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By JOHN R. MIISICK, 
Aatber at "Mysterious Mr. Howard," "Thi 

Dark Stranger," "Charlie Allandala'i 
Btc. 

OofnKbt. 1M7, by BOBBBT BOWKS*1 I Som. 
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CHAPTER XVI.—(Continued. 
"Did you leave the others there?" 
"Yes; an' lemme tell ye, it'll take 

four to manage that woman. I 
couldn't stay in the same camp and 
set up quarters by a big black stump 
half a mile away from her." 

"Curse such luck! 1 wish the men 
had stayed." 

"Why? Who are you afraid of?" 
"I don't know who he is, only he 

calls himself the Old Man of the 
Mountains." 

"Where is he?" 
"In her tent." 
"Where did he come i'rom?" 
"Looks as if he had slid down the 

peak of some iceberg. Go and take 
a squint at him." 

Cummins, though a coward when 
there was a woman in the case, had 
little fears of men. Creeping stealth
ily up to the tent he peeped in and 
beheld the "Old Man of the Moun
tains," seated on a camp stool before 
the fair Laura, his rifle between his 
knees, while she was telling him her 
story. 

"Umph! It's old St. Nick or an 
escaped Selkirk. Looks as if he 
bristled with weapons, and I don't 
doubt but he can use 'em. The boss 
is right, for a glimpse o' that face 
and the arsenal he carries is enough 
to give a polar bear the ager." 

Notwithstanding the unprepossess
ing appearance of the man from' the 
mountains, he pressed his ear close 
to the tent to listen to the conversa
tion between the two. 

"Why did you come to Alaska, my 
poor child?" 

"I came to find the man I love. My 
Paul, who was lost." 

Laura told the old man her story 
and at the conclusion said: 

"He tells me Paul is dead. I do 
not believe him. He has deceived me 
on more than one occasion, and he 
will do so again if it serves his pur
pose. My heart tells me Paul lives." 

"My child, that silent monitor is 
never wrong. Your Paul lives. He is 
not far away, but he. you and I are in 
great peril. We must act with caution 
and secrecy or we will all be dead 
before morning. These men are des
perate criminals. Will you trust me?" 

"Yes. with my life!" 
"Pretend as if you had heard noth

ing. but be ready to act as I direct." 
"Do you know where Paul is?" 
"Yes, but he is under a strong 

guard. Is there no one with the 
train you can trust? No Indian or 
Esquimo?" 

"I do not understand them nor 
they ine: but I have my trusty ser
vant. Ben Holton." 

"Where is he?" 
"He was sent to-day to see if the 

pass could be opened." 
"The pass has not been closed," 

said the hermit. "My dear daughter, 
sending him off was only an excuse to 
get your friends out of the way; but 
all is well. Heaven is on your side 
and directed me here." 

"Humph! We'll see about that!" 
growled Cummins, rising from his 
knees. "They kin put their trust in 
what, they like, but if the boss will 
let me have my way. I'll put mine in 
^bout ten inches of cold steel!" 

He hurried to Lackland, who was 
sitting on a sled, his face expressing 
the deepest anxiety. In as few words 
as possible he narrated the interview 
between the mysterious old man and 
Laura. Lackland made several ef
forts to speak before he finally suc
ceeded. then, in a voice strangely un
natural, he said: 

"It has come at last! I hoped 1 
would be spared bloodshed, but there 
is no help for it. Since it must come, 
let it come. We will do our worst. If 
the old man and Paul Miller are in our 
way. let them die!" 

"Well, there will be little time 
to act." 

"1 know it." 
Lackland, who still shrank from the 

thought of committing murder him
self. began to plan to have his myrmi
dons do all the work, and agreed very 
readily to have reinforcements. 

"I think it would be well for you to 
start back and get two of the men," 
he said. "Can't you do it in a few 
hours?" 

"Yes; on snowshoes I can make it 
by to-morrow noon. Let us leave 
the valley and start down the trail." 

They had to cross the river to reach 
the trail, but by this time the Yukon 
was frozen over, so they crossed on 
the ice. 

They had scarce got over when they 
saw three forms coming along the 
trail. 

"There they are now," said Lack
land. 

The three forms could be seen com
ing hurriedly up the path and, when 
they drew nearer, the form of the old 
man could be seen coming along be
hind. 

"Holton, come here!" said Lackland. 
As tlve old man advanced toward him, 
the Indians were ordered across the 
river on the ice. 

"What d'ye want, Mr. Lackland?" 
"Your mistress sent for you to go 

back and meet Miss Willis—" 
"Me go back!" gasped old Ben. 

"This do seem monster queer. Why, 
-I'm about petered out. I don't believe 
I bin go a mile furder." 

"It's not over a mile." ̂ 4., 
r>*jfe'U 'try f stand it." * 
y Lackland took .the arm of the tired, 
fafutfal Qld fellow and led him, as rap

idly as he could travel until the cav
ern was reached. 

"Is that the place, Cummins?" he 
asked. 

"Yes." 
"Come in here—in this cavern}" 
"What for?" 
'Shut your infernal mouth and come 

on; you taik too much!" 
"I won't go!" he cried, for his sus

picions began to be aroused, and he 
made an effort to pull away. 

The faithful old man seemed to 
realize that in some way this attack 
had reference to his mistress, and 
he fought with the desperation of a 
madman: but he was choked into 
insensibility, and Lackland said: 

"Take him up! Drag him in there, 
and tie him hard and fast!" 

Cummins obeyed instructions,, and 
a few moments later emerged from 
the cave, saying: 

"Well, boss, that's done." 
"Yes, but there is not a second to 

lose, for the old man at the camp will 
not be dealt with so easily. You 
must get two or three of the others, 
if they have not gone, and bring them 
here at once. Don't waste a moment, 
for everything depends on getting re
inforcements before daylight." 

The nights in Alaska were(Iong at 
this season, and it was possible for 
reinforcements to arrive before dawn. 

CHAPTER XVII. 
A Groan In the Dark. 

When Paul Miller leaped from his 
pallet and rushed from the door of 
the hut, he was as insane as any 
inmate of a madhouse. 

"Oh. stop! stop! stop!" shrieked 
Kate Willis. "Where are you goin'— 
where are you goin'?" 

"Laura! Laura!" he shouted. 
"Laura! Oh, my goodness sakes 

alive, does he know her?" cried • Miss 
Willis, clapping her hands as a new 
and wonderful thought burst on her 
mind. "It can't be—it must be—he is 
the girl's lover! He must be her 
Paul!" She shouted to some of the 
Indian porters left to look after the 
catnp: 

"Stop him!" 
The Indians were soon on him, had 

him tied with mooseskin thongs and 
carried him back to the shanty, where 
he was lain on the bed. Kate followed 
them, sobbing frantically and groan
ing: 

"He's dead! They've killed him 
and I'm to blame for it. Oh. what a 
fool I've played all the way through!" 

He breathed and, placing her head 
on his breast, she discovered that his 
heart still beat. Sue placed the kettle 
over the little oil stove and prepared 
some nourishment, bound up his head, 
which was slightly bruised, and soon 
had his eyes open. No sooner was he 
rational enough to recall what had 
happened than he began to sob. 

"Don't take on so!" the kind-hearted 
woman said. "I tell ye. ye couldn't 
have got a mile away from here! Ye 
would have died and ye must ..now 
it!" 

"But Laura, my darling, in the 
power of that man!" 

"Say, let's you and I understand 
each other, an' then there won't be 
any danger of making mistakes. Are 
you Paul Miller, who's been dead so 
long?" 

"I am Paul Miller and they may 
have reported me dead." 

"From Fresno, California?" 
"Yes, from Fresno, California." 
"Have you a sweetheart called 

Laura Kean?" 
"Yes—yes! It was she you told 

me had gone on—and I will—" 
"Now, look here! I am your friend. 

I am the best friend you and Laura 
ever had aside from yerselves. If ye'll 
jist listen t' me, we'll outwit the 
whole caboodle an' show 'em what's 
what yit." 

Kate told him be must pretend to 
be a great deal worse than he really 
was, and she would report that she 
believed he was going to die. He 
at once fell in with the plan, with the 
assurance that as soon as he was 
strong enough he was to start secret
ly for the camp where Laura was 
waiting for her companion to join 
them. 

Meanwhile there was a oi.ange in 
guard. Cummins was relieved and 
four men sent to take his place. The 
Indians went with Cummins, and 
Kate had four white men to contend 
with. 

She often eavesdropped ,the four 
men when at quarters, and gained 
enough of their plans to realize that 
they must act promptly. 

The very night the "Old Man of the 
Mountains," as he called himself, so 
suddenly appeared in the tent where 
Laura was expelling her unwelcome 
suitor, they set out. On and on they 
hastened over the frozen snow, and 
Paul's heart began to beat with pleas
ure. But hark! What are those omi
nous sounds in their ears? They have 
been four or five hours on the route 
when they hear the sound of feet 
crushing the hardened snow. 

"Paul!" Kate whispered, "we are 
pursued! Can you run?' 

"I can—and I can do more—I can 
shoot!" 

"Run first and shoot when you have 
to. Gimme yer haad." 

The strong woman took his hand in 
her own and they ran along the snow-
covered trail swiftly as hares. They 
were almost at the point where the 
river was crossed on the ice when 
a voice behind, them cried: 

"There they go!" 
"Halt—stop, or we'll lire!" 
Paul wheeled around and leveled 

his rifle at one of the dark objects 
coming toward him, but just as his 
finger was ready to press the trigger 
he was struck a blow between the 
shoulders, which -sent him sprawling 
in the snow. 

It was Cummins, going fefter rein
forcements, who came up at this In
opportune moment, tr ̂  

"He 
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The two prisoners were; lifted, from 
the ground and carried to the cavern, 
where they were left tied hard'- and 
fast, their fates to be determined 
later.' 

Paul Miller was not unconscious at 
any time, and when he found himself 
tied, lying on the hard floor of the cav
ern, he began to calculate on his 
chances. 

Suddenly he heard a groan in the 
darkness. 

"Kate—Kate—was that you?" he 
whispered. 

"No!" was the answer. 
"Who was it?" 
And another hollow groan came on 

their ears. 
"Great goodness gracious!, What Is 

it?" shrieked Kate Willis. "What is 
it?" 

"Hush, Kate!" whispered Paul. 
"Some other unfortunate is here as 
well as ourselves!" 

Then came another deep groan, 
which seemed to be only a few paces 
away. 

"Who are you?" asked Paul. 
"I'm Ben Holton," came a feeble 

answer. "I ain't done nuthin' t' be 
tied up here an' left t' die in this 
way!" 

"I know him!" gasped Kate 
was Laura's faithful servant!" 

In the anguish of his soul 
groaned: 

"Oh, Laura, Laura, why can I not 
reach your side and save you from 
those fiends?" 

Paul had deep thoughts, but kept 
those to himself. He still had faith 
that heaven would never permit such 
an evil as these unscrupulous men 
contemplated to succeed. How 
divine interposition would come he 
had no idea, but he believed it would 
come. 

At that very moment Paul had a 
faithful friend of whom he had never 
thought coming to him. The dog 
courier that had borne the tidings 
that he and his companion were per
ishing in the forest had always shown 
a stratnge fondness for him. 

On the night Paul left, his canine 
friend was tied with the other dogs, 
lest he should follow and betray their 
flight. The dumb brute determined 
to follow, and when Paul was gone 
set to work to deliberately gnaw the 
seal riata in twain. His sharp incis
ors did the work and his keen sense 
of smell soon told him the course they 
had gone, and he finally brought up 
at the cavern. 

Paul was lost in painful thought 
when he suddenly felt the touch of a 
cold nose tip on his cheek and be
came aware that a friend was near. 
The dog sniffed about him for a mo
ment, and, reaching his wrists, at 
last, realizing that something was 
wrong, seized the thongs with his 
teeth and began pulling at them. 

"What is that noise?" asked Kate 
Willis. 

"Be quiet!" Paul answered in an 
undertone. 

The sharp teeth of the dog were 
silently cutting the thongs, which 
tied his master. In a few minutes 
Paul's hands were free. Then untying 
his ankles, he crept to where Kate 
sat against the big rock, her arms tied 
around it. 

"Who's that?' she asked. 
"Keep quiet!" he whispered. Kate 

was a bit nervous and very anxious 
to know if there was any chance for 
escape, but she restrained her nat
ural inclination and said nothing. 

Paul released her and went next 
to old Ben Holton- who Was groaning 
as if he was breathing his last. 

The old fellow, dumb with aston
ishment for a moment, blurted out: 

"Be ye agoin' t' untie me?" 
"No, no, ye won't!" roared the sen 

try, who began to suspect what was 
up. Lighting a torch, he started to 
the interior of the cavern, where 
they had left the captives, when sud
denly there came a sharp growl, an 
oath, a cry and a man was on his 
back, a furious dog at his throat. 

(To be continued.) 

TRADE IN OLD CLOTHES. 

Philadelphia Does Large Business in 
Cast-Off Raiment. 

Philadelphia is said to do a biggei 
business in old clothes, says the New 
York Commercial—that is, of course, 
in the cast-off or second and third 
hand clothes of men—than any other 
city on the American continent. It 
is the center of the trade in the east 
and the buyers of New York—men 
with bags from Canal, Hester and 
Baxter streets—and from all over the 
middle states "work" the City ol 
Brotherly Love for old clothes every 
business day of the year. These out
siders number nearly 600 on-an aver 
age. The capital invested in the old 
clothes trade of Philadelphia aggre 
gates ?3,500,000. There are about 
1,000 flourishing retail stores, and the 
average value of their stocks is set 
by experts in the trade at $3,000. Eacn 
of a half dozen stores carries goods 
valued at $15,000 or $20,000. Each 
store gives employment to three per 
sons on an average—the proprietor, 
his wife, and the "busheler," or 
mender. In all there are fully 3,000 
in the retail shops. 

Honduras in Hard Straits. 
Honduras,- since 1900, has had no 

market for her cattle. In the past she 
depended on Guatemala, but financial 
conditions in that republic have closc J 
the; market. 

All He 'Needed. 
"Wonder what Brown needs to 

make him a successful author? 
"Nothing but a story to tell, and 
brains to tell it."—Atlanta Constitu
tion. 
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Value of Texas Cattlef. 
It is said that Texas alone markets 

$50,000,000 worth of cattle annually. 
C1! ' , J L*' "3 

ADDS TCKSPLENDOR 

MEN OF BUSINESS RECOGNIZE 
ADVANTAGES OF ACETYLENE. 

Famous Summer Hotel, the Grand 
Union of Saratoga, Has Installed 
This Best of All Artificial Lights-
Means IncreAed Comfort and 
Health. ' f-

Saratoga, June 27.—The very name, 
"Saratoga," brings to every mind 
health-giving springs, unsurpassed 
hotels and beautiful drives. It 
has been for many years the 
Mecca for all who admire nature, 
enjoy good living, and are searching 
for health, or are simply taking a va
cation. . 

The Grand Union, the largest sum 
mer hotel in the United. States, set 
among green trees with its long wings 
enclosing a court with fountains and 
flowers, grass and trees, music and 
light, is throughout the season throng
ed with guests. With the progressive 
spirit always shown by Its manage
ment, the Grand Union has again add
ed to its attractiveness by introduc
ing acetylene gas to make still more 
brilliant the evening hours. The ge
nial proprietors believe in furnishing 
their guests with the best of every
thing, and now, after investigating 
and finding that Artificial Sunlight 
can be had, they have installed a com
plete acetylene gas plant to produce 
it, and have connected upward of six 
thousand acetylene burners in and 
about the house and grounds to this 
little gas plant. 

Like many discoveries of recent 
years which are coming into popular 
favor, acetylene, one of the most re
cent, is very simply produced. It is 
adapted for use wherever artificial 
light is needed and the necessary ap
paratus can be understood and oper
ated by anyone. 

The generator In which Acetylene 
is produced by the automatic contact 
of carbide and water might be termed 
a gas plant, as it performs all of the 
functions of a city gas plant. The acet
ylene generator can be purchased for 
a few dollars and in any size, from 
one adapted to furnish acetylene to 
ten or a dozen burners for a cottage, 
up to the large but still simple ma
chine such as is now furnishing 
Acetylene for six thousand burners 
in the Grand Union. 

Outside of large cities the use ol 
Acetylene is quite common. The 
owner of the country home now de
mands running water, gas and other 
conveniences which a few years ago 
were considered as luxuries, and 
acetylene gas has met his require
ments. and gives him a better and 
cheaper light than is ordinarily fur
bished in cities. 

It is well known that rooms lighted 
with Acetylene are more comfortable, 
because cooler, and more healthful be
cause the air is not vitiated. 

A Bad Habit. 
"I thought," said the man to the 

ghost, "that the last time you came 
you said you would come no more?" 

"I thought it would be," replied the 
ghost, with a wail; but I find that in 
life I contracted a habit that even 
death cannot break. I was a prima 
donna, and these are the ghosts of my 
farewell appearances." 

GIFTS IN PROPER SPIRIT* 

The Uncle and the Ante. 
Mrs. Newlywed (to her friend) — 

Mary, I want to ask you a question. 
The other day I missed Jack's watch 
and he said his uncle had it; . this 
morning his diamond pin was missing 
and he said his uncle had that. Now, 
has your husband an uncle who gets 
all of this things? 

Her Friend (a woman who knows a 
thing or two)—No, dear; my husband's 
ante does it for him.—Detroit Free 
Press. 

UNSIGHTLY BALD SPOT. 

Caused by Sores on Neck—Merciless 
Itching for Two Years Made 

Him Wild—Another Cure 
by Cuticura. 

"For two years my neck was cov
ered with sores, the humor spreading 
to my hair, which fell out, leaving an 
unsightly bald spot, and the soreness, 
inflammation and merciless itching 
made me wild. Friends advised Cuti
cura Soap and Ointment, and after a 
few applications the torment snbsided, 
to my great joy. The sores soon dis
appeared, and my hair grew .again, 
as thick and healthy as ever. I shall 
always Recommend Cuticura. (Signed) 
H. J. Spalding, 104 W. 104th St., New 
York City." 

The Royal Road to Learning. 
Freddy—What's an honorary degree, 

dad? 
Johnson—That's a title a college con-

fers on a man who would never be 
able to get it if he had to pass an ex
amination.—Tom Watson's Magazine. 

Significance of Recent Benefactions 
to Colleges. . 

After all, the principal use of the 
college is as a place whers the next 
generation is to get right ideas of 
what is worth while in life Itself. The 
mere facts which, to th» Ignorant, 
seem the advantages of education, are 
of minor importance. We hear much 
in the periods of college commence-' 
ments of the necessities of the mod
ern university in the way of enlarged 
endowments and increased equipment. 
Some of this talk is, of course, rea
sonable enough. It is addressed main
ly to the rich as a demand for the 
recognition by them of a duty of gen
erosity, one which in our days has 
had a most remarkable response. But 
apparatus Is an impossible substitute 
for ideals, and the best endowment 
of a college is the character of its 
graduates. The $2,000 bequest, for 
example, to his Alma Mater, which 
the will of the late William H. Bald
win contained, was small if consider
ed as a mere matter of money, but his 
character and the ideals of public 
service which his life expressed form 
part of that permanent endowment 
which alone makes a university great. 
The memory of a railroad president 
ready-to sacrifice, if need be, his posi
tion, rather than lose an opportunity 
for usefulnes on an unpaid committee 
of citizens banded together for im
portant civic service, is a rarer and 
more precious contribution to the 
fiber of university life than any mere 
material bounty from ravenous fin
gers unclutched by hypocrisy or the 
fear of death.—George W. Alger io 
the Atlantic Monthly. 

Lawson and the Wind Clock. 
Thomas W. Lawson recently re

ceived a shock at his own, specialty 
He was driving a spirited horse to a 
light vehicle. Having occasion to 
leave it in order to .enter an office 
building, he called to a street urchin. 

"Sonny, hold my horse?" 
"Cert," was the pert reply. "What 

do I git?" I 
"A dollar an hour," said Mr. Law-

son, laughing. 
"By that,clock?" continued the lad, 

pointing to a street clock in front of a 
jeweler's. 

"Yes," said the financier, much 
amused. 

"All right," assented the boy, with 
a sudden alacrity in contrast with his 
previous hesitation. 

Mr. Lawson performed his errand 
and emerged again from the oflflce 
building. 

"How must do I owe you?" he asked 
the boy. 

"Two hundred and seven dollars." 
"What?" 
"By the clock, mister." 
Mr. Lawson glanced at the clock— 

an advertisement. It contained no 
works, but. was operated by currents 
of air, and the hands were revolving 
with the rapidity of a pin wheel. 

"I thought Wall streeters could dc 
more business on wind than' anybody 
else," gasped Mr. Larson, "but this 
takes my time!"—Success. 

His Qualifications. 
"Sir, you are too young to marry my 

daughter." 
"But I am baldheaded and have, the 

gout!"—Translated for Tales tfroin^Lfe! 

Journal Amusant. 

• /.;;v Strenuous Hint.' 5L* ' 
Husband—Let me see, how long has 

It been since Uncle John was here? 
Wife—Oh, it must be several years 

He was here thel week after I got my 
last new bonnet,—Detroit Tribune. 

For the Prodigal 8on. 
McFlub—My, but that's a beefy 

looking lot of burlesque queens. 
Sleuth—Yes, the fatted calf is quite 

in evidence to-night.—Houston Chfon. 
icle. • " " 

Flattery is only a loan, and always 
at a high rate of Interest. 

* 
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Paint to Please the Dead. 
It is at least eighty years since old 

Abbott Roby of Dunstable, Mass., died. 
He had hated black and dark colors 
all his life, and in his last sickness 
begged that he might not be buried in 
a black coffin. A coffin of any other 
hue was then unknown, and his re
quest was received in silence or with 
expostulation. The old man became 
enraged, and, sitting up in bed, shout
ed: "If you bury me in a black coffin 
I'll get up, now I tell ye!" 

The funeral was an event in the 
small town. It was conducted by the 
Masons, with ritual, procession and 
music, and when the community was 
admitted to view the remains it was 
seen that a dutiful son had painted a 
wide white stripe around the coffin, to 
the end that Roby's perturbed spirit 
might rest in peace. 

The Locomotive's Offspring. 
When the Canadian Pacific railroad 

ran its first train through Maine there 
were a great many people on the bor
der who had never seen a train of 
cars, and the first work train that 
came into one of the towns caused 
nearly all the people to turn out to 
see it. After they had gazed at the 
engine and cars for some time the 
train pulled on to a siding. 

The roadmaster came along on & 
railroad velocipede and stopped at the 
town crossing. An old lady who had 
been gazing in wonder at the engine 
and cars asked some one what on 
earth that thing was. Some one in 
the crowd told her it was a young en
gine. She looked at it steadily for a 
few minutes, and then said: "What 
in the world are we coining to! Is it 
a yearling or a 2-year-old?" 

v'" > 
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Lydla Em PMdmm'a 

If&getabio Oompotmti 
is a positive enre for all those painfol 
ailments of women. It will entirely^ * 
care the worst forms of Female Com-V, 
plaints, all Ovarian troubles, Infimm» 
mation and Ulceration. Falling and 
Displacements of the Womb and con
sequent Spinal Weakness, and is 
pecii iarly adapted to the Chang* qf ' 
Lift, Every time it will cur* 

It has cured more cases of Leu COT-
rhoea than any other remedy the world 
has ever known. It is almost infallibls 
in such cases. It dissolves and expela 
Tumors from the Uterus in an early 
*tage of development. That 

Boarlng-down Fooling, 
causing pain, weight and headache, is 
instantly reiiwed and permanently, 
cured by its use. Under all circum-
stanccs it acts in harmony with tin 
female system. It corrects 

IrrogularHy, 
Suppressed or Painful Menstruation, 
Weakness of the Stomach, Indigestion,; 
Bloating, Flooding, Nervous Prostra
tion, Headache, General Debility. Also 

Dlmzlnoss, Falmtnoso, 
Extreme Lassitude, "don't-care" u4 
" want-to-be-left-alone " feeling', excite 
ability, irritability, nervousness, sleep
lessness, flatulency, melancholy or tha: 
" blues," and backache. These ara 
sure indications of Female Weakness,: 
some derangement of the Uterus. For 

Kldnoy Oomplalnts 
and Backache of either tex tha Vegeta- ' 
ble Compound is unequaled, 

You can write Mrs. Pinkham about 
yourself in strictest confidence. 
LID1A B. PI3KHAX BED. CO., Lfna, 

Relieved. 
Bleeker—Say, old cnap, I'm in beast, 

ly bad luck; need money badly and 
haven't the least idea where I can get 
i.t. 

Baxter—Well, I'm glad to hear that 
I thought perhaps you had an idea you 
could touch me for it.—Puck. 

A Love Song. 
Beloved, thou hast been to me 
AH some most- fair and favored Isle, 

Surrounded by a waveless sea 
And bright 'neath heaven's sunniest 

smile. 
Would be to one who, wandering 

From where depends the cold north sky 
Looks out with hope the day will bring 

The Southern sea's tranquillity. 

';B?neath a sky all dense and dark, 
With radiance rarely falllng.tthrough 

The clouds that hovered o'er ,my bark, 
Did I my dreary,way pursue; 

The fairy Isle Is still afar, 
Afar the skies with sunshine blest; 

But Hope will be my guiding star 
And Love will aid me In the quest. 

—John Engene Butler, in Brooklyn Eagle, 

Americans and Britons. 
An Englishman in Canada writes 

hdme in considerable excitement as 
follows: "The majority of Canadians 

(never read ,an English paper of any 
kind' whatever; all their literature is 
American. All the booksellers' shops 
are filled with American books, Ameri
can reviews, American papers; And 
With what,-result? There'can be oniy 
one1 reitilt—Canadians will thinlr 
•Americanly.'" 'v • ,-M 5 

Farmers' Wives 
should read advertisement of Acety
lene Apparatus Mfg. Co. in another 
column of this paper. 

your 
And 

Grateful to Grandma. 
Mrs. Cummins—So you love 

grandmamma, do you, Gracie? 
why do you love her? 

Gracie—Because she used to punish 
mamma when mamma was a little girl. 
I hope she used to spank mamma aa 
hard as mamma spanks me.—Boston 
Transcript. 

The Cruelties of Science. 
The* Anti-vivisectionist—And when 

you do lure a poor dog into your labor
atory and cut him up, what do you gaip 
by it? 

The "Surgeon—Millions—of flea3. 

WHY THEY ARE HAPPY 
TWO NOTABLE RECOVERIES FROM 

EXTREME DEBIUTT. 

r 
asesSf • 

VA, 

Husband's Strength Had Bean Waning low 
Three Tears, Wife a Sufferer from 

female Weakness. 

" My strength had dwindled so that I 
couldn't apply myself to my business 
with any snap but was tired and listless 
all the time," said Mr. Goldstein. 

' I went to bed completely used upbj 
my day's work, and when I got up iu 
the morning I didn't feel rested a bit. I 
had awful headaches too, and my kid
neys got out of order and caused me to 
have severe pains in the back. At ono 
time I became so feeble that I could not 
stir from bed for three weeks." 

Mr. Goldstein is a young man and ha& 
thou but recently established a home of 
his own. His anxieties were increased 
by the fact that his wife was far front 
being robust. Mrs. Goldstein says: 

" For two years I had been ill most of 
the time. Sometimes I was confined to 
bed for weeks in succession under a phy
sician's care. I had headaches, kidney 
trouble, pain about the heart and many 
more uncomfortable symptoms con-
nected witU that weakness to which my 
sex is peculiarly subject." 

Trouble had invaded this household 
and settled iu it in just the years thai 
ought to be the very happiest. Physicians 
could not tell them how to get rid of it. 

" I was utterly discouraged, "said Mr. 
Goldstein. "Then the urgency of some 
friends led me to try a blood and nervo 
remedy which was said to be wojjder-
fully successful. Within a month ther* 
were unmistakable signs of improvement 
in my condition, and within a year. I 
was completely well. Through the dn 
of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills I have now 
as good health as lever had iu.my life." 

Mrs. Goldstein adds: " The wonderful 
•effect, that Dr. Williams' Pink Pilts had 
iu the case of my husband led-me to try 
them and, they, helped me even more 
quickly than they did hini. One bos 
made me deieid«dly better and a few 
months'treatment enred me." 

Dr. Whams' Pink Piils ^re the best 
toyio *nd regulator, the/' make pure, 
rich blood aud when tjhere 'is general 
weakness aud disordep tbst is what the 
pystemjieeds. Mr; andMrs..H. Goldstein 

D r . W i l l i a a n s t « o l d  t o  ?  
1 druggists 
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