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Momething In the young sk
warnesl her, and she dropped her oyes
while he came on, the crowd ol gath
ering around Lim

“You will play for us, then, you will
play for us?" they eried

“Yes, I'll play for you,” he answered,
his eyes wide open and shining like
twe black diamonds. “But see,” Le
continued, “l must have the prettiest
Kirl o the parish to supper, sod at
#viry fourth dance she must sit beside
e while [ play.”

He laughed as he sald it and tossed
bis fingers again In an airy, gallant
fusbion. It was strange, 100, this buoy-
ant manner, for in spite of bis fash
log eyes and smillng lips there was a
grave, ascetie expression belind all,
sowetbing of melancholy, too, o the
turn of his stralght, wanly body

Medallion, standing apart, watched
blwm wusingly. He bad uot seen that |
Grst glance at Marie or Marie's glance
iu return, but he felt there was some-
thing strange and uncommon In the
wan. He had the bearing of a gentle
mau, and bis volce was that of edu-
cation and refinement. The girts sim-
pered and whispered among them-
selves, and the wmen turned with one
cousent to Marle,

“Well, It must be Marie,” sald An-
tolne. “She’s the prettiest girl in the
parish.”

“Yes, Marie, Marie! sald ethers. |

Alphonse had a mied to speak, but
he dared not, for he saw that be could
ot contradiet Antolpe, and he also
saw that Marie would be bhanded over
to this handsome stranger.

mamn e

“Good!” sald the strapger. “Then
let It be Marte,” not looking toward
ber—"that is,” bhe added, “If Marle s
willing.”

Now they made way for her to come
forward and said, “"Here—bhere she is."
Marle came down slowly, not look
Ing at the stranger, and Lis eyes did
pot dwell upon ber face. They rose no
higher than her neck, where she wore

u lttle cross of gold.

“Good,” e sald aganlin, “good ™

Then as she came pearer bhe contin
ued In an offband way, “My name Is
Camille, Marle.”

She did not more than whisper the
words, “M. Camille,” and held out her
band, still not rulsing her eyes to hie
face,

He took her hand and clasped it As
bhe did so a sound almost like a moan
broke softly from her lips. There was
so much nolse and chattering that per
haps no one noticed it except Babette
aud Medalllon, but they were wateh
Ing - watching.

All at ondte Marle broke away with
a wild little laugh. “Chut!” she said
a8 she danced In among the other girls,
changed all In an jostant.  “He'll be
tired of me before the thing's over,” |

“Yes," sald Medallion under his
breath; “as he was before. Yet 1'm oot
w0 sure elther.”

Medalllon was only speculating.

Ten minutes afterward M. Camille
wius sented on a little platform at the
end of the room, raised about slx inches |
from the toor, playing for the dancers,
Muarle was dancing with Alpbhonse,

“You think he's handsome?’ asked
Alphouse furtively.

“Oh, he's so vain!” she sald. “Look
At the way be switches the bow!™

“And listen bow he calls off the
dances,” continued Alpbonse, delight- |
ed; “not half so good as Vigord. And

Who's he, any-
lkely some

such alrs; such airs!
how? We don't know;
scnlawag from Quebee™

“Perhups he's a prince,” sald the girl,
laughing.

“Prince? Bosh! Where's his mus
tache?  Alphonse stroked bhis own
carelessly, one arm around Marie's
walst, “Why, be's shaved like a priest.”

Something peculiar flashed Into Ma
rle's evea, and she looked for a mo-
went Inguiringly at Alphonse. “Yes,
Just llke a priest.” she sald

The dance went on. M. Camille’s
clear, resonant volee rang out over the |

heaids of the dancers: “Ladies’ chain—
there you go—right and left—balance
to partners—promenade all™  And so

on, the words bending and inflecting
to the music like a song, with here
anud there a laughing phrase thrown in
at a stumbliug babltant or a pretty
compliment (o some blushing girl, |
whose eyves, as well as her feet, danced
A reply to the master of the revels
Never was such music heard In the
parish of Poutiac. Vigord's sun bhad
gone out in darkuness, and M. Camille’s
was at high noon. Already bhad Me-
dalllon made friends with the fddler
and had become at once M. Camille's
Heutenant In the Jocund game, for Me
dalllon had no vanity, and he knew a
man of parts when he found him and
loved the man for the parts.

In the third dance Marie took her
place on a chair beside M. Camille.
The crowd gave a little cheer for her
for them both—before the dance began,
aud then they were all hard at it, heel
and toe, knee and elbow, warm shoul
der to warm shoulder, enjoyment pant
ing through the room. Suddenly M.
Camllle's volece was heard as he paused
at the beginuing of a set.

“It's my turn to talk. Who'll call off
the dance? Wil you™ he added, look
ing at Medallion,

Medallion podded and took up the
parable. The music was riotous, and
Medallion's volce abundantly chieerful
as he danced with Babette

And now belind the joyous riot there

passed a little drama.
“Ilo you wonder why 1 ve coue,

rieY” sail the master of the revils
“Why have you come?” she asked

Ma-

' “Have you forgotten my name? he
urged reproachfully,

“Why shouldn't 17

“That's so, that's s0,” he answered,

“You told me to forget It." she add
wl

“That's true” he agreed sorrow.
fully.

There was a pause, o which nothing
was sald between them, and then In an
awed, shrinking kind of volce she sfd,
“Are you—a priest—pow?

His yolce In reply bad a kind of dis-*
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terly wise! And when a woman grows
bitter and wise the bravest should be
bBumbile, for she needs neliler the Delp
of gods nor of wen to ald ber tongue
“When ao you become a priest?” she
asked, with slow Inguisition

he sald, the time

“A fortnight,” I
fxed”
“Then, as | said, why do your come?™

ehe asked sharply

Can't you understand*’ be replied,
with a strong rush of festing.

A about his Fa
ther's at a she
replied scornfully

“Marie, Marie
me,"" he sald, “running all this risk as
1 407 He Lad his eyves on the little
cross at bher throat. He had ogee gliy
en it to her

“1 have my own confessor.”
plled—"the good Father Fabi I dou't
nesd another Her Angers felt for the
cross, then suddenly dropped it

She got to her feet

“Marte, Marie,” he whispersd
with a laugh down
the little platform the dancers
and canght Medallion's arm

With rollicking laughter Medallion
swung both her and Babette
the flirting changes of a cotillon

An hour went by Meanwhile Marle
was gay, but Medalllon noticed that her
hand was now hot, cold as they

should e

Dot

priest
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aren’'t you glad to see

re

she

ot

she sprang from

nimong

through

now

“Marie,

Marie,” he whispered

ewung through the changes, and that
bher eyes had a hard Kind of brilliance
It was not given him to read the hea®
of this romance, He would not try to
probe the thing. He mwerely watched
and walted. He had known Marie
gince she was only big enough to lean
ber chin on his knee, and wany a time
since she had grown up he and old
Garon, the avocat, had talked of her
and wondered what her life would be,
for It seemed to them both that there
wias no man In the parish whoe could
make ber happy, that year in Quebec
had changed her so, had giveu her lar-
ger ideas of life and wen

He bad talked much with her from
time to time, and she had always
seciied glad of that. She thought him
wise, and be bad wondersd at some
deep, searching things she had sald.
He would have gone far to serve her,
for the now almost legens,
that he had cared for Marie's mother
before she married Marle's father bad
foundation. The cure had stepped in,
for Medallion was a Protestant, and
that ended it, but Medalllon had never
married, and, strange to say, the cure
and bimself and Marie's father were
the best of friends. Medallion was also
busy watching M. for he feit
that here was something wherein a

riend might serve Marie, thugh bhow
¢ Jdid not know, He liked the young

gossip,

Camilie,

man's face, for it had that touch of
loneliness and native solitary thought
which the present gayety of ere, voice
and manner made almost pathetic. He

even saw something more—a reckless
ness, not natural to the youth's charac
which sat on him like a touch of
thought Marie's al
beautifal
tale
tnres

ter
he
“wonderful,
her words
in vivid ph

doom-—and as
legory — her
dreadful™
of love—kept showing
In his eye

But If he conld have read the young
man’'s mind, the strug-
gle going on there, the the
wild hope, the daring, the revoit, the
breaking up of all the setthsd courses
of a life, he wouid have been as star
tled as apprebhensive, for while Camlille
Debarres was urging on this mirth and
revel with a pervous cagerness he

(those were

could have seen
despair

kept

saving to himself over and over again
“1 ean't give her up! God forgive me!
Marie! Marie!™

The words beat o and out of the

Youth, humanity. energies of
the active workl, were erving cut, fight-
ing for mastery in the breast of one
soon to be given to the separateness of
the church, wherein the love of man
and mald must be viewed with a dis

music

| If you cared unless 1"—

| did

He understood. “Forgive me. |
thought you knew | couldn’t ask you

He paused, for if he spoke the words
the dle would be cast forever; he would
never return to those quiet walls
where incense and not the breath of
woman—a breath like this, soft, sweet,
fnstinet with youth and delight—would

touch his senses. Yet what had he
cowe for? To rack a girl's bheart and
sonl and then return to his masses

and prayers, leaving an Injured life be-
hind him? When he started from Que
Lee he scarcely knew what he was go
Ing to do, save that he must see this
girl’'s face once—once again. He had
had no thought beyond that. That de
gire was hot within him. He did pot
know—she might be married or dead
or the betrothed of another, but
would see her, then return to his sa
ered duties and forget. In coming at
ull he had committed a sin for which
he would have to atone bitterly when
he returned, if he returned, but the lat-
ter thonght had not presented itself to
him definitely, though it had fashed in
and out of the vapors of emotion like a
fiying Aame.

But now here was Marie, and here
was he in the garb of the workaday
world, and frivolity and irresponsible
gayety around them, and bhe, all on a
sudden, with his faraway boyish reck-
lessness again alive in him, the master
of the revels

“Unless ¥ Marie asked. “Yes, ‘un
There were two little lines at
lines which

Joss ¥ *
the corners of her mouth
never come to a girl's face unless she
has suffered and lost Marie haw not
ouly a heart, but a sense of honor, too,
for the wan. Having come to her thus,
whatever chanced should justify
himself in so far as might be by say
Ing what auy bounest wan would say
Bhe had a right know if still
loved her, and he had vo right to know
If she still loved Lim nntil that was
done, He must be Justified in ber sizht,
If he loved ber and said so, then let
the Angel point what way it would;
she wonld submit

Rhe Aushed with a kind of Indigna
tion. Must she always be the sufferer?
He, a man, had a work of life to Inter-
est him: she had nothing—nothing save
herself and the solitary path of mea-
ger parish life. She would have her
mwowent of trinmph in spite of all. She
would hear him say be loved her; she
would make “im give all up for her.
She was no wnger the wistful, shrink-
ing girl who had been hurried back to
her home from Quebec and handed
over to the tender watehfulness of M,
Fabre, whose heart had ached for her,
yet who felt that what was was best.

She was very much A woman now,
and if only for an bour she would have
her way

“Unless what—Camllle ¥ she asked.

Her voice dwelt softly on the “Ca-
mille” It was the first sound of ten-
derness that he had heard from her
since he eame, and it thrilled him. It
was three vears since e had heand a
volee with that sound In it. Life was
grave and far from sentimental in the
seminary. His youth—the old Adam—
came to swelling life in him. He put
it all In the words, “l1 wouldn't have
asked yvou If you loved me yet, Marle,
unless 1 was sure you knew that 1|
loved vou"—he drew his bow caress

Ingly along the D string. so that a
sweet, aching joyfulness seemed in-
fused into the dance—"and that [I've
risked everything to come and tell you

(4]
A low sound, half delight,

ITS

to lie

half pain,

came from ber. But she turned her
head away. There was silence fgr a
moment.

“Won't you speak? What are you
thinking? Don’'t turn your bead away,”
he continued.

Slowly her face came toward him,

quick footsteps and the repeated open-
ing and shutting of doors all gave as
surance of the coming holiday.

I was soon ready for breakfast, and
when seated at table 1 observed that
the place of Jonathan was vacant.

“Where Is Jonathan?® 1 asked

“Gone to market,” sald they.

“Market! What market, pray? 1
did not know there was any market
In these parts.”

“Oh, ves" they said, “he s gone to

about thirty miles to the south-
ward of us”

“And what has called
early to go to market?”

“He Is gone,” sald they,
raccoon.”

him uap so

“to sell his

PICKINGS FROM FICTION

for the
Indian

was made
lamaswami's

The fool's ear
knave's tongue. -
Fables.”

Bad hablts are leeches that would
suck a Hercules to effeminacy. — A
Speckled Bird.”

Money buys things, and love wins
things; power takes things.—“Fame
For a Woman.”

Duty is what we think about when
ill or are reminded of by creditors.—
Davidson's “Dumas.”

When a man ceases to make love to
his wife, some other man begins —
“Fables For the Elite.,”

People whose llves are anything but
a joke are usually content with the
simallest jests.—“The Vultures™

Mothers personify circumstances to
children. We are symbols to them of
bafMing, cramping fate.—"The Rescune.”

A woman is llke unte a volcane,
which, “ven when Inactive, is palpitat-
ing to spit forth its fire and which,
when it does vent its fury, bursts the
bounds of its late enforced suppres
glon.—"“The Woolng of Wistaria.”

Some British Lavwmaking.

It may surprise some folks to learn
that plenty of British laws have been
drawn up so carelessly and written In
such muddled language that they are
quite useless for their intended pur
prose.

One of the acts passed In George
I1l.'s reign., for Instance, states that
the procesds of penalties were to be
given half to the informer and half to
the poor of the parish. The absurdity
lies in the fact that the ouly penalty
which could be inflicted was one of
transportation for fourteen Years

In 1865 a well known Q. C. created
a lot of amusement by proposing an
amendment worded as follows: “Every
dog found trespassing on inclosed land
unaccompanied by the registered own-
er of such dog or other person, who
shall on being asked for his true name
and address may be then and there
destroyed by such oecupler or by his

orders.” This gem of meaninglessnuess
was, however, not passed. — London Tit
Bits.

He Knew Some Costly Ones,

In order to discourage the use of ob-
Jectionable words, says the Chicago
Post, the father had evolved a system
of fines, somewhat after this fashion:

Hang it, 1 cent.

Darn it, 2 cents.

GGosh, 3 cents

Gosh darn It, § cents.

The boy who was to be reformed by
this method studied the tariff with con
siderable Interest, but it was some time
before he spoke.

“Well,” he =aid at last, “1
know some words that would cost
quarter!”

guess |
a

Te Clean Nickel Clocts
Cheap nickel clocks that have proved
their convenience threougb wuch popu
lar use play tricks with their timekeep-
ing occasionally for want of clean.ng.
This fault may be quickly remedied

her eves shining, her cheeks pale, her
lips slow and moving gently, but the
words dropping like metal

“You are true to nothing.” she said;
“neither to the church—por to me.” |
“Marie, haven't you any pity ¥ Ilv.

not know what or how he was |
playing now. His fingers wandered,
the bow came and went, but he wu!
pot thinking of the music

“Why are you so selfish, then? aho
gald. “Why didn't you leave me here |
alone? A woman is always at a man’s
mercy ™ |

Something scorched him from head
to foot. He now felt, as be bhad never
felt before, what that incidemt three
years ago meant, what this girl’s life
had beeu since, what was the real na- ‘
ture of that renunciation. The eight
hand reel was near its end. He got
to his feet in his excitement, played |
faster and faster, and then with a cali
to the dancers and Medallion brought
the dance to a close In the subse |
quent jostling. as the revelers wmade
their way to another room for supper,
he offered his arm to Marie, nodded
as gayly as he coald to the frﬂuwut‘

“Mercl, mercl, monsieur™ and they
walked together to the end of the
room., savine nothing

0 RE CONTINTUED, )

with napbtha. The backs should be
anscrewed and the works taken oul
and lmmersed tn the fluid, a treatment
that will speedily restore their service
unless some more radical defect than
dust is the trouble.

The Honerable Members,

“1 suppose the arrival of pew con-
gressmen from time to time has a tend
ency to give variety to life in the Capi
tal City?

“Not a great deal” answered the
man who is more or less cynical. "It
merely means the introduction of pew
names into the same old anecdotes.”—
Washington Star.

In Hia Mind.

“Braggy says his grandfather lost
| his mind because of the loss of his for-
tune.”

“He's just got the story twisted. He
lost his fortune because of (Ne loss of
| his mind. That's where he had his for-
tune.”—Catholic Standard and Times.

Bridle your tongue and you saddle
your temper. — New York Press,

Cast lron articles were first made In

England In the year 1700,

handsowie present.

If the Bible Periahed?

If avery complete copy of the Bible
were destroyed, would It be possible of
reproduction by ministers, theologians
and others?

Fhe probabllity is that it would, even
If. us the question supposes, all the
type kept up by the various printers
of Bibles and Testaments and prayer
lumsk s were also destroyed. [u the first
piace, such & vast number of commen-
taries have lwen publighed In different
languages on varlous portions of the
Bible that it would almost be possible
to reconstruct the Seriptures from
them, and such deficlencies as existed
would be supplied by anclent writings,
mainly controversinl works, which re
produce the text very fully., Sermons,
homilies and kindred works would also
of great and such de-
Aciencles as wight still rewain would
certuinly be supplied from the memo-
ries of the numbers of Riblical
students who bave studied the Scrip
tures lu so many different languages.—
London Answers

be assisiabce,

vasl

Would Make Mummies,

No reason exists, says a forelgn jour-
pal, why persons sbhould not keep thelr
beloved ones with them after death,
sluce thelr bodies can very easlly be
mummified. The ancient Egyptians, it
continues, were experts at this art, and
a close study of some of thelr mum
iules shows how they did the work.

The body is placed o a boller which
contalns chloride of calelvmw and which
Is beated to 125 degrees and after re
maining there for a certaln thoe is tak
en out and steeped for twenty-four
hours in & cold solution of sulphate of
sodlum. By that time it Is transformed
Into a perfect mummy, and the mourn
Ing relatives or frieuds can safely take
it home and lostall It ln a place of
hionor.

VWoemen In New Zealand.

A man with daughters need pot feel
ashamed in New Zealand. He's a po-
litical power, & big man In the district
in which be resides. All women over
twenty-one years of age can vole, 8o
the man with wany daughters often
decides a closely contested  election.
Then, again, women are much sought
after matrimonially, for they are out-
numbered by the men two to one
There Is no need for & woman becom
ing an old mald. The women are good
dressers. and the styles are as nearly
up to date as those of London and
New York.

Sea Talk.

Bobby—You have always shown a
predilection for sea tales, baven't you?
I know you always used to be reading
them when we were lo college.

DMeky—Yes: and 1 still like them as
much as ever. By the way, on that sea
voyage | took last year I was much
astonished to flnd how unfamillar the

sallors were with sea language. They
dido't talk a bit like the sailor the
books tell about.—Poston Transcript

Plenty of Thought.

“Auntie,” sald the judge to the bat-
tered lady of color, “did your husband
strike you with malice aforethought ¥

“'Deed he didn't, Jedge.” was the In-
dignant reply. “He didn't hit me wid
that mallet afore he theught. He'd
heen figgerin' on dat er long -time,
jedge; "deed be had.” —Baltimore News.

Amn Easy Problem.

The beggar bad a notice up, “Deaf
and Dumb.,” and the passing philan-
thropist stopped In front of him.

“1'd llke to give this man something.”™
he sald to his companion, “but how am
1 to know that he is deaf and dumbh?”

“Read the notice, sir,” whispered the
beggar cautiously —Chums

Rubbing It In.

He—If you wefuse me, [ shall put a
bullet thwough my bwalin.

She - The idea’ How could yon?

He— 1 suppose you think I'm talking
like & cwazy man?

She—Ob. no, like a sharpshooter
Phlladelphia Press

Great After Dianer Speech.

Spunger—The best after dinner
speech 1 ever heard was once when |
was out with Goodley

Winks - And who made the speech?

Spunger—Goodley. He sald, “Let me
have the check, please, waiter.”- -FPhil
wlvhia Record.

Meanness of Brewn,

ireen—Brown told an acquaintance
of mine that he could have beat my
time and married you bhimeelf If he had
wanted to.

Mrs. Green—The |dea!
he didn't do 11, then?

Green—Ohb, | can readily understand
why he didn't He bad a grudge
sgainst me —Chicago News,

I wonder why |

Her ldea of AL
“Do you belleve In short engage
ments ™
“Yen, indeed. and lots of them '™

bhad ever seen him before. | went up
stalrs and met a friend who had been

in conference that morning with Mr
Johnson on the subject above men
tioned. He said to me: If vou have
any request to make of the president
this morning, Keep It until some of her
time. He Is angrier than | have ever
seen him., A moment agoe General
Grant strode (uto his presence and per
emptorily demanded, “Iw you intend

to revoke the parole of Ceneral Robert

E. Lee and other officers of the late
Coufederacy ¥
“*“1 am considering the subject”

Johnson replied. “You need not consid
er it. Those paroles were signed by me
as general commanding the of
the United States. My promise to them

shall be kept in good faith if it takes

Hrm\

the army of the United States, plus the
army of the late Confederacy, to en
foree it."”

“'‘Baying this, Grant retired and left

Johnson white with rage

“We
revocation of the
lis Rentinel.

more of the
Indianapo-

heard
paroles.”

never wny

OLD FASHIONED.

What has become of the old fashion
el man who called & boil a
ing?"

What has become of the old fashion
ed wan who referred to coal as
coal ™"

‘gather

“stone

What has become of the old fashion
ed woman who bought wall paper and
hung it herself?

What has become of the old fashion
ed boy who belleved that eating guun-
powder would make him fierce?

What has become of the old fashion
ed mwustang pony that bad to e bro
ken every time it was hitched up?

What bas bhecome of the old fashion-
ed person who sald to a child that bad
fallen, “Come here, and I'll help you
up*”’

What has become of the old fashion-
ed wowan who used to say to her bay
when he eame o late, 1’1 attend
your case after supper?”—Atchison
G lobwe

Carcefulness of Sargerons,
It Is an object lesson in godliness to
see 4 surgeon washing his hands after

performing an operation, says the Chi
cago Chronicle. He works of course
with sleeves rolled up to the elbow, so
that the washing extends from the cra
2y bone to the tip of the fAnger nall
First there is a bhard scerubbing with
plain soap and sterillzed water. This is

foliowed by a swabbing with tincture
of green soap and sterilized water
Then comes & genuine scouring with
equal parts of quicklime and smla in
sterilized water and finally a rinsing In
a solution (1 to 20080 of bichloride of
mercury. Without these four separate
washings no surgeon wonld think of
venturing out to scatter germs of dis
RN

Remance of a Marriage License.

There is a record of a marviage I
cense issaed to two parties, and written
across the face of the entry In red Ink
is the pote by the judge: “Heturned un
used. See page so and so.” On turning
to the page referred to there is another
record and the same red Ink note. In
short, the record shows that a llcense
was procured and returned nnused Tour

different times. The fifth time, howey
er, was the charm, and they were mar
riedd. he at the age of sixty four sand
she at forty-eight years.— Ottawa He
publican
Photography.
She—1 took this picture with my “ko

dak” while abroad

He—What is it?

She—Weil, that bullding that stands
up perfectly straight Is the leaning
tower of Plsa; those leaning bulldings
are the perpendicular edifices In the
vieinity.

Quite Nataral
“Ismn’t it strange that humorists are

| nearly always melancholy ¥’

You see, 1

“Oh, 1 don’t know.
all their good humor, and

they e

then they

| have to get aleng the best they can on

what's left.”"—New York Herald

The Other Man,

“Dar am two sides to a victory,” said
Uncle Shad. “Dar’s de p'int ob view ob
de victor and de p'lut ob view ob de
man dat gets lloked., Mos' ehery

vieto

| ry means defeat for de udder chap

Ban Francisco Billetin

What He Realized.
Judge—You do not seern to realize the
enormity of the charge against you.
Prisoner—No; | ain't got my lawyer's
bill yet, but I'm expectin’ the chargs= ‘Il
be enormous, all right.—<Philadelphia
Record.

Great Britain is still the greatest tea
drinking couatry. The consumption is
five pounds per head of the popula
tlon. Io Switzerland It 18 estimated at
one and a half pounds per head and in
the United States about one pound per
head.
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Edwin W, Joy's Test Case of
Bright's Disease.

“'u EN TAESAN FRANCISOO BUSINESQ
rpurated the Juw J. Fulive
Co. were p ..L'u the Fulton Compounds 1o
practical wests in eases of Hrigh
IMabetes, Edwin W. Joy, the Kearny s
druggisi, stopped ope of the | in
sald be had o friead who bad aa alvanced cass
of Bright's Disease and was beyond hutuan a'd

8 Lliscas

Ve

Jl\!-lpauhllnh nil--u]u- @ of the
large ¢ 1y toepiiais, had been tapp~d wearly a
doren Limes aid was so weak that Lis case was
fosksd upon as S0 bhopeless Lhal
sould creale & ssusalion aod that
s fine lest for the compounds W
send Lhe pal oot s bro rdown
L & irealmenl Joy
* world, lully expe

d had

that his frie

Iv, he has not been .
aud (nstead of being confiued lo o hosplital
hiving at home and is bow down on the street

dally sod growiug stronger all the time. There
Is po wider known druggist on the Pacliie Coast
than Edwin W_Jo

" oa

luterestied partiers w 1 him 1' his storys

at Kearny snd California vels. whe h-ul.n

confirm thess important facts and g r de-

talls. Theeiir f the Overlasd Mon -\In-

vestigated the above case a certiied w0 It
eniire correciness,

.! RBr Diseane
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able, K mat m
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are soon relieved.) P l'fr]i fht's Ins
ease and $ 5 for Dia ¢ Com ad Froe
tests made for patients |L-.--|-...;.:m--1
sl lexd fre U w pddress Johr Jiton Lo
Mills Bullding, Moutgomery street, San Frase
ol
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O'CONNELL'S COOLNESS.

A Story of the Irish Liberator and =
Falling Floor

anies O'Connell was once address
ing an ™ ous neeting in Kings
town, and th rowd was so large that
fear was felt for the safety of the
ball T As Le was about te speak a
gentlemnn us ledd e platform and
s e, treenl E with fen Liberator
the floor I= giving way e henms are
cracking, amd we shall all fall through
In a few minutes,” It is not given to
many men to lve through such mo

ments as O Connell lved through as he

rose to address the meetlug nor to pre
serve such magonlficent courage In the
face of great perill. Warnlng the man
to Keep quiet, the Uberator sald, “T find
this room too small to contain the pum
ber who desire to come ln, 80 we most
therefore leave It and hold the meeting
mitsld - A few rose to leave, but the
hall was still packed, and then O'Con
nell sakd Tben | will tell you the
truth. You are Irishmen and therefore
wave men I'he Boor Is g ng way,
and we must leave this room at once
If there Is a panie and a rush to the
door, we shall all be precipitated Into
the room below, bhut If you obey my
orders we shinll be safe. Let the dozen
men nearest the door go quletly out,
then the next dozen, and so on nntil all
hase gone. | ghall be the last to leave"”

Ui Irishmen followed the i ¢, the
hall was quickly elenred. and as O'Coti-e
nell walked aeross the floor the broken
Iwams gave Way Oxford Chroolels

Took Nothing.

Mrs. Green (who thinks of hiring
But Is the girl honest? ¢ she be
trusted?

Mrs. Brown (the girl's for: s
tress)—You peed not be the least
alarmed. She s perfectly honest. A
the time she was with me | ever
knew her to take a thing—not even wmy
advice as to how thiogs =l da 1
tone

Deep Sen Feelings

Tomdix—Did you ever ross the
ocenn !

Hojax—- Yes, onee

Tomdix—What were your feelings?

Hojax—Oh, same as usua I wanted

the carth hansas ity I ndependent

Many a man's haste to get ahead In
the world results ouly In his getting a
| hendstone before It s due. '




