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ALL HAIL PE-RU-NA

A Case of

STOMAGH _GATARRH.

l making Cloth from Paper.

a! “To the Ingenulty of Herr Fmll Cla-
vlez, a well-known Saxon Inventor and
manufacturer, I8 due the produetion of
n paper yarn tenmed “Zylolin”  that
has been successfully uvsed In a wide
range of textile fabris” So writes
[ Frank N. Bauskett in the Techunical
| World Magazine,

| “The utillzgation of paper wood fibre
lin this practical way and the extreme
cheapness of the new material com-
pared with other yarns now in use I8
renlly & most remarkable achievement.
This I8 not a hapbazaed discovery, but
rather the logleal result of years of
painstaking study and experimentation.
After the final development of the the-
ory at first in mind into tangible ma-
terial for all manner of uses In textile
industries, the paper thread and yarn,
loose or tightly spun, of all thicknesses,
have since been woven into almost ey-
ery concelvable fabrle and tested and
potosted untll the invention has become
an important commercial succegs. The
paper yarn has extraordinary wearing

Misé Mary O'Brien, 308 Myrtle
I} Ave.,/Brooklyn, N. Y., writes:

i “Peruna cured me in five weeks of
| catarrh of the stomach, after suffering
i for four years and doctoring without
effect. In common with other grate-
ful ones who have been benefited by
your discovery, I say, All hail to Pe-
runa.”

Mr. H. J. Hemmeman, Oakland,
Neb., writes: ‘‘I waited before writ-
ing to you sbout my sickness, catarrh

properties, and as the full scope of Its
‘ | usefulness has probably not been deter-
! lmined, It will, In all likelihood, lend
[|1tself to other purposes yet to be dis-
covered.”

Mothers will find Mrs, Winslow's Boothim;

| Byrup the best remedy to use for thelr childrea
' during the teething period,

His Change of Front.
“My view of coeducation,” he sald,

firmly, “is that it should be forbldden.
It Is deleterlons to mental develop-

of the stomach, which I had overa | ment. It leads to—

“John,” sald his wife, entering unex-

F e Thore were people who told me it | pectedly, “are you telling Mr. Smith o

would not stay cured, but I am sure
that I am uured, for I do not feel any
more ill effect, have a good appetite
and am getting fat. 8o I am, and will
say to sll, I am cured for good.

““I thank you for your kindness.

the dear old days when we were college
clagsmates?”

“Y.yes,” sald John,— Philadelphia
Ledger.

Bt Vitus' Dance and all Nervons Diseases
EITs srmanently cured by Dr. Killne's Grest

“Peruna will be our house medicine XNeorve Rostorer, Rend for FREE §2trial bottle and
L]

Gnur:.h of the stomach % also known |

in common parlance as dyspepsia, gas-
#ritis and Indigestion. No medicine

treatise. Dr. R. . Kllae, Ld., 081 Arch 8t., Phila., Pa

Holel_lteyl.
“I suppose,” sald a guest, “a good
many forgetful people go off with hotel

will be of any permanent benefit ex- | keys7”

cept it remove the catarrhal condition.

Gained Strength and Flesh.
Mies Julis Butler, R, R, 4, Apple-

ton, Wis., writes she had catarrh of the

ebomach, causing loss of sleep and ap-

pebite, with frequent severe pains after

“This will show you,” sald the elerk.

And he took from a drawer the fol-
lowing printed slip:

“The manager of the Blank Hotel ac-
knowledges with thanks the return of
key No. —, which Mr. —, by oversight

eating. She took Peruns, her appetite | CATied away on departure.”

returned, she gained strength, fleeh and
perfect health,

80 many keys, the young man ex-
plained, were malled by forgetful
guests It had been deemed advisable, as

Hopeless,

*He's about the poorest actor I ever
saw,” sald the first theatrical manager,
“a regular ham.”

“Perhaps,” remarked the other, “he’'ll
wet over his faults in time"

“Not much, He's a ham that can't
be cured."—Philndelphla Press,

4 time saving device, to have a key ac-
knowledgment printed.—New Orleans
Times-Democrat, b

California’s State library has been
placed under civil service rules. It I
the first department of the State govern-
ment to which those rules have been ap-
plied.

BAD BLOOD

THE SOURCE O

Bvery part of the body is depend

F ALL DISEASE

ent on the blood for nourishment and

wstrength,’ When this life stream is flowing through the system in a state of

mennd richness we are assured

pure blood s nature’s safe-gu
“the body i8 fed on weak, impure or pollut

of perfect and uninterrupted health;
against disease, When, however,
blood, the system is deprived of

its strength, discase germs collect, and the trouble is manifested in various

Pustular eruptions, pimples,

rashes and the different skin affections

sghow that the blood 1s in a feverish and diseased conaicion as a result of too
much acid or the presence of some {irritating humor., Sores and Ulcers are
the result of morbid, unhealthy matter in the blood, and Rheumatism, Ca-
tarrh, Scrofula, Contagious Blood Poison, etc,, are all deep-seated blood

dlisorders that will continue to grow

worse as long as the poison remains.

These imlpurities and poisons find their way into the blood in various ways.

Olten a s
avenues of bodily waste, leaves the

uggish, inactive condition of the system, and torpid state of the

refuse and waste matters to sour and

Horm uric and other acids, which are taken up by the blood and distributed
ghroughout the circulation. Coming in contact with contagious diseases is
mmother cause for the poisoning of the blood ; we also breathe the germs and

mmicrobes of Malaria into our lungs,

and when these get into the blood in

sufficient quantity it becomes a carrier of disease instead of health, Some
are 50 unfortunate as to inherit bad blood, perhaps the dregs of some old
constitutional disease of ancestors is handed down to them and they are

constantly annoyed

and troubled with it.

Bad blood is the source of all dis-

ease, and until this vital fluid is cleansed and purified the body is sure to
suffer in some way. For blood troubles of any character 8. 8. 8. i3 the best
:unc:ilf ever discovered, It goes down into the circulation ard removes any
and all poisons, supplies the healthful properties it needs, and completely

and

permanently cures blood diseases of
kind, The action of 8, 8. 8, is so

every

thorough that hereditary taints are removed

and weak, diseased blood made strong and
® E ] @  healthy so that disease cannot remain, It

cures Rheumatism, Catarrh, Scrofula, Sores

PURELY VEGETABLE

and Ulcers, Skin Diseases, Contagious

Blood Poison, ete., and does not leave the
slightest trace of the trouble for future outbreaks, The whole volume of

blood is renewed and cleansed after a course of S, 8. S.

It is also mature's

test tonic, made entirely of roots, herbs and barks, and is absolutely

less to any part of the system,

8. 8. 8. is for sale at all first class

ghrug stores, Book on the blood and any medical advice free to all who write.

_—

W. L. DOUGLAS

$3.00 & $3.50 SHOES :Vohw

BeF=8HOES FOR EVERY MEMBE

R OF i
THE FAMILY, AT ALL PRICES, @s8l

$25,000 5.3

excollent sty
of the shoe, and overy

«and show yor how earefully W. L. Douglus «
wonld then understand why they hold thel

wear | r and are :w-a'tcr value than uny othor make, be
iy 0 B Foje anl 81 0ol pony Shoes cannce be equalled s

A ssntovecywhore LY

who can
Fovard (e el d

"THE BEABON W. L. Donglas shoos wre worn by mofoe
o all walks of lif:‘ mall.ltl“, utl:ier mnkte. is bot:?mmn nr 1}““
oany-ftting, and suporior wonring qualities.
“The seloation of the leathers ana m.ha'nr nterinly fu‘r :-lnrh part
detall of the making is looked after
the moat somplateorganization of superintondents, foremen
‘skilled shoomukers, who pecolve the highest wiges paid in the
shoo (ndustry, and whose workmuuship cannot be exeellad,
I£ T oould take yon into my Inrge fuctories nt Brockton, Mass,,

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., ATLANTA, GAs

BEST IN

ol
acturer,

wople

hovs nre made, you \
r shape, At botter, e

o Habstitute. Ask your denler for W. L. Douglas ahoss. If he cannot suppl ym
Lllﬂ tnotory. Shoss mall, lnd'nv-.h

tres. W.L.Douglas,
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HE GIRL WIT
A MILLION

— By D. C. Murray

A

o

CHAPTER XVIIL—(Continued.)

“It will be expensive,” he mused.
“What of that? They would glve o mill-
fon to have him. He knows everything
He Is the wainspring of everything."

He finighed his plans and went to a
cheap upholsterer's. There he orderad
n triple supply of everything he had noted
down, one set to be sent to his own ad-
dress in London, the two others to be
pucked separately In stout crates for
transport by rall.

The tradesman thought the order curi-
ous; but the foreign gentleman who gave
it having pald twenty pounds down, and
undertaking to pay the rest when the
goods were ready for delivery, he forbore

\to puzzle. himself about it

In thres or four days’ time the old fur-
niture was removed from Mr. Zeno's
apartment, and the new furniture, glossy,

g | new, and sticky as to the woodwork, and

flaringly wulgar as to pletures, carpet,
mirrors, curtains and hearthrugs, was all
arranged In Its place. When everything
was arranged, Mr. Zeno, whose landlady
had begun to think him eccentrie, did a
thing ¢ven more curlous than the wanton
and unnocessary refurnishing of his rooms
had seemed. He walked out one morning
and returned with a pale young man, who,
in obedience to his instructions, produced
a water-color sketch-book, & tube each of
Chinese white and sepin, and a camel's
hair pencil or two, and began to make a
stifly accurate and ugly sketch of one of
the walla of Mr. Zeno's chimber.

The pale artlst made a drawing of
every ona of the sight walls, and when
they were done and paid for the spy him-
self drew n plan of the two rooms, num-
bered the drawing iu correspondence with
the walls, When he bad done this he
made up the eight drawingy and the plan
into a neat packet, addressed it to a con-
federate in Calais, and registe it at
the postoffice. One of the three sets of
furniture, with wall paper, carpet, cur-
tains, plaster casts, mirrors and chromos
had been consigned to the same address
three days before. The third set was
consigned to a gentleman of Mr. Zeno's
own profession in Vienna, and Austin
Farley's plan was in s fair way to be
realized,

CHAPTER XIX.

If Fraser had been given to the analy-
gis of his own spiritual symptoms, he
might have been a little surprised to dis-
cover how aromatic and tonic a draught
he had imbibed in learning to hate
O'Rourke,

“I've a bit of news,"” he maid one day
to Maskelyne, “Maybe ye'll be sble to
guess why 1 bring it. O'Rourke’s golng
to be married.”

“Yes?” said Maskelyne, quietly. Fra-
ser's bit of news was like a stab to him,
but he was not the sort of man to make
a show of his pain.

“He's engaged to a friend of yours"
said Fraser, It was you that introduced
him to her."

“1 think not,” returned Maskelyne.

“Ye did, though,” cried Fraser. “I got
the news from Mrs. Farley, and she got
it from the lady herself.”

“I introduced O'Rourke to an Ameri-
can lady here,” sald Maskelyne, rising
from his seat Involuntarily—"a Mrs,
BPI‘)‘."

“That's what I'm telling ye," sald Fra-
ger. “They're going to be married."” Mas-
kelyne sat down again without o word.
“Hector ('Rourke Is going to be married
to the Mrs, Spry to whom you dntroduced
him & month or two ago, There's no sort
of humbug or nonsense about it, for it's
4 fact,”

“T can hardly believe
Maskelyne,

“Yo don't seem to be woildly delight-
od,” said Fraser, “after all. I thought
ye'd skip llke a young he goat upon
the mountains,”

“I am very much obliged to you, in-
deed,” Maskelyne answered. “I will go
and ses O'Rourke,” he added, with an
air of sudden decision and awakening.

“Well,”" said Fraser, rubbing his hands
and beaming, “the interview pught to be
a pleasant one, I'll not keep ye from it
a moment, I'll say good-morning.”

The two shook hands on the pavement
in front of the hotel, and Fraser stoed
there to wantch Maskelyne as he stepped
into a cab and droye away.

“Now," snid Fraser, nodding and #mil-
ing to himself, “that's not moy oydoyal of
an ardent lover. But there's spoke num-
ber nine in your wheel, Hector, me boy ;
and there's another or two in the course
of manufacture.”

Maskelyne wandered about in his own
homemade labyrinth until he bhad quite
made up his mind that there was no
way out of it, or through it. But finally
he packed up a portmantean, took the
tidal train and carried his cobwebs to
Brussels, There they were just ns strong
and unbreakable as ever, anid even when,
a day or two later, he carrled them to
Junenne, they seemed to bind him in like
strands of steel. But belng actually at
Janenne, he found that he had added a
new perplexity to the old ones. He was
still as far as ever from seelng his way
to Houfoy, but he saw quite clearly that
it was impossible not to go,

The day was inclining toward its close
and there was a sense of ease in the
wide folds to which he was not alto-
gother insensible, foolishly broken up and
down In spirit ns he was. The fields
wero more inviting than the road in many
ways, not least perhaps, because they

it,”” returned

offered fower chances of encounter,

Sauntering In thls downeast and irres.
olute mood, he found himself suddenly
charged by o troop of half a dozen dogs,
who all leaped and bayed about bim,
with demoustrations of welcome, Follow-
ing them, a gun under hin arm, appeared
the major, and behind the major an at-
tendant, who bore the dead bodles of n
palr of well-grown foxes,

“Hillo 1" erled the major cheerily, while
yet a hundred yards away, “llow are
you, old fellow? Upon my word, I'm glad
to kee you. How's O'Rourke?"

“He was In health whon I saw him
last," sald Maskelyne, on whose nerves
the mention of his wicked .rival grated,

The major had not many people to talk
to at [oufoy, and the unrestricted use
of his native langunge was like a treat
to him, [He did not notlee Maskelyne's
silence until he bad exhausted his own
budget of news and bad made his final
reflection upon Its contents. By that
time it began to strike him that Maske:
lyne's manner was unusually subdued and
serious,

“1 say,” he exclaimed, stopping short
and turning to face the young American,
“vou're not looking very bright, just now,
Been {117"

“No," returned Maskelyne, “I have
been very well. Major Butler, 1 wanted
to say o word to you upon a tople of great
moment to myself,"

“Yea? said the major, facing him, and
transferving his gun from one arm to the
other,

“You are Miss Butler's goardian,” said
Mnskelyne; and this time the major's
beart bumped, for he saw what was com-
ing. "I have to ask your permission to
approach your nlece with an offer of mar-
ringe."

“My dear Maskelyne,” sald Butler, al-
most a8 hurriedly as If he had fearsd the
offer might be retracted, "I am delighted
to hear you say wo, and I wish you luck.”

“] am right in assuming that Miss But-
ler ls free?” asked Muaskelyne,

“Certainly,” sald Butler, "certainly.
She's only a child. Never had a proposal
in her life. I thought you had something
of this kind on your mind when you
were here before, That s, 1 fancied you
might have, Will you speak to her your-
self, or shall 12"

Before Maskelyne could reply Angela
herself appeared at the edge of her favor-
ite pine wood-—at the “identical spot, if
anybody had known it, at which O'Rourke
had been detected by Dobroski in the act
of embracing the protty widow. Maske-
lyne raised his hat and Angela came for-
ward to meet them.

“I will speak for myself,” sald the
lover in an undertone, “if you will allow
me.ll
“0Of course,” replied the major, “of
course.”

He hegan to beam with triumph and
complacency. Angels, blushing and pale
by turns, walked toward them at so slow
o puce that Maskelyne thought her relue-
tant, She shook lands with enforced
smile,

“You have finished your business in
England?" she asked. “Welcome to Hou-
foy."”

“Look here, Maskelyne,” said the ma-
Jor; “you'll excuse me for just & minute,
1 know.” With that he turned tail and
bolted triumphantly, and Maskelyne stood
holding the girl's hand in his own. She
made a little attempt to withdraw it, but
he insisted on retaining it, and she let it
rest.

“I had no business in England,” said
Maskelyne; “but I was afraid to come
back."”

“Afraid?”

“1 don't know how I found the cour-
age to come at all,” he answered. *But
I bad to come' Angela made another
little movement to withdraw her hand,
but he held it still. “Miss Butler, I love
you; and I am here to ask you If you
will be my wife."

Miss Butler bent her head and snid
nothing; but he was not to be beaten
now by anything short of gheer defeat.

“l never thought of marriage until I
saw you,” he pursued; "and if you say
no, I'll go away at once, and be no more
trouble to you. I'm a worthless good-
for-nothing sort of a fellow, and I've
never done anything but lpaf about and
spend other people’s earnings; but I think
1 should be a better man if you took me
in hand. If I didn't belleve so 1 should
be too much ashamed to dare to ask you.
Will you try me, Miss Butler? 1 should
have one merit. I don't believe anybody
was ever so dear to anybody else as you
are to me,'"

Still Miss Butler bent her head and
sald nothing. He took her hand jn both
his own.

“Angela,” he said, "do you scnd me
away agaln? Am I to go back?"

“No," sald Angela, In an almost inaudi-
ble whisper,

CHAPTER XX.

_The question of settlements took the
whole party to London, and in London
Angela called upon the Farleys, Lney
was delighted with the news of the ap-
pronching marriage. Bhe and Angela
were very confidential together, and suit-
ed each other perfectly, Lucy had taken
a peculinr and tender interest In the
young woman's love affairs, and had
brought her husband to a quarrel with
hia oldest friend concerning them, It was
hardly in nature that O'Rourke should
be left out of their talk,

“1 saw from the very first that Mr,
Maskelyne cared for you,” sald Lucy;

“and T thought you cared for him., Rut
1 was afruid at one time that you would
lose ench other, The course of true love
does not nlways run smoeoth, and Mp,
Muskelyno s very delieate nuod rather
self-dintrustful,

It was my own fault,” sidd Angela,
with o blush, Il we wore in danger of
misunderstanding euch other,"

“No, my dear,” returned Lucy, with
gentle declwion. "It wis the [ault of u
third person, oot Hitle Mew, Bpry ought
to be waved from that merconnry wreteh.'

[t was not ensy to wes what could be
done hut to leave the patrlot to hik base
telumph and the poor little widow to her
inevitable sufferings.  But it happened
that when Angela had gone away, Fra-
ser strolled In; and since Fraser had bes
gun to hate O'Rourke, nothing had pleas-
el him so much as to talk about his
enemy, e talked about him now, and
Lucy, who was full of the new proof of
O'Iourke's wickedness, relnted it, binding
Fraxer to solemn wecrecy.

“You see,” she sald, “that nothing can
be dons; but everything shows how badly
he has acted. Nobody can tell Mra,
Spry. You know perhaps what women
are, Mr, Fraser. They are very blind
nhout these things, and they do not thauvk
anybody who tries to open their ayes. It
would only make her very unhappy, and
she would still go on her own way."

“"Ply like enough,” said Fraser, bot
he smiled IneMably, and shook his head
with a wonderful blending of complacen-
ey and pity, “Where's the poor deluded
thing livin'?" he asked, smilingly.

Laey told him, and he wagged his head
up and down, this time with a smile that
had a suggestion of anticipatory trinmph
in it. Very shortly afterward he took
his leave, nond all the way home he smiled,
Home renched, he sat down at hls deak
und wrote this letter:

"My Dear Madame—If 1 leave this let-
ter unsigned it is not because 1 desire to
shelter mysel? behind the shield of dark-
negs which the writer of libel occasionally
finds useful, It is because I know enough
of human nature to be aware of the fact
that an unsigned communication s mls
wiys rend and remembered. 1f you will
show this to Mr, Hector O'Rourke—Iit
you feel that your happiness in any wny
depends upon It—why he resigned his
pretensions to the hand of Miss Butler, of
Houfoy, near Janenne, Ask him why he
quarreled with his friend Mr. Maskelyne,
and why be does not repay that gentle-
man the money he owes him, Ask him
who wrote this letter, and why the writer
in His Implacable Enemy."

“Postseriptum.—You may tell Mr,
O'Rourke that if he chooses to seek an
exposure in the law courts, I shall not
shrink from the ordeal, or deny my hand-
writing, which he knows as well as [
know him, You may ask him what that
means, also.” .

“I'll teach the sneaking villain to play
falge with me,"” id Fraser, “There's
nothing sneaking in that, anyway," he
added, surveying his own work admiring-
ly.

And with this conclogion he walked
out and with his own hands posted the
letter,

. - . . . . ]

Mrs. Spry had token, for what re-
mained of the senson, n small furnished
house in Park Lane. Froaser had written
and posted his lettor on & Wednesday nf-
ternoon, and on the evening of that same
Wednesday Mrs., Spry had been dressed
with unusual care and splendor, She had
dined alone rather early, and after din-
ner had surrendered herself to the hands
of her maid with full intent to look her
best, for she was certain to meet Hector
in the course of the evening, and was
quite resolved to eclipse any possible
rival,

While ghe wae at the very flush of
these fancies her maid brought her Fra-
sor's letter. If the writer of the letter
had known what he was dong he would
certainly have spared her, for though he
was thick-gkinned, and upon oceasion
thick-hended enough, he was by no menns
a brute, and only a brute could willfully
and knowingly have tortured anything,
as Frager now tortured his enemy's
fiancee, He had shot his arrow at his
foe without #o much as thinking that it
must pass through this feeble and tender
bosom before it could reach him.

Mrs, Spry read the letter with a help-
less terror and dismay. Her little white
teeth clicked with hysteric passion, and
her little white hands clinched and shook
before her so dreadfully that the maid
way seared, and retreated before her. She
cnst herself anew upon the couch with
all her costly finery erumpled and disar-
ranged, and cried herself into a mood
of stony disregard for everything. It took
nearly an hour to do this, and by the
time it wns done the hig eyes were all
puffed and swollen, and her cheeks were
scnlded with tears,

“YWhen," gasped the little woman final-
ly—"when did this come?"

“This afternoon, madam,” responded
the maid.

“Order the carriage!" cried Mrs., Spry,
hastily gathering her opera cloak, fan
and glasses in a reckless handful. She
snatched the letter from the table and
faced the maid, panting,

“The carrlage Is waiting,” the maid
replied; “but really, ma'am—"

(To be continued.)

The Village Gonasipn,

8ilas Hardacre—Yes, every Tueaday
and Thursday night Is “ripping-up
night” with the Ladies' Sewing Social
In this town.

Clty Drummer—Indeed !
do they rip up?

Silas Hardapple—Carpet rags, pedl-
grees and the absent members.

And what

In After Years,

Anxlous Mother—Llttle Bobble criea
for the moon every night. I don't know
what to do about It

0ld Doctor—Oh, he'll outgrow that
In tlme, When he grows up he will
forget the moon and want the earth




