Scrofula

few are entirely free from it

It may develop so slowly as to cause lttle if
any disturbance during the whole period of
childhood.

It may then produce dyspepsia, ecatarrh,
and marked tendency to consumption, before
manifesting itself In muech cutaneous erup-
tion or glandular swelling.

It is best to be sure that you are quite free
from it, and you can rely on

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

to rid you of it radically and permanently.
Accept no substitute, but insist on having
Hood's. Ligaid or tablets, 100 Doses $1.

“Dust Devile'" of Nile Valley.

Travelers in the celebrated Death
Valley of California have described the
wonderful contortions of the sand pil-
lars that small whirlwinds sometimes
send spinning across the hot plain.
Even more remarkable are “dust dev-

ils” seen by an explorer, In the valley |

of the White Nlile. Sometimes two of
thme’wh[rltng columns, gyrating in op-
posite directions, meet, “and If they be
well-matched the collislon stops them
and a struggle ensues as to which way
they shall twist. Gradualy
the mastery, and the two combined rush

on together.” Some of these whirlwinds

will strip the clothes from an Arab's
back, or send a goat spinning round
and round like a top.

Makes a Difference.
Dwellers in apartment houses some-

In the entrance halls may be overheard
by other tenants. This was the greet-
Ing which a belated husband received
at the door of his apartment recently :

“Don’t talk to me! I know very well
what you would say! But I know—
You have been off playing poker and
lost all your money !"

“No, I didn't, my dear; I won twen-
ty dollars,” was the concillating an-
BEWer,

The other volee suddenly modulated.

“Well, perhaps after all we women
are a little too severe—a man should
have a little recreation now and then.”

Wrongly Hepeorted.

Tommy Wrott—Did you tell a friend!

of mine the other day that I was the
biggest fool in town?

Lotta Guph—Never!
that you were the biggest fool for the op-
portunities you'd had.

TWICE-TOLD TESTIMONY.

A Woman Who Has Suffered Tells How
to Find Rellef.

The thousands of women who suffer |

backache, languor, urinary disorders
will find comfort in
the words of Mrs.
Jane Farrell, of €06

in praise of Doan's
; Kidney Pills. I had
. # been having heavy
backache and my general health was
affected when I began using them. My
feet were swollen, my eyes puffed, and
dizzy epells were frequent,
action was irregular and the secretions

highly colored. Today, however, I am |

a well woman, and I am confident that
Doan’s Kidney Pills have made me 80,
and are keeping me well."”

Bold by all dealers.
Foeter-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N. Y.

one gains

Iin 1835,

Cheney for the lasils ye
{-erhctly honorable in all
|

ligations made b
WEsT & TRUAX, Wholesale Dru

Ing directl
. faces of t
All T said was B.Id by all Urng’:-u

and other kidney ills, |

| Byrup the
during the teething feriod.

Ocean Ave., Jersey
oy B 7., who |
says: ‘‘I reiterate|

all I have said before |

|soul,” he said.
| be turned the prettiest compliment.

Kidney |

50 cents a box. |

Farmer and the Party Wire.
When the Independent telephone com-

{panies first began to come togetfer Iy

conventions to exchange experiences,
one fact was always commented upon
with great curiosity by the managers
of town or city plants, says Success,
This was that they Invariably met with
fallure In their endeavors to Induce
farmers to put In what are known as
“lockout™ devices, by means of which
every telephone on a party line becomes
practically a private wire.

In cities, the party line s consldered
a4 great nulsance, because there I1s no
privacy In conversations, and all the
bells on the line are rung each time a
subscriber calls. Naturally, the manag-
ers of plants figured that this objec-
tion prevalled In the country also; but,
almost without exception, they found
that one of the great attractions to the
farmer was that his telephone did ring
every time the other sixteen or twenty
people on the line rang up, and that he
could hear or be overheard In conver-
sation. It was a practical demonstra-
tion of the soclal hunger the farmer
has endured for centuries, and which
Is now ended, thanks to the arrival of
telephone cowmpetition.

FITS

erve
treatise. Dr. R

Bt, Vitus' Dance and all Nervous Digeases
rmanently cured by Dr, Kline's (reat
torer. Bend for FREK §2trial bottle and
H.Kline, L4.,931 Arch St., Phulla, Pa

England’s Oldest Peer.
The only living peer who was a mem-

| |
ber of the house of lords at the time |
times seem to forget that conversationa ! of Queen Victoria's accession ls Lord | length,

Nelson. He succeeded to the earldom

but Is only collaterally descended from
Horatlo
He enjoys a good estate and a pension
of £5,000 granted to the first Lord Nel-

| son and his helrs.

How's This?
We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward for

any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
Hall's Catarrh Cure.

F.J. CHENEY & CO., Propa, Toledo, O,
We, the undersigned, have known F. J,
years, and belleve him
business transao-
ions and financially able to carry out any ob-

their frm

gists, Toledo, O.
"ALDING, KINNAN & MarvIN, Wholesale Drug-
ists, Toledo, O.
Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally, act-
upon the blood and mucous sure
@ system. Frice 7ic. per botile
Testimonials {ree.
Hall's Family Fills are the best.

Neo Trouble.
“What is the meaning of ‘alter ego'?”

asked the teacher of tbe beginners’ class

in Latin.

“The other L" said the boy with the
curly hair.

“Give a sentence containing the
phrase.”

“‘He winked his other 1.'"

find Mre, Winslow's Soothing
remedy 1o use for thelir children

Motbers

A Gallant Doy,
A Bostonlan was talking about the

late Henry Harland.

“Harland was a graceful, gallant
“Even In his boyhood

“In his boyheod he studied Latin

under a charming young woman.

“This young lady, calling him up In

class one mornlng, sald:

“‘Henry, name some of the chlef

beautles of education.’

“The boy, smliling into hls teacher’'s

pretty eyes, answered :

* 'Schoolmistresses.” "—Phlladelphia

i Bulletin,
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healthful baking.

Every day in every yéar
that comes, more housewives
are giving up their exhorbitant
priced Bakin
turning to K
reliable, which has stood so well
the test of years. They are find-
ing out that

KC

costs one-third the price of
powder anywhere near K C
quality, and makes better, purer, more

Send postal for * Book of Presents."

JAQUES MFG. CO.
Chicago, IL

Powders and
, the honest and

BAKING
POWDER

25 ounces for 25¢.
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I SILVER FILINGS (
" Oftentimens a ailver filling in :I
[} more advisable than goid. But
| 1 some dentists use the material
‘I allowing the most profit to {
themselves. You have toleave [
this to the judgment of the
| dentist. Why not go to den-
1 tists who have built and main- [
1 tain a reputation for rellabili-
' ty? Examinations free. |
) I
, WISE BROTHERS i
4 DENTISTS
: Cor. Third and Washington Sts. }
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Lord Nelson Is not a direct |
descendant of the hero of Trafalgar, |

Nelson's slster, Mrs. Bolton. |

| woolen shirt,
had divided with her dally his allowance
| of meat.
{and In the day crept by his slde for shel-
ter and protection.
| near him she felt safe
tle to each other, but when Rufus Dawes

salil’

deserted sea.
her almost without hreath,

I“"f

| Ing the sea.
[the morning sunlight.
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For The Term of His Natural Life

By MARCUS CLARKE

R

CHAPTER XVI.—(Continued.)

An hour after suurise next morning
the frall boat, which was the last hope
of these four human beings, drifted with
the outgolug current toward the mouth
of the harbor. When first launched she
had come nigh swamping, being over-
loaded, and it was found necessary to
leave behind a great portion of the dried
meat.  They wade tedious way with
their rude oars; a light breeze from the
northwest sprung up with the dawn, and,

holsting the goat-skin sall, they crept
along the coast. 1t was resolved that
the two men should keep watch and

watch; and Frere, for the second tlme,
enforced his authority by giving the first
watch to Rufus Dawes. 1 am tired,™
he sald, “and shall eleep for a little
while.™

That night the wind fell, and they
had to take their oars. Rowiug all night,
they made but little progress, and Rufus
Dawes suggested that they should put
In to the shore, and walt until the breeze
sprung up. But, upon getting under the
lee of a long line of basaltle rocks

[ which rose abruptly out of the sea, they

found the waves breaking furiously upon
a horseshoe reef, six or seven mliles In
There was nothing for it but to
coast again,

They coasted for two days, without a
sign of a sall, and on the third day a
great wind broke upon them from the
southeast and drove them back thirty
miles. The coracle began to leak, and
required constant ballilng. What was
almost as bad, the best part of their

| water had leaked away also.

The position of the four poor creatures
was now almost desperate. Mrp. Viek-
ers, Indeed, seemed completely prostrat-
ed, and it was evident that, unless some

|help came, she could not long survive

the continued exposure to the weather,
The child was in somewhat better case
Rufus Dawes had wrapped her In his
and, unknown to Frers,

She lay in his arms at night,

As long as she was
They spoke lit-

felt the pressure of her tiny hand In
his, or sustained the weight of her head
upon his shoulder, he almost forgot the

cold that froze him and the hunger that

gnawed him.

8o two more days passed, and yot no
On the tenth dary after thelr Ae
Macquaria Harbor they
To

parture from
came to the end of thelr provisions.

add to their distress, the child was sels
| od with fever. Bhe was hot and cold by

turns, and In the Intervals of moaning
talked dellriously. Rufus Dawes, hold
Ing her in his arms, watched the suffer-
Ing he was unable to allaviate, with
a savage despair at his heart.t Was she
to die, after all?

80 another day and night passed, and

the eleventh morning saw the boat yet

alive, rolling In the trough of the same
The four exiles lay In
All at once
and selzing the

Dawes uttered a cry,

sheet, put the clumsy craft about. *“A'
sail! a mall!” he cried. “ID6 you not
sce her?’

“There is no sall,” sald Frere. *“Yonu

mock uns!™
The boat, no longer following the line

the coast, was running nearly due
south, straight into the great southern
ocean, Frere tried to wreat the thong

from the hand of the eonviet. and bhring
the boat back to her course. “Are yon
mad,” fretful terror, “to
run us ont to sea?’

“8it down,” returned the other, with
A menacing gesture, and staring acroas
the gray water. “I tell you I

Baill.

he asked, In

see A

The day had broken, and the dawn,
in one long pale streak of l"‘k.“)’ maffron,
lay low on left hand. letween this
streak of saffron-colored light and
bows of the boat gleamed for an instant
a white speck,

Frere, utterly confounded, looked,
with his heart In his mouth, and again
did the white speck glmmer.

“Sylvia!” eried Rufus “Ryl
via! My darling! You are saved™

8he opened her blue eyes and looked
at him, but gave no sign of recognition.
Delirlum had hold of her, and In the
hour of safety the child had forgotten
her preserver. Rufns Dawes, overeome
by this last cruel stroke of fortune, sat
down in the stern of the boat, with the
child In his arms epeechless. Frere
thought that the chance he had ao long-
ed for had come. With the mother at
the point of death, and the child deliri-
ous, who ecould testify to this hated
conviet's skilifulness? No ome but Mr.
Maurice Frere, and Mr. Maurics Frera,
as commandant of conviets, could not but
give up an “absconder” to justice,

The ship—a brig, with Ameriean eol-
ors flying—came within hall of them.

the

Dawea,

| Frera could almost distinguish figures

on her deck. He made his way aft to
where Dawes was sitting, unconscious,
with the child In his arms, and stirred
him roughly with his foot.

“ro forward,” he said, . In tones of
command, “and give the child to me.”

Rufus Dawes ralsed his . head, and,
eeeing the approaching vessel, awoke to
the consclousness of his duty., With a
low laugh, full of unutterable bitterness,
he placed the burden he had bhorne mo
tenderly in the arms of the llentenant.

The brig was close upon them. Her
canvas loomed large and dusky, shadow-
Her wet decks shone In
From her bul-
wearks peered bearded and eager faces,
looking with astonlshment at this boat

and Ite haggard company, alone on that
barren and stormy ocean.

Frere, with Sylvia In his arms, walted
for her,

CHAPTER XVII.

“Soclety In Hobart Town, In this year
of grace 1888 Ia, my dear loml, COLN pon
ed of very curfous elements.” 8o
& passage in the sparkling letter which
the Rev. Mr. Meekin, newly appointed
chaplain, and seven days’ resident In
Van Diemen's Land, was carrying to the
postoMce. Clad In glowsy black, of the
mosat fashlonable clerical eut, with dundy
boots, and gloves of lightest lavender
~-a white sllk overcoat hinting that Its
wearer was not wholly free from wensi
tiveness to sun and heat—the Heverond
Meekin tripped dalutily to tha postofce,
and deposited his letter. Two ladles mot
him as he turned.

Mr., Meekin's elogant hat was ralued
from his Intellectual brow and hovered
In the alr, llke some courteous bhlackbird,

rmn

for an instant. “Mrs. Jellleon! Mrs
Protherick! My dear leddies, this s
an unexpected pleasures! And whera,

pray, are you going on this lovely after
noon?! To stay In the house Is positive
ly sinful. Ah! what a cllmate; but the
trall of the serpent, my dear Mra. I'roth-
erick—the trall of the serpent—"
he sighed.

“Why, you are golug our way,” sall
Mra. Jellicoa. *We can walk together.”

“Delighted! I am going to eall on
Major Vickers.™

“And 1 live within a stone's throw™
returned Mra. Protherick, “What a
charming little creature—hils daughter
A sad thing. Quite a romance If It were
not so had, you know, His wife, poor
MM Vickera!”

“Indeed! What of her?" anked Mook
in, bestowing a condescending bow on a
passer-by. “ls she an lnvalld?

“Bhe is dead, poor soul, returned jolly
Mra. Jelllcoa, with a fat aligh “You

don't mean to say that you haven't
heard the story, Mr. Meekin?"
“My dear leddles, I have only been In

I have not

Hobart Town a week, and
heard the story.”

“It's about the mutiny, you know, the

mutiny at Maequarie Harbor. The pris
opers took the ship and put Mre. Vieck
ers and Sylvia ashore somewhere. Cap
taln Frere was with them, too. The
poor things had a dreadfu! time, and
nearly dled. Captain Frere made a hoat
at last, and they were picked up by a
ship. Poor Mre. Vickers only lived a
few hours, and little Sylvia-—she was
only twelve years old then —wan quite
lightheaded, They thought she wouldn't |
recover She's quite strong now; but her

memory's gonea. She doesn’t remem
anything about the three or four weeks
they were ashore—at least not distinet

iy.”

“It's a great mercy,”
Protherick, determined to
of honor. "“Who
ber these horrors? From Captaln Frere's
account, It was positively

k""';' the promt

wants her to remen

‘bolter'—that's what we call an escaped
prisoner, Mr. Meekin—~happened he
left behind, and he found them out, and |
Insisted on sharing the provisions—the
wretch! Captain Frere was obliged t

watch him constantly for fear he should
murder them Even In the boat he tried
to run them out to sea and esceape, e |

was one of the worst men In the Harbor,

they say. But you should hear Captaln
Frere tell the story.”
“And where Is hoe now?' asked Mr

Meekin, with Interest,
“Captain Frere?’

“No, the prisoner.”

“Oh, goodness, 1 don't know-—at Port
Arthur, I think. 1 know that he was
tried for bolting, and would have bheen
hanged but for Captaln Frere's exer
tlons.” .

“Idear, dear! n strange story, Indeed "™

sald Mr. Meekin, “And so the young |
lady doesn’t know anything about 1t?"

“Only what she's been told, of ecourse, |
poor dear. Bhe's engaged to Captain
Frere

“Realy! To the man who saved her

How charming—quite a romance! Ier
girlish love clings to her herole protec
tor. Remarkable and beautiful, Quite
the—hem!—the vy and oak, dear led
dies. Ah, In our fallen nature, what
eweet spots—— 1 think this is the
gate,"”

A smart conviet servant—he had heen
a plekpocket of note In days gone bhy-—
left the clergyman to repose ln a hand-
somely furnished drawing room, whose
sun blinds revealed a weanlth of bright
garden flecked with shadows, while he
went In mearch of Miss Viekers. The
major was out, his dutles as superin-
tendent of convicts rendering such ab-
sences necessary; but Miss Viekers was
In the garden, and could be called In at
once. The Reverend Meekin, wiping
his heated brow, and pulling down his
epotieas wristhands, Iald himself back
on. the soft sofa, soothed by the slegant
surroundings no less than by the cool-
ness of the atmosphere. Tlo was dis
tarbed by the sound of volces In the gar-
den; and golng outslde saw a young

girl talking to one of the servants, She
turned, and Mr. Meekin, bowing his
apologles, beecame conscious that the

young lady was about seventeen years of
nge, that her eyes were large and soft,
her halr plentiful and bright, and that
the hand which held the little book she
had been reading was white and small.

“Miss Vickers, I think. My name ls
Meekin—the Rev. Arthur Meekin.”

“How do you do, Mr. Meakin?' said
Bylvia, putting out one of her amall
hands, and looking stralght at him.
“Papa will be In directly.”

“Hlis daughter more than compensates

And |

| thinking

| very

bher |

interrupted Mrs. |

awful A |

for his abssnce, my dear Miss Viekers.™

“l don't llke flattery, Mr. Meekin, »o
don't use It. At loast,” she added, with
a dellcious frankoess that seewed born
of her very brightuess and beauty, "not
that sort of flattery. Youung girls do
like flattery, of course, Dou't you think
o

This rapld sttack quite disconcerted
Mr. Mookin, and he ecould only bow and
winlle at the welf possessed youny lady.

“You have uot been here long, Mr.
Meokin,” sald Bylvia, after a paise.

“No, nnlj n woeek; and 1 confess 1 nm
surprised, A lovely cllmate, but, as [
suld Just now to Mres, Jellicos, the trall
of the serpent-—~the trall of the serpent—
my dear young lady.”

“1f you send all these wretches here,
you must expect the trull of the wser-
pent,” wald Sylvia e the rNII'lt
of colony, But don't us tulk
nhout this, Mr. Meekin," added,
pushing back a stray curl of goldon halr,
“Papa says that | am not to talk about
these things, because they are all done
necording to the rules of the service, ne
he calls 1t."

“An admirable notion of papa's,” wald
Meekin, much relleved an the door open
ed, and Vickers and Frere entered

Vickers' hair had grown white, but
Frere carried his thirty years as oaslly
two-and-twenty

Imn't
hest

the
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“My dear BSylvia,” began Viekers,
“here's an extraordinary thing!” And
then, becoming consclous of the presence
of the agitated Meeklin, he paused

“You know Mr. Meekln, papa?” 'ml-'!
Byivia. “Mr. Meekin, Captain !'rvr--.

“l have that pleasure,” sald \uhn-rj;
“Glad to see you, sir, 'ray sit down
l.i“-'l which Mr Meokin bel eld !“"1\'“].
unafTectedly kiss both gentlemen; but be-

came strangely awnre that the kiss be
wtowed upon her father was warmer that

aManced hus-

that which greeted her
!lrlll'!

“Warmn weather, Mr. Meokin,” sald
Frere. “Sylvia, my darling, 1 hope you
have not beeu out In the heat You
have! My dear, I've begged youn .

“It's not hot at all,” sald Nylvia, pet
tishly “Nonsense! I'm not made of
butter—1 sha'n't melt, Thank you, dear;

| you needn’t pull the blind down.” And
| then, as though augry with herself for
her anger, she added, “You are alwayns

of me, Maurice,” and gave him

her hand affectionately
“It's very oppressive, Captaln Frere,™

sald Meekin; “and, to a strauger, juite
enervating.”

"Ay, to be wsure,” repeated Vieckers.
“1 hope Sylvia has got been attack "]
you with her »strauge theorles, Mr.
Meekin T
| ‘“Oh, dear, no;: not at all,” returned
Meekin, feeling that this charming young

Iady wan regarded as a creat ire who was

"We
dear major-—quite

not to be Judged by ordinary rules

Kot on fame usly, my
famously,”

“That's right,” “SBhe |s

snld Viekers

Htrhe girl, and

plainspoken, Is my
strangers can't understand her some-
times Can they, 1* et

Poppet tossed her head sau ¥ -
don't know,” she sald “Why shouldn‘t
they? But you were golng to say some-
thing extraordinary wheu you came In,

| What Is It, dear?"

“AhW,” mald Vickers, with grave farce,

| “Yes, a most extraordinary thing,
They've caught those villa na,'"’

“What, you don't mean No,
papal™ sald Sylvia, turning round with
alarmed face

In that little family there were, for
conversational perposes, hyt one set of
vililains i the world the m itineers -»f
the Osprey

“They've got four of them In the hay
att rnt—Hev, Barker, 8 ra and
Lesly, They are on board ¢ Lady
Jane The most extraordinary story [
ever heard in my life The f '\-_:-t
t h , and passed themselves off as
shipwrecked wmallors The merchants in
Cant Kot up a subseription and sent
them to London. They were recognized
there by old Plne, who had been surgeon

board the ship they eame ont In.*

Bylvia sat down on the shrest chale,
with eightened color “And where are
the T .‘\‘.’"

“Two were executed In England: the
"I.' "r "': 4 ‘.J Ave naot rl""'] I 'k"!]. .I..] v
fellows have been sent out for trial.”

“To what are you alluding, dear slr?”
nsked Meekin

“The piraey of a eonviet helg five
years ago,” replied Viekers. “The scoun-
drels put my poor wife and ehild ash T
and left them to starve If It hadn't
been for Frere—(iod bless him! they
would have died They shot the pllot
and a soldier—and—but It's a long story

to tell now.”

“I have heard of It already,” sald
Meekin, “and of your gallang conduet,
Captaln Frere.”

“Oh, that's nothing,” said Frere, red-
dening. v

Bylvia wan staring at the strip of sun-
shine between the veranda and the blind,
nu'rh-augh the bright light might enable”
her to remember something. *“What's
the matter?’ asked Frere, bending over
her,

“I was trylng to recollect, but T ean't,
Maurice. It is all confused. [ only re-
member a great shore and a great sea,
and two men, one of whom-—that's you,

dear-—carried me In his arms. Maurice,*
asked she suddenly, “what became of
the other man?"

“Poor Bates?"

“No, not Bates,
wns his name?”

“Oh, ah—the prisoner,” said Frore,
an, if he, too, had forgotten. “Why. fyou
know, darling, he was sent to Port Ar-
thare,"

“Ah,” mald Bylvin, with a
“And Is he there still?”

“1 believe said Frere, with a
frown. ;

The prlsoner. What

shudder,
s0,”’

s ha continned )

Knows It AllL
Sunday School Teacher-—-Who 1s 1t
that possesses nll knowledge?
8. 8. Pupll—My big brother,
a soph'more.—Cleveland Leader,

He's




