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ABSOLUTELY PURE

IN PRAISE OF DUSK.

For some they love the morning hours,
The yellow midday some,

But give to me the twilight when
The oricket voices come.

When bright against the hedgerows burn
The earliest fireflies,

For then I meet my sweetheart with
The dusk Mght in her eyes.

Bekind the western hill the sun
Is far upon ita way,

Though twilight lingering seems to be
An afterthonght of day.

And when we part at dark I know,
Unworthy though I be,

That in her eyes’ sweet twilight lies
An afterthought of me.

THE STROKE OF RUIN

Boyle Harding leaned back in an easy
thair on the iron railed gallery which
overhung the sidewalk and smoked slow-
Iy, with half closed eyes. He was await-
ing and expecting the arrival of his
young friend, Francois Rapin, who bhad
lately interested him to a singular de-

Even at the moment, np the nncarpet-
ed stairway, came the active crecle’s
feeot, two steps at a time, along with a
lively tune sung almost breathlessly
throogh a curving black mustache.

“Well, and what is it?"’ demanded
the New Yorker. **Whathave you found
out?"’

‘‘Maybe she went to the French opera.
Go with me. I have a box. Come."

““But haven't you yet seen her?"’

“Seen her. How should I know? M.
Harding forgets the conditions.”” He
langhed in his atrociously frivolous
French way.

**1 beg pardon,’ said Harding quick-
ly. “I had indeed forgotten that I did
not know her name, her place of resi-
dence, nor yet even the color of her eyes.
Yes, I will go with yon to the opera
Everybody goes, eh?"

He had come sonth a fortnight past
with letters of introduction to influen-
tial people, but he was not seeking so-
ciety. A guiet sojourn in New Orleans
with his eyes and ears open suited him
better.

What was perhaps just the thing he
wonld have most desired came to him
nnexpectedly one day. He suddenly met
a beantiful young woman face to face at
the door of Garcia’s old book store
Harding was electrified and impulsively
lifted his hat. She passed him with a
half smile, leaving a breath of violets
and the rustle of a gown quietly elegant
in the air round about.

A lover is a great fool, but he is the
only man who knows what song it was
that the stars sang, and to him you
must go if you would learn the secret of
heavenly happiness and the valune of
dreams as nutriment for the i i
tion. A lover’s soul will treble its
stature by feeding one moment on a
smile.

In fact, Boyle Harding had felt this
sudden growth within. It had quicken-
ed, broadened and sweetened his spirit-
ual vision, while affording a fine and
richly mysterions increment to his en-
joyment of his new surroundings.

This was midway in the fifties, when
New Orleans had reached the splendid
zenith of her wealth, and when the pe-
culiar color of her social life was most
dazzling and romantic.

As they went along Rapin was prat-
tling on the subject of fencing, always
a great vogue with the jeumesse doree
of New Orleans.

*‘But you must be interested in sword
play—in fencing. It is thenoblestof all
exercises for gentlemen, and your phys-
igue is precisely made up forit. Youn
must be a master, or you conld be.”

*“I have had good masters,"'” Harding
replied, in an evasive tome, *‘but I am
losing interest in it.”"

“Your masters were in New York?"

““No; Paris. I had M. Duval for
three years."

“* Ah, what fortune ! He, and he only,
teaches the ‘stroke of ruin,’ the pass
which pierces across from shoulder to
shoulder, disabling the victim for life,
yet never killing him !

** And you learned hisstroke! Oh, but
I am overjoyed, and you will teach me
to do it. Ah, monsieur, I shall be your
lifelong debtor. I have dreamed of that
incomparable thrust, I bave made two
journeys to Paris to learn it; but, you
must know, M. Duval is an ancient en-
emyo! my father's. I could not ge to
him. "

A great curve of splendor, a flash of
faces, throats, bosoms, jewels, laces,

and swelling gently, like surf froth
against a beach of fairyland. i
gazed in half blinded stupidity, so he
felt, and counld see no details, conld make
ount no individual face distinctly.

| *“*We will begin the lessons tomor-
row,"" murmured Rapin. ““Ishall be an
apt scholar, monsiear. ™

““Yes,'" said Harding absemtly. He
was gazing along the great sweep of
beanty and light

‘“But exouse me a moment or two,”
the creole added after awhile, when the
curtain was down. “‘I am going to call
at the box of a friend. "’

Harding continned his survey, which
now that his eyes had somewhat accus-
tomed themselves to the glamour, became
more real and absorbingly interesting.

Presently he saw Rapin in a box, a
magnificent one, near the center, talk-
ing with a tall young woman, and it
was she. There could be no doubt for a
moment.

Harding's eyes were fixed The trance
of that old time love which men used
to acknowledge was upon him. And at
the very central moment she turned
from Rapin and looked straight at him.

The prosy fact was that Rapin in his
enthusiastic way had been telling Mlla
Marie de Montmartin — that was her
name—abont his good fortune in finding
a master to teach him the "‘stroke of
ruin,’’ and he had directed her attention
to the young man in his box.

But for Mlle. Marie de Montmartin,
we may as well say that she glanced
mechanically, then looked again
| Bapin presently returned to the box, J

bringing with him, or at least Harding
fancied it, a breath of that exquisite
violet perfume which had been haunting
Harding’s memory for days and nights
together.

““Who is she—the young lady in the
box where you've been?'”

The abrupt inguiry and a certain tim-
bre of Harding's voice betrayed his
emotion to the quick oreole.

““Oh, she—that is, Mlle. Marie de
Montmartin, Lovely, isn't she?” Yom
might envy me, M. Harding. She is my
betrothed. "

‘““Ah"—Harding hesitated and a pal-
ish change passed over his facee Then
be coolly added: “‘I do envy you. Yes,
ehe is the most beantiful girl that I have
ever seen. She is the one I met in the
old book store door. ¥ou are guick to
ﬁnd.-'f

The next day Rapin came to Hard-
ing’s room for his initial lesson, but the
young man begged a postponement. He
was not feeling in good form, he said,
and was averse to exercise.

And now Harding's powerful letters
of introduction came into play. The
only son of General Stanope Harding
had the key to open even the exclusive
gate of the mansion wherein the ancient
family traditions of Montmartin were
kept in an atmosphere of their own.

‘We must acquit him. He did not de-
liberately seek to gain her affections.
Indeed there was no need to seek. She
claimed him at sight, and the way was
love's sweetest path. Rapin was forgot-
ten.

Bo, in due course of time, the engage-
ment was announced and the wedding
day approached.

Harding had a desire to go again to
the old book store of Garcia, on Royal
street, and have his first meeting with
Marie over once more in his imagina-
tion.

At Garcia’s door Harding came ab-
raptly face to face with Francois Rapin,
whom he had not seen since the an-
nouncement of the coming nuptials

Harding stopped short in his tracks
and wounld have probably put forth his
hand in s friendly offer of salutation,
but just then his hat was lightly tapped
from his head by Rapin, who immedi-
ately picked it up and handed it to him,

“M. Harding will not remember his

promise to teach me the mysterious
!I:ruko of M. Daval"

At first Harding’s heat of temper was
great, but reflection led him to consult
his friends, who ridicnled the thought
of a doel His pnorthern friends were
unanimonsly opposed to the duel, but
now he must be frank and lay the mat-
ter before his fiancee’s family.

“Yon must fight him, sir,”” gaid
Montmartin.

““Of course there is but one way open
to a gentleman,’' sighed Maris, “‘yon
must challenge him. ™

They met at sunrise nnder the “‘onks”
80 well known to duoeling history. Mer-
rily clinked their rapiers for honor's
sake and Marie's.

That was but about 40 years ago,
and yet what a distance! What a far
spin the world has made down the
“*groove of change’’ since then!

- L 3 - * - -

Yesterday a white haired man whose
shoulders strangely and whose
two arms dangled half paralyzed beside
him walked down Royal street.

“That is Francois Rapin,”” said a
creole to some friends. ‘‘He got that
wound in the celebrated duel with Hard-

““Y-e-e-8,"" drawled ancther of the
group, with a queer little ghrug,
‘‘y-o-0-8, Mr. Harding tanght him the
‘stroke of ruin,’ ha, ha, ha! It is true,
is it not?""

Boyle Harding and his wife live in
Nice, where, in most comfortable cir-
cumstances and well loaded with fame,
Harding writes his novels and plays
with his grandchildren. His wife is said
to be still beaatiful and very domestia.
~~Mauria Thompson in Vanity.

Beeds of the Mushroom.

The spores (seeds), composed of a two
coated cell, are borne on the gills or
tubes under the cap. One plant often
produces 10,000,000 spores. To see theso
tiny spores you must cut the top of a
toadstool off and lay it right side up on
a sheet of black paper. After afew hours
remove it carefully, and an exact rep-
resentation of its shape will remain on
the paper, formed by the thomsands of
spores which have fallen out. If the
spores fall on favorable soil, they ger-
minate and send out great numbers of
tiny threads. These, becoming inter-
twined and woven together, cover the
ground like the finest web, and this is
known as the mycelium, or ‘‘spawn.”
The threads absorb nourishment and
carry it to the guickened spore.—Mar-
garet W. Leighton in 8t Nicholas.

Polish Versus Moas.

The speakers were two brawny Scots
who evidently had not met for a long
while. Sandy asked Tonald about busi-
ness, but the reply was either evasive or
unsatisfactory, for the rongh, uncouth
Sandy, perhaps suspicions that his friend
had fallen into his old tricks, suddenly
broke forth londly and wvehemently.
““Hech, mon,’” he said, *‘but ye’ll ha'e
tae settle doon, mon Tonald. Ye ken ‘a
rollin stane gethers nae moss. ' *’

“Wha's wantin moss, ye auld foggie, "
was the guick retort. *“*An here’s wan
thing a rollin stane gethers that ye'll
ne'er git, an that's polish, ye puir gow 1"’
—Boston Budget.

Chiness Dentists.

Chinese dentists rub a secret powder
on the gum over the affected tooth and
after about five minutes the patient is
told to sneeza. The tooth then falls out
Many attempts have been made by Eu-
ropean dentists to secure this powder,
but none has ever succeeded in doing
80.

No Excuse.
* Ma, that baby acroes the street hasn’t
any teeth. ™’
“Of course not, Tommy. You didn'
have any when you were that emall. *’
“Bat that baby’s pa is a dentist.”"—
Life.

IMPERIAL MILLIONS

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE
[Copyright, 1801, by American Press Associa-
tion.]

They mounted to the second floor ac-
cordingly, she still leaning on his arm.
He left her on the threshold of the
room, and the door closed behind her
as sheentered. There was a fire of logs in
the fireplace, and in the chandelier a
score of flames burned steadily. The
room waa like the chamber of a fairy
princess. Every appliance that could
render a woman’s existence luxurious
and exquisite was there; every sense was
flattered, every soft impulse stimulated.
She moved about resting her eyes om
one delight after another. The bed, the
toilet table, the washstand, the low
chairs and divans, the soft rugs under
foot, the walls hung withlovely tapestry,
the numberless minor beauties of decora-
tions that only women of a certain fine-
ness of taste and temperament know how
to appreciate—all seemed designed for
ber. Was it so, indeed?

She seated herself at length and fell
into a long revery. Opposite to where
she sat was a tall and wide mirror, in
which she saw herself reflected at faull
length. It was setin the wall, the heavy
bevel of the glass and its frame of ebony
with ivory filigree pattern inlaid showed
that it was a rare antigue—such a mirror
as the magicians of old time were fabled
to employ in necromautic mysteries.
One might expect to behold in it secret
scenes from the future or the past—re-
flections from a heart that kept its own
counseals.

A dreamy mood camse over the wom-
an. Her mind wandered vaguely from
one region of thought to another. She
sat with eyes half closed; all around her
was still. Glimpses of her earliest life
passed before her, and then pictures
nearer to the present and not so fair.
She stzove to banish them, and fix her
mind on the anticipation that had lately
snggested itself to her. To be the mis-
tress of this honse—the wife of this man
—the dispenser of his fortune! But by
a perverse infelicity her memory revert-
ed to their talk in the reception room.
She saw the court room, the judge and
jury, hergelf in the witness box, and then
in the prisoner’s dock the pallid counte-
nance, framed in black hair, of the youth
who was on trial for his life. He was
condemned; he was dead; his lock seemed
to reproach her for his death.

Either her eyes were dim or the room
had grown strangely dusky. What
light there was appeared to concentrate
on the mirror. In its depths a figure
darkly appeared, growing more distinet
as she gazed upon it. What was it?
Not her own reflection. She had mnot
moved from her position. No. This
figure stood erect; it was clothed in black
garments; it advanced from a shadowy
background. It was the figure of a man;
surely she had seen it before! Her nerves
thrilled cold and her joints stifféened as
she looked. Was her visitor assuming
concrete form before her eyes? The face
was still obscure; but in that slowly in-
creasing and lifting light it dawned into
appalling visibility. And now it was re-
vealed! It was he—it was Keppel Darka!
A black veil seemed to swathe the lower
part of his countenance; his features
were contorted in a ghastly stare, direct-
ed upon her. He raised his hands and ap-
peared to struggle with the semblance
of a rope about his neck. Then he point-
ed to the floor at her feet, and with a
sudden flash of conviction she knew that
this room, so cunningly disguised, was
the room in which Harry Trent had
fallen, stabbed to the heart! With a
shriek she sprang to her feet and stag-
gered forward.

CHAPTER XIII1.

AN ENTERTAINMENT,

She staggered, turned partly round and
would have fallen.

Count de Lisle knocked at the door.
For a minute or two there was no an-
swer. He knocked again. “Madame
Trent,” he said, “pardon me for disturb-
ing you, but the guests are beginning to
arrive.,” The door was opened slowly.
The besutiful Sallie stood there pale,
with distended eyes. She stared at him
as if she hardly realized his presence,
but after a moment she put out her hand
and clutched him by the eleeve. She
drew him into the room.

“Why did yon put me here?” she said,
in & husky voice. ‘“What was it?®

**Are you ill? Is anything wrong? he |

asked anxionsly,

“That mirror!” ghe confinued. “Isaw
—Ithought * * * Oh! what was it?”
A tremor passed through her snd her
teeth chattered.

“The mirror?™ he repeated, looking
perplexed.

She turned as if with an effort and
gave a glance toward it. The room waa
full of light. The fire burned cheer-
fully, The antigne mirror reflected their
two figures standing fogether in the
doorway. After a pause she gave a faint
laugh and put her hand to her head. *1
was asleep, I suppose; it must have been
a dream—a nightmare. Dee.d men are
dead!” and she langhed

“You are not well,” he asud. “You
had better lie down on the bed for an
hour or two and rest. I will see that
you are not distarbed. I will receive the
guests myself.”

“Rest in that room!” she exclaimed.
She gave him a very searching glance.
“You were sgpeaking about ghosts a
while ago,” she observed. “‘Any one
would think you had a presentiment.
& & & Ah welll Yon'll think I'm out
of my head. Come, I am ready. Don’t
be afraid, dear count. I shall be equal
to the emergency.”

In fact she recovered her self-posses-

—or, ag it seemed, the actual figare of
Keppel Darke. As she had sprung fo-
ward it it had vanished, and she had
found herself gazing at her own fright-
ened eyes in the mirror. What was it?
She had heard of hallucinations, visions,
cerebral impressions—there were names
enough; but the more she thought of this
experience of hers the more convinced
‘she was that it was real. She had seen
a real substantial figure, and its facewas
that of Keppel Darke, But how was that
possible? Was not Eeppel Darke's dead
body found in the railroad wreck, hand-
cuffed to the dead body of the police
officer? No mattier; this was either Eep-
pel Darke or it was some one who ax-
actly resembled him. Whichever it was,
the bearing of his appearance to her
would be substantially thesame. Itconld
have been no accident; there was a plan
and a purpose behind. Some power hos-
tile to har was at warle Waa the count
aware of it? How could he but be aware
of it? Then he was her enemy—her deadly
enemy! And he had invited her here,
and had placed her in that room, with
the premeditated design of— Well, of
what? Of giving her a scare? No, not
that. Of giving her warning of battle—
throwing down the gauntlet? Hardly
that, either.

*It is no use my trying to fathom his
motives yet,” said Sallie to herself. “I
must wait and watch. Perhaps he meant
only to try an experiment on me; he has
some problem to solve, and would test
it by my behavior. But what concern
has he with Keppel Darke? What is the
object of Keppel Darke himself—if what
I saw was really he? Count de Lisle
would be a powerful friend—and a ter-
rible enemy! There is almost nothing
that a man of his resources could not ac-
complish. Yes, and cannot I, too, ac-
complish something? Have not women
no more beautifal or clever than I work-
ed miracles before now? And after all,
I have nothing to fear. Keppel Darke
may come back from the grave if he
will, but Harry Trent will not. And

evenif hedid * * * 5o glad to see
you, Mrs. Vanderdonde!” ‘“‘Great pleas-
ore, Miss Fitz-Murray!” “Your wife

unwell? What a pity, Mr. Roylancel”
“Yes, like a fairy palace.”

For, all the while that Sallie was de-
bating & matter of vital interest to her-
self, she had been standing near the en-
trance to the drawing room, with Count
de Lisle on her left hand, receiving and
exchanging amenities with one group or
individual after another of arriving
guests. Everybody knows how readily
this duality of nature develops itself
when any powerful impression is work-
ing on the mind. The soul so seldom
has any part in the farrago of conven-
tional and antomatic things that we
daily say and do, that when by chance
it is aronsed it can attend to its affair
without being in-the least disturbed by
the din of external things. Sallie, ac
cordingly, smiled dnd chatted fully as
well as usoal, while her real thoughts
were ranging to and fro throungh the
past, and questioning the future in a
manner that those who saw her standing
there in the soft light, glowing and
sparkling, would have been astonished
to even suspect.

Civilization seldom can show a fairer
scene than lay before Sallie’s eyes that
evening. The guests seemed to have done
their best to render themselves harmo-
nious with their environment. The beau-
tiful girls were never so beautiful be-
fore; the women with taste in dress were
never so tastefully dressed as this night;
the women with jewels never before so

they could not array themselves in silks
and satins, as they might have done a
‘hundred years earlier, but they made up
for their plain black and white by wit
and good hunmor, Everybody was feel-
ing interested. There had from the first
besn curiosity to see how the count
wonld manage his entertainment, and
this curiosity had now taken on a deeper
and livelier tone, The company felt that
it was going fo pass an evening that it
would remember, and that whatever ex-
pectations might be arounsed, the count
was quite able to surpass them withont
much exerting himself. Everything went
forward easily and without hitch, and
the count was the most unconcerned
and care free person in the house. He
never gave an order, or seemed to have
a thought eave of pleasure at the pleas-
ure of his guests. Hia bearing was pro-
nounced perfect by the best critics pres-
ent—and some formidable ones wers
there—and in addition he appeared far
more genial and conversable than here-
tafore. Evidently he was one of those

characters that develop npon acquaint-
ance. The ladies soon fell in love with
him; his house was so mice; he was so
nice, and so inconceivably rich. The
men all liked him none the less. It is
not difficnlt to like a man who enter-
tains yon so charmingly and courteons-
ly, and who, as far as society is con-
cerned, is simply an inexhaustible mine
of eniovmenta.
10 BF CONTINUED.)

Bensitive Becanse of Her Age.
Many persons show so strange s sensi-
tiveness to the question of age that thelr
friends may well avold the entire subject
When Mrs. S. C. Hall waos at least 70 years
old, she met at a reception a young clergy-

man who was apparenily delighted to see
her.

“Mrs. Hall," gaid hs, “I remember read-
ing your books when I was a child, and
that I was especially charmed by the Irish
stories.””

““Then, gir,”" flashed Mrs. Hall, ““if yon
read my books when you were a child, you
ought to know better than to say so.”

The motbher of Julia Kavanaugh wasa
woman of great intellectual power and un-
usual force of character, but even when
she was 80 years old sghe was ashamed of
her age.

One day she went with her French maid
to the cemetery st Nice to visit the tomb
she had erected to her danghter. The two
ware standing hefore the stone when ths
maid innocenily read the inscription. Ju-
lia Kavanaugh had then been dead seven
mdmed.md her age, 64, was of course re-

“Madam must be wvery old," remarked
maid. :
“0ld!" exclalmed Mrs. Kavanaugh.
““Why should I be old? What do you know
about my age!”’
““Mndemolsslle was 64 when she died,”
continued the girl, ““andshe has been dead
some thme. Therefore madam must be
very old.”
Mrs. Kavanaugh sald but next
day she sent & mason to the cometery and

had the telltale figures removed. —Youth's
Companion.

| How ¥Fred Taylor,

shone and glittered. As for the men, |stomsach

AFTER THIRTY YEARS

THE BUCKEYE STATE CONTRIB-
UTES A STORY.

a Member of the
Gallant 189th N, Y., V. I., Finally
Found What He Has Sought Since
the War Closed.

From the Ashtabuls, Ohio, Beacon.]

Mr. Fred Taylor was borm and
brought up near Elmira, N. ¥., and
from tnere enlisted in the 188th 'regi-
ment, N. Y. V. L, with which he went
through the war, and saw much hard
service. to exposure and hard-
ships during the service, Mr. Taylor
contracted chromic diarrhoea from
which he has suffered now over thirty
years, with absolutely no help from
physiciana. By nature he was a won-
derfully vigorous man. Had he not
been, his disease and the experiments
of the dootors had killed him long
ago. Laudanum was the only thing
which afforded him relief. He had ter-
rible headaches, his nerves were shat-
tered, he could not sleep an hour a day
on an average, and he was reduced to &
skeleton. - A year sgo he and his wife
sought relief in a change of climate
and removed to Geneva, O., but the
change in health ocame not. Finally
on the recommendation of F. J.
Hoffner, the leading druggist of Gen-
eva, who was oognizant of similar
cases which Pink Pills had cured, Mr.
Taylor was persnaded to try a box.
‘‘As a drowning man grasps a siraw 8o
I took the pills,”’ says Mr. Taylor, ‘‘but
with no more hope of rescue. But
after thirty years of suffering and
froitless search for relief I at last
found it in Dr. Williams® Pink Pills.
The day after I took the first pills 1
commenced to feel better and when I
had taken the first box I was in fact a
new man.’”’ That was two months
ago. Mr. Taylor has since taken more
of the pills and his progress is steady
and he has the utmost oonfldenos in
them. He has regained full control of
his nerves and sleeps as well as in his
youth. Color is coming back to his
parched veins and he is gaining flesh
and strength rapidly. He is now able
to do considerable outdoor work,

As he concluded narrating his suffer-
ings, experience and cure to a Beaocon
reporter, Mra. Taylor, who has beemn
his faithful helpmeet these many
years, said she wished to add her testi-
mony in favor of Pink Pills. *'To the
pills alone is due the credit of raising
Mr, Taylor from a helpless invalid to
the man he is today,’’ said Mra. Tay-
lor. Both Mr. and Mrs. Taylor cannot
pod words to express the gratitude they
feel or recommend too highly Pink
Pills to suffering humanity. Any in-
quiries addressed to them at Geneva,
0., regarding Mr. Taylor's case they
will cheerfully answer as. they are
anxious that the whole world rhall
know what Pink Pills have done for
them and that suffering humanity may
be benefited thersby.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills contain all
the elements necessary to give new life
and richneas to the blood and restore
shattered nerves. They are for sale by
all druggists, or may be bhad by mail
from Dr. Williams’ Medicine Com-
pany, Schnectady, N. Y., for 60 cents
per box, or six boxes for $2.50.
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mnat h'n'-“: tha 'htn-ﬂli:
;ﬁl:hhﬂ_-“ family medicine
It has real iasR s of remaving pain,
equal to
sw?‘-.”

’!tbmnram

ﬂ#uﬁm E""

alls |

TIME AND TIDE.

“Time and tide wait for no man,” saith
the adage—but -there are many other
things of the non-waiting kind which will
not beput off and ought not to be. Half

the misery of the world is caused by delay,
dRhmmtlmhoneufthosetndd.lm
ills which demands rmn

especially i id-wi ter th tgl‘:i

n mid- n n e

aone!eraiesy its action and

If allowed fo have itl itrm ¢ for
ment of the

no m.ln in its dav
%ﬂ is is reached, then

omne tron os not onlyi.n its lninar but
in many ways where s helpless condition
throws the sufferer out of work and mone;r
But whether in its soute, chronic or in-
stage, don’t wait. The tide of

will go on and so. will loss of time.

t the same time we all know that St.
Jsoohs 0Oil is :?aade am:h:o]d tt:r the ei'b
preas purpose of curing Wwors mu n
their worst form at any stage. has
cured and will curein ninemuontof ten.

;Dou Mr, he nlwgu feels like a
sh out uf wl when is wi me, Cora—
Then you'v: d him, have you?

WaLlTER 'Bgnn & Co., LimiTED, DORCHESTEER,
Mass , the well known manufsctuiers of Break-
fast c._.oool. I:E other (inomd l;nd cqmo&.a
preparatio ve an extraordinary col on
of meduls and diplomas awarded st the great
intemuunulm other axhibitions in Ewrope

Am The house has had wninterrupt-
ty for nearly a.century aod & guar-

ter, is now not onl'zel.he oldest bnt the
blishment of kind on this con-

t:lnam. The high degree of ton which
hu attained In man tured

ﬁod amlt of long ce com-
wiu: an intelligent uss of the new forces

whluhmmﬂ: belng introduced to in-

d improve the quality of
pmdueﬂnn. md chupen the cost to the con-
EBmer.

The full strength and the axquhite natural
fBavor of the raw material a unlm
paired in Walter Bak.u & CGmp-.ny:

ration's; se that their products may traly
dto form the standard for purity sad ex-

In vle'nttlm many {imitatidna of tha name,
labels and wrappers on their goods consumers
should ask for and be sure that they get the
genuine articles made at Dorchester,

INCEEABE YOUR INCOME

By careful investments by mall through
a responsibie firmm of Imrge expeorience
and great success. WIill send you par-
ticulars free, showing how =a small
amount of money can be easily multi-
plied by sucoessful investment in grain.
Highest Bank references. Opportunities
excellent. FPattison & Co., Bankers and

Brokers, Room ¥P., Omahs _Bullding,
Chicago.

FITS.—All fita stopped free Dr. Kline’s
Ereat Norve Eestorer. No flis after ihe first
day's use. Marv

triald to Fit Bend ts Dr, l&..
S5 Arch Bt Phideiphie; Pa.

After physicians had given me up, I was
eaved by Fiso's Cure.—Havra Enize, Wil-
liamsport, Ps., Nov. 22, 1803.

From U.5.Journal of Medicine

wg have heard of cases
so years' st.-ndins

cured by
higl He

ll.ahmu
g:l,\:lbla
work on
this 1%%;
ease, w)
he sends
with a
lar

tle of his absolute cure, fres to any sinlmu
‘who may send their P 0. and Expreas address.
We advise any one wishing a cure to address
"I'ﬂ “W-H ¥.D.,4 8t., New York

And pains of rheumsatinm can be cured
m'hgthemuu.hdlclcidh‘lﬂll
aﬂlmp.ﬂu.eur-m

nndlo(pwph ul.lorpnn'ootmmb;

Hood's

Sarsaparilla

The One True Blood Purifier. $1; six for $5.

nml’ Pms aot h;rmnnlonsly-wen-h

7 used Elys Cream Bal
for catarrhk and hkave re
ceived great bemefit, [ be-
lieve it a safe and ceriain
eure. ~ Very pleasant o
take.—Wm., Fraser, Roch-
ester, N. Y.

EL
b6 Warren Bireet, New Yor

THE AERMOTOR CO. does halr
windmill because 1t has reduced the cost nt

DR. GUNN'S

IMPEOVED

LIVER
PILLS

P T

'l'h-v

SURE CURE ror PILES

snd Blind, Bleed
R AN-KO'S PILE REMEDY. Siops iiih:
B B eak Ko FLEREMEDT, 10T

MRS. WINSLOW'S S¥Rvse

= FOR CHILDREN TEETHING =
Forsale by all Dranggista. 205 Centan bottle.

L

oplu. hlna Habit Otud in in f0
DR.J. gﬂl‘ﬂ!ﬂ{“ buul,onm.

N.P. N. U. No. 630—8. F. N. U. No. 707

~ MADE

WALTER BAKER & Co.

-Absolutely Pure-Delicious-Nutritious-

The Breakfast Cocoa

MADE BY

Limirep

DORCHESTER, MASS.

COSTS LESS THAN ONE CENT A CUP.

NO CHEMICALS.

=i ALWAYS ASK YOUR GROCER FOR
E= Il WAITER BAKER &C0'S. BREAKFAST COCOA

AT DORCHESTER,MASS.IT B%

THEIR TRADE MARK LA BELLE CHOCOLATI

ON EVERY CAN.

*AVOID IMITATIONS-

tations is as good as the genuin

If you want a sure relief for pains in the back, side, chest, or

Allcock’s

BEAR IN MinD—Not one of the host of counterfeits and imi-

Porous
Plaster

2.

Stop

WEINHARD

GISBIIIETS e e O

Seeds, Troes, Soray Pumps

Haiurally'

CGUARANTEED
Toneeo HABIT CURE.

& box to-day. It
C!.. our own druggist

THE STERLING REMEDY CO.
MONTREAL,

AN. NEW YORK.

Purely

mnsﬂpnﬁun-
everywhere,

BUELL LAMBERSON
206 Third St., noar Taylor
PORTLAND - OREGON

WELL-KNOWN BEER

—{(IN KEGS OR BOTTLES)—
TEY IT.
No mﬁ) where from. POB!I.A!II, oR.

MALARIA! 2.5

Three doses on'

“A FAIR FACE MAY

Does every 8
HOORE'I RE

FEEL BAD? DOES YOUR BACK
a burden? You need

EAI.ED REMEDY.

PROVE A FOUL BA

GAIN.” MARRY A PLAIN GIRL IF SHE US

SAPOLIO




