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THE RIGHTFUL HEIR 
By JVt. T. CALDOR. 

!WW¥¥¥¥¥¥¥¥¥ffi¥¥¥¥fi1i¥1^iWl^f 
CHAPTER I.—(CONTINUED.) 

He who had named himself Bernard 
iratchod her with feverish eyes. 

"And what shall I do with it?" 
asked Bhe, aa she folded the narrow 
•Up of paper. 

"Ah, if I could help It—believe me, 1 
would rather cut off my right hand 
than ask it of you, but it is for the sake 
ef another—better, purer than I. I 

. must Implore you to carry it yourself 
to the foot of the great craig that over
hangs the river, at the end of the 
ehestnut woods, in the evening. Will 
you, dare you do it, Lady Violante? 
when I assure you no earthly harm can 
eome of it to you; and much, very 
much anxiety may be spared me, and 
another who is very dear to me." 

Lady .Violante drew a long breath, 
but said firmly: "Certainly, I will do it, 
why do you doubt it? I have often 
strayed as far, with only a servant in 
Attendance." 

"Ah, yes, but there must be no ser
vant near to see or suspect anything. 
Tou must promise no living thing shall 
see that, hear a word of this conversa
tion, or know aught that may be here
after connected with the cliff in your 
mind." 

The mystery was growing startling! 
Lady Violante's cheek blanched, and 
for the first time she hesitated. 

"Ah!" said he, bitterly, while his 
glittering eye followed the changes of 
her face. "I knew it would be so—you 
promised to trust me, but you are al
ready doubting me, and are ready to re
treat" 

"No, no!" exclaimed she, impetuous
ly—"I will not retreat, I will do all you 
ask of me." 

"And no one—not even your father— 
most of all, Count Germain, your lover, 
•hall know what I have said to you?" 
asked he, eagerly. 

"No one," repeated she, firmly. "I 
take your assurance, that there is noth
ing in the transaction to compromise 
my character or station, and I pass over 
your allusion to a lover, where there 
is no such relation. Now tell me what 
else there Is for me to know." 

He had closed his eyes wearily, and 
his lips writhed with a spasm of pain. 

The pity again overpowered reserve 
—"You are ill, you are suffering, oh, 
that I could aid you, could bear half 
the suffering myself. Shall I call 
Julie?" 

"No, no," said he, hurriedly, "let me 
be assured the note has reached its 
place, I shall be easier at once. You 
have but to fasten it to the bough of 
the lopped larch tree, the only one 
there, first being sure no one is near, 
give a low blast on this whistle three 
times, and then you may return as 
•peedily as you please. My errand will 
be performed." 

He disengaged an ivory whistle from 
a chain around his neck, and held it 
toward her. 

She received It with a gentle assur
ing smile, adding: 

"Have no fears. I will find means 
to obey your injunction to the letter." 

"Heaven bless you!" said he, turn
ing his face to the pillow to hide its 
agitation. 

And Lady Violante glided softly from 
the room. 

Early the next morning she came 
-again, and taking advantage of the 
•momentary absence of the attendant, 
•he laid the whistle on his pillow, say
ing quietly: 

"I have performed your first task; 
now show your gratitude by growing 
more cheerful, and settling me an
other." 

He looked up anxiously. 
"And no one saw you? you are sure 

of that?" 
"Quite certain. Moreover, I took an 

early ride that way this morning, and 
the note was gone." 

He drew a long breath of relief. A 
•mile, so rarely beautiful it almost 
startled her, lit up his pallid face, and 
with a soft sigh, he whispered: 

"Now I am ready to obey my nurse, 
and rest." 
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CHAPTER II. 
IX weeks had 
elapsed since Beau-
vais Chateau had 
s h e l t e r e d  t h e  
stranger, who had 
rescued its heiress 
from a terrible 
death. Still he was 
as much a stranger 
to the Count and 
all th§ household as 
at first, and was 

•only known as M. Bernard. He was 
:now able to cross his chamber, by the 
aid of crutches; and was rapidly re
gaining vigor and strength. 

The strange melancholy that so dark-
-ened his fine countenance only vanish
ed when Lady Violante came to while 
•away, with her bright presence, the 
tedious hours of confinement. Then a 
aew existence dawned upon him, an
other temperament to banish his old 
•elf, and he was gay and sparkling in 
bis conversation as the most light-
hearted of the cavaliers who sought 
her favor. 

"I have come to scold you," said she 
snerrily one afternoon as she entered 
fcls apartment, and was greeted with a 
•brightening eye. "Why did you so sud
denly vanish from the window, as we 
,fode up the avenue! Count Germain is 
mmch interested in you and longs to 
•see yon. Why do you so obstinately 
refuse to receive any visitors? He 
might so much enliven these dreary 
hours. Promise me I may bring him 
here to-morrow." 

Bernard was gnawing his lip fiercely. 
-'"Never!" exclaimed he, in so deep a 
tone it startled her. "Have patience, 
Lady Violante, I am fast growing 
stronger, you will soon be rid of me. 
Till then you must remember the prom
ise yon gave that I should be indulged 
ig Qili one imperative demand/' 
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"Now yeu are unjust as well as un
kind. You know nothing is further 
from my thoughts than the wish to be 
rid of you. It is only that I cannot 
bear to think of you immured here in 
the dreary loneliness of this chamber, 
that makes me press upon you other 
acquaintances. Besides, I am vexed 
that others should so misunderstand 
you, the Count—" 

"What of him?" demanded Bernard 
with a flashing eye. 

"Nay, do not look so angry. He does 
not understand it—and jests a little 
about the misanthropical hermit who 
saved my life. He will not comprehend 
my explanations." 

"I beg you will not make any ex
planations to Count Germain on my be
half!" began Bernard haughtily; but 
her beseeching glance arrested him. 

"Ah," said she, reproachfully, "why 
will you not allow others to know you 
as good and noble as you appear to 
me? What is this mystery that sur
rounds you?" 

The black cloud came sweeping over 
his face, the gloomy fire lent its gleam 
to his eye, and with a bitter, bitter 
sigh, he said: 

"It is my fate. I cannot help it. I 
wonder that you do not also shrink 
from me. You who know more of the 
mystery than any other. Do not let 
pity keep you here, Lady Violante." 

"Alone!" sighed she in return. "I 
would there was less concealment— 
and yet I must own it is not pity, not 
even gratitude, that draws me toward 
you." 

"What then?" demanded he eagerly. 
"Sincere, earnest friendship," replied 

she in clear, steady tones—the sincere 
eyes never blenching from his impas
sioned gaze. "I like you, I see so much 
that is good and noble beneath this 
cold mask you strive to wear. There 
is genuine affinity between our minds 
—and it grieves me that others can
not share in my appreciation of your 
worth." 

He checked a bitter smile, to say 
mournfully: 

"It is your own surpassing goodness 
—not any worth of mine; and you know 
nothing of me—not even my name—if 
I be noble or peasant, rich or poor, in
nocent or guilty." 

"Nay," said she, catching only at one 
idea, "no one could think of you as a 
peasant—your very carriage assures 
one of noble blood!" 

Again, a scornful, cynical smile was 
repressed as he turned his face from 
observation—and then he said, with a 
gravity that was almost solemn: 

"Lady Violante, I am a mysterious 
being—isolation and danger and mys
tery are my portion; but again I as
sure you it is my misfortune, not my 
deserving. Very sweet and precious to 
me is the sympathy you have given— 
these days, filled with pain though 
they have been, are the happiest of my 
sorrowful life. That I was the humble 
instrument of saving you from a 
frightful death, will be a cause of 
thanksgiving and rejoicing to my dying 
day—and yet I am so proud that any 
attentions shown to me by you out of 
gratitude to that, become hateful and 
repulsive. O, Lady Violante, I, so un
loved and alien to all the rest of the 
world, cannot afford to lose the sweet 
drop in my bitter cup. Think not of 
what is due your preserver, but care 
for me for my sake." 

The fair girl looked at him wistfully. 
The rapidly blushing and paling cheek 
betrayed the agitation he strove to con
ceal. The starting tear that only for 
a moment dimmed the eagle eye, moved 
her deeply. 

"Strange mortal!" said she, holding 
out her hand with the tenderness of a 
woman, and yet the dignity of a queen. 
"How many times already have you ex
torted from me that aside from all I 
owe you I cannot help admiring and 
loving you." 

He bent over her little hand, and 
with the one respectful kiss fell a burn
ing tear. 

"God bless you! come what will here
after, I shall be able to say, the cup of 
joy has once been lifted to my lips, 
and the memory of this moment shall 
have power to banish my gloom." 

"Come," said Violante, taking up a 
book from the table, "you shall finish 
the poem we began yesterday. Never 
heard I reader before, who could so 
magnetically charm the ear. All 
through my ride with the Count, I was 
longing to return and finish the book 
with you. Let us not waste the time 
—for when my father is free from the 
old Count's visit in the library, he will 
make his usual call here, and interrupt 
us." 

M. Bernard took the book, but paused 
to say: 

"The old Count Germain! I have 
heard of him; what sort of a character 
do you give him?" 

"Indeed I can hardly tell. He Is cer
tainly variable. At one time, genial, 
courteous and charming—and then 
again, so morose, reserved and suspic
ious—he quite frightens me from him. 
But his son—" 

"Never mind his son!" interrupted 
her companion with a frown. 

"Poor, young Count Germain! what 
persistent dislike you manifest for 
him!" said Violante, laughing—"while 
he Is so extremely anxious to know 
you." 

"A single meeting would suffice for 
us both," muttered Bernard. 

"Do you know him?" asked the girl, 
with a new suspicion. 

The abruptness of the question 
startled him, and he faltered: 

"I did once^-that is, I have heard—" 
and then waiting to collect his 
thoughts,, he added, bitterly—"be •fire/ 
if you are a friend to either of us, you 
will never bring about a meeting, or 
mention the name of one to the 
other." 

Lady Violante was lost In deep and 
evidently painful meditation. He 
watched her face uneasily, and ventur
ed meekly: 

"I told you I was made up of mys
teries—do not try to pierce them, and 
vex yourself over what will be un
fathomable and unsatisfactory. Let 
the Germains be banished from our 
conversation henceforward, and it will 
be pleasanter for us both. Now for 6ur 
poem." 

But another interruption come from 
a servant, who brought in a small bas
ket of fruit, which he said an old 
woman had left at the door, saying it 
was for the sick stranger at the Chat
eau. 

Lady Violante saw from her guest's 
face the basket was of no common sig
nificance, and dismissing the servant, 
she herself handed it to Bernard. 

The moment the door closed upon the 
servant he hastily rolled out the fruit, 
and drew forth, as she had already an
ticipated, a small slip of paper, over 
which his eye darted hastily, while he 
muttered, evidently forgetful of his 
auditor: 

"Selfish that I have been! in the in
toxication of my own happiness, I have 
forgotten how much she must suffer 
from suspense and anxiety. It was rash 
and reckless for her to venture here in 
any disguise." # 

Lady Violante rose in embarrass
ment; she did not wish to hear what 
was intended only to be spoken in his 
own mind—but with a mournful smile 
he returned to the present, and tossing 
her the note, he said abruptly: 

"You will see why I must appeal to 
you once more for your aid. I did not 
mean to compromise you again, In the 
slightest way, but you see what frantic 
alarm it is needful for me to calm. 

The note was written in a delicate 
female hand, and ran thus: 

"I can bear my agonized suspense no 
longer. Why do you not write to me 
again? I heard from passing gossipers 
what has happened, and what detains 
you at the Chateau; but a thought and 
fear assails me. I see our enemies go
ing thither every day! How will you 
escape their eyes? It was noble in you 
to save the beautiful young lady but 
oh, it was rash to risk so much in re
maining at the Castle. I tremble for 
you lest you fall into their hands. Ber
nard, Bernard, come back to me as 
soon as possible!" 

Lady Violante read it through, and 
then in a slightly constrained voice 
said: 

"I am only more bewildered. Surely 
I can truthfully assure you no enemies 
to you come near the Chateau. The 
lady's fears are groundless." 

He shook his head impatiently. 
"Let us have no further discussion 

concerning them. I will not conceal 
from you, so much faith have I in your 
generous sympathy with misfortune— 
that it is the Germains to whom she re
fers—nor deny that my careful avoid
ance of the young Count is to prevent 
the unpleasant results of his recogni-

I know all I say plunges you yet 
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deeper in baffled conjecture, yet I 
would fain implore you to have faith 
in me; not as a right, but as a favor I 
ask it." 

She sighed even while she smiled. 
(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

A QUEEN'S "SEA DOCS." 

The Voyages of the Elizabethan Seamen 

Extended to Every Part of the World. 

During most of Queen Elizabeth's 
reign there was no open war with 
Spain. On the contrary, there was nomi
nal friendship. But the privateering 
captains were not slow to perceive that 
the queen and her council had no ob
jection to their expeditions, provided 
they did not so openly violate the law 
of nations as to create great embar
rassments for the government. 

The voyages of the Elizabethan sea
men extended to almost every part of 
the world. In the last days of Ed
ward VI. Sir Hugh Willoughby had 
perished in the northern ice, and Rich
ard Chancellor had made hiB. way 
through the White sea to the coiintry 
and the court of the czar of Muscovy. 
Elizabethans followed in their wake. 
Under Frobisher and Davis they ex
plored Meta Incognita and Greenland 
and Hudson's straits. With good Sir 
Humphrey Gilbert they attempted the 
planting of Newfoundland; with Lane 
and White they went out to Raleigh's 
colony of Roanoke. They followed the 
Portuguese and the Dutch to the East 
Indies, and with James Lancaster's 
wonderful voyages began the English 
trade with Java and Sumatra and Ma
lacca. They went with Hawkins in the 
Solomon or the Jesus of Lubeck to 
gather slaves upon the African coast, 
or lay off Flores and Corvo to inter
cept the annual silver fleets that 
brought to the King of Spain the 
wealth of Mexico and Peru, or burned 
his ships in the harbor of Cadiz. But 
most famous of all were the adven
tures that marked their freebooting ex
peditions to the Spanish Main, lured 
on by fabulous tales of El Dorado or 
by knowledge of the more substantial 
wealth which the Spaniards had de
rived from their rich and abundant 
provinces in the new world. 

Fair Collateral. 
A soldier in the guards came to me 

in Queen's Square to swear to his hav
ing lost his duplicate. I looked at the 
affidavit to see if it were military ac
coutrements, etc., that he had pawned, 
when, to my surprise I found that he 
had pawned a £2 bank note for 10s 
6d. On asking an explanation of this 
odd circumstance he said he received 
Che £ 2 note and was resolved to pass a 
Jolly evening but not to spend more 
than a half guinea, and to insure 
he pawned the note tor that sum, and 
destroyed the duplicate afterward, that 
lie might not be able to raise money on 
ft in case his resolution should give 
way while he was drinking with his 
companions.—Cornhill 

SOME GOOD STORIES FOR OUR 
JUNIOR RBADERS. 

The Childhood of t Character That 
Became Famoui In the lllstory of the 
Dying Century—A Pencil and Paper 
Game—'Anecdote and Incident. 

At Receu Time. 
Little "bllndmen" playing "buff," 
Teacher thinks you've had enough 
Of your frolic and your fun; 
Recess hour la almost done. 

All of you have had your turn 
At being "it," and now 

Little Lucy wears the band 
O'er her sunny brow. 

Can she guess who touches her 
As she whirls around. 

Groping carefully her way 
O'er the grassy ground? 

Never mind, the bell Is ringing! 
Hear it clearly, gayly singing, 
"Come, good children, play is done. 
Time the lessons were begun." 

Ml§a TCI Hard'a Childhood. 

"What sort of a looking baby was 
Frances Elizabeth anyhow?" asked an 
interested friend of Madam Willard. 

"Very pretty, with sunny hair, blue 
eyes, delicate features and fair com
plexion. She was called the doll-baby 
of the village." 

"Was she brought up by hand?" 
"Yes, she was a bottle baby, or one 

brought up by hand,' but I ought to 
add for her present reputation's sake, 
she had no affinity for the bottle—put
ting it away when ten months old, 
with no regret. She always slept with 
both hands on my face. She was a 
very affectionate little creature. She 
could talk some time before she could 
walk, speaking quite wisely at four
teen months, but not walking until 
twenty-four months old. As a little 
girl she was very confiding and fond 
of her childish friends. 

"Her father used to say when walk
ing to and fro with her at night, 'I 
declare, this young one ought to 
amount to something, she gives trouble 
enough.' 

"She dearly loved her brother Oliver 
and her sister Mary. They were very 
much to one another always. She was 
mentally precocious, but physically 
delicate beyond any other of my chil
dren. She was inventive and original 
in her amusements. She early mani
fested a fondness for books. She be
lieved in herself and in her teachers. 

"When she was two years old we 
removed from Churchville to Oberlin, 
O. I held Frank all the way. It was 
a tiresome journey, for we went by 
carriage. She often put her little arms 
around my neck, laid her head upon 
my shoulder and said, 'Mamma, sissy's 
dress aches!' It rejoices me to be
lieve that she intuitively recognized 
the fact that it is not one's real self 
that is ever tired, but only this dress 
of mortality that aches sometimes. 

"She used to see the students re
hearsing their speeches and would get 
up an amusing imitation of them, when 
but three years old. Many a time I 
have seen her standing on the well 
curb or on top of the gate post imitat
ing the gestures of some bright young 
sophomore who stood there, 'laying it 
off' for her amusement." 

"The first religious teaching that I 
can call to mind," says Miss Willard 
herself, "is the learning of that sweet 
prayer of every little child: 'Now I 
lay me down to sleep.' 

"My first appearance on the stage 
was in Oberlin, O., at the age of t.;ree 
or four, when my father used to stand 
me up on a chair and have me sing 
for guests in my queer little voice, 
especially after a dinner. As I remem
ber, the song was always this: 
" 'They called me blue-eyed Mary 
When friends and fortune smiled.'" 

When Carnegie Made One Dollar a Week 

"Everything comes to him who 
works while he waits" is one of Mr. 
Carnegie's mottoes. Waiting, but 
working meanwhile, he began laying 
up his first ?1,000 while making $1.20 
a week as "bobbin-boy" in a cotton-
mill in Allegheny City. His father, 
mother, younger brother and himself— 
the family—had Just come from Scot
land, and had hardly got their two-
room bouse "to rights" when "Andy" 
brought in his first contribution to the 
family earnings. But the lad of twelve 
was doing a grown man's work, find
ing his way to the mill and beginning 
on his bobbin while it was still dark 
outside, every morning except Sunday, 
and working until after dark every 
evening, with only forty minutes in
terval at noon. 

Seven steps above this, eight steps 
in all, he had to climb before he finally 
put that thousandth dollar in the bank. 

The second step was made in his 
thirteenth year. He became a dummy-
engine tender in a bobbin factory, also 
in Allegheny City. But his work there 
was even harder than in the cotton-
mill; for he was put to firing the boil
er In the cellar, as well as to tending 
the little engine which ran the ma
chinery. 

"We mttst change that response," 
whispered the pastor. 

"Why?" asked the organist Inno
cently. 

"I have been preaching on 'Hell,'" 
said the doctor, "and the response yon 
have chosen Is What Must it Be to be 
There?" 

The organist grinned as he climbed 
to the organ and started up "Art Thou 
Weary?" 

Pencil and Paper Game. . 
A very good pencil and paper game 

is comparatives and superlatives. Bach 
player chooses any word he likes (not 
an adjective), and tries to fit on to it 
a comparative and superlative. For 
example: 
Chosen word. Comparative. Superlative. 

tea 
toe 
bee 
on 
fee 
foe 

tear 
tower 
beer 
honor 
fear 
four 

test 
toast 
beast 
honest 
feast 
forest 

It will be seen that ordinary gram
matical construction is banished, the 
point being to turn out grotesque and 
humorous sets, the more absurd, the 
better. 

If the player Is unsuccessful with his 
first word, he should try another. A 
quarter of an hour is allowed for a 
single set. If the time is exceeded a 
forfeit has to be paid. 

The conductor of the game then 
reads the sets aloud. If well put to
gether they afford much amusement. 

Too Polite for Him. 

A brave, active, intelligent terrier 
one day discovered a monkey belong
ing to an intinerant organ-grinder 
seated upon a bank within the grounds 
and at once made a dash toward him. 
The monkey, who was attired in a 
jacket and hat, awaited the onset with 
such undisturbed tranquillity that the 
dog halted within a few feet of him to 
reconnoitre. 

Both animals took a long, steady 
stare at each other, but the dog evi
dently was recovering from his sur
prise, and about to make a spring for 
the intruder. At this critical juncture 
the monkey, who had remained per
fectly quiet hitherto, raised his paw, 
and gracefully saluted by raising his 
hat. 

The effect was magical; the dog's 
head and tail dropped, and he sneaked 
off and entered the house, refusing to 
leave it till he was satisfied that his 
polite but mysterious guest had de
parted. His whole demeanor showed 
plainly that he felt the monkey was 
"uncanny;" and not to be meddled 
with. 

Slugnlar Plant of the East. 

The Rose of Jericho is one of the 
most singular forms of plant life. It 
is an annual and is found in Syria, 
Africa and Arabia. During the grow
ing season it presents no strange char
acteristics, but as the pods begin to 
ripen on the approach of dry weather 
the branches drop their leaves and curl 
Inward, presenting the appearance of 
dead twigs. When completely ripe, the 
whole plant looks like a ball of curi
ously-constructed wicker-work*at the 
top of a short stem. The roots die, 
and the plant is carried to great dis
tances by the wind. When the ap
parently dead and worthless ball 
reaches the sea or any other water, or 
becomes wedged in some place where 
rain falls on it, it unbends and the 
branches resume their former position. 
The pods then open and discharge 
their seeds hundreds of miles from the 
place of original growth. The monks 
in Palestine call it "Mary's Flower" 
from their belief that it expands each 
year on the day and hour of the birth 
of the Savior. It is also known as the 
resurrection plant. 

Why Doctor Temple Had a Restless Might 

Archbishop Temple was once taken 
home by a clergyman in the absence 
of the latter's wife. Next morning the 
host politely expressed the hope that 
when his lordship again honored the 
house Mrs. Temple would accompany 
him. 

"No, thanks," the archbishop lacon
ically replied: "Mrs. Temple doesn't 
at all like roughing it." 

The clergyman's feelings were deep
ly hurt, for the visit had meant some 
expense and much anxiety to him. He 
unburdened his soul to his wife on her 
return. 

"Why, my dear," she exclaimed, "you 
didn't surely put the archbishop in the 
pink bedroom, did you?*' 

"I certainly did." 
"Oh, then, that's it. I put all the 

plate in the bed for safety while I was 
away!" 
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How the Organist Spoiled the Sermon. 
Rev. Simon J. McPherson preached 

on "Hell" in a Presbyterian church in 
New York recently. He pictured In 
burning words the terrors awaiting the 
unrepentant wicked in the next world. 
His sermon made, a deep impression 
on the congregation. The organist had 
not known the subject of the sermon 
when he selected the response, and 
thought no more about it. 

The organist began to play the air 
pianissimo, and a broad grin spread 
over every face. Doctor McPherson 
looked appealingly upward to the or
ganist, and then turned over the 
leaves of the hymn-book with desper
ate eagerness. The organist left his 
pipes, aai hurried down to the pastor. 
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When the Wrong Hymn Was Chosen. 
Two country clergymen had agreed 

to exchange pulpits on a certain date, 
says the Syracuse Standard. One of 
them made the following solemn an
nouncement to his congregation on the 
Sabbath previous. 

"My dear brethren and sisters, I have 
the pleasure of stating that en next 
Sunday the Rev. Zachariah B. Say will 
preach for you. Now sing two verses 
of Hymn No. 489, That Awful Day 
Will Surely Come." 

And it took him some time to dls-. 
cover why the congregation smiled. 

Oldest Steam SafUa 
There was released from active ser

vice in England the other day the old
est working engine of the world. It 
had literally been 1*0 years in the 
harness. It was made by James Watt 
and Boulton in Birmingham in 1777 for 
the Birmingham Canal Navigation 
company; It had a thirty-two inch 
cylinder and an eight-foot stroke and 
was by no means small, but a low pres
sure of steam was used. The ongiw 
has been pumping water ever since, 
but is now "released" and will go into 
a museum. -

Her Ofcanee. 
. Miss Passe—They say montages are 
made In heaven. 

Miss Pert—Ah, then, you have on* 
more chance.—Syracuse Herald. 

1,000,000-tailor* From ON Stilp. v 
The U. S. Receiving Ship Vermont, 

now over 60 years old, has been the 
schoolhouse for over 1,000,000 sailors. 
The age and accomplishments are 
much the same as Hostetter*s Stomach 
Bitters, wtdph has been before the 
public for 60 years, cured In
numerable oases of malaria, fever and 
ague, besides dyspepsia and indiges
tion. 

VkS;?'..'* A Makeshift. . 
Bobble Bingo—Are you a member of 

congress? 
Mr. Plnger—Yes, my boy. r 
"Father was once; but be says that 

was before he learned to earn his own 
living."—Life. 

PATENTS. 

List of Patents leaned Lut Wrnk <• 
Northwestern Inventors. 

Eby R. Applln, Minneapolis; Minn.* 
seal for safes; Barnett Baker, Minne
apolis, Minn., darning apparatus; John 
C. Barber, St. Paul, Minn., car truck; 
Harry R. Brown, Minneapolis, Minn., 
picture support; Wilson T. Cole, Min
neapolis, Minn., addressing machine; 
Anton E. Phillips, Sioux Falls, S. D., 
mechanism for shocking grain; Jay 
C. Seymour, Ashton, S. D., Willi coup
ling; Louis Wigen, Afton, Minn., wash 
boiler; Samuel H. Merrill, Fairmount, 
Minn, scraper (design.) 

Merwln, Lothrop & Johnson, Patent At
torneys, 910 Pioneer Press Blag., St. Paul. 

Ration dHStre. 
Prohibition Mermaid—I hope you are 

in favor of prohibition, Mr. Sea Ser
pent? 

The Sea Serpent—Great Scott! wo
man, don't you know that alcohol is 
the only thing that keeps me alive?— 
Puck. 

"Goodyear Rubber Company Be
lieve* in Expansion." 

The Goodyear Rubber company 
came to St Paul in, 1885, locating at 
181 East Third street, subsequently 
moving into the stores Nos. 98, 100 
and 102 East Seventh street, the build
ings having been extended on the first 
floor in order to give them facilities for 
their wholesale business. . 

The jobbing business of the company 
in St. Paul has increased steadily each 
year for the past four years, and they 
have now rented the upper part of the 
adjoining building, giving them two 
floors of Nos. 92, 94 and 96—size of 
rooms 50x90 feet—which really adds 
50 per cent to the space they formerly 
had for carrying stock. The variety 
and quantity of goods necessary to 
meet the demand's of the trade in this 
section of the country made it neces
sary for the company to have more 
room. Their brands of goods have be
come well and favorably known; so 
that in many Instances dealers are 
seeking the agency for the sale of the 
goods. 

Any dealers who have not had busi
ness relations with this company can 
obtain, by sending for it, one of their 
catalogues of overshoes mackintoshes, 
mechanical goods or sundries. Their 
catalogues are furnished only to deal
ers. Ninety-five per cent of the^rasi-
ness of the company at St. Paul is 
wholesale. 

The Cheerful Idiot. 
"The railroad engineer," said the 

smart boarder, "must be a happy man. 
He whisifcles at his work." 

"Begging your pardon/' saidl the 
Cheerful Idiot, promp to crush all pos
sible rivalry, "he works at Ms whis
tle."—Indianapolis Journal. 

Likely. 

Jones—Wonder what made Colum
bus first think that the world wasn't 
square? 

Johnson—Reckon somebody put up a 
job on him.—Ex. 

TO CUKE A COLD IN ONE OAT 
TakeLaratlve Bromo Qulnlre Tablets. AH 
druggists refund the money lit it teihTto cure! 

- The genuine has I* B Q. on each tablet tSo. 

Frugality is a fair fortune; and hab
its of industry a good estate.—Frank
lin. 

As the moth-ifLto the flame, so is tne 
fool skater to the danger sign. 

"Out of Sight 
Out of Mind. 

In other months <u>e forget 
the harsh winds of Spring. 
*But they have their usef as 
some say, to blow out the 
bad air accumulated after 
Winter storms and Spring 
thaws* There is far more 
important accumulation of 
badness in the veins and ar
teries of humanity, which 
needs Hood*s Sarsaparilla, 
' This great Spring Medicine clarifies 

the blood as nothing else can. It cures 
scrofula, kidney disease, liver troubles, 
rheumatism ana kindred ailments. Thus 
it gives perfect health, strength and ap
petite for months to come. 

Kidneys-"My kidneys troubled me, 
•nd on advice took Hood's Sarsaparilla 
which gave prompt relief, better appetite. 
My sleep is refreshing. It cured my wife 
also." MICSABL BOTLS, 3473 Denny Street, 
Pittsburg, Pa. 
. Dyspepsia - "Complicated with liver 
and kidney trouble, I suffered for years 
with dynepsis, with severe pains. Rood's 
Sarsaparilla made me strong and hearty." 
J. B. KMKBTON, Main Street, Auburn, Me. 

• • i  

Hto Disease-" Five running sores on 
my nip caused me to use cratches. Was 
confined to bed every winter. Hood's Sar-
nnarllla saved my life, as It cured me per* 
gctly. Am strong and well." Ann 
ROBEST,48Fourths!., FallBlver,Mass. 
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