
heat felt worst in cities*What do theyit to them, indeed! 
care? No, I don’t know what I «ball 
■j. I have thought of a plan, and 
I Believe I know the man to go to- 

heard of, and who will 
the right track.”

THE REPUBLICAN On the Desert Nature Gives Opportu
nity to R*euperate.

It has been my fortune to visit some 
)f the hottest places in America at 
‘he hottest period oi the year, and 
:he reader may be incredulous when 
1 say that I have been vastly more 
jncomfortable in Boston, New York 
Philadelphia, Baltimore or Washing 
‘.on in summer than I have at Yuma 

in the heart of the Mojave, Califor
nia or Apache desert, or any of the 
great pseudo summer deserts that 
reach away in a general line from 
Yuma to San Antonio, Texas.

I recall entering a restaurant at 
indio, on the edge of the Mojave 
when the heat called to mind proxim
ity to a furnace. I suggested to a 
citizen that it was hot. 
piled; “yesterday was hot; it was 120 
iegrees in the shade; to-day it is only 
115 degrees.” Yet I have been more 
jncomfortable in Boston 
thermometer at 90 degrees.
‘.on the heat was humid; one per
spired. At Indio or on the desert the 
heat was absolutely dry, and at night 

‘.he chances were that a blanket might 
be required, nature giving one an op
portunity to recuperate, which is not 
always the case in the great cities.— 
Country Calendar.

THE FATAL REQUEST 
OR FOUND OUT

4o
MILLIE I. L0N8FELL0W, PuUltHer.

■ome one I’ve
help to put me on

They turned to leave the room to- 
another last look

IDAHO.MOUNTAIN HOME,
By A. L. Harris Author of "Mine Own Familiar Friend.” etc.

gether. He gave 
round before closing the door. Then, 
turning to his sister, as he put the 
key in his pocket, "You will have to 
break this to mother.”
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Solitude is a place where they never 

advertise. — Philadelphia 
IPost.

Saturday

me”—with a shudder—“how did fa
ther look? Do you really think he 
did not suffer much? Oh! I wish I 
could have seen him once more, just 
for one last look! Dear old dad!”

“Don’t you go on like that, May; 
I can’t stand it. What’s more, I’ve 
got to have a very serious talk with 
you presently.”

“What about?”—with some curios-

CHAPTER XIII—Continued.
“May, my dear,” she said, “I dreamt 

your father had come home. I made 
sure I heard his footstep coming up 
the stairs. But it was only a dream,” 
she sighed.

On being told of her son’s return, 
she at first decided that she would get 
up; but the thought of the exertion 
proved too much for her.

“I’ve brought him home, mother,” ity. 
was the first thing he said, after ho 
had been kissed and cried over.

“Yes, my dear,” she answered; “you 
said you would and I never doubted 
it. But it’s a sad, sad home-coming!”
And here the poor lady gave way 
and wept abundantly.

Her son consoled her to the best 
of his ability, wondering all the time 
how she would take it when she came 
to know the truth—the truth, which 
must come out sooner or’later.

The presence of the dead is always 
a subject more or less of superstitious 
fear to the less educated classes; 
consequently Ted was hardly sur
prised when he observed a decided 
disposition on the part of the domes
tic staff to avoid, as much as possible, 
the upper portion of the house. But 
he was surprised to find himself giv
ing way to a feeling of nervousness— 
of anticipation, when he was alone in 
his room (which was situated next to 
the one in which his father lay in his 
coffin) that night.

He had a good mind not to go to 
bed at all, but to sit up and read— 
read someth!" humorous. He sneered 
at his own <
made him feei like this? He had not 
been afraid of his father living, why 
should he fear him dead?—dead and it: 
lying in his coffin, with the lid 
screwed down and the door locked?

He turned up the gas and chose a 
volume, "The Innocents Abroad.”
After a short time he was surprised 
to find himsejf actually growing speak!

How dreadful! »“Oh, must I! 
couldn’t you?”

“Of course not, 
your place to do so, and I couldn t 
think of taking it upon myself.” 

“Very well,” she answered, meekly, 
How she did it

>r
The women continue to wear their 

hair to suit themselves, rather than 
Mr. Carnegie.

“It’shastily.

If “Mrs. Warren’s Profession” is too 
tough for New York, it must be al
mighty tough.

P
“if I must, 1 must." 
she never knew; but, somehow, the 
words were spoken and the dreadfulAs a small concession to common 

sense William Waldorf Astor does not 
wear a monocle.

“No,” he retruth revealed.
Mrs. Burritt, partly to her daugh

ter’s relief, seemed hardly capable of 
“He’s dead!—dead!”

“It doesn’t 
make any difference to me how he 
died. What does it matter so long as 
he is dead—dead—dead?”

The next was the day of the fune-

“It’s something you ought to know 
—something you must know, 
it’ll give you a shock. Let us go 
into the study. I can tell you best 
there.”

But
realizing it. 
she cried, hysterically.

Sir Frederick Treves says sickness 
is a blessing. Perhaps he intends to 
marry the nurse.

with the 
In Bos-

Usually when a man reaches the 
turn in the lane he finds that It turns 
in the wrong direction.

CHAPTER XIV.

ral.An Eye for An Eye.
The room to which he referred was 

the one which had been his father’s 
private sanctum, 
was full of memories to the two who 
now found themselves alone in it, 
and wherever they turned their eyes 
they lighted upon some token of his 
presence, or some silent witness of 
those habits which were inseparably 
connected with his name.

A sheet of writing paper with some
thing written on it lay upon the blot
ting pad, and the pen which he had 
last used lay beside it with the ink 
dried upon it. Everything spoke of 
the dead. His spirit seemed to per
vade the room, which he might only 
that moment have quitted.

Ted’s eye was caught by the sheet 
of paper lying upon the writing ta
ble, with something written upon it. 
'mere was the date—April 23—the 
day before he left home, and beneath

It was numerously attended, either 
out of respect or curiosity, and, as he 
reviewed the troops of friends and 
acquaintances that assembled round 
the grave, the son of the dead man 
wondered, for an instant, whether it 
were possible for that one false friend 
to be among them?

But the idea was rejected as soon as 
formed. He looked in vain for one 
who corresponded with the descrip 
tion of the tall, thin, elderly man, 
with a dried-up look and grey mous
tache, and who walked with a limp 
when last seen by the guard.

It was exactly nine o’clock on the 
night of the funeral when Ted Bur
ritt put the key in the door and ad 
mitted himself into the room which 
had been his father’s study.

He carried a lamp in his hand, 
which he placed upon the writing ta
ble. Everything remained as it had 
been on that former visit; the only 
difference lay in the fact that the 
film of dust was a little thicker upon 
the various contents of the room.

He was about to seat himself in the 
old leather chair in which his father 
had always sat, when, apparently 
changing his mind, he pushed it back 
against the wall and looked round 
for another, which he dragged for
ward.

He took the sealed packet from his 
breast pocket and placed it on the 
table before him. It was sealed up 
in a sheet of blue paper and in
dorsed—

“Papers found by me, after the ac
cident, on the person of the late Silas 
Burritt, Esq., and preserved intact.

“Jeremiah Cartwright, M. D., etc.”
It was of considerable hulk, but 

Ted knew that his father was in the 
habit of carrying about him a mis
cellaneous assortment of documents 
of no particular importance. For some 
time he hesitated to break the seal. 
There might be, after all, something 
there that the dead man would wish 
no other eyes but his own to look 
upon; something, not exactly discred 
itable, he would not acknowledge that 
even to himself, but something which 
he might have wished kept private, 
and which no one else should seek 
to pry into. If that were the case—

He cast his scruples on one side, 
broke the seal and tore open the 
wrapper. At the first sight of the 
contents thus revealed to view, the 
young man uttered an exclamation of 
dismay, for the first document which 
met his eye was burnt and brown, and 
reduced almost to tinder.

Were they all alike? If so, the doc
tor would hardly have taken the pains 
to preserve them so carefully.

With delicate manipulation he re
moved the topmost paper and placed 
it on one side. But, with all his care, 
the edge crumbled and broke away in 
his hands.

The duke business in Russia isn’t 
likely to be as profitable in the future 
as it has been in the past.

Consequently, it

Idaho Joins.
Fraser, Idaho, Nov. 27th (Special)— 

Mrs. Martha J. Lee has given for pub
lication the following statement, con
cerning Dodd’s Kidney Pills:

“I was down with Rheumatism 
three times,” she says, “and each 
time Dodd's Kidney Pills helped me.’ 
The last time they cured me, and now 
I am able to get around and do all 
my work, though I am fifty-eight, and 
I can walk to Sunday School every 
Sunday. Before I took Dodd’s Kidney 
Pills I was so bad I could use neither 
band nor foot.
Pills on hand all the time.”

Rheumatism is caused by Uric Acid 
crystallizing in the muscles. Healthy 
kidneys remove all Uric Acid from 
the blood. Diseased Kidneys cannot 
remove this Acid which collects in 
the blood and poisons every vein and 
artery.
Rheumatism by curing the Kidneys; 
by healing and strengthening them, 
so that they can rid the blood of all 
impurities.

That Denver man who has never 
been kissed is going to disappoint 
some woman badly one of these days.

The mystery of Edwin IJrood has 
been solved, but we are still searching 
for the man who struck Billy Patter
son.

Stuyvesant Fish has paid one of his 
wife’s bills at last. Oh, these women! 
They always have their way sooner or 
later.

I shall keep Dodd’s
In the glorious golden autumn love

ly woman buys a frock, and the frost 
is on the wallet and the neighbors get 
a shock,

lice. What on earth

A Tennessee state senator who led 
a raid on his son's poker game prob
ably gave the young man the surprise 
of his life.

•” Not half a dozen“My dear
words in all, and nothin? to show to 
whom it was addressed or why it was 
left scarcely begun.

Dodd’s Kidney Pills cure

If the blank paper could only 
If the pen w'hich lay besideThe American contracvor is to build 

the Panama canal. There is nothing 
in this world he is not ready to under
take and execute. 11

By Our Own Efforts.

We are builders of our own char 
acter. We have different positions, 
spheres, capacities, privileges, differ
ent work to do in the world, different 
temporal fabrics to raise; but we are 
all alike in this—all are architects oi 
fate.—J. F. W. Ware.
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According to the new state census, 

the population of Greater New York 
is 4,014,304. This will make Chicago 
feel worse than ever.

ftl'1
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'feSSt, *1A check for $32,035,875.50 has Just 
been signed by the assistant secretary 
of the treasury, but it wasn’t drawn 
on his personal account.

*
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ULCERS FOR 30 YEAR8.

TV’/AL. t 1 “
Painful Eruptions From Knees to Feet 

Seemed incurable—Cuticura 
Ends Misery.

i »
King Alfonso traveled incognito 

through France on his way to Ger
many. That’s the only way that roy
alty can have a real good time. Another of those remarkable cures 

by Cuticura, after doctors and all else 
had failed. Is testified to by Mr. M. 
C. Moss of Gainesville, Texas, In the 
following letter: “For over thirty 
years I suffered from painful ulcers 
and an eruption from my knees to 
feet, and could find neither doctors 
nor medicine to help me, until I used 
Cuticura Soap, Ointment and Pills, 
which cured me In six months. They 
helped me the very first time I used 
them, and I am glad to write this so 
that others suffering as I did may be 
saved from misery.”

/f /
>) ■

Men are the real slaves of fashion, 
in Mrs. Stuyvesant Fish’s opinii|i; 
look at the hats they wear. Well, 
look at the things called hats women 
wear.

S
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An eastern poet says: “The morn 
ing light is breaking.” It may be, 
however, that it is the cook smashing 
a few cut-glass finger bowls in the 
kitchen.

“It’s no use putting things off.’

sleepy. He would shut up the book 
and go to bed. A prodigious yawn 
followed, and he nearly dropped his 
book.

The next moment a sound of some
thing heavy falling brought him broad 
awake with the sensation of a cold 
wind passing through his hair.

What was it? Was it in this room 
or the next?

The next moment he gave a short, 
harsh laugh, as he saw that the bullet 
from the revolver, which ne had 
placed upon the bureau, had fallen 
from thence to the ground, where it 
had rolled some way.

He picked it up and deposited it in 
a drawer, which he locked for greater 
security.

"I don’t want to be disturbed that 
way again,” he said to himself. "My 
nerves must be awfully shaken to let 
such a trifle as that knock me over 
in the way it did. I wonder whetner 
it will be any good going to bed after 
this? It is no use trying to read any 
more.”

After turning about uneasily for 
some time, he fell into a troubled 
sleep. There was not a sound or 
movement of any sort in the house, 
and he had slept on for about two 
hours when, all at once, without 
any warning, he awoke. What had 
roused him? The same voice which 
he had heard once before in the very 
early morning.

“Ted!” It seemed to come to him 
through the dividing wall. And this 
time, as before, he answered back 
without thinking—his senses still-half 
under the influence of slumber—

“Yes. father: what is it?”
And the same voice, whether it was 

only his own brain, or came from 
some unknown source, answered him 
back again—

“Press the spring at the back of 
the recess!”

‘ Ted,” said his sister, compassion
ately, at breakfast the next morning,
"how bad you look. Poor boy! Tell

it could be made to carry out what 
the hand had failed to complete!

He turned to his sister, who had 
sunk upon a sofa by the half-dark
ened window and was watching his 
movements and the play of his coun
tenance with a gradually increasing 
sensation of heaviness about the re
gion of the heart.

“May,” said her brother, “it’s no 
use putting things off, it only makes 
matters worse; so listen attentively to 
what I am going to tell you, and be
have like the good little girl you can 
be.”

An Omaha man who lost his job at 
the age of 104 and then tried to com
mit suicide will he excused for think
ing that he had reached the end of 
his rope.

Rains in Cuba.
The wet months in Cuba begin in 

May and end in October, although 
rain falls in every month of the year.

European Breakfasts.William Schaus, a scientist, has 
given 26,000 moths to the American 
Museum of Natural History. The com
mon practice of donating dollars did 
not appeal to him.

Mark Twain, in speaking of the typ
ical European breakfasts, said. “Do 
you know what I’ll do? I’ll nail a 
piece of cuttle-fish bone to the chim
ney, and every morning I’ll hop up on 
the mantel and take a pick at It with 
a tin bill. It will be just as filling and 
much cheaper than a European break
fast.”

It was ten minutes later and the 
room looked just the same, and yet 
there was a difference. The empty 
chair, the “Bradshaw” lying open 
upon the table, and even the waste- 
paper basket, had become objects to 
be regarded with bated breath and 
a sense of shuddering awe.

Murdered! That dreadful wrord, 
which suggested such hideous possi
bilities to the mind of the hearer!

She had listened in silence and hor
ror as he repeated the suspicions, 
which were now certainties, as far 
as he was concerned. “And now, 
you see, May,” he concluded, “what 
we have to do is to find the murderer;
track him step by step, and then-----*”
He paused significantly.

“And then?” in an awe-struck voice 
from his solitary listener.

“Then!—that depends,” was the 
grim reply. “You know what the Bi
ble says in ‘the case of the slayer’?”

She shook her head.
“Thine eye shall not pity; but life 

shall go for life, eye for eye, tooth for 
tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot!”

“It’s dreadful to hear you talk! It 
frightens me!” she murmured.

“Frightens you, does it?” was the 
angry reply. "Perhaps you would like 
to sit quietly down and do nothing?”

“No. no,” she hastened to answer. 
“But I thought the police----- ”

“Just listen to her!” was the scorn
ful interruption. “The police! Leave

A Massachusetts man has been ap
pointed to the consulship at Vladivos
tok—a place that seems very much 
more attractive now than it did three 
or four months ago.

Beneath this 
equally injured; but, below this again, 
was a paper only partially singed, so 
that an idea of its contents might be 
arrived at after careful inspection. 
From a few words that met his eye, 
he made it out to be a bill of lading, 
and put it aside with the others. The 
rest he spread out before him on the 
table.

one was another

It is evident that Mr. Clemens 
fers the typical American breakfast 
dish of Pillsbury’s Vitos with good 
cream and sugar.

pre-
A fleet may be sent to compel the 

sultan to make reforms in Macedonia. 
In arguing with the more or less sub
lime porte there is nothin,, quite so 
persuasive as big guns. Eucalyptus Banishes Cancer.

The sanitary Influence of the 
lalyptus tree is said to render native 
jorn Australians immune to cancer.

(To be continued.)

Iteu-
A Long Island man who is 40 years 

old and minus a leg bested his 16-year- 
old son in a race for the affections of 
a 14-year-old girl. The Osier limit 
certainly does not apply here.

Virtues Many Has Olive Oil.
It is invaluable as a medicine 

many cases, and especially so for chil
dren.

For a weakly child, or one who is 
just recovering from typhoid or some 
debilitating fever, salad oil will 
times work wonders. The plan is to 
rub the oil over the child’s body, espe
cially about the upper portion, taking 
a few drops in the palm of the hand 
and rubbing it well into the tissues.

The nourishment the skin thus 
ceives is almost beyond bell 
of the greatest possible service in 
building up the child’s strength.

When suffering from a severe cold, 
it is a good thing to omit the child’s 
daily bath and to rub its back and 
chest with oil. To insu-e no further 
cold being caught by the uttle 
wrap the child in a blanket and care
fully screen it from drafts while the 
rubbing operation is in progress.

in
Important to Mothers.

Examine carefully every bottle of CASTORIA, 
a safe and aure remedy for infanta and children, 
and see that it

Now they’re asking: "In a football 
game between college players and pu
gilists, which wrould win?” As well 
ask, in a flirtation between a man and 
woman which would have the best of

some- Bears the 
Signature of

la U»e For Over 30 Years.
The Kind You Have Alwaya Bought.

It ought to make a man feel very 
happy not to have any money and be 
able to think how many fool invest
ments he didn’t go into.

it?

re-
When every paper in the country has 

paid due and proper attention to the 
fact that toothpicks are not considered 
good form at the University of Chi
cago the incident may bf 'egarded us 
closed.

and is

ATTRACTIVE YOUNG LADY
agents wanted in every Town and 
[ 't*T’ Complete outfit furnished free.

e guarantee that you can make 
from $1.00 to $4.00 per day. Address 
P. O. Drawer No. 999. Buffalo, N. Y.

Eggs laid on Sunday in ,'umberland, 
Ky„ will hereafter be devoted to con 
verting the heathen. But the heathen 
is foxy. He will doubtless meet the 
emergency by doing his heathening 
behind a net.—Chicago Journal

one,

Generally friendly, compromise is 
based on the fear th&t you will get 
something worse if you don’t

V


