
COMING OF THE FALL. 

Br the day that shorter grows, 
By the night with lengthen'd close; 
By the sky that seems less blue. 
By the clouds of somber hue; >1 
B y  t h e s e  s i g n s ,  y e s ,  b y  t h e m ;  a & -
We fcote the coming of the Fall. 

si Jhlng of the trees, -* 
B^"'*he dropping of the leaves; -ii 
By lUp garners full of grain, 

•By tfie stubble on the plain; 
; By 4fee harvest gather'd all, 
Wenote the coming of the FalL 

By the aspect growing drear, * 
By the grasses turning sere; 
By the flowers that droop and fade, 
By old Sol less bright array'd; 
By the air in hut and hall, Jvy 
Wanote the coming of the Fall, 

By the birds that southward fly, \ 
By the brook that hurries by; *>--<*? 
By the threatening whip-poor-will. 
Sounding note that bodeth ill, . 
By the quail's familiar call, , 
We. note the coming of the Fall. .v. 

By the golden-rod alight, 
By the sumach red and bright; ' ^ , 
By the cardinals ablow, ' Tl- , 
By the lilies lying low; 
By the reeds now rank and tall, >, 
We note the coming of the FalL V 

By fair summer's requiem sung,.> 
In Dame Nature's plaintive tongue; 
By the sobbing of the rain, 
By our hearts that join the strain, 
By the joys we would recall, 
We note the coming of the Fall. 
—Anna D. Walker, in Christian Intelli

gencer. 

"ONE TOUGH OF NATURE." 
"v By L. J. Beeston. 

fTTTVffTTTfffTfTTffT¥fffTV 
[From Cassell's Magazine. Reprinted by 

permission.] . 
, , !r< 

THE doctor was a soft-hearted man; 
he had done his best to console, 

.and had failed. He was not a little 
troubled and anxious. It is always 
very sad to see old grief in young 
eyes. 

"This is not natural. If I could only 
make her cry!*' thought Dr. Boss. 

It was not natural, as he said. And 
yet there ytras another side to the 
question. Such an annoyance as, 

.passing, vexes us, makes children 
weep; and, though the care that 
writes itself on our foreheads is to 
them unknown, yet the sudden blow 
that strikes a man once or twice in his 
history, swaying him as a tree that 
in the rush of the storm bends and 
groans and flings out protesting arms 
and murmurs with a thousand voices 
—this sadden sorrow in a child^is an 
agony thrusting an unwelcome pres
ence into a kingdom where it is 
least to be desired, and from which 
it is always soon dismissed. 

Dr.? Boss said to himself, "Perhaps 
I had letter leave her now, poor, poor 
little thing!" 

: , He moved towards the door. The 
lonely: inmate of the room did not 
notice,.that he was leaving her. She 
sat before a morsel of fire—a quaint 
little figure that had known 12 years 
of living, three without mother, five 
without father, and the, rest with a 
sister—"tall, grown-up," who had 
been mother and father and every

thing else that is good and brave. 
And now the sister was gone, and 
the child was alone. ' ^ 

"Good-by," said the doctor. 
He was not answered because he 

was not heard. He closed the door 
softly, saying to himself that he 
would come to see her again on the 
morrow. He descended the shabby 
staircase, to which a few remnants 
of cheapest oilcloth still clung. The 
landlady's children were playing 
"touch wood," screaming vociferously 
as they rushed from landing to land
ing.. > A woman's tired voice urged 
them to be quiet. 

"Why, by no means, ma'am," rang 
out the doctor's cheerful voice; "let 
them play, it will rouse her." 

"Ah, poor thing! How is she, doc-
, tor?" 

"Quiet, much too quiet. It is ex
traordinary in a child of her years.' 

"Is anything settled as to what is 
to be done?" 

"Iiear not. She seems quite friend-
lees." 

"Yon don't say so, sir? Friendless! 
Dear, dear!" 

Long after Dr. Boss had left the 
bouse that word "friendless" insist
ently remained with him. Suddenly 
It introduced to him another word— 
a name. He paused in his walk, for 

. the idea that had come to him was 
startling. ; If 

At no great distance from the 
- house which Dr. Ross had just quitted 

lived Gideon Beth, scholar and re
cluse. It may be as well to say at 
once that the doctor intended to 
visit this man, whom he knew, that 
he might enlist his sympathies on be
half of a child's sad heart. But what 
is there startling in this? Had Gideon 
no sympathy? Is he poor and old and 

> crabbed and/crotchety? Is he one 
of those singular beings who stop their 
ears when children play, and speak 
of "brats," "pests," "little nui
sance?" No, Gideon hardly comes 
under these headings. The truth is 
that Gideon Beth had been friend
less from his youth up, and, resting 
on his own strong character, had 

> grown to view the world with an 
- apathetic and dispassionate eye. 

The trouble began with a retiring 
disposition, which is not given to any 
boy to cultivate, fie lacked spon
taneity, and so was always at a dis-
adttntagi; On evich a one judgment 
is easily passed, yet there is no in-

sj stance in which it . might with more 
wisdom be withheld. 

{Chen an unkind late buffeted him 
* 

r v 

eonsiAerably.- He 
lence aHjd Mttfr 
strong lis ttdeon; 
In him 
nothing. 

It was "a great pity, for he had an 
excellent nature; but the best of na
tures will not bear shutting up. An 
assumption of taciturnity developed 
into taciturnity, fie put on the pessi
mist's spectacles, and saw nothing 
but life's little ironies. And then one 
day it was all shattered, and Gideon 
became a new miut with living fire 
within him. ' He loved a woman. 

This was his great chance. He told 
himself that where love is life is, after 
all, a priceless thing. And Gideon 
loved with all the strength of heart 
and mind. He even dared to hope, in 
Spite of his inveterate shyness. It 
was as if some spirit had troubled 
him as Bethesda's Pool was troubled 
in old time. But when he would have 
stepped down someone had been be
fore him. His love Returned into his 
own bosom. It was terrible; but the 
strength of the man closed over his 
despair. Gideon was no coward to 
weep or wince, but he turned a death
ly "eye Heavenwards. Destiny might 
break, it should never bend, him. 

After this, Gideon Beth shut him
self up with his books. Fifteen years 
passed and carried him beyond the 
prime of life, and made of him a tall, 
spare man with a slight stoop, a 
drooping white moustache, and a clear 
eye. Fifteen years spent with the 
thoughts of other men had not 
changed his individuality to any ex
tent. The face was a little more com
posed in its sternness, that was all. 

When Dr. Boss entered the room 
Gideon was -.buried in a deep wicker 
chair, with a reading lamp placed be
hind his right shoulder, and books 
everywhere. He now turned to look 
at his vistor. The doctor was one 
of the few men with whom he cared 
to. converse, and the former did not 
hold the privilege lightly.-

'Sit down," said Gideon, closing his 
book over his thumb and pointing 
it at a chair. The doctor thanked 
him genially, though inwardly trou
bled as to the best method of open
ing the subject upon which he had 
called. "That's a fat book you are 
reading," said he. 

"Spencer." . 
"Ah! 'Fairy Queen* or 'Philoso

phy'?" 
'I do not read poetry." 
"Then I conclude it's the philoso

pher. I do read poetry; and very Sad 
some of it is, too." 

"You waste your time." ! 

The doctor smiled. "There was. a 
man named Longfellow " ' 

"Quite so; we all read him when we 
are young." 
' who has made for himself a 

place in a thousand hearts. But when 
I read poetry I was not speaking so 
much of printed words. Be patient 
with me for five minutes. I have 
been studying the opening chapters 
of a child's life. She is a little girl, 
age 12. Five years ago she lost her 
father." 

Gideon's father had not been quite 
worthy of the name, so to this 're
mark he paid small attention. 

"And two years later," continued 
Dr. Boss, "her mother." 

Gideon Beth's face grew stern, as 
it always did when he judged Provi
dence. 

"The child was left alone with an 
elder sister. This sister was a plucky 
girl, and the wolf at the door didn't 
frighten her.". 

"Ah!" said Gideon, who had fought 
that wolf himself. He remembered 
that in the day he had been more than 
equal to the combat. The wolf fights 
best at night. 

"A week ago the. sister was taken 
ill. I did all in my power to save so 
precious a life, but I failed. The child 
is now friendless." 

Gideon-Beth's eyes flashed suddenly, 
and he brought his clenched fist 
heavily down. "Alone in the world! 
And this case but one of many! Who 
cares? Nobody, no one!" 

"O mighty man!" said the doctor 
beneath his breath, as he heard these 
exclamations of a bitter spirit. And 
then he wondered who was the more 
friendless of the two—the child or 
the man. He concluded that it was 
not the child. And more than ever he 
pitied the solitary man who needed 
the love of some simple nature to ex
pand and sweeten his own. 

Gideon's passion passed as quickly 
as it had risen. "Why do you tell me 
this?" he demanded.- "Is this your 
poetry?" 

"I call it so. Some day we shall 
better understand its metre." 

Gideon shrugged his shoulders as he 
replied: "You have strange views. 
Tell me, what is to be done about 
this girl?" 
It was with difficulty that the doc

tor concealed his gratification at the 
question. A daring idea suggested 
itself to him. 

"Gome and see her," he said. 
The other thought for a moment. 

"I don't know why I should," he said 
petulantly. "It is late. After all, it 
is nothing to me." , 

"As you will," said Dr. Boss, vising. 
'̂Pardon me for suggesting it, only 

I am passing that way myself, and 
I thought you might care to accom
pany me. It's a queer case. The 
child's loss seems to have numbed her 
mental faculties. However, good
night." 

"Wait a moment. I will come." 
"That is kind," said the doctor 

frankly. 
Gideon glanced at him suspiciously, 

but said nothing. The two men passed 
out into the dark street 

TbeJ reached their destination, 
were admitted, and together softly 
ascended the narrow, rickety stairs 
to the top landing. "This is the 
room," said the doctor, gently turn
ing the handle of the door.- The 
ehild did not hear him. Save for the 
fire's dim glow the room wm in dark* 

ncss. Thipdoetor was about to ad
vance, bq$yiGideon .laid a hand upon 
Ehis shoulpr, saying, "Hush! 

The gfci was speaking after the 
habit of children—to one who was not' 
there to listen. Everĵ  evening at 
this hour it Ead been her custom to 
read from a story book, while her sis
ter worked with her needle. .And now 
she held the book sideways to the 
firelight and said in a choked, stifled 
voice: 

"We-left off at page i«l, iGaiftle. .|Qfc; 

was the end of a chapter." : •>. 
She stopped, to look up at the vacant 

chair to which her words were appar
ently addressed. As she did ao the 
book slipped from her lap to the floor. 
"Minnie isn't there," she ^whispered 
to herself. "I thought I should see 
her sitting in her chair. I can't start 
thu new chapter if Minnie isn't with 
me, and the words choke me." 

She fumbled with a trembling hand 
at the collar of her black dress. The 
doctor thought then that the passion 
of weeping would break out uncon
trollably, but he was disappointed. 
She picked up the fallen book and 
placed it carefully upon a shelf with 
a few others. From these she ab
stracted* a Bible. She stobd a mo
ment, thinking. 

"Would it be wicked, I 'wonder?" 
she said to herself. "Jennie Clark 
once tried'it, and God answered her 
that way." 

Deciding in favor of the scheme 
that had entered her mind, the child 
took a pin from her dress, screwed up 
her eyes, and drove the point between 
the leaves of the volume. Opening it 
at the place thus indicated, she 
stabbed again with the pin point and 
so marked a passage. 

Putting a finger upon the passage 
she had chosen, the child carried it 
to the firelight and read, in the words 
of Herod, the king: "Ask of me what
soever thou wilt, and I will give it 
thee." 

She jumped to her feet with a gasp 
of frightened astonishment. Appar
ently the words had for her more than 
a superficial significance, for she said, 
in a low, thrilling voice; "It is true 
then; I can ask it. I was afraid to, 
but—but I'm not frightened now a 
bit. I will ask God to send the Judg
ment day, and to send: it now, this 
very , instant. It will be awful; but I 
shall see Minnie, and mother. And 
it must come; it is certain, positive! 
Perhaps I ought to go downstairs and 
tell Mrs. Jennings. But no, though, 
I won't; she would only laugh. And 
there are thousands of other people; 
I cannot tell them all." 

"Did you hear her?" whispered 
Gideon to his companion. 

"Ah! Be careful." 
Gideon had taken a stfep into the 

room. 
The child, hearihg nothing, wrapped 

in an assurance at once delicious, 
comforting and appalling, now 
opened the window. The room being 
the highest in the building was near
est to the stars—an advantage hap
pily not considered by landlords. 
Confused sounds floated upward. The 
quiet Heavens were covered with 
shining points, yellow and blue and 
gold and blood-red. The fierce eye 
of the Bull flamed conspicuously. It 
attracted the child's attention. She 
lifted her face and began to speak. 

She told how lonely she was, how 
she could not live without those who 
had gone. Innocence is familiar with 
God. She wanted to know what was 
the use of being alive when there 
was nobody in all the world whom 
she could love or be loved by. It 
seemed to her then that there was 
but one alternative—the end. 

On the threshold of her mighty re
quest she faltered, for the terror of 
her prayer had seized her. An ex
traordinary sensation was upon her. 
She felt that she was not alone in 
the room. Her face turned white. 
Then she went on steadily. 

Her voice sank to an awed whis
per as word by word she unfolded 
her terrible petition. Her eyes were 
fixed above, fearing at any instant to 
see the levin rend the stars. "And 
O, good Father," said the child, 
"when I say 'Now,'.then let it come, 
then let me hear the angels blowing 
with the trumpets all over the sky." 

She sank her head into her open 
hands. A few moments passed. Sud
denly she raised her face, the dread
ful instant had come; her lips parted. 

"My child," said Gideon. 
He held her in his arms. Minnie's 

sister cried as if her heart would 
break. 

obbs s&ems|t6 get/ fatttr 
keeps ~ oaf he'll, 

as big a man physically as he 
he is ijaentally."—Indianapolis News. 

The jcamel can go two weeks with
out taking's drink, but it would make 
some men hump themselves to ab
stain for two days.—Chicago Daily 
News. 

.The ,®ootor*^Wh»t you,, need is a 
iittle^liii^ei '̂Jjj^ Patient—"HowH 
t get it?" The Doctor—"Perhaps if 
^U#»j|arourliilll now I might give it 

"*o $u.'$P?ijtfi£iaapolis News. 
Badness.—"6h,mamma," cried Tom

my, "Willie's pulling the pussy's tail!" 
"fie^s a very iad boy todo that," said 
mamma. "Yes, and he's selfish, too; 
'cos he won't let me pull 'it at all." 
—Philadelphia Press. 

Higgins-—"I hold that there"is no 
need for any man being idle." Wig
gins—"That's right. All other things 
failing, the opportunity for hunting 
up the north pole is always open to 
him."—Boston Transcript. 

"Did you see Mr. Smifkins this 
morning?" asked the' bookkeeper. 
"No," replied the publisher. "What 
did he want?" "He desired us to ad
vance him 15 shillings on his forth
coming work, 'How to Be a Financial 
Success.' "—Glasgow Evening Times. 

Friendless Both.—"No," he said, "I 
haven't anything for you." "Say, mis
ter," whined the beggar, "I guess you 
don't know how it feels to have no 
friends, an'—" "Don't I, though?' 
I'm the official handicapper for the 
ladies' golf tournament."—Philadel
phia Press. 

A Saucy Query.—Miss Passay— 
"When I watched the dear old sol
diers pass by I thought how splendid 
it must have been to have had the 
privilege of living right here in the 
midst of the exciting times of the 
great civil war." Johnnie Fresh— 
"Then you were abroad during the 
war, were you, Miss Passay?"—Cleve
land Plain Dealer. 

THE LORD MAYOR'S KINGDOM. 

The "City" of London the Busiest 
Square Mile In the Wkol« 

' World. cfeSSMSSi-i 

Why He Got Ten Dayn. 
At an army fort near New York 

there is a near-sighted captain who is 
very, sensitive about his.sight. He 
wears glasses of the very thickest 
make. 

In his company is a private who, ex
cept for his slovenliness, is one of 
the best soldiers in the fort. He is an 
Irishman, and, like all his country
men, quick at reply. His many good 
qualities have saved him from pun
ishment, but his tongue got him into 
trouble the other day. 

The company's arms and clothes 
were being inspected. The captain 
looked at the private's belt and said, 
angrily: 

"Your belts are always dirty. What 
the deuce do you mean by it?" 

"I beg your pardon, sir," was the 
reply, "but I think it hard that when 
I clean my things with the naked 
eye they should be inspected with a 
magnifying glass." 

The private is now in the guard 
house for ten days, and his leave to 
visit the city has been suspended in
definitely.—N. Y. Times. 

A Certainty. 

Briggs—There's no use talking—a 
man can't drink and play golf at the 
saore time. 

Griggs—So you've sworn off golf, 
hvre X»u?-*Deteait Free P*m* ^ 

The city is not to be "censused" by 
day, after all. It is a pity; it would 
have been interesting to see how the 
lord mayor's little kingdom of one 
square mile has grown these last ten 
years. , There is not a square mile in 
all England so interesting as this. No 
othervarea of the size teems with such' 
busy life. By day it is the busiest 
square mile in the iiVorld; by night it 
is one of the quietest. There can 
hardly be 30,000 people in the city by 
night; by day there are" over 300,000. 
While the night population has been 
surely going down, the day population 
has been rising year by year. Twenty 
years ago the day population was five 
times that of night; to-day the propor
tion is quite ten to one, says the Lon
don Times. ; 

The exact day population of the 
city in 1891, when the last day census 
was taken, was 301,384, and of these up 
fewer than 29,520 were employers. Is 
there anywhere else in the world so 
much capital confined in so small a 
space? Over 200,000 of the workers in 
the city were males, 50,000 were fe
males, and nearly 20,000 were boys and 
girls under 15. 

The last census showed that there 
was only one pawnbrott&r for this pop
ulation of over 300,000. There was, toq, 
but one dealer in clothes, and only 
one perfumer, which suggests that 
there is not so much vanity in the city 
as SOme of us have supposed. It is 
not surprising, perhaps, to find only 
one manufacturer of fishing tackle, 
but it is hardly credible than ten 
years ago there was only one type
writing office in the city, and only one 
maker of needles and pins. 

The great rush to the city begins, 
of course, after eight o'clock In the 
morning. The city crowd is growing 
all through the small hours. In the 
first hour after midnight on May 4, 
1891, 2,698 persons entered thte lord 
mayor's kingdom, and* up to five 
o'clock in the morning, the number 
was roughly 12,000. It is surprising to 
know that between 6,000 and 7,000 peo
ple begin work in the city between 
four and five o'clock yi the morning. 
At six a. m., the ordinary population 
of the city, judging by the last day 
census, is about 14,000; at nine o'clock 
if you could count the people in the 
streets, they would number 250,000. 
By ten o'clock more than 100,000 more 
are added to the number, and it is esti
mated that at lunch time nearly 700,000 
people have crossed the city bounds. 
Six hours later, by eight o'clock in the 
evening, the people in the city have 
reached a round million. Every 24 
hours, it is calculated, 1,200,000 people 
enter the city area. 

A New Use for Wine. * 
Viticulturists in France have just 

tried experiments in feeding draught 
animals with bran mixed with wines, 
wheh seem to be successful. It ap
pears that poor wine can be used to 
replace oats as food, weight for 
weight—a pound of wine for a pound 
of oats. At 'least half of the usual 
feed <of grain can be replaced in1 this 
mdniler without disadvantage to the 
animals. Barley, beams, bran and the 
like, mixed with wine, can be substi
tuted for oats entirely, if desired, it 
is said. In years of abundant vintage 
a material saving can be effected in 
this way.—N. Y. Sun. 

_ V Nothlnv Mach. > 
"Bridget, there's a policeman at the 

door come for you." 
"Sure, is ther, mum?" 's* ̂ 
"Yes, Bridget; I hope to goodness 

you haven't been doing anything 
wrong!" 

"I hope not, mum." 
"What have you been, doing, Brid

get, that he should come after you?" 
"Only fallin' in love, mum."—Yon* 

kers Statesman* , 

Kinst 

Please* with JRs^ba-
_ "While I waa in th*)ktat49| at 
w' Mid ex-D*paty 8tate'i 
liam C. Smith. ,rI hpdto 
an otherwise honest Ger 
liqnor oa Sunday. The defendant had re
tained a certain member of the bar who is 
noted for his high C voice. During this at
torney'* rather loud address his German 
client looked on in rapt ftdinintioii, y d h* 
was heard to remark 

f'Ach, dot's the kind of lawyer to haf, 

'Why?' he was asked. , 
"'Because,' TOJ the reply, "he hollers so 

loud he acsres der joiy.' ''—-Baltimore Sun. 

Tet.: 

' The Family Home Ian, " 
The^pational game is frequently produc

tive of "home , runs," and one of the most 
interesting of this variety of tallies was 
made by a Philadelphia batsman in Chicago. 
He hit the ball squarely, and drove it over 
the right field fence. It entered the window 
l®. the second story of a hoipe, rolled down 
the back: stairs^into the kitchen andiodged 
in a pan of dough under the stove. The nat-
ural inference is that the family partook the 
next day of ball-bearing bread.—Youth's 
Companion. 

? •  ̂ T h e  l r f w t  W o r A .  1  

Mrs. Jigaby tthedisciisaion having become 
somewhat personal)—You may talk till 
doomsday, George Jigsby, but you'll never 
get me to admit that a wife is bound to do 
as her husband tells her. 
_ MC-,tv¥8hy—By gravy, madam, if I outlive 
you 111 have it engraved on your tombstone 
JH' y°n were a good and obedient wife! —. 
Chicago Tribune. 

Sea-aonable Sentiment. ' 

"A romantic country, that!" '"Yes?" 
Sure. All along tae coast -the buoys are 

h u g g i n r *  * "  .  •  - -  -

beftch, and that an arm of the sea half en
circles a sandy waste, but—)—Yale Record. 

• 
f After the Consultation. , 

Patient—Now, doctor, what's the mat* 
ter with me, anyway? 

The Head Consulting Phjrsician—My 
dear sir, do you suppose that if we knew 
what was the matter with you, we would 
have decided to hold a post-mortem?— 
Harper's Bazar. 

-* ; »  — f 
Judicial Gallantry. 

Judge (to female witness)—How old are 
you? 

Miss Passeigh—I euess I am— / 
"Pray do not be reckless with your gilesses, 

madam. We can allow you but three 
chances at it."—Baltimore American. 

A Familiar Sonnd. 
Mrs. Johnson—Has Mr. Johnson come 

home for dinner yet? 
Jane—No, mum. 
"I thought I heard him downstairs." 
™n?t was Leo growling over a bone, 

mum/'—Tit-Bits. 
Ho Advantage. 1 

He (boldly)—Do you think two can live as 
cheaply as one? 

She (blushing)—Yes; I do. 
"Let's not become one, then."—Yonkefs 

Statesman. 

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

cancer, 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, cost you just 10 
cents to start getting your health back. 
Cascarets Candy Cathartic^ the genuine, put 
up in metal boxes, every tablet has C. C- C-
stamped on it. Beware of imitations. 

ni ̂  new clerk in Atchison, according to the 
»!?> ' 18 ®ttracting a great deal of favor-

able comment. Investigation reveals the 
fact that his popularity is due to his habit 
of laughing at the jokes of customers. 

After every marriage, it is said the bride 
must have money of her own, but it turns 
out usually that it is the groom coins in 
debt.—Atchison Globe. 

All the world's a stage, and not a bit too 
large a stage if all the historical novels are 
to be dramatized.—Puck. 

nie expense of maintaining schools >1 
Pito Rico is very high if we consider the 
upnt spent for the small number of pupils 
ejWlled. Education, however, is always es
sential to success. In our country the peo-
pleare being educatedto thefactthatthere 
is a sure cure for indigestion, dymepsia, con
stipation, nervousness and malaria, fever 
ana ague, and that medicine is Hostetter's 
Stomach Bitters. Tit it. Our Private Ilia 
Stamp is over the neck of the bottle. «- - <. 

step Choice. 
dear young lady. 

V. 

TBS n«m'BRIMK 

Doctor—] 
/lw'lilrin<» 
WflSTlBil. _ . 
it -boiled; tbat -Will 

Patient—Well, doctor, I think I'd soon 

Breeds Dandrs*, Which Causes falV> 
lna. Halr.jind Finally Baldness. 'I 

Prof. Unna, Hamburg, Germany, Eutk 
pean authority oh skin diseases, says ths* 
dandruff is as eontagions as any other 
malevolent disease, and that one_ common 
source of the spread of dandruff is the 
of the same hair brush by different persi 
The way to avoid catching dandruff or any 
other disease from another's brush; is to in
sist on the use of Newbro's Herpicide._ It 
pot only kills the dandruff germ, but-it is 
also an antiseptic that will prevent th» 
catching of any disease whatever through 
contagion of another's brush. > 

It Seemed So. 
- 'Stiawber—Was her father willing to help 
you out? 

Sinferly—That's the way he acted.—Town 
and Country. 

a 
4 

An lneomplete House. , 
We run wild over the furnishings at a' -

house; its furniture, carpets, hangings, P& r 

tures and music, and always forget or neg-.'. 
lecfc the most important requisite. - Some-' , 
thing there should be always on the shelf 
to provide against sudden casualties or at-
tacks of pain. Such come like a thief in 
the night; a sprain, strain, sudden backache,> 
toothache or neuralgic attack. There ' 
nothing easier to get than a bottle of St. 
Jacobs Oil, and'notningsurer to cure quick
ly any form of pain. The house is incom--

Complete it with a good plete without it, 
supply. 

Foreigner—"In American politics I un
derstand the office seeks the man." Amer
ican—"That's all wrong! A representative 
American wouldn't have an office that 
Bought him."—Ohio State Journal. 

Vv 

Care of the Complexion. 

Many persons with delicate skin suffer 
greatly in winter from chapping. Fre
quently the trouble arises from tne use of 
impure soap and cheap salves. The face 
and hands should be washed only in clear, 
hot water with Ivory Boap. A little mutton 
tallow or almond oil may be used after the 
bath to soften the skin. ELIZA. R. PAKKEB. 

Mabel's Haste.—"Mabel doesn't believe in 
long engagements." "Yes; I understood 
Mabel's young man had a good deal of 
money."—Cleveland Plain Dealer: 

k 

I am sure Piso's Cure for Consumption 
saved my life three years ago.—Mrs. Th< 

N. 
OS. 
Y, Bobbins, Maple Street, Norwich, 

Feb. 17, 1900. 
The old-fashioned genius thrived on com

pliments. The genius of to-day is judged 
its cash balance.—Washington Post. 

Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar re--' 
lieves whooping cough. fv; 
Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one minute.^ 

People who get the hardest knocks have ' 
" * • of life.—1 the best idea of -Atchison Globe* 
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To Cure a Cold In One Dar 

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. AT 
druggistsrefundmoneyif itfailsto cure. 25c, 

The shadow of trouble is nearly alwajrsv 
darker than its substance.—Barn's Horn.' - w; 

PUTNAM FADELESS DYES color sOk, 
wool or cotton perfectly at one boiling.^ 

When a man gives his word he should 
to keep it.—Chicago Daiiy News. ^ 

Mrs. Ellen Ripley, Chaplain Ladies Aid, , 
Grand Army of the Republic,  No.  7,  2221 
ioth Ave., N. E., Minneapolis, Minn., 
Strongly Endorses Lydia E. Pinkham's 
Vegetable Compound. 
If " DEAR MRS. PINKHAM :—Your Vegetable Compound cured me f-
of ulceration of the womb, and getting such a complete cure I felt * 
the medicine had genuine merit and was well worth recommending ̂  
to other sick women. • > 1  ̂

" For fifteen years I have been your friend. I have never written you! 

before, but I have advised hundreds of women to take your ™Hidne, in 
fact it is the only real reliable remedy I know of for a sick woman. 

" I have not yet found a case of ovarian or womb trouble which " 
has not been relieved or cured by the faithful use of Lydia E. 
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. 

" You have brought health to hundreds of women in Minneapolis as' 
you have no doubt to others over the country."—MRS. ELLEN RIPLEY. 
$KOOO FOBFEIT IP THE ABOVE LETTER IS NOT GENUINE. 

When women are troubled with irregular or painful menstruation, •-
weakness, leucorrhcea, displacement or ulceration of the womb, bear
ing-down feeling, ̂  inflammation of the ovaries, backache, ftataiiftTMy 
general debility, indigestion, and nervous prostration, they should -
remember there is one tried and true remedy. Lydia E. Pinkham's -
Vegetable Compound at once removes such troubles. 

No other medicine in the. world has received such widespread M -
qualified endorsement. No other medicine has such a record of cures 

troubles. Befuse to buy any other medicine. 

J 

BUOIR8 or THIB PAPER (-f*1 
DESIRING TO BUT ANYTHING 
ADVERTISED IN ITS COLUMNS 
SHOULD INSIST . UPON HATING 
WHAT THEY ASK FOR, REFUSING 
ALL SUBSTITUTES OR IMITATIONS. 
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and prices low. Oldandsuccessfi.. 
P*»®olers we behind the mov*>..... , 

— A chance to make fortonesl * 
Without risk. A ft I MHines inColon^v*-'; do's richest dis-fflfll lltrlcL W 
teresting large ••III II andsmaUliiTesVv>^ <* 
ors.Tenns:CashUULUandonmw^S>H, ^ 
payments. Send for ourprospec- 7 
jus,. ItwlUcertainly interest you. 
Twin City Development Co., 812 
Bank Commerce Bid, 
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