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CHAPTER IV.—(CONTINUED.) 
Parminter was a rustic village seven 

miles from Grandchester. It did not 
lie in the direction affected by Grand-
Chester merchants or Grandchester 
tradespeople. Here were no Gothic 
mansions, no fair Italian villas, spring
ing like mushrooms from the soil— 
one year a confusion of lime and mor
tar tubs, stacked flooring boards, and 
rough hewn stone, and the next all 
smiling among geranium beds and rib
bon bordering, velvet lawns and new
ly-planted shrubberies. None of the 
commercial wealth of Grandchester 
had found its way to Farminter. The 
village was still a village—a mere clus
ter of laborers' cottages, two or three 
old homesteads, and half a dozen small 
dwellings of » shabby-genteel type. 

Among these last was Rose Cottage, 
» small square house, with plaster 
walls, bright with greenery and scar
let berries, even in this winter season. 
A bow window below, rustic lattice 
above. Just such a house as a man 
with considerable taste and inconsid
erable income would choose for him
self. The small garden in front of the 
bow window was in admirable order, 
yet the place had a deserted look 
somehow, Mr. Leworthy thought, as 
he rang the bell. 

He rang once, twice, three times, 
with no more effect than if Rose Cot
tage had been a toy house inhabited 
by Dutch dolls. This was aggravat
ing. There was a meadow on one side 
of the cottage, where half a dozen 
sheep were browsing contentedly. The 
vicar climbed the hurdle which divided 
this pasture from Lawson Lane, and 
went around to the back of the cot
tage. Here there was a small garden, 
neatfully and tastely laid out, but there 
was no more appearance of human life 
at the back of the house than in the 
front. 

"I suppose my gentleman comes 
home at night and lets himself in with 
a latch key," the vicar said to himseif. 

He was climbing the hurdle on his 
return to the lane, when a small girl, 
in a very short skirt—a girl of timid 
aspect, carrying a beer jug—dropped 
him a courtesy, and said: 

"Please, sir, was it you a-ringing ci 
that bell just now?" 

"Was it me?" ejaculated the vicar, 
Impatiently. "Yes, it was." 

And, then, smiling on the small girl, 
for he had a heart large enough for 
ever so many parishes of children, he 
said: 

"I am not vexed with you, my dear; 
I am angry with Fate. Tell me all you 
know about that cottage, and I'll give 
you half a crown." 

The girl gasped. She had never pos 
aessed a half crown, but she had an 
idea it meant abundance. Her father 
counted his wages by half crowns, and 
there were not many in a week's wage. 

"Please, sir, Mr. Foy lived there with 
his sister, but they've left." 

"Oh, they've left, have they? When 
did they leave?" 

"Last Monday, sir, and the lady was 
very ill, sir, and he took her away in 
a cab." 

"And Mr. Foy has not been 'jack 
since?" 

"No, sir. He left for good, and l:c 
gave the key of the cottage to ni> 
mother, and the agent is to put up & 
board next week, and the house is to 
be let. It was took furnished, and is 
to be let furnished again." 

"Did they live quite alone? Had 
they no servant?" 

"No, sir, no reg'lar servant. Mother 
used to do the cleaning twice a week. 
Mother's very sorry they be gone. They 
was good to mother." 

"How long had they lived there?" 
"Nigh upon a year." 
"And the lady was Mr. Foy's sister?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"And now take me to your mother." 
The girl looked wistfully at -.he jug. 
"If you please, I was to fetch fath

er's beer, sir." 
"I see. And if you don't, father will 

be angry." 
"Yes, sir." 
"Then you shall go; but first tell 

me where your mother lives." 
The child pointed down Lawson 

Lane. "It's the last cottage, sir." 
"All right." 
Just where the lane straggled off into 

plowed fields and open country there 
was a row of laborers' cottages, and in 
the last of these Mr. Leworthy found 
a plaintive woman with a child in her 
arms, who owned to being the ipother 
of the small girl with the jug. 

The vicar wasted no time in prelim
inaries. He seated himself on an al
most bottomless chair, and with his 
•tout umbrella planted between his 
knees, interrogated the matron thus: 

"You used to work for Mr. Foy and 
bis sister. What do you know about 
them?" 

"Only that they paid me honorable 
for what work I did, sir. I'm bound 
to up and say that, whoever asks 

_ ft me. 
"Good. Did they live happily to

gether as—brother and sister?" 
Here the matron began to hesitate. 

She shifted her baby from one arm to 
the other. She gave a deprecating 
cough. 
- ;  " I  s e e — t h e y  quarreled sometimes." 

"I never seen 'em, sir, for I scarce 
ever see Mr. Foy. He was off to Grand-
Chester before I went of a morning, 
and be didn't come back till after I 
left I used to go for the half day, 
you see, sir—not the whole.day. But 
I don't think the young lady was quite 
happy In her inlnd. I've seen her fret
ting; and people will talk, you see, sir 
—neighbors next door to Rose Cottage 
fcinre heard' them at \hlgb words, In 
juamer time, when the winders was 

all open, or when they was in the gar
den." 

"I see. Had the sister been long 
ill?" 

"No, sir, not above a month." 
"What was the matter with her?" 
"Well, sir, I can't say azackly. It 

was a sort of wasting sickness, like. 
She couldn't keep nothing on her 
stomach, of late, poor dear; and she 
had pains that racked her, and used 
to complain of a burning feel in her 
throat; out of sorts altogether, as you 
may say. I believe it all came from 
fretting." 

"Why did she fret so much? Was 
her brother every unkind to her?" 

"No, sir. I don't think it was his 
unkindness that worried her. But he 
used to keep very late hours—hardly 
ever coming home till the last train, 
and that worried her. Not that he 
was ever the worse for drink. He was 
the soberest young man as ever was, 
but she was of a jealous disposition, 
and the thought that he was out en
joying himself with other people used 
to prey on her mind." 

"That was hardly fair, if he treated 
her kindly when he was at home. A 
sister has no right to be jealous of a 
brother." 

"Perhaps, not, sir, but jealous she 
was, and fret she did. 'I've nobody 
but him in the world, Mrs. Moff,' she 
said—my name being Moff—'and I can't 
bear him to be always away. There 
was a time when he spent all his even
ings at home.' And then tears would 
roll down her poor holler cheeks, and 
it went to my 'eart to see her so mis
erable. I had a feller-feelin', you see, 
sir, for I know how it worrits me when 
my master stops late at the 'Coach and 
Horses' on a Saturday night." 

"Ah, but it's different with a hus
band. A wife has a right to be exact
ing, not a sister. Now, tell me how 
they left the place, and all about it. 
I'm interested in this poor girl, and 
perhaps I may lie able to befriend her. 
Where did they go?" 

"He was going to take her to some 
place near the sea, on the other side 
of Grandchester, and a good way off. 
The name has gone clean out of my 
head. He was very kind to her from 
the time she fell ill. She told me so 
with her own lips. 'Gaston was never 
so kind to me in all his life,' she says. 
He fancied it was the air here that 
didn't agree with her, she told me, and 
it is rather a relaxing air, here, sir. I 
feel it so sometimes, myself, and if it 
wasn't for my drop of beer I should 
go off in a dead faint." 

"What kind of a young woman was 
Miss Foy? Was she like her brother?" 

"No, sir, she were not. I never laid 
eyes on a brother and sister more un-
similar. She had been very pretty, 
there's no denying that, but her ner
vous, worriting ways had that worn 
and preyed upon her that she was old 
aiul 'aggard before her time. She had 
light brown hair, and a fair skin and 
blue eyes, and I dessay she had been a 
pretty figure before she wasted away 
like, but her 'ealth were never good 
from the time I knew her." 

"Did you see lier the day she went 
away?" asked the vicar. 

"It wasn't a day, sir. She went late 
at night, by the last train to Grand
chester. She was to sleep in Grand
chester. and go on to the seaside next 
morning; and I do say that it wasn't 
the right thing for a young person in 
her state of 'ealth to travel late on a 
winter's night. But there, poor feller, 
it wasn't his fault, for he had to be 
at the office all day." 

"She was wrapped up warmly, I sup
pose?" 

"Yes, she wore a thick Scotch plaid 
shawl that he bought her the winter 
before." 

"Black and red?" said the ^icar. 
"Black and red," assented the 

woman, with some astonishment. "One 
would think you'd seen it, sir." 

"I told you I was interested in the 
young lady," answered the vicar, 
vaguely. 

He took out his memorandum book 
and wrote down the date and hour of 
the young woman's removal from Rose 
Cottage. She had left in the one cab 
that plied between Parminter village 
and the Parminter Road Station. The 
cabman could be forthcoming if he 
were wanted. Mrs. Moff suggested. 

Mr. Leworthy rewarded this worthy-
woman with a crown piece, half of 
which he stipulated was to be given to 
the little girl when she came home 
from her errand, and then he walked 
briskly back to the station, which was 
a good half mile from Lawson Lane. 
He was lucky enough to get a train in 
less than half an hour, and he was 
back in Grandchester at three o! clock 
in the afternoon. 

Here he took a cab and drove 
straight to Mr. Brockbank's office, to 
whom he imparted all he had done. 

"Upon my soul, you're a clever fel
low, vicar!" cried the lawyer; "you 
ought to have been something better 
than a parson." 

"You mean I ought to have been 
something that pays better. Now, look 
here, Brockbank, you must start off to 
Milldale by the first train, and get the 
coroner to order a post-mortem. No 
post-mortem necessary, forsooth, said 
that fool of a local surgeon, because the 
immediate cause of death was obvious
ly laudanum. Why, It's clear to my 
mind, from what I've head to-day, that 
this poor creature was slowly done to 
death by arsenic, and that the dose of 
laudanum was only given to the last 
to accelerate the end." 

Mr. brockbank saw the force of tfcls 
argument, and looked at once to his 
railway timetable. 

"There's a train at 4:30," be<«*id; "1 

can go by that. And now what are 
you going to do?" 

"I shall call on Mr. Umpleby and 
try and stop to-morrow's wedding." 

"What motive can this Foy have' had 
for getting rid of his sister?" specu
lated the lawyer. 

"Very little, I should imagine, for 
getting rid of a sister. But what if 
the young woman'was something more 
dfllcult to dispose of than a sister? 
What if she was his wife? These two 
young people lived quite alone in a 
country lane. It was easy for them to 
live as man and wife, yet pass for 
brother and sister. The char-woman's 
account shows that she was jealous 
and unhappy. She fretted on account 
of Foy's late hours. They were over
heard quarreling. Take my word for it, 
Brockbank, that unfortunate woman 
was a wife—a wife to whom Mr. Foy 
grew mortally tired when he found 
that it was on the cards to marry Miss 
Umpleby, with a handsome dowry, and 
the prospect of rapid advancement in 
the house. Now I want you to set one 
of your clerks at work, without an 
hour's delay, to hunt up evidence of 
such a marriage, either in a church or 
at a registry office." 

"It shall be done," said Brockbank. 
"Anything more?" 

"Only this much; I have written an 
advertisement which will appear to
morrow in three local dailies." 

He read the draft of his advertise
ment. 

"This may bring us information as 
to the next stage in that poor young 
woman's journey after she left Par
minter," he said. 

"Possibly. You are really a genius 
at the art of hunting a criminal." 

"No, sir, I am only thorough. I 
would do a good deal more than this to 
help anyone I love. Now I'm off. I 
dare say you've some business to get 
through before you start for Milldale." 

"Only half a dozen letters to dic
tate," answered the lawyer, lightly, and 
then he put his lips to a speaking tube 
and gave an order. 

"Send up the shorthand clerk, and 
have a cab at the door at quarter past 
four." 

m 

CHAPTER V. 
R. LEWORTHY 
went back to Kib
ble & Umpleby's 
and asked if Mr. 
Umpleby was on 
the premises. No, 
Mr. Umpleby had 
left half an hour 
ago, to return to 
the bosom of his 
family in Tolking-
ton Park. 

Happily for the eager vicar, Tolking-
ton Park was an adjoining suburb, 
where those well-to-do citizens of 
Grandchester who did not like the la
bor of daily railroad journeys con
tented themsielves with a semi-urban' 
retirement in villas of their own build
ing. amidst shrubberies of their own 
planting, overlooking the towniest and 
most formal of public parks. It had. 
long been a grief to the female Um
pleby's that, where other merchants' 
families of wealth and standing had 
Gothic mansions or Italian palaces set 
in richly wooded landscapes, remote 
from the smoke of the city, they had 
only the stereotyped surroundings of a 
thickly populated suburb, and were in 
nowise better off than their next-door 
neighbors. 

A cab with a horse of his own choos
ing drove Mr. Leworthy to the utmost 
limit of Tolkington Park in less than 
half an hour. He found the Umpleby 
mansion, which was called Mount Leb
anon, although the ground on which it 
stood was as flat as a pancake, and 
there was not a cedar within a mile. It 
was a substantial, square house, with 
bay windows, a broad flight of steps, 
grandiose iron railings, painted dark 
blue, and surmounted with guilded 
pineapples, and an all-pervading glare 
of plate glass windows. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

A HUNC AR IAN DELIC ACY.  

Dl8gusting Very Expensive but Rather 
to the Traveler. 

The head waiter, to tempt me, as 
I came in, passed me with a live thing 
flopping on a plate—it was a fish this 
time, just out of the water—and stop
ped just long enough to allow me a 
rapid glance at its beauty, says Har
per's Magazine. I at first supposed 
that some lucky line had but a mo
ment before drawn it struggling from 
the lake, and that it was then being 
taken to die elsewhere. It was only 
when I overheard the minute instruc
tions for its immediate and proper 
serving—it was passed on to an epicure 
at the next table to mine—that I was 
undeceived, and it was not long before 
I discovered that such fish 'formed one 
of the chief attractions of the place. I 
then began to watch, from where I sat, 
the small boy who, in the center of the 
cafe, presided over the fountain under 
the blazing gas jets, dipping his net in
to the marble-lined pool, chasing the 
dodging fish round and round, until 
some unlucky victim of the right size 
slipped into the mesh and was 
flopped wriggling on a plate. The sight 

. had rather dulled my appetite. I would 
as soon have ordered its mate as I 
would have thought of driving in a 
spring lamb and carving out a brace 
of chops while the little fellow waited. 
I had the curiosity, however, to Inquire 
the price of this gastronomical luxury. 
It equaled that of two bottles of extra 
dry—the price being the same to com
moners and to kings. 

ICE FOR THE HOT MAN. 

The Conductor Knew How .to Handle 
the Had Han* 

"I was on a car In Texas a few 
nights ago t'other side of San Anto
nio," said a New Orleans business man 
to a New Orleans Times-Democrat re
porter, "when a typical frontier tough 
got on board. He was a little chap, 
but powerfully built and about half 
drunk. As soon as be came in he drew 
a revolver that looked as big as a 
stovepipe and bawled out: 'I'm the 
hottest man this side of El Paso. I 
can lick any galoot on the train.' 
There were some ladies at the far end 
of the car, and a good-looking man 
who was with them half rose as if to 
put a stop to the disturbance. He re
considered the enterprise, however, 
and sent 'for the conductor instead. 
Meanwhile the wandering eyes of the 
stranger lit on the headrests of the 
chairs, which were round, padded 
disks about a foot across. Naturally 
they were suggestive of targets, and 
he proceeded to draw a bead on sev
eral. .The occupants promptly sought 
seclusion under the seats, greatly to 
the edification of the bad man with 
the gun. 'Wowt wow!' he roared. 
'I'm the hottest gent in Texas. Watch 
me plug that feller in the heel!' The 
passenger referred to crawled hastily 
into the woodbox, and, to tell the 
truth, we were all in a state of pitiable 
funk. Just then the conductor came 
walking briskly in. He, too, was a lit
tle fellow, but he had a voice like a 
megaphone. 'Where's that bad man?' 
he boomed. We held our breaths and 
looked for a tragedy instanter. 'Hero 
I am.' yelled the other chap. 'Yow! 
I'm the hottest—' 'Yes, I heard about 
that,' said the conductor, walking 
right up to him. 'Gimme that gun.' 
To my amazement the strawger per
mitted him to tabs it without the least 
resistance. 'Now, look here,' the con
ductor went on, 'you're too warm for 
this car. We've got a stove here, and 
you make it unpleasant. So you get 
right out on that platform, blast your 
eyes, and stay there until you lose 
some of your heat.' The hot man 
meekly allowed himself to be pro
pelled througn the door, and stayed on 
the platform all the rest of the trip. 
The men inside looked at each other 
rather sheepishly, and asked the con
ductor confidentially^ how he dared 
take such chances. 'Oh, there wasn't 
any risk,' he said. 'I had the fellow 
sized up. If it had been somebody else 
I might have acted differently. One of 
the first things you've got to learn in 
this business is how to tell a bluffer.' " 

HE PAID THE PRICE.  

t'apa Managed to Maintain His Gravity 
in His Son's Presence. 

An old-school gentleman who lives in 
the upper part of the city called his 
son into the library the other evening, 
locked the door and had a few words 
with the youth, says the Detroit Free 
Press. "William," began the father, 
in a grieved tone, "I hear a story about 
you that brings the blush of same to 
my cheek. I can scarcely bring my
self to believe it. I have no word 
against the young lady whose name 
has been given such unenviable prom
inence, though I do think there are 
other young women who would make 
life more pleasant for a husband." "I 
agree with you perfectly, sir." "Then, 
sir, what did you mean by fighting over 
her with that young Jimson? His en
gagement to her is now announced, 
and one of the most surprising things 
to me is that he could get the best of 
you in such an unworthy way of set
tling your rivalry." "Best of me?" 
echoed the youth, with flashing eyes; 
"they took him home in an ambulance, 
and I don't look wrecked, do I?" "It's 
passing strange. You trounced him, 
and yet he gets the girl." "You don't 
understand it, father. In the zeal of 
rivalry we both went with her so long 
that it was the manly thing for one 
of us to marry her, and the fellow that 
was whipped had to make the sacri
fice." The old-school gentlemen man
aged to maintain his gravity till the 
youth was hurriedly dismissed, and 
then laughed till he shed tears and had 
stitches on both sides. 

Trath Isn't Always Mighty. 
He—I wish I dared kiss you. She— 

Really! Did you ever kiss a girl? He 
—Never; I swoar It. She—Then you 
may kiss me. Under such circum
stances a man who will lie like that is 
to be trusted. " 

Ingenuity. 
In physics and natural history there 

are opportunities to direct and con
trol the out-of-school activities of 
young people of which the enthusias
tic teacher of science is not slow to 
avail himself. In describing the in
genuity of boys, a writer in the At
lantic Monthly gives the following: 
One of the most astonishing facts of 
the time is the ingenuity of boys in 
constructing electrical apparatus, with 
but a few hints and out of the most 
meager material. I know boys who 
bave belt lines of electric tramways 
circulating in their garrets, and a 
boy who, last year, was the despair 
of his teachers, now deserved recog
nition in the manual training exhibit 
as the clever inventor of a most in
genious electrical boat. An invitation 
to boys to bring to school products of 
their own ingenuity or the natural 
history specimens that they have col
lected will result In an exhibition 
which, in variety and quality, will be 
a revelation to one who is not used to 
following them In these interests. 

Can be Cured. 
These extreme nervous disorders were 

treated with wonderful success by the dis
coverer of Or. Williams' Pink PiHs for Pale 
People, previous to his discovery being otter
ed to the public gener&lly. This remeay is 
the only Known specific in m&ny diseases 
th&t, until recent ye&rs.were pronounced in
curable. Here the proof ; 

Junes Crocket, a sturdy old Scotchman living in Detroit, Mich, at 88 
Montosla St., was cored of Locomotor Ataxia by these pills. For many 

"Fori l yea 
accident, ana only noticed that I was retting nervous. .. 
warning I was taken sick, and was prostrated. I had the best of 

» great nervous strain. Mr. Crocket says: 
en yean I watched the big engines and boilers without a single 

, Suddenly without 
. _ , the best of physi

cians but grew gradually worse. At a council of doctors, they said I had 
nervous prostration, and had destroyed my whole nervous'system and 
would never recover. For three years I was unable to move from my bed. 
The doctor said I had locomotor ataxia, and would never be able to walk 
again. 

"The pains and suffering I experienced during those years are almost 
indescribable. The friends that came to see me bid me good-bye when 
they left me and I was given up. The docton said nothing more could be 
done. My wife kept reading to me, articles about Dr. Wimams* Pink Pills 
for Pale People, we finally decided to try them. The first box gave me 
relief. I continued to use them for about two years before I could get 
strength enough to walk. I am nearly seventy-five years old and there is 
not a man in this city that can kick higher or walk further than I can 

' y I owe my present good health to Dr. WiUiams* Pink Pills for 
tie for they saved my life."—^DttrtU Svtmnc •Mrw*. 

and toda; 
Pale Peopl 

The 
Genuine 
&re sold 
only in 
P&ch&des 
Like 
This temrwvit 

50 cents 
per box 
&t Ml 
druggists 
or sent 
direct 
by WMU ixA' 

Addreu the DR.WIU.IAM* MtOfcint COMPANY, SchcnecUdy, N.YJ^ 

" T H E R E  I S  S C I E N C E  I N  N E A T N E S S . "  
BE WISE AND USE 

SAPOLIO 
A Valuable Maxim. 

Sadie—Mamma, mayn't I have a piece 
of that lemon pie? 

Mamma—I think it is best that you 
Shouldn't, my dear. You know the last 
time you ate a piece it disagreed with 
you. 

Sadie—1 know It, ma; but you know 
the rule: If at first you don't succeed, 
try, try again.—Boston Courier. 

Why He Wasn't Tliere. 
The Rev. Dr. Fourthly—Mr. Wrap-

pemup, I didn't see you at cliurch yes
terday evening. 

Grocer—No, doctor. So many of your 
congregation came to get supplies l'or 
tlieir Sunday dinner that 1 couldn't get 
away in time.—Chicago Tribune. 

A Natural Deduction. , 
Hixon—Are you engaged in the same 

business you were in last year? Dixon 
—Yes, and.at the old' stand still. Hix
on—At the old standstill! Why don't 
you advertise and stir things/up a lit
tle? - / • " 

Lost Ttosa. 
"The first act, you know, Is supposed 

to cover a period of twenty years.* 
"What a long time between drink»."-
Clnclnnati Enquirer. „ , . - „ 

, - fUl „vy 

6TATB or OHIO, CITY OF TOLEDO, I 
LUCAS COUNTY, f 

Frank J. Cheney makes oath that he Is tho 
senior partner of the firm of F. J. Cheney & Co., 
doing business in the City of Toledo, County 
and State aforesaid, and that said firm will pay 
the sum of ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS for 
each and every case of Catarrh that cannot bo 
cured by the use of Hall's Catarrh Cure.. 

FRANK J. CHENEY. 
Sworn to before me and subscribed in my 

presence, this 6th day of December, A. D. 1880. 
(SSSAL.) A. W. GLEASON. 

Notary Public. 
Hall's Catarrh Cure Is taken internally, and 

acts directly on the blood and mucous surfaces 
of the system. Send for testimonials, free. 

F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, ft 
Sold by Druggists, <oc. 
Hall's Family Fills are the best 

Renil the 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 adver
tise. 

He who lives only to benefit himself 
confers on the world a benefit when he 
dies.—Tertullian. 

Real Grievances. 
The way 1 wrote it," said the young 

iran, who was leaning over the railing, 
red with mortification and outraged 
feelings, "was that the young men ot 
the 1-Iighupanup club would hold a 
bowling contest at their club room this 
evening." 

"Well?" said the city editor. 
"The way it was printed in your pa

per this morning Was that the young 
men of the Highupanup club would 
hold a 'howling contest, sir."—Chicago 
Tribune. 

Baltimore, Feb.—The story sent out 
from Chicago that General Passenger 
Agent Austin, of the Baltimore ana 
Ohio Rail Road, had reported rate cut
ting, on the part of rival lines, to tne 
Receivers, is strenuously denied at B. 
and O. headquarters. Mr. Austin, in a 
letter, absolutely denies that any such 
cases bave come under his notice, and 
denounces the report as a "fake," pure 
and simple. 

Excessive Politeness. 
Customer—1 haven't any change with 

me this morning; will you trust me for 
a postage stamp until to-morrow V 

Drug Clerk—Certainly, Mr. Jones. 
Customer—But suppose 1 should get 

killed or— 
Drug Clerk—Pray don't speak of it, 

Mr. Jon»>s. The loss would be but a 
trifle.—Chicago News. 

Chlcaeo ereat Western. 
The earnings of the Chicago Great 

Western Railway "Maple Leaf Uoute." 
for the month of January, 1891). show 
an increase of $70,617.84. Total in
crease since beginning of fiscal year 
(July 1st) to date, $257,085.49. 

It was a wise arrangement on the 
part of our forefathers to assemble 
congress after Thanksgiving than be
fore it. 

Cakes Without Eggs. 

•Mb 
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Observing housekeepers quickly learn tliat Dr. Price's 
Cream Baking Powder is far superior to all other brands from 
the fact that its use always insures the finest, daintiest and most 
wholesome pastry, and if they wish to be economical they can 
dispense entirely with eggs and use a much less quantity of butter 
for shortening purposes. The advantage is not alone the saving 
effected, but the avoiding of trouble and the frequent difficulty 
in securing eggs that are fresh. 

Cakes of every kind from the informal Griddle to the 
stately Bride Cake can be made with v 

Dr. Price's 
Cream Baking Powder 

thus insuring their being light and delicious. When used in 
Griddle Cakes they can be produced in the shortest space of time 
and are always tender and delicious, and may be eaten hot with 
impunity by dyspeptics and persons with weak digestions. Cakes 
of other male with Dr. Price's remain moist and sweet for 
a much longer time than if any other baking powder is used. 

Nothing so decisively settles the superiority of 
Dr. Price's over all other baking powers as the bestowal 
upon it of. the Highest Medal and Diploma by the 
World's Columbian Exposition (Chicago, '93) and the 
Special Gold Medal and Diploma-by the California Mid
winter International Exposition (San Francisco, '94). 
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