
MY SCHOOL-DAY FRIENDS. 
Sonetimes I go, reflectively, 
On Journeys retrospectively, •> 

And for the moment dwell amid the scene# 
of long ago; 

And on such outings, as a rule, 
I wander to the dear old school, 

And visit with the boys and girls whom 
there I used to know. 

Perchance you were acquainted, too. 
With many old-time friends I knew; 

You may have met Ann Alysis and, a 1*0, 
Ann Ellze; 

Or, maybf, chummed with Algy Bray, 
Or sauntered with Phil Osophy, 

Or delved with Ed Ucatlon, who was wont 
to be eo wise. 

And there was Etta Mology, u 
Ah, yes, and Ann Thropology, 

Amd Polly Gon and Polly Glot and Polly 
This and That; 

You may have glanced at Ella Cutlon, 
Cast a smile at Eva Lution, 

Or with Ella Mentary enjoyed a little chat. 

Now all those friends I used to see 
Are half-forgotten dreams to me, 

Tot once within my thoughts they held a 
quite important place; 

But they commenced "commencement 
day" 

From memory to slip away 
Till now I'd scarcely know them If I meet 

them face to face. 
—Nixon Waterman, In Youth's Companion. 
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Intercepted Message 
Catherine 

(Copyriglit, UCL, by Authors Syndicate.) 

A YOUNG man sat in a tiny coop of 
a telegraph office, just under a 

lowering hill, which every moment 
threatened to fall down over the 
dreary stretch of shining track, and 
into t&e tumbling noisy river below. 
He looked at his watch, frowned im
patiently, then put his head upon his 
arm. In a moment the tireless tick 
of the receiver had put him asleep. 
Every day at four o'clock he had a 
call from Dallas, a small flag station 
about two miles up the mountain. It 
was five minutes to four, and, confi
dent that the call would waken him, 
he dozed on. 

Ann Martin and Ben Joyce had 
been schoolmates, and later had been 
operators on the same road. The 
railroad company for whom they 
worked had issued an order prohibit
ing women operating, and now Ann 
was teaching school at Dallas. There 
was an instrument at Dallas, as the 
railroad people sometimes used the 
office, but it was usually vacant, and 
Ann would come down after school 
and talk to Ben over the wires. They 
had a secret sign, and she had never 
failed to get an answer from him 

..when she called. 
Ann began to call at exactly four 

o'clock. She could not raise Ben. 
She called steadily for some time, in 
desperation, at last, telling him who 
she was. She got no answer. Just 
•s she began to call again, she heard 
Ben call Bockwood, the station be
low MB office. He was answered and 
Ann heard him give an order Which 
took away her breath: 

"Runaway freight cars. Hold No. 
47 on Bigler's Siding." 

She tried to break. But the only 
thing she heard was Ben's message 
repeated with insistence. Ben's 
"Morse" was awful. He must be ill, 
or crazy. There was no runaway 
train, for she would have seen it, and 
Ifo. 47 was the fast mail. It never 
stopped for anything. The girl gave 
a sudden gasp and went white. She 
put out her hand to steady herself 
and her twitching Angers mechanic
ally grasped sometliing hard. She 
looked down. She lield Ben's rifle in 
her hands. How it had come " there 
she did not know. She ran out of 
the dingy office. There was no one 
in sight except an aged track-walker. 
On a side-track stood a hand-car, 
abandoned by the' section gangy i -

"Help me get this thing s tor ted 
down tha_track," she screamed to 

'kilt! You'll be kilt, girl! 
due!" he said, but he 

her off, and, aided by the 
grade, she was soon speeding down 
the track, her skirts wierdly ,stream
ing back to the old man's startled 
ey&.' ' 

"The lass be goin' to shoot some 
one sure," he muttered to himself. 

Her tired arms stopped working 
the lever when she was about 100 
yards from Ben's office,, and the ma
chine stopped. She, got oft and 
scrambled down over the river bank. 

She crept up till only a few feet 
below the office. A window opened 
on the lower side. Nothing could 
be heard above the roaring and 
tumbling oi the river|& swollen wa
ters. She coated ,the jigger, ̂ n the 
rifle and rais4j|ilt to the. window, All 
in a marVfelottgly, quick glance* she 
saw a man, one filthy hand oriBen's 
shoulder, the other gripping a re
volver. about a foot from Ben's- fair 
bent head. Just as she thrust the 
muzzle of the gun through the win
dow he turned his head, ind, their 
eyek met as her "bullet struck him. 
Then his eyes shut forever in a dizzy 
whirl and he flopped lifeless to the 
floor. / 

With"blanched cheeks and a bloody 
hand, .Ben tumbled out. 

"J was in the office and heard your 
order. I just knew. I don't know 
why: Ben," she said, with a note of 
anxiety, "have you forgotten that 
message? Is the Mail due?" 

H0 reached for his watch with his 
wounded hand, but she bad it out! 
looked at it and left it dangling from 
the chain. She ktepped into the door
way of .the office but drew back. 

= "Ben* you'll have to take him out 
i of there. There must be more of 
. tbejp, afrid don't you see they'll rob 
'i|tlie train while we're waiting.; ; I 

jsuistejpet Bockwood." 
-> Ben caught the feet of the dead 
'^highwayman with his one hand, and 
AjpulJed it out and around the corner 

of the office. Then he eame round 
and looked' at her, holding his 
mangled hand from which the blood 
was dripping. She made him cut her 
shirt waist sleeve and bind up the 
wound while she called Bockwood. 

"I'm heartless, I know, but—" she 
broke off as Bockwood answered. 

"Send out armed men on engines. 
Train 47 held up at Bigler's Siding. 
Bobbers. Explain later. Must be 
quick." 

As the girl turned to him Ben 
thought she was the weariest crea
ture he had ever seen. Her face was 
colorless and she seemed ready to 
faint from exhaustion and the strain. 
She smiled wanly at him and be* 
gan listlessly to bandage his hand. 

"Tell me about it," she said. 
"I was sitting here waiting for 

your call and I think I fell asleep. I 
know I was thinking of you, for when 
I awoke the first thing I thought of 
was how cold your fingers were. I 
put up my hand to feel them and ran 
against that gun." He shuddered at 
the memory. "I was wide awake, and 
I jumped for that drawer, but he'd 
shot my hand dead limp before I 
moved almost." 

"Of course I began to call, and 
then you broke in. I was nearly 
crazy. When I got them he told me 
every word to say, and I had to send 
it because he was an operator him
self. I was sending an order to Bock
wood, and that was unusual, and 
with my left hand, too. The fellow 
at Bockwood kept asking me all the 
time if it was me. - But when I told 
him to get a move on or he would be 
responsible for the wreck of the mail, 
he said all right. That fiend then en
tertained me with a description of 
what they were doing down at Big
ler's Siding. There were six of 'em, 
and I don't know how they got onto 
the fact that the mail had so much 
money to-night. Some one on the 
road squealed, but he didn't' tell me 
who it was. Tou know Bigler has 
iihat track in there for his lumber, 
and when they had killed the En
gineer and fireman they were going 
to take the whole train up in the 
woods, and load the boodle into wag> 
ons. They were going to take their 
time and—" 

Ann wheeled around to the ticker. 
They were calling her again. 

"Have sent out three engines. 
About 40 mfen, all armed. Wilson 
wants to know what's the matter. 
He's going out." . 

Ann started to send, and she was 
still busy ticking' the long and graph-. 
ic story to the astonished railroad 
officials at Bockwood, when she 
heard the familiar puffing of an en
gine coming up the grade. She broke 
and ran out to where Ben Was stand
ing. An engine was slowing up for 
the little office. It was covered with 
men, hanging on with their very toe 
nails. It stopped and they all piled 
off. 

"Well, what in the devil!" began 
one grimy fellow. Then he saw Ann. 
He turned to Ben. "We got 'em all 
down there, but how'd you come to 
send such a message? Tou must be 
one of the train robbers, yourself. I 
guess you're the other one, they're 
talking about. Gentlemen," he said, 
turning to the other men, "this 
thing's got to be looked into. I move 
we arrest this fellow." 

Ben tried to speak, but they si
lenced him. 

"You can explain later," said the 
grim trainmen. 

Ann was laughing hysterically. 
They were some distance down from 
the office, and she turned and ran up 
the track and around the little house. 
The enraged railroaders were brutes 
in a moment. They thought she was 
running away. 

"Catch the hussy!" they yelled. 
"She helped him in his deviltry." 

But: when they, came upon her 
around the corner of-the house, she 
wag standing with her eyes dosed, 
against the side of the house, and at 
her feet, the red clot still oozing on 
his forehead, lay the missing1 high
wayman. 

When it was all explained they 
took her back with them and the 
three living bandits were shown to 
her at the Siding. The attack had 
just begun on the . train when the 
engines arrived, and all the rascals 
had run. Two were shot and the 
others were captured. They were 
carried into Bockwood in the -car 
with the gold they had hoped :to 
steal, and Wilson himself was there 
to meet them. As Ann climbed off 
the train he came, to meet her bare
headed. The girl flushed crimson as 
he took her hand, and said so that 
they all heard: "My girl, you have 
saved the B. & O. $3,000,000, to-day. 
Do you know that you are very won
derful?" 4; 

"I did it for Ben," she said, quietly, 
"and can you send me home now?" 

Nature Verm Culture. 
"Yes, sir, I did my best to train my 

daughter up as an accomplished par* 
liamentarian. I took her to meetings 
to give her a chance to listen to the 
rulings of able chairmen, and I had 
her learn the text-books oh the sub
ject by heart.' I thought I had her per* 
feet in. the business, but I was mis* 
taken. She attended a convention not 
long ago and pretty soon she had a 
chance to appeal from a decidedly un
just ruling of the chair, and how do 
you suppose she did it?" 

"Well?" ' f - , 
/ "She was excited, you know, and 
this is what she said: 'You are a mean 
old fright and I just hate you! So 
there!' And; then she burst into tears 
and sat down. No, sir, woman's na
ture will have to change before she 
will ever become a parliamentarian.4* 
—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

PUNGBHT PARAGRAPHS. 

"What are your heaviest expense* 
in winter?" "Coal and cough drops." 
—Chicago Becord. 

"You know Will was just crazy to 
marry me," said the young bride. 
MYeB; that's what everybody thinks," 
replied her jealous rival.—Yonkers 
Statesman. 

Boston Person—"And she is not a 
walking cyclopedia, after all?" Other 
Boston Person—"Hardly! I've known 
her to take a . street car to go two 
blocks.-'—Detroit Journal. 

Mr. Parvenu—"Waiter 1 Bring me 
a bottle of champagne." Waiter— 
"Yes, sir. Dry, sir?" Mr. Parvenu— 
"It's none of your busines whether 
I'm dry or not."—Chicago Inter 
Ocean. 

Little Waldo—"Stop kicking! Thar 
is against the principles of legitimate 
pugilism." Micky—"I know dat, Sid, 
but yer mudder made me promise 
not to lay me hands on yer."—Chi
cago Daily News. 

"The boy," concluded the oculist, 
"is color blind." "Then what do 
you think we should put him at?" 
"Well, what's the matter with mak
ing an impressionistic painter of 
him?"—Philadelphia Times. 

"Your wife is a great woman to 
worry, isn't she?" "Yes, she is lone
some without it, and I am thinking 
of putting fret-work all over the 
house, just to make the surroundings 
consistent."—Indianapolis News. . 

"Hear the new opera the other 
night? What'did you think of it?" 
"I don't think a man should express 
an opinion of a work like that till 
he's heard it several times, and it's 
my impression I won't hear it again." 
— Philadelphia Becord. 'CV'"4 1 

SKUNK FARMS DO NOT PAT. 

Shown by ait Official Report oa the 
Subject to the Secretary 

of Agriculture. J *' 

A newspaper story of the profits 
made by raising skunks for their skins 
is giving officials of the agricultural 
department no end of trouble. It first 
bobbed up about a year ago. It set 
forth that the agricultural depart
ment had been studying skunk culture, 
and had found that the beasts were 
more profitable than a gold mine. As 
a result of the story the department 
has received many letters of inquiry, 
says a Washington report. 

T. S. Palmer, assistant chief of the 
biological survey, wants to correct 
this misapprehension. In a report to 
Secretary Wilson he says: 

"Misled by the statements about 
the rapid increase of skunks and the 
high prices paid for their skins, many 
persons seriously considered the ex
periment of starting skunk farms. 
For several years a list haa been kept 
of audi farms located in various parts 
of the country, but so far as can be 
learned most of them have been aban
doned. 

"Raising fur-bearing animals for 
proflt is hot a new idea. The industry* 
however, has apparently never ad
vanced beyond the experimental 
stage, except in the case of the farms, 
for raising the arctic or blue fox, es
tablished on certain islands of the 
coast of Alaska. 

Minks and skunks breed rapidly in 
captivity, but the low price of skins 
make the profits rather small. Last 
season the highest market price for 
prime black skunk skins from the 
northern states averaged about $1.45 
each, but white skins sold as low as 15 
to 20 cents apiece. Skins that have 
much white or wi^ch are obtained 
from the southern states usually 
bring less than a dollar each, a.price 
that leaves little margin for profit 
after paying the expenses of raising 
the animal in captivity.' 

A Perfect AM.' 
There is nothing so democratic as 

fair-minded ignorance. It respects 
person no more than does death. It 
is being told just now how a mem
ber of a certain well-known club in 
Philadelphia came across a striking 
example of this. There had been a 
theological discussion in the Bmok-
ing-room, and to sustain his argu
ment, this member called one of the 
library assistants, a fellow, it must 
be owned, but newly engaged for the 
place. "Is Justin Martyr in the li
brary?" asked the casuist. I don't 
know, sir," replied the attendant. "I 
don't think he is a member, but Pll 
ask the porter." This story sounds 
somehow as if it were not quite new, 
but there is another one, truly an 
old one, about the late Dean Burgon, 
which is somewhat along the same 
lines. He caught himself one day 
when talking of the nature of man 
as distinct from the lower orders of 
creation. "Man," he declared, "is a 
progressive being; the others are 
stationary. Think, for example, of 
the ass! Always and everywhere it 
is the same creature, and you never 
saw and never will see a more per
fect ass than you see at the present 
moment!"—Philadelphia Press. . 

In 1331 English people used one-quar
ter of an ounce a head a year of cocoa; 
now they drink nearly three-guai'terfl 
of a pound. -
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Vaccinated Burglar and Detectives. 
A burglar walked into an uptown 

flat in New York city one night and 
began packing up the silverware. Two 
health inspectors who were vaccinat
ing all occupants of the building 
happened along and insisted on vac
cinating the stranger, who, as they 
thought, owned the flat. The bur
glar cheerfully acquiesced, but dur
ing the operation the real occupant 
returned. Two detectives, who then 
took the stranger into custody, had 
to submit to vaccination before the 
inspectors would allow them to leave 
the house.—Chicago Chronicle. 
j. _______ jg 
i - Aa Undesirable Place. 

The worst mosquito^infested neigh-
' borhood in the world is the coast of 
Borneo. The streams of that region 
are at certain seasons unnavigable be-
| cause of the clouds of mosquitoes. " 

Mlaflf Oerapatlw*. 
Half the world aeema to have found un

congenial occupations. Servant girls anftry> 
ing to teach; natural teachers are tenBjng 
stores; good farmers are murdering law, 
while Ciioates and Websters are running 
down good farms; and good farmers, in 
turn, are farming still in congress. Artists 
are spreading daubs on canvas who should 
be whitewashing board fences. Shoemakers 
write good verses for the village paper and 
natural statesmen are pounding shoe lasts, 
while other shoemakers are cobbling in 
legislative halls. Good mechanics and elec
tricians are trying to preach sermons, and 
wondering why their congregations continue 
to sleep, while the Beecheis are failing as 
merchants.—Success. 

• The Twentieth Century. 
The twentieth century began January 1st, 

1901, and will end with 2000. People did not 
begin to reckon time from A. D. 1., but 
waited until about the 550th year of the 
Christian era. People who begin to take 
the great health restorative, Hostetter's 
Stomach Bitters, immediately after the first 
outbreak of dyspepsia,malaria, rheumatism, 
constipation, nervousness or kidney trouble 
will date their cure immediately from then. 

Then He Swore Off. 
He (producing cigarette case)—Do you 

object to cigarettes? 
She—Not at all. I don't blame the cig

arettes—I only object to people who smoke i 
them.—Chicago Daily News. 
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Deware of Ointments for Catarrh 
That Contain Mercury, 

as mercury will surely destroy the sense of 
smell and completely derange the whole sys
tem when entering it through the mucous 
surfaces. Such articles should never be used 
except on prescriptions from reputable 
physicians, as the damage they will do is 
often ten fold to the good you can possibly 
derive from them. Hall's Catarrh Cure, j 

manufactured by F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo, ] 
O., contains no mercury, ana is taken inter- j 

nally, acting directly upon the blood and ; 
mucous surfaces of the system. In buying ! 
Hall's Catarrh Cure be sure you get the gen
uine. It is taken internally, and made in 
Toledo, Ohio, by P. J. Cheney & Co. Testi
monials free. 

Sold by Druggists, price 75c per bottle. 
Hall's family Pills are the best. 

A Lively Wake. 
"I hear there was doings at McGhoolig-

nan s wake." 
"Doings? There wor so manny foine 

Slits, me boy, thot th' wake was raypoort-
in the sportin' column."—Indianapolis 

Press. 

CAUSE OF FALLING HAIR. 

Dandruff, Which Is a Germ Disease 
Kill the Germ. 

, Falling hair is caused by dandruff, which 
ia a germ disease. The germ, in burrowing 
in to the root of the hair, where it destroys 
the vitality of the hair, causing the hair to 
fall out, digs up the cuticle in little scales, 
called dandruff or scurf. You can't stop the 
falling hair without curing the dandruff, 
and you can't cure the dandruff without 
killing the dandruff germ. "Destroy the 
cause, you remove the effect." Newbro's 
Herpicide is the only hair preparation that 
kills the dandruff germ. Herpicide is also 
a delightful hair dressing. 

v: One Good Thins. •" 
"There is one good thing about this clas

sical music," remarked Mr. Meddergrass. 
"You can start or stop anywhere you want 
to without spoiling the sense of the piece." 
—Baltimore American. 

Try Graln-O! Try Graln-O! 
Ask your grocer to-day to show you a pack

age of GRAIN-O, the new food drink that 
takes the place of coffee. The children may 
drink it without injury as well as the adult. 
All who try it, like it. GRAIN-0 has that 
rich seal brown of Mocha or Java, but it is 
made from pure grains, and the most delicate 
stomach receives it without distress, i the 
price of coffee. 15c. and 25cts. per package. 
Sold by all grocers. 

w'Canse for Devotion. 
"I'm not worthy of your devotion, 

George. 
"On, I don't know. Your father's got 

money, hasn't he?"—Yonkers Statesman. 

Best for the Bowels. 
No matter what ails you, headache to a 

sancer, you will never get well until your 
bowels are put right. Cascarets help nature, 
cure you without a gripe or pain, produce 
easy natural movements, coat you just 10 
cents to start getting your health back. 
Cascarets Candy Cathartic, the genuine, put 
up in metal boxes, every tablet nas C. C. C. 
stamped on it. Beware of imitations. 

• A man who can't manage a smack 
is . hardly competent to bring a courtship 
safely to port.—Detroit Journal. . • • ; i •, >\ 

If you want "good digestion to wait upon 
your appetite" you should always chew a 
bar of Adams' Pepsin Tutti Frutti. 

A woman is sick—some disease peculiar to. her sex is fast 
developing in her system. She goes to her family physician 
and tells him a story, but not the whole story. 

She holds back something, loses her head, becomes agi
tated, forgets what she wants to say, and finally conceals 
what she ought to have told, and this completely mystifies 
the doctor. ^ 

Is it a wonder, therefore, that the doc&r fails to cure the 
disease ? Still we cannot blame the woman, for it is very em
barrassing to detail some of the symptoms of her suffering, 
even to her family physician. This is the reason why 
hundreds of thousands of -women are now in corre
spondence with Mrs. Pinkham, at Lynn, Mass. To 
her they can give every symptom, so that when she is ready 
to advise them she is in possession of more facts from her 
correspondence with the patient than the physician can 
possibly obtain through a personal interview. 

Following we publish a letter from a woman showing the 
result of a correspondence with Mrs. Pinkham. All such 
letters are considered absolutely confidential by 
Mrs. Finkham, and are never published in any way or 
manner without the consent in writing of the patient: but 
hundreds of women are so grateful for the health which IIrs. 
Pinkham and her medicine have been able to restore to them 
that they not only consent to publishing their letters, but 
write asking that this be done in order that other women 
who suffer may be benefited by their experience. - ^ 

Mrs. Ella Rice, Chelsea, Wis., writes: 
"DBABMRS. PINKHAM:—For two years I was troubled with falling 

and inflammation of the womb. I suffered very much with bearing-down 
pn.in«, headache, backache, and was not able to do anything. What 1 
endured no one knows but those who have suffered as I did. I could 
hardly drag myself across the floor. I doctored with the physicians of this 
town for three months and grew worse instead of better. My husband 
and friends wished me to write to you, but I had no faith in patent medi
cines. At last I became so bad that I concluded to ask your advice. I 
received an answer at once advising me to take your Vegetable Compound, 

i did so. Before I had taken two bottles I felt better, and after I had 
t»Un five bottles there was no happier woman on earth, for I was well 
again. I know that your Vegetable Compound cured me, and I wish and 
advise every woman who suffers as I did to try Lydia E. Pinkham'S Vege
table Compound. Believe me always grateful for the recovery of my 
health."—MBS. ELLA RICE, Chelsea, Wis. 

•a •»•« • aaaa Owing to the fact that some skci 
l|l|HIBI||l people have from time to time qneiu— 
llCff H|||| the genuineness of the testimonial letters 

we are constantly publishing, we have 
deposited with the National City Bank, of Lynn, Mass., $5,004 
which will be paid to any parson who will show that the above 
testimonial is not genuine, or was published before obtaining 
the writer's special permission.—LYDIA E. PINKHAM MKDICINB CO. 

Got I* Staailag. 
Miss Coy—Do you really think a girl can 

find out who her husband will be by con
sulting a fortune teller? 

Miss Wise—Perhaps not. but I found out 
who my husband wouldn't be by that meth-
od, not long ago. 

"Really? What fortune teller did you con
sult?" 

"Bradstreet."—Philadelphia Press. 
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That's what agent* ean make telling IWAB*8 
PATENT IMPROVED POST HOLE And WBU. 
AUGER, A man can do thrice tbe work with 
an "IWAS" than with any other. Used 
by the v. a. 0®Term-
•Mat, which haya . 
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award. World's Fair, 1Mk 
Price, each, 4,6,(.7,1,o* 
• inch, SIM; 10 Inch, (Sja. Caen value them at 
KMt Inqoire of hardware dealers, or write 
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Labor laTlag Deaaert. 
Dissolve in hot water contents of a pack* 

age of Burnham's -Hasty Jellycon, set away 
in a cool place until wanted and you will 
have the most brilliant, pleasing jelly. The 
flavoraare: lemon, orange, strawberry, rasp
berry, wild cherry and peach, or if a 
delicious wine or coffec jelly is desired, get 
"calfsfoot" Jellycon. Your grocer sell* it. 
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