
WHEN MOTHER CAME HOME. 
Curl came In from the baseball came 

When be heard the clock strike two. 
IT* bad to put on his Sunday clothes, 

Aa the train would soon be due. 
. His good sister fixed his best blue tie., 

Then took from the china bowl 
A pink, like one the president wears. 

And put It In his buttonhole— 
For mother was coming home. 

H« ran all the way to the station, 
For fear that he might be late, • 

Bat the baggageman smiled and told 
He had a whole hour to wait. 

' Which made him (eel very impatient: 
An hour at a station, you know, t * ' 

' Xs twice as long as anywhere else— 1 /• 
Carl thought it would never go, '**1 

When mother was coming home." 

O the days that had been such long, long 
days , 

Since the mother went to town. 
And her boy, somehow, kept "seeing 

things" , «| 
At night-time when he lay down. s 

Then every unkind word and deed 
To that dearest one of all, i 

When the moon shone in his window, 
seemed 

To be written on the wall-
But mother was coming home. 

Then his arms he'd throw about her neck. 
While he kissed her o'er and o'er, '< 

And promise her he'd never make 
Her dear heart ache any more. 

But—what if the train ran off the track! 
He paced the wide station round. 

And in his heart he prayed to God ' 
, V'-iTo bring it in safe and sound. 

For mother was coining home. 

Boon he heard the shrill whistle at the 
bend, 

1 Then the engine plunged in steht, ,, 
And the fastest train over the road : i; 

Thundered in on time, all right. i-' 
When the mother from the chair car 

stepped. 
Her dear heart was full of joy ; C 

, To see the glad look upon the face 
Of her waiting, loving boy. 

Because mother had come home. 
—Susan Teall Perry, in Evangelist. 

The Story of Irene. 
By Hops Dazing. 

T} 12ALLY, truly coming to live with 
us, mamma? Oh, how glad I 

am!" said Mabel Brown. 
Mabel and Maude Brown had just en

tered the sitting-room of their farm
house home, after spending a long sum
mer afternoon with a playmate. Their 
mother had told Chem that a letter had 
been received frony the guardian of 
their cousin, .Irene Brown. Irene's 
parents had died ;a year before, and the 
little orphan had continued to attend 
school in the city where she had always 
lived. Now she was coming to Brown 
Farm to stay. Mabel's delight was 
shared by Maude. The sisters looked 
much alike, being fair and plump, with 
merry blue eyes and brown hair. Mabel 
was 12 and Maude 10. 

"Irene will be just between us," 
Mabel said, ,-gleefully, "for she is 11. 
We mil have such good times. We can 
play with our .dolls and dishes and—" 

"With Leon, too," interrupted Maude. 
"I'm sure lie is the very best thing we 
have." 

Just then the baby brother, who was 
only big enough to talk in cunning 
broken words, ran in and was delight
ed at the return of his sisters. He was 
a pretty child, his face all pink and 
white like an apple blossom, and his 
hair clustering around his head in tiny 
golden curls. 

It was a week before Irene came. In 
this week the little girls were very 
busy. All the clothes of their numerous 
dolls were washed, and the two play
houses were put in perfect order and 
adorned with tfhe little maidens' choic
est possessions. One of these play
houses was upstairs in what was called 
the "wing chamber," and the other out 
under the wide-spreading branches of 
an apple tree. 

Irene reached the town, four miles 
distant, late in the afternoon. Mr. 
Brown met her there, and it was sun
down when they reached the house. 
Mrs. Brown and her daughters hurried 
down the path to meet the newcomer. 
She was slender and dark with black 
eyes and black hair, which was woven 
into two long, heavy braids. She timid
ly returned tike icaresses of her aunt 
and cousins. lit was not until they 
started for the ibouse that she spoke. 

"Be careful, that is mine," she cried, 
taking from Mabel the pink silk para
sol she had started to carry to the 
house. 

Mabel flushed a. little. Leon came 
toddling down the path, and Irene 
dropped everything to hold out her 
hands to him. 

"Oh, what a dear, sweet baby! Is he 
my cousin? Will he lei me kiss him?" 

Leon did this after a lit ue coaxing. 
Irene was tired and wa#;glad to soon 

go with her aunt to £he large upper 
room which she was to share with Ma
bel and Maude. The traveler was no 
sooner in the small white bed which 
had been prepared for her than she fell 
asleep. 

The next morning was clear and 
warm. Irene's face was bright when 
she took her place at the table. The 
windows of the dining-room opened di -
rectly onto the branches of the tall 
pear tree where the bluebirds had built 
their nests for many years. 

The little stranger enjoyed the huge 
red raspberries, the oatmeal and the 
creamy milk. She laughed over Leon's 
funny ways, and when she sprang 
down from the table she nodded gayly 
In response to Maude's invitation to "go 
play." 

The dew lay heavy on the grass of 
the orchard, so Mrs. Brown told them 
to go to the playhouse upstairs. They 
ran away to the long, low room, whose 
walls were covered with rough, gray 
plaster. There was little furniture ex
cept trunks and boxes. The single 
window was shaded, like those below, 
by the branches of the pear tree, and 
the sun peered through the gently wav
ing leaves, making an ever-changing 
pattern of light and shade upon the 
bare floor. • • 

Mr. Brown had kindly brought upthe 
bog oontsiniog Irene's toys and j re

moved the cover. Mabel and Maude 
were very anxious to see the contents 
of this box, but as Irene hurried for
ward to the corner near the window 
where the playhouse was, they politely 
brought out their treasures to show 
her. Irene was much interested. 

"Are these yours?" she asked Maude, 
as the little girl brought forth a min
iature tea set decorated with pink rose
buds. 

Maude looked a<little puzzled. 
"They are ours, Mabel's and mine. 

"Why," and her round face grew 
thoughtful, "they are yours, too, 'cause 
ours will mean you now." 

Irene made no reply. Instead she 
took up one of the dolls and began to 
change the Turkey red Mother Hub
bard for a party dress of pink cambric. 
Mabel helped her, handing her the 
various articles and chatting merrily. 

Maude, left somewhat to herself, ad
vanced to the box of Irene's toys and 
lifted the cover. The child never 
dreamed that her act might be consid
ered rude. Irene was one of them now, 
and were not all things, by the law of 
love which ruled that household, 
"ours?" She lifted a layer of paper, 
and a rapturous exclamation broke 
from her lips. 

"Oh what a beautiful doll!" she 
cried, carefully lifting out a fancifully 
dressed Chinese doll. "Irene, I think 
you—" 

The sentence was never finished. 
Irene sprang up and snatched the doll 
from Maude. 

"Don't touch that or anything else. 
They are mine." 

"But you have our things," Maude 
replied, spiritedly. "Why shouldn't I 
see these?" 

"Bccause they are mine," Irene said, 
putting the doll back in the box. 
never let anyone have my things." 

Maude's checks were very red. "Then 
you needn't ever touch ours. I think 
you are selfish, Irene Brown, and I'm 
sorry you've come here to live, so 
there!" 

Irene began to cry, and Maude rushed 
down to tell the story to her mother, 
Mrs. Brown was much grieved and tried 
to show both little girls their mistake. 
Irene opened her big black eyes in won
der. 

"Why, they are mine, Aunt Marie, 
and my things are just for me." 

To Mabel and Maude this was a new 
idea. Mabel tried to excuse Irene, but 
impulsive Maude refused to overlook 
her cousin's conduct. There was no 
quarreling; Mr. and Mrs. Brown would 
not allow that, but there was an entire 
lack of the sweet spirit of generosity 
and oneness which had hitherto gov
erned that home. Irene loved Leon and 
would sometimes allow him to use her 
toys. Again, she would snatch some
thing from him, crying: "That's mine, 
Leon." There was no trace of justice 
in her selfishness, for she never hesi
tated to join in the pleasure of others. 

A month passed. One hot August 
afternoon, when the fields were lying 
all parched and brown under the fierce 
rays of the son, Baby Leon woke, *ay-
ing, from a brief sleep. He was fever
ish and fretfuL Before night it was 
evident that be was really ill. The sim
ple remedies given Mm by his mother 
did not relieve him, and a doctor was 
summoned. He shook his head grave
ly. The little girls did not care for 
play. They tried to help in various 
ways, especially delighting in doing lit
tle things for Leon. Almost uncon
sciously Irene was learning the beauty 
of doing for others. 

The days went by -and there <was no 
change. On the evening of the fifth 
day Irene stole «oftly into the room 
where her aunt sat by Leon's crib. The 
little form was wasted, and fever had 
burned the freshness from ithe rose-
tinted faee. Irene stooped and put her 
hand on the tiny <ane that lay on Leon's 
breast. Slowly the golden lashes lifted 
and the bl»c eyes looked into her face. 

"Doe Way, 'Kene," Leon lisped; 
'• 'Bene say 'mine' to baby.."" 

He closed his eyes. Mrs. Brown 
looked into the face of her little aiiece. 
Notwithstanding her own grief, the 
mother's heart went out to the startled 
child. She put out Tier arms and drew 
Irene to her in aclose embrace. 

"Is it true, Aunt Marie?" the little 
girl asked when tears had relieved her 
and she eould speak. "Does my want
ing my own things for myself ikeep 
Leon, and aT the rest of yon, from 
loving me?" 

Very gently Mrs. Brown tried to chow 
Irene that a selfish life could not be M 
happy one. She told her of the heaven
ly Father's love for all, and His com
mand that we love one another. Irene 
listened in silence. A little later she 
went out on the porch where Mabel and 
Maude were sitting. 

"Please, girls," she began, the crim
son light of the setting sun staining 
her face witjj its glow, "please, won't 
you let me say 'ours;' 'our little Leon,* 
and everything? I haven't any 'mine* 
now. It is all 'ours.'" 

Mabel and Maude were ready to for
give their cousin and assured her that 

j they would commence over. When they 
I went downstairs the next morning they 
' found that Leon was better. He smiled 

up in their faces with something of his 
old sunniness, and did not draw away 
when Irene pressed many kisses upon 
his lips. 

Irene's lesson was well learned. Her 
joys are not alone her own now, but 
in common with those of the entire 
family.—Detroit Free Press. 

A Pomer. 
A small youth of some six summers 

whose father is accustomed to supple
ment his dose of church catechism by 

i Sunday evening readings from the old 
j Bible stories, found theological difli-
I culties presented by the tale of Shad-
rach, Meshach and Abednego. Hepre-

' Rented to his mother for solution one 
' Monday morning the problem that had 
vexed his mind during the night. "I 
can't see why it is, mamma. I don't 
bend my knee to false idols or worship 

' strange gods, and yet even if 1 put even 
the tiniest tip of my finger in the firo 
it bums it"—Harlem life. 

GLASS PAVIHO STONES. 

Saccesa •( s Mew Rm< CcTcrlag 
st Street In Lro», 

France. 

1 %>k' 
Wonderful results have been achieved 

in France during the last few months 
with glass. It has been used experi
mentally for some months as pavement 
in one of the busiest streets in Lyons 
With such success that contracts are 
being made by many cities all over Eu
rope for it to replace Belgian block. In 
Paris an entire palace of it is being built 
for the great exposition. 

The material, which is so strong that 
it can withstand usage under which 
Belgian block crumbles away, was in
vented by a French scientist in Chagny, 
Burgundy, where he conducted his first 
experiments. It took a long time for 
him to get anyone to consider his in
vention seriously, and when he aBked 
the municipal authorities of Lyons for 
permission to pave the principal streets 
of that city at his own expense he found 
it hard to get them to assent. However, 
after persistent effort, he won, and a 
few months ago he was authorized to 
go ahead with his novel experiment. 

Perhaps such a permission, at least 
without more convincing practical re
sults to back it up, would never have 
been granted in an American city. But 
the French are a nation of experiment
ers and always ready and willing to try 
something new. Louis Garchey, the 
inventor, took a conservative advantage 
of his privilege. He paved only a por
tion of one street, selecting for the pur
pose a crowded section of the Place 
de la Republique, which is crowded day 
and night with heavy traffic. 

Under his direction the pavement of 
"ceramic stone" was laid and finished 
in November last, and it is now as sound 
as when it was first put down. The ex
periment has been pronounced by the 
experts, who were skeptical in the be
ginning, as entirely successful, and so 
thoroughly satisfied have tliey become 
with the practical usefulness of its in
vention that they are preparing now 
large contracts for similar pavements 
in other European cities. 

The glass pavement is laid in the 
form of blocks, eight inches square, 
each block containing 10 parts in the 
form of checkers. The blocks are fitted 
together so closely that no water can 
soak between them. 

The advantages of the glass pave
ment as developed so far are its resist
ance, which is greater than that of 
stone; its property as a poor conductor 
of cold, owing to which ice will not 
form on it readily; its resistance to 
dirt, which does not accumulatc on it 
as easily as on stone,' and its quality 
not to retain microbes. 

The Central Architectural society of 
France .made a report on the material 
recently, in which it said: 

•"From the various forms in which this 
material is presented, its use can be 
readily determined for both practical 
and decorative purposes. On careful 
•examination we find that the Garchey 
ceramic stone is glass brought to a 
special molecular condition. In a cer
tain sense it constitutes a! new sub
stance which resembles flagstone, gran
ite or marble. 

"This new product is obtained from 
broken glass heated to a temperature 
of 1,250 degrees and compressed in mat
rices by hydraulic force. The physical 
Iransformation of the glass is due to 
devitrification under the process. The 
phenomenon of devitrification produces 
n fiort of dissolution more apparent th;.n 
real, for upon a chemical analysis the 
devitrified glass is found to possess ail 
the intrinsic qualities (physical and 

•chemical) of glass, except the trans
parency, while taking on an entirely 
different aspect. Furthermore, glass 
treated under this new method is made 
to resist crushing, frost and heavy 
shocks, and to stand hard usage." 

Apart from paving material, there 
now is being produced from old glass 
•an excellent building material, which 
is being used for buildings and interior 
(decorations, much as is cut stone. It 
possesses all the intrinsic qualities of 
glass except transparency, and at the 
same time is made to resist crushing, 
irost, heavy shocks and stand usage. 

A proposition to erect a glass house— 
sa luminous palace—for the Paris expo
sition next year has been accepted, and 
•the building will present completely 
the possibilities of glass as a struc
tural material. Mr. Garchey says that 
he feels confident that within three 
.yeamf time glass houses will be so com-
mwnthat they will not attract the slight
est attention. 

The gla«s palace which he will build 
for the (exposition was described thus 
fcy him: 

•"In the middle of a garden where 
jrreen swartl is only broken by flower-
embroidered, -gravelly walks, le palais 
luminense will stand. It will throw out 
into the garden an ingeniously adorned 
silhouette resembling a jewel set with 
the pbosphoresecrat tones imbedded in 
green foliage and sward. 

"The principal facade, in the form 
of an isnmenise portico roof, surmount
ed with spires, and a winged statue rep
resenting light, will be supported by 
heavy columns. The ground floor, 
reached by a double flight of stairs, will 
be a large exposition room. Right and 
to the left will be large glass basins in 
glass grottos. In tlie interior of the 
hall will be live large openings, in which 
will be represented the five divisions 
of the globe, a quintuple, polychrone 
vision; Europe bathed in the dawn 
of the morning; Asia basking in the 
golden ligh't of midsummer; Africa, 
with a sun burning in waves of crim
son; America, lost in a mist of pale 
hyacinth and the tints of sunset; Ocean-
ica, in an atmosphere of lapis lazuli."— 
Washington Post. 

Then tbe Father Stared. 
The Bride's Father—I can't give you 

a positive answer to-day. I must first 
make inquiries about you in the mer
cantile agency. 

The Suitor—Well, we might go there 
together, for I want to make some in-
ciuirief about you!—The UiraL 

EXTREMELY POLITE. 

A Feat of Caartnr Swell aa Is Very 
Rarely Exhibited la This , 

' Coantry. 

Many of us have heard of that polite 
Parisian cocher—driver—who, during 
a long afternoon in which he drove an 
American lady about the gay capital to 
see the sights, responded quite un
ruffled and without as much as a mus
cle twitching, to her constantly re
peated orders to cochon—pig—to drive 
her here or there. Indeed, foreigners' 
receive our mistakes in their language 
much more courteously than we re-, 
ceive theirs in ours. Two ladies in Italy, 
we are told by a correspondent of the 
Companiou, had this fact recently 
"borne in upon them," as the Friends 
say, with especial directness. 

In the morning their Italian teacher 
made a slip in her English, and in reply 
to an inquiry concerning the oddly-
twinkling fire embers in her little brass 
stove, informed them that the fuel she 
employed was "small wigs." 

They laughed heartily at the mis
take, and presently the lady herself 
corrected it to twigs, and was amiable 
enough to laugh also. But that same 
day they went to see the homeless cats 
of the city fed in the cloister of San 
Gallo, and were not sure that they had 
come at the right time. One of them 
turned to the custode and inquired in 
Italian, as she supposed: "When will 
the cats eat?" but what was really 
asked was: 

"When shall we eat the cats?" ' 
"There is no systematic hour, sig-

norina," he replied to this surprising 
query, in a manner as politely matter-
of-course as if it were quite the cus
tom there to serve kittens on toast to 
foreign ladies! Not a flicker of ex
pression showed that he perceived the 
mistake. 

Such a steady countenance under 
such circumstances, they agreed when 
they discovered it themselves, was a 
feat of courtesy very rarely exhibited 
by an Ainerican.-t-Youth's Companion. 

malt Inn Uw BwwwetiUPwy 
Mm MM.WtsM Make a rritfel 
•t Herself with a Life Preserver. 

She was a very plump woman. There 
in people who ssy they would like to be 
jnst as plump, but the woman heraelf is al
ways thinking of ways sad mesas by which 
her appearance of diameter and circumfer-
eace may be rtdneed, and anything that will 
apparently increase ah* regards with a dis
like that is little , abort of abhorrence. But 
if there is one thing that ahe dislikes more 
than her comfortable plumpness, it is the 
water. So, whea one day, on a steamer in 
a fog, there was a collision, ahe was even 
more unhappy than most people are under 
mch circumstances, though it was related 
afterward that die behaved with great cool
ness. There waa fortunately no more seri
ous result from the collision than several 
hours delay, but no one waa quite sure in 
:that tune what the next miaute would bring 
forth. The husband of the woman with the 
comfortable plumpness, like (he good hus
band that he was, immediately after the ac
cident found life preservers, and in a mat
ter of fact way started to aasist his wife to 
pnt one on. But she recoiled with such hor
ror that for. a moment he was not sure but 
the shock had deprived her of her senses. 

"Put on one of those things?" ahe almost 
shrieked. "Never! Just look at that fat 
woman over there with one of them on. 
6he looks a perfect sight." 

And she didn't put the life preserver on. 
and it was her good fortune that she had 
no reason to regret it.—N. Y. Times. 

The United ItatM a Power (or Owl 
A distinguished historian writes, while 

referring to this nation's advent as a col
onizing power, that we represent the "cen
tury's political conscience," and that our 
influence for good over European spheres 
will be immense. This result was just as 
inevitable as is the cure which follows the 
use of Hostetter's Stomach Bitters, the 
great remedy which is found in every home 
and drug store throughout the country. It 
cures indigestion* constipation, overworked 
kidney and liver, allays nervousness, and 
tones up the whole system. 

'  ,V  nis Practice. 
'Say, you knew Deacon Hardway's boy 

Hen, who went up to the city to study med
icine. didn't you?" 

"On, yes; I knowed Hen well. What 
about him?" 

'He killed himself day before yesterday." 
'You don't eay! What was the matter? 

Couldn't he git no outside practice?"—Chi
cago Times-Herald. 

A CAT'S TREACHERY. 

Thomas Made Prlends with HU 
Natural Enemy and Then 

Devoured Him. 

A family leaving town for the sum 
mer left behind one Thomas, a big cut, 
who had a reputation throughout the 
street in which he lived as a fighter 
and a ratter. ^ • 

Provision was made for Thomas' sub
sistence during the summer with the 
milkman, who each morning poured 
into a dish inside the area some milk. 

Thomas, while vicious enough to 
other than intimate acquaintances, 
was while at home of a sociable disposi
tion. Personally he missed a great deal 
the family aud the pet pug, with whom 
he was on the best of terms. 

At any rate on the family's return 
the members were surprised when the 
servant hurried upstairs and told 
them Tom was playing in a most friend 
ly manner in the area with an immense 
rat. 

Everybody tiptoed down to look 
Sure enough Tom had made a new 
friend. His love of society had over
come his natural instinct, and he was 
drinking his breakfast while the rat 
was jumping around the saucer in the 
most unconcerned manner. 

But alas for the rat's confidence in 
feline nature! For a few days all went 
well between the strange friends. They 
were often seen together and were 
always apparently on the best of terms. 
One morning, however, Bridget coming 
downstairs found the rat's headless 
body. Thomas' whiskers were stained 
with blood. 

Either the whilom friends had quar
reled. or, relieved by the return of the 
family from the necessity of taking up 
with any acquaintance he could make, 
Thomas had decided to give up his 
friendship. And with that decision 
probably his normal instincts had re
sumed their sway.—Golden Days. 

HE MUST LIVE. 

A Patient Who Wan Bound to Last 
Long Eaoasl> to Draw His 

Pension. 

It would be in vain to attempt to 
describe the sympathy for the poor and 
suffering which William Stokes could 
throw into his voice, says his biogra
pher. One of the stories he used to tell 
is of peculiar interest, not only for its 
revelation of human kindness, but as a 
proof of the power of the will in pro
longing life. 

An old pensioner was a patient of 
Stokes in the Meath hospital. His life 
was despaired of, and in fact his death 
was hourly expected. One morning, 
having the patients to care for, and 
believing that the pensioner was un
conscious and past help, Dr. Stokes 
passed his bed without stopping. The 
patient was greatly distressed and cried 
out: 

"Don't pass mc by, doctber; you 
must keep me alive for four days." 

"We will keep you as long as we can. 
my poor fellow," answered Stokes; 
"but why for four days particularly?" 

"Because," was the reply, "m.v pen
sion will be due then, and I want the 
money for my wife and children. Don't 
give me anything to make me sleep, for 
if I- sleep I shall die." 

On the third day after this, to the 
amazement of Stokes and the others, 
the patient was still breathing. On 
the morning of the fourth day he was 
alive and conscious, and on entering 
the ward, Stokes saw him holding in 
his hand the certificate which required 
signature. As the doctor drew near the 
dying man gasped: 

"Sign, sign!" 
The doctor quickly complied, and the 

man sank back exhausted, and within 
a few minutes crossed his hands over 
his breast and said: "The Lord have 
mercy on my soul," and quietly 
breathed his last.—Youth's Companion. 

PREFERRED DEATH FIRST 

A Dainty Summer Oath, j 
For a refreshing summer bath use soft 

water. Make a dozen or more cheese cloth 
bags. Fill them with oat meal, and finely-
shaved Ivory Soap, add a little powdered 
orris root, mix well, and tie up securely. One 
bag in a tub full of warm water will make a 
delightful, cleansing bath, and render the 
skin soft and smooth as velvet. 

ELIZA R. PARKER. 

An Irritating Phrase. 
"Are you seriously ill?" asked the well 

meaning friend. "Oh, no," answered the 
dyspeptic,- with a jarring, sarcastic laugh. 
"I hurt all over ana don't care whether the 
sun rises to-morrow or not. But I'm not se
riously ill. I'm jocosely, flippantly and farci
cally ill. I'm going through all the symp
toms, but don't mean one of them."—Wash
ington Star. 

You Can Get Allen's Faot-Kaa* PUB. 
Write to-day to Allen S. Olmsted, Leroy, 

N. Y., for a FREE sample of Allen's Foot-
Ease, a powder to shake into your shoes. It 
cures sweating, hot, swollen, callous, ach
ing feet. It makes tight shoes easy. Cures 
Corns. Bunions and Ingrowing Nails. All 
druggists and shoe stores aell it. 85 cents. 

What to say About the Baby. 
The wise bachelor who is called upon to 

compliment the new heir of his wedded 
friend can make himself popular by declar
ing with emphasis: "Well, that is a baby." 
There is no gainsaying that. It isn't a bit 
complimentary, and sounds like strong 
praise.—Philadelphia Times. 

B. Y. P. V., Richmond, Va., July 13-1U, 
Via Big Four anil Chesapeake & Ohio Ry's. 
One Fare Round Trip; tickets on sale July 
11-12-13—good to return until July 31st. Can 
be extended to August 15th. For full infor
mation and description pamphlets address 
J. C. Tucker, G. N. A., 234 N. Clark St., 
Chicago. 

Pussled. 

"Gosh durn- those Filipiny fellers, any
how," muttered Uncle Josh: "I kain't keep 
track ov 'em." "Dew tell. Josh!" "Yep; 
I've got me eye on Aguinaldy an' Agoncilly 
all right, but who in thunder kin this feller 
Archie Pelago be?"—Philadelphia Record. 

Piso's Cure is a wonderful Cough medi
cine.—Mrs. W. Pickert, Van 'Siclen and 
Blake Aves., Brooklyn, N". Y., Oct. 26, '94. 

It should be remembered to the everlast
ing credit of the men that when a woman 
becomes famous, no men claim that they 
were once engaged to her.—Atchison Globe. 

To Cure a CsM la One Day 
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All 
druggists refund money if it fails to cure. 25c. 

If one friend's advice doesn't suit you, 
keep on asking your friends until one gives 
the kind you want.—Atchison Globe. 

"Mrs. Wall says she is interested in high 
art," "No doubt. Her husband is a fres-
coer."—Philadelphia llulletin. 

Hall's Catarrh Cure 
ts a Constitutional Cure. Price, 75c. 

WSlkP 
Can't you steep well? Pah 
ia year back? LacktMrgv? 
AmmIis poor? Digs won 

plaptes? 
AaMtitC S3? Boils 
These an 
poisoning. 

Rom -
Rom . 

In 
bowels. 

If the 
bowels sre not 
the bod; 

sabstsaces sre sine is bo 
absorbed into the blood, al-
ways causing suffering and 
frequently causing severe 
disesse. 

There is s common sense 
cure. 

AYR'S 

PIUS 
They dally insure an easy 

snd natural movement of 
the bowels. 

You will flndthstthe use of 

c Agerv 
damp*® 
with the pills will hasten 
recovery. It cleanses the 
blood from all impurities snd 
is s great tonic to tbe nerves. 

Our Medlesl Department has ens 
ot tho matt eminent physletonsla 
the United States. Tel Ithe doctor 
Inst how you are •nSerlnf. Tou 
will receive the best medical advice 
Without COSt. AjWlJMi 

DR. J. O. ATER, 
Lowell, Mm. 

W W W  

"Arkansas 
Valley 
Truth" 

is an illustrated Journal describing 
the 

Varied Resources of the Arkansas 
Valley in eastern Colorado. 

Here are successfully raised, by 
irrigation, great quantities of fruits, 
grains anil alfalfa. 

Crops are Sure and profitable, and 
climate exceptionally healthful. 

Write for free copy of "Truth." 
also for information about home-
seekers' excursion tickets. 
Addrettr Ueneral PaMenger Office, 

Ihe Atchisoa, Tepefce SSeetele Railway, 
CHICAGO. 

The Greatest Railway Systems ol 
the United States 

Use CARTER'S INK 
They wouldn't use it if it wasn't good. 

Costs you no more than poor ink. 
Insist upon having it. 

Whiskers D.veti 
A Natural Blaok by § 

Buckingham's Dye. 
Price to ecnts of all druggists or 

, B. P. Hall A Co., Nashua, W. B. 

**THE nnurvil the world* Kreatest hero, hr 
I ICC AC UbnbY MuratHal.tend. AUENTS LIFE OF UfcHUI WANTED. Onlr SI.so. 
OtTHT rni. 8. C. aiLUB, UIimM* Hide', tllll'iUO. 

Some smart men are fools for revenue 
only.—Chicago Daily News. 

READERS OF TU1S PAPER 
DESIRINO TO BUT ANYTHING 
ADVERTISED IN ITS COLUMNS ' 
SHOULD INSIST UPON HAVING 
WHAT THBT ASK FOR, REFUSING 
ALL SUBSTITUTES OR IMITATIONS 

A. N. K.-G 176S 
VHCJf WBITINO TO ADVEBTISESS 

please slate that y.iu saw the Alwrtllf 
Meat la this paper. 

j Factory Loaded Shotgun Shells. 
LEADER " loaded with Smokeless powder and " NEW 

I RIVAL" loaded with Black powder. Superior to all 
j other brands for 

I UNIFORMITY, RELIABILITY AND 

STRONG SHOOTING QUALITIES. 
Winchester Shells are for sale by all dealers. Insist upon 

Shaving them when you buy and you will Bet the best. 

LIKE A GOOD TEMPER, 
SHEDS A BRIGHTNESS EVERYWHERE." 

Tmmm/MmmmmMMfMMMMNNMWNMNMm 


