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CHAPTER IV. 
T WANTS but six 
weeks to Christ-
m a « ,  a n d  t h e  
weather is cold and 
cheerless. I expect 
to have a long 
stay at home this 
time — t o spend 
Christmas there, in 
fact. Tomorrow I 
am to take tea 

- . ,, - with Mabel and her 
mother. Mabel's mother is a widow,, as 
tnine is. Strange to say, I have never 
seen her, and have never entered her 
house. ',-v 

The day has come and gone, and T 
fern sitting by -'a winter's fire, talking 
by fits and starts to my old mother 
about one thing and another. It all 
comes back to me as clear as the noon
day sun. The years that have passed 
since then and now melt away, as 
though they have never been. 
, Not an hour ago I left Mabel's house, 
and I am gazing now at her blue eyes 
fend fair face, which appears before 
»ne in the fire's glow. I have been 
balking a great deal during the night 
to Mabel and her mother, relating what 
stories of the sea within my own ex
perience I deemed would be most in
teresting to them. Mabel's mother 
and I have shaken hands for t&e first 
time. She is fair, like her daughter, 
and her eyes are blue; but not that 
beautiful blue which makes Mabel's so 
Charming. Her behavior to me has set 
me thinking. 
' When I entered her house, her cold 
hand greeted me' in a fairly cordial 
bianner; but I noticed even then that 
Although her lips smiled, her eyes did 
not. When Mabel smiles, her eyes 
light up; there is no soul in a smile 
When.,the eye plays no part in it. Up-
6n my leaving Mabel's house her 
mother's hand lay dead in my palm, 
and it did not return the pressure of 
mine. 

Her husband had been a small 
builder, and when he died, had left 
barely enough for the support of her
self and Mabel. So much I learned be
fore' I went to her house. 
! Now, what has set. my thoughts 
wandering as I look Into the fire? Her 
cold hand which lay dead in my palm? 
No, not that alone. What else, then, 
In connection with that? A simple 
thing—a passing expression on her 
face, that was there but a moment, and 
then was gone. 
| In this way: We have had tea, and 

the tea-things are cleared. I am talk
ing And talking, and Mabel and her 
mother are listening. I, full of my 

. theme, am maundering away on some 
Btartling experience—startling to them, 
I mean—and Mabel's ey.es are fixed on 
lay face, and myeyes are fixed on hers, 
when an unusual stillness arouses me 
from my dream. 

For I am dreaming. The magnetic 
Influence of a presence that I love has 
cost a spell over me, and has mada 
tae unconscious- of everything else 
about me. For the matter of that, Ma
bel and I might be alone in the world. 
An unusual stillness, I say, and It is 
what I mean; for, although before I 
receive this new impression the sound 
of my voice is the only sound to be 
heard in the room, and although no 
person but myself has spoken for 
many minutes, the new silence is dif
ferent from the old. There are 
thoughts that move like living things 
within you, and here are some work
ing their spell upon me. And under 
their influence my eyes wander from 
Mabel's face to meet her mother's. 

Well, I see a frown there, that is all; 
but a frown that tells a story I cannot 

; read as yet. I am striving to spell 
out that story now. 

It was not a shadow from the flre 
falling on her face, and distorting tTie 
tines there, or playing on it to its dis
advantage; it was a frown like a black 
cloud.. And when I bid her good night 
her hand lies cold and dead in mine. 
And-Mabel's good night? It is as 
kind and warm as ever it was; and 
she does not see that my mind la 
troubled, being, mayhap, unconscious 
of the cause. 
. I come home, where I am surrounded 
by the shells that a dead man gath
ered when life was strong within 
him. I gaze into the fire, and I see 
Mabel's face; I gaze upon the shells, 
and I see the tokens of a dead man's 
love. Ay, in these dull, inanimate 
shapes I see the star that illuminates 
the world, and beautifies it—the Star 

, Of Love. 
^(1 turn toward my mother, with a 
"l&hell at my ear. In reality she is a 

small, shriveled woman, in whom one 
would imagine but little sentiment 
coultf abide. I have noticed lately that as 
fche grows older her form shrinks, and 
becomes more spare. But as I gaze at 
her now she becomes transformed. The 
tine* and wrinkles disappear, the flesh 
becomes firmer; the eye regains its 
luster, the cheek its coloi*; the shrunk
en farm fills out, and in my fancy I see 
her u I saw her in my childhood, be
fore my father went to bis death—a 
ccra«ly, pretty woman. -. 
> Naw, what causes me to throw my 
voicw in the direction of the door, and 
to totll out suddenly and unexpectedly: 
| "Yo; heave, ho!" 

, My mother starts up with a scream, 
.and runs to the door with a frighten
ed look. There she stands, trembling 
ui white, with eyes that nee nothing 

that is really there, and with out
stretched hands, that seem to have 
tongues lii them, so eloquent are they, 

"Why, mother," I say, "what are 
you looking for? A ghost!" 

She gives me a scared loolt, and lets 
me lead • her back to her chair, into 
which she'sinks, still all of a tremble. 

"It was I who gave you that 'Yo, 
heave, ha!' mother." 

"Really ypu, Amos?" i ^ v :> 
"Really me, mother." 
"Your voice was so like your 

father's, my son," says she, almost in 
a whisper; "and at that moment I was 
looking into the fire, and thinking of 
him—:—" ' 

Presently she adds, "I "didn't know 
but that he might be calling me to 
come to him." 

I pass my arm around her'neck, and 
she takes my .hand and holds it In 
hers, so that she has a necklet of her 
own loving flesh and blood about her. 

"Then my voice is like my father's?" 
"Yes, my son." 
"How well I remember his 'Yo, 

heave, ho!' It used to make me jump 
for joy." 

"It was the first thing you ever 
beard from him, Amos. He was in 
the Indies when you were bom. He 
came home in the early morning when 
we were abed, not expecting him. Ah, 
deary me! deary me! When I heard 
his voice I gave a scream, as I did 
just now " 

Then comes a long silence, during 
whiodi we both look into the fire again 
—I UHCing Mabel, and my mother the 
dead, with his "Yo, heave, ho!" 

"Esther wj^s a fine man, mother?" 
"Yta, my son; you are like him." 
It la the first time my attention has 

ever been called to my personal ap-
pearwice. Well, yes, I wasn't a crip
ple, aor wry-faced. I had a fine brown 
beard in those days, and I was tall 
and straight-limbed. 

"So I am like my father. I am glad of 
that. It was'a love-match, mother?" 

She knows that I refer to her court
ing days, and she draws a deep 
breath. 

"Yes, my son. We loved each other 
true." 

"No happiness without love, mother." 
"None, my son." 
Her voice is broken by th» tears 

which are running down her old face. 
There i3 no happiness without love, 
and shp had tasted it, this little pale 
old mother of mine, and she lived now 
on the memory, sucking hoi»«y out of 
the past. 

And in the midst of thest thoughts 
comes the remembrance of a frown 
on a woman's face, and the fetid touch 
of a dead hand. Vainly do I try to 
shake it off. 

"How old were you, mother, when 
you first saw father?" 

"I was a little girl in pinafores, my 
son." 

"Seven or eight years, may^?" 
"About that, my son." 
"Like Mabel?" I say, _ 
I intend only to think this, mp ques

tions being put so as to lead up to 
the point; but the words cas^e out 
without my having anything ijo do 
with it, as it seems. From thlfci mo
ment I am conscious that my mother is 
watching me in a secret way. Well, 
what have I to conceal? 

"Who was at Mabel's houa* to
night?" she presently asks. 

"No one but Mabel and her mottfr," 
I answer. 

"Wasn't any one else expected?" 
"Not that I know of." 
It occurs to me that my mother Jias 

a purpose in turning my thoughtu In 
tjils new direction, and I question 'iter 
concerning it. Sbe answers me t» a 
roundabout way. 

"He is often at Mabel's house, anj I 
thought he would be sure to be tluire 
tonight" 

"He! Who?" - , . 
"Have you not" heard," she says, with 

a quaver in her voice, "that a gentle
man is keeping company with Mabei?" 

"No, I have not heard. Is it tru*?" 
"It is the common talk. The neigh

bors say they will soon be married." 
So here is an end to my wandering 

thoughts, an answer to my unwmy 
musings, cutting into me like a wjr-
geon's knife. This is the meaning of 
that woman's coldness to me when I 
left the house. I can read the story 
now, as she read the story of my love 
for Mabel when she frowned upon me. 
She has no mind that I shall step in the 
way of the richer man. , 

"A gentleman, you say, mother?" 
"One with plenty of money, any

ways." v 
"Who is this gentleman, may I ask?" 
"You must know him, Amos. Mr. 

Druce." , 
"What! the money lender?" 
".Yes, Amos." . > . < 

CHAPTER V. 
HE ugly, thin, in
quisitive face that 
I have seen but 
once, many years 
ago, appears again 
before me; the 
bony fingers again 
make themselves 
felt w i thin my 
palm. It seems but 
yesterday that they 
lay there. I spit up* 

on my palm to rub off the fancied con
tact. He offered to lend me money, 
this man. and doubtless has made more 

a 

by "turning it over," as he caid. There
fore my mother calls hi nr a'gentleman. 

"Mr. Druce," I ask, "keeps -hl9 loan-
offlce still?" 

"Yes, and is quite a rich man. All 
the neighbors borrow of him. They 
pay him back a little at a time every 
week." 

"You owe him nothing, I hope?" 
"No, my son; I manage without, 

though 'tis a hard pinch." 
"I make it as easy for you as I can, 

mother," I say, sternly. "It would be 
harder the other way. All that I have 
is yours. You'll promise me never to 
lay yourself tind-sr an obligation to 
that man?" • 

"I promise you, my son," she replies, 
in a tone made piteous by my stern
ness. 

"Do you think," I say, following 
out the direction of my thoughts, "that 
Mabel's mother owes him money?" 

"It is likely, my son." 
"And has -Mabel herself spoken to 

you about it?" 
"No, my son." 
"Has she not spQjcen to you about 

Mr. Druce?" It ; "• ?, ,* 
'She has never mentioned his name 

to. me, Amos." 
This comforts me somewhat. If a 

girl is about to. be married, and het 
heart is in the match, she would surely 
speak of It to such a friend as my 
mother was to Mabel. How do I work 
out the sum, then? In this way: Ma
bel's mother favors the match; Mabel 
herself wishes to avoid it. I follow 
out the current of my musings. 

"Do you like Mabel's mother?" 
"I've seen her but a few times al

together, Amos. I doubt there's no 
love lost between us. She is a cold 
woman." 

"Mabel is the same to you as ever 
mother?" 

"My son," says my mother, with a 
touch of rough wisdom which no pol
ishing can improve, "an old woman 
and a child go together; they fit in 
with one another naturally. But when 
the child grows into a woman herself, 
it is different; other notions come into 
her head—notions of courting and mar
riage. Then there's room for naughl 
else." 

"Mabel is the soul of truth," I say, 
"Mabel's heart is as good as gold." 
' "Ay," repeats my mother in a pe
culiar tone, "as good as gold." 

"Do you not believe,"I ask slowly 
"that Mabel' would marry a poor mat 
for love?" 

"Not when gold is flung before hei 
eyes. Like mother, like daughter." 

My mother and I have never ex* 
changed a harsh word and, I resolvi 
that one shall not be uttered now. Agt 
has its privileges as well as its in^ 
firmities, and with increasing yearj 
the judgment becomes warped. So 1 
say no more; but I resolve that I wilt 
test Mabel soon. 

The opportunity arrives a day or tw« 
afterward in the early morning, and 1 
speak to Mabel direct. Does any on^ 
ever remember the exact words that 
pass when he is following out a pur
pose such as was in my mind? I dfl 
not, and cannot set down what wa^ 
said. I know that I was deeply agi
tated, and that my first reference was 
to Mr. Druce. 

"He is nothing to me," Mabel says 
(TO BB COXTIKtJSD. I 

FAKE OF THK-ANIM AIiS 

WILD OAME IS ABOUT EX
TINCT IN ALPS. 

Work or Extermination In ' Switzerland 

I« Well-Nijth Complete — Not Lckh 
Titan Seven Kinds of Quadrupeds Have 
lleen Kxtlngalsbed. • • .. - v 

I I  
NAPOLEON LEARNS BUSINESS 

Indifferent About Letting His Suhordl 

nates See His Ifjnorancc. 

A few clays after the thirteenth ven-
demaire I happened to«be at the office 
of the general staff in the Rue Neuve 
des Capucines, when Gen. Bonaparte, 
who was lodging in the house, came in, 
says the "Memoirs of Baron Thiebault." 
I can still see his little 'hat, surmount
ed by a chance -plume badly fastened 
on, his tri-color sash more than care
lessly tied, his coat cut anyhow and 
a sw.ord which, 3n truth, did not seem 
the sort of weapon to make his fortune. 
Flinging his hat on a large table in the 
middle of the room, he went up to an 
old general named Krieg, a man with a 
wonderful knowledge of detail and tha 
author of a very good soldiers' man
ual. He made him take a seat beside 
him at the table and began question
ing him, pen in hand, about a host of 
facts connected with the service und 
discipline. Some of his questions show
ed such a complete ignorance of the 
most ordinary things that several of 
my comrades smiled. J was myself 
struck by the number of his questions, 
their order and their rapidity. « » « 
But what struck me still more was the 
spectacle of a commander-in-chief iier-
fectly indifferent about showing his 
subordinates how completely ignorant 
he was of various points of the busi
ness which the junior of them was 
supposed to know perfectly, and this 
raised him a hundred cubits in. my 
eyes. 

Dressed Poultry. f j 
"They say," said a citizen, "that the 

expert poultrymaa. knows at sight just 
where a dressed chicken is from. Of 
course he knows a Philadelphia chick
en when he sees it, but they tell me 
that of western poultry, for Instance, 
he can tell at a glance whether a chick
en comes from Ohio or Illinois, and so 
on. It's a fine thing, no doubt, to be 
able to do this, and still I should be 
satisfied to be without this refinement 
of knowledge concerning the chicken 
territorially if I could tell, before buy
ing, whether it was tough or not"—• 
Exchange. ; f " 

• A Pertinent Knqulrgr* 

"If you don't get out of here," said 
the bartender, who was somewhat giv
en to circuitous statements, "it will 
become my painful duty to soak you 
in the neck." 

"Might I inquire," responded the 
gentleman who had stood against the 
stove for two hours, "might I inquire 
if this is to be an external or internal 
treatment?"—Indianapolis Journal, 

Switzerland will soon be entirely free 
of wild animals, if the rate of extinc
tion that has prevailed of late is main
tained. in the official archives in 
Zurich are records of the various kinds 
of beasts that once existed in the land 
of the red cross. Evidences of beaver 
life have been found on the shores of 
Lake Morat, the bones and skeletons 
being fully six centuries old. One of 
the tributary streams which feed the 
lake is called Beaver brook, the title 
being due to its former inhabitants. 
That the name is old is shown by the 
fact that no beavers have lived in 
Switzerland since the twelfth or thir
teenth century. 

Brown bears were plentiful in the 
mountain lands until the seventeenth 
century. The last one killed of which 
there is any official knowledge came 
to his end in 1698 in Barbereche. Now
adays the bears that are raised in 
Berne for various show purposes are 
imported young from other countries. 
Deer were more than plentiful in the 
highlands In olden times, but they 
were cleaned out pretty well in 1748 
to 1750. There is a record in the Swiss 
archives tliSfc a deer was seen in the 
woods In 1871, but it was apparently 
far from its own stamping ground. 

Up to the seventeenth century 
wolves were such plagues that several 
cantons offered substantial premiums 
for their heads and skins. It took 
ages to chase them off the plains, and 
fully 100 years more to clean them out 
of the highlands. Not a live wolf has 
been seen in Switzerland since 1837. 
The lynx disappeared about the same 
time. Wild boars were numerous in 
the fifteenth and sixteenth centuries, 
but none has been encountered since 
1800. A few wildcats are reported to 
have been shot since 1891, but the 
authorities doubt the authenticity of 
the reports. 

Not less than seven prominent kind3 
of quadrupeds have been exterminated 
in Switzerland in five centuries, not to 
mention the world-famous wild goat, 
or chamois. A few of these beautiful 
animals are raised and kept by the 
landlords of some of the leading re
sorts to maintain the impression that 
chamois are part and parcel of the 
Swiss mountains. But they are do
mesticated and are vastly different 
from the timid little animal that no
bility used to hunt and poets raved 

> itrr.v::, 
Philippine Tribe*. 

There are about 80 distinct tribes 
among the natives of the Philippines. 
The Moros are the most bloodthirsty 
savages known. 

4." WOMEN 
WHO EARN 
THEIR UVINGi 

SALESWOMEN understand what torture Is. 
Constantly on their feet whether well or ill. Compelled 

to smile and be agreeable to' customers while dragged 
•: down with some feminine weakness. Backaches and head-
•'aches count for little. They must 

keep going or lose their place. 
To these Mrs. Pinkham's help is 

offered. A letter to her at Lynn, 
Mass., will bring her advice free 

5 of all charge. 
Miss Nancie Shobk, Florence, 

f \Col., writes a letter to Mrs. Pink-
ham from which we quote: 

"I had been in poor health for some time, my troubles hav
ing been brought on by standing, so my physician said, caus
ing serious womb trouble. I had to give up my work. I was 

' just a bundle of nerves and would have fainting spells at 
monthly periods. I doctored and took various medicines, but 

got no relief, and when I wrote to you 
I could not walk more than four blocks 
at a time. I followed your advice, tak
ing Lydia E. Pinkham's Blood Purifier 
in connection with the Vegetable Com
pound and began to gain in strength 
from the first. I am getting to be a 
Stranger to pain and I owe it all to your 
medicine. There ij none equal to it, 

for I have tried many others be
fore using yours. Words cannot 
be said too strong in praise of it." 

Miss Polly Frame, Meade, 
Kan., writes: 

"PEAR MRS. PINKHAM—I feel it 
my duty to write you in regard to 
what your medicine has done for 

me. I cannot praise it 
enough. Since my girlhood 
I had been troubled with ir

regular and painful 
periods and for nearly 
five years had suffered 

5 with falling of the 
womb, and whites. Also 
had ovarian trouble, the 

left ovary being so swollen and sore that I could not move 
without pain. Now, thanks to your wonderful medicine, that 

& 

2 

t 

Kit  
tired feeling is all gone, and I am healthy and strong. 

No More "Ordinary" Sleepers. 

Some time ago the Pullman Compa
ny, as an experimental measure, intro
duced "Ordinary" sleeping car service 
on the Baltimore and Ohio Rail Road 
Between Baltimore and Newark, and 
Pittsburg and Chicago. The results 
to the Railroad Company were very 
gratifying, but subsequently it was as
certained that the Pullman Company 
was not in position to furnish this 
class of equipment to all roads operat
ing Tullman care east of Chicago and 
St. Louis, and to allay any friction that 
misrht result fro;j this inequality of 
service, the Pullman Company re
quested the Baltimore and Ohio Rail 
Road to resume the standard cars 
previously in service, which will be 
done, commencing April lOth.^*,, „ 

His Speecli Impaired. " 
First Deaf Mute (on his fingers)— 

Too bad about Walker losing one of 
his fingers. 

Second Deal' Mute (ditto)—Yes; it 
causes quite an impediment in his 
speech.—Ohio State Journal. 

Hal roar's Unintended Joke. 
The other day Mr. Balfour, In" a 

Speech in the house of commons, al-
luded to the once current notion that 
nobody was competent to legislate for 
the country unless ne had a stake in it. 
"That, no doubt, was overdone." The 
house roared with laughter—pleased 
with a rattle, tickled with a straw— 
to the astonishment of the orator, who 
did not know that he had said any
thing funny, and who did not even 
appreciate the joke of the "overdone 
stake" when it was explained to him 
by a colleague.—Household Words. 

PATENTS. t  'J 

List of Patent#* lasiied. Lost Week to 
Northwestern Inventors 

pen. ri 
George Bruhn, Winona, Minn., auto

matic wagon brake; James J. Gustaf, 
Lowviile, Minn., device for finding 
dead-centers; Nels Ilockerson, Jr., Ma
rine Mills, Minn., pole and neck yoke 
coupling; William II. L*)omis, St. Pe
ter, Minn., sliding door lock; James H. 
Robinson, Minneapolis, Minn., life-sav-
i!ig guard for street cars. 

Merwin. Lothrop & Johnson, Patent At
torneys, 910 Pioneer Press Bldg., St. Paul. 

The Grcnt "Amen" Question. 

By a vote of the church members at 
Moriah, Carnarvon, a curious dispute 
was on Tuesday evening settled. With 
the introduction of the new hymn and 
tune book of the connection a few 
weeks ago, there waa also initiated 
the practice, which is not very gen
eral in non-conformist places of wor
ship, of singing the "Amen" at the 
conclusion of each hy-an. 

Several members pf the congrega
tion disapproved of the innovation, 
and by way of protest resumed their 
seats at the close of the hymn proper. 

Keeling on the matter became so 
acute that the pastor decided to take 
the voice of the church on Tuesday 
e\ening, when tbe-e was present a 
large attendance of church members. 
The result was the defeat of the sup
porters of the "Amen" by an over
whelming majority. 

The voting resulted as follows: In 
favor of the "Amen," 40; against, 8G. 
—Xorth Wales Observer. 

Read tlie Advertisements. 

You will enjoy this publication much 
better if you will get into the habit of 
reading the advertisements; they will 
afford a most amusing study, and 
will put you in the way of getting some 
excellent bargains. Our advertisers 
are reliable; they send what they ad
vertise. 4?.';" 

"SCRAPS." 
sites 

No vice president has been renom
inated for fifty years. 

Lyons is trying a new street pave
ment made of blocks of glas3. f 

Chinese scholars claim that iron 
swords were in use in their country 
4,000 years ago. j 

The pistol taljen from General Santa 
Ana at the battle of San Jacinto was 
recently placed in the Texas depart
ment of history. , 

Whales' teeth form the currency of 
the Fiji islands. They are painted 
white and red to represent different 
values. The natives carry their 
wealth around their necks. '4VS , 

It has been stated that John Walter, 
of the Londor^ Times, left as a legacy 
to his daughter one of the advertising 
columns of the Thunderer. It brought 
the lady a steady income of $150 a day. 

A physician was acquitted recently 
in England for riding a bicycle on a 
sidewalk because of an old law that 
gives a doctor the right to take the 
shortest cut when on his way to an ur- > 
gent case. j 

"I read today," said Mrs. McBride, 
"of a judge who recently granted 
twenty divorces in one day." "He 
must be one of those twenty-knot de
stroyers we read about sometimes," 
added- Mr. McBride.—Life. j 

According to the Revue Scientifique, 
Berlin, shows a greater increase in 
the number of visitors than any other 
European city. In 1884 there were 
268,000 visitors; in 1897 there were 
517,000—a gain of 93 per cent. In 
Paris the increase was smaller, but the 
total number larger—890,000 in 1897. 
In the same year Vienna had 364,000 
visitors. | 

Not so very many years ago it 
would have been looked upon as a ter
rible breach of etiquette, on the conti
nent at least, for a princess to be 
taught such useful things as cooking 
or dressmaking; but nowadays all that 
is changed and there are not many1 

royal ladies, especially In Germany, 
wha have not been thoroughly in
structed in all that pertains to house
keeping down to its minutest detail^ 

"V;.., > J 

Her Hnsband Twice Her Age. 
A curious marriage has taken 

place at Newcastle, Eyg. For the 
third time a lady named Makings has 
been before the altar in the character 
of a bride, and there was something 
remarkable in each of her three en
gagements. Her first husband was a 
Quaker, her second a Roman Catholic 
and her present a Protestant. Each 
husband was twice her age. At 16 
she married a gentleman of 82, at 30 
slie took one of 60, and now, at 42, she 

r,is united to a gentleman of 84 

Do Tour Feet Actio and Barn? 
Shake into your shoes, Allen's Foot-

Ease, a powder for the feet It makes 
tight or New Shoes feel Easy. Cures 
Corns, Buaions, Swollen, Hot and 
Sweating Feet. At all DruggistB and 
Shoe Storey, 25c. Sample sent FREBL 
Address Allen S. Olmsted. LeRoy, N. T. 

The Situation. 

"Biffles is a pleasant sort of chap," 
remarked one young man. 

"I don't like him," said the other. 
"He's too egotistic." 

'"It is merely a matter of impression. 
You judged from his manner that he 
is egotistic, and you feel resentful. He 
judges from your manner that you 
think he's egotistic, and he resents 
your self-opinionated fashion of jump
ing at conclusions. It's a mistake all 
'round."—Washington Star. 

lHH The Way It Happened. !|§|; 
Sympathetic Visitor (to prisoner)— 

My good man, what brought you here? 
Facetious Prisoner—Borrowing mon

ey. 
"But they don't put people in prison 

for borrowing money." 
"les; but I had to knock the man 

down three or four times before he 
would lend it to me."—Pick-Me-Un 

\ ; -s 1 

The Worst of It. 

"See the effect of drink!" cried the 
orator; "an empty home and empty 
pockets'." 

"And, worst of all," said: the inebri
ate iu the back row, "an empty bottle." 
—Cincinnati Enquirer. 

Encouragement. S3;'.: 
He—''Tis said that the secret of suc

cess is constancy of purpose. 
She—Yes; if you keep at it long 

hold of that mustache you are trying 
enough you may succeed in catching 
to find —Chicago News. 

It's a great misfortune not to have 
judgment enough to keep silent at the 
proper time. 

The best way to beut a poor carpet is 
to buy a new one. 

A Dciliiltioxi. v. 
Little Elmer—l'apa, what is a colo

nel ? 
Prof. Broadhead—A colonel, my son, 

is usually a large man, with the court
ly manners of a crown prince and the 
stomach of a common, everyday cam
el.—Life. ' 

Tested Friendship. 
Jackson—Heaven bless him! He'liaa 

confidence in me when the clouds were 'u \ 
dark and threatening. 

Wilson—In what way? '<! i 
Jackson—He lent me an umbrella,-— 

Boston Traveler. 
( f .k 'Xp" ' ' )}  I  

A Vueutiou Earned, ^ * 
Mr. Bronxl.torougli—Shall we go to 

the seaside this summer? 
Mrs. Bronxborougli—What's the use? 

The girls are all married now. Let's 
stay at home and rest.—New York " 
Evening Journal. 
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An Excellent Combination* 
The pleasant method and beneficial 

effects of the well known remedy, 
Syrup of Figs, manufactured by the 
California Fig Sykup Co., illustrate 
the 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 tlite system. It 
is the one perfect strengthening laxa
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 sub
stance, and its acting on tlie kidneys, 
liver and bowels, without weakening-
or irritating them, make it the ideal 
laxative. 

In the process of manufacturing figs 
are used, as they are pleasant to the 
taste, but the medicinal qualities of the 
remedy are obtained from senna and 
other aromatic plants, by a method 
known to the California Fig Sykup 
Co. only. In order to get its beneficial 
effects and to avoid imitations, please 
remember the full name of the Company 
printed on the front of every package. 

CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO. 
SAN FRANCISCO, OAL. 

XiOmSVII^LE. KV. NEW YORK. N. Y. 
Por sale by all Druggist*.—Price 50c. per bottle 
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