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I think I may fairly claim to know 
more of Monty's peculiarities than 
most people for I have known him all 
my life. 

Therefore, when he told me one af
ternoon that he was going to be mar
ried, I felt in a position to pity the girl 
from the bottom of my heart. "Monty," 
by the way. Is a contraction of "Monu
ment," a name I specially invented, as 
lumming up nearly both his physical 

[and mental aspect. 
He wag tall and extremely handsome, 

(after ttie style of the later and more 
©generate Greek gods bearing on every 

|feature and in every movement the 
tamp of languor and of laziness. 
He is Indolence personified, and, in-

«ed, if you take that away, there re
ins little or nothing but Obstinacy 

'(with a big 0). This combination 
lended together by a thick solution 
•f self-complacency, produces, meta-
horically speaking, ai stone wall. 
You cannot argue with him; he will 

either be convinced himself nor be at 
•he trouble of convincing you. You 

not interest him against his will, 
•ad he seldom wishes to be interested, 

ally, you cannot even have the sat-
ction of quarreling with him, for 

6 will not be roused, and looks on 
'our supremest efforts to anger him 

the easy tolerance of a victorious 
>rseus watching Medusa's snaky 

ocks entwine themselves around bis 
ers, and strive to make him relax 
hold. 

At one moment of our lives he would 
ve had me believe in his lordly way 
at he was not unwilling to link my 

iestiny with him. But, strange to re-
ate, I remained unmoved by the gold-
n prospect of his companionship, pro

ved indefinitely—perhaps eternally 
•nd his tentative hints lapsed into 

tbllvion. To return to the afternoon In 
tion. Being aware of his artistic 

mperment, I naturally jumped at the 
elusion that his choice had fallen 

® a "daughter of the gods." 
"Oh, no," he said in his slow way, "a 
autlful woman is delightful to look 

t, but not to marry. She would be 
ssible to manage." 

Then is she young?" I asked, al-
hough my curiosity was somewhat 

mpened. 
"Just 17," he observed, thoughtfully, 
d was surprised at my exclamation. 

ousness were to be the hourly accom
paniment of my married life I should 
be afraid of the consequences. It is Je
mima. Now, you may say (and with 
perfect truth) that "Mimmie" is not 
particularly melodious, but at least you 
will admit that nothing can be worse 
than Jemima, and anything might be 
better. 

"By the way," said Monty, after a 
pause, "I believe there was a time 
when I had a fancy for you, Mimmie, 
and thought you might not make me 
a bad wife." 

"There may have been," I answered 
calmly, "for I can distinctly remem
ber a time when I decided that certain
ly you would make me a bad husband." 

And Monty bestowed upon me one of 
those all-forgiving, albeit sad, glances 
that are so abnormally irritating when 
one is trying one's best to snub him. 

After Monty's casual remark I was 
surprised to find Effle a nice looking 
girl, though with, of course, no preten
sions to the Junoesque that Monty de
mands of his ideal woman. She was 
young, indeed, but had an old fashioned 
way with her that was infinitely attrac
tive. I had guessed intuitively that she 
had neither father nor mother, al
though many people might say that 
this was judging my cousin too harsh
ly. Her guardians were an elderly un
cle and aunt, who didn't mind what she 
did as long as she didn't worry them, 
so I was glad to help her with her 
trousseau, and see as much of her as 
possible. 

I soon discovered that Monty object
ed to her having so many friends. 

"Lancelot," as she was made to call 
him, thought "gadding about" showed 
"empty headedness." 

"But, my dear child," I exclaimed, he 
eurely doesn't expect you to drop your 
friends just because you are going to 
marry him? Why, you will want them 
more than ever. What do you suppose 
you'll do when he's at work all day?" 

"Then he hasn't told you he's going 
to resign the partnership?" said Effle 
timidly. 

My heart froze and the fact must 
have been clearly evident to her, for 
she hastened to add: "You don't think 
he spoils me too much, do you, in giv
ing it up for my sake?" 

And the recording angel should put 
it to my credit that I only answered. 

"Effle, if he ever spoils you let me 
k n o w . "  . . . .  

Yesterday I tackled him. 
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HE WAS NOT A GOOD LOVER, 

I gasped, "then what is she 

•But my dear Monty, you &re old 
|nough to be—" 

"Excuse me, Mimmie, I would rather 
lie were still younger. Marry a ehild 

|nd you may hope to educate her into 
ie wife you would cherish In your old 
ge." 
"0!" 

|ke?" 
'Inclined to be frivolous, but I shall 

3on remedy that. The poor girl is only 
> glad to find a man who is not hunt-

ag her for her paltry five or six hun-
red a year." 
That I could readily believe, and in 

U3tice to Monty, I must say that mon-
r, as mere money, does not in the least 
ppeal to him. Perhaps that i« because 

|« has always had enough to be com-
srtable. 
But. he was not a good lover! He 

jras ev&i then far more interested in 
lie academy than in his fiancee's 
harms. There were three or four por-
lits of lovely women that he spoke of 
atway that made me glad the origl-

ls did not come within his sphere of 
cquaintance—for the girl's sake. 
He did not carry her photo in his 

acket. It took him several moments of 
lard thought to remember her address, 
|nd—"when you are intimate enough 

call her by her Christian name," he 
emarked, "please call her Euphemia, 

|nd not Effle." 
"Why?" I asked, determined on no 

|ccount to do so. 
"Because," he answered impressively, 
Sffle is too insignificant for a married 

I'oman, and I have a strong objection 
pet names. 

"When," I inquired, sternly, "did you 
rer in the whole course of our lives 

me by my baptismal name?" Mon-
smiled indulgently. 

That is different. You are not going 
be my wife." 

11 confess I reveled in this consoling 
light, for nothing in the world could 

• reconcile me to the peculiar atro-
of my name, and if its full hida-

S . // ' 

"What do you mean," I asked "by re
tiring from business at your age?" 

"And why not?" he said. "Isn't a 
husband's place at his wife's side?" 

"Most emphatically no," I rejoined, 
with deadly earnestness. "A husband's 
duty is to make money for his wife to 
enjoy herself with." 

"My dear Mimmie," he begged pite-
ously, "don't put those sort of ideas 
into Euphemia's head. You are too 
frivolously minded to understand that 
a woman should be a man's handmaid 
mentally as well as physically, and not 
his plaything. I don't want a wife who 
requires amu ng, or who wishes to 
amuse me. If * want relaxation I can 
come and see you. I want her to be 
useful, and domesticated, and—" , . ' 

"And," I Interrupted, "what do you 
think she will want to be?" ./ 

Monty actually gasped. Then he re
covered himself sufficiently to answer 
characteristically: 

"She will want to be what I make 
her." 

Poor Effle! And the wedding Is to
morrow!"—Westminster Budget., """ 

Analysis of a Lady's Tear. 
It is said of James Smithson that 

"happening to observe a tear gliding 
down a lady's cheek he endeavored to 
catch it in a crystal vessel; that one-
half of the drop escaped, but, having 
preserved the other half, he submitted 
it to reagents, and detected what was 
then called mlcrocosmic salt, with mu
riate of soda and three or four more sa
line substances held in solution."—Self-
Culture. 

Amazing Speed of the Otter. 
The speed of en otter under water 

is amazing. Fish have no chance 
against them. In some places in In
dia otters are kept by the natives to 
£sh for them. They are tied up to 
stakes like dogs when not working, 
wear plaited collars and seem happy. 

VENDS PEANUTS AND STUDIES 

Street Corner Merchant Who Is an In-

veterate Bookworm* 
One does not look to the street mer- > 

chant who vends peanuts and popcorn 
for a high degree of literary culture, 
but there is at least one man who fol
lows that occupation who knows 
enough to acceptably fill a professor
ship in the big school down by the 
Midway. He is a native of sunny Italy 
and he lives in Nashville. Under his 
display of peanuts Vincente Costello 
always has a box of books, one of 
which he reads in every leisure mo
ment he can snatch from business. 
But he will rarely talk of books; the 
shrewd people have a way of getting 
into a discussion before him, which 
warms him into exhibiting his learn
ing. He speaks and reads Italian, 
French and English, and has a smat
tering of German. He has rare old 
chronicles, French and Italian, many 
editions of Shakespeare, some of them 
magnificently illustrated and bound. 
He would go in rags if he had not 
money for both books in clothes, said 
his dark-eyed Italian wife, whose 
great delight is to keep his book case 
in good condition. He has a dozen Bi
bles, Greek and Latin classics, the 
works of Boileau, Molier, Rousseau, 
Guizot and Victor Hugo complete, vol-< 
umes written by Dante and Ariosto 
and Italian and English encyclope
dias. He owns few novels but has a 
splendid set of Dickens' works in for
ty-four volumes, with the original 
Cruikshank illustrations, which he be
stowed, on her eleventh birthday, up
on his daughter, of whom he is mak
ing a pianist. It would be a liberal ed
ucation in English to read the English 
books of this library from the time of 
Chaucer to that of Herbert Spencer. 
He is not a mere bookworm, but an 
intelligent and reflective reader. 

FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. 

A GOOD SIGN. 

The Nose of Vast Importance to the 

Reading of Character. 
Though the other features all reveal 

their special characteristics, it is hope
less to try to read and balance them 
aright without first carefully examin
ing the nose and allowing for the weak
ness or strength iundicated by it. The 
Roman nose Is unfailingly and correct
ly associated with will power and com
mand; the snub variety with self-as-
sertiveness, and the thin, high-bridged, 
hooked type with avarice,. A compress
ed nostril is not to be wished for, as it 
indicates suspicion and penurlousness. 
When the curve is heavy the character 
is usually correspondingly dull and un
interesting; well defined, it points out 
the well-balanced mind, and perhaps 
also a passionate disposition easily 
roused and as easily calmed. The lit
tle, pointed, narrow nose proclaims it
self as impudent and wanting in rever
ence, and when it is united to a reced
ing chin and forehead, with eyes close 
to the nose, the wider the berth given 
the possessor of such unenviable quali
ties the better. So there is much,very 
much, in physiognomy, and one's con
stant (not first) impressions, though 
not always invariably correct, may, on 
the whole, be trusted. 

•Why We Use tho Right Hand. 

Every pugilist, upon entering the 
ring, takes special pains to protect the 
region of the heart. All athletes un
derstand that the most vulnerable por
tion of the body is undoubtedly the 
•heart. A hard blow, well delivered on 
the left breast, will easily kill—or at 
any rate stun—even a strong man. 
Hence, from an early period men have 
used the right hand to fight with and 
have employed the left arm chiefly to 
cover the heart and to parry a blow 
aimed at that specially vulnerable re
gion. When weapons of offense and 
defense superseded the fist it was the 
right.hand that grasped the spear and 
sword, while the left held over the 
heart the shield or buckler. From this 
simple origin, then, the whole vast 
difference in civilized life takes its be
ginning. At first no doubt the supe
riority of the right hand was only felt 
in the manner of fighting. But that 
alone gave it prominence and paved 
the way for its supremacy elsewhere. 

' ' Beautiful Marble. •'iSil 

That beautiful transparent stone 
called Tabriz marble, much used in the 
burial places of Persia and In their 
grandest edifices, consists of the petri
fied water of ponds in certain parts of 
the country. The petrification may be 
traced from its commencement to its 
termination. In one part the water is 
clear, in a second it appears thicker 
and stagnant, in a third quite black, 
and in the last stage it is white like 
frost. When the operation is com
plete a stone thrown on its surface 
makes no impression and one may walk 
over it without wetting one's shoes. 
The substance thus produced is brittle 
and transparent, and sometimes richly 
striped with red, green and copper 
color. So much is this marble, which 
may be cut into large slabs, looked 
upon as a luxury that none but the 
king, his sons and persons especially 
privileged are permitted to take it. 

Accepted. 

Bess—"So Tom had the impudence to 
kiss you last night." Teas—"Yes, but 
he came around today to explain. He 
said: "I'm sorry if I hurt you. I ad
mit I'm only an apology for a man, 
but I love you, and that was the only 
way I could tell you." Bess—"The 
idea! Well?" Tess—"Well, I accept-
ed the apology."—Catholic Standard. 

*?>• irt f; 
* Shakespeare's Lambs- * 

Shakespeare, among his many allu-
fiions to the sweetness, the innocence, 
and the helplessness of the lamb, only 
once cites it as an article of food. 
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SOME GOOD STORIES FOR OUR 
J: JUNIOR READERS., 

Prank's Visit to the Quartz Mill—What 

Victor Did—Dewey as He Is—An Ac

quaintance Talis About the Admiral's 
Characteristics. 
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Little Miss Muffet. 
discovered a tuftet 

^Which never occurred to the rest of 
us)Jf 

And, as 'twas a June day and just about 
noonday, 

She warned to eat—like the best of us. 
Her diet was whey, and 1 hasten to say 
it is wholesome, the people grow fat 

on it; 
The spot being lonely, tho lady not only 

Discovered the tuffet, but sut on It. 

A rivulet gabbled beside her and babbled, 
AS rivulets always are thought to do, 

And dragon-Hies sported around and ca
vorted, 

As poets say dragon-flies ought to do; 
<Vhen, glancing aside for a moment, she 

spied 
A horrible sight that brought fear to 

her, 
A hideous spider was sitting beside her, 

And most unavoidably near to her! 

creature politely 
said: Madam, I earnestly vow to you 
m penitent that I did not wear my hat. 

Should otherwise certainly bow to you." 
i hough anxious to please, he was so ill 

at ease 
That he lost all his sense of propriety. 

And grew so inept that he clumsily slept 
in her plate, which Is barred in society, 

inis curious error completed her. terror, 
one shuddered, and, growing much 

paler, not 
,tuffet. but dealt him a buffet 

Which doubled him up in a sailor knot 
it should be explained that at this he 

was pained; 
He cried, "I have vexed you, no doubt 

of it! 
Your fist's like a truncheon." "You're 

still in my luncheon," 
Ehe answered; "Get out 

And the moral is this—be it madam or 
miss 

To whom you have something to say; 
xou are only absurd when you get in 

the curd, 
But you're rude when you get in the 

, whey, ^ 
,.r,T —Guy Wetmore Carrye. 

Frank's Vlsti to the Quartz MM. 

A few days after Frank's visit to the 
mine, his father took him through the 
large quartz mill, where the ore was 
crushed and the gold separated from 
the rock. Frank had often stood out
side, listening to the roar of the ma
chinery, but now that he was shut In 
with the noise, he found it much louder 
than he had expected. He could hard
ly hear his own voice, and could not 
catch half that his father said, al
though he tried hard to do so. They 
went first to where the ore was emp
tied from the cars into a large bin 
with a slanting floor. From there it 
slid into the rock-erusher, a machine 
with two great iron jaws, which 
opened and shut, breaking the large 
lumps of ore into small pieces. It was 
fascinating to watch this machine 
"chew rocks." As Frank said, it 
looked "exactly like the mouth of a 
hungry crocodile." Next they went up 
several flights of stairs to an immense 
bin where the broken ore was stored, 
and from whence it was slowly fed to 
the stamps pounding away below. The 
stamps were heavy iron hammers, 
fastened to an upright iron rod, which 
worked up and down in an iron frame. 
Each stamp weighed over six hun
dred pounds, and eight or ten of them, 
going at once, made the building shake, 
as you may well suppose. Little 
streams of water ran under the stamps, 
washing out the finely crushed ore and 
carrying it to gently sloping copper 
plates, covered with quicksilver. 
Frank's father explained that the 
quicksilver caught and held the gold 
that was washed over it, but allowed 
the dirt to wash away. This dirt, 
however, was too precious to lose, for 
it contained a good deal of gold com
bined with other minerals. It was 
therefore dried, put into sacks, and 
sent away to go through other pro
cesses, by which the gold was obtained. 
As it was now nearly time to quit 
work for the day, the stamps were 
stopped, and the combination of gold 
and quicksilver, called amalgam, was 
scraped from the plates into small can
vas bags and taken to the amalgama
tion room. Frank followed to see what 
was done with it, and found that the 
bags were pressed until the free mer
cury oozed out. The amalgam was 
then heated, and the quicksilver 
driven off in the form of vapor. And 
here at last they had the elusive gold, 
for which men and machinery had 
labored so long. Frank was given a 
tiny bit of the pure, glittering metal, 
and also a piece of amalgam, for his 
cabinet. Nina C. Kyle. 

What Victor Did. 3 
"Teddy, dear!" called mamma. - ̂  
"Yes'm," replied Teddy. He was 

busy over his book on the cool, shaded 
piazza, and it was a warm August 
afternoon. 

"I want you to take Victor down to 
the river for a bath. The dog is so hot 
in the cellar." 

"But, mother, at sundown." 
"Who promised to play the hose for 

Patrick at sundown?" 
"I did," said Teddy, a little smile re

placing the sober pucker over his nose. 
"Dear me, mamma," he remarked, 
pulling on his cap, "what a thing it is 
to be man of the house!" 

"Yes," returned mamma, "it Is a 
beautiful thing to be a cheerful little 
man of the house." 

Presently she losed the big St. Ber
nard, and he came leaping toward Ted
dy, eagerness In every movement, for 
his freedom usually meant a bath these 
hot days. 

"Come on, Vic!" called Teddy. 
"You're more bother than you're 
worth, old fellow!" he declared, 
fondling him. "Just think of me, a 
two-legged boy, waiting upon you, a 
four-legged dog!" Victor could not 
think about It, but he licked Teddy's 

t-

hapd lovingly, as if to acknowledge the 
condescension, and they started off. 

"It seems to me," said mamma to 
Betty, when they sat on the porch later 
with their fancy work, "that Teddy and 
Victor have been gone a long time." 

"They're coming this minute, mam
ma!" murmured Betty, peering through 
the creeper. 

"Why, Ted, how flushed you look! 
Charge, Victor! That's right. Did he 
have a cool swim, dear. 

"Did he?" cried Ted, excitedly. Then 
his round face sobered. "Mamma," he 
said, "how strangely things happen! 
If I had not promised to play the hose 
—why, you see, mamma," he contin
ued, breaking off and plunging into the 
heart of his story, "when we got down 
to the water, there was Patrick's old 
father trying to swim for his straw hat, 
which had blown into the river. He's 
so old and feeble, I thought it queer he 
should be swimming for bis hat so 
wildly, with all his clothes on. So I 
sent Victor in for it, and what do you 
think?" 

"What?" cried Betty, breathlessly. 
"He never went near it, but straight 

for Patrick's father instead, and 
brought him to shore. A wise thing, 
too, for the old man had given out. I 
pulled him ashore, dripping, and then 
away went Victor after the hat, and 
brought that! The poor fellow grabbed 
It and pulled a ten-dollar bill out from 
under the leather. He had drawn it 
from the bank and thought he had lost 
it, and they're so poor! He cried over 
the money! Vic and I took him home, 
and his sick old wife cried over him. 
Oh,- I tell you 'twas a wet time!" he 
finished, winking oddly himself. 

Mamma and Betty both looked sus
picious also, and Ted said, "Come 
here, Vic, till I apologize. You darling 
old dog, I am proud to wait on you, 
sir!" and he buried his arms in the 
damp fur of the noble fellow's shaggy 
neck. . ^ Lillian L. Price. 

' 4 ^ Dewey as He Is. 
Many pictures of Admiral Dewey 

have been published In the last few 
months, but very few of them show 
much of the man as he is. Most of 
them show a rather long, narrow face, 
with high, slightly receding forehead 
and Roman nose. As a matter of fact, 
there is more breadth and less length 
to the face than these pictures show. 
It is a square face, and its most prom
inent feature is the rugged under jaw. 
The eyes are wide apart and set well 
back under heavy brows. The fore
head Is high, broad and bold.' "The 
nose is large, and the mouth generous, 
but firm. 

Most of his pictures show more of a 
mustache than the admiral wore last 
summer. Mustache and hair are al
most white. The complexion is dark, 
as are the eyes. He is not a big man 
physically,but he Is astonishingly quick 
in his actions. His shoulders are so 
square and his broad back so straight 
that many a man, much his Junior, 
might envy him them. His step is 
quick and springy; his whole bearing 
is one of alertness and readiness. 

His mental process is lightning-like. 
He thinks like a flash, and goes all 
around his subject in less time than 
many a man would take to study one 
side. Yet he does not jump to con
clusions, and there are times when he 
is very deliberate. He reasons to his 
determinations, and, whatever his per
sonal preferences or beliefs, or feelings, 
he can dissociate them entirely from 
his work. His logic machine is abso
lutely sound and in the finest order. It 
turns out conclusions with mathemat
ical precision. The sharpest critic he 
has can hardly find otie point in the 
long record made in Manila bay where 
he can put down his finger and say, 
"There Dewey made a mistake." 

The admiral has a peculiar trick of 
thinking out loud, and sometimes when 
he is pondering some subject he will 
argue with any man whom chance 
sends along. On such occasions he 
will advance as his definite conclusion 
whatever side of the question happens 
to be uppermost in his mind and stand 
ready to defend it with considerable 
warmth.—McClure's Magazine. 

Eyes Like Telescopes t 
It has often been remarked that civil

ized people tend to become short-sight
ed. This is because in towns and cities 
their vision is mostly confined to short 
distances. Savage races, on the other 
hand, are generally gifted with remark
ably keen sight,and few tribes are more 
noteworthy in this respect than the Af
rican Bushmen, whose eyes are verit
able telescopes. This power is, no 
doubt, a wise provision of nature, for 
Bushmen are a small race, and if they 
were not able to see danger a long way 
off they would be exterminated by 
their various enemies, whether savages 
or other tribes or wild beasts. A trav
eler fn South Africa relates that while 
walking one day In company with a 
friendly Bushman the savage suddenly 
stopped, and, gazing across the plain, 
cried out there was a Hon ahead. The 
traveler gazed long and earnestly into 
the direction indicated by the Bush
man, but could see nothing. "Non
sense," he said. "There's nothing 
there." And he went forward again, 
with the Bushman following at his 
heels, trembling and unwilling and 
still asserting that he could see a 
lion. Presently the native came to a 
dead stop and refused to budge another 
inch, for this time, he declared, he 
could see a lioness with cubs, a fact 
which made the animal more danger
ous than ever. But the European, who 
could see no lioness, much less her 
cubs, pushed ahead. After walking a 
quarter of a mile, however, he could 
dimly make out an object moving 
across the horizon. Still doubting that 
it could be the object which the Bush
man said he had seen, he continued to 
advance, and at last he was able to 
distinguish a lioness, with her cubs 
around her, walking leisurely toward 
the woods. 
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The Noble Animal. , 
Trader—Don't you want to sell that 

horse? 
Farmer—Naw, I keep him extra, to 

haul brokon-doAvn automobiles back to 
town.—Indianapolis Journal. * 

The New Torpedo. 
A Swede has invented one operated, 

by invisible rays of light, which en
ables it to explode at will .In like man
ner, Ilostetter's Stomach Bittern con
quers all stomach troubles. When a 
sufferer from • constipation, dyspepsia 
or liver complaint takes the Bitters ho 
Is sure of a cure. A private Revenue 
Stamp covers the neck of the bottle. 

Unfortunate. • 
Eichenstcin—Dat vus an awful t'ing 

happened to Isaacs. 
Solomns—Vat dat vas? 
Elchenstein—Had a fire und lost his 

Insurance bolicy in de excitement.— 
Ohio State Journal. 

4 4 You Never Miss the Water 
Till the Welt Runs Dry." 

We never realise the value of health 
until it is gone. When old time strength 
and vigor are wanting, purify the blood 
by taking Hood's SarsaparUla; soon re
stored appetite, perfect digestion, steady 
nerves and even temper voill prove it is 
bringing back the glow of perfect health, 

JIBED* SC 
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PATENTS. 

Llat of Pntenta Isnued L>ant Week to 
Northwestern Inventors. 

Anton L. Anderson and C. M. Roland, 
St. Hilnire, Minn., rcpe clamp; William 
II. Baker, Deaclwood, S. D., separating 
precious metals from ores; Andrew L. 
Ellingson, Austin, Minn., car coupling; 
Alfred Johnson, Minneapolis, Minn., 
wheat dryer; Godfried Laube, Huron, 
S. D., creaming can; Joseph L. Ny-
laiuler, Duluth, Minn., roller attach
ment for sleds; Otto Treibel and C. A. 
Nier, St. Paul, Minn., indicating fun
nel. 

Merwin, Lothrop & Johnson , Patent At
torneys, 010 Pioneer Press Bids., St. FauL 

Not Vaeleaa. 
"Profanity," said the long-haired pas

senger, "is so utterly useless." 
"Wrong," said the short-haired pas

senger. "I can make my wife hopping 
mad any time by swearing a little,"— 
Indianapolis Journal. 

Are TOD Using Allen's Foot-Ease? 
It is the only cure for Swollen, 

Smarting, Burning, Sweating Feet, 
Corns and Bunions. Ask for Allen's. 
Foot-Ease, a powder to be shaken into 
the shoes. At all Druggists and Shoe 
Stores, 25c. Sample sent FREE. Ad
dress Allen S. Olmsted, LeRoy, N. Y. 

Not What He Wanted. 
• Nurse—It's time for your nourish
ment now, Mr. Peppery. 

Mr. Peppery (convalescent)—Hang 
nourishment! What I want is some
thing to eat!—Judy. 

They Don't Waite Mneli. 
"I say, this steak is as bad as the 

one I had yesterday." 
"It is, sir. Oh, how stupid of them; 

I'm afraid they've given you the same 
one again."—Ally Sloper. 

Hiiall! Don't Yon Hear tlie Datiy Cry? 
Tho only eal'e medicine for sour curd colic in 

nursing babies is Cascarets Candy Cathartic. 
Make mother's milk mildly purgative. Drug
gists. lOcc, 25c, 60c. 

The office of liberality consists In 
giving with judgment.—Cicero. 

Hall's Catarrh Cure 
Is taken internally. Price, 75c. 

jg|||gjg 
Fools love the martyrdom of fame.— 

Byron. 

Light is the symbol of truth.—Low
ell. 

An Excellent Combination. 
The pleasant method and beneficial 

effects of the well known remedy, 
SYBUP OF FIGS, manufactured by the 
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP 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 the 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 the 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 SYRUP 
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. 

BAM FBANOISOO, GAS*. 
XOUIBVrc.I,B, KY. NEW YORK. JT. Y. -

For sale by all Druggists.—Price 50c. per bottl* 

„ -U8E8 WHERE ilTI 
Beet Cough Syrup. Tastes < 

In time. Sold I ime. Sold by dngnrtirtfl, 1 
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