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' econd Cousin Barah

BY TRE ALTROR oF
“AANE JUDGE, SPINSTER.” “LITTLE RATE KIRBY.™
ETC.. ETC

COHAPTER XXIIL—(Continued.s
It was dark when he returned to the
:::.‘ and he closed the shutters and

sext step. He had been reflecting on that

day, without seeing his way too clear-

to the results on which he had set his

a large sum of money, and a Dew
abroad to enjoy it in

He would not go upstairs yet awhile—

hour would be of advantage to

—before that time came she would sign
check, and remain a prisoner in
ackson's button factory until time had

to cash It ‘That
was the end of the brilliant scheme which
be planned out like an artist.

Buddenly there was a violent knocking
t the door, and Peterson sprang up, with
Is hand shaking on the back of the chair.

reached his hand toward the candle
snd extinguished the flame, as his first
resource agaiust an unseen enemy. Then
be crept on tiptos toward the door.

“Who's there?

“Let me in*

“Tom Eastbell!” ejacalated Peterson,
He opened the door, and dragged the
applicant for admittance into the house
by the collar of his coat—a man drench-
#d to the skin by heary rain,

“You muddler!” shouted Petrreon:
"why couldn't you stop at Bedge Hill?
How dare you come intermeddling?
Didn’t yon leave it all to me?”

“Here—Ilet go my throat—Ilet a fellow
speak. What are you doing in the dask?
Where are ther all? Is Sarah here?
has she signed the check ¥

Peterson released his hold and locked
the front door again. Tom followed Lim
into the room, and sat down shivering
by the fire. His companion and adviser
relighted the candle, and beld it to his
tace.
“Why did you come?"

“For safet;. Oh, Ned, [ shall be hang-
Md!” Tom ecried. “The old woman Iis
fead, and everybody thinks I have doue
it. Here's a blessed go for an innerseut
man! [ never touched her. upon my soul;
she died right off, bang, in the picture
gallery, and it was nothing to do with

me. 1 wouldn't have thought of such
a thing."
“*Dead? The old woman dead ¥ said

Peterson, surprised again at this avowal

“Oh!—ngh!—yen,” he said, shuddering
more strongly., “Her eyes opened snd-
fen; Ned, and she was off. 1 shall never
forget it. And then the beast of & wom-
an, Hartley, came in when | screamad,
and said that | bhad murdered her. | was
lalking ber over 10 make a will, wheas
she died—that’s all Ob! let's go to Lon-
fon ™

“Tom.” said Peterson with excltement,
"you must go back, You must not leave
everrthing to that Culwick. The oM
womsn bas died naturally—the Jdoctor
will prove that—and you have nothing to
fear.”

“Oh! havea't 17
about L™

“You accursed Kiot! don’t you see that
rou are rich?—that Barah Eastbell was
suly between you and & colossal fortune?
—and Sarah Eastbell is dead, too”

*Sarah dead. too!™ screamed Tom
EBasthell iun his new excitement; “oh,
fSon't say that. It can't be™

“Hush! Keep It quiet: it is an eternal
pecret between you snd me: bot she
sprang out of the boat soddenly last
night. they tell me, and was drowned.
In a day or two they will find her in the
Bavern, and you will be heir-at-law.™

“They'll say 1 killed the couple of

That's all you know

“Sarah ran away from home—every-
body knows that—and came to harm by
aecident. There Is nothing more natural.™

“Poor Sally! She was a good sort,™

Tom: “and she—she's dead hen.
k goodness it was quite an sccident
=—for nobody meant to kill her.”

“Get back In haste—at any cost. Say
pou were distracted, and did not know
what you were doing—that you have been
In search of Culwichk—or a doctor. Get

“Sappose they take me up for killing
my graodmotber; that's what I'm afraid
“-‘

“Get back: yon are safe
fool, to all that wealth.™

Edward Peterson’s excitement was
greater than Thomas Eastbell's now. He
thrast him from the bhouse; be Jocked
the door after him: be tottered back to
the room.

Tom Eastbell would be rich—immense-
by rich—if his sister Rarsh were removed

Get Lack,

from all the troubles of this world! Tom |

Bastbell in his power—at his mercy for
many past offenses—a weak fool whom
be could rale mplicitly, and pet woney
quickly by

Thea, with the Heht i bls haad
procecded with & wondirfal steadinees of
step up the siairs
of a villain this—for be went mto his
danghter's room first. and said “Poor
Bem—rou have goae for pondd then ™ and

walked oot again, and ap the remaining |

Bight. with a very srrowlul countraanc
He drew the key from his pocket, snioack-
od the door, strode in and then stoppal
suddenly —a man struck, &8 it were, Wwio
stome by his amasement

The room was empty!

CHAFPTER XXIV.
Reabea Colwick did oot reach Relge
Hill till a late bour, when the biinds

pubsuit of the living, sad in the deep
thought boen of his bafled search, be
strode ap the beoad gardea path without
being strock by the Mank aspect of the
mansion.

*How did it sccur? Tell me every
thing™ he ashed s be went inte the

gallery, and Harthey followead
The story was related, and b list-

he |

A strange specimen |

Aunt Eastbell's room, at the door of
which Hartley sat, as if the poor old
woman needed protection still

Iukul the servant.

“If you please, sir, Mr. Thomas East-
| bell has come back again. He has been
looking for you, and for the doctor, be
says—and | thought that 1 would sit here
&8 usual™

“Where is the man?"

“In bis own room, changing bis clothes,
which are wet.™

“We will not disturd him. Have yon
my aunt's keys?”

There was a little lamp upon the brack-
et, and he passed into his aunt’s bed-
chamber, Hartley remaining at her jost.
It was a solemn moment in his life, which
he remembers well. It was his last duty
to the dead woman, and to the wishes of
yesternight, before the tragedy of life
fell on them like s pall

He opened the iron box in which the
will had been deposited, and where a
glance assured him that it lay undisturb-
ed, and then he closed and locked the
box again, while the thought came to
him that It might never be of use to
Second-vousin Sarah.

“Has that man come back because he
thinks so, too?" he muttered; “is it pos-
sible that this sheuld be the end ~f my
father's money—of yours, poor worn-oat
heart, that never was mnade happy by its
acquisition? If 1 have done you wroang,
vld soul, 1 pray forgiveness now,” Le
murmured.

“Amen,” sald a deep volee at his side,
and he turned at the solemn response, for
which he was anprepared. A thin wom-
an, ¢lad in shabby black, stood in the
doorway looking at him.

“Lucy Jennings!" he exclaimed.

“You telegraphed to me this morn-
Ing.” she sald, advancing; “you ssked me
many questions, and [ have come to an-
swer them in person.”

“It was kind of you, Luer,” he said,
holding ont his hand to ber, “for I am In
great trouble*

They went out of the room together.
Reuben Culwick locked the door, and
gave the key te Hartley, after which
Lucy and he descended to the kall, Lucy
calym and grave.

“What do you know of the Petersons?
What became of them afrer leaving Lon-
don Y asked Reohen eagerly; “have you
a clew to their addresa ™

“1 think 1 have.”

“How did you find t ™

“Among my circle of penitents and of
poor meortals struggling out of crime
there are mauy links of life to the dark
world. [ found friends to help me at
once. Patience. 1f Barah Eastbell has
been lured away by these Petersons, the
clew to their haunt has been already
pointed out.™

“Heaven bless you, Luey™

“Probably 1 bring a blessing to you—
it s In there™

Ehe pointed to the door of the drawing
room, and he said eagerly as he strode
toward it:

“Sarah™

“Not she. It Is something you lost be-
fore your second-cousin, and took s
much to beart in losing. It is something
that changed yon—and from which dated
your hardness, and your susplcions of
me—first of all. It may be yoor cwn
flesh and biood, for what I know.™

He left Locy Jeanings, and went with
quick steps into the drawing room, where
on the sofa lay a child asleep, a poorly
clad litthe girl of five years old, with
bker hat lying by her side, and a tangled
mass of fair, wavy curls thrust back from
her face.

“Tots!™ he cried in his astonishment.

“1 met her in the streets of Worcester,
near the postofice,” said Luty. “It was
raining hard, and she was crring becanse
a lady had not come to fetch her. Her
father had sent her to Worcester, ahe
said.™
I “Will she remember me?™

“1t is unlikely—it is impossible. ™

“She was very young when she went
away, poor Tots" said Reuben, sadly re-
garding her. “Yes, 1 suppose it is lm-
possible.™

“She came with me in all confidence 1
[ told her that | wounld take her to her

friends, and she believed me.”

“You are very kind, Lucy,” said Ren-
ben. “How is it that you do me these
| poosd services, and yet dislike me o
| much b g

“1 dislike the pride and anger In you ™
answered Lucy, “and they have rurmed
me against you. | have had my sreat
work to think of lately—not of the petty
differences of eighteen months ago. Bee,
the child is waking.™

Reuben turned to the little gicl wbo
' bad struggied Inte a sitting posture on
| the sofa, and was looking at them, all
| eyes—all bloe eyes, too—as Tots bhad
| looked at him In Hope street, years ago

“Tota™ he sald, advancing to ber.
“Tom, old lady—doa™t you know me?

His manner was too impeteous, and
bis guick strides toward her were o
symbolical of punishmeat for some of
fense which she in ber ignorance had
wmmitted. that the child sprang up end
| ram to Lacy Jennings, burring ber face in

the skirts of ber proetecter.

“The child is frichtened of you.™ said
| Lacy, calmiy; “let her be a while.™

“Why, Tots, it's Unecle Roo™ he eried,
“old Uncle Roov—yon know™

The child mill clung te Lacy's skists,
and woull have none of his afection. He
gave up, and walked away to the win-
dow.

“Becaunse it st a high valoe spoa me.™
Yo answernd quickly.

“It b dead ™

“It will live agnin—it will come hack "~
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whant, marm, Dow you are here? askad
Thomas. “Yoeu'll excuse me, bnt since
my grandmother's death and Sally's dis-
appearance—and until Sally returns—
I cousider 1 am the head of this estab-
lishment.™

“1 am compelled to answer your ques-
tion if this is a true statement,” said
Luey.

“Yes, 1 should think youn were. True
indeed—that's & good one! Why, you
don’t know that my poor grandmother
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they
e are searching
now ander the name of Jackson.™
Eastbell pot one hand to his
shirt collar; his throat had begun to swell
suddenly, and he felt uncomfortable.

“Oh,” Iu_nld. “if that’s it you're on .I

Tots had looked round at the sound of
his volee some moments since, but he had
not moticed her till then, and then bkis
voice utterly deserted him, and his eyes
protruded in amazement. He did not ask

nny further questions of Miss Jennings. |

The child belonged to Edward Peterson,
He and his wife had the charge of her
once, and grown tired of her, and lost her
in & Camberwell back street, where Ren-
ben had found hetr; and Edward Peterson
had discovered her a year or so after
ward, and taken her from the Jenningses;
but be could not stop to explain that
now. A few days ago that child was
ut Jackson's button factory, and she
must have come to Bedge Hill with the
news. He was caught in a trap again.
He knew it had not been safe to return,
but that fool Peterson had persuaded
him. They knew all, and were getting
him Into a Hne by degrees: everything
might have been discovered, for what he
knew to the contrary. He must “cut It,”
at any risk.

He went into the passage and closed
the door behind him. He took down a
hat from the tree in the hall and put it
on. It was Reuben’s hat, and went over
lils eyes, and was altogether a bad fit; but
the sconer he was off the better, and
where he had put his own hat he could
not recollect in the present confusion of
his faculties.

He went on tiptoe to the front door,
and drew back the heavy bolts and the
big lock. He opened the door and let
in the wind and rain—and Sarah East-
bell!

Yes, it was his sister, with a shawl
over her halr, and her face, white and
wild, peering from it 8he had -ome
back-—ahe knew all—he was done for!

“Tom, you villain!" she shrieked forth,
at first sight of him.

Thomas Eastbell went down on his
knees at the same moment as Heuben
came from the drawing room. >

“0Oh, Reuben’ take care of me.” Sarah
murmured, as she went fearlessly to the
friendly shelter of his arms; “I have no
one else™

“She conld never take care of herself,”
muttered the inflexible Luey, as she ful-
lowed Reuben Culwick into the hall

1t was as Mary Holland had said, anld
Sarah Eastbell was back In her ¢wn
house.

(To be continned.)

Man ls a Nataral Bluffer.

A man in a big department store was
buying his wife a sealskin sacque.
First she tried on a $250 one. The
man smoothed It across the back and
sald:

“Well, I never examlined one of these
things before close up; and this looks
all right to me.™

Next his wife tried on a 300 sacque.
He smoothed It across the shoulders
and sald:

“1 can't tell the dlference between
‘em. Can't see & particle of difference
betwpen “em.”

“Oh, my, yes! A closer plle,” sald
the saleswoman.

“No difference, to my mind,” Insisted
the man.
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‘ The Mistletoe Bough. hall
The mistletoe buug in the castle y
The bolly branch sbone ou the old oak

wall:
And the baron’s retainers were blithe and

Eay,
And keeping their Christmas holiday,
The baron beheld with a father's pride
His beautiful child, young Lovell's bride;
While she with her bright eyes
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“I'm weary of dancing now,” she eried;

“Here tarry a moment—I'll hide, 1'll
hide!

And, Lovell, be sure thou'rt first to tl':ﬂ

The clew to my secret lurking place.

Away she ran—and her friends began

Each tower to search, and each nook to

acan;
And young Tavell cried, “O, where dost
thou hide? 5
I'm lonesome without thee, my own dear
| bride."

|

They sought her that night, and they
sought her next day,

And they sought her in vain when &
week passed away,

In the bighest, the lowest, the lonellest
apot,

Young Lovell sought wildly—but found
her not.

And years flew by, and thelr grief at last

Was told as a sorrowful tale loug past;

And when Lovell appeared, the children

|' cried:

“See! the old man weeps for his falry

bride.”

At Jength an oak chest, that had long
laln hid,

Was found in the castle—they ralsed the
lid,

And a skeleton form lay mouldering
there

Ta the bridal wreath of that lady falr!

0, sad was her fate!—in sportive jest

She bid from her lord in the old oak

chest.

It closed with a spring!—and, dreadful
doom,

The bride lay clasped In ber lving
tomb!

—Thomas iilnn Barly.

“Only Walting.™

Ouly walting till the shadows

Are a little longer grown,
Ouly waiting till the glimmer

Of the day's last beam is fowng
Till the night of earth is faded

From the heart, once full of day:
Till the stars of heaven are breaking

Through the twilight soft and gray.

Ounly waiting till the reapers
Have the last sheaf gathered home,
For the summer time is faded,
And the autumn winds have coma.
Quickly, reapers! gather quickly
The last ripe hours of my heart,
For the bloom of life is withered,
And 1 hasten to depart.

Only walting till the angels
Open wide the mystic gate,

At whose feet [ long have lingered,
Weary, *poor and desalate.

Even now [ hear the footsteps,
And their voices far away;

If they call me, [ am waiting,
Only waiting to obey.

Only waiting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown,
Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day’'s last beam is flown.
Then from out the gathersd darkness,
Holy, deathless stars shall rise,
By whose light my sonl shall gladly
Tread its pathway to the skies
—Frances Laughton Mace.

THE PENALTY OF WEALTH.

Millionaires Whose Lives Are Made
Miserable by Cranks and Promoters.
Three men in the Wall street dis-
trict, New York, recelve requests In
the course of a year to back schemes
the fnancing of which would break
the Bank of England or bankrupt the
government of the United States. They
are John W. Gates, J. Plerpont Mor-
| gan and Edwin Hawley. These propo-

He bought the §250 coat, and after be | .0 0 through the whole gamut of
was gone the saleswoman sald: ||mnnn ingenuity, from a new method
“Nine coats out of ten are bought | .p _.ytching matches to the prome-
as that one was. Nearly every man In- | .00 o¢ 5 South American revolution
sists on dolng the purchasing himself, | . ene prevention of earthquakes and
and always be says, when be has| 0.0 setamic disturbances. They pour
reached his llmit as reganrds price, | In by letter and persons from all quar
“Can't see any difference between mui"" of the globe.
coat and that dearer ome there” If 1| o 0 ohinge are the penalty of spec.
had shown a $1.000 sacque to our friend | 10 wealth. They ok e o e
he'd have Insisted that ‘.‘ looked the | . hies that beset the man who makes
same as the §250 one to him. Men are |, Sjlions with a blare of trumpets
soch bluffers. They biuff even them- and under the glare of limelighta
u-huh- ’ul:' :o:h! be lm?;i:::_t‘ft‘;": Mr. Gates bas been hounded so by
thoug' © hear one ms Al | importunate persons that he hardly
he pereeived the mmr of the MOTE | gares set foot in the street He was
expensive coat. but dkdn't care to go importuned In restaurant after restau-
so high In price.”—Fhlladelphia Record. | ¢ untll In self-protection be bad a
dining-room fitted up In his offce and
there he pow takes his luncheon. M»

His Explanation.

Why are people who buy gold bricks
invraria farmers?”™ asked the man
who u:’u- superiority. [same method.

“] dunne” answered Mr. Corntossel, | One of the things that bothers Mr.
“anless It's Decause farmers are the | MOTERR most. although it costs him no
only folks nowadays who bave money money, s the camern with a flend be

N make worth hind It. If there Is one thing he hates
- ® Thile fOF | sore than all others it is being photo-

-hrrﬂ;::m WHR WO Wash- | egraphed, and be bas become an
laghen Bar |adept in springing from the door of
Almeost Right, |hu office ballding Into a coupe and

“What do rou know about this case™ | banging the door behind him . It was
asked the lawyer. the who was the reciplent of the pro-

“Nothing.~ replied the withesa posal that be finance a scheme for
the sxpert.” making earthquakes !mpossitie Jost

Sobsequently his testimony proved |After the eruption of Mount Pelee o
conclusively that be knew less than | Frenchman wrote him. most sarnestiy
pothing —Chicage Tribune asking his belp and assaring him thers

A Smapect. 2
Sbe—You dMnt stay loog 'n Londoa
He—No, | coulda™ stand . Over
there everybhody knew me for an Amer
jcan right away. Here, In New York

“T'm

@

gell, but the ones who are preparing
volumes of biographies of the moneyed
men of the country in which the per-
son approached may have his history
written up at so many thousand dol-
lars & page. There ls also the biblio-
maniae, who fastens himself upon Mr.
Morgan to dispose of some anclent
tome, colored in red :_‘y s monk and
in yellow by Father Time.

l:r. Gates has had opportunities to
place bimseif 1o the class with Santos-
Dumont as a navigator of the air and
hbrmmaumnd&mluth-far-
mation of a new South American re-
publle. Three meén with theories of
alrships who needed only mgney to
make them fly have offered Mr. Gates
a handsome share in venturés if he
wounld produce the capital for con-
struction.

Mr. Hawley, who was a protege of
Collls P. Huntington, has been be-
sleged more by Western promoters be-
cause he came from the Pacific coast.
Offers of Interests in mines in the
Western States and In South America,
Mexico and Europe have been cast at
him as if the whole world were
Klondike and be the first miner on
e ground

THE CITY BOY.

Why He Is Generally Left in the Rear
by the Country Boy.

That the country is the better place
to ralse boys is the teaching of all ex-
perfence. Go over the list of the men
who have done things In your city. A
large majority of them are country
bred. Why?

The boy wherever you find him
needs wide spaces for the development
of the vital forces that are in him.
He instinctively covets elbow room.
ioe boyish swath is a wide one. He
is necessarily nolsy. He bubbles over
for the same reason a tea kettie does.
He is full of spontaneity and runs
over. In the dty he is cribbed. ca-
bined and confined He bas little
chance to let himself out. What won-
der the roundly developed country lad
beats him to the goal

Poor city lad. Here ls the plcture
Secretary Shaw gives of him, in a re
cent address: “The boy is the most
valuable product of society, but in the
clty he !s not falrly treated. He lacks
a chance for the free play of his na-
ture, His parents seldom give him a
gymnasium or a shop or even a room

If your blood is thin ang
pure, you are miserable g)]
:ihn&i It is pure, rich b
at invigorates, strengthe
refreshes. Y il

Think for a moment of the p
limits of our knowledge! Sixtesn
dred millions of featherless
more or less, are plcking up a |
eating and drinking, marrying ag
ing In marriage, on this pretty g
of ours; of what infinitesimal p
tion can you really unveil the
and gauge the virtues and the
ness How. —zny people do you
intimately enough to say whethep
lot s, on the whole, enviable ¢
reverse? Every human being |
elgn kingdom to every other. We
a short excursion into thelr mind
touch at a port here and there; y
say glibly that we know them |nt
Iy. We know not how many da
ners are carefully hidden away
all strangers, and what vast pro
have never been reached in our
daring travels. How, then, o
judge one another? BSuch utter ||
ance of our meighbor's thought
motives should make us wop
charitable.

A Heart Story.

Folsom, 8. Dak.—In these
when #0 many sudden deaths

of his own. They are afrald he will
spoll the furniture. It is too expen-
slve to let him do as he pleases. BSo
they give him mouney and let him go to
the streets which are often an open
gate to hell.” The picture ls true.

Poor city lad. There are no wide
echoing flelds or shady woods where
he may wander at his will, giving full
play and proper vent to the life forces
that run riot in his veins. To him
there I8 no call of the wild. For him
there {8 no company and touch of Na-
ture which the country boy knows
and feels.

At bome they say of the clty boy
that he ls rude and awkward and de-
structive. What wonder! The only
wonder is he doean't explode. He ia
all boy. That's why he is worth rals-
ing! Expressions o. energy In the boy
speil Force. He has in him the mak-
ing of a man, Why scold him and
spoll his temper for being what he (s?
Why spoll him by trying to make him
what be ls not?

An unspolied boy—city or country—
is about the finest thing on two legs.
He is affectionate—under his vest He
is sympathetic If you know how to
reach his sympathles. He Is honest
And frank. And above all, he stands
for fair play. Later on, as a man, he
may lose many of these virtues, but as
a boy be !s admirable

him go to the country at every oppor-
tunity, Let him bulld a shop in the
back yard or in the cellar if he choos-
es. Give him a room of his own. Of
course the room will be topsy turvey
betimes. Of course. He Is not a young
gentleman. He !s a boy. God bless
him, Let him bring bhis comrades
bome with him. Let them together
romp and ralse ecaln
bor a vent. The countrr-ralsed boy
has beaten the city-ralsad boy be-:'s'_u‘e
he has had a Dbetter chance.—Dies
Molnes News,
_—
Making a Good Citizen.

A 13-yearold Itallan boy iately pra
pared an essay on the duties of clilzen-
ship, for a club in New York Among
the rules which he jaid down are the
following:

“If T want to be a good cltizen I

Morgan has been forced to adopt the |V

must be true to my country 5
my state and true to mv ~ty. 17 [ do
not vote | wil '-v-*v
1 must hav vots

juatified

£ I & Depn
ing
anrbody
bribe me to vote for s man I think o
fitted for an ofce. It wil =y
daty to be Industrions
porting. so as te
a sulsance to
taxes, so that

I£ 1 dou’t I won't be o
1 muast not at
alss b my

u'f..—-l::\

be a burden and
¢ public. | 1

¥ povefnment
maintained sod the officers of the Sor.
ernment paid bectuse the poreramen:
s for my good Whes It is DeCegRl Y
1 must belp to mals soder and I"
wars be ready for poblle servics and
in case of war serve =y comatry I
sbould know the history of =y -_--..:-_-r
and be an Intelligent reader and - .
observer of current eventa ™ I
Ruossia's Porchassa

Russia bought from the Talsnt
States In 18 nearly $20.000 000 worth
of goods, which is double tie tTeErage

| for previous years, and soid the Tnitad
| States nearly SILOCLOND worth, wiaiss
i an 1mdmwmtoman.

visus years
We give & man credit for betng
Jevel headed 1f be ian't adove our leves

Give the city boy his chance. Let

Give the clty |

ported from Heart Failure and
forms of Heart Disease, it will b
news to many to learn that the
| never failing rewmedy for every fu
Heart Trouble.
Mre. H. D. Hyde, of this pl

troubled for years with & pain i
heart which distressed her a grea
She had tried many remedies b
| not succeeded in finding anythin
would help her until at last she
| & treatment of Dodd"s Kidney Pil
this very socon relieved her and sl
not had a single pain or any dis
the region of the heart since.
says: “‘I cannot say too my
praize of Dodd's Kidney Pil's.
are the greatest heart medicine
ever used. [ was troubled for
Ithree years with a severe pain
| heart, which entirely disappeared
|a short treatment of Dodd's
| Pills."

TUp-to-Date Magazine Wo
Hack Writer—How would yo
an article on Solomon?
Magazine Editor—First rate, |
can only furnish a complete set g
traits of his wives.—Somerville

i Journal,

| How's This?
We offer One Hundred Dollars Re

I“‘{..‘"“‘." of Catarth that canpot be ©
hes '
perfectly honorable in all business U
tions and £ nancially able to carry out
ligations made by their Srm.

holesale To

Wast & Tavax,
3, Kinsax & Manviy,
0,

g syelem.
Sold by all bm;ﬁm’ Testimonials
Hall s Family Fills are the best.

Something Alike.

“Why Is a kiss over the tele
like a straw hat¥

“Because neither one s feit
marked Mr. Wise.

And then the old mald was
to remark that current events
certalnly shocking —Brookiyn E




