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THE TOILERS. 

t< St 

• Pouring from their hivelike flats 
Come the tollers of the day; 

iflonii and shorts and leans and fats. 
Moving In a common way. 

% f •• 
Hopelessness in many a face, _., !r| 

«" - - ' Weariness on many a brow; I 
* All contestants in the race, 

6trlving, stumbling on somehow. 
Come to grumble as they work, 

^ 8ome to plod on unconcerned f 
«>8ome to look for ways to shirk 

When the foreman's back to turned. 

» Many a one to long for night, 
- -7"", Ere the morning's task Is through— 
' ' .One to work with allhismight, 

Loving what he has to do.. 
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Thousands doomed to toll away, 
Ending where their work began; 

: One to rise and then, some day, 
Hear them say: "Ah, lucky man!" 

' —S. E. Klser, in Chicago Dally News. 

' THE passing of 
BILL JACKSON 

By Will C. Barnes 
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" TTELL you, fellows, 'tain't no fun 
to swim a bunch of steers when 

the water is as cold as it is now." 
The speaker was a short, thickiset 

cowboy, whose fiery red hair had gained 
for him the sobriquet of "Colorado," 
the Mexican name for red, which was 
frequently shortened to "Colly" among 
the "punchers." 

Colorado, who was carefully rolling 
a cigarette, glanced around the circle 
of listeners, as if challenging some one 
to contradict him. The balance of the 
boys evidently agreed with him, for 
no one said a word except the "Kid," 
and he, after taking his pipe from his 
lips and carefully knocking out the 
ashes on the heel of his boot, said: 

"J'ever have any 'sperience at it, Col
ly?" 

Colorado by this time had finished 
rolling his cigarette, and was waiting 
for the cook's pot-hook, which he had 
thrust into the camp-fire, to get red-
hot to light it. Having done this, and 
taken a few preliminary puffs, he an
swered: "Yes, I hev', and a mighty 
tough one it was ,too." 

"Tell us' about it, Colorado," said the 
cook. "Whar was it, an* how did it 
happen?" 

"Yes, Colly, le's hear the story," 
chimed in the Kid. 

It was just the time for a story. We 
had come down to the railroad with a 
bunch of "hash-knife" steers, and 
found the Little Colorado river, which 
ran between us and the railroad, 
swollen to a mighty torrent by the 
rains in the mountains. We had wait
ed four days for it to go down, but it 
seemed rather to rise a little each day. 
As the feed was poor and we had lots 
of work to do, the boss was in a hurry 
to get them shipped' and off his hands, 
and so had just announced that at day
light the next morning he meant to 
try to swim the herd across. It was 
late in November and the weather was 
snappy cold. Overcoats and heavy 
clothes were an absolute necessity in 
the night on guard around the herd, 
and the idea of going into that cold wa
ter was not a pleasant one. But the 
cow-puncher is much like the sailor, 
in that he never stops to think of get-
tSng wet or cold, or going into any dan
ger so long as the boss himself will lead 
the way, so we were all prepared to 
get a soaking the next day. 

It was that pleasant time in. the even
ing between sunset and dark. The herd 
was bedded down near camp, and the 
first guard were making1 their rounds, 
with never a steer to turn back. The 
balance of us were lying about the 
campfire, smoking and talking "hoss," 
• subject which is never worn thread
bare in a cow camp. Colorado, who had 
been idly marking our brands in the 
sand in front of him with the end of 
his finger, said: "Well, boys, 'taint, much 
•f a story, but ef you want, to hear it, 
I'll tell you how it whs. Dick,, gimme a 
bite of your navy," and having stowed 
away a huge chunk of Dick's "navy," 
Colly settled back on the ground and 
began: 

"I was workin' fer the 'Diamond' out
fit-up in Utah, 'bout three years ago, 
an' the old man he come off down here 
into Arizona an' bought a bunch of 
steers to take up thar* He had written 
his wagon boss to come down with an 
outfit big enough to handle 2,000 head, 
an' we struck the Little Colorado river 
'bout the mouth of the Canyon Diablo 
Wash, where we was to receive the 
herd 'long in June. We didn't have 
no partickler hap'nin's comin' down, 
and we got the herd turned over all 
right, an' built a 'squeeze chute' an' 
branded 'em all before we startedback, 
so as if any got lost the outfit could 
claim 'em on the brand; an' about the 
last of June we pushed 'em off the bed 
ground one mornin' 'bout daylight, an' 
pulled our freight for the home ranch. 

"The cattle were all good to handle, 
an' didn't give us> no trouble to hold 
nights, barrin' one or two little stam
pedes, an' we drifted on down toward 
Lees Ferry without any mishaps, 'cept-
in' one night it were a-rainin' like all 
possessed, an* I wakes up a feller 
named Peck to go on guard. Peck got 
up an' put on his slicker, walked over 
to where his pony was tied, an' mount
ed. We was camped on the banks of a 
wash called Cotton Wood creek, an' 
^Long there the wash had cut down into 
the 'dobe fiat some ten or fifteen feet 
deep. Peck he's 'bout half-asleep, an' 
gets off wrong for the herd, an' rides 
straight up to the edge of the creek, 
thinkin' all the time he's a-goin' out on 
the .prairie to the herd. His pony sort 
of balked on him an' give a snort, but 
Peck, bein' a cross-grained sort of cuss, 
an* only half-awake, just bathed him 
With hie quirt, an* jabbed hi* spurs into 
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him. The poaj fanlJup u' landed 
in the middle, of the ereek, with six 
or eight feet of muddy water run-
nin' in it. Lord, didn't he wake up 
sudden like, an' squall for help. We 
all turned out in a hurry, but he swam 
across, an' the opposite side bein' sort 
of slopin' like, the pony scrambled out. 
Then Peck was afeered to cross back 
in the dark, an* stayed over thar all 
night, a-shiverin' an* a-shakin' an' a-
cursin' like a crazy man. When we 
got up for breakfast that mornin' at 
four o'clock it was clear, an' cold, an' 
dark. The cook he goes down to the 
creek an' hollers to Peck sort of sar
castic-like: 'Come to breakfast. Peck,' 
an' Peck he gits mad an' swears at the 
cocinero pretty plenty, an' said ef he 
didn't go back he'd turn loose on him 
with his six-shooter, sa* the cook, bein' 
pretty rollicky hisself, he goes back 
to the wagon an' pulls his Winchester 
an' starts fer the creek agin, when 
Jackson stops him an' turns him back. 
When it come daylight, Peck went 
down the creek a mile and finds a 
place to cross whar it wa'n't so deep, 
an' so gits back to camp jist as we was 
pullin' out. 

"The Big Colorado were a powerful 
stream when we reached it, bein' all 
swollen, by the melting snows up in 
the mountains, an* we all kinder hated 
to tackle it. The old man told the wag
on-boss afore he left to ferry the out
fit an' horses over in a> boat, but to 
swim the steers. 

"Yoti know how Lee's Perry is; the 
river comes out of a box canyon above 
an' the sides break away a little an' 
then a mile below it goes into the box 
agin, where the walls is 3,000 feet high 
an' the torrent runs like a millxaoe. It 
was shore a nasty place to swim a 
bunch of steers, an' Jackson, the wag
on-boss, he knowed he had a big job on 
hand when he got there. Jackson was 
the best wagon-boss I ever see er 
worked under. He was a tall, slim 
chap, could outwork any two men in 
the outfit, wasn't afeerd of nothin', an', 
though he couldn't read or write, I tell 
you, boys, he saveyed cows a heap. 
What he didn't know 'bout cows wa'n't 
worth knowin'. He didn't let the steers 
water the day before so's they'd be 
powerful dry an' take to the river 
easier. 

"We fust got the chuck-wagon over on 
the ferry-boat, which was a big con
cern, long enuff to drive a four-hoss 
team onto an' which was rowed by six 
men. The cook he was mighty skeery 
'bout goin' onto this here boat, 'cause 
he said 'bout a year afore that he'd 
been a^punching cows in southern Ari-
zony an' a feller there shipped a lot 
of cattle up inter Oaliforney to put 
on an island near Los Angeles. They 
loaded 'em onto flat scows with a high 
railin' 'round 'em, an' put 'bout 50 head 
on each scow an' a puncher on it to look 
out fer 'em. Goin' over to the island 
the tug what was a-towin' 'em by the 
horn of the saddle, so to speak, busted 
the string, an', thar bein' quite a. wind 
a-blowin', an' big ole waves a-floppin' 
around, the four scows began to butt 
an' bump up agin one another like a 
lot of muley bulls a-fightin', an' the 
cattle got to runnin' back an' forth an' 
a-bellerin' an* a-bawlin', an' them 
punchers, they shore thought their 
very last day had come. The cook he 
never expected to see dry land agin, 
an' he jist vowed if ever he got back 
to the prairie that he'd punch no more 
cows on boats. 

"Well, bimeby the tug got a new lar
iat onto' em agin an' corraled 'em all 
safe enuff at the wharf, but the cook 
'lowed he war a dry-land terrapin- an' 
wouldn't ever get into no such scrape 
ef he knowed hisself. Howsumever,. he 
dfid get up 'nuff spunk to tackle the 
ferry, an' went over safely. After we 
got the wagon acrost, we went back 
an' started the cattle down the side can
yon what leads into the cro'ssin'. 

"Jackson's idee was to git the bosses 
ahead of the steers an' let 'em follow 
the hosses. You know bosses swim any
wheres, an' the cattle will allers foller 
'em. So he puts three men in a little 
boat, two to row an' one to lead a hoss, 
knowin' the balance would foller him 
right across. 

"The hoss wrangler hed the hosses 
all ready, an' jist as the leaders of the 
herd come down to the water's edge the 
boys in the boat pulled out, a-leadin' a 
hoss, an' the other hosses follered fn 
an' was soon a-swimmin'. Then, when 
they was all strung out an' doin' fine, 
we crowded the steers into the water 
after 'em. They was all powerful dry 
an' took to the water easy 'nuff, an' 
afore the leaders knowed it they was 
a-swimmin' in fine shape. Jackson 
wouldn't let us holler or shoot till we 
got 'em all inter the water, an' then 
we jerked our six-«hooters an' began to 
fog 'em an' yell like a bunch of Co-
manches. 

"You all know thar's only one thing 
to be afeerd of in swimmin' a lot of 
cattle, and that's when they gets to 
millin'. Jackson had swum cattle across 
the Pecos in Texas, an' the Yellowstone 
in Montana, an' saveyed 'xactly what 
to do. But this here Colorado at Lee's 
Ferry is a bad place to tackle, fer you're 
bound to get out on the other side 
afore you get into the box canyon, 
or your name's Dennis, 'cause once a 
feller gits into the canyon he's got to 
go on clean down about a hundred miles 
afore he can strike a level place big 
enuff to crawl o<ut on, 

"Soon as the cattle got well strung 
out, Jackson began to undress hisself. 
He took off all his clothes but his shirt, 
an' then he buckled his six-shooter belt 
around him an' pulled the saddle off'n 
his hoss. 

"I says: 'Bill, you ain't a-goin' to try 
to swim it, are you?' 'No, not 'less I 
have to; but if they gets to millin' out 
thar we'll lose the whole herd, an' the 
only way to break it up is to ride out 
and shoot among 'em an' skeer 'em.' 
He knowed it were risky, for if any
thing went wrong he was shore to be 
carried into the canyon an' drowned. 
But Bill Jackson wa'n't the sort of a 
wagon boss to stop at anything to save 
the herd, an' sure 'nuff, 'bout the time 

the leaders got fairly into the middle 
of the river ,'long comes a big cotton-
wood tree a-driftin' an' whirlin' down 
stream right into 'em. That skeert'em 
an' turned 'em. an* 'fore we knowed it 
they was doubled back on the balance 
an' swimmin' round an' round, for all 
(he world like driftwood in a big eddy 
in a creek. This was what Jackson 
was Afeerd of, an' he pushed his boss 
into the river an' takes his six-shooter 
in his hand. He was ridin' a little Pinto 
pony they called 'Blue Jay,' one of the 
best all-round cow ponies I ever see. 

"Old Blue Jay he jist seemed to 
sabe what was wanted of him, an' 
swam 'long without any fuss. When 
Jackson gits out close to the 
millin' steers he begin to holler 
an*, shoot, an' he called to the fellers in 
the boat to come back an' try to stop 
'em. Now, you all know what a risky 
thing it is to get near a steer a-swimmin' 
in the water, for he's sure to' try 
to climb up on you. Jackson knowed 
this, but he swam Blue Jay right slap-
dab inter the bunch an' tried to scatter 
'em an' stop 'em from millin*. 

"Just how it happened we couldn't 
tell; but'first thing we seen Jackson 
was right in the middle of the millin' 
critters,an' in a minute they had crowd
ed pore old Blue Jay under, an' all we 
•seen of Jackson was his hands went up, 
an' then he was lost in the whirlin' mass 
of horns that was goin' round an' 
round. A man had no chance at all to 
swim, 'cause their hoofs kep' him un
der all the time, an' they was packed so 
close a feller couldn't come up between 
'em, any way. The boys in the boat 
tried to do something, but't wa'n't no 
use, fer he never come up, an' when 
they got too close one big steer throwed 
his head over the side of the boat an' 
purty nigh upset 'em, so they had to 
keep away to save theirselves. But 
they kep' up a-shootin' an' a-hollerin' 
till the leaders finally struck out for 
fche sh^re, an' in a few minutes the 
whole herd was strung out for the op
posite side, an' sooner than I kin tell 
it they was all standin' on dry land, an' 
not a single one missin'. 

"Meantime, the boys in the boat had 
watched everywhere for pore Jackson's 
body, but they never got sight of it, 
though they went clean into the mouth 
o f the box canyon. They was lots of "Big 
trees an' drift S-runnin', an' we guessed 
his body had been caught in the 
branches of a floatin' tree an' carried 
down with it.. jPgre old Blue Jay come 
floatin' past 'em, an' they tried to catch 
him, but the current was so swift they 
couldn't do it. All they wanted was to 
get Jackson's silver-mouthed bridle 
off'n him, 'cause 'twas easy 'nuff to see 
that the pony was quite dead. * 

"Well, the rest of us crossed in the 
big ferry-boat an' rounded up the steers, 
which was grazin' up the canyon on the 
other side, an' moved 'em out a couple 
of miles to camp. Shorty, bein' the 
oldest hand in the outfit, took charge, 
an' sent two of us back to the ferry, to 
try an' see ef Jackson's body could be 
found, but the feller what run the ferry 
said 't wa'n't no use lookin' fer him, 
'cause the swift current would carry 
him miles and miles down the canyon 
without ever lodgin' anywhere. So we 
went back, an' Shorty gave it up an' de
cided to push the herd on next day. 
We was a blue ole crowd, that night 
around the camp-fire, I tell you. All 
the boys liked Jackson, an' besides, 
they was a-thinkin' of his wife an' two 
kids what was a-waitin' for him at the 
head-quarter ranch up in Utah. 

"Shorty sent a letter from the next 
settlement to the ole man, a-tellin' him 
what had happened, an' we come along 
up with the cattle, arrivin' safely at the 
ranch without any more misfortunes." 

"An' didn't they never find Jackson's 
body, Colly?" queried the Kid. 

"Wal," said Colly, "that's a singtflar 
thing, too. When we gets back to the 
ranch the ole man he\was orful cut up 
about - It, an' hated to think that the 
body wasn't found. He'd been down in 
the Grand Canyon the summer afore 
with a lot of fellers, an' he said he be
lieved he could find it 'bout a hundred 
miles below the ferry, 'cause thar were 
a place thar down in the canyon whar 
the walls widened out fer, some 20 
miles, an' thar was quite a wide valley 
with grassy meadows an' trees. So he 
takes one of the boys an' a pack-outfit 
an' goes off down thar. They had to 
leave everything on top of the canyon 
an' climb down a-foot an' pack their 
stuff on their backs. The walls was 
6,000 feet high thar, an' they had a hard 
time gettin' down. Course it was jist 
a scratch, but Fm blest if after four or 
five days' hunt they didn't find it lodged 
in a pile of drift along the river. Twas 
easy 'nuff to tell Jackson's body, fer 
he'd had two fingers of his left hand 
shot off in a fight once; so t hey takes it 
off to a place in the valley whar it was 
safe from flood, an' buries it as well as 
tliey could, an' the next fall, when twas 
cold, he went ba^k an' packed the re
mains out of the canyon an' took them 
clean to the ranch an' buried 'em jist 
as if it was his own brother. I tell you, 
the boys was ready to swear by the ole 
man after that." 

But Colorado's story was finished, 
and as it was abdut ten-thirty the sec
ond guard-men began putting on over
coats and heavy gloves preparatory to 
two hours and a half of watching the 
herd. 

The stars were shining clear and 
bright, the bells of the horse-herd came 
softly over the prairie, making a tune
ful chime on the frosty night air, and 
as I untied the rope that bound my roll 
of bedding and kicked it out on the 
ground, I could not keep from thinking 
of poor Jackson's death and wondering 
if the morrow held a like fate in store 
for any of us.—SanFrancisco Argonaut. 

Inaplrln* Hope. 
The Doctor—Bear up, I must tell yon 

the worst. You can't possibly recover. 
The Client—That's a pity, for if I'd 

lived a bit longer I should have oome 
into a fortune; as it is, I haven't a penny 
to pay you with, doctor. 

"Well, now, don't give up hope. We'll 
try to mend you. We'll try."—-Illus
trated Bits. 
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All He Asked.—Dashaway^-'Tbere! 
(Vie paid all my bills, and I'm going to 
(tart all- over again!" Cleverton— 
''Well, don't begin on me."—Puck.: 

Dr. Brush—"I wonder why Baronet 
always speaks of his wife as a dream?" 
Mrs. Brush—"I supopse because she 
always goes by contraries."—London 
Tit-Bits. 

"What is a winter resort, Uncle Jim?" 
"A winter resort? Well, any place you 
go where you don't let yourself think 
it is as cold as it is at home."—Detroit 
Free Press. 

"Well, it can't get much colder than 
this,** remarked Henly, cheerfully. "If 
it does," groaned the disconsolate one, 
"we'll all be too cold to feel it any 
more."—Philadelphia North Amer
ican. 

Parent—"Soyou really want to marry 
my daughter?" Suitor—"Well, I can 
hardly say that; but there doesn't seem 
to be any other way to come in for any 
of her money, you know."—Boston 
Transcript. 

A Secret*—Dixon—"Why is it that it 
is usually unmarried- women who write 
articles on 'How to Manage a Hus
band ?' " Hixon—"Oh! yon don't sup
pose a married woman is going to give 
her little plan away, do you?"—Boston 
Traveler. 

Harris-^-"Walters has been looking 
pretty sad since his daughter got mar
ried, hasn't he?" Correll—"Yes, you 
see, he had no sooner got his daughter 
off his hands than he found he would 
have to put her husband on his feet."— 
Brooklyn Life. 

"Mike," said Plodding Pete, after 
they had ridden a short distance in the 
patrol wagon, "we've got a lot to be 
thankful fur." "Yes," answered Mean
dering Mike; "t'ink of all de folks datll 
have to pull t'roo dis zero weather wid-
out any nice warm jails to go to."— 
Washington Stai 

AT MANILA. 

How Captains of the Fleet Reported 
U p o n  t h e  R e m i t s  o f  t h e  . . .  

Battle. 

Not the least interesting of the inci
dents of the day was the manner in 
which the commanding officers report
ed the lack of serious casualties when 
they came aboard the flagshipafter the 
first battle. Having passed through 
such a hail of projectiles as made es
cape from a long list of killed and* 
wounded appear almost miraculous, 
and believing it to be impossible that 
all the other vessels had been similarly 
fortunate, every captain seemed to feel 
that the failure of his ship to catch any 
of the enemy's shells in a way to harm 
his crew might lead the commodore to 
think that his command had not been 
the target for the Spaniards' Are to the 
same extent as the vessels which had 
suffered loss of life. Consequently, as 
each captain came over the Olympia's 
side they replied to the eager query: 

How many killed?" in a manner that 
indicated a very much mixed state of 
mindJ| Mingled with satisfaction at 
having lost no man was an evident de
sire to have it understood that the lack 
of loss was no proof of an absence of 
danger. 

"Only eight wounded," replied Capt. 
Dyer, of the Baltimore—"none seri
ously. But six shells struck us, and 
two burst i nboard without hurting any
one." 

"Not a dashed one!" was the rollick
ing way the next captain reported. 

"None killed and none wounded," was 
the apologetic reply of the next one; 
but I don't yet know how it happened. 

I suppose you fellows were all cut up?" 
"My ship wasn't hit at all," was the 

next report, made with a sort of defiant 
air, as if the speaker would like to hear 
it insinuated that he had had any part 
in keeping his men in a safe place. 

When the Boston's captain came 
alongside it was feared that he for cer
tain would have a serious list of casual
ties, for it was known that his ship 
had been on fire. And when he an
nounced' neither killed nor wounded, 
the news quickly spread through the 
flagship, and the men cheered vocifer
ously.—Joseph L. Stickney, in Harper's 
Magazine. 

Commerce and ImmlKratioa. 
Commercially the United States has 

from earliest colonial times shown its 
importance to the world, and ait pres
ent our combined imports and exports 
count up to $1,800,000,000 a year. Our 
productions have always been sought 
by other countries, and the United 
States lies on a new world-highway 
from Europe westward to Asia, and 
commands another great international 
trade route to the West Indies and 
South America. In the movement of 
people to and fro across the ocean, the 
United States has been the focus of 
the most tremendous hegira of civilized 
people which the world has ever seen; 
from 1821 to 1898 more than 18,000,000 
persons came to our shores to make 
their homf s here; in the last ten years 
more people have emigrated to Amer
ica than the whole population of Switz
erland. There are now here more Ger
mans and- children of Germans than 
in Bavaria. And the tide of travel easfr 
ward-—chiefly visitors—also . numbers 
hundreds of thousands every year.— 
Prof. Albert BushAell Hart, in Har
per's Magazine. 

PnetaMtle Thimbles. 
Pneumatic thimbles for typewriters 

and pianists are the latest deyices for 
nerve economy. The incessant and 
regular pounding of the sensitive finger 
tips renders the owners of them nervous 
wrecks in a majority of cases, to say 
nothing of callous and cracked finger 
ends and broken and split nails. The 
new thimbles are of rubber, coming in 
sets, according to the size of glove 
worn, and are said to not only save the 
nervfe shock, but also to increase the 

! speed and strength of the stroke.—Cin
cinnati Enquirer. 
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The iervant girl question is even more 
difficult in small western cities than it 
is in New York. There no lady ventures 
to; ask a reference, but contents herself 
with a verbal examination of her appli
cant • capabilities. 

There was an avalanche of Swedes 
•nd Finlanders in a Pacific dope town last 
winter, and one wild-haired damael pre
sented herself as a candidate for a |20-a-
month position as cook. The prospective 
nutlets thus interrogated her: 

Can you make good bread?" 
"Brod! Naw." 
"Can yon make soup?" 
'"Soup? Naw." 
uS? y«u understand roasting meats?" 
"Meat? Naw." 
"Can you broil?" ^ ,, t -* 
"Naw." -fe, „ 
'•Can your clean brasses?" 
Tfaw." . / -

"Can you wash and iron?" 
"Naw." • 
"Scrub?" 
"Naw." 

do<;Well, my goodness, girll What can you 

The Finlander reflected. Then she an
swered proudly: "I can milk a reindeer!" 
—N. Y. World. 

Railroad Aeron the Bagllih Ohaamel. 
The English Parliament is considering the 

_ railway. Engineers say a roadbed can be 
laid on the bottom of the English channel, 
and by mounting trestlework on wheels, so 

iects above the water, the railwa; 
This seems beyond belief, 
no more remarkable than 

5J that it projects 
esn be operated. 
hut it is per hap 
some of the cures accomplished by Hostet* 
ter*s Stomach Bitters in bad cases of dys
pepsia, indigestion and constipation. This is 
an age of wonderful achievements. -

. Seleatlfle Note. 
"I see that distilled water is really poison. 

ou8," said the majah. "That is what comes, 
sah, of interfering with nature." 

"Right, sah," assented the colonel. "Na-
tuah nevah intended the distillery, sah, to 
be idling its time away on watan, sah."— 
Indianapolis Journal.. 

STATS or Oaio, CM or TOLEDO, R 
LUCAS COCNTT, I 

Frank J. Cheney makes oath that he is the 
senior partner of the firm of F. J. Chfeney 
ft Co., doing business in the city of Toledo. 
County ana State aforesaid, and that said 
firm will pay the sum of One Hundred Dol
lars for each and every case of catarrh that 
cannot be cured by the use of Hairs Catarrh 
Cure/ FRANK J. CHENEY. 

Sworn to before me and subscribed in my 
presence, this 6th day of December A. D. 
1886. A. W. GLEASON. 

[Seal] Notary Public. 
Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally and 

acts directly on the blood and mucous sur
faces of the system. Send for testimonials, 
fiee. F. J. CHENEY ft CO., Toledo, O. 

Sold by druggists, 75c. 
Hall's Family Pilli are the best. -

Oar Indaatrlea. 
"Cuba seems to adopt our industries quite 

readily." 
''Yes, I'm told Cuban tobacco is already 

being produced in Cuba to some extent."— 
Detroit Journal. 

Yoa Can Get Allen's foot-Kane FREE. 
Write to-day to Allen 8. Olmsted, Le Roy, 

N. Y., for a FREE sample of Allen's Foot-
Ease, a powder to shake into your shoes. It 
cures chilblains, sweating, damp, swollen, 
aching feet. It makes tight shoes easy. 
Cures Corns, Bunions and Ingrowing Nails. 
Alldruggistsand sboestores sell it 25 cents. 

Upon a man stating that he owned a mule, 
a friend asserted that it was a case of self-
possession.—Boston Watchman. 

The bigot is always dead sure of some
thing he knows nothing about.—Chicago 
Daily News. 

Half the men who attempt to tell you a 
funny story forget it.—Atchison Globe. 

It is easy, sure. It will vanish. Use St. 
Jacobs Oil for Neuralgia. It's done. 

Often a man gets out of the rut only to 
get into the ditch.—Town Topics. 

To Care a Cold la One Day 
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets.. All 
druggists refund money if it fails to cure. Sic. 

He doubles his trials who complain* of 
them.—Watchman. 

Where's it gone? 
It cured that o: 

Ask St. 
iruise—gone. 

Jacobs OQ. 

Theoretical philorophers are sometimes 
practictl fools.—Chicago Daily News. 

"Spring Unlocks 
iThe Flowers 

To AM tt* Uu&ng SoL" ,... 

And not even Nature moatd : 
allow the flowers to grow 
and blossom to perfection 
without good soil. Now 
Nature and people are much 
alike; the former must have 
sunshine, latter must tueoe 
pure blood in order to fuwe . 
perfect health. 

Hood's Sarsaparilla cures blood tnm« < -
bles of all sorts. It ig to the human 
system what sunshine is to Nature— 
the destroyer of disease germs. A 
never disappoint!. 

Poor BlOOd-" The doctor said then •> 
were not seven drops of good blood in my 
body. Hood's Sarsaparilla built me up and % •; 
made me strong and well." Susm E.Baowv, •:' 
16 Astor Hill, Lynn, Mass. 
Pwmwlli etc.-" A complication of 

troubles, dyspepsia, chronic catarrh and -
inflammation of the stomach, rheumatism, 
etc., made me miserable. Had no appetite 
until I took Hood's Sarsaparilla, which. 
acted like magic. I am thoroughly eared.'' -
N. B. SHUT, 1874 W. 14th Av., Denver, CoL J 

Rheumatism—"My husband was ^ 
obliged to give up work on account of Then-' ^ 
mstlsm. No remedy helped untU he nsed 1 . 
Hood's Sarsaparilla, which permanently" , r 
cored him. It cured my daughter of ca- , u, 
tarrh. I give it to the children with good -
results." Mas. J. S. MCMATH, Stamford, Ct. S 

h 
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Hood's PI1U cure HTOT tlU. goa-lrritattea ma* -
the only cathartic to take with Hood * SartasamiC.. 

DOWN ON COLUMBUS. 
——— * »/"*7* i 

If He Had Not Discovered Aasesiea 
the Spaniards Woald Have r. 

Had Ho Troahle. ,, v 

One of the most delightfully humorous as
pects of our late antagonists is their utter , J 
absence of a sense of humor. Some Ameri-; 
can jester having predicted that when the ^ 
Spaniards got through with the war they -
would repudiate Christopher, Columbus for \ "~ 
having ever discovered America, the Bfadrid • 
journals are verifying the prediction by as- -
serting with truly Iberian profundity that 
Cristobal Colon has turned out to be the -
evil genius of Spain. 

It is evident that if the old mariner had 
been content with staying in the Med iter- • «-< 
ranean and had not gone about bothering 
monarchs to furnish him the means of dis- ' 
covering the new world Spain would have , 
no colonies, and having none she could not 
lose them. "It's ill taking the treeksoff a 1 

H-'elander," says the Scotch proverb, and by *. >-
the same logic, if it had not been for the < 
mischievous activity of Columbus Spain * 
would have been thoroughly guarded against ' 
such disasters as have now befallen her. " V 
: But even upon, the Spanish method of 
reasoning—that Columbus was at fault and ^ 
not the ages of plunder and cruelty which 
have wiped out the Spanish ownership of 
nearly half the world—our Madrid friends.' 
forget that Columbus gave them three cen
turies of squeezing the colonies that fol
lowed his discoveries in South America, and ' * 11 
four in Cuba and Porto Rico. Inasmuch as 
Columbus waa thrown into disfavor and 
prison while he lived, we should say that 
the balance between him and Spain was , 
still in his favor.—Pittsburgh Dispatch. ^ 

Walter la a Dilemma. 
It was in one of the large downtown res* ' 

taurants that the short little woman and - • 
her tall husband went to dinner one night. ., 

"Will you have oysters?" asked the man, 
glancing over the bill of fare. 1 

"Yes/' said the short little woman, as she 
tried in vain to touch her toes to the floor. 
"And, John, I want a hassock." 

John nodded and, as he banded his order ' v 
to the waiter he said: ' Yss, and bring a 
hassock for the lady." 

"One hassock?" asked the waiter, with 
what John thought more than ordinary in
terest, as he nodded in the affirmative. Still ' 
the waiter did not go, but brushed the table 
cloth with a towel and rearranged the ar
ticles on it several times, while his face got 
very red. Then he came around to John'a 
side and, speaking sotto voce, said: "Say, 
mister, I haven't been here long, and I'm . 
not on to all these things. Will the lady 
have the hassock boiled or fried?"—Chicago 
Chronicle. . 

No man is too worthless for some worn-
an to get stuck on him.—Washington (la.) -
Democrat. 
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M 'ANY a dutiful daughter pays in pain for her mother's 
ignorance or perhaps neglect. 

The mother suffered and she thinks her daughter 
must suffer also. This is true only to a limited extent No 
excessive pain is healthy. Every mother should inform her

self for her own sake and especially 
for the sake of her daughter. Write 
to Mrs. Pinkham, at Lynn, Mass., ^ 
for her advice about all matters 
concerning the ills of the feminine 
organs. 

Many a young girl's beauty is wasted by unnecessary pain at 
time of menstruation, and many indulgent mothers with 
mistaken kindness permit their daughters to grow careless 
about physical health. 

Miss CARRIE M. LAMB, Big Beaver, Mich., writes: "DEAR 
MRS. PINKHAM—A year ago I suffered from profuse and 
irregular menstruation 
and leucorrhoea. My 
appetite was variable, 
stomach sour and bowels 
were not regular, and 
was subject to pains like 
colic duringmenstruation. 
I wrote you and began to 
take Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound and 
used two packages of 
Sanative Wash. You can't 
imagine my relief. My 
courses are natural and 
general health improved." 
. MRS. NANNIE ADKINS, 
La Due, Mo., writes: 

••DEAR MRS. PINKHAM— 
I feel it my duty to tell 
you of the good yourj 
Vegetable Compound has 
done my daughter. She 
suffered untold agony at 
time of menstruation be
fore takingyour medicine; 
but the Compound has 
relieved the pain, given her a better color, and she feels 
stronger, and has improved every way. I am very grateful to 
you for the benefit she has received. It is a great 
for young girls.** 
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