ocean's blue. 

She feels the pulse of the nation, 
She knows the great of the land, 

For they love the strife of the throbbing 
life 

: In the hollow of her hand. 

The weary and broken-hearted 
Plead in her arms to rest; 

The wretched hide in her mantle wide, 
And the suffering in her breast. 

Though forests be grand and silent— 
Though fleldB be wide and sweet— 

Her children learn for her voice to yearn. 
1 And the tramp of her restless feet. 

She stands, with her stony beaches 
Embraced by old Ocean's arm, 

Through the noise and light—through the 
smoldering night, 

- In a tide of unending charm. 
—Elizabeth Dyke Lewis, in N. Y. Independ

ent. 

THE STRANGE STORY 
OF A BOX ^ ^ J* 

By Constance 0. Halkett 

I WAS sitting by my library fire one 
evening, smoking, when my man

servant informed me that a large box 
had arrived. I suddenly remembered 
that it was my birthday, and that I 
had casually mentioned the fact to my 
friend Brindle. 

Now Brindle was much addicted to 
the playing of practical jokes (this to 
me was a flaw in an otherwise delight
ful character), and perhaps on this 
occasion I might be the victim, so I told 
the man to help me carry it into the li
brary and then he might go. 

The box, which was a long and 
> rather narrow one, was, I noticed, per

forated in every direction. Itwasfas-
i!• tened with a padlock, in which I found 

the key. 
I opened it and started back in 

amazement, for inside it lay one of the 
most beautiful women it has ever been 
my lot to see, and she was either 
asleep or dead. 

She was dressed in a long, trailing 
robe of violet velvet—what a woman 
would, I think describe as a "teagown;" 
the train of it made a sort of cushion for 
her head, and over it strayed long 
strands of golden hair. 

I fetched a mirror and held it to her 
lips; a faint cloud spread over it at 
once. 

She was not dead then, but sleeping. 
Yet—who sent her here? And why in 

such a plight? 
I had no women folk to apply to in 

my dilemma; besides, one's women 
folk are apt to look askance at 
"strangers" of their own sex, especially 
if these are very beautiful. 

I decided hurriedly to call my man 
Burns, a very excellent servant, who 
had been with me for years. And he ap-

; peared with such celerity that a sus
picion crossed my mind—but, no! sure
ly he was above spying through key 
holes! 

I pointed to the girl, and asked him 
helplessly what I should do. 

"Do, sir? Why, send for the nearest 
doctor, and for a detective from Scot
land Yard." 

"Of course!" I cried. "Why didn't I 
think of that myself? Take a cab and 
do both errands—I will stay here in case 
she awakes." 

He went off at once. He had hardly 
been gone ten minutes when the door 
bell rang. I opened it myself and ad
mitted a tall, thin man, who announced 
that a policeman had asked him to call 
at my house, and that his name was Dr. 
Smith, of M street. 

"A policeman—you meant my serv
ant." 

"No, I don't. I mean a policeman," 
he said testily. "Where is the patient? 
I am a busy man, sir, and can't afford 
to waste time." 

Bather bewildered, I led the way to 
the library—and in a few words told 
him my story, and showed him the 
white figure lying so still and beautiful 

, in those regal velvet robes. 
He crossed the room to look closer. 
"Good heavens!" he said. "It is Mile. 

Sophie Seslagin, a Russian lady and a 
patient of my own. What can this 
mean?" He proceeded to investigate 

"what would be the cause of her strange 
trance-like sleep. 

"She has been drugged," he said. "I 
once studied in Bussia, and there they 
use a curiously smelling herb, for such 
purposes, difficult to detect unless one 
is used to dealing with it." 

"All that is very interesting—to you," 
I said impatiently. "But what am I to 
•do?" 

"I will send you a nurse at once," he 
•said. "Have you a spare room? Good! 
'The nurse is a sensible woman, and will 
put the lady to bed and ask no ques
tions except of a professional descrip
tion. 

"Now, you must excuse me; I am 
1 -watching a very interesting case. I 

will call again in the morning; mean
while I can do nothing. No drug known 

, acts on a patient under the influence of 
the one» I mentioned; she will wake 
naturally in about 12 hours' time." 

piss And with that the doctor hurried away. 
The next person to arrive was the de-

teetive (his name was Holmes), to 
;< , whom I repeated my story. 

He listened attentively, looked at Mile. 
Seslagin, but made no remark worth 
relating, and presently went away, 

p: | after giving me strict injunctions to 
•5% allow no one access to my strange guest 
l;s: l>ut the nurse and the (doctor. I prom-
J&;ised to attend to his warning and 
£-:'.-allowed him out myself to find on the 

doorstep a comfortable, mowieriy-ioo*-
ing nurse, who produced Dr. Smith's 
card, and into whose capable hands I 
put the management of affairs general* 
ly with a sigh of relief, which sigh I 
repeated as the door of the "spare-
room" was shut between me and the 
still sleeping stranger. 

Only t he long, coflin-like box was still 
in my study. 

Suddenly I caught sight of a piece of 
paper which had been pinned to the 
lid inside. 

On it was roughly sketched a ship, 
some waves, and a woman apparently 
drowning. What this could mean I 
could not guess. 

I was still puzzling over it when the 
door bell rang again. 

This time a man stood there—he had 
evidently just stepped out of a close 
carriage which waited near the curb, 
and he wore an ulster with a high col
lar which almost concealed his' face. 

"I have come," he said, "to retrieve a 
large box which was left here by mis
take." 

"Then you have come to the wrong 
man, I said, boldly. "That box and its 
contents are in my care." 

As I spoke, to my surprise two po
licemen sprang out of the shadow of a 
neighboring archway, and seized the 
man before he had time to turn round. 

"We were given a hint to keep an eye 
on this house, sir—by Mr. Holmes," one 
of them informed me shortly, before 
they marched off to the nearest "sta>-
tion" with their prisoner. 

I retreated indoors and waited de
velopments. Evidently I was in for a 
night of it, I thought grimly. 

And, indeed, I had only taken half a 
dozen pulls at my pipe when a four-
wheeler drove up. Inside were Mr. 
Holmes, the detective; two policemen, 
and my servant, Burns, with handcuffs 
on. 

"What does this mean?" I asked. 
The detective came into the house and 

shiut the door—the cab drove off—and 
I mechanically followed him into the 
library. 

There he turned and faced me. 
"It means," he said, "shortly, this>: 

That your man servant is a member of 
a dangerous secret society of anarch
ists. Mile. Seslagin (who is very rich) 
had bribed one of the younger mem
bers to sell her some papers which con
tained a clear and concise account of 
how to set about placing bombs in. 
Westminster Abbey before the coming 
royal marriage—in order to blow up 
the whole royal party. 

"Once or twice lately Mile. Seslagin'a 
house has been broken inito, not. for pui> 
poses of theft, but to find the missing 
papers, which she had copied and sent 
to the police, but kept the originals to 
put the anarchists off the scent and help 
the authorities to catch them all to
gether. 

"Besides, she wanted to pretend she 
had not given information. She knew 
anarchists and their ways, and feared 
their vengeance. She little knew their 
skill. They contrived this very even
ing to enter her house, drug her wine 
and (while all her servants were at sup
per) they put her into this box which 
they had got ready and carried her off. 

"The orders were to deliver the box at 
No. 1 Mortimer street. 

"By a curious coincidence there hap
pens to be two Mortimer streets, and 
the box was brought to the wrong one. 

SHE WAS EITHER ASLEEP OR DEA1X 

"The plan was (bad she been taken 
to the anarchist who lives' in the other) 
to cross-examine her on the subject of 
these papers, and then she was to be 
taken out to sea and drowned. Dead 
men—and women—tell no tales." 

I handed him the paper I had found. 
"Ye®—that is the formal order for 

her death. I know their cipher well." 
"And—Burns?" I asked. "How was it 

if he was 'in it' that he offered—nay, 
went—to fetch the doctor and you?" 

"He did neither. I sent a policeman 
for the doctor, and came of my own ac
cord. Mile. Seslagin's house has been 
watched for the last week, for (unless 
she was in danger of her life) I made 
up my mind to wait and catch the whole 
gang at No. 1 Mortimer street to-night. 
The driver's mistake has put me.out 
rather in my calculations, for Burns 
had time to warn the others before I 
managed to 'nab' him. However, I hope 
for better luck another time. Mean
while, you have indirectly saved that 
poor lady's life." 

As he finished speaking I was busy 
writing. I handed him a check. 

"Thank you, sir; though really I am 
so pleased at to-night's work I almost 
feel like refusing this." 

"Nonsense! I may need you again. 
Good night." 

After that I was at last allowed to go 
to bed in peace. 

I was a bachelor of long yeare' stand
ing, and quite unaccustomed to such 
doings and goings on. 

Still—though I can't say that the 
events of that night were exactly pleas
ant ones, I always in after years re
membered it with something like grati
tude, for that long, coffin-like box, 
which I thought held a practical joke, 
was the means of making the acquaint
ance of the lady who afterword became 
my wife.—N. Y. Weekly. 

MANY LIVES RUINED. 

Why Bright Young Men Should De
cline to Enter Politics. 

Very Few Men In Pnbllo Life Are 
Happy or Even Have Glimpses . 

of Happlneaa in the 
Future. 

[Special Washington Letter.] 

VERY two yAars, when the con
gresses expire, we witness the 
departure of friends, many of 

them never to be seen again, for when 
the congressmen go back to private life 
they seldom have opportunity to enter 
it again. 

One young man, who has been in the 
house of representatives for six years, 
to-day referred to his retirement pa<-
theticaily, saying: "I am only 38 years 
old, and my future is behind me . If 
I had known what I was going into I 
would never have tried to come to con
gress. I have spent six years of my 
life uselessly. They are gone, and they 
have been empty years. 

"Of course, if I could have been re
elected for another term I might have 
amounted to something. But it takes 
at least six years of hard work for a 
mam to secure recognition and be re
garded in the house of representatives 
as a fixture. After that it is all smooth 
sailing, because the other old members 
gather around the fellows who are ex
pected to stay, and they give up good 
committee places and extend legislative 
courtesies which new members cannot 
obtain, and for which they have no 
hope. 

"But I could not gain the coveted 
fourth term. I was left at the polls, 
and now, while yet a young man, I am 
a back number. I shall try for the 
nomination in 1900, and if I get it I 
shall make as strong a fight as possible, 
knowing that if I win I will be fixed 
solidly in my district. That is the 
only hope for me now, and that I hope 
I shall diligently pursue." 

Poor fellow! He is now pursuing an 
ignis fatuus. He will waste another 
two years of his life seeking to return 
to congress ; and he will be disappoint
ed. When the people turn down a young 
man they do it intentionally, and usual
ly permanently. This young man has 
usually but one show out of a thou
sand to get back, and so enamored of 
congressional life is he that he will 
take that one chance, be defeated and 
then live on regarding his Kfe as a 

HON. S. M: CLARK. 
(Glad That He Received Honors Late in 

Life.) 

wreck. But if he were to drop politics 
and go to work in his profession, the 
law, he might achieve distinction and 
win fortune, because he has more than 
ordinary ability and educational ac
quirements. 

He is poor, and has within a couple of 
years taken unto himself a wife, 60 
that he cannot afford to invest all of 
his earnings in the political raffle. It 
is possible that his wife may wean him 
from the political ambition which leads 
him and lures him to the tempting of 
fate. In her success will be his only 
hope of future success and happiness. 

But there is another man in congress, 
about to retire, who views the matter 
differently. It is Hon. Sam M. Clark, 
of Keokuk, la., who says: "I have of 
late years been glad that I was unable 
to come to congress when I was a young 
man. At that time, 30 years ago, my 
ambitions were checked; older and 
abler politicians Juraed me down, and 
hence I was obliged to remain at home. 

"Since reaching mature age I have 
looked back with complacency upon 
that result. If I bad been sent to con
gress 30 years ago I would have been 
givem a couple of terms, amd then I 
would have been, left at home, because 
that is the custom of the country. In 
that event I should have spent the past 
30 years bewailing my fate, and secret
ly abusing the people for not keeping 
me to the front where I might have 
achieved distinction. 

"But the people were kind to me; 
kinder than they knew. They kept me 
in congress until I was 57 years old, and 
then they gave me four years in the na
tional house of representatives. Thus 
I round out my career in a gratifying 
manner. It is much better to receive 
honors later in life, because they are 
the more appreciated, after having been 
so long withheld." 

What a world of philosophy of life 
there i9 in the contrast of the experi
ences of the young man and theold man 
who come to congress. In these two ex
periences the reader may see the folly 
and wisdom of politics. Here is a young 
man whose future ' is clouded with 
gloom. Here is a mature man whose fu
ture is lighted with the rainbow hues of 
content. 

One morning as Congressman Dolli-
ver, Iowa's noted orator, was coming 
east on an express train. Senator Elkins. 
the millionaire senator from West Vir
ginia, entered the same car and en
gaged the western man in conversation. 
Finally he said: "Dolliver. why do you 
remain in congress as a poor man ? You 
are growing older all the time, and one 
of these days your people will turn you 

' *• 

out, and you will be a poor old gray-
beard with no visible means of support. 
Why don't you go to work and make 
money first and then go back to con
gress? That's what I did." 

With but little reflection Mr. Dolliver 
responded: "That is well enough for 
you, but I am not familiar with the 
modern methods of lawful larceny, and 
I could never become a rich man." 

The millionaire senator laughed 
heartilyatthishome thrust sally, which 
was not intended to be offensive, and he 
said: "All right, my boy, keep on with 
your oratory and remain in your pov
erty, and one of these days you will at 
least thank me for having given you 
good advice." 

And it was good advice, too. In the 
higher political and social world money 
is king. At all of the white house re
ceptions, at all of the diplomatic din
ners, at all of the public functions of 
senators and representatives, at all of 

HON. JOHN P. DOLLIVER. 
(Glad That He Was Elected to Congress 

While Young.) 

the prominent hotels the men of wealth 
move as royalty moves. The men and 
women about them pass smirkingly by, 
bowing low; and the waiters and wait
resses salaam before the rich men and 
women as to princes and princesses. 
Therefore, if young men who are am
bitious for political honors would start 
right they would first worship at the 
sbrine of Mammon, and gather togeth
er some thousands of dollars; and in
crease them to millions, if possible. 
Then they can break into political life 
and keep to the front as long as their 
money lasts. 

Concerning the rich men in congress 
there is a generally mistaken opinion 
throughout the country. Particularly 
is this true concerning the rich men of 
the senate. It seldom happens that 
any man born rich secures election to 
that body. The rich men who are to 
be found in the senate are usually self-
made men, who began life poor, and ac
cumulated riches by their own frugal
ity, industry and superior sagacity. 
For example, there have been Senator 
Sherman, of Ohio; Senator Stock-
bridge, of Michigan; Senator Sawyer, 
of Wisconsin; Senator Quay, of Penn
sylvania; Senator Hale, of Maine; Sen
ator Piatt, of New York; Senator 
Brice, of Ohio, and others who might 
be named in the same category. 

Senator Depew, of New York, as he 
has himself said, began life with noth
ing but a clear head and honest hands. 
He is a product of our soil and of our 
institutions. Now that he has ac
quired fame and riches, his ambition 
has led him to go to the senate, and the 
great state of New York is proud to 
thus honor him. 

Senator-elect Clark, of Montana, is 
probably the richest man ever elected 
to the senate, but he began life as a 
very poor boy. He educated himself, 
taught schools in Connecticut, went 
west to Iowa, where he farmed awhile, 
taught school awhile, and then went 
out to Colorado and Montana seeking 
his fortune in the hills, as a prospector 
and miner. naviiig accumulated 
wealth, and' having become a many 
times millionaire, he turned his am
bitious eye on the senate, and the leg
islature of Montana has honored him 
by an election, to that august body. 

Men who thus begin at the bottom of 
the ladder of life have a right to aspire 
to seats in the senate, or even to the 
presidency; and we cannot find fault 
with them nor suspect their motives 
for political preferment, solely because 
they have been able to acquire wealth, 
while we have not been favored with 
the faculty which enables men to be
come rich. After having been a sena
tor for 18 years, from the state of Kan
sas, John J. Ingalls was retired to pri
vate life. In a lecture delivered in this 
city, shortly after his retirement. Sen
ator Ingalls said: 

"The money-making faculty is given 
to but few men. and we who have not 
that faculty can never become rich, no 
matter how hard we may try. For ex
ample, Jay Gould and I began life at 
about the same time, and with appar
ently the same opportunities. But 
there was a big difference. He had the 
money-making faculty and I had not. 
Consequently Jay Gould is a million
aire and I am a statesman out of a job." 

While the morals to be drawn from 
these incidents may be valuable, par
ticularly to ambitious young men who 
intend to go into politics, the writer 
can give even a better pointer out of 
years of experience in observing states
men come and go. The wise thing for 
the ambitious young man to do will be 
to give up all idea of politics and stick 
to private business. There is probably 
no stratum of human life in which 
there are so many disappointments, so 
many heart burnings, so many wrongs 
committed, so many acts of ingrati
tude. as in political life. Very few 
politicians are happy, or have glimpses 
of happiness for the future. 

SMITH D. FRY. 

Good •• Ilia Word. 
He—I always make it a point to profit 

by the mistakes of others. 
She—I got weary of George Brixton 

because he never seemed to know whet 
to go home. 

He then bade her good night.- "Cleve
land Leader. 

VANITY OF GREATNESS. 

Vi 

Oae VoHg Mas Who Cerai Oat That 
He Never Wotli Be 

, ' Missed. . 

"You seemed depressed this evening," 
•aid Hamblin, as Flagg, who was generally 
on pretty good terms with himself, lit his 
eighth cigarette and then threw it away, 
after taking two whiffs. 

"Yes, I am," was the reply. "There • no 
use trying to be anybody in this world." 

"Ob, come, brace up," Hamblin urged. 
"What's gone wrong? You ought to be 
ashamed to let yourself be cast down, after 
the streak of good luck you've had. Here 
you are on the sunny side of 30, and a firm 
doing a business of $1,000,000 a year has 
made you its chief buyer, with a salary that 
would keep three or four good-sized families 
in luxury. You've had a trip to Europe at 
the house's expense and you—" 

"Hold on," Flagg interrupted, "you've 
struck the very thing that bothers me. You 
know Mis9 Dolliver—that beautiful, stately 

f irl I introduced you to one night in the 
lurkwells' box? 
"I called on her last evening. I used to 

call there every week or two, before I start
ed across to the other side. Well, more 
than three months had elapsed since I had 
seen her last. Of course, I concluded that 
my trip was an apology enough for the fact 
that I had not called lately, so without any 
ado I began talking about my experiences in 
Paris. What do you think she said'?" 

"Oh, I can't guess." 
" 'why, have you been out of the city?'" 

—Chicago Evening News. 

HE DID NOT HAVE IT. 

How a Jotbiny Judge Salted Daws 
a Delightfully Fresh 

.Young1 Ulan. 

William Lightfoot Visscher tells this char
acteristic story of Hon. Isaac Parker, famous 
as the terrible judge at Fort Smith, Ark., 
who probably sentenced more men to be ex
ecuted than any other judge that ever lived. 
This was not, however, because he was so 
unrelentingly severe, but because be had 
the hardest; and most numerous lot of crim
inals to deal with that ever came within the 
jurisdiction of such an official. One day 
when there was an unusually large batch of 
culprits to be sentenced, the judge looked 
compasisonately over his spectacles at one 
young scamp, and said: 

"In consideration of the youth and in
experience of this prisoner I snail let him off 
with a fine of $50—" 

Before the judge had done speaking the 
very fresh young man coolly stretched his 
right leg and ran his hand into his trousers' 
pocket on one side, remarking nonchalantly 
as he did so: 

"That's all hunky, judge; I've got that 
much right here in my jeans." 

"And one year in the penitentiary," con
cluded the judge. Then looking over at the 
convict in a quizzical sort of way, he added: 
"Do you happen to have that in your jeans?" 
—Woman's Home Companion. 

His Motto. 
A New York merchant recently adver

tised for an office boy. The first lad that 
went to try for the positiop was asked what 
his motto in life was. 

"The same as yours, sir," answered the 
lad. 

"How do you know my motto?" asked the 
manager. 

"It tells you on the door, sir; it says 
push!" 

The boy was employed at once.—Cincin
nati Enquirer. 

Never be at your place of business when 
a person wants to borrow money of you, 
because if you are in^ou will be out, but 
if you are out you will be in.—Town and 
Country Journal. 

Some persons have done a great deal to 
run down cyclists and, on the other hand, 
some cyclists have done a good deal to run 
down other persons.—L. A. W. Bulletin. 

"Evil Dispositions 
Are Early Shown." 
Just so evil in the blood 

comes out in shape of scrof
ula* pimples, etcin children 
and young people» Taken in 
time it can be eradicated by 
using Hood's Sarsaparilla• 
In older people, the aftermath 
of irregular living shows it
self in bilious conditions, a 
heavy head, a foul mouth, 
a general bad feeling. 

It is the blood, the impure blood, 
friends, which is the real cause. Purify 
that with Hood's Sarsaparilla and 
happiness will reign in your family. 

Stood Poison I lived in a bed of fire 
for years owing to blood poisoning that fol
lowed small pox. It broke out all over my 
body, itching intensely. Tried doctors and 
hospitals in vain. I tried Hood's Sarsapa
rilla. It helped. I kept at it and was en
tirely cured. I could go-on the housetops 
and shout about it." Mas. J. T. WILLIAMS, 
Carbondale, Pa. 

8crofUla 8ore«-"My baby at two 
months had scrofula sores on cheek and 
arm. Local applications and physicians' 
medicine did little or no good. Hood's Sar
saparilla cured him permanently. He is 
now four, with smooth fair skin." Mas. 
S. S. Wroten, Farmington, Del. 

1 'j« 

'a- t 
"/' ' ' f t 

i * * & 

i: 'il 1 
} 

4 

>-I 
~W9* 5 

I 
' h i ~ * 

• 4 ' * 
.. i ' 

% , * V * 

v V . y 
* / 

Jfocd'jS, 

Hood's Pills cure lWer llli; non-irritating and 
the only cathartic to take with Hood'g Sanaparlll*. 

It Beats the Band. 
The newest and most inspiring pieco of 

sheet music, arranged for piano, is "The 
Pioneer Limited March," composed by 
Capt. Frederick Phinney, Bandmaster 
United States Band, Chicago, published by 
S. Brainard's Sons Co., Chicago, 111.; dis
tributed only by the Chicago, Milwaukee & -
St. Paul Railway, Enclose fifty (50) cents 
and address J. T. Conley, Asst. General 
Passenger Agent, 365 Robert St., St. Paul, 
Minn. s ' • 

Her Maiden Aim. 
Hoax—So young Goldrox has taken a 

wife. What was her maiden name? 
Joax—Her maiden aim seems to have 

been to marry Goldtox, and she proved an > 
unusually good shot for a woman.—Phila
delphia Record. 

MISSOURI'S WAR GOVERNOR 
Restored to Health By Pe-ru-na. 

A LETTER FROM THE AUDITOR OF THE INTERIOR 

GOV. T. C FLETCHER. 
Hon. Thomas C. Fletcher, the noted 

war Governor of the State of Missouri, 
is a great f riend of Pe-ru-na. He writes: 
The Pe-ru-na Drug M'f'g Co.,Columbus, 

Ohio: • 
Gentlemen—For years I have been 

afflicted with chronic catarrh, which 
has gone through my whole system, and 
no one knows the torture and misery I 
have passed through. My doctor has 
prescribed various remedies, and I have 
never found any relief until I was per
suaded by a friend to use Dr.Hartman's 
Pe-ru-na. After the use of one bottle I 
feel like a new man. It also cured me 
of a dropping I had in my throat, and 
built my system up generally. To those 
who are suffering with catarrh I take 
pleasure in recommending your great 
medicine. Very respectfully, 

Thomas C. Fletcher. 
Everything that affects the welfare of 

the people is a legitimate subject of 
comment to the real statesman. The 
statesman is not a narrow man. It is 
the politician who is narrow. The true 
statesman looks out on the world as it 
is, and seeks, as far as is in his power, to 
remedy evils and encourage the good. 

HON. WM. YOUNGBLOOO. 
Treasury Department, ) 

Office of Auditor for Interior, > 
Washington, D. C., Dec 10,1898. ) 

The Pe-ru-na Drug M'f'g Co., Columbus, 
Ohio: 
Gentlemen—I've often heard of your 

great medicine and have persuaded my 
wife, who has been much of a sufferer 
from catarrh, to try Pe-ru-na, and after 
using one bottle she has wonderfully 
improved. It has proved all you have 
claimed for it, and I take pleasure in 
recommending it to anyone who is af
flicted with catarrh. Yours,. 

Wm. Youngblood, 
Auditor for the Interior. 

Catarrh in its various forms is rapid
ly becoming a national curse. An un
doubted remedy has been discovered by 
Dr. Hartman. This remedy has been 
thoroughly tested during the pastforty 
years. Prominent men have come to 
know of its virtues and are makingpub-
lic utterances on the subject. To save 
the country we must save the people.. 
To save the people we must protect 
them from disease. The disease that is 
at once the most prevalent and stub
born of cure is catarrh. 
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jk Send your address on a postal and S 
£ we will send you our 158 page Illus- £ 
S trated catalogue free. 

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., 
£ MO Winchester Ave., HEW liVEl, COII. 

nPODQVNEW DISCOVERY: gives 
W • O I quick relief and cures worst 

cases. Book of testimoniu In and lO duya' treat
ment Free. DR. H. II. 6UKK9PS 80XS,Boi C, AltaaU, (is. ' 

READBB3 OF THIS PAPER 
DESIUING TO BUT ANYTHING 
ADVERTISED IN IT8 COLUMNS 
SHOULD INSIST UPON HAVING 
WHAT THE7 ASK FOR, UEFUSINO 
ALL SUBSTITUTES OR IMITATIONS. 
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Crescent Hotel, Eureka Springs, Ar» 
kaiuat, 

Opens February 23. In the Ozark Moun
tains. Delightful cilmate. Beautiful scenery. 
Unequaled medicinal waters. Cheap ex
cursion rates. Through sleepers via Frisco 
Line. Address J. O. Plank, Manager, Room 
H, Arcade, Century Huilding, or Frisco 
Ticket Office, No. 101 N. Broadway, St. > 
Louis, Mo. 

Keeping? It Up to the Last. 
Dix—I understand Windig, the attorney, 

is seriously ill. 
Hix—Yes; I met his physician this morn

ing, and he says he is lying at death's door. 
'That's just like a lawyer."—Chicago 

Evening News. 

Some people are constantly so busy that 
you can't get them to do anything they 
ought to do.—Washington Democrat. 

A GOOD GARDEN 
is s pleasure and a profit. Gregory's seed book di
rects a right beciumuK. Gregory s 8eed insure the 
most successful ending. Got tbe book now it's free. 
JAHES J. H. GREGORY t SON. HarMeliead, Mass. / 
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