i
i

‘Joss of appetite, lack of strength, and

‘society bud?

}

" ¥ |

X ol
/Ei{n )

_' Ihiui'ul‘n needed as in the

face and body, by deficient vitality,
want of animation. ; :

Hood'’s Sarsaparilla
and Pills

Make the blood pure, vigorous and

rich, create appetite, give vitality,

strength and animation, and cure

all eruptions. Have the whole family

begin to take them today.

“Hood's Sarsaparilla has been used In
our family for some time, and always with
good results. Last spring I was all run
down and got & bottle of it, and as usual
recelved great benefit.” Mms Bzuvram
Borce, Btowe, Vi,

ood's Sarsapa promises

Eleotrio Light and Publi¢c Speaking.

Singers, actors and public perform-
ers generally axe able to speak with
much greater ease and comfort in a
building lighted with electricity than
in one where gaslight is used. In the
former case the temperature of the
whole building is more equal and the
risk of catehing cold Is consequently
diminished. The speaker is cooler, does
not perspire, his throat is not patched,
and his voice is less liable to get
husky. It is said that since the intro-
duction of electrie light public perform-
ers are in much better voice than they
were before.

Opinion Wanted.
He—You are an authority on flowers,
I am told. 5
She—Well, not exactly. an authority,
but I have made a study of them.,
He—What is your opinion of that
blooming idiot over there talking to the

In the Spring.

Lowndes, Mo., April 4th.—Mrs. H.
C. Harty of this place, says:—

“‘For years I was in very bad health.
Every spring I would get 80 low that I
was unable to do my own work. I
seemed to be ‘worse in the spring than
any other time of the year. I was
very weak and miserable and had much
pain in my back and head. I saw
Dodd’s Kidney Pills advertised last
spring and began treatment of them and
they have certainly done me more good
than I'hinve ever used. |

“I was all right last spring and felt
better than I have for over ten years.
I am fifty years of age and am stronger
today than I have been for many years
and I give Dodd’s Kidney Pills credit
for the wonderful improvement,”’

The statement of Mrs. Harty is only
one of a great many where Dodd’s Kid-
ney Pills have proven themselves to be
the very best spring medicine. They
are un as & tonic and are the
only medicine used in thousands of
families.

During leap year every eligihle
young man should be equipped with a
chaperon.
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CAT

014 Buperstition Is Upset by the

Highest Medical Anthorities.
Can a cat really suck the breath of &
We have always heard that it could.

Away back In early childhood we dis-
tinctly remember of frequemt warn-
ings to look out for the eat. Do not
allow the cat to get into bed with the
baby, as it is liable to suck the baby's
:xmﬂ. which would cause the baby to

e.

Is there any foundation for such a
notion as this? We never could dis-
cover any real meaning to the belief
that a cat can suck the breath of a
child, Indeed, the sentence is totally
unintelligible, .

What is meant by sucking the
breath? It may be true that the cat,
attracted by the breath of a child
who had recently been nursing, might
attempt to interfere (n some manner
with the child's mouth. In young cats
the impulse to nurse might be excited
by the smell of the child’s. breath.
It is barely possible that the eat might
be seized with a desire tb bite or to de-
vour the child’s lips or tongue, lured
on by the smell of milk. We are not
in a position to deny these possibili-
ties. Maybe they are true. -

But not any of these suppositions
furnish a basis for the statement that
the cat is lable to suck the child's
breath. We have always heard this
statemeént with a shudder of horror.
It seems to convey some weird, hor-
rible tragedy that can bardly be imag-
ined. But it is a mere fancy, the ori-
gin of which is hard to explain.

Yet we would advise mothers to be
careful about leaving the infant with
a cat. We do not favor the idea of
cats. sleeping with children. Nor do
we favor the practice of children play-
ing with cats, handling them, mopping
theqn around the floor, fondling them,
dressing them up as dolls, It is not
good for the cat. It is not good for
the child. Neither cats nor dogs ought
to be treated in this manner. They are
all right in their place, but they are
not fit for playthings. ; .

If the superstition that a cat can
suck a child's breath has operated as a
preventive to mothers allowing their
children to play with cats it has served
a very good purpose, but such childish
notions are hardly compatible with ma-
ture reflection. It is one of the old
wives' fables which may have served
a good purpose, but it is too ridiculous
for repetition. There are other and
better reasons why the cat and baby
should not be left together than the
vague, unintelligible fear that the cat
will suck the child’s breath.—Medical

Adding Fuel to the Flame. .

“See here, you old addle-pated duffer,”
exclaimed the irate individual, as he en-
tered the editorial sanctum of a village
weekly, “1 am told that you called me a
loafer in your last issue.”

‘Sir,” replied the editor, ealmly, “you
have been misinformed. We print only
the latest news.”

His Limie

Her Father—Young man, is your
financial condition such as will enable
you to support a family? !

Young Man (timidly)—Why, I-er-that
is, I was-er-only figuring on supporting
Jennie. IL-er-supposed you would con-
tinue to support the rest of the family.

RHEUMATISM

NOT A SKIN DISEASE.

It is natural to rub the spot that hurts, and when rheumatic
ains are shooting through the joints and muscles and they are
inflanied and sore, the sufferer is apt to turn to liniments and plasters
for relief; and while such treatment may quiet the pain temporarily,
no amount of rubbing or blistering can cure Rheumatism, because 1t
is not a skin disease, but is in the blood and all through the system,
and every time you are exposed to the same conditions that caused
the first attack, you are going to have another, and Rheumatism
will last just as long as the poison is in the blood, no matter what
ou apply externally. Too much acid in the blood is one cause of
iheumtism; stomach troubles, bad digestion, weak kidneys and

id liver are other causes
which bring on this painful dis-
ease, because the blood becomes
tainted with the poisonous mat-
ter which these organs fail to

out of the system. Cer-
tain secret diseases will produce
Rheumatism, and of all forms
this is the most stubborn and
severe, for it seems to affect
every bone and muscle in the
body. The blood is the medium
by which the poisons and acids

UNABLE TO SLEEP AT NIGHT.
Bidney, Ohio, August 26, 1903,

A few months ago I was h.un.fm
and run down and unable to get ug:;
night. Ifelt extremely ba&lnd
rheumatio pains in my joints mus-
cles. The m ine I used gave me %nl;
temporary relief at best; so seeing B. 4§
highly recommended for such_ trou.
bles, boann its use, and after taki it
for some time was well pleased with the
result. It did away with the r
ins, gave me refreshing aleep and
uilt up my general system, giving me
strength and energv. Itisa good madi-
cine, without a doubt, and I take pleas-

ure in endorsing it.
R.F.D. No,1. 8. 8. BOUGHTON.

umatio

are carried through the system, and it doesn’t matter what kind of
Rheumatism you have, it must be treated through the blood, or you
can never get permanently rid of it. As a cure for rheumatic trou-

bles S. S.

has never been equalled. It doesn’t inflame the stomach

and ruin the digestion like Potash, Alkalies and other strong drugs,
5 but tones up the general health, gently

stimulates the sluggi
the same ti
. of the bl
’ effete matter of ev.
S. S. S. has rest _
- natural condition, the painful, feverish

joints and the sore and tender muscles are immediately relieved.

Qur s book on Rheumatism will be mail

ish organs, and at

e antidotes and filters out
all poisonous acids and
kind ; and when

the blood to its
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t. Our ph will cheerfully answer all letters asking
::iri.':g“ informl: on or advice, for which no charge is made.
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CHAPTER XVIIL-{Continued,)
She had gone deeper than this into
thought before the t man above-

stairs had finished a5t and testa- | looked back at Reuben.
‘ment of Barah K . Bhe had forgot- "Oﬁ” she cried.
ten all danger in her love-dream, hut she | Reu and Mary Holland stepped in-

‘awoke suddenly to it at finding a figure
standing at her elbow, wan and ghost-
like, a spmething from the other world
she verily belleved in her first surprise
and horror, Two years ago this beigg
had lived—only to-night she had Heard
that she was dead—and she sprang up
and went back with hands spread out
the wall, too terrified to scream.
“Hush! don’t make a row—don't you
know me?”’ croaked the haggard figure

huskily
wife!” ejaculated

“S8ophy—Tom’s
Sarah Eastbell.

“Yes—but not dead yet—oh, dear, no
~—black as Tom's coat is!” she whisper-
ed back. ¢ ,

Barah glanced at her. B8he had not
yet recovered from the shock, and the
woman was terribly forforn and ragged,
with a death’s-hedd gléiming from a bat-
tered black straw bonnet.

“How. did you obtain admittance to
the house ¥’

‘ ugh that window—it was unfast-
ened.” .
“You have come in search of Tom "

“No, no—to warn you of a danger—of
an awful danger, as I live, Bally, to you
and your grandmother! I can’t tell you

here—I daren’t be seen by Tom,” she |l¥

whispered still, “he wonld kill me if he
found me at his heels. Outside in' the
garden I can breathe a bit.”

“I will come with you.”

Sarah followed Mprs.: Tom Hastbell, |,

who walked very feebly,!into the garden,
where a little while ago she had seen
Miss Holland and Captain Peterson to-
gether. Was this a further installment
of the ‘mystery about her’—or in the
shadows of the night d she approach
closer to the truth? In thinking of Ren-
ben Culwick, and forgetting everything
else, what valuable time might she not
have lost?—she who should have been
watehful at all hasards of the men who
she knew were dangeroub.

Thus from one mystery to another
passed Second-cousin Sarah.

CHAPTER XIX.

The will of Sarah Hastbell was ~om-
pleted, and Hartley, the maid, and a
second servant were introduced into the
room to witness the old lady’s effort at a

“It's a.good thing. after
muttered Mrs. Hastbell lay down
wearily.

“It's brief and unlawyer-like,” raid
Reuben, contemplating the will, “but I
think it sets forth your intentions clearly,
aunt. What shall I do 'with 7"

“Lock it in that iron box; the key is
under my pillow,” sald Mra: Eastbell.

Reuben found the key, and locked up
the will, restoring the key to its place
beneath his aunt’s head. .

It had been a day of mere than ordi-
nary fatigune and excitement to Mrs,
Hastbell, and she was tired out; sleep
was life to a woman of her age, and he
would not trouble her again concerning
the granddaughter, or ask her any ques-
tions respecting the engdgement. There
would be time enough to-morrow to con-
sider that—and Sarah was waiting for
him.

Reuben went downstairs thoughtfully.
He had almost resolved td proceed to the

gallery in the first place, but the fempta- |

tion was too strong to seek out his second-
cousin, who would surely be in the draw-
ing room awaiting him. He had a great
deal to tell her now, and a little to ex-
plain econcerning his past misonthropy,
which had grown more strongly develop-
ed as she at last seemed to fade away
more completely from him. A real hero-
ine had his Second-cousin Barah prowved
herself to'be; he wished that he had been
more of a hero to match, that he had
more bravely endured the inevitable. She
did not know yet what an obstinate and
bad-tempered man he was, and how hLe
had quarreled with everybody In tum
after his father's death. He went Into
the drawing room full of these odd reso-
lutions, and found Mary Holland there.

“Where is Barah?’ he asked, after a
glance round the room hadcassured bim
of the absence of his second-cousin.

“Sarah 7’ said Miss Holland, springing
to her feet. “Has she not been with you
in Mrs. Eastbell's room 7"

“8he lefr it half an hour since.”

“Wait an instant.”

Mary Holland left the room; and Ren-
ben remained, with a new perplexity to
battle with, and rising doubts and fears
to beat down.

Mary Holland entered the room again,
and was standing at the door, a paler
and more affected woman than when he
had seen her a few minutes since.

“Gone!” she raid at last.

“What do you mean?"’

“That—that Sarah Eastbell is not In
the house,” explained Mary.

“It can’t be true!” ejaculated Reuben.

“Stay, let me think still. For heav-
en’s sake give a distracted woman time
to think!”

Reuben, in the midst of his excitement,

remembered afterward that the demeanor

| of Mary Holland aroused in him for an

instant a half-wondering interest, as In
a dream of vague beliefs and startling in-

| consistencies; and then the trouble of
| Rarah’s absence took away all thought of

everything else.

“Her brother and the man he brought
with him,”" saild Reuben, *“where are
they 7

““They are in the gallery still; they
could not have left the room without my
being warned.”

strove to catch the accents of his* cous-
in's voice amidst them.

“We shall find hér in the garden,” nald
Reuben assuringly, as he strode aulong
the paths, with which he was acquaint- |
ed, and direoted Mary Holland in a dif-
ferent direction. When they met again
a quarter of an hour had passed, and they
were no the discovery of Sarah
Kastbell. Bhe had vanished away com-
pletely, as by a miracle; and Reuben
stood discomfited by the drawing room
window. ¢ _

“This is beyond all guessing at,” he
said, with a half groan. :

‘“The window of the picture gallery is
closed and barred,” said Mary Holland,
“but they are there still."”

“I will see them at once,” sald Reuben;
“meanwhile send. out the servants to
search the country. There has been foul
play here.” 3

“No, no!” exclaimed Mary Holland.
“He said—he promised——" -

“Who promised 7" asked Reuben quick-

“Sarah’s brother,” answered Mary, af-
ter a moment’s silence. .

“Well—promised what?’ said Reunben

fiercely. :
*“That he and his friend would not in
any way disturb the peace of this house
~—that they were here in all sincerity—
that——"

“Do you ask me to believe in that vaga-
bond, Tom Eastbell? Send the servants
abroad, and leave these men to me,” said
Reuben, passing from her into the draw-
ing room, and proceeding through the
room into the hall, and along the corri-
dor toward the picture gallery. He turn-
ed the handle sharply and entered. :

The two men were there. In the man
lolling in the armchair there was no difii-
culty in identifying Thomas HEastbell;
but he who bent closely, and in near-
sighted fashion, over a musie book prop-
ped against the lamp, was a stranger be
had never met before. It was at him
that Reuben gazed, distrusting him more
at first sight than Thoml: Eastbell.

“I am Reuben Culwick,” said our hero

from one to the other.

s | Bt ¥
’ e'?%&lggf::r’yon il will, mind,” waid

Tom; “when I was in trouble once in Pot-
ter's Court, and the police came, and
you might have made mischief out of a
little bit of innersent chaff we had to-
gether, you stood by me like a trump, and
I'll shake hands with you, if you ask
me, just for my sister’s sake.”

“Which of you two men will save him-
self from jail by telling me where Narah
Eastbell is?’ thundered forth. Reuben
Culwick. :

Thomas Eastbell’s lower jaw dropped
at Mr. Culwick’s vehemence, and his sem-
blance of astonishment was admirably
feigned, unless he was astonished in real
earnest. Captain Peterson sat dowp with
his hands upon his knees, in the attitnde
of one who anticipated a narrative of
great interest to follow.

“Where Sarah Eastbell is!" said Pe-
terson; “why do you put such an extra-
ordinary questiomn to us, sir, and accom-
panied by such a threat as the jail?"’

“She is not in the house, and you two
know where she has gone.”

“Miss Eastbell was in the drawing
roem a quarter of an hour ago, when I
stepped in for my violin,” said Peter-
son; “surely she has not left the house
since? There must be some mistake, Mr.
Culwick, and, mistake or not, you will
éxcuse me for protesting against your
manner of addressing Mrs. Eastbell's
guests.”

Captain Peterson spoke with a falter-
ing voice, and with considerable warmth,
a3 a man might do whose feelings bad
been unnecessarily wounded, and Reuben
Culwick regarded him with graver inter-
est. Here was a being to be wary of, if
this were acting.

“May 1 inquire your name?” said Reu-
ben.

“My name is Peterson, sir—Captain
Peterson, of the merchant service—a
friend of Thomas Hastbell's, and if not
an old friend, still one who does not feel
disposed to allow him to be browbeaten
without a word of protest.”

“Peterson,” muttered Reuben, half
aloud. The name was wholly unfamiliar
to him—it had not been mentioned on
that night in Potter’s Court, and only
some days afterward by Lucy Jennings,
when it had not lingered in his memory.
Captain Peterson’s dark eyes peered from
under his brows at Mr. Culwick, as he re-
peated his name in a low tone, and there
was the faintest smile of satisfaction
flickering over his fresh-colored face st
the discomfiture expressed on Reuben's.

“You both deny all knowledge of my
cousin’s disappearance?” said Reuben.

“We do,” said Peterson, with grave po-
liteness; and Tom took his oath vpon it
at once, by way of adding force to his
denial. “And now, wir, perhaps you will
tell us what has happened.”

“And relleve a brother's anxiety,” add-
ed Tom. *“She's the only sister that I
have got in the world, and we have al-
ways been very fond of one another.”

“You overdo your anxiety,” said Reu-
ben, dryly, “and L am still suspicious of
you. Sarah Hastbell has disappeared
suddenly from this house—within the
last half-hour—and you are the men of
whom she has been in fear. To that fact
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grounds for traces of her. I
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Thomas Eastbell was heard to mutter
a malediction of the most violent kind

face them in your aunt’s house—where
this gentleman is more an intruder than
yourself—without a blush upon your hon-
est cheek.” R

“At your peril be it, if she is not
found,” said Reuben; then he strode fromn
the room, doubtful in his own heart of

men's complicity with the mystery
of Sarah Hastbell's disappearance.

As the doar closed, Tom leaped to his
feet and went across to his friend, whom
he clutched by the shoulder nervously.

“Has she really gone?”

“Yes,” said Ned, coolly; “fortune has
favored us, and she has left your graud-
mother's establishment.”

“There must be no harm done to her,”
Tom said, trembling; “I won’t have her
hurt, I swear.”

“You left all to me, Tom Bastbell,”
said Captain Peterson; “it's too:late to
complain, whatever happéns.”

CHAPTER XX.

Only one person slept that night in the
big house at SBedge Hill. While Mrs.
Kastbell slumbered, the inmates were
astir, and not a few of them abroad, heat-
ing right and left for scraps of informa-
tion, and failing in their object miscra-
bly. Barah Bastbell had disappeared,
leaving not u trace by which she might
be followed.

.dhth?uben rode to Worcester he scan-
n: hedge rows, and the dry dite

for a trace’ of her; he turned into nﬁ
ing lanes where all was of an _ indistin-
guishable darkness; he reined in his horse
fifty times to listen to the noises of the
night—the ahrick of a distant engine, toil-
ing on with its luggage through the coun-

try to some bustling center; the rattle

of the train, the rustling of the trees,
the whirring of a night bird in the long

grass of the meadows, the yelping of dogs

in the farm honse yards, as -he dfsiied
by. He found his way at last to Wor-
cester, and went slowly, hopelessly
its deserted streets in the direc of
tbel' police station. : o

t was seven in the morning when he
was at Sedge Hill n. He rode back
in hot haste, as if unforeseen
were to be thwarted by his quick retumn;
and he was prepared for evil tidings, as
he passed into the hall and found Miss
E’olhnd. &.: a8 he had seen her last,

“What e mhppund
I have been away 2’ he exclaimed.

“Nothing has happened,” answered
Mary Holland; “and you? Have you
heard or seen—"" P

“There is not a trace of her.”

He sat before the dre wiere his cousin
Sarah was surpriked by her sister-in-law,
and endeavored from his bewildered brain
to shape out a scheme for her discovery,
when the rhaid Hartley entered with
breakfast on a little tray, and set it down
on a coffee table at his side,

There was a letter lylng on the tray,

addressed to himself. The superscription
was in a strange hand, a fine bold hand-
writing, characterized, by too many flonr-
ishes to be wholly satisfactory, and he
took up the letter curiously, broke the
seal and read the following epistie:

“Bir—After your discourteous behavior
of yesterday evening, I cannot, with sat-
isfaction to myself, remain a guest in
your aunt's establishment. 1 feel com-
pelled to withdraw from a positfon which
it is incompatible with my dignity to re-
tain. I have intrusted Mr. Thomas BEast-
bell with my kind regards to his grand-
mother, to whose hospitality and invaria-
ble kindness I am forever deeply indebt-
ed. My servant will call for my violin
in the course of next week. I beg 1o re-
main, sir, your obedient servant,

“EDWARD PETERSON.”,

There was a deep furrow on the brow
of Reuben Culwick when he had finish-
ed the perusal of this letter.

“Why was this man allowed to leave
the house?’ he asked. “He who calls
himself Captain Peterson.” .

“I didn’t know that he was gote, sir.
Not that I could have stopped him, Mr,
Culwick, as all the servants were away
when I saw him last.” .

“When was that?”

“At five o’clock this morning. He was
talking to Miss Holland—here, just
where I stand, sir—and I think that they
were having a few words. I don’t know
for certain, but I think so.”

“You suspected them?’ said Reuben
quickly.

“N-no, sir, I don't say that,” was the
quick answer, as the woman flinched be-
fore his steady gaze; “but I was curions,
of course, It's all in such a muddle, sir,
just now, and Miss Holland’s very kind;
she's been always very kind to all of vs,
but I wiinted to hear what they had to
say, becaygse poor Miss SBarah was angry
at those tWwo being together in the garden
last night.”

“Those two—which two?"

“Miss Holland and the Captain.”

“Sarah was angry,” repeated Reuben
—'"with whom 7’

“With Miss Holand, just before youm
came. She said she couldn’t trust her.
I heard that as I was passing with my
mistress’ gruel, quite by acecident.”

“That will do,” said Reuben, moodily;
“don’t say any more. 1 will wait for
Miss Holland.” i

(To be continued.)

A Man of Family,
“Are you a man of family, sir?”
“Heavens, yes! My third son-in-law

1 swear before a magistrate to-morrow.

moves in to-day.”

since
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