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CHAPTER XII. 
l^mm^ HE appeal softened 

me, and, with a 
sudden impulse of 
remorse and pity, 1 
took the old mother 
in my arms. With 
her head on my 
shoulder she sobbed 
her thanks, and 
continued her sto-

,:i ry, calmer now be
cause of this little 

¥ 1 act of sympathy. 
\i "Amos, my son, I was in the hospital 
. tor more than a year, and most of that 
- time I was like a woman in a dream. 

was told that for months I didn't 
••: know a soul about me, and it was neveV 

expected I should rise from my bed. 
But the Lord was good to me, and I got 

; srell slowly—oh, so slowly, Amos! For 
" l long time I could not remember what 

had taken place, but little by little it 
same back to me. Then I was told that 

5 when I was taken to the hospital they 
Sid not know who I was, and that there 

- was nothing in my pocket by which 
they could have found out my name. 
They suspected, they said, that I had 
•ailors for my relations, for I talked a 
treat deal about the sea; but that was 
ill they could discover. No one came 
to see me all the time I was in the hos
pital, and when I was strong enough 
they let me go home. When I got back 
to the cottage I found a neighbor living 
In it, who thought that I was dead, as 
t believed you to be before to-night, my 
A ear son. The neighbors had heard 
nothing of the accident, and they all 
believed me to be dead; and they came 
ibout me, now that I was risen from 
Che grave, as it might be, and those who 
were hardest upon me before made it 
up to me in kindness. Tl^en I heard 
that I had lost my son—that the ship 
he was in had foundered, and that not 
& soul in her had been saved. I heard 
rcore, my son—shall I tell it?" 

"Tell it," I said, steeling my voice. 
"Don't blame me, Amos, and bear it 

like a brave man, for my sake, dear. I 
asked after Mabel, and the first thing 1 
heard was ;hat she had a baby. 'Go 
and bring her,' I said to the neighbors 
who were about me—'go and bring her 
and my son's child to me. Tell her I am 
living, and am yearning to embrace 
them both.' They looked at one another, 
and gradually the story came out. 
Shortly after the news of the loss of the 
Blue Jacket with all hands reached the 
aeighborhood, Mabel and her mother 
went away." 

"Where to? Where is my wife and 
shild?" 

"They left England altogether, for 
Australia; and since then nothing has 
•been heard of them." 

Consternation at this startling news 
• struck me dumb for a time, and my 
•mother was too frightened to break the 
•silence. This night, which in my eager 
Anticipation was to have been filled 
with joy had brought desolation and 
despair to my heart. 

"Have you anything more to say?" I 
asked faintly, when I could muster 
strength to speak. I had to repeat the 
juestion before my mother replied, and 
then the words fell like drops of poison 
from her lips. 

"Amos, Mabel did not go alone." 
"You have already told me so. Her 

mother and my child were with her. My 
;hild!" I stretched forth my arms in an 
agony of disappointment, 

"Some one else was with her, my 
ion." 

"Who?" 
"Mr. Druce, your enemy." 
I shook her from me roughly, and 

•tood upon the threshold of the room. 
The snow floated in, but I did not heed 
It I heard my mother's step behind me. 

"Stop where you are!" I cried, fierce
ly. "Don't approach close to me, nor 
look Into my race! You have hardened 

<. my heart toward you. It is for me to 
' ipeak now, and for you to listen. You 

believe that my wife is unfaithful to 
me. You, my mother, have said so to 
me—to my face. It is a lie! Do you 
hear me? It is a lie!" 

i My vehemence shook her to the soul. 
"You made me speak," she faltered, 

f "as though I were on my death-bed. I 
I have obeyed you, my son—I have 
; Obeyed you. Oh, Amos, my heart is 
r breaking!" 

"And mine is filled with joy and hap-
niness at what you have told me," I 

»' retorted. "A loving mother you have 
£. proved yourself to me on this bitter 
€•: Christmas night!''' ' I; 

"Amos, Amos!" she cried, in an p agony of grief. "It is not my fault I 
t-< know what you must suffer. I would 
!;' not dare to tell you what the neighbor! 
I laid of her " 

"You would not dare," I said, "for 
I should not stop to hear. It needs no 
tailing; you yourself have made me ac-
luainted with the. slanders their false 
tongues spoke respecting me. Well, you 

< knew them to be liars, but you were 
p- Killing enough to listen to them after-
', ward, when their tune was changed.. 
I" But .what , does it matter what a lot of 
C gossiping, tittle-tattling women my 

(tout. a'aMfcrtHe. is strong to bear" it, 
h fad can lapgh at them for their pains. 
$ A*dfrcmf*elL: yoi could defend me in 
5 B7 ib—npe. bftt could'flnd rio word' 
% to defense offier whOls lrfe&rfef ttt'tae 

my life^lhan a hundred lives,- if I 

have done when Mabel returned liome, 
if you had gone boldly into her house 
and spoken to her plainly, all this mis
ery, all this torture, might have been 
avoided: But you had condemned her 
in your heart from the first, and were 
only too willing to believe all the bad 
things that were said of her. You, a 
woman who, for my sake, if not for 
her own, should have defended her, a 
young and inexperienced girl, from the 
malicious tongues of slanderers and 
liars, who were striking at my life and 
my happiness, sided with them against 
her, and had no word to speak in her 
defense. 
' "What could have been in Mabel's 
mind on that happy Christmas night, 
three years ago, to cause her to win 
from me a sacred pledge of trustful
ness in her faith and love, I cannot 
with certainty say; but some shadow 
of fear was upon her. Perhaps she 
suspected you were not her friend; per
haps, with the knowledge that her 
own mother was against me, she dread
ed that circumstances might occur in 
my absence to cause a breach between 
us, and she wished to strengthen both 
herself and me. Anyway, she drew the 
pledge from me, and she gave me hers, 
and I believe in her faithfulness with 
all my soul. 'The harder task of faith
fulness is yours,' she said, as she kisse'd 
me; and she told me that while I was 
absent from her she would have three 
talismans with her—hope, faith and 
love. 'I should never doubt,' she said. 
'My love for you and faith in you have 
become a part of my life.' Listen now 
to the words I spoke to her; they are 
graven on my heart: 'Henceforth this 
good season holds a more sacred place 
in my heart because it has brought me 
the priceless blessing of your love; be
cause, also, of the lesson it has taught 
me, the lesson of faith, to live forever 
undimmed in my soul.' Well, whis
pering these words to her from my 
heart of hearts, shall I, on this anni
versary of that happy night, bitter as 
it is to me, prove them, even by the 
shadow of suspicion, to be false? No. 
Henceforth I have but one task before 
me. When that is done, and not till 
then, you and I, mother, shall meet 
again." 

"What are you going to do, Amos?" 
"I am going to act toward my wife 

and child as my father, Amos Beecroft, 
would have acted toward you and yours 
had you been slandered in his absence 
as my wife has been in mine. I will 
never put foot inside this cottage again 
until I find her; and when she is be
fore you, and you are face to face, you 
shall ask her pardon, for the wrong 
you have done her." 

"I ask her pardon now!" sobbed my 
mother. "I have been weak and 
wrong—I see it! I ought to have done 
as you said. No, no, Amos; do not 
leave me without a word of pity and 
forgiveness! As I kneel to you I will 
kneel to her, my son!" Her tears 
choked her utterance. 

"God forgive you for what you have 
clone!" I answered, not looking at the 
prostrate form at my feet, "and send 
comfort to us both. I go away tonight 
a crushed and desolate man, and there 
will henceforth be no light in my life 
till I have found my wife and child!" 

Thus in the blindness of my grief I 
spoke, throwing, in my unreason, all 
the blame upon my old mother; and 
as I stepped out into the cold and win
try night, her mournful cry, "Oh, Amos, 
my son!" crept after me like a wailing 
wind. I knew that a ship was lying at 
Gravesend ready to sail for Australia, 
and for that I was bent. I trudged 
doggedly through the snow, halting 
but once, outside a house in which, not
withstanding the lateness of the 
night, merry-making was going on. 
What caused me to pause was a wom
an's voice singing the very song my 
wife had sung on our wedding night: 

"Though friends be chiding. 
And waves dividing, > 
in faith abiding, •< 

I'll still be.true; vi-' y. 
And I'll pray for thee," si 
On the stormy ocean, 
In deep devotion, 

: That's what I'll do." ^ 

The hot tears this reminiscence 
forced from.me relieved me somewhat; 
but a" gnawing pain was at my heart 
as.I repeated the words "In faith abid
ing I'll still be true." The tohe in 
which my^mother had informed me 
that Mabel $id not go away alatoe had 
haunted nae^rom the momepit the 
words werfe 'spoken, and I strove in 
vain to deadenthe polsonoUs thoughts 
they engendered. The two themes, "In 
faith abiding. I'll, still be true," and 
"Mr. Druce, your enemy, is. with Ma
bel," came - alternately to my mind, 
mocking each other and addlhg to my 
misery. 

In two days X wait again on the sea, 
on my way.to Australia. ' . 
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Wwe loot count of time; and to this 
da&i: although I have been tenderly 
and playfully assisted by one .who is 
very, very dear to me, I cannot fix the 
exact number of years I was at the 
other end of the world. Being there, I 
had but one object before me, and in 
pursuance of it I traveled thousands 
of miles on foot Wherever I heard of 
a woman and child who in any way 
resembled the description of those I 
was in search of, thither I directed my 
steps. This will not appear so strange 
to you who have not traveled In those 
regions, when I tell you that on the 
gold-diggings at that time there were 
fifty men to one woman; therefore, a 
woman could be more easily tracked 
than in a big city. Neither weather 
nor distance deterred me. I traveled 
through flood, and literally through 
fire; for I was in the Black Forest 
on that awful black Thursday when 
scores of qtiles of silver and iron bark 
trees were blazing fiercely. You may 
walk through the iorest on this day, 
and follow the track of that terrible 
fire. Many a false track did I follow, 
only to be disappointed, after miles of 
weary wandering. Over and over again 
I was in Forest Creek, Tarrangowcr, 
Bendlgo and Ballarat. In the last place 
I was a witness of the terrible riots, 
and took part in them, being compelled 
to do so to save my life. I went to ev
ery new rush—to Maryborough, Dun-
olly, Avoca—but never found those I 
was in search of. One time I followed 
a woman and child for six months, 
losing them whenever I reached the 
place I was bound for, and following 
them on to the next, where I lost them 
again. 

I could fill a volume with my adven
tures during this time; but the tell
ing of them would not forward my 
story. I must here record a certain 
change of feeling which came over me 
at about the expiration of a couple of 
years. The desire to find my wife be
came weakened; the desire to find my 
child became more and more intense. 
Soon I thought almost entirely of my 
child, and I pictured him in my im
agination as growing up year after 
year, with fair hair and blue eyes, and 
with features resembling those of my 
father, Beecroft, Mariner. This change 
of feeling led to another impression 
as the years went by. I got it into my 
head that my wife might have died, but 
that my boy was certainly alive. Curi
ously enough, instead of becoming dis
heartened by my want of success, I 
never once lost my conviction that the 
day would come when I should hold 
him in my arms. 

I had to work for my living, as you 
may guess, and I was generally fortu
nate in finding more gold than my ne
cessities required. I was sober and 
steady; . and I take some credit to my
self that I was not wrecked, as hun
dreds of better men than I were, in 
sly grog-shops and public houses. 
Drink was the ruin of many a fair life 
on the gold-diggings and in tlie cities; 
but there was no temptation in it for 
me, and I escaped. I did not escape an
other temptation. I was bitten by the 
gold fever, and I had my dreams of 
finding a big nugget of gold, and the 
day afterward of finding those I was 
in search of, and then all of us going 
home and living happily together. I 
dreamed that dream often, and always 
regretted the waking up. One thing I 
pushed resolutely from my mind, and 
would not think of—that was, what 
I should do if I met Mr. Druce. When 
it got into my head unawares, I brood
ed over it until I came to myself, when 
I thrust it from me in fear, for there 
was always a mist of blood in my eye.° 
as his image came before me. 
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Three Honrs of Hard Fighting Brought 
Victory to the Fishermen. 

"There she blows!" That was the 
cry heard through Amagansett, L. I., 
a few mornings ago. The signal flag 
of red was run up and was quickly re
sponded to by the crews belonging to 
the whaling boats along the shore be
tween East Hampton and Amagansett, 
says the New York Journal. Lately 
whales have appeared in this vicinity, 
and numerous attempts have been made 
to catch one, but without success. Two 
were again Bighted that morning op
posite Amagansett and five boats were 
soon in hot pursuit. The whales were 
about one and a half miles off shore. 
After an exciting chase until noon one 
of the captains got cloBe enough to the 
largest whale to harpoon him. He was 
opposite Napeague life-saving station 
when struck and the meik soon had 
three lines attached to him. Then be
gan an exciting battle between the men 
and the sea monster; Time and again 
the whale attempted to carry the men 
out oh the ocean, and repeatedly the 
whalemen would stab him with the 
harpoon. It was dangerous sport, and 
to the onlookers from the beach it 
seemed as though the boatsr ^puld be 
wrecked qvery timp'the wtMp^tose to 
the surface. He made eavtige' lunges 
with Ms tail, lashing the water to a 
foam and spouting to a great height. 
After'three hours' hard fighting the 
wh&le showed signs of weakening and 
began to spout blood In the air. At 
4:30 o'clock the crew succeclded in 
landing the whale on the beach. He 
measured forty-five feet and will probr 
ably make forty barrels of oil. Th«i 
captors expect to realize a very large 
«iMi foc hbh.; iThe junjutiaS sight dre^r 
crowds to the beach from neighboring 
vill^gM and the hotels and livery sta-

i ttjijile ^ preparations for a gfc&df 
rush of visitors the next day. " 

noriliv. M Cnih Itilkar was a 
creet fellow and ahowed only ttf ., . 
solemn of facea. To Yal Old Miaetile: 
appeared' fc><M In XBliifeifci] 
lug him Walker had drawn, >tood 
twice. Val knew thti was not Walk- *  ̂
er's fault, but his own fldgetineas, and 
of course he waa in the greater rage 
with him for that reason. He dropped 
things, such as a sleeve-link or a stud, 
and the confounded articles flew under 
the dressing table, among his boots or 
somewhere the other side of the room, 
and refused to be found until he had 
well begun to swear. He dismissed 
Walker in a rage, and then he could 
not put his hand on any thing until the 
swear words revealed their. where
abouts. In fact, it seemed that noth
ing could be done this morning with
out assistance of this sort 

Val was at last ready to put on his 
vest and coat. By that time he had 
calmed down considerably, but not 
quite. He shoved his hands into his 
trousers' pockets and went wandering 
aimlessly about his room, kicking odd 
articles, such as a boot, out of his way. 
Presently he brought up before the 
looking glass and surveyed himself 
fiercely. He was not at all a bad-look-
ing fellow, but at this moment there 
was certainly a most ugly expression 
on his face. He noticed the pretty 
floral design that ran up his artistic 
braces, but he was thinking of other 
things. 

"Coward, Val Klngsley," he said to 
the image in the glass. "Coward! Do 
you hear? Why don't you speak? v* hy 
don't you do as others do, speak out 
and chance your luck? Because you 
fear a rebuff! Millionaire girls have 
cared for penniless soldiers before now. 
And Malsle—you have fluttered about 
her like a moth for two years and now 
have burned yourself, just as a moth 
will that flutters about a flame. But a 
moth may be credited with some ex
cuse; it probably does not know what 
a flame is. But you—after all there 
might be some chance—more than 
once—bah, coward!" 

A somewhat Incoherent speech, cer
tainly. But Val's mind was in an in
coherent state just now. 

It would scarcely have been judi
cious for any other man to talk to Val 
Klngsley like this, particularly at the 
present moment However, a man may 
talk to himself as he pleases and no 
harm done, unless he turns to and 
punches his own .head, which is exact
ly what Val felt tempted to do. 

The self-accusation made him wince, 
because it was so true. That is, it was 
true so far as Maisie was concerned. 
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SPUN A COIN SAVAGELY IN 
AIR. 

Val Kingsley, the soldier, was not Val 
Klngsley, the lover. His comrades 
would teil you that no man was more 
likely to illustrate the legend that a 
British officer and cowardice cannot 
mix. But where a thousand blood
thirsty foes, circling about him In bat
tle, had not changed the color of his 
cheeks by a shade, the mere thought of 
Malsle, just now turned them blood
less. 

Val suddenly took his hand from -.8 
pocket and spun a coin savagely in the 
air. The coin struck the celling and 
then fell, where he did not trouble to 
notice it for the moment He let it 
go whither it listed, while he started 
off again on a walk around the room. 

It is tone thing or the other," he 
muttered; through bis pet teeth. >'fit; is 
lHe—lj^pplness—everything or . the 
other-way about. .. .Anyhow,"here goti. 
Heads I speak; tells^-welW^e'li 
a«butvt|at^ !:? 

Tjfen/he started to flndfl^/ao^. 
For a long time he hunted for iilt'ln 

vain; you mlght guess that There is 
alway#:;; aV /diablerie about dropped 

n the most trlvial .occa-
tyOUgh 10 e: 

the coolest saint Jit a time likicifiiii,' 
when a person's happiness, aa|ftpper-
haps more than his happiness, depends 
upon ' It*; feeing ; tatnd,' tb<P flendjlsh 
thing hMes l|self jiway as If jfjh; 
sessed tW cuhnldgi US' W-tiki- It. was 
only when Yal.waa.begtanlng to tear 
that his greit resource would probably 
fail him tU»ls time that he CMae across 
it it was edge up against the 

m. •«* 
pected to flnd It, .and seemed to Jeer 
at him m he -iiUiUlied it 

} ^f2ifct®4!^cted," he: gut
tered, "my tete-hiOigi ih the balance 
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But he seized on the fact that ! the 
and the 

He sat on the edge of the chaljr to 

site "her;: and she thought, whimsical
ly, of Oliver Twist 

Mamnia was out shopping. She her
self had a headache and thought she 
would remain at home and rest. Was 
it true that he Was ordered abroad at 
once? It must be so inconvenient to 
go so suddenly. 

Val broke out, just as he might 
have been expected to do. 

' Maisie," he said, leaning forward, 
and half looking as if he intended to 
hypnotise her. 

Malsle gazed at him quietly, with a 
quick change to haughtiness in her 
face. Val's heart sank. He knew lit
tle of women's nature, least of all, 
very likely, of Malsle's. He guessed 
nothing of what had been passing in 
her soul these two years, nor why 
nor how it is that a woman resents 
not being taken by storm when she is 
willing, money or no money. He did 
not know that that quick look of pride 
was just poor little Malsle's revenge 
for his past cowardice.. But he went 
on with his task. ' 

And a nice mess he had made out 
of it by the time he had done.. When 
he went away he remembered hardly 
anything of what he had said, beyond 
dwelling at some length on his own 
position and her money. But the 
strange way she looked at him when 
they wished good-by, and bow she 
gave him the tips of her fingers, was 
burnt into his soul. 

He was as pale as death when he 
got home. He took his coat and vest 
off and then went to a drawer. It was 
a beautiful little thing, he thought, as 
be examined it carefully, and ,capable 
of doing its work surely and swiftly. 

He placed the weapon on the table, 
handy. Then he scratched away at 
letter after letter for about an hour. 
When he had done he rose, took up 
the revolver and toyed with It. Then 
there came a sharp rap at the door. 
It was Walker, with a note for him. 

A glance at the superscription sent 
his white cheeks red as flame.. 

The note inside the envelope ran: 
"Dearest Val: Are we not quite 

misunderstanding each other? Come 
and see me at once. Forgive me. I 
did not mean to treat you so. (Your 
own if you will) MAISIE." 

The dainty missive dropped from 
Val's fingers, his hands went into his 
pockets once more, and he found him
self looking at his Image in the glass. 
Perhaps he meant to call himself more 
names. Perhaps he was trying to 
think of something new in swear 
words. If so it was a failure. He 
could only mutter, after a long si
lence: 

Heavens! That was a near thing." 

DUNKHORST A MAMMOTH. 

Record of the Boxer Who Will Fight 
at Athens. 

Since the days when Joe McAuliffe 
came out of the west to win fame in 
the prize ring there never was a boxer 
of note who possessed the same gen
erous proportions claimed by Ed 
Dunkhorot, who meets Jce Butler at 
Athens tomorrow evening. Dunk-
horst is six feet high, and weighs, in 
condition, 225 pounds. He has been 
nicknamed the "Mastodon," and it is 
well earned. But Dunkhorst is differ
ent from most of the big fellows in 
that he is fast as a feather-weight. 
Those who witnessed his terrific fight 
with Peter Maher at the Arena need 
ho further verification of that state
ment. Fast as Maher was, Dunkhorst 
was equally so, and, although Maher 
won, he did not get off scot free by 
any means. While a comparatively 
newcomer in the ring, Dunkhorst's 
dozen battles have already demons 
strated the possibilities of his hug* 
frame, when thoroughly seasoned. One 
peculiarity of Dunkhorst's is that hfe 
seems to be immune from the blows 
soporific, which so many boxers suc
cumb to. Up to the present time he 
has never been knocked out, and it 
looks as though he never will be. Al
though he was in no condition for a 
contest when he met Mab^r at the 
Arena, and the Irish champion landed 
again and again on his jaw the. pui^> 
meling he received did not seem to af
fect "Dunk." He took it all good h§; 
tur^dly, and Maher, who always be
lieved his good right hand was invin
cible, was dumfounded. Punkhaift 
has declared that had : he been lit 
shape he would have beaten Mah^r 
that night, and many good judges 
agree with him. When Gus Ruhlin 
Was at his beiM. and Dunkhbrst only a 
novice it took the former twenty-two 
rounds to win* from the: Syracuse mtn 
at the Greater New York Athletic club. 
The experience; he gained there <dta 
Dunkhorst good, for he went righjt! % 
to Toronto and beat Charley Strof 
so badly ,that the referee stopped' jt 
bout in the fourth round. ^ ftau 
Chllds, the colored giant, met "Dun' 
iat Detroit for eight rouhds, and jtlie 
Cadillac Athletic club witnessed t&e 
fastest ^fighting ever seen in that; sec
tion; SS. ••.'ti.I.J, 

Vht Vslted States s Power tor Oootf. 
M distinguished historian wrtei, while 

referring to our advent as a colonising 
'ower, that our influence for good orer 
European spheres will be Immense 
This result was Just as inevitable as i» 
the cure which follows the use of Ho»> 
tetter's Stomach 'Bitters. It euro* indi
gestion, constipation, and tones, up thr 
whole system. 

Tli« Contrary Person, 
"Old Bill Gudgfett he was th*t con. 

trary," said the oldest inhabitant, "that 
when spring came he pretended that ho 
felt like workin'."—Indianapolis JOHN. 
nal. 

Are Ton Using Allen's Foot-Base? 
Tt is the only cure for H.Swollen, 

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

in was 
hlnrait' 

wall county, Alabama, Irben^ttS^jree^ 
ords of this United 'States marshal of I 
that district for 18M were made up. It.l 
appeared that not a moonshiner had'. «.T 
been disturbed there during tM year, fit 

utes he w 
lifgajK' 

came up in his throat But he did iiot 
to torn hack now. 

Malsle was at home. 
was very pleased to see X4tat 

• Bcftn la Q^|b jQa|«lL 
: In the Yeliows$bfi<i National Park Ms 
a ravine • called JPffcth Gulch, because 
it is evident ,tiiat aaMnals occasionally 
perish in It. account of the excet 
sive . quantity ^f^xarbonic acid in; tn  ̂
air. ' in this respect It resembles, cor 
cdebratfd Dog Grotto near Naples, 
£otft'uire:''ln ':a Volcanic' Region waters 
'a&lT* r̂ iiitti)hs do not no# 
:iiritor$':,iMph'!tfc' gases iasus from] the 
rocks and settle m low places. ..-4 f«i 
eent visitor to the Yellowstone frark 
reports having seen the carcasses 
eight bears la Death Gulch. 
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aald he would lay 

now he won't 

gifhe, tented. 
lifefor 

Jotttnal. 

1. 

I 

";3 

Questions of Dntr. 
"I intended," said tbe German em

peror, "to be guided in this matter en
tirely by my duty." 

"Yes, your majesty," answered the 
official; "I was desiring to call yojir at
tention tojthe small amount g? duty 
we have been in the habit of collecting 
on these American articles."—Washing
ton Star. 

ChlMgo Great 'Western Increase. 
The earnings of Chicago Great West' 

ern R'y., "Maple Leaf Route." for the 
fourth week of May, 18i)9, shows an 
increase of $26,232.01. Total increase 
since beginning of fiscal year (July 1st) 
to date, $425,821.18. 

The wise and the active conquer dif
ficulties by daring to attempt them.— 
Rowe. 

Clirontc Constipation Cured. 
The most important discovery of recent yean 

the positive remedy tor constipation, Cascar-
sts Candy Cathartic. Cura guaranteed. 
Btsta, 10c. 80c. 60c. 

Drug- ' 

The greatest affliction that can be
fall a mart is the unklndness of a 
friend.—Fielding. 

Every time a man looks at his neigh
bor's faults he uses a magnifying 
glass. 

For Lung and chest diseases, Fiso's Cnre 
is the best medicine we have used.—Mrs. 
J. L. Northcott, Windsor, Ont.. Canada. 

Affection is the broadest basis of 
good life.—George Elliot. 

An honest enemy often proves to be 
a man's best friend. 

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

It doesn't take a blooming Idiot long 
to go to seed. 

Mrs. WlnsioWs soothing Syrup. 
For children teething, aofteua the gumi. reduce! In* 
Camm»tlon. tll»y» pain, curei wind colic. 25c abottla. 

The average Kentuckian is above the 
high-water mark. 

A little something to bear—tbe cub. 

"Evil Dispositions 
A^e Early Shown.", 
Just so evil in the blood comes oat in 

shape of scrofula., pimples, etc., in 
children and young people. Taken in 
time it can be eradicated by using Hood's 
Sarsaparilla, oAmerica's Greatest Medi
cine. & vitalizes and enriches the Mood, 

liever Disappoints 

'Nothing but wheat; what you might 
call a sea of wl eat," is what was said 
by a lecturer speaking of Western Can
ada. For .particulars as to routes, rail
way fares, etc., apply to Superintendent 
3f Immigration, Department Interior. Ot
tawa, Canada, or to Ben Davles, 15i East 
Third St., St. Paul, or T. O. Currie, Stev-
•ns Point, -Wis. 
-• ~ u jy:> fi 'i .. . .• 

TbeCrea ems of 

Use CARTER'S 
They wouldn't um it if it wasn't good, 

Coats you no more than poor ink. 
Inslit ti'pon having it. 

•» • • 

CURE YOUM^Pf 

d . ucon, »KimbMnes. • . . . Psinleia, and not Hitrla-
imErWlOHUItm.OO. cent or poiionous. -

. aeW ky Dmntlsta, 
or<sentifb plain waappsr. 
br .xpr^.. prepafif. xor 
«.«(, or 3 bottles, |?78. 
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