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Worthy Versus Worthless Citizens. 
A professor in the Andover Theo- 

logical seminary once met a man going 
to the town meeting. Said the pro- 
fessor: "What are they going to bring 
up at the meeting to-day, Brown?” 
Brown replied, with a snarl: “I dun- 
no what they're goin’ to bring up, but 
whatever it is, I’m goin’ to oppose it.” 
The zeal of this particular citizen was 

of questionable advantage to his town. 
Some so-called reformers have a spirit 
unfortunately similar, says a writer in 
Appleton's Magazine. An Irish team- 
ster in a certain New England town 
hires a man to drive for him when- 
ever the license question is put to 
vote. He takes the whole day off. He 
votes no license himself. He gets as 

many others as he can to vote the 
same way. A gentleman asked him 
one day why he took so much trou- 

ble. He answered: "Me boy died of 
rum an’ I do what I can to keep other 
folks’ boys from dying the same way.” 
This ignorant teamster is a citizen of 
the highest type. A gentleman of 
high standing in the same community 
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elections. He said: “Why should I go 

through the farce of casting my bal- 
lot? This town is run by a lot of low 
and corrupt politicians. My vote 
doesn't count. I've no time for senti- 
mental shams.” This scholarly gentle- 
man is a citizen of the lowest type. 
He is stupidly selfish. Were he intel- 

ligently selfish, he would protect his 
interests as a citizen just as he pro- 
tects his professional interests. 

According to an English newspaper 
Aldershot lias been much excited over 

the death of a cat, and there will prob- 
ably be much conversation between 
the Scots Guards and the North Staf- 
fordshires. The colonel commanding 
the latter was riding down the lines of 
the Scots Guards with two fox terriers. 
There was a bit of a tiff between the 
dogs and the cat with three kittens, 
and the colonel threatened to kill the 
cat. The cat was caught, but escaped 
from the hands of three drummers of 
the Scots Guards, who were looking 
after their pets. The colonel dis- 

mounted, caught the cat in the fork of 
a tree and killed it with his riding 
whip. The case against the colonel 
was preferred by the S. P. C. A. The 
Aldershot magistrates who refused to 

convict the colonel said in effect: 

“Guilty, but don't do it again!” Now 
the question which agitates the royal 
long-named society is, what would 
have happened if a drummer had 
killed the colonel’s fox terrier. Which 
was the agressor? 

One of the steam shovels engaged 
in work on the Panama canal, in the 

operation of which more than 300 em- 

ployes were engaged, recently lifted 
out a quantity of dyanmite which is 
described in an official report as being 
“more than a bushel.” What would 
have happened if the shovel had 
struck the dynamite instead of the 
earth around it is easy to imagine. 
The explosive was in sticks three- 

quarters of an inch in diameter and 
five inches long, and the cartridges 
bore the trade-mark of a French manu- 

facturer of dynamite and a date which 

appeared to be November 29, 1887. 

Unquestionably the dynamite was put 
in by the French and either failed to 

explode or was abandoned when the 
wTork ceased on that part of the 
French waterway. The dynamite ap- 
peared to be in perfect condition. 

A Philadelphia doctor sent in a bill 
of $21,000 to a Pittsburg captain of in- 

dustry for services rendered, and the 
former patient rebels at the amount. 
The doctor, who is a specialist of some 

sort, says he considers $500 a visit a 

reasonable charge. The case is now 

in court and the horror of the de- 
fendant's lawyers, who will each ask 
a thousand dollars an hour for their 
services without batting an eye, may 
be imagined. 

Whatever the International Con- 
gress on Tuberculosis may do for the 

world, the extent of its problem was 

set forth on the opening day. Secre- 

tary Cortelyou, in an address of wel- 
» come, reminded the delegates that tu- 

berculosis took more lives in this coun- 

try during the past four years than 
the number of men killed in the civil 
war. 
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ed Mark Hopkins’ son as president of 
Williams college. It was Garfield who 
said that "Mark Hopkins on one end 
of a log and a student on the other 
is a college.” Dr. Harry Garfield be- 
gan at the right end of the log, and 
is now worthy to hold his seat on 

the wise end ot it. 

Turkey imported over 6,000,000 
pounds of soap last year, says an ex- 

change. Toilet, washing or soft for 
political purposes? 

The fleet will spend a month in the 
Mediterranean on its way home, ac- 

cording to the present program. Eu- 
rope, as well as Agia, Africa, Australia 
and South America, will thus have had 
an opportunity to learn more about 
the quality of the American navy than 
they knew before. 

Western farmers will get about 
$135,000,000 for their crops this sea- 

son, and expect to spend the long win- 
ter evenings lighting their pipes with 
dollar bills. 
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i| Gossip of Washington ® 

What Is Golntf On at the 
National Capital. 
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Mystery of a Missing Mink Overcoat 

WASHINGTON.—Unless St. An- 
thony speedily answers his pray- 

ers, or some other agency of the lost 
and found intervenes to help him, it 
may be necessary for Senator McCum- 
ber of North Dakota to insert an ad- 
vertisement in the newspapers of his 
state for a mysteriously missing over- 
coat. 

In the second week of his strenuous 
campaign for the presidency Judge 
Taft invaded North Dakota. He was 

accompanied by a cold wave that met 
him at Minneapolis. Great prepara- 
tions had been made for his enter- 
tainment at Fargo, where the arrange- 
ments contemplated a visit by the 
Republican presidential candidate to 
a big barbecue near the edge of the 
city. All these plans were outlined to 
Mr. Taft by a local committee which 
boarded the train at Crookston, Minn. 
When Mr. Taft hinted that he had no 

garment to protect him from the cold, 
local committeemen said they would 
see to it that he was provided with 
proper habiliments. 

When the Taft special reached 
Grand Forks, Senator MeCumber got 
Fargo on the long-distance telephone 
and said he wanted the chairman of 
the county committee to be at the 
station with an overcoat that would 
fit Judge Taft. A hundred loyal sons 

of Fargo were willing to shiver in the 
raw prairie blizzard that the next 
president of the United States Bhould 
be properly clad. The difficulty was 

to find a man of the Taft physical pro- 
portions who owned an overcoat. 

The county chairman was in despair 
until he happened to think of Finn 

Leech, a “bonanza farmer,” whose 
ranch is only a few miles from Fargo. 
Finn weighs 340 pounds. The county 
chairman lost no time in getting in 
touch with Finn Leech. 

“Did Finn have an overcoat?” Sure 
thing, and it was lined with mink and 
cost $175. 

“Would he loan it to Judge Taft for 
use that evening?” WTould he? Would 
a lifelong Republican miss a chance 
to have his finest garment adorn the 
shoulders of the leader of his party? 

Ten minutes later the overcoat was 

in the hands of the county chairman 
and Judge Taft was tucked beneath 
its ample folds as soon as his train 
reached Fargo. He wore the coat to 
the barbecue and to the meetings fol- 
lowing the feast. And for all that 
Finn knows he may be wearing it 
now as he follows the elusive golf ball 
over the links at Hot Springs. 

The $175 mink lined overcoat dis- 
appeared when Judge Taft left Fargo. 
Nobody seems to know where it is. Its 
owner has asked Senator McCumber 
to make an investigation. 

It’s colder now in Fargo than it was 

when Judge Taft visited that city and 
Finn Leech is willing to wager this is 
going to be the most severe winter 
ever known on the prairies of North 
Dakota. 

Citizens Want a Change in Government 

THE liveliest question in Washing- 
ton just now is that of a change in 

the district’s form of government. 
As everybody probably well knows 
affairs are administered now by a com- 

mission of three men appointed by 
the president, one of whom must be an 

army engineer. 
There is undoubtedly a growing 

opinion that a concentration of au- 

thority in the district government 
would simplify the municipal situation 
and produce better results. The com- 

mission plan has its good features. 
It has long been held up as a model, 
ideally suited to the needs of the Dis- 
trict of Columbia, where suffrage is 
denied. But frequent and repeated 
contention and bickering among the 
members of the board have served to 
create more or less general criticism 
of the commission plan, and thus give 
the propaganda for a change some mo- 

mentum. With the commissioners ob- 
viously working at cross purposes, 
and airing their differences, and sub- 
ordinate district officials following 

this example by engaging in noisy con- 

troversies, it is a logical sequence that 
the present form of government 
should gradually be somewhat under- 
mined. 

Many substantial citizens and large 
tax-pavers are convinced that a one- 

headed government would work more 

smoothly and satisfactorily. This is 
no new conviction on their part. It 
has been emphasized in recent exhi- 
bitions of division in the present tri- 
umvirate, it is true, but the advisabil- 
ity of concentrated authority has ap- 
pealed to them for years. 

These citizens, however, who hon- 
estly believe in the wisdom of a 

change for the public good see great 
danger in going before congress and 
asking for a change at this time. If 
by simple act one commissioner or 

governor could be substituted for the 
triumvirate they would urge it earn- 

estly and heartily. But they fear the 
proposition would mean the opening 
up of the whole question of the rela- 
tions between the district and federal 
government, with a possible alteration 
of the organic act and perchance the 
granting of unrestricted suffrage. 

Better suffer the ills we have, they 
argue, than invite ills we know not of, 
especially as the ills we now have, 
though vexatious, impose no heavy 
burdens and involve no maladminis- 
tration. 

Joy of Department Clerks Shortlived 

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT caused 
great rejoicing among 25,000 gov- 

ernment clerks here the other day, by 
announcing that he had no intention 
of compelling the poor overworked 
employes to labor an additional 30 
minutes daily. 

But before the rejoicing got to the 
danger point, he spoiled it all, by add- 

ing a postscript that he would permit 
no department head to increase the 
salary of any of the employes. 

The hours which the department 
employes now observe are from nine 
a. m. to 4:30 p. m., with half an hour 
for lunch. 

Up to three years ago, they quit at 
four o'clock in the afternoon, when 
very suddenly the strenuous president 
issued an order tacking on the addi- 
tional half hour. Then it was rumored 

that he intended to complete the job 
by making it a full hour, and keeping 
the clerks at work until five o'clock 
every day. 

So when the clerks went to work 
the other day there was great rejoic- 
ing in the White House announcement 
that 4:30 would still be the limit. 

Then came the second half of the 
same executive order directing that 
no increase should be offered, sug- 
gested or proposed in any of the 
budgets for anybody. Economy was 

given as the cause. 

This order affects not only the 
Washington employes of the govern- 
ment, but its employes throughout the 
country, many of whom are figuring 
on generous increases. 

Secretary Loeb explained that the 
no-increase order did not apply to reg- 
ular promotions under the civil serv- 

ice, but that it would forbid the in- 
crease of any clerk’s or official’s sal- 
ary for the same work. It is under- 
stood that a number of department 
heads intended to recommend in their 
current estimates an increase for 
some of their subordinates. The presi- 
dents order spoils all of this. 

Police Ban on Dazzling Salome Posters 

I 

THE shock to the modesty of the 

guardian of Washington’s morals 
the other day was almost overwhelm- 

ing when his eye caught an animated, 
dazzling and highly colored poster of 
the dance of Salome. 

“Avaunt from my Bight, ye tempt- 
ress,” he cried as he slowly recov- 

ered his moral standard. Forthwith 

he determined that the capital could 

not gaze upon these pictures of the 

dancer in full career. 

The edict of this “moral censor,” 
who is H. L. Gessford, inspector of po- 
lice, is law, so far as it concerns the- 

atrical posters, and so the Washing- 
ton billboards will be barren of 
Salome. 

Thus was Gertrude Hoffman, who 
had “a vision of Salome” to present to 
the capital at one of the leading the- 

aters, banished from the sight of the 
casual passerby, the street urchin and 
the student of billboard art. 

The offending posters now repose in 
the dark recesses of the stage of the 

theater, while actors and managers 
and attaches gather about and declare 
them martyrs to the cause of art. 

"Ain’t it awful, Mabel, that such 
swell pictures should be condemned,, 
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jest like some phony canned goods or 

something like that,” said one indig- 
nant chorus girl. Just to show that 
the management did not share the 
shame of the censor, the posters were 

pasted up in the theater lobby. 

A Soft Answer. 
One Sunday evening the old colored 

pastor of a church in the south 
stepped before his flock, and as was 

his habit, began: “Well, breddern and 
sistern, what am de text to be dis 
ebening?” 

There was a pause, and then a voice 
in a rear pew was heard saying: 
“Speak on pills!” 

“What’s dat?” asked the pastor. 
“Speak on pills!” was repeated. 
For a moment the old servant of the 

Lord seemed disconcerted. Recover- 
ing himself he began: “Pills! Pills! 
Well, breddern and sistern, dere am 
pills an’ pills. Dere am quinine pills 
an’ headache pills an’ physic pills, an’ 
dere am de kind ob pills our brudder 
in de rear pew takes when he has 
been out all night; but de kind ob 
pill dat I am goin’ to speak about dis 
ebening am de Gospil.”—Exchange. 

Madeira’s Equable Climate. 
Madeira is said to have the most 

equable climate in all the world. In 
summer the average heat is a little 
above 70, and in the winter it seldom 
goes below 60. For this reason, it 
is a favorite resort for invalids, espe- 
cially those suffering from tubercu- 
losis and pulmonary troubles. 

HE SAILS WITH 
THE EXPEDITION 

I don’t know whether I like the cli- 
mate of South Africa or not, but you 
can have any kind of climate you are 

looking for, from the Alaska kind to 
the tropical kind, the same day. 

I think it is the climate that makes 
all the animals so mad. One minute 
a lion or a tiger may be lolling with 
his tongue out, fighting flies and 
scratching fleas, and the next minute 
there are icicles on his mustache, 
and he has to crawl into a hole in the 
ground to keep from freezing. 

These natives beat me. They do 
not wear any clothes except a doily, 
made of bark or grass, over their 
loins, and from the doily above and 
below, their skin is bare, and they 
ought to be arrested for disorderly 
conduct and exposure, but their skin 
is thick and warty like a rhinoceros, 
and when it freezes it looks like 
pickled pigs’ feet. 

One man we have hired to help cap- 
ture animals is a native chief with 
60 wives, and he has brought them all 
to camp with him, and we have to 
feed them, and it is rumored the 
women all have their caps set for Pa, 
if the husband dies, and Pa is afraid 
they will kill their old man and select 
Pa to fill the vacancy, that being the 
unwritten law that a man's wives can 

select a husband. 
Gee, if I had to be a stepson to all 

those 60 senegambians that look like 
monkeys in the face and when on 
dress parade like oxen, I should die, 
or they would, if 1 could find enough 
chloroform to go around. 

Well, Pa is trying his best to save 
the life of that husband of the 60 wives 
and every time one of the wives pats 
Pa on the back or chucks him under 
the chin he has a chill, and I know 

and steering it into the gas bag, and 
we had got the bag about half full, 
and It was lying on the grass like a 

big whale that has died at sea and 
floated ashore, and we were busy 
thinking of how we would sail over 

the veldt and have our cowboy rope 
a few lions and choke them into sub- 
mission, when I happened to look 
around towards the jungle, and there 
were two tigers crawling through the 
grass towards the gas bag, and a lion 
walking right towards it as though 
he was saying to the tigers: “Ah, 
g’wan, I saw it first,” and a rhinoceros 
was rooting along like a big hog, 
right towards us. I told Pa to look 
out, and when he saw the animals he 
seemed to lose all appetite for lions 
and tigers in their wild state, for he 
started for a tree and told me to 
climb up, too. Well, it took Pa quite 
a while to get up on a limb, but he 
and I was right with him, and Pa 
looked at the animals creeping up to 
the gas bag, and he said: “Bub, the 
success of this expedition will be set- 
tled right here if that lion drinks any 
of the gasoline.” 

Well, I have seen cats crawling 
along the floor towards a mouse hole, 
and stopping and looking innocent 
when the mouse stuck his head out of 
the hole, and then moving on again 
when the mouse disappeared, and 
these tigers acted that way, stopping 
every time the wind caused the gas 
bag to flap on the ground. The lion 
acted like a big St. Bernard dog that 
smells something ahead that he don’t 
exactly know what to make of, but 
is going tc find out, and the rhinoc- 
eros just rooted along as though he 
was getting what he wanted out of the 
ground, and would be along after a 

When Pa Found the Snake Coiled Up on His Blanket He Threw a Fit. 

he will do something desperate if they | 
get after him in flocks. 

I suppose I ought not to have done 
it, but I told one of the wives who un- 

derstands a little English that Pa 
liked to be hugged and squeezed, and 
held on the girls’ laps, so when we 

get through our work at night and 
sit around the camp fire they take 
turns holding Pa on their laps, and 
he thinks one of the women broke one 

of his ribs hugging him, ’cause they 
are strong as giants, and have a ter- 

rible squeeze. 
I told one of them she could make 

herself solid with Pa if she could get 
him a nice long snake, so she went 
off into the jungle alone and came 

back dragging a snake more than 20 
feet long, and put it in Pa’s tent when 
he was asleep. When Pa woke up in 
the morning and found the snake 
coiled upon his blanket he threw a 

fit and went to the doctor and got 
some medicine for chills and fever, 
and we put the snake into a cage to 
sell to a menagerie. 

The old airship got in its work the 
first time we tried it, though we didn’t 
make gas enough to more than half 
fill it, and it wouldn’t fly, but we got 
pome tigers and a big lion, all right. 

We took the airship out on an open 
prairie and built a fire to make the 
gas for the balloon, and Pa made 
everybody stay away from it except 
me, and when we got it inflated we 

were to blow a horn, and the people 
we wanted to go along could come, 
but the crowd of workers and negroes 
must stay back, so as not to scare 

the animals, and be ready to bring 
cages up when we blew the horn three 
consecutive times. 

We were not looking around much, 
but just paying attention to our gas, 

while to investigate that thing that 
was rising like a big ant hill on the 
prairie and smelling like a natural 
gas well. Finally the tigers got near 

enough to the gas bag with their 
claws, running their noses down into 
the holes where the gas was escaping 
and fairly drinking in the gas. Their 
weight sent the bag down to the 
ground, and they were in the middle, 
inhaling gas, and pretty soon the lion 
came up and clawed a hole in the 
gas bag and acted as though he was 
not going to let the tigers have all 
the good stuff and pretty soon we 
could see from up the tree that they 
were being overcome by the fumes, 
and Pa said in about four minutes we 

would have a mess of animals chloro- 
formed good and plenty, and we would 
go down and hobble them and hog-tie 
them like they do cattle on the ranch- 
es. What bothered us about going 
down the tree was the rhinoceros that 
was coming rooting along, but after 
a while he came up and smelled of the 
gasoline can, tipped it over, and as 
the gasoline trickled out on the ground 
he laid down and rolled in it like a 

big pig, and after he had got well 
soaked in gasoline he rolled near the 
fire, and in a minute he was all 
ablaze and about the scaredest rhino- 
ceros that ever roamed the prairie. 

When the fire began to scorch his 
hide he let out a bellow that could 
be heard a mile and started towards 
the camp on a gallop, looking like a 
barn afire, and Pa said now was the 
time to capture our sleeping animals, 
so we shinned down the tree and found 
the lion dead to the world, and we 

tied his feet together and put & bag 
over hi3 head, and then climbed over 
the gas bag and found the two tigers 
sleeping as sweetly as babes, and I 

held their legs together while Pa tied 
all four legs so tight they couldn't 
move a muscle, and then Pa told me 
to blow the horn for the cages to b« 
sent out. 

Gee, but I was proud of that morn- 

ing's work, two tigers and a lion with 
no more danger than shooting cats 
on a back fence with a bean snapper, 
and Pa and I shook hands and patted 
each other on the back. I told Pa he 
was a wonder, and that Mr. Hagen- 
bach would probably make him a gen- 
eral In the Prussian army, but Pa 
looked modest and said: “All It needs 
Is brain and sand to overcome the ter- 
rors of the jungle,” and just then we 

saw the cages coming across the veldt 
and Pa said: "Now, when the boys 
come up with the cages you put one 

And Then Pa Told Me to Blow the 
Horn for the Cages to Be Sent Out. 

foot on the lion and strike an attitude 
like a lion tamer, and I will play with 
the tigers.” 

When the cages came up I was on 

to my job all right, and the boys gave 
me three cheers, and they asked 
where Pa was, and I pointed to the 
center of the gas bag and said Pa 
was in there having a little fun with 
a mess of tigers, and when they 
walked over the billowy gas bag they 
found Pa with one of the tigers that 
had partly come to playing with him 
and chewing his pants, but they res- 
cued Pa, and in a few minutes they 
had our three animals in the cages, 
and we started for camp, Pa walking 
behind the cages with his coat over 

his arm, telling young Hagenbach the 
confoundedest story about how he 
subdued the animals by just hypnotiz- 
ing them, and I never said a word. A 
boy that will not stand up for his 
father is an idgit. 

When we got to camp the natives 
had all scattered to the four winds. 
It seemed that when the fiery rhi- 
noceros came towards them they 
thought the Great Spirit had sent fire 
to destroy them, and they took to the 
jungle, the rhino after them, bellowing 
all kinds of cheering messages from 
the Great Spirit. 

Along towards night they came to 
camp dragging a cooked rhinoceros, 
and they turned in to eat it, and all 
those 60 females brought nice pieces 
of rhino, cooked by gasoline, to Pa, 
and wanted Pa to eat it, but Pa said 
he was dieting, and it was Friday, 
anyway, and he never ate meat on 

Friday. 
Then we all sat up all night, and 

everybody made speeches glorifying 
Pa as the greatest hero that ever 

came to Africa, and that he had Stan- 
ley beaten a mile, and Pa blushed, 
and the women held him in their laps 
and said he was the dearest thing 
ever. 

(Copyright. 190S, by W. G. Chapman.) 
(Copyright in Great Britain.) 

THE OVERLORD OF THE SEA. 

Swordfish Is Undisputed King of All 
That Swims. 

The swordfish, “is the overlord of 
the sea. Neither the whale, the shark, 
nor any other giant of the deep can 

conquer him in private fight or public 
brawl. Nevertheless, he is peaceful 
in the main and seeks the simple life, 
amusing himself often with world- 
wide travel and always with delicate 
gustatory joys. He is the daintiest 
feeder that swims, always kills his 
own game and thereby insures its 
freshness. Wherefore his flesh is a 

delight to the palate of mankind—as 
far west as Bridgeport, Conn—and 
wherefore, again, men go forth to kill 
him for market, and thereby at times 
fall upon adventures that make the 
hunting of tigers an* the shooting of 
grizzlies pale into pastimes for the 
weary wealkling. 

“For the bold swordfish Is still hunt- 
ed In mode as primitive as that the 
Eskimo uses to kill the stupid whale, 
and often the sting of the harpoon 
changes this luxurious ocean gas- 
tronome into a raging water-devil, 
quick to perceive his advantage, charg- 
ing with the speed of a bullet and the 
accuracy of a swordsman up against 
the lone fisherman in the dory who 
tries to bring him to gaff. Then must 
the fisherman measure with exactness 
the lunge of the monster, avoid it by 
a marvel of nice side-stepping in a 

plunging dory, or he will be spitted 
like a lark.”—William Inglls, in Har- 
per's Weekly. 

New Yorkers Fond of Sweets. 
A Broadway dealer in candy says 

that he has sold sweets in Chicago, 
Philadelphia, London and Paris, but 
that the New Yorkers consume more 

per capita than the people of any of 
the other cities. 

Peculiar Classifications. 

A Florida judge ruled that mullet 

were not fish, but birds, because they 
had gizzards. The customs officials 
in New York ruled that frogs were 

fish and must pay duty as such. A 

game warden in Maine gained popu- 
larity by declaring oysters were game 
and so acquired jurisdiction. And 
now comes a decision from the cus- 

tom-house that bagpipes are toys and 
can not be classed as musical instru- 
ments for purposes of taxation.—Flori- 
da Times-Union. 

Church Prayer=Meeting 
A large church In Chattanooga, 

?’6nn., has a thermometer fixed upon* 
its wall, whose highest point numbers 
its entire church membership, and 
whose mercury is set at the number in 
attendance on the church prayer- 
meeting. There must be something 
startling about this to look at in black 
and white if the church prayer-meet- 
ing is attended in proportion to its 

1 momt-srship as it is in many of our 

Christian churches. It is said that the 
I church prayer-meeting is a sure indi- 
cation of the spiritual condition of the 
church. 

Preserving the Peace. 
At the muzzle of a gun a Milwaukee 

man tried to force his wife to make 
up a quarrel. Well, that’s the way 
International peace is made and pre- 
served.—Cleveland Leader* 

This woman says that sick 
Women should not fail to try 
Lydia E. Pinkhain’s Vegetable 
Compound as she did. 

Mrs. A. Gregory, of 2355 Lawrence 
St., Denver, CoL, writes to Mrs. 
Pinkham: 

“ I was practically an invalid for si* 
years, on account of female troubles. 
I underwent an operation by the 
doctor’s advice, but in a few months I 
was worse than before. A friend ad- 
vised Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound and it restored me to perfect 
health, such as I have not enjoyed in 
many years. Any woman suffering ae 
I did with backache, bearing-down 
pains, and periodic pains,should not fail 
to use Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound.” 
FACTS FOR SICK WOMEN. 

For thirty years Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound, made 
from roots and herbs, has been the 
standard remedy for female ills, 
and has positively cured thousands of 
women who have been troubled with 
displacements, inflammation, ulcera- 
tion, fibroid tumors, irregularities, 
periodic pains, backache, that bear- 
ing-down feeling, flatulency, indiges- 
tion,dizziness or nervous prostration. 
Why don’t you try it ? 

Mrs. Pinkham invites all sick 
v* wiuv.il iw n 11tv; uci ivu avi »icu# 

She has guided thousands to 
health. Address, Lynn, Mass. 

WAS VERY FULLY OCCUPIED. 

Situation In Which Bibulous Irishman 
Had His Hands Full. 

Some one asked George B. Cortel- 
you, secretary of the treasury, if he in- 
tended becoming a candidate for gov- 
ernor of New York. Now, Mr. Cortel- 
you had an especial aversion for lead- 
ing questions, so he answered by tell- 
ing the following 3tory: 

Two Irishmen celebrated St. Pat- 
rick’s day and started home together, 
but became separated. Finally they 
discovered themselves hugging lamp 
posts on opposite sides of the street. 

“How are yez, Pat?” called Mike. 
“Fair,” says Pat, “how are yez?" 
“I dunno,” says Mike; "come over 

and see.” 
“I can’t come,” says Pat. 

“Why can’t yez?” says Mike. 
‘Tve got me hands full shtayin’ 

where I am,” says Pat.—N. Y. Herald. 

ALPINE PERILS. 

Disgust of Timson, who has been 
dodging his tailor for the last six 
months, when he suddenly comes upon 
him at the summit of a mountain in 
Switzerland. 

The Criminal Face. 
In an address to the Ethnological 

society of England on the right 
method of dealing with crime and 
criminals, Sir Robert Anderson, late 
chief of the criminal investigation de- 
partment at Scotland Yard, referring 
to the so-called criminal type of face, 
said that on one occasion when Max 
Nordau visited him he put before him 
two photographs which were so 

covered that only the faces were vis- 
ible. One was that of Dr. Temple, 
then archbishop of Canterbury, and 
the other that of Raymond, the prince 
of criminals of his time. The arch- 
bishop's face, said Sir Robert, when in 
repose had an expression which might 
almost be termed sinister. Raymond 
had a remarkably kindly, intelligent 
face. Max Nordau, w’ho was told that 
one of the two photographs was that 
of a prominent English public man, 
would not express any opinion as to 
the types. 

LIVING ADVERTISEMENT 
Glow of Health Speaks for Postum. 

It requires no scientific training to 
discover whether coffee disagrees or 
not. 

^.Simply stop it for a time and use 
Postum in place of it, then note the 
beneficial effects. The truth will appear. 

"Six years ago I was in a very bad 
condition,” writes a Tenn. lady, “I suf- 
fered from indigestion, nervousness 
and insomnia. 

“I was then an inveterate cotfee 
drinker, but it was long before I could 
be persuaded that it was coffee that 
hurt me. Finally I decided to leave it 

u ivu auu miu uui me iruin. 
"The first morning I left off coffee I 

had a raging headache, so I decided I 
must have something to take the place 
of coffee.” (The headache was caused 
by the reaction of the coffee drug- 
caffeine.) 

“Having heard of Pqstum through a 
friend who used It, I bought a package 
and tried it. 1 did not like it at first 
but after I learned how to make it 
right, according to directions on pkg., 
I would not change back to coffee for 
anything. 

“When I began to use Postum I 
weighed only 117 lbs. Now I weigh 
170 and as I have not taken any tonic 
in that time I can only attribute my 
recovery of good health to the use of 
Postum in place of coffee. 

“My husband says I am a living ad- 
vertisement for Postum. I am glad to 
be the means of inducing my many 
friends to use Postum, too.” 

Name given by Postum Co., Battle 
Creek, Mich. Read “The Road to Well- 
ville,” in pkgs. “There’s a Reason.” 

Ever read the above letter? A new 
one appear* from time to time. They 
are genuine, true, and full of human 
Interest. 


