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GONSTIPATION

Is called the “Father of seises,”
ad by a T

HOCOL ML d with

It is cans wpid  Liver,

mnd 18 generally
LOSS OF APPETITE,
SICK HEADACHE,
BAD BREATH, Etc.

To treat constipation successfully
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"

i

er | ator

ingy trew igth
, Ohio

Delawar

and flesh.'"—W, B. Lusrus
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( the 1 ns by which a
cour uj pul And pros-
peronsl I rou i y lizntion
and canse disiri tor b spuirsely settled,
ani ursnce to abound.

1] s of this country,
I einj viees and
l ntrolied and |

i 1ze

’ An
N mding

lint Unitinl States,

AL WV corporaiion can request
its offic MLt and employvees to do
what they can v ereate a right sentd
ment in regand to the improvement of

Ways in their respective neighbor-
and all along the various lines
msters and [reight agents could

report to u road department, established
by the « v, the conditions of the

rods in their towns and what is being
dune to improve them These depot
masters could be furnished from time to
time with paumphlets containing instruc-
tions for the eonstruction and mainte- |
pance of highways, for distribution to

1 business

pursous e

wnd thus edocate thewn how to build bet-
ter roads, as well as tesch them that
better highways effect saving in trans
portation. Any railroad roning through
& territory having good roads mnst have
a great widvant r & competing line
with L1 s

The vxeent ficers of a railroad
corp» I Insiruct repre iives
in o luiportance of  betler
highway » tha le legislation
il he # nred Lo whomn
ri 1 1 ‘ i I
nge 1 to
ton ’ ter. 1 buaildi
of = T ) 1ol =
AP s s, I8
nrst [} L i v v
o sell ) L - 1 Tiate "
BAVar Ll
road | "
ing tl
the browder «
i Wn
tire culmmu
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wew York Rece
A Practieal Torn.

Mr Slimpurse— Pee “ay that a young

e

gouple can get along very nicely nowadays
sn & smil { the—er—wife In of &
practieal turn « 1

Oh

Sweet Girl I'm real practienl. My
tavorite piano piece is an imitation of the

ploning wheel —New Tork Weelly,

Moeuns the |

nd how

nce in every
| they were dead long ago

i heroie

at Ltns#r stations,
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yvon a memorial to
ject l r LA whicn
us of the H wing

wrider,

CUPID DISMAYED,

| Cupid one day an wischief bent
Botook bim ton poet

Bald he, “Here's t
I} stop this

wh sentiment]

fellow’s lovesick pen,™

And then In frantie,

He turoued and tw
“Oh, how that girl will lnugh,” sald he,
“When she urs Lhat valentine!™

Next day hio sought the lovesick pair

To nee what miselief e had done,
“Obi, my b Cupe, “but s FiLre)
I these two bonrts 11 bhave some fan.™
— ¢ .;‘ w,
— S _‘.:“ ‘.
“HiNe #
i, PR ¥,
Rt O s/
-y - FEN - A
3—\.: : ‘_-ul' \:;. _— .ﬁ‘:_‘;—m* = -
e e
Alas! young Cupid little knew
How little written worids deuote,
That malds e Lior post True

But never remd the things lie wrote

Tom Lassina,
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2 e e (Eeriant a3y
Wr\..ll"..-'-u!‘-.\wl---u
- ry in the particnlar year in
({- —"  which we are interested was |
\L B gloomy and el |!.r< wimel
| ] ekl ly through
o e the wlmost deserted strevis of
the slecpy river town of Wes wrt, and
even Unptain Jim shiversd as be trodged
townrd his sister's botel. bardened as
he was Lo ental crmelty by his
yoars ol expes thi nins And
Captain  Jim was 5 1 the
wel o His brow nnder the nhrero he
wore «¢ven n Wiliter wn fn I'I"“\'l'l! his
lipe uoder his grively mostne! pale
and his gray eyes were stern and
“Thar's only oue thing | ean do,” he
muattersd as he cliinbered the steps that
led to thie oflice of the hotel. ] must et
buck te Arizony or somewhar I enn't
stand this life any longer niter what's done
and huppened.”
He st through the bhotel office

the sitting rouin

hiere Lis sl

him with n pleasaut smile and a
do, J i

“Idon't do very good, Nellie,” =
the capm 1= he =ank joto a chair m
stroke % long badr with n massive hand
And while be is sitting el sighing aod
while hissister is viewiog him with amused
euriosity the chronicler of this little
history will endeavor to tell something
abiout them,

The Luly, Mrs. Evans, was the widow of
a gentleman many vears her senlor who
in passing nway bequenthed her his bless
ing uvenenmbered snod the botel bur
dened with a mortgage thrift and
good management Mrs ns paid of
the mortgace, and at the time of the
opening of this story was entering upon
an era of unexamp prosperity

Her broth iin Jim, was a man of
talriy-hiv » of those (rontiers
men who are rapidly losing their ve in
the world as civilization eperosches year
by yeur upon what was only a little while
ngo the frontier indeed. When a little boy
he ran away from home and followed a

train of movers over the far western trails;

bhe bad mined in the mounwing, herded
cattle ou the plains of Texas, fought the
Indimns on the we w of Arivona, and ns n
ROVErMment seo knew every mile of
country in the great northwest

And at last Captain Jim grew homesick,
and bhaving some money he determined ta
visit the home of his boybood and see the
old folks and his brothers and sisters, But

all except Nellie
whowns n widow in adistant town. Then
be went to the distant town, and no man
ever received a warmer weleome from his
sweetheart than did Jim Ballantyne from
his sister, who had rend n grest maoy
in ber life, and who was
proud of the tall, bronzed pisinsman with
the unigue garb, wide sombrero and long
hair He ouly disappointed her in one
respect—hils pronancintion was oot suffi
ciently incorrect to please her. All the
beroes of her books used abominable gram
mar, while Jim's was falrly good, save
when Le was excited

‘Things are not very good, Nellle,” he
waid I've decided to go back to Arizony;
thar's life and movement in that conntey
Bo I'll pack up tomorrow and go,"

“Jim," said his slster, deawing her chair
elose to his nud looking him steadily in ol
eyes, “it isn't lnck of movement -:i-rurh:-
you. You'rein love!™

He flushed a little and laughed mourn
fully and replied

‘Right you are
it don't do me no mann

pose you know wha |

novels

Nellie. 'm in love, but
rof | sup

goud

It's Elia Fan

. woosl mopciri

» wta ] And

Jim almost sobibsd, o T, hin

languaus =il she's A gouel gal, ns

you say, and | knowed it, and | naked ber
to be my =g ¥ wile—taelay, and she

wouldn't - N« whe wo i

And then his sister flusiied with anger

Did Ella Faosler refuse you, Jim!
The"'—

Hold, thar, sin. Let me tell you the
story. She dido't deny s bow she joved
me, sia.  She said she knew that when she
pl;{ her trust in me she wasp't b 9]
on & salted claim or a pocket 3
mineral in place and would pan out al
right at the ameiter’ —

(ieainess. W Lat sort of & rigmarcle i
»

“Oh, [ forgot

""In sl she thintghe | had

true wi i AFTY e,
only that sl bl vowed t-\ul\\ as Lhe
v ' w that loved her

| ye o and went away, and she hasn't
beard i i since. but she will marry

| she Kne

Han nnt ws e is dead or un-
true

“What foolishness i she say that,
Jir

She did, and | honor her for it, If | had
A gal Ld want her to 'w jost the same
Perings the fe v ois bl the mountings,
where he Viile, Ye sew, ol e may
comie L T hen he has maile
his pils what would he think if
sonie clig n bis ranch and proved
up at the hind office?' |

“Do you think Kila loves you?

| ‘l don't ko but | sorter think she
| does, but what's the difference? She'll not
mnrry until the feller she promis- o is
proved dead, and =0 thar's only one thing |
can o

“Aued that's to stay here and walt antil
®he wie= her n !

“No—great nliig | don't want her
o change rn He," nnd Captain
Jim wrose and siiook back lils masses of
LTI iy west o NHod ont if that
feller | wl or marrvied. 1 feel it in my
bones from whnat she sadid that he went to
A ¥ I[ he's nbove ground 'l fAnd
bidm

hen the eaptain left the room, and
Mrs Evans leaned ber bead upty  her
bsnd n rivil  She bl boped that Jim
" I always be with her. Until two
mont s m she had not =een him since she
wns a very It girl, mmdd perhaps she |
loved bim the more that be bad come to

i’ or And pow be was go

' ok | il of dangers, where he

vn wrreid n wonitled so of

oW il Was s
purpose of Cap

le

| ta
. . . . . . .
When t) it the hotel had eaten
their birva artial on Lheir sev
aril wre e the moraing of the 14th of
Februnrey ( taho Jiin nod s sister seated
am al Lat and minde n silent

eYes were

I'he 1
Mrs. Evans e

Ole Jim

el

vhat Valentin

D -

Na, | t. | don't know much of any
thing, si v | bienr these new i
ventions o m e mountings=
s it w pew Fourth Tuls

*Why. I v explnin what it
s, Lt by lover Hres and poems
and things Lo r sweethenrts, !

0 Wa they're Incky to
haive 0 1 And 1 | must get
: i y 115 taving her

1"t e Ry t 1'I*
it feller that's got ]'..
In

Jin 1 most stay until tomorrow |
ask no more

‘P tile gir I reckon 'l have o«
sta e you put it that way Amdl now

fup" was pol A ve slubornte
pri with Capia I He luidl a buge
blanket on the (oo en tumbled his

Various bel

i, cnrelesaly yel

ING! WENT A RIFLE"™

systemntics There were medals and
trophies lnpumerable, and among other
things there was n rude painting, done in
yellow, red nnd blue, representing a white
woman grasping the hand of an Indian
girl, There were no words explaining its
meaning ot n the lower left corner ap
peared the | rs K-ral-e. Jim beld this
pletnre before him a long time and stadied

led from his lps
vn his rogged fnee,

il kigh wel

I, ard aogre

and a tear sirayed
“My poor dead " he muttered and
brushed the tear away; then be arose and
went (o the sitting room, still bolding the
picture before him: he handed it to ) is sis
ter without n word. & @laneesd at i and
Innghed, but ber laughter was cat short
by the hoarse, almost savage, voice of Cap
tain Jim
“Don't ye langh st that,” he eried. “My
pard painted the night he died. Thar
pever was a stidier hand than Whistling
Billy's, nor a truer beart, nor & kinder one.
And | won't allow pohouly to lnugh at the
pleture he painted the night he died!™
Forglve me, Jin I hin sistersoftly
‘1 didn't | w ibout this Tell me about
Whist ling Billy
dim leaped back in his chair and closed
sl comimencsl the broken, dis
Jolnted parrative lp & Lo almost Ltremu
lous
‘| knowed him in A ony We drifted
he conpiry m g enl together
i wl ountings, sud
n the prairies, awd on the
| vever nsked him his
b 1 rasked me ne. | was
nd | s« Whistling Bil
Iy Al the way he I whintle L
some of then T ghis, when t
w L nrotibed ns, and the stars
’ inlng. m I wns homesick, he wou ld
whi Anube Laui which dad ased to
wh & nt b aidd | owould throw my
arms about that boy and kiss him, it
warked ou me sa Al he told me stories,
Nellie, stories that made bhim break down,
and then | ke down We ronghed It
together many o me dia Billy and 1"
The captaio drew bis hand over his damp
forehvmd and 1 ' w eyen st il elosed
Oue niy TR T A rizany — Billy
and me was camipesd by a little bollow, and
thar was =ai ol wromnd us, and the
Apaches were near, we koew, but we didn’t
expect danger. We was already to go to
mleep, we hud siung s bhair lariat o s cirele

snnkes away, and

the

Ar d us o keep

Bily wid me about s sweetheart of his in
the east—a gal, bhe said, was just like an
angei—and by said when he made his pile
be was golng leck to marry her. We
enaldn't sleep, some bow, the tarnal akes

And the moon
an bright as silver Ye

term it so Lhar was no rest

come up, Nellis

pever see naoonlight | ye're in the des
ert, whar it g r» on the sand And
Billy says, say« Sevin as we can't slesp

Um golng v paint you u picture.] He was

Bt it

T 4
r a‘nlﬂ’h

(L &
\hj & ch l :

N]ﬂ“.‘“'.' u { r1.|l

| Al ',...t“ulllnt.,h.

]r‘ll.k,‘ 1[ »[UJ
T e \

ﬁ r
il

with green blinds. Here Captain Jim
stopped, and iguoring the bell knocked on
the door with his great knuckles,

The door wis opened by a very pretty
ladly, who looked none the worse that ber
eyes bore evidences of recent weeping; she
beckoned her visitor in, and as soon as the
door wis closed she held before him a rade

& curions chap nt that. he always
Igged wrouml me paper and two or
three bricks of color. And [I'll pever for
et hilm ns be sat thar in the white moon
light langhing nnd painting  He handed
me thie preturk you see.  Bays he: ‘Captain
Jim, what's the use of the whites butcher
g the, reds, and the reds sculping the

|

whites?
|

Some day thae'll be peace, and
the nutions will shake hands,'

“The words were scarcely spoken, Nell,
when ping! went n rifle, and Billy rolled

picture nml whispered:

“Captain Hullantyne, where did you get
this?"

It was the painting by Whistling Billy

over dewd, the blood stresking down bis  The lady bad been weeping: her volce was

face the was smiiliog still,  And the | tremulous, she was distressed. A great

bullets enttled around me, but | dide't pang of self reproach struock Jim's heart,

mind, Tonly knowed my pard was dead. 1 | She was offended that he had sent her

buricd him in the sand thar' —— such o thing ns a present.  Why bado’t he
Captain Jim's voice failed him. Hearose stepned to his sister?

| anil winlked neross the room to ands«ro, and ‘I am sorry, Ella, | sent it," he stam

| his sister sat crying

mered, "but ye see my pard painted it

and | thought
“Your pard?

awer me!”

“I avenged him! Oh, Whistling Billy
wasn't baried alone Thar's graves all
| aronnd his if the coyotes baven's emptied

Who do you mean? An

then.' Jim was hopelessly embarrassed, He

Al Captain Jim sat down again, and  strode (oto the Hittle parlor gand seated him
held the picture before his eyes aud grew  self, while the Indy, with an sgonized face
I:nllnu repented the words, *'Who do you mean ™

“Nellie,” le said in & little while, “1 mean Whist r Billy." muswered Jim
| “diin’t you say this wis the duy lovers at last, “the best feller ns ever lived. Me
Bl ploiures o thelr sweethearts " and him roughed 1t in thy mouvtings

“Yes, Jim, why?' Ella, sl in Avizony, sanl then be disd.”

‘I don't want to keep this pleture any “Oh, you will wsddets me?”" eried Miss
more. | ean't stand it, ye see, to look at it.  Fansler. “tell me where you got  this pic
So | am going to =end it to Ella, and some  ture
day ye can tell her its history.” CEDn" replied Jim pireons'y, “ut telling

“Huy, Jim, that isn't the kind of a pie  astory P ke n coyole cateling n ben
| ture to send to s young ludy on Valentine | | bave to do It iy own way or not at all,”
| Day It doesn't express the right senti And then Jim volil the story of s pard
m.-m“-— and the painting of the proture in the desert

"It does, too, it expresses the sentiment by the mooniiy n tiw 1ifle shot, ani
that the best feller on enrth paioted it just  the lovely grave bie hollowsd out to lny che
| before he died, And 'm golng to send it | ouee merry Billy luo
| to her right now " Aund when be hod fnistied Miss Faosle

There was no nrguing with Capeain Jim | sank to the foor aod bbed nnd  pressed

| He rolled the pictare up nod addressed it | the rude paioting to- ber Hps, while Jim
| and then enlled in a neighbor's Loy, and | gased in mute astonishment  And after
with the generosity which had made him  awhile the y owross and went to an
an object of veverntion to the young of | album and drew from it a photograph
| the town gave him » dollar to earry it to | which she handed to bim silently, Oue
the residence of Miss Fansler Kla wnd Jim sproog to his feet and erled

“If she usks ye any guestions, kid, tel
bher it's a valentine from Captaln Jim, and
my sister'll explaip v

When the boy bnd vanished Mra Evans
expluined to ber brother that it was agmi st
all precedent to let s lady know from whom
her valentine enme, but Jim couldn't see
the logie of the proposition

“f course,” he said, “she'll want 1
know who it eame from; it's only nat'ra’
And now, Nellie, I'm going to ke & long |
walk amd try o forget my pard Billy sl
think nbout what's to be doue, ™

Then the great, goarled and rogged eap
tnin left the botel and ronmed ioto the
desolate country by the river and strode
on, hour after hour.  The short winter day
was deepening intodusk when be returned
be was tired, nond be slept well that niglt
and awake in the morning slmost happy
in the prospect of going back to the luod
of dungers

. - - - - - L]

When he deseended to the breakfast
room his sister greeted him warmly and
annonneed that she had a message for
him |

‘Miss Fansler hns sent for yon to eall on
ber at whe said. "l knew she'd
ohange her mind."”

honrsely
“Whistling Billy!™
‘My lover, Willlam Clark,” sobbed Miss
Faunsler. “he whom | promised to marry
aud be true to Ob, | thank God you were
with bim that croel oight, and that you
buried him"
“Apd that | avenged him,” muttered
Captalo Jim steruly
There was bo nnswer to this, Miss Fan-
sler rested her bend upon her hands and
sobbed guietly until Jim, thinkiog that
| she would be better alone, started for the
door. DBut she called him back
“Don't go, Jim," she said. She had never
addressed him as “Jim" before. “The
poor demd boy loved to sketeh, snd 1 have
severnl of his paintings. The letters
Korn-de menn Clark spelled backward
When | received this yesterday and from
yutl it wis i positive blow. | longed to semd
for you or go to you for sn explanation,
but drended to also, for | feit that thers
wis a tragedy connected with It; there has
bevn so mueh tragedy in your life—and

She closed her eyes and lesned her head,
perhaps unconsciously, npon bis shoulder
He grasped one of bher delicate bands in his
great, hard fingers

! Willlam went away to the west," ahe

restiined, “amd | vever heard from bim

more  Ah, be was Lroe
been unworthy of his devotion, bow could

I have survived this day?

ones,”’

Lo el

For ten minutes aftor this the silence
wus 80 lutense that the ticking of & clock
1o dlistant room was aadible through it
Then Captain Jim bent his shagyy besd

over liers nind said

Ella, I've packed up to goout thar to
the mountings and the prairies; it's too
lonesome bere without | bave yo. Ella, my
pard s dend that wis to be your pard, |
dovedd i | was iy brother; be s
told me nbout hisswesthoart o the wilder
pess under the =tnrs, sod | bave loved his
sweotheart just as n orother would, be
catse shie was L theart, and when |
saw her | loved ber for my own sake; so
my my poard's sweetheart is
dullhl- one Flla, shindl | go to the moun

ke he

love for

" whe whispered
- - . . - - .
It was three bours later when Jim weni
| bome moed told his sister, and she threw
| ber arms abont his oeck sod wept, and
then she langhed amd criel
11 pever nunin give advies ton lover
|
antothe kind of a valentine to send 1o »
lndy. "

“WHISTLING BILLY!™

“Ehe hasn't changed ber mind, Nellie
she lsn't that kind of 2 gal, Thar must be

something wrong. and P'm off for her | oo jim
bouse. ™ | N
“Hut your break fast” — Belf Love.
“Bendl it to the lujnns, Nellle. I'm off " Bessie—1 womder what Misa Lovelora s

Andd be wos off A short walk slong the  going to do with a valentine!
main street of Westport and a tarn to the Josle—Send It W bersell, of coirse. ~
loft Lrings you w & hua-nuwllpmh.

If 1 bad |

‘I wouldn't if | was you."” innghed Cap |

THE LOTTERY OF LOVE.

The Acin Sauctorum, or record of the do-
Ings of the saints, furnishes o sutherity
for connecting the modern epistolary prac-
thoe of Feb, 14 with St Valentine 'l'h.
worthy bishop of the early Christinn
chureh in walid to hnve suffered martyrdom
at Howme more thon sixteen centuries ago.

Ealms and sinners alike In our day
suller n species of appual persecution
through what nre called “comie wvalen-
tines" —n species of coarse and often brotal
lampoon which affords opportunity for nos
lntimes to express their opinions of ns
with all the freedom that anonymity
grants Bul amoog the avalanche of extrs
wall matter which threatens to swamp the
posiofilees daring this Arst ball of the
month of February there is a large ad.
mixture of renl sentiment.  “Heurta" and
“durts’ in rliyming juxtaposition mighs
oo doubt be discoversd beneath at least
ball the envelopes, while forgetmenots and
true love knots on the outside of many pro-
elaim the soft impeachment to the whole
world.

\h fancy that the young ladies and gon-

en who throng “St, Valentine's mar

and scan its quotations m-.-h-
remt. copcern themselves little about the
traditionsl basis from which the modern
custom has developed.  Still it in resssur
Ing to remember that Shakespeare kpew
all about “choosing a v-ltnl.lll.."lll.
sught we kpow may have speot long
winter evenings at Stratford in weaviog
“Anuve” and "Hathaway' into his Sights
of juvenile verse,

Ages aygo in France and England the
day was celebrated by the drawing of a
“valentine lottery” In which there were
no blanks  An eqoal pumber of youthful
bachelors and maidens wonld {nseribe thelr
aames on lttle billets of paper, which were
duly shakeo up io an urn and drawn, OF
pourse it befell that every mald drew a
buchelor, and vice versa, and o be or ahe
became his or her valentine,

Beyond any manver of doubt it is te
Cupid, and not to St. Valentine, that the
tradition of the day owes its survival and
pervouial freshness

The Rivals

Clara— Harry asked me today to be his
wvalentine.

Agnes—| didn't know he wanted & comio
one.

Origin of Valentine's Day.

Like many another man St. Valentine—
or plain Valeotine before he died—wnas not
apprecinted notil after be haa passed from
earthly scenes. He wasa and was
puted for bis love nnd charity. He lved
in wicked, ernel old Rome.
fore the Christinn era the Romans bad
feasts in the month of l’.hmlq called the
teasts of the Lupercalia, and ene of
customs peeulinr to these f'ﬂﬂl was
placing of the names of the young
in & box, from which they were drawn
the young men Later, apon the rise of
Christinnity, it was mude a festival of the
chureh, and good St Valentine was Axed
upon ws the proper person whom the eus
tom should honor and the day celebrate.

Ve Hebuff

*1 povine wythe rmnuru.- love, swete malkd,
Thy vallentyne to ba™
*Nnajy, combe \ulirnt)ll!ﬂ."ﬂh'md.
“Are not ye kynde for me.

An Old Valentine.

Oniy & pallil brow, from whioh the light
OF wift and loving oyes his long sinee fed:

| Only the fuded ebeek and hoeless 1
| Of one who long hath ulumb.rml with the
1 dead

| The faintest oatline of & portralture,

The shadow of a semblance— nothing more=
e owle in the springtide of ber youth
| A diwdem of maichless beauly wore.

But still for me it hath & spell beyond
The (alrest fuce that ever yot hath shooe
Benenth the cnuning of the master's louch,
Or palnted canves, or in seulptared stone.

| Ammurmoce of my hope | once ad oraved;
A gift from the dear hand of ber | woosd—

Bome true love taken | might clearly read,
And half in serious, half in joow mood,

Her own fair ministare she gave 1o me,
And with a blush that swest confesslon
masle
Called it my valentine, snd srchily sald
Perbaps | knew ihe meaning it conveysd.

Ab, yos; bul yet, sias, Twss nol o be,
For (ate untoward of hues s Gad willed=
A fow Lrief, ansious days, and in the sad
A perished hope—a promiss aufalfilied.

And through the vanished years which since

Ay
Due Joy supreims, o608 conslnl inn sweet
| Has bewn my dream by uight, my thought by
diay

'-g tremsure (0 thal reaim remote
gy

Que ether on this enril below | have—
The menyry of her whime heart s dnst.
~F H Farnbam s Bostos

— W



