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SECTION V. 
Amalgamated Gas (Continued). 

"Yes," said the Boss, "I had some get-
together talks with Rogers, but most of 
that stuff I printed is Home Brewed. 

"He's a decent-enough old chap, but 
lie won't let any other fellow wear the 
Gold Lace in his Squadron, and you 
have to use torpedo nets when sailing in 
his waters. 

"He's the slickest thing in the busi
ness without drawing a card. I onct 
made him sore for two days by asking 
the loan of his heart to hone me razor 
on. 

"Say, Addie, it's over forty statue 
miles from his heart to his pocket in a 
stock trade. 

"Yes, he turned me down hard just be
fore I quit him, but I guess he's Sorry 
for it now." 

The pie and ice cream I et for supper 
must have gone to me belfry to roost, 
because I went plum to sleep and was 
dreaming that I was a hen planning to 
rob a hawk roost when Lockstep 
Holmes put his skinny hand on me 
shoulder, and I woke up with a yell. 

Mister Addicks jumped up, swallowed 
a bale of smoke, and when he quit 
coughing, sez: 

"What is that, Tom ? Another of your 
Damnable Tricks?" 

The boss laughed fit to choke, and sez: 
"Oh, no, Addie. That's me under

study. You know I was always long on 
private theatricals." 

Then he phones me with his face to 
come in, and I made me bow to the pair 
of 'em. 

Before the other guy could shoot any 
more questions the Boss sed: 

"Humpty, get that three-legged stool 
over there, set down, and act as our 
Oracle and Fortune teller." 

I onct coughed a quarter to a Coon 
Lady to tell me the bumps I had coming 

(Illustration by M. Aleshlr®.) 

"NOW, ADDIE, PITCH A FEW CURVED 
ONES AT tHE KID." 

to me, and I was keen for the game, so 
1 drawed me stool close, and set down 
between them. 

"Now, Addie," sed the Boss, wijtfx a 
grin, "pitch a few Curved Ones at the 
kid. I will chip in with any explana
tions he needs and we'll get some real 
Four-cylinder Gasoline tips on the fu
ture. You know that out of the mouths 
of babes and sucklings comes wisdom in 
bunches. Look at him. He's fortune 
teller to the life, and even Smells the 
party. Humpty, when did your valet 
hand you the last shower bath?" 

Now I won't stand for a josh from any 
Geezer, and remembering a Spiel I 
heard at the theater, I sed, turning me 
searchlights full on the Boss: 

"Me Linen may not have led the Ger
man at a Laundryfest lately, but it cov
ers an Honest Heart. Can you say as 
much for Yersejf, Sir Godfrey Travers?" 

Before he had time to call a strike on 
me, I sez: 

"And what's more, Mister Lawson, I 
may be a Suckling, but You can see a 
Sucker further than a cop can a booze 
store." 

The Boss is a game loser and just 
laughed till the other guy bumped in 
•with a foghorn smile. Then he braced 
up quick and sed: 

"Away with Mirth; let us to business. 
What question is eating you the most, 
Addie?" 

Addicks smiled soft, Just as if he was 
a minister annexing a subscription to 
the church, and asks me what was the 
Toughest Break Ever the Scrambled Oil 
Outfit had made. 

The Boss explanationed a few and I 
worked me Think Tank hard for a min
ute, and sed: . 

"Letting University Jack's Baby Boy 
go out after dark without a nurse and 
send Crack-the-whip Telegrams to 
Washington." 

Their wise tugs must have been tow
ing bug barges agin the tide, because I 
had to draw a map that University Jack 
•was John D. Rockyfeller, the Learning-
mill Booster. It's big funny how some 
of them high-card players don't get wise 
to Real Language. 
I "On with the Dance," sez the Boss, 
f'let joy be unconflned." , 
/ Addicks hits the Four-dollar Pop for 
another two gulps and, laughing all over 
lbs place, sez: * . 
) "Tommy, I think it's up to you to take 
Uit stool. I'm afraid I'll bat my next riestion way over the boy's bleachers." 

"Never mind," sez the Boss, "I'll come 
pack oyer the. fence with the. ball, if you 

m go ahead," 

Sure enough, the Smooth Mike from 
Delaware put it way over me head, and 
the Boss had to stand for me. 

"Seignor Tomaso," sed Addicks, '1 
think I know you about as well as Jonah 
did the Whale when he was using the big 
fish as a House-boat and doing all bis 
business on Inside Infprmation, but it 
drives me to the Puzzle Board to {jet 
next to why you went after the Life In
surance Companies so hard. 

"They are the cleanest institutions in 
the pasture and do more for the civiliza
tion what don't fade or rip than any 
other inflooence in the world. 

"Of course, my mug isn't in the Silk 
Plush Album of Saints, and if there's 
any Real Coin in soaking 'em, why 
you're to the good." 

The Boss came back swift and sed: 
"In the first place, they've been too 

Air-tight about issuing me insurance I 
have asked for, and I think they are 
too Friendly Fannie with the big money 
boys on Wall Street. 

"In the second place, they've got more 
money power than most governments, 
and between us, Addie, I felt that if I put 
my footprints on their Peachy Pants I 
would not only-be kicking my enemy's 
brother-in-law where it would do the 
most Good, but would also arouse flie 
Public to fever interest by sticking pins 
in their sacred white elephant early in 
the Game. 

"Of course it wasn't a nice thing to do, 
but when a fellow is general manager of 
a Fourth of July bonfire he's got to keep 
the blaze high, even if he has to swipe 
the Hospital Gates to do it." 

The Boss exercised his face a hull lot 
more about the insurance gazabos being 
too Chesty, but I didn't get wise to it 
much, because I couldn't help thinking 
about the time when Dutchy Swartz'ol^ 
man died. 

Chee! But them was tough times. 
Dutchy's father was Aces Up. He 

never drove home in the jag wagon and | 
was always Candy Kind to the old i 
woman and the kids. The day he fell j 
off the building where he was working i 
was the first job he had been able to cut j 
his name on for two months. When he ' 
croaked a couple of weeks later there j 

wasn't a sliver of grub in the house nor j 
a cent to coax the butcher with. The 
coal box was holler and the landlord 
was as Icy Ike as a snowman. 

It was nothing to eat, nothing to bury 
the old man with, and nowhere to go but 
in the street and get froze, when along 
come the Insurance Guy and tells the 
bunch that they had insurance money 
coming to 'em. He rubbered about for a 
little, monkeyed with some papers, and 
then hands 'em Coin right out of his 
pants. 

Hully Smoke! but you ought to seen 
the old woman's face. It was like sun
shine rubbering through a busted snow
storm on Christmas day. 

She couldn't spiel a word. She just 
cried soft and kissed the insurance guy's 
hand till his mug was as red as a auto
mobile. 

Dutchy did a fast lap to the grocery, 
and in a bug's wink there was grub, coal 
and everything in the house. I stood 
around like a dago cop at a dream chris
tening, and me lamps leaked so hard 
that I didn't have to wash me face for 
two days. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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AND THEN HE SKINNED OUT 

Bought the Tiger Skin, But It Was 
Still on the Advancing 

Animal. 

When it became known that the besc 
shot in the regiment was going into 
the jungle to compass the deatn of a 
terrible tiger, the surgeon major of tile 
regiment, an enthusiastic curio collec
tor, at once buttonholed him, relates 
the New York Telegraph. -

"Remember, Atkins," said he, "I be
speak the skin at your own price." 

"All right, sir," said Atkins. 
The surgeon majc* was netting: but

terflies on the outskirts of the jungle 
that evening, when he saw Atkins run
ning toward him. 

"Shot him?" shouted the surgeon 
major. 

"Yes, sir!" breathlessly replied ths 
flying Nimrod. 

"How much for the skin?" 
"Five dollars, sir!" 
The doctor gave Atkins the money. 
"Where's the skin?" he cried. 
"Behind you, sir!" came the receding 

answer. 
The doctor looKed, and saw the skin, 

with the tiger in it, coming open-
mouthed and bleeding from a scratch 
where Atkins had "shot" it. The doc
tor didn't get the tiger's skin, but the 
tiger nearly got the doctor's. 

No Notice Was Necessary. 
James P. Bartlett, for many years 

president of the National Mechanics 
and Traders bank of Portsmouth, N. 
H., used to tell this story: The barnc 
had as one of its depositors an eccen
tric old Greenland farmer. This man, 
although he was wealthy, at- one time 
overdrew his account to the extent of 
$200. Notice was, of course, sent to him 
immediately. The next day came this 
characteristic reply: "You tell I have 
overdrawn my account I knew it, so 
what is the use of you wasting postage 
to tell me so. When I trust you with 
my money I don't come to your bank 
and holler, 'You've got $200 of mine.' 
Why, then, don't you triiST me as-1 do 
you?"—Boston Herald. 

Conductor Was Mistaken. 
» Senator Penrose tells of a lady who 
objected to all familiarity by street car 
conductors, such as touching her or 
calling to her, or assuming that she 
needed, help in getting, on or < off a car. 
One day when the motorman was put
ting on brakes and slowing up the lady 
arose, and the conductor shouted: 

"Wait, leddy, until the ~c«r stops." 
"Don't address me, sir, as lady," she 

indignantly replied. 
"Beg your pardon, ma'am," replied 

the conductor; "but all of us is liable 
to make mistakes."—Pittsburg Dig. 
natch, 

MANY THINGS OF IN?EBEST IN 
EASTERN METBOPOLIS. 

THE LAUGH ON JUDGE DEUEL 

His Suit Against Norman Hapgood 
Proved a Sad Mistake—The Pub

lic Entertained at Society's 
Expense—Other Gossip. 

w EW YORK: For a 
¥ co mparatively 

s m a l l  m a t t e r  
I the town is get-
1 ting much enjoy-

ment out of the 
discomfiture of 
Town Topics by 
Collier's Weekly 
It is more than a 
quarrel between 
two newspapers 
and the cause of 
the trouble is, al

most lost sight of in the relish of the 
consequences. 

Judge Deuel of the court of special 
sessions—about the grade of a county 
judge in the country—sued Norman 
Hapgood, editor of Collier's, for crim
inal libel in having printed that it was 
a disgraceful thing for a man like 
Judge Deuel while drawing a salary 
from the city to be connected with a 
publication like Town Topics, which 
makes a specialty of "society" news, 
sometimes rather spicy. That suit was 
a bad mistake, and Hapgood has been 
acquitted. Collier's was "loaded fer 
b'ar." The proprietor, a very rich 
man, In society himself and with a son 
and daughter-in-law high in the 
charmed circles, spared no expense in 
preparing his editor's defense. 

Edward M. Shepard and James W. Os
borne, the former the ablest Democrat 
in the state, the latter the defeated 
candidate for district attorney and a 
terror in cross-examination—were en
gaged and a mass of testimony gather
ed which proved that Judge Deuel Was 
•in receipt of salaries from Town Top
ics and from one of its subsidiary pub
lishing companies; that he acted as 
libel expert and general adviser and 
wrote some of the liveliest para
graphs; and also that he helped direct 
the campaign to get subscriptions for 
"Fads and Fancies," a publication of 
the company, at prices ranging from 
$1,500 to $10,000. 

It was the contention of the defense 
that people who subscribed, or who 
lent money to the proprietor were 
nicely treated, while the people who 
refused were criticised. Perry Bel
mont, for instance, was nicely treated; 
his brother O. H. P. Belmont, who tes
tified that he refused a loan, was not. 

Van of Vanities—All Is Vanity. 
HE whole country 
knows about the 
" F a d s  a n d  
Fancies" matter 
through the wide 
publicity given to 
the subscription 
list of men and 
women willing to 
give up thousands 
of dollars each for 
a book containing 
a few selected 
names and pic

tures and a little reading matter about 
them. President Roosevelt is one of 
thosie whose portrait was obtained for 
the book. In his case no subscription 
was asked, and a reputable southern 
lady was employed to obtain his photo
graph, without suspicion upon her part 
of any impropriety. The president 
promptly denied having understood 
the purpose for which the portrait was 
obtained. The highest price paid for a 
subscription was, it is said, the $10,000 
of Mrs. C. P. Huntington. 

Some of the phrases occurring in the 
letters of Judge Deuel and Col. Mann, 
the president of Town Topics, are be
coming part of the slang of the day. 
In one case the editor was bidden to 
"let up on Henry T. Sloan." In an
other to be sure to say that the Perry 
Belmonts—the good Belmonts who 
"gave up" as contrasted with the bad 
O. H. P. Belmonts who didn't—went to 
all the nice places. As for*the bad 
Belmont he was said in Town Topics 
to have been "read out of his family" 
and read out of the Democratic par
ty" as well, and to be "licking the feet 
of Bryan at the Dallas round-up." 

This Mr. Belmont is about as use
fully employed as any man I know of 
just now in urging the passage of cor
rupt practices acts in Washington and 
in the state capitals, so that Town 
Topics' scoldings needn't annoy him. 

In another instance Town Topics 
told of a woman in New Orleans who 
got drunk and had to be carried out of 
a fashionable assemblage by her hus
band. "Her father and grandfather 
were among the heaviest drinkers of 
their day," the paragraph sadly con
cluded. Col. Mann under cross-exam
ination admitted that such paragraphs 
were "often useful." 

The Season of Balls. 
HE ball situation 
in New York has 
changed utterly in 
ten years. There 

*nV) *8 no longer any 
such great round
up of the fashion-
abler. as the chari-

, ty b^U used to 
Yi BIT furniah. Society 
J! {HIS _J itself dispenses 
lli <a» ; with any but iiiyi-
h&r tation events In 

s private houses and 
with a few carefully guarded cotillions 
In semi-public. The smartest great 

balls are now given by such organiza
tions as the Old Guard, who have been 
giving balls eighty years, the Emerald 
association, and the like. These balls 
attract a few representatives of what 
is loosely known as high society but 
for the main their own special clien
tele. Then there are such affairs as 
the annual ball of the Ihpetongas in 
Brooklyn, where a .fine and intellec
tual society may be observed in its re
laxation. 

The balls that make the widest ap
peal are not society events at all, but 
the annual free-and-easy affairs, of 
which the Arion ball is the finest. This 
is. attended by many prosperous Ger
man-Americans and their families and 
their artistic talent makes it a delight
ful spectacle, with fancy features not 
carried beyond the bounds of good 
taste. The famous French bair is a 
money making scheme pure and sim
ple—not so very pure or simple either, 
come to think about it. Much of its 
gayety is hired for the night, and is 
not even permitted to be gay and earn 
its wages, at that. No more may the 
festive coryphee kick off the police
man's helmet or pour wine at $4 a 
quart down the back of the elderly 
rounder. Most of the gayety nowadays 
consists in soddenly and suddenly get
ting drunk and being oblivious to the 
remainder of the proceedings. 

"Beef and" in the White House. 
"JOHNNY" MEE-
han is as famous 
in New York as 
the mythical Mr. 
Dooley or the real 
Baltimore John in 
Chicago. His re
cent visit to Presi
dent Roosevelt by 
invitation was the 
first day in thirty 
years he had 
missed being at 
his place of busi

ness. 
Meehan was until Dolan's death the 

"nephew" in the firm of P. Dolan & 
Nephew. He is a tall, intellectual look
ing man of slender build who looks 
well in a dress suit—and owns one. For 
though he spends ten hours a day 
dealing out "beef and" from behind 
his own counter with his own hands he 
is a rich man. 

Dolan invented the business. He 
framed up a short list , of easily pre
pared and simple articles of food 40 
years ago and hung it on the wall. It 
has never been changed. You can get 
boiled eggs at Meehan's and dry toast 
but you can't get poached eggs on 
toast or fried eggs. They're too "mus-
sy" for the shade of the departed Do
lan, which rules not the roast but the 
"beef and." Everything on the short 
list is good of its kind, the "sinkers" 
man being aa artist in his line. "Sink
ers" are deadly but Johnny's are only 
slow death. 
, Greeley used to eat at Dolan's. Jay 
Gould walked up from Wall street to 
take luncheon there. President Roose
velt often ate there when he was po
lice commissioner, and he remembers 
the place. No one forgets Dolan's be
cause it has individuality. It has 
made two fortunes. 

BEANS 
w 

Three Boys of Destiny. 
HE grandson and 
namesake of the 
late Marshal Field 
has been staying 
in Lakewood, N. 
J., a little way out 
of the city. He is 
the third in a fa
mous trio of boys 
who are being 
reared with care 
to take great re
sponsibilities. 

Vincent Astor is 
the oldest of these boys. He is deli
cate; at one time it was feared that he 
would never reach man's estate. He is 
the sole heir of John Jacob Astor, and 
though John Jacob's estate is only half 
that of William Waldorf, it is enough 
and growing. The mother of the boy 
was Miss Ava Willing of Philadelphia. 
Young Astor is educated with as great 
care and as much attention to his phy
sical exercise and nutrition as if he 
were an emperor expectant. Curiously, 
he suffers from rheumatism, like young 
Field. Field is 12 years old and Is 
under treatment for rheumatism, for 
which the mild, dry air of Lakewood, 
sheltered by its heavy pine growth, is 
ravorable. He is a dashing horseback 
rider &nd has ponies, dogs an rT every
thing that heart could desire. Also he 
works; for he will one day have charge 
of the greater share of the Field mil
lions—perhaps of all of them, for the 
principle of community of interest is 
more and more recognized in handling 
big Inherited estates like those of the 
Vatiderbilts. He is aa excellent stu
dent. 

Young John Nicholas Brown of 
Rhode Island, long known as the "ten 
million dollar baby," is the youngest 
of the trio, though no baby now but a 
sturdy little chap with none of the 
Astor delicacy. His mother was a 
Dresser, a sister of Mrs. George Van-
derbilt. Young Brown is often in New 
York with his mother, and just before 
Christmas was a frequent and welcome 
guest at the toy-shops where under 
supervision, tie bought liberally of 
toys for other children, rich and poor, 
of his acquaintance. 

5 Perhaps I might add a fourth boy— 
the adopted son of the late William 
Ziegler, who if his adoptive father's 
wishes rule his grown-up conduct may 
one day set out to find the north pole. 
Millions were Jeft him, leftbim for 
that purpose, one might almost say; 
and as the thoughts of the other three 
boys are insensibly led toward business 
studies and problems, so his have al
ready been engrossed by study of the 
daring feats of exploration and adven
ture. Which is the fairer prospect? 

OWEN LANG DON. 

DREAM OF ANCIENTS 

REPUBLIC OF LETTERS NOW ON 
POINT OF REALIZATION. 

Scientific Spirit of the Age Removes 
the Barriers Between Nations 

—Interesting Re
sults. 

The ideal of a republic of letters is 
approaching nearer and nearer toward 
full realization in the modern world. 
What was partially accomplished ia 
the prime of medieval Europe by the 
use of a common language in the ex
pression of a common religious faith 
is in process of accomplishment once 
more with characteristic differences, 
says the London Morning Post. It is 
the scientific spirit, of the times that 
has removed the barriers between na
tion and nation, to allow of the free 
interchange of knowledge and of the 
ideals based upon knowledge. The 
modern world, by which is understood 
not only Europe, but the American, 
African and Australian continents and 
the Indian, Japanese and Chinese em
pires, has iiO common language; but it 
has a common faith in the power of 
scientific principles to advance knowl
edge and to prepare for its further ad
vancement, We record to-day a fur
ther stage in the progress toward in
ternational unity in a scientific and 
educational endeavor. Columbia uni
versity has established in the Univer
sity of Berlin a professorship of the 
history and institutions of the United 
States, to be held by a series of Amer
ican scholars of repute for one year 
each. The trustees of Columbia uni
versity will nominate American schol
ars for the "Theodore Roosevelt" 
chair at Berlin, and the Prussian min
ister of education will make the op-
pointment. These professors are to 
be men of acknowledged eminence in 
their special studies; they are to give 
instruction in German to the Berlin 
students, and they will be so chosen 
as to present in successive years an 
outline of the history, the constitu
tional and administrative law, the ed
ucational, scientific and technogical 
work, the art and literature and the 
economic and sociological movements 
of the United States. In return the 
German government will establish a 
similar chair at Columbia university, 
with the object of presenting in Eng
lish to the students of that seat of 
learning an outline of German history 
and German institutions. 

The praise due for the bold con
ception and prompt fulfillment of this 
scheme for the international exchange 
of ideas and of ideals through the me
dium of professors qualified to ex
pound them with scientific exactness 
in the language used by the students 
in -either country must be divided 
among the German emperor and Dr. 
Nicholas Murray Butler, who, we un
derstand, discussed it last August at 
Wilhelmshohe; Dr. Athoff, of the 
Prussian ministry of education, to 
whose advice the scheme owes much; 
President Roosevelt, after whom the 
chair at Berlin will be named, and 
whose wide outlook upon the world 
has given so great an impetus to 
the intellectual life of his country
men, and last, but not least, James 
Speyer, whose splendid gift of $50,-
000 has given substance to what would 
otherwise have remained a mere as
piration. We are gratified that the 
visit which Dr. Butler paid to this 
country during last summer should 
have left upon his acute mind so fa
vorable an estimate of the work done 
by the English universities that, he 
should express his hope for an in
terchange of the same kind between 
one or other of them and his own 
University of Columbia. That, too, 
is an aspiration, and it remains for 
some rich Englishman to give it sub
stance. The professorship of colonial 
history recently established at Ox
ford by the munificence of a South 
African is an effort in the same di
rection. We are of opinion that an in
terchange of professors between Brit
ish universities, old and new, and 
colonial universities, such as the Mc-
Gill university, of Montreal, would do 
much to promote that intitnacy be
tween the component parts of the 
British empire, which is for this coun
try even more important than interna
tional amity. Charity should begin, 
but should by no means end, with 
those who are of the same household. 

Boyal Music Box. 
On her last birthday the emperor 

of Germany presented the empress 
with a music box that played all his 
own compositions. Each of his sons 
has an automatic model of a Prussian 
soldier that goes through all the move
ments of the infantry drill, and even 
fires blank cartridges from his rifle. 

Auto Gun. 
Mr. Bogwaller—Yep, that's my ma

chine gun. 
Visitor—Machine gun? Why, it looks 

to me like an old muzzle-loading 
musket. 6 

"Well, so 'tis. It's what I shoot at 
the automobile fellers with."—Chicago 
Daily News. 

Disconnected. 
Mrs. Moon—Mrs. Gabbleton talks a 

great deal, but never seems to say any
thing worth listening to. 

Mr. Moon—Yes; the trouble with her 
is that she can't persuade her tongue and 
her brains to collaborate.—TitrBits. 

One Theory. 
"But suppose," said the. conten

tious citizen, "when I get to Heaven 
I find I do not like things there?" 

"Oh, well," retorted, the tired citizen, 
"I presume you can get your money re
funded at the box office."—Chicago Sun. 

Nervous Women 
THeir Sufferings Arc Usually 

to Female Disorders 
Perhaps Unsuspected 

A MEDICINE THAT CUBES 

Can we dispute 
,the well-known 
factthat American 
women are ner
vous? 

How often dowe 
hear the expres
sion, "I am so ner
vous, it seems as if 
I should fly;" or, 
"Don't speak to 
me." Little things 
'annoy you and 

make you irritable; you can't sleep, 
you are unable to quietly and calmly 
perform your daily tasks or care for 
your children. 

The relation of the nerves and gen
erative organs in woman is so close 
that nine-tenths of the nervous pros
tration, nervous debility, the blues, 
sleeplessness and nervous irritability 
arise from some derangement of the 
organism which makes her a woman. 
Fits of depression or restlessness and 
irritability ; spirits easily affected, so 
that one minute she laughs, the next 
minute weeps; pain in the abdominal 
region and between the shoulders; 
loss of voice; nervous dyspepsia; & 
tendency to cry at the least provoca
tion—all these point to nervous pros
tration. 

Nothing will relieve this distressing 
condition and prevent months of pros
tration and suffering so surely as Lydia 
E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. 

Mrs. M. E. Shotwell, of 103 Flatbush 
Avenue, Brooklyn, N. Y,, writes: 

"I cannot express the wonderful relief I 
have experienced by taking Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. I suffered for 
a long time with nervous prostration, back
ache, headache, loss of appetite. I could 
not sleep and would walk the floor almost 
every night. 

"I had three doctors and got no better, and 
life was a burden. I was advised to try 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound, 
and it has worked wonders for ma. 

"I am a well woman, my nervousness is all 
gone and my friends say I look ten years 
younger." 

Will not the volumes of letters from 
women made strong by Lydia E. Pink
ham's Vegetable Compound convince 
all women of its virtues ? Surely you 
cannot wish to remain sick, weak 
and discouraged, exhausted each day, 
when you can be as easily cured as 
other women. 

BOTANICAL BITS. 

Plants are said to grow faster between 
the hours of four and six a. m. tban at 
any other time. 

Coltsfoot leaves, well dried, were 
smoked in England prior to the intr»> 
duction of tobacco.. 

The passion-flower, which grows In 
the South American forests, fades al
most as soon as it is picked. 

bea weeds do not obtain nourishment 
from the soil at the bottom of the sea, 
but from the matter contained in sea 
water. 

WISPS OF WIT. 

- Nobody should look anxious except 
those who have anxiety. 

A man may be what he thinks he is 
and still not what he claims to be. 

What we call the hearc is a nervous 
sensation, like shyness, which gradu
ally disappears in society. 

Be frank and explicit. That is the 
right line to take when you wish to con
ceal your own mind and to confuse that 
of others. 

Sounds the Same. 
A Canadian critic says that Mr. Henry 

James, who has been finding fault with 
American common speech, is a dog
matist That's kinder than calling him 
a curmudgeon. 

WINTER WEAKNESS 
Dr. Williams' Pirtk Pills the Tonio 

That Most People Need for 
Blood and Nerves. 

In winter the air of the close rooms in 
which we spend so much of the time 
does not furnish enough oxygen to the 
lungs to burn out the foul matter in the 
blood. In the cold season we do not exer
cise as much and the skin and kidneys do 
not throw off the waste matter as freely 
as usual. The system becomes overloaded 
with poisonous matter, and too feeble 
to throw it off. Belief can be had only 
through the use of a remedy that will 
promptly and thoroughly purify and 
strengthen the blood, and the one best 
adapted for this purpose is the great 

"blood tonic known as Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills. 

" They acted like magic in my case," 
said Mrs. Clara L. Wilde, of No. 377 
Farnsworth avenue, Detroit, Mich. " I 
was weak and thin and could not sleep. 
My stomach and nerves were out of or
der. I can't describe how miserable I 
really was. I dragged through six 
months of feebleness, growing weaker 
all the time until I finally hadn't strength 
enough to leave my bed. 

"Then a glad day came, the day when 
I began to take Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. 
They made me feel strong right away. 
My appetite came back, I took on flesh 
and the color returned to my cheeks. 
People wondered that these pills did for 
me what the doctors couldn't do. I took 
only six boxes and then I was perfectly 
well. If I had not found this wonderful 
remedy I surely think that I must have 
wasted to death. Believing firmly that 
these pills saved my life by the strength 
which they gave_ me at a critical mo
ment, I unhesitatingly recommend them 
to others." 

Dr. Williams' Fink Pills contain no 
stimulant but give strength that lasts. 
They may be obtained at any drug 
store. 

« 

MOTHER GRAY'S 
SWEET POWDERS 
FOR OHUJBREM, 
A Certain Care for FeTwUhMM. 
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