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• By Edgar Temple Field. 
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TO DEVEREUX belongs the honor 
of his discovery, a fact that rather 

rankled in my mind at the time, for 
Devereux, having a snug berth in a 
railroad office, is not engaged in that 
feverish search for copy which distin
guishes my own troubled Journalistic 
existence, nor does he claim* like my
self, to be a keen and critical observer 
of types. What's more, Devereux is 
not the musician that I am. 

To be sure, he has a pretty tenor of 
his own and that mysterious something 
we call "ear," which enables a man to 
join in on a quartette without danger 
of being pitched from the window. But 
still, he can't play everything, from 
Rubinstein to rag-time,' with his eyes 
shut, nor has he composed a comic 
opera'-that only the short-sighted stu
pidity of theatrical managers has kept 
from sweeping the country like a sec
ond "Pinafore." 

But enough of ourselves. It was the 
cello player I was. going to tell about. 

We had gone !up to the Regia music 
hall that evening in the rather vain 
hope of a little amusement wlien we, or 
rather . Devereux, discovered him. 

The big red and white auditorium was 
jammed with a noisy crowd when we 
got there, and you could have shov
eled the cigar smoke out with a spade. 
Wc took seats in the front row on ac
count of the crowd, rather than that 
we were habitues of that locality, for 
neither of us could boast a bald spot. 
My own hair may be thinning a trifle on 
the temples, but still, when properly 
arranged, it makes a very respectable 
appearance, while Devereux's blond 
locks, accurately parted in the middle, 
are thick enough to stuff a soft cushion 
for some pretty girl to rest her head 
upon if he chose to dedicate them to 
such a quixotic purpose. 

A lean girl with a Greek hose and 
•oice located somewhere in the bridge 
thereof, was doing a male impersona
tion, interspersed with fascinating 
smiles at the chappies in the audience, 
and had just got to the hiccoughs in the 
inevitable intoxication scene. 

I was wondering, as I lighted my 
cigarette, why girls always get the hic
coughs when they put on trousers, 
when Devereux jogged my elbow and 
my match went out. I swore at him 
mildly as I scratched another—some
how one can never be very fierce with 
Devereux, he's such a gentlemanly chap 
—but he paid no attention to what I 
said, and only motioned me excitedly to 
look at the orchestra. 

I looked, of course, and there, right 
in front of us, was an old fellow playing 
the cello. He had a long, pale face, 
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AND HOW HE PLATED.? . 

framed in a shock of bushy hair, and 
deep-set eyes that glowed like a cat's 
when it's in the dark, and there was 

j, ^ " fcuch an antique, old-world air about 
v him that if he'd had on a fur-trimmed 

pelisse he might have passed for one of 
Rembrandt's old burgomeisters. 

And how he played! -i 
The tone he drew from the big fiddle 

wade my skin creep up my spine till it 
felt like a thousand-legged worm. 

The Greek-nosed girl was singing an 
ordinary little ditty most all on one 
note, and the only 'cellist wove into 
the accompaniment the most wonderful 
little airs—not loud, but sweet and sad 
as life itself and full of a heart-breaking 
sort of longing. It was simply marvel
ous. 

I gave Devereux an expressive glance 
to show that I was "on," and after that 
we didn't either of us pay any atten
tion to the stage. We were too busy 
with the cello player. 

He was an artist; that was flat, and 
how came he in such a place I wondered 
as I listened to the weird cadences his 
bow was dreaming over. Strange, far
away little fragments of melody they 
were, seeming somehow to come from 
a long distance, though we might al
most have touched him as he sat in his 
place at the end of the row. 

Here was a-"find" indeed. I could 
hardly be still for joyous excitement. 
At last the performance came to a hi
larious though hardly mirthful close, 
and we joined the crowd that was press
ing down the aisles to the doors. 

m "Jove, what a type that is," I ex
claimed over Devereux's shoulder. 

"Queer old fish, wasn't he?" said 
Devereux. "Let's go and get a club sand
wich. I'm so hungry I can hardly tell 
whether the pangs that assail me at 

' &'• \> present emanate from my spine or my 
< stomach." 

"Not on your life," I cried. "I'm go
ing to land that queer old fish, as you 
call-him, before I Bleep to-night. He's 
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got nt least two columns of copy in him, 
thoughyou could hardly be expected to 
see it, my boy." 

"It strikes me," remarked Devereux, 
coolly, "that if it hadn't been for me 
you never would have seen it yourself." 

I privately considered this rather 
mean of Devereux, but as there was 
some truth in it, I wisely made no re* 
ply, assuming instead a calmly superior 
air which would indicate that while 
he might have b»>n the Columbus who 
discovered this ii.teresting human con
tinent, I alone .was capable of deter
mining its artistic latitude and longi
tude. But Devereux didn't mind my 
manner in the least. 

"Where in the devil are you going?" 
he asked a moment later, as I plunged 
suddenly into adark alley. 

"To the stage entrance," wherever it 
may be," I replied, shortly. 

I knew mighty well where it was, for 
Fd served my turn in the train of the 
lovely Caroline Caine's adorers, as 
many a better fellow had done before 
me, and since, too, for that matter. 

"Well, I hope to heaven he won't be 
all night in coming," groaned Dev-
ereaux, as he turned up hi s coat collar 
to keep out the keen east w>ud. 

But it seemed as if he meant to be 
all night, for though we waited till the 
last tousled and sleepy chorus girl flit
ted by us under the glittering gas jet, 
the old musician did not appear. 

At last Devereux rebelled. c 

"Well," he announced, witli much 
firmness, "you may be willing to stand 
here till you freeze into a monument 
to the attractiveness of Mr. H&tche-
stein's corps du ballet, but I'm blamed 
if I do. Here goes for that sandw ich." 

I followed him in disappointed sulki-
ness to the Hungarian cafe we fre
quent, and there under the mellowing 
influence of a bottle of Budai I recov
ered somewhat from my chagrin at the 
escape of my "find." 

Where on earth had he gone? I won
dered. And what a picture he made, 
with those burning, deep-set eyes under 
the shock of hair. A rare type—Flem
ish, probably. 

"Pure Hungarian, if anything ever 
was," remarked Devereux, in my ear. 

"Rats!" I rejoined. "You ought to 
know better. That coloring—" 

"Who cares how it looks?" cried 
Devereux. "It's when it goes down 
your throat it shows its quality." 

"What—" I began, turning on him 
in astonishment. He was gazing af
fectionately at the wine iu his glass. 
It was of that he had been talking. 1 
turned away with a scornful shrug of 
my shoulders. 

"The railroad business is hardly con
ducive to imagination," I observed, 
with sarcasm, and then I gave a cry of 
joy. There was Unland at the next 
table, and Unland was musical direct
or at the Begia and a friend of mine. 

In response to my eager summons he 
came and joined us readily enough, and 
as soon as it was dccent I commenced 
to pump him. 

"That was a great cello player you 
had to-night,"I remarked, blandly. 

"Oh, yes," said Unland, with a little 
smile, half apologetic, half annoyed. 

"He's a genius. Where did you pick 
him up?" I asked, trying to be carer 
less, but succeeding badly, as I was 
told by the twinkle in Devereux' eye. 

"Really, it's too bad to make fun of 
us," said the director, showing Ms 
teeth in another little smile, but look
ing really annoyed this time. 

"But I'm in earnest," I persisted, get
ting angry in my turn. "That old fel
low who played the cello for you to
night is as fine aplayer as I ever heard, 
and his improvisations were really 
masterly." 

Unland glanced quickly at the bottle 
from which I'd just refilled my glass, 
and then inauiringly at Devereux, be
fore he replied, with rather distant po
liteness: ; 

"I'm afraid you re not quite your
self, my dear sir. We haven't had a 
cello player in our orchestra for a 
year." 

"What are you giving us, anyhow?" 
I cried,'rudely, and Devereux hastily 
interposed: 

"Why, you're dreaming, sir. We 
were watching him all the evening; a 
white-faced old chap, with a queer, 
long head, and a lot of Paderewski 
hair." 

"And he played things that were not 
in the score, weird little melodies that 
got under your skin and set your 
nerves on edge," I added, eagerly. 

Unland took a hasty swallow from 
his glass and wiped his face with a 
strangely shaking hand. Then he 
fixed his eyes on us with a queer look 
iand said, slowly: 

"Gentlemen, you've been describing 
an old musician who played for us for 
a -long time, but does so no longer." 
. . "•"But he was there to-night," burst 
out Devereux. 

"Of course he was," I said. "We saw 
him." 

"One year ago to-night," went on our 
guest, not noticing our interruption, 
"he hanged himself with one of the 
strings of his cello. I saw him buried. 
We were speaking of him just before 
the performance this evening." 

"Tommy," said Devereux, solemnly, 
?s we were walking homeward an hour 
or two later, "how do you feel?" 

"As if there weren't enough cock
tails in New York to steady my 
nerves," I replied, with conviction. 

"It's too bad you lost that copy," he 
proceeded, hypocritically, "but surely 
even the most exacting newspaper 
could hardly expect a man to go to hell 
in search of copy." 

My reply, which will scarcely bear 
publication, seemed to startle Dev
ereux. 

"You renlly ought to go away, old 
man. You've been working too hard," 
he observed, solicitously. "When a fel
low gets to seeing ghosts, you know—" 

"You forget," I replied, with much 
dignity, "that if it hadn't been for you 
I never should have seen him at alL"— 
Chicago Times-Herald. \ 

f PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS. 

"But, dear cousin, have you many 
debts?" "No; I can almost marry for 
love."—Fliegende Blaetter. 

**I see villainy in your face," said 
judge to a prisoner. "May it pleafte 
four honor," said the latter, "that is a 
personal reflection."—Metropolitan. 

Of Course.—The Count—"I loaf you! 
I vould marry you!" The Girl—"Yes; 
but it takes two to make a bargain, 
count." "Sairtainly! I will see your 
father to-morrow."—Yonkers > States
man. 

Conditional.—Little Edgar—"Pa, is 
the d in Colorado pronounced as in 
maiden or as in gladden?" Pa—"It all 
depends on whether you want to make 
Colorado rhyme with dado or shadow." 
—Chicago Times-Herald. 

She—"I'll grant that your income 
•would be enough for us to marry on, if 
only you didn't have such expensive 
fads." He—"I? Expensive fads? 
What expensive fad have I?" She— 
"Me, for one."—Lustige Blaetter. 

Honest Dealer—"'E's a good 'oss. But 
I myst tell yer, 'e's one fault—'e's a lit
tle givin ter runnin' away with yer." 
Client—"If that's all, he'll do splendid
ly. That last horse I had of you was 
given to running away without me."— 
Punch. . 

Spacer—"I believe that if Shakes
peare were alive at the present time 
and trying to live by his pen in London, 
the comic papers would reject many 
of his best jokes." Humorist—"I know 
it. I have tried 'em all."—Boston Trav
eler. 

"I saw a statement in the paper that 
a German manufacturer has sold an 
aggregate of 3,000,000 thermometers," 
said Mr. Manchester. "He must be very 
rich." "It depends upon when he sold," 
added Mr. Birmingham. "How is that?" 
In winter thermometers are down, 

while in summer they are up."—Pitts
burgh Chronicle-Telegraph. 

BIG STORE OF STATIONERY. 

The Department of Justice Conducts 

m Wholesale Business in Writ

ing Materials. 

"The department of justice runs one 
of the biggest stationery concerns in 
the country," said a clerk of that de
partment. "We have to do that to sup
ply the various officials of the depart
ment throughout the country. Not 
many years ago our stationery bureau 
was used solely for the benefit of this 
immediate department. Judges, clerks 
of courts, marshals and other officials 
throughout the country purchased 
their supplies from stores in their cities 
and towns and sent us the accounts to 
pay. By this method we paid the retail 
price for everything. We found this 
would not do, as the highest prices were 
paid for everything. Under our pres
ent system every official of the govern
ment coming under our department 
makes requisition on us for supplies, 
and we send them at little cost, most of 
the time by mail. As we buy everything 
at cost prices we save to the govern
ment thousands of dollars each year 
over the old method of doing business. 

"We carry a stock worth at least 
$6,000 at all times, and all the judges, 
marshals, clerks and others send to us 
for their pencils, writing paper, etc. 
It's funny, too, what strange fancies 
some of them have. For instance, there 
is a certain western judge who won't 
have anything else but a red pencil 
which is peeled off when it is sharpened. 
We carry this pencil in stock for no 
other person, as' not many others have 
ever taken a fancy to it. I suppose he 
loses or misplaces all the other kinds of 
pencils, but finds this one to his liking 
because he can easily see it. Bight here 
in the District of Columbia is a judge 
who listens to arguments with six pen
cils in his hands. He rolls these be
tween his fingers while he is busy, and 
never has less than half a dozen. He is 
not particular about the kind of pencil 
he has. Other .officials have peculiar 
idas about the kinds of paper, pens and 
ink they want, and they will have no 
other. Thus, you see, we carry a more 
varied assortment of goods than a sta
tionery store."—Washington Star. 

UPOPE FOR A DAY. 

fssi "A* 

Leo's Successor Will Reign for Twe»-
ty-Fonr Hours, But Will Not 

Be Called Pope. 

When Pope Leo XIII. dies his immedi
ate successor will be Cardinal Luigi 
Oreglia, camarlingo of the Roman Cath
olic church. He will not be called pope, 
but according to the laws in force he 
will be acting pope until the new pope 
is elected. 

The Vatican regulations decree that 
the election of the new pope cannot 
take place until after the burial of the 
late pope, which takes place ten days 
after his decease. In many instances 
the election is hot complete for weeks 
or months, so that the camarlingo may 
enjoy his papal power for a long time. 

Leo XIII. held the position of camar
lingo when he himself was elected to 
the pontificate, but it does not seem 
possible that his camarlingo will suc
ceed to the papal throne. It is the ca
marlingo who formally declares the 
pope dead after tapping his forehead 
three times with the silver hammer. 
He it is who breaks the seals and 
ring of the fisherman," and then as

sumes the direction of the apostolic see 
until the new pope is chosen. * V 

The camarlingo presides over the sa
cred conclave of the cardinals having 
the election in hand, and keeps the key 
of the place of meeting, so that none 
can enter or go out save with his con-
sent. When the election is concluded 
he asks the new pontiff what name he 
intends to take. And after he has re
ceived the salutation of the assembljed 
cardinals it is the cardinal-camarlingo 
who places on his finger the "ring of 
the fisherman." He is, in fact, the 
actual successor of the pope, even 
though temporarily. — Cincinnati En
quirer. 

HEMMED IN BY MUD. 

talstarr Effect of Good Roads on the 
,, Home and Social Lite of Raral, 

. 4 Communities. .. + 4# % ' «. 1 
It is not uncommon for agricultural 

writers and lecturers who wish to make 
farmers contented with their lot to say 
that farmers have teams and their 
wives and families can go to town when 
they like and attend churches, socia
bles, lectures, farmers' clubs, granges, 
history clubs and Chautauqua circles, 
for study and entertainment. This is 
all true to some extent, and is excellent 
—except during the two to four months 
of fall, winter and spring when a large 
part of the farmers living remote from 
any village are practically "mud-
bound." There is something romantic, 
beautiful and poetic in being snow
bound in the way described by our be
loved poet Whittier in his delightful 
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AN UNPAVED CITY STREET, 
poem; but thfere is neither beauty, poe
try nor romance in being mud-bound. 
The first step in civilization is the step 
up and out of the mud. We know a 
town that has furnished its full share 
of inspiring agricultural literature for 
press and platform in which some of 
the families and neighbors even of 
those who furnish such literature are 
practically mud-bound a part of the 
year—cut off from church, lectures, so
cial life, by very deep and very un-
poetic mud. 

At a certain farmers' club, recently, 
one member by previously assignment 
discussed the influence of electric 
roads upon the value of the farm and its 
products. After speaking of their influ
ence on the cash values, he said in sub
stance: "But there are other values 
than the cash ones. The farm's best 
products are its human ones, and what
ever makes these human products more 
happy, intelligent and useful enhances 
the value of the farm and its products in 
the highest and best of all ways. Even
ing lectures and entertainments? Yes, 
but they close at ten or later and three 
miles of mud roads and cleaning the 
horses afterwards take all the fun out 
of it. Church? Why, I actually lose 
more religion going and coming than I 
get while I'm there! The only time my 
wife is discontented with farm life is 
when we're mud-bound. If we had an 
electric road past us farm life would be 
ideal." Another member thought real
ly good gravel or stone pikes would 
solve the difficulty even better. 

We know a town from which several 
hundred gallons of milk are shipped to 
the city daily the year round. Some of 
the milk is hauled three miles or more 
to the station, rain or shine, mud or 
dust, and as much more goes to cheese 
factories. There are beds of fairly good 
gravel in three parts of the township or 
just across the line. It is sandstone, 
quartz and granitic gravel with very lit
tle shale. It is not so good or durable 
as limestone gravel, but is better far 
than clay. In the township there are 
thousands of tons of "nigger-heads," 
that is, granitic bowlders brought by 
glacial action, from the size of your fist 
up to the size of a large hay-cock. They 
either obstruct farm work badly, or 
have been gathered into huge piles in 
fence corners and elsewhere, where 
they are useless and a nuisance. A good 
steam-power crusher would make the 
very best "road metal" of them. Eight 
feet wide and eight inches deep of such 
broken granite on a properly graded 
roadbed, and covered with four inches 
of gravel well rounded up, and with 
proper drainage, would make solid 
roads the year round, and the roads 
would last for many years, provided 
very heavy loads were forbidden on 
them in wet times. Such roads would 
actually cost the farmers less, if the 
hauling of material were done by them
selves, than it now costs them to wal
low through the deep mud daily with 
their milk to station and to factory, 
several months each year, year after 
year, as they notf do. And what an up
lift to the intellectual and social life 
of the whole community! There are 
hundreds of such towns in Ohio and 
neighboring states, outside of the parts 
underlaid with limestone and in which 
limestone gravel abounds and in which 
the mud roads are already superseded 
by hundreds of miles of splendid stone 
and gravel pikes in each county. In 
such regions the worst features of the 
isolation of farm life are a thing of the 
past. They should be everywhere even 
if road metal, must be shipped in by 
railway. Free rural mail delivery will 
go hand in hand with such roads in re
lieving our farms of their isolation the 
whole year round.—Ohio Farmer. 

Mend tbe Road In Summer. 

During dry weather is tbe time 
prepare the roads for wet weather. 

to 

Delay Is Expensive. 

Fix the road when it should be fixed. 
Don't wait until it must be fixed. 

:v iv Don't tio Well Together. 

Motor-carriages and mud won't agree 
worth a cent. 

THE ROAD MOVEMENT. 

larir Is the Century Highway 
provemeut Wsi Agitated Quit* 

Generally. 

Tbe good roada movement in this 
country is not of recent origin, as many 
who are following and agitating it may 
think. In the earlier part, of the cen
tury an agitation for good roads was 
kept up for nearly 50 years, and had 
among its leaders such men as Henry 
Clay and John Calhoun. This move
ment resulted in the government tak
ing a sufficient interest in it to provide 
for a national turnpike through the 
leading eastern cities to those in the 
west. About the time the movement 
was well under way, the railroads, as 
a means of transportation, became so 
prominent as to cause the road work to 
stop. 

Bailroad building has practically 
reached its limit in this country now, 
though there will be extensions of the 
system gradually, but the good roads 
movement which they stopped in the 
earlier days is now receiving fresh im
petus from the lessons that good steel 
highways have taught the people, and 
because of the necessity of good high
ways as feeders to the immense railroad 
systems of the country. 

Instead of having one kind of good 
road to the detriment of the other, it is 
very probable that the work of the 
League of American Wheelmen, in con
junction with the Farmers' National 
congress and other agricultural organi
zations, will result in the work of road 
building being taken up where it was 
left off some years ago and completed 
as far as the necessities of the country 
demand. To do this will require mil-
lions of dollars and much patient effort, 
but tbe good roads agitators are confi
dent they can convince the legislators 
and the people that improved highways 
are an economic necessity. 

> J y 
IDEA FROM NEVADA. 

Tr« ctlon Engine Combined 

Road Roller Might Prove 

Profltable Investment. 

with 

I send herewith a sketch of a 13-ton 
traction engine, capable of doing the 
work of 80 horses for less than it would 
cost to feed the animals. It is to be em
ployed at Elko, Nev., in transporting 
ore and merchandise to and from that 
town and Tuscarora, a distance of SS 
miles. 

The motor will haul several three-
wheeled wagons, which will carry from 
seven to ten tons each. These wagons 
are so made as to turn sharp corners 
with ease. A third wheel, smaller than 
the two main ones, is placed under the 
front of the vehicle in such fashion as to 
permit of a complete turn bein& made 
in the length of the wagon. 

An increase in the amount of ore 
transported and a revolution in Nevada 
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NEVADA TRACTION ENGINE. 

freighting are looked for by the ex< 
perts. 

I suggest that if the steam-roller 
and traction-engine were combined 
more than one village corporation 
might keep its roads and pay for it by 
granting a franchise for towing farm
ers' milk and produce to the railroad 
station. 

Given a reasonably good road, and a 
traction-engine would make almost as 
good an investment as a canal-boat and 
be much more flexible as to route. I 
have no data at hand to make a com
parison in cost, but it would be a large 
saving over trucking. I have seen a re
duction of from 35 cents per mile-ton by 
mules to nine cents a mile-ton with a 
small traction-motor which towed the 
wagons the mules pulled. This was on 
a level, with a short haul.—H. D. Hook
er, in L. A. W. Bulletin. 

: i A Good Idea from Ohio. ' • 

An Ohio man writes to a local paper 
urging the practicability and economy 
of building country roads 16 feet wide, 
eight feet to be of good macadam and 
eight feet of earth, carefully graded 
and thoroughly rolled. This is an ex
cellent plan and will answer every pur
pose under most circumstances. He 
says: "Let each township take care of 
its own roads—that is, issue bonds for 
a certain amount, say to run 10 or 15 
years; thus make the property of the 
township build its own roads, and then 
give the laboring classes of our own 
towns the first chance to work on same. 
Put this in the hands of trustees, let 
them decide which road to take first, 
and how many miles each year, as we 
do not expect all this to be done id one 
year. There are lots of things that 
seem to be mountains ahead of us, but 
when we get to them they are mere ant 
or mole hills, and so it will be with this 
road business." 

Corn In the Orchard. 

' Corn is undoubtedly the most appro
priate crop to raise in a young orchard. 
It makes a wind break, causes trees to 
grow straight and furnishes food for 
insects which prefer young corn to 
trees. And the cultivation given corn 
is just what the trees need. Those who 
were fortunate enough to have apples 
last year have good bank accounts now. 
Apples at 50 cents a peck have been no 
dream, but a reality which caused the 
orchardists to dream of diamonds and 
other adornments of plutocrats.— 
Homestead. 

Remember Last Spring. 

Bear in mind how the roads were last 
spring and fix them before another 
spring comes. . . , 

' ̂  Jah 
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\"Actions of the Just | 

'Smek Sweet.'" 

whose every breath speaks of intertud j 
troubles. Good's Strsaptritt* purifies \ 
| the Mood and makes the weak strong.' 
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A "HOT" COLD BANQUET. 

Some Inside Information by a Walter 
from the Bowery Who Helped , t 

Serve It. 

One of the waiters at a popular local res
taurant is a bird of passage from the Bow
ery and was a member of the small army 
that served the famous "Dollar Dinner" in 
New York last April. A good many stories 
have been told of that memorable event, 
but none of them surpass his own in point 
of picturesqueness and inside detail. "It 
was the funniest push I was ever in in me 
life," he says, confidentially. "The kitchen 
was so Bmall they had to cook everything 
on the outside, ana when it got there it was 
dead cold. The second course was haddock, 
and each fish come served in a linen bag, 
so we could put 'em in tubs of hot water 
and warm 'em up—see? Well, some of the 
boys got rattled and served 'em bags and 
all, with egg sauce over th' outside. Say, 
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long. It was to small the waiters couldn't 
reach the dishere-up and they got to scrap
ping for front places in the line. One man 
was knocked stiff with, a turkey, and when 
they picked him up I thought ne was dead. 
I did, on the level. But it wasn't blood. It 
was only cranberry sauce. Another^flunkey 
fell into the salad and one of the cooks put 
a can of ice cream in the oven, thinking it 
was brown gravy for the beef. That's on 
the square—just as I'm tellin' you! But the 
worst of all was when we came to the wine. 
It was 'Mexican champagne in half pints, 
without ice, and of all the kicking and hol
lering! One fresh gent told me it was the 
only thing he had had that night that was 
good and warm, and he had hardly said it 
when a waiter that was a little jagged ac
cidentally poured about a quart oi boilin" 
coffee down the back of his neck. Say, you 
ought of heard him cuss! Between you and 
me, a good many waiters got to hitting the 
wine, and they found one of 'em witn 15 
empty bottles in his pants leg. That's hon
est. I saw it myself. It was the hottest ban
quet I was ever at."—N. 0. Times-Demo
crat. 

The Bnttle Field Route. 

The Veterans of sixty-one and five and : 
tieir friends, who are going to attend the 
33rd G. A. R. Annual Encampment at Phila
delphia in September, could not select a bet
ter nor more historic route than the Big 
Four, Chesapeake & Ohio, with splendid 
service from Chicago, Peoria and St. Louis 1 

on the Big Four, all connecting at Indian- x 
apolis or Cincinnati and thence over the 
Picturesque Chesapeake & Ohio along the . 
Ohio river to Huntington, West Va., thence 
through the foot-hills of the Alleghanies, 
over the Mountains, through the famous" 
Springs Region of Virginia to Staunton, : 
Va., between which point and Washington -
are many of the most prominent Battle
fields: Waynesboro, Gordonsville, Cedar 
Mountain, Rappahannock, Kettle Run. 
Manassas, Bull Run, Fairfax, and a score of < 
others nearly as prominent. Washington is 
next, and thence via the Pennsylvania Line.... 
direct to Philadelphia. There will be threes 
rates in effect for this business: 1st. Contin
uous passage, with no stop-over privilege; ' 
2nd. Going and coming same route with one 
stop-over in each direction; 3d. Circuitous' 
route, going one way and back another with.--
one stop-over in each direction. For fulls 
information as to Routes, Rates, etc., ad-.'1 

dress J. C. Tucker, G. N. A., 231 Clark St* 
Chicago. 

His Strike. 

"Did you know that Jimcox had returned 
from the Klondike?" 

"Yes." 
"He made a big strike, I guess." 
"Why do you tkink sc ?" 
"I met him out at one of the gardens. He 

was blowing the boys off to a good time 
and was telling them some great stories 
about the country up there." s 

"Oh! Then you must have run acrosshimv 

i'ust after I had been fool enough to let 
tim have five dollars with which to get z new 

start in life."—Chicago Times-Herald. 

One Strllse at Golf. 

Good Man—Do you know what becomes of 
little boys that use bad words when they are 
playing marbles? 

Bad Boy—Yep! Dey grows up an' playt" 
golf.—Chicago Lvening News. 

Budgeby'a Sou, 

"Mamma." 
"What is it? dear?" 
"Isn't the pineapple on papa's face almost 

wipe enough to pick?"—Puck. 
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An Excellent Combination. 
The pleasant method and beneficial 

effects of the well known remedy, 
SYBUP OF FIGS, manufactured by the 
CALIFORNIA FIG SYBUP Co., illustrate 
tbe value of obtaining the liquid laxa- < 
tive principles of plants known to be 
medicinally laxative and presenting 
them in the form most refreshing to the 
taste and acceptable to the system. It 
is the one perfect strengthening laxasf>'' 
tive, cleansing the system effectually/ 
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers 
gently yet promptly and enabling one 
to overcome habitual constipation per
manently. Its perfect freedom from ; 
every objectionable quality and cub-
stance, and its acting'on the kidne 

:1s, without weaken: 
s 

¥f l t  k  

liver and bowels, 
or irritating them, make it the id 
laxative. 

In the process of manufacturini 
are used, as the: 
taste, but the mi 
remedy are obtained 
other aromatic plants, by a method "a 
known to the CALIFORNIA FIG SYBUP 
Co. only. In order to get its beneficial 
effects and to avoid imitations, pleqse 
remember the full name of the Company 
printed on the front of every package. ^ 
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CCX 

SAN XBANCISCO, GAX» 
LOUISVILLB. KY. JTEW YORK, W. T. 

For safe by all Druggists.—Price 50c. perbotttab 
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