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Eruptions

Dry, moist, scaly tetter, all forma
of eczema or salt rheum, pimples
and other cutaneous eruptions pro-
ceed from humors, either inherited,
or acquired through defective di-
gestion and assimilation.

} MACHINE TO BLOW GLASA.

ances in the World of Industsy,
Glass has at last been successfully

means supersede hand methods, all
feats of hand-blowing have been out-
done.

The secret of the remarkable Inven-

. . : tion fs still hidden, bat specimeuns of
I"O treat. t.hm. fruptions with the work done have been shown. The
drying medicinme is dangerous. cexlinders are of immense size, the larg-

est being thirty Inches In dlameter and
Lineteen feet long,

The new machine is the Invention of
John A. Lubbers, a glassblower of Al-
lezheny, Pa. It has been bullt ar the
Alexandria, Ind., branch of the Amerl-
can Window Glass Company's plant

The process of blowing window glass
s simple In theory, but dificult in
jractice. On the end of a long tube
a mass of molten glass 18 collected.
| This is then heated in a furnace and
| gradually distended by blowing into a
large tube with stralght sidea.

To accomplish this without the pecu-
llar twisting and manipulation employ-
el by the human glassblower has pus-
zled many clever Inventors, and the
Lubbers machine was made successful
only after a great many experiments.

Lubbers has invented several labor-
saving devices and thls latest triumph
is llkely to make him many times a

The thing to do is to take
Hood’s Sarsaparilla
and Pills

Which thoroughlycleanse the blood,
expelling all humors and building |

up the whole system. They cure
Hood's Sarsaparilla permanently cured J.
G. Hines, Franks, 111, of eczema. from which
he had suffered for some time; and Miss
Alvina Wolter, Box 312, Algona, Wis., of pim-
ples on her face and hack and chafed skin on
ber body, by which ahe had been greatly
troubled There are more testimonials in
tavor of Hood's than can be published.

Mood's Sarsaparilla promises to
cure and keepr the promise,

Tea In & "Resarvord.™
Here I8 a good story about & woman
of the “new-rich"” type who set up a
pretentious establishment In New York

with the view of gaining an en- milllonaire when it ls generally In-
trance Into soclety. Among her choice stalled,
possessions was a Russlan tea urn SBkllled mechanics from the Westing-

bouse factories In Pittsburg have been
working behind barred gates and high
wulls for months in the erectlon and
installation of the machines, which no
man other than old and skllled em-
ployes of the company was allowed to
S

Patents have not yet been granted
on certaln parts of the machines and
therefore the secrecy.

80 confident is the company of the
merits of the machine that It is pre-
paricg to spend thousands of dollars
In its installation in all of the forty-
one plants controlied by It in varlous
parts of the country.

It Js expected that the device will
do away with hand blowers altogether.
Bo confident are the men that this will
“Injury at the base of the spine.” b;a ttl;e ("IIQ' that n};ny are getting out

“Put him down as a book agent.”— of the business. he better class of
Philadelphia Prm jl-lo‘ﬂ-rl earn from $450 to $000 a

month.—New York \\ orld.

wrought In embossed brass. The term
for this device Is “samovar,” and the
woman ftreated her new urn like a
new toy. She gave a reception In or-
der to exploit her tea device, and her
guests were In continued subdued fits
of laughter because their hostess sald:
“I do so love tea out of a reservolr. |
This reservolr came from Russla, Of
course It Is really a tes urn, but 1
prefer the national term, don’t you?
—New York Press.

“John Jones, the patient who came
in a little while ago,” sald the attend-
ant in the out-patient department,
“didn’t give his occupation.”

“YWhat was the nature of his trou-
ble*" nsked the resident physician,

inte a I-nmlly l;elp
Newlywed—Do you think you ecan
help me to economize?” |

Mothers will ind Mrs Winslow's Snothing
eyrup the best remedy o use for their children
e lhing season.

Mrs. Newlywed—Oh, John, | never| T a
told you before. I can do my own| A Business View.
manicuring'—New York Sun. | ““He goes to church regularly now, [

g - | un-h sretand.,”’

When a woman reads her husband’ “Yes.'
old love letters, a certaln expressior “*And he never used to go before?"”
gets Into her eyes, and she says, dis “N. "
dainfully: “My. how he has changed.’ ““What's the reason?’’

““In a generous moment he was in-

Mistake In a Street Car.

Said a man on a street car who had
already given up his seat as he nudged
a familiar friend who still kept his

““Why don’t you get up and give the
woman a seat?"’

She who was
him.

“Birl™

doeed to subseribe to the church fund,
and his business training teaches him
to always get the worth of his money.
If they'd got $100 more from him he'd
go to both morning and evening ser-
vice.”’=—Chicago Poet.

at

standing, glared

If the Enemy Was Obliging.
Langley's airship is
remarked the

she said,

““I will have you to|
know I am a lady!

"

‘I see that Prol.
to be used in warfare,’

““Ab! Beg your pardon, madam,’’ | man in the end seat of the open car.
he replied politely, ‘I took you for a “I suppose it could be utilized in
woman!”—Portland Oregonian. that way,”’ thoughtfully observed the

8 man beside him, '‘if the enemy could
Bducation In Russia. be coaxed to wait aronnd until it fell

" lvu—]ami Plaln Dealer

Of the children of school age in Rus- | upon them.
#ia 17,000,000 are receiving no instruc- | e
tion. Two of a Kind.

Sae—If there's any one I detest more
(than another it's & man who is forever
talking shop.

|

|

|
Quieting His Fears.

He—And what do you suppose your

father would say if I told him I was He—Yes, he's almost as tiresome as
an actor? | the woman who is constantly talking
SBhe—He'd say ‘Rate!" 1 guess, | shopping.—Cassell’s London Journal.

CASTORIA

R N N S R R N e,

The Kind Ymt lln\t- Always Dought has lmrno the signa-
ture of Chas. H. Fleteher, and has been made under his
grﬁmnnl supervision for over 30 vears. Allow no one

deceive you in this. Counterfeits, I'mitations and
¢ Just-as gzmnl" are but Experiments, and endanger the
health ~f Children—Experience against Experiment.

What is CASTORIA

Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil,
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is l’if‘mmt. It
contains neither Opium, Slurphlnn nor other Narcotie
substance, Its age is its gnarantee, It destroys Worms
and allays Feverishness, It cures Diarrhoea and Wind
Colie, It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
and Flatuleney., It assimilates the i-mul. regulates the
Stomach and Bowels, giving healthy and nn.tuml. sleep.
The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend

The Kind You Have Always Bought

Bears the Signature of

0 /]
In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, 7T BURRAY STREET, MEW YORA CITY,

blown by machinery and, as has gen-|
erslly been the case when mechanical

One of the Ianl Marvelons Contriv
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“ANNE JUDGE, SPINSTER,"
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CHAPTER IX
The man who in his zeal had adven-
tured into Potter’s Conrt dld not betray

by any change of feature his sense of the | descended with a tremendous erash on to
danger which seemed hanging over him. |
but his | against the door ceased,
Had it not | people in the
been for the clanging of bolts below and | ten:

It was not an enviable position,
coolness did not desert him

for the careful locking up of the house

he would have been disposed to regard |

the arrival of Thomas Eastbell and his
companion in a friendly spirit, deapite the
scowls with which they favored him and
the anxious faces of the women.
“Hanged If 1 didn't think so!" exelaim-
ed Thomas Easthell, alias Vizzobiul, fo
the crowned-head patronage department;
“so this is why you have been creeping
about the Saxe-Gotha, Is I1t? Well, what
have 1 done, that you come into my crib
in this way? What have you got to
say?" he roared forth in a louder key.
“That you keep too big a fire for the
time of the year, and that it lsn't good
for your healths,” sald Reuben, in a quiet
tone of volee. “I have come to see your

wister.”

“Well, that's nncommon kind of yon"

“Tom,"” sald Sarah, at this juncture,
“this Is Mr. Culwick—young Mr. Cul
wick—our second cousin Yon have
heard me speak of him. You must not
attempt in any way to interfere with
him."

“What business has he with you? Why

ean't he mind his own businesa and let
you alone?' eried Tom “What'n this
second-cousin chap to ns? What good is

he? What notice has he ever taken of |
ns till now? Hang me! 1 don’t believe
he's a cousin at all, but a policeman try

ing to work up A case agninet ]mn'[Jr mors
honest than hisself.”

“1 eame to help vour sister.”

“Oh, that's it! Eh?™

The interrogative was addressed to the
man looking over his shoulder, who had

touched his arm and

keeping his eyes fixed :

car npon euben
meanwhile

“My friend r«
bell, with a grim
come to help the family,

be kind enough to prove

Mr. East

if yon have

snid
nat

'[u'.'".

marks,"
smile, “'t
Aps yon wi

vour words by

doing the handsome to us people out of
luek.™

“You mean give noney ? hen
gentlemen, 1 am sorry that 1 ean’t help
youn."

“But you must,” growled fort
man in the background, who had recent
Iy whispered to Tom Eastbell; “you've
walked in without leave after the gal, and

vou go

}'u||",! pty your footing hefore

“1 think not,” sad Reuben Culwek

“Then you'll have to stop.,” cred the
man. “The house s locked np for the
nght, and we can't afford to part wit!
you, ean we, mate?

“Am I to understand that I'm a pri
oner?' inquired Reaben, sternly

“There’'s meu down stoles vl o sas
you're a spy on them."” said Tom, in fur
ther explanation, “and they're | A 1

n riled

“I am not afrald of the

“Ask vy sister: p'raps von'll take Ler
word, Sally,” he said will the Poter
sons stand as much of this man as |
have "

“They will not come np here T
Barnh

“They're sitting on the stairs wajting.”
said Tom, “and they will know all about
this fellow., They “re s rure as [
that he is a detective What now " an
cold air roshed in, and Mres, Easthell be
gun to congh herself to piecos

“There's mircaief meant,” [nr!
“l shan't leave this window while M
Cnlwick remains, and 1 will sereamn
heart out if you touch hin, This i«
dreadful bouse. sir,” she said to Renben
“with dreadful men In it Be on
guard.”

“Come back from that window,”™ rosred
Tom.

“1 will do nothing of the kind.” eried
Rurah, standing there erect and dofinnt
“till Mr. Culwick is allowed to guit this

place 1'll not move away."”

“Don't you see how you're making vonr
aister-in-lnw  congh, brute?"  waid
Thomnas Eastbell. “If we were the Farty

yon

whispered in his |

f all

| recambent

| | giving him

man

Thieves you couldn't make more [uss, |
Why——"'

He was sidling step by step towsrd his
sister as he spoke, when Renben Culwick

cromased the room in one stride, and thrast
him forcibly away hefare his panther
spring could fasten on her. It
move, assuming the nffensive in this fash
fon, but Reuben had grown angry
straint, and it was the time to
never. HReuben's thruost him wstag
gering with violence agninst el
who, taken off his guard, received Tom's
bullet-head between his eyes, and fell
backward into the passage, with Tom on
the top of him. The clear doorway sug
gested a temporary expedient, and Heu
ben closed the door quickly, locked it
with the key and set his foot against the
lower portion of the woodwork.

“There’ll be murder done now,” sald
Mra. Easthell, wringing her hands; “oh,
you fool to come to this place! Call out
you'll give 'em money or they can have
your watch-—say something. They're
coming np the stairs.”

“Whao are they 7' asked Reuben, stern-
Iy now.

“Coiners!”

He could hear the trampling rush of
heary feet up the stairs, and then the
door creaked and shook with the heavy
pressure of shoulders from withont.

Tikoos
wns a bald

net or
went
his fr

SBarah Easthell was as good as her word.
Her watehful dark eyes had observed
the door vibrating, and a scream of extra-
ordinary shrillness and volume startled
the echoes of Potter’s Court.

|  “Ohl don't, Bally—it's only their fun,
perhaps,” cried Mre. Eastbell; but Sally

it re- |

screamed again with fifty horse-power,
and then swept from the window sill a
whole collection of flower pots, which
the paved footway below. The pressure
ns though the

house had stopped to lis
the windows of other houses In
Potter's Court began opening rapidly;

there were volees shouting out innumer

able questions; there were three or four
shrill whistles, and then the ominous
crack of a rattle, followed by another

in response, and at a little distance.

“You are safe,” said Sarah; “the police
are coming.™

Presently the street door below was
being unfastencd in response to solemn
knocks without, and then the ponderous,
unmistakable boots of the metropolitan
force were heard elamping up the stairs
Reuben unlocked the room door, snd
Thomas Ensthell, white as a ghost, crawl
ed in on his hands and knees, took a har
lequin's dive Into bed, and drew the tat
tered coverlet to his chin. The burly
figures of three policemen were In the
room in an instant or two afterwand

“Now, then, what's the row 7" sald the
principal spokesman; “who's been trying
to throw the other out of the window 1™

“Who's been melting lead 7" inquired
another, whom the peculiar nature of the
utrnosphere had impressed, as it had done
Heuben at an earller hour

No one had been throwing another out
of the window, whined forth Mrs. East
bell, had been melting lead or
anything. They had had a little wrangle
it got late, and just as their cousin
was going home the flower pots
away and fell into the
whicrh frightened the gal at rhe
who began to ream The o
liceman who had first spoken listensd to
this explanatis
] i

As
and
somehow Eave
court,
window, LYl
m with a stolid stare upon
ofMicial, he
inguisitive turn of mind, opensd
and cupboards, and ex
the third man in
Easthiell, as he Iny
and Inconvenienced him by
the benetit of the glare from
lantern hin (ace

il

voing

ountenance; the second
ing of

the

an
drawers
imined their contents:

spected Mr. Thomas

v bull'seye on
yonng fel

inint to

Come, that shum won't

wakd e is there any

me had any complaint to
HRenben had «] to Baral
“Here in Yo

lnee?

make
CFOs e
ur chance still Will you

she answered “not till
Fom's snfe'”
od-hy
Heubs
policemen fol
nto .!_

imvirnie

then.”
ot

Jorw e

and the
and

of the
him downstairs

n went rooimn

court

somewhat ungratefully left the tri
il arrived in good time
tut he could not explain,

the better p tox he =i

She

w rl"

'y
Murah's suks

andd It waoas she who had saved

r dang He had to

to snve her, now

think agnin

| he way that he had

ome  more an ever resolved to get

her away from Potter’s Court
CHAPTER X

3 vick did
it o M vitnt for hin Inte
Hope Faowlge

s

not in ANy way
hovirs to

lla- wns the
vhieh no one
ll"ll-"-.

s mind

und the
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call,

ond-co
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i " 1 in fir ton intently, Le

of reit otiom 1o him

in nything the matter, Luey?" In |

ot last, one marning
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farth with b
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you have
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1y from
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vou're

N s

low places of nmunse g

W rong Vil voul never tell s nny
thing!"
T

nmnsement,

Vil
eried Luey, passionately

I have heen seen at low places of
l.l]'l ':'
homies of return to
hat

nben, guletiyv, “amd
Hope Lodge
irre |,:I1|'|I' nt present \lu‘ Wik l
Liey 7

whnt is right

mp nre

am going wrong
“You are not doing
“You jump too rapidly
after the habit of enthusinsts
inner—thnt s, re of n
specingen than [ wos three wi
“Why did vou nxk Ju

in the striped dress,

nt comelnginns
' it n
I 1o miserahls
cku ngn.”’

whout the
Naxe 45

hin gir

“Ah, the rawenl has tarned king's evi
dence, then!” cried onr hero

“Why did yon ask him not to

why are alwnyn at the
why had you the effrontery,”
with ahlaze now, “to
wretched, miserable girl to eall here for
you?"

“What!" shouted Reuben,
that even Luney was unprepared for his
exclitement, and jumped back in her chair
some distance from him. “What
mean?' he continued; “who heen
here? Speak out—don’t glare at me, yon
suspicious, heartless, disagreenble wom-
an. What girl ealled here for me?"

Lucy was very pale, but she held her
ground against his rage, though she had
never been a witness to it before. He
had been always a pleasant man till this
day, but now he was full of passion and,
perhaps, hate of her. Bhe could under-
stand more clearly now why his quarrel
with his father had been a bitter one,

“It was a girl in a striped cotton
dress,” sald Luey, with emphasis. “SBhe
was a pert, Insolent, miserably clad wom-
an. She would not answer any of my

tell v ?
gardens?

el
nxlk tliot

you

sl

fYes
LT -
ey

wo [

questions, save that you had told her to

e ———

and she grew lmpertinent at last,”

“You sent her awany '

Yesn, She sald that she would never

come again*

“Becnuse of your hardoess and harsh-
ness

“RBhie earried efMrontery and desperatlon
in her face.™

“It's n lle!™

shouted Reuben Culwick;

“you don't know what you are doing,
what you have done, in your henrtloss
ness, There was a soul to be saved, and

wrecked it.”

“No," sald Luey, growing paler still,
“vyou don't mean '

“I mean that that girl In my cousin,
for whom you tried to obtaln an honest
place In Hfe,” he replied,
vation 1 have been struggling after my
neeless fanhion I found her In Lou-
don, and tried to save her from the evil
that was surrounding her She saved
my life, perhaps, then, and rendered me
forever her debtor, When there wns a
to come here,

you have

“for whose anl

chance for her, she wan
Bhe came,” he sald, flercely, “and youn
sent her awny., How will you, with »ll

your narrow views of charity, and God's
mercy, and God's vengeance, answer for
it, if you have cut from her the last
thread which led her to a better life?"

Luecy Jeunings was cowed by his re-
proaches, by his vehemence. Buspicinus,
awfully susplelous, as she was, she was
still n religlons woman, and the horror of
having cast back a stubborn, willful na-
ture on itself rose before her even In more
terrible colors than he had painted it

“Why—why didn't you tell me?* shn
gasped forth; “why didn't you trust me?
I will ind her,” snid Luey, very meekly
now, “I will bring her back.”

“It In Impossible."

“1 will tell her that | was wrong in
my Judgment I will ask her pardon.
You muost not charge the loss of this girl
to me, Where did you see her last 7

“In Potter's Court.”

“1 know it—in the Walworth road,"
sald Lucy; “it is part of my mission to
go among the there, What is the
number of the house T’

people

“Pwo.
“Where the PPetersons llve—the lrish
people. 1 will go at once; don't Judge me

till 1 have made amends for
pleaded

snid Heuben,

too harshly,

mistake,™
“It is too late,"”
“the house was empty
There ciners in I,
clon that | might betray them
pulice were the scent,
leave the premines.’

“1 will find them,"
kno People trust me there,
me better than
most disdainfully again

Lucy Jennings walked out of the room
with her hands rigidly clasped together;
in a few minutes afterward ahe had pass-
e out of the house

It wan late, and when John Jennings
and Reuben had taken counsel together
and had arrived the conclusion that
she would not return that night, Luecy,
stiff-backed and grim, eame up the front
garden with a tall girl, who walked with
diMeulty, resting on her arm

“Here's your Recond-cousin  Sarah,
to Heuben, in her old jerky ran-
the two women came Into the

ms she
gloomily ;
two days sinee,
and the suapi-
or that the

led them to

were @
on
sald Luey: 1 am

who know
added, nl-

wn

vyou do,” she

nt

"

she snid
ner, as
honse

“I am glad that you have come,"”
Reuben, heartily “John,
usin Barah.”

“How do
aings, with a solemn bow

Sarah Eastbell was very like Sarah
Eastbell's ghost, as she looked from one
to another, and tried hard to raise n
amile, without suecens

“Can't you find the girl a seat, instead
of staring at her,"” sald Luey, sharply, to
her brother, who lmmedintely tendered
her hin own chair.

“You have been 11"

sald
this is my See-
sald Mr, Jen-

d'ye marm ¥’

sald Reuben to his

cousin, us she aat down wearily;, “how's
that ¥

“Not ill exactly. A little weak, per-
hapw,”" anawered Sarah; 'l shall be bet-

er in n minute.”
“I am very glad that you have

found

er, Luey,”™ msaid Reuben to Miss Jen-
ings, who was untying her bonnet
strings in rather a violent manner; “you
will 1ot e thank you for all the treuble

hut you have taken?”

“I never cared for

e pnewered,

“She has heen very good to me,” Marah
Ensthell murmured; 1 made a mistake
when [ thought her very hard—hbut my
life's been pretty well all mintukes, |
think.™

“She
nings

“1 dom't want rest-—only n few
that snid Barah, correcting herself,
“and then I hope to set off to Worcestor
I have been thinking of what vou sald to

people’s thanks,'

wants rest,” mnttered Luey Jen-
llnlir‘d_

In,

ne at Potter's Coart, snd when Tom and
i wife left me in the they went
vey In the night while 1 was nsleep

[ they had grown suddenly afraid

Inreh
ns
ol me
this plaee

I enme to I wunted you to

tuke me down to Warcester, to stand by
nie Besides, | want you to have the
five |nr-'l'n|- -

“What five pounds?" anked Renben:
that 1 gave your grandmother when—"

“Oh, no——not that,” said Sarah, “but
te puy that one hack, and part of which
we were obliged to spend There's tive
ponnds rew Il'" offered for me, you know,
ind you muast elnim that, for it's through
you 'm giving myselfl ap. 1 shall say
on have canght me, and 2

“Here—hold hard—that will do—no
more of your highly eolored fictions,
Cousin SBarah: it's time you gave them
ap, at any rate,” he eried: “and as for
the blood meoney, upon my honor, you

turn me to gooseflesh at the thought of
it

“Why shouldn’t you have the money
as well anm anybody else?’ said Sarah
reflectively.

“Suppose we argune the case In the
morning 7"

")\l we go to Worcester?’ said Sarah
—"yory well. This good woman who
traced me to-day thinks it would be right
to tell the truth, but, oh! I ean't tel}
grandmother. You will break it to hee,
in your best way., And I may rest hers
to-night?” turning to Luey Jenni'\n.

“You will share my bed,” said Lucy,

(To be continutdj




