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“Do yon care for herf"
Clialmern ’fonnd the governor in his 

comfortable office in the capital, ami 
introduced himself, presenting the let
ters which explained his business. The 
governor looked them over carefully and 
patiently.

“I am sorry yon have come to me, Mr. 
Chalmers,” he said finally. “I can d< 
nothing for you. I am familiar with tin 
case,” he added, as Chalmers was alxrat 
to interpose, “and my personal sympa
thies are always with a young man in 
his first offense.”

After a moment he continued: “It it 
beyond my province to advise yon; but 
I hate to see a man, in whom there is 
doubtless much good, condemned tc 
such soul destroying place and fellow
ship. I would be glad to help you, if 1 
could—to give him another chance be
fore it is too late. Has every legal re
source been exhausted?”

"Yes. I thought of that first. Noth
ing seems to Jiave lieen neglected or left 
nndone by my brother's attorneys.”

“Then I fear you can do nothing hut 
submit. The term of sentence was ten 
years; good conduct, you know, will 
shorten it to about eight. That is 
so long when one looks back,” said 
governor musingly.

“It is eternity when one looks 
ward to passing it in bell.” The steadi
ness of Chalmers’ planner was in marked 
contrast to the vehemence of his words.

“You seem to have a ¡>oor opinion of 
our system,” said the governor, looking 
at him with new interest.

“I know nothing of it,” answered 
Chalmers shortly.

"I admit there is room for improve- 
ment,” said the governor confidentially. 
"I am making a study of the matter. 
I mean to accomplish some reforms 
there during my term, 
going to see your brother. Keep your 
eyes open, and after that come and see 
me again and let me have your sugges
tions.”

The syuqiathy of the man and the in
dividual had given way at once liefore 
the ambition of the politician, anxious 
to mark his administration with a “re
form” that wonld attract the public 
clamor.

Chalmers saw that nothing could be 
gained here. He went next to the 
prison. The brothers met in the office 
of the warden. The elder studied to 
make the interview free from restraint 
and as though they were meeting on 
common gronnit But lie conld not 
shut his eyes to those horrid stripes that 
wound round and round his brother’s 
form—the budge of crime and servitude. 
This was almost the worst of it—that 
not for a moment could they blot out 
this ocular evidence of the impassable 
gulf between them.

“I am sorry, George,” said Chalmers, 
after a firm clasp of the hand, “that I 
could not have been with you sooner. 1 
learned of it only three days ago at New 
Orleans."

"Have you been to Cleveland?
“Yes. I went there first to see what 

could be done.”
“Then yon know the whole story?” 
For an answer the elder brother 

nodded without looking up.
“Does Lina know?”
This time tlie other shook his head, 

but he looked straight at the younger 
inan and replied by another question:

"Do you care for her?”
“Why, of course, old man: but that's 

ill up now, and there’s no reason why 
yon shouldn’t go in and win. if yon still 
want to.”

Chalmers studied his brother in enri- 
»ns surprise. There was a certain rough
ness aud carelessness in his tone and 
manner that lie had never observed in 
him before—that he had certainly not 
expected to find now. And he noticed a 
weakness aliont the month and tlie low
er lines of the face that was wholly new 
to him. This was not u sudden or vivid 
expression, but came in as a sort of un
dercurrent to bis thought. At first it 
did not occur to him tkit he had never 
seen his brother's face liefore—since he 
had reached inaiiliuod—free from the 
heavy beard that hu hail ¡d ways worn. 
Bnt the prison flisc^line was a leveler 
in this, as* ’ 
dered if his face would look as weak if 
he should becomes convict and have his 
beard shaved off and his hair cropped. 
He ignored liis brother’s last words.
’“I have been trying to do something 

for you,” he said, "but am afraid I have 
failed so far. I have just come from the 
governor’«."

“Oh, yon can't do anything there. 1 
conld have told you that. He and old 
Rodney are hand in glove. Did yon see 
Rodney?”

“Yes.”
“He’s a wily old fox; he'll block you 

at every step.”
“I fonnd he would not help us. Can 

you suggest anything? I came home to 
get yon out of this if-it can lie done.”

“I know but one way. Money does 
anything here, or at least will let yon do 
it for yonrxelf. Two fellows went ont 
over the wall lastnight.”

His brother’s ready acceptance of 
bribery as affording him a possible 
means of escape did not surprise Chal
mers more than the case with which lie 
seemed to have dropped into prison ways 
and expressions. Was this a proof that 
the governor was right wlien he said the 
place was soul destroying? Wonld he 
have lowered his standard so readily 
under the same conditions? He looked 
at his brother again more closely. There 
was certainly a lack of character in the 
expression of the mouth and chin. Yet 
it had always been said that the two 
were strangely alike. As boys, notwith
standing the difference in their ages, 
they had often been mistaken for one 
another.

“I don't believe that is Hie best way,” 
he said finally, as though he had lieen 
reflecting on his brother’s suggestion.

“It's the only way, I tell yon,” an 
swered the other impatiently. “I have 
been here long enough to see that. But 
if you mind the money".—•*

“I don't mind the money; I thiuk you 
know that, I am ready to spend my 
last dollar to help you ont of this, and 
then wc can begin life again together. 
Perhaps if we had kept closer together 
this would not have happened.”

“I don’t know; I guess I wasn’t cut

not 
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in all things else. . He won-

ont to walk quito as straight as you." ! cured .i pardon,” returned the younger 
returned the other carelessly.

“Well, we won't talk of the past. Let 
ns sec what we can do for the future.”

“If yon are going to do anything, 1 
hope it will be soon. I can’t stay here 
forever. I am tired enough of the place 
now.”

“I must liave time to think. There 
must be some way. Perhaps I shall try 
the board of pardons. At any rate I 
shall not desert yon: 
again soon.”

“You will find there 
Money is the only key that will unlock 
this place.”

They were standing up now, and Chai- , 
mers noticed that they were just the 
same height and seemed to have about 
the same spread of chest and shoulder«. 
Again he wondered if they would still 
look alike in that dress, and Ixitli closely 
shaven.

And this thought took root and<rew. 
He had had his chance at life, and had 
made precious little of it. Why not give 
the chance now, sneh as remained of it, 
to George, and let him try it over? There 
was no reason why this conld not be 
done; it would bo simple enough to ar
range the details, and thongh he had 
tried to encourage Gcorgo with the hope 
that he could yet secure his release, l;e 
conld see no other Xvay in which it could 
be accomplished.

With Chalmers to think was to plan, 
and to plan was to act. He mad<j a hasty, 
journey to New York and put his affairs 
thero into necessary shape. Then to 
Cleveland, and made certain that liis 
compact with Laura Leonard bad been 
carried ont. Then he went to see Lina 
Tennant again.

“I camdo nothing," he said, in answer 
to her look of inquiry. "I shall go away 
and wait until his term is ont. Then 
perhaps I can help him."

“I had not expected much,” she an
swered. “1 felt how difficult it would 
be. Bnt I am glad you have tried, and 
I am sorry that you arc going away. I 
hail hoped yon would remain here, 
where I should see yon sometimes. It 
Will lie a long while to wait.”

For a moment his determination wa
vered. If lie remained beside her, what 
opportunities might not time bring? 
This thought had recurred to him again 
and again. It* wonld not stay down, 
and the fear that he might yield to it 
in the end made him only tho more de
termined in his plan. He would make 
it impossible to be near her. impossible 
that he should do anything—however 
lunch he might be tempted through 

’these long years—to lessen George’s 
“chance” in any way. In these years 
love might die and love be born again. 
Without, effort or tho exercise of voli
tion on his part; by only remaining near 
her; by doing the offices that a friend 
might; by steadfast but unobtrusive de- 
votiou. might not a change be wrought? 

I And if it were thus wrought would he 
I not have been unfaithful to his brother’s 

canse? Would ho not bo a supplanter?
With other men tho temptation might 

have lieen strong, lrat to him it was not 
so. For if under such circumstances 
her love came to him it wsrald not be 

| satisfying, not having been fairly won 
I iu a fair field. He would take no ad 
j vantage of her nor of him—J.hat other 
| who had won her love from him before. 
And so he answered her gently, as 
thongh speaking to child:

“It will not lie so long. You are both 
young yet. Yon will still be young when 
he comes back.”

“Yes; you are not very old yet yonr- 
lelf.” She smiled at him sadly as she 
went on: “You are not «o old as we 
shall lie then, and yon look so much like 
George tonight—as lie did when lie was 
a boy. Why!" she cried, with a little 
start of surprise, “I did not notice be
fore; yon have had vour beard and mus
tache taken off. You do look so much 
like George.”

After thii they naturally fell into 
quiet, friendly talk of old times—when 
they had been just three friends together 
—and keeping away from sad or danger
ous topics, they talked on until Chalmers 
felt more at home with her than he had 
with any woman for years. Less like 
a wanderer lie felt—and more as if life 
might yet have some purpose in it—than 
he had since that long ago time ivl)en 
Lina Tennant had said that she cared 
more for his brother than for him. Yet 
now, jnst as there was beginning to be 
value in life—in this life—again,*he was 
deliberately making ready to go away 
and leave it all.

Twenty-four hours later Chalmers was 
back at the prison again. It was “after 
hours.’’and George Chain.ers, with the 
thousand and a half of other wretched 
inmates who wero housed within its 
gloomy walls, was locked securely in his 
own narrow cell.

It was against 'all rules, but by the 
use of a liberal fee Chalmers overcame 
the scruples of the guards and was ad
mitted not only to the prison, but taken 
straight to where his brother was. What 
a place the prison was at night. Tier 
iqmn tier of cells; corridor after corri
dor; and all built up of solid, foiim ding 
masonry that seemed meant to outlast 
the destroying hand of time itself. Tlie 
lights burned dimly in tho tomblike 
balls; the silence was heavy, ominous, 
except when broken by the labored 
breathing of men sleeping on comfort
less cots liehind the grated bars, and 
now and then to this was added th? 
moans of one. the curses of another and 
the regular footfall of the guards as 
they paced their rounds.

Chalmers followed his conductor 
through this dreary place, and paused 
only when they had reached the upper
most tier, almost the farthest cell. 
Then the guard stopped, unlocked and 
threw open a heavy, grated door, and 
motioned him to enter.

If the corridors luul seemed tonibliko 
this seemed the veritable tomb itself, dug 
in the solid rock. But it was only the 
home, safe, snug and secure, that the 
state had provided for one of her erring 
«on». Chalmers entered, and as he did 
so slijqied another bill into the guard’s 
hand and motioned him away. The man 
nodded, closed the grating behind him, 
turned the key and went back along the 
corriilor.

I will be here

is but one way.

CHAPTER VI.

FOR THE COMPLEXIONand was soon recognized as a valuably | 
man in promoting matters of value, in ’ 
the internal development of the newly 
awakening republic. Into these matters I 
he threw himself with all his ardor, try
ing to ¡mt tho past behind him. But it 
woftld not wholly down. He often : 
thought of Lina Tennant and would 
have written to her had it not lieen for 
Ogden’s injunction. He had wholly given 
her up now; in fact had done so in his 
own mind from the day of his arrest, for j 
he knew that sooner or later she must 
know the whole story, and he under
stood the depth and force of her nature 
well enougU to know that it would be 
all over between them when that time 
raipe. She might forgive much, but she 
would not forgive him Leonie. It might 
be best if he should write now and tell 
her all—about Ogden as well as about 
himself. He honestly hoped that she 
might come to care for Ogden, now that 
he was out of the way.

If she knew what Ogden had done— 
and what he himself had permitted—per
haps it would help, and it would be 
some recompense. So, taking his prom
ise to Ogden as an excuse, he put it off 
from day to day and it became harder 
and harder to do. She had loved him 
once, and now to belittle himself before 
her thus, and show how unworthy he 
had been of her love and trust, was 
more than he could bring himself to do.

And Leonie! Ogden had no right to 
impose restrictions upon liiui there, or 
at least no right beyond what might be 
implied by the use of his money. But 
in a little while George hail money 
enough of his own, and this he might 
use or hazard as lie chose. If there was 
to be nothing between him and Lina 
Tennant, it would not matter about 
Leonie.

It was not difficult to get trace of her, 
and she came to him at once, and gladly. 
They were both social outlaws, and they 
found that the less conventional south
ern life suited them capitally. She told 
him of his brother’s munifict nee toward 
her.

“I pretended to be terribly grieved 
at my banishment,” she said. “But I 
was not going to stand in the way of his 
helping you. I knew you would find 
me quick enough when you had the 
chance,” she added confidently. “And 
this money that he has had paid me, see! 
I have used only a little. He said I had 
ruined you; so I thought if yon came 
out a beggar this might help you a 
little.”

With this she tossed toward him a 
shower of bills.

“All honest money,” she cried,“earned 
by being go*d and staying away from 
you. Just think how rich-1 could be in 
ten years.”

tilie laughed as sho said this, but in a 
moment had changed again, and said 
petulantly, as a spoiled child:

“But I have no chance to prove my 
devotion. I see you are rolling in wealth. 
I came to play at love in a cottage and 
yon put me in a mansion.*

She smiled quietly as she rattled on, 
and after a little his silence attracted 
her notice. She looked at him curi
ously.

“Why don’t you talk?” she asked. 
“Yon are as solemn as an owl—as solemn 
as that brother of yours that sent me 
away.”

“Don’t laugh at him, Leonie. Do you 
know what he did for me?”

“Bribed somebody to let you escape, 1 
suppose. How else would you be here?”

"No; he is serving my sentence for 
me.”

“What?”
“Yes: lie helped me to escape, and 

then staid in my cell in my place.”
“1 did not think he cared that much 

for yon. or for any one.’’
“I did not think any person would 

care that much.”
“Yes.” said Leonie. nodding her head 

with an air of conviction, “that is doing 
something. It is not much to be willing 
to live in a cottage; I was willing to do 
that. It'is not much to Offer 'to give up 
money. Mass Tennant did that”-----

“What is that? I don’t understand; I 
don’t know what you mean.” interrupt
ed her companion.

“You don’t? Then I am sorry I spoke,” 
said Leonio dryly. *“I am not fond of 
sounding the praises of that model 
young woman. I warrant she would 
never do as mncli for me. But if you 
want to know, she went to old Rodney 
and offered to give up everything she 
had to the bank if it would let you off.” 

“How do you know this? Wlio told 
you?”

“Rodney told me himself.”
And then she stopped short, as if she 

had said more than she had intended.
“But how the mischief did that hap

pen? How did lie come to tell you? 
Where did you sae him?”

The questions were thrown out in 
rapid succession.

Leonie looked at him defiantly, with 
heightened color.

“I will tell you all now,” she said. “I 
had not meant to—but I am not going to 
praise her above myself. I saw him at 
his house. I, too, offered to give up all

■ I had. if it wonld help you.”
“What did the old curmudgeon say?” 
“He said lie thought all the women in 

town were crazy after you, and then he 
said I was not the first one that had 
made this offer. Of course I knew the 
other was Miss Tennant.”

George came over to where she sat 
and bent down very soberly and kissed 
her 011 the forehead.

“I am glad that you did it, Leonie. 1 
would have hated to know that she had 

’offered to do more for me than you.”
The woman blushed prettily, not so 

much at his words as at his caress, the 
gentlest and most chaste perhaps that 
she had ever received from any man.

“This wonld have paid me;” she said, 
“even if he had taken my offer.”

Then they were silent for a little time, 
both' busy with their own thoughts, but 
Leonie wus of too lively and mercurial 
a temperament ever to remain long un
der tho influence of one emotion.

“Have you heard from your brother 
since?” she asked.

“No; lie said it wonld lai best not to 
communicate, and 1 have not told yon 
all. He has given me all Iris money and 
his name. I am Ogden Chalmers here.” 

“You look almost like him now, you 
are so sober,” she said, “and I am 
afraid you will care more for him than 
for me, he lias done so much.”

“No, you need not be afraid of that, 
and it is different.”

“If you do 1 shall bate him,” she said 
warning]}-. “But as it is now, I like 

I him ever so much. I wish I could do 
j something for him.”

“I do not see what we can do now 
but wait. But I shall make lots of 
money for him and have it ready when 
he comes. Yet he has never eared much 
for that.” '

man. with sudden interest.
“No, but I can help you now; move 

quick and ask no questions. Put on my I 
clothes.”

“But what will you do? What if the 
guard eomes back?”

“Never mind me. The guard will not 
dare make trouble. He has already 
broken his orders in bringing me here. 
Dress aud we can talk afterward.”

As he spoke lie was already divesting 
himself of his clothing and helping to 
placo them upon his brother. When 
this was done he drew on a portion of 
the convict's dress and sat down upon 
the side of the cot.

“Now look at mo,” he said. “No one 
conld say that I am not you; and you re
semble exactly the man who just camo 
in here. You are a free man. Go out 
With the guard when lie comes.”

“But what will become of you?”
“Have no trouble about that. They 

cannot harm me. But yon must take my 
name.” He spoke low and hurriedly, 
but every word was distinct and forcible, 
as if he had studied how to say tho 
most in the briefest possible time. 
“Take my keys, go to my room at the 
hotel aud open my trunks. Examine all 
my papers, they will tell you how to put 
yourself in possession of luy fortune, 
You will find full instructions. Go to 
the City of Mexico. You will find good 
opportunities there; engage in business; 
do the best you can and remain until I 
i-ome, and remember you are always 
Ogden Chalmers.”

George grasped his brother'll hand. 
“This is too much; 1 cannot (lo this, 
Ogden. I have not deserved it. What 
if yon have to remain here ill my place?” 

“It will not matter much. It will not 
be so very long, and rnaybo I should ap
preciate life better then.”

The guard was coming back; his steps 
were very near now. Chalmers put his 
arm across liis brother's shoulder and 
whispered very earnestly :

"Do not try to communicate with me; 
make a new start, George. Be a good 
man. And do not go or write to 
Lina Tennant until you can do so in 
your own name, when your sentence 
has expired. Then go to her; be honest 
with her: tell her the whole truth. Sho 
deserves it and she will forgive yon." 

There was no time for anytbingjnore. 
The grated door opened and closed 
again, and two men paced steadily 
down the dim corridor, and one of them 
was George Chaljners. the criminal, he 
upon whom tlie state had a lien for ten 
of tho best years of his manhood. And 
he wa3 going forth again to freedom.

And behind, in that dreary tomb up 
there, was Ogden Chalmers—man of 
fortune and of leisure. Ho hail never 
wronged any-man nor the state. Yet 
ho sat there throughout the slow hours 
of tho night looking hopelessly down a 
long vista of years wherein he could see 
himself reduced to an automaton, shorn 
of his identity, labeled merely “convict 
number thirteen hnnilred and seventy- 
six,” mocked at and despised among 
men. And yet there was no bitterness 
in liis heart.

It is one of the compensations of this 
life that we are enabled to adapt our
selves to whatever environment we may 
be placed amidst. Some succeed in this 
better than others, not because they 
possess less virility of character, less 
positiveness in pursuing a set course, 
but because they are able to perceive in 
due season the utter futility of an une
qual combat with fate or with circum
stance. Tho weak character, forced 
from its accustomed or congenial en
vironment and into a lower plane of ex
istence, becomes a maudlin railer against 
the world; while the stronger one. with 
like occasion, sets himself with grim 
determination to so fit himself to this 
new sphere as to receive the fewest 
knocks possible. On tho other hand the 
weak character, thrown amid a broader 
environment, would fail to seize its 
portunities, while the strong character 
would rise to thd occasion and be’come 
the leader of a great movement or the 
hero of a forlorn hope.
. In this respect the two brothers were 
opposites, rhe elder representing tlie lat
ter and more fortunate class. From this 
it must not be inferred, however, that 
prison life and discipline sat lightly upon 
him. Yet it was not in regard to its 
physical aspects that he was compiled 
to summon all his fortitude in order to 
endure without complaint. It was only 
when he found himself reduced to a 
mere machine with a niunber, robbed of 
his own volition in even tlie commonest 
acts of life, his days and hours and min
utes ordered at the will of another, that 
the spirit of revolt surged tip in his 
breast. But Chalmers «recognized the 
folly of such thoughts and curbed them 
with a masterful will. In tlie whole 
prison there was no man who seemed to 
fall more easily into his place. Even the 
“lockstep” seemed natural enough to 
him. Have you ever seen the lockstep? 
Have you'ever seen a chain each link of 
which was a human being? Have you 
ever seen some fifteen liflndred men. 
bound together witlr invisible cords, 
march as one man?

You say that you have seen yonr crack 
regiment on dress i arade! They drill 
like the awkward squad or a baud of 
country militia compared with this 
striped coil that winds through the 
prison yard.

I£ach link in this coil has allotted to it 
somo fifteen inches of space. This link 
has two hands, and, they are placed 
squarely on tlie shoulders of the link in 
front. The link has two feet, and they 
rise, swing forward and fall precisely 
in lipe and time with those of the link 
in front, and they fall precisely in the 
place from which those of the link in 
front have been lifted. Two eyes lias 
this link, but they must glance neither 
to right nor to left; in the hollow of the. 
neck of the link in front must their gaze 
rest, and only there. A lifted hand, a 
halting foot, a restless eye and the link 
is marked.

Ah! excellent device is the lockstep. 
Tlie link forgets that it was once a man.’ 
that it lias a soul, that it has (or did 
have) volition. It forgets that it may 
riot, burn, IriTl; that it may Lew down 
men and walls that stand between it 
and freedom. An excellent device.

But for George Chalmers there was 
none of this. At liis brother's word he 
had gone out from the prison a free 
man. Armed with liis brother’s letters 
furnished with his brother's money, 
dressed iu liis brother’s clothes, equipped 
even with his brother's name, a plain j 
and easy path of life was opened out be- j 
fore him. He went ont with good re- j 

; solves, made the more serious and ! 
thoughtful as the full measure of his i 
brother's sacrifice forced itself upon : 

1 him—more serious perhaps than he had 
ever jjeen before in all bis life.

The consciousness.of this sacrifice, the 
1 immensity of it, grew upon him: at first 
I it bad been so sudden that he did not 
! realize it all. He had thought that 
maybe Ogden had some plan by which 

i he would lie released when it was found 
| that the real criminal was gone. When 
he did realize, as he finally came to do 
in a little wliiie.’hc could almost have 
gone back; bnt to that point lie could 
not quite bring himself. But he deter
mined to do liis best to follow Ogden’s 

' advice, and so to merit, as well as be 
could, all that had been done for him.

In Mexico lie found little trouble in es
tablishing himself. There were many 
schemes afloat—mining, railroads, colo
nization—and his knowledge of banking 
and finance stood him y.i good stead. 
He took hold of safe schemes, put money 
into them, floated the bonds and stock,
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"Remain until I come, and remember 
you arc always Ogden Chalmers."

George Chalmers sat upon his cot half 
dressed.

“You have come back,” he said mood
ily.

“Yes, as I promised,” answered the 
other; “and I can help you now.”

“You don't mean that vou have se-

GREATEST damage 
'done to the complexions 

of today is by the constant 
change of treatment and 
outward application. The 

mixing of many harmless ingredients on 
the delicate texture of the skin is as bad 
as the steady application of one that is 
injurious. Women, through ignorance, 
abuse the skin as they would not any 
fabric in their wardrobe, yet it is more 
delicate than any. Inasmuch as women 
will tamper with their complexions and 
uso outward applications, I give a few 
that cannot possibly harm and may help.

Pure powder, properly applied, never 
of itself hurt any skin. Aside from the 
temporary effect it refines the texture 
and preserves it by catching dust and 
soil and the sun’s rays. It is cheap 
powder carelessly used that hurts. It 
must be kept perfectly clean, tlie 
chamois frequently washed, but above 
all powder must never be washed off by 
soap and water. This makes a soiled 
plaster which lodges in the pores, makes 
it dark and yellow, and is one of the 
most fruitful sources of “blackheads.” 
A safe cream or oil should be laid or. 
and allowcii to remain during the prepa
ration for retiring, and well wiped off 
before the bath of warm water and soap. 
After the bath apply retiring cream and 
let it remain on all night—well nibbed in.

A thoroughly good and • safe mask 
preparation is this: Beat the white of an 
egg stiff, add fifteen drops of almond 
oil, a trifle more of rosewater, about as 
much ¡xiwdered alum as a doctor gives 
in a quinine powder; stir well together 
into a Sweet smelling cream. Spread 
upon a cloth in which eyes, nose and 
mouth have been cut and tie on at night 
by means of three strings in each side. 
Apply about every other night for a 
week, and in nine out of ten faces a re 
markable improvement will have taken 
place. The laughter that will ensue 
if three or four girls form a “mask 
party" will not lie lost on tho good look«

Raw veal or l:eef applied in this way 
is a method used with great success by 
many for freshening up a skin jaded by 
overwork. It is one of Mrs. Langtry's 
favorite beautifiers.

One of the most efficient and simple 
skin bleach»; ill tlie world is: To fifteen 
cents’ worth of glycerin add an equai 
quantity of rosewater. Mix one ounce 
of borax and four of alcohol and add 
one ten«poonful of the mixture to the 
above. Some are afraid of glycerin, 
bnt there is not enough of it to harm 
any, and its effects are made valuable by 
the other ingredients.

In bygone times ladies wore mask« 
during outdoor exercises, especially dur
ing the hunt. I wish tlie practice might 
be restored for our summer rambles. 
A false nose certainly might be intro
duced, which under a veil would not be 
perceptible, and would do away with 
that foe to all summer comfort for some 
—the red nose. After a long ride last 
summer two girls used a bleach which 
had lieen’recommended by one who had 
used it successfully. From one it re 
moved the sun's kisses in a night: on 
the other it brought out a regular bridge 
of pimples across the nose and both 
cheeks to tlie ears! Zinc ointment cured 
them quickly. Camphor and camphor
ated vaseline must be avoided, being 
hair producers, but there is nothing like 
the latter to kill a pimple; sweet almond 
oil is also.good. A little tannin and 
opium mixed with the retiring cream is 
a harmless, quick, sure cure for red 
nose. Specialists now have a way of 
reducing redness by compressing the 
blood vessels.

Buttermilk is splendid to bleach and 
.make smooth t he skin. One tablespooi:- 
ful of tincture benzoin added to equal 
parts (about, ton cents' worth) glycerin 
and rosewater makes a good steady 
wash. A few drops of tincture of ben
zoin in bath water-is beneficial to th- 
skin, but too much makes it yellow. 
One ounce lemon juice, one-quarter 
dram powdered liorax, one-half dram 
sugar tightly corked up for a few days 
will remove freckles temporarily. R 
cegno water, a colorless mineral water 
whicli comes, I believe, from south 
Tyrol, in Switzerland, and which is 
highly impregnated with iron and ar
senic, will cause freckles to disappear 
without breaking or harming the skin. 
Borax, camphor and cologne is a splen
did application for greasy noses. Hazel
nut powder is a good “wash off” at 
night. It is mixed with a little warm 
water in the hand and rubbed into the 
face liefore the hot water bath. Retir
ing cream to be applied after.

In the line of internal cosmetics clover 
tea is first, last and always. There is 
nothing to compare with it. It works 
like magic in all cases and can hurt 
none. It tones up tlie health as well 
as beautifies the skin, and it has been 
known to cure incipient cancer. It comes 
in little pressed packages, is steeped just 
like, tea and should be drank freely.

Taraxachm and charcoal are pnrifying. 
but severe. Carrots are the best vege
table for the texture of the skin. Beets 
make blood, and, singularly enough, 
they are the chief ingredient in the 
making of the best modern rouge of the 
day. Sweet oil on eyebrows makes 
them grow. In most cases they may be 
made to grow luxuriantly by fussing 
with them, massaging with cream, 
brushing; combing, etc. Washing in 

, tea darkens them. Eyebrows are abso
lutely necessary to bring out the other 
features of tlie face.

Fannie Edgar Thomas.

ELIZABETH G. JORDAN, 
partment and doing general editorial 
work. During this time she was also a 
special writer for the St. Paul Globe, 
Chicago Tribune and a number of large 
southern dailies.

In 1888 Miss Jordan went to Chicago 
aud did special writing for The Tribune 
of that city. She went to. New York 
early in 1890, at the invitation of Colonel 
Cockerill, then editor in chief of the 
New York World. She lias lieen con
nected with The World ever since. 
During the first year she did all around 
reporting. Her special out of town as
signments included a trip through the 
Virginia and Tennessee mountains, 
which she made on horseback, accom
panied only by a negro guide, sleeping 
in tlje cabins of the mountaineers by 
night, and identifying herself with tlieii 
home life as closely as possible.

The work on which she made hei 
reputation was thu publication of The 
World’s “True Stories of the News,” 
one of which appeared in The World 
every morning. They were chronicles 
of the happenings in a great city, and 
ranged from the humorous to the deeply 
tragic. The preparation of these arti
cles took Miss Jordan into the hospitals, 
police stations and police courts, the 
morgue aud the great east side tene
ments of New York. She soon became 
known to the majority of the city of
ficials, who were very helpful to her in 
gathering her material. One night she 
went to the charitable hospital on Black
well’s island to write up the death of a 
consumptive. She sat by the side of the 
dying woman from 6 o’clock in the 
evening until twenty minutes past 2 
the next morning, when .the patient ex 
pired. Another time she went to the 
morgue at midnight to find tile body of 
a baby whose ¡larents could not afford 
to give it burial, and which had died in 
their arms On the street as they were 
taking it to the hospital. Her story of 
this baby brought in enough money to 
bury the child in Greenwood and to 
make the parents comfortable for some 
time to come. Mi;l R. Colqvitt.

A few drops of camphor in the water 
used to bathe the face will prevent the 

I shiny appearance which so many skins 
have, especially in warm weather.

A BRIGHT WOMAN.

She Edit:; the Woman’s Page of the New 
York World.

The n»e of ‘ Cretori» ’ is so univers*! and 
its merits so well known that it seems a work 
of supererogation to endorse iU Few are the 
intelligent families who do not keep Castona 
within easy reach.”

Carlos Marttk. D. D.,
New York City. 

I .ate Pastor Bloomingdale Reformed Church.

For several rears I have recommended 
your ‘ CastA>ria. ’ and shall always continue to 
do so aa it hag invariably produced benefieia' 
results.”

Eowix F. PiRDn, M. D., 
“The Winthrop,lath Street and 7th Ava.,

New York City.

Th» Csxtaub Courzirr, W Mksut Stuckt, Nbw Yoax.
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HAY-FEVEROC0LD"HEAD
Ely's Cream Halm it not a liquid, muff or powder. Applied into the nostrils it it 

quickly absorbed. It eleanset tho àeaà, allay inflammation, heals

reason is

One reason 
wegian Cod Lit 
and Soda has had 
“Almost as naiatabk 
that its curative proper: 
the cough, supplies th< 
flesh and builds up the cutin- f stem.

Scott’s Emulsion euros Coughs. 
Colds, Consumption, Scrofula, 
and all Anaemic and Wasting 
Diseases. Prevents wasting in 
Children. Aim»»! *» palatable as 
milk. Cel only the genuine. Pre* 
pared by Scott A Bowne, Chemists, New 
York. Sold by all Druggists.

Emulsion of Pure Nor- 
phosphites of Lime 

It- is because it is 
the best 

ncqualled. It cures 
of tissues, produces

Scott’s
Emulsion

\\ < meh are more vitally interested in 
good city government than men. Good 
city government means clean, well 
lighted streets, safe by day and night, 
first class public schools, lieautiful parks 
and shade trees, abundance of ¡rare wa
ter and absence of dens of vice wherein 
sons and brothers are corrupted and 
ruined. Think of these t hings and then 
consider whether woman has no call to 
meddle in “politics.”

<

It is worth knowing that many of tho 
directions for adorning the household at 
light expense were written by peoplo 
with more imagination than common 
sense.

I

Away tip in tho tower of the Pulitzer 
building, fifteen stories from the street, 
in a cozy room that overlooks the lower 
part of the city and the glorious bay, 
thero sits a young, handsome and brainy 
woman. She is Miss E. G. Jordan, edi- 
itor of the woman’s ami children’s pages 
of tl.e New York Sunday World and as
sistant editor of The Sunday World.

She is always dressed in elegant and 
fashionable gowns—severely simple and 
stylish. She is tall, beautifully propor
tioned. and makes a charming picture 
as one opens the door of her little sanc
tum. Her hair is dark and worn in 
plain classic coil. Her eyes are clear, 
deep and of an intellectual gtay. Al
though her brain and hands are full of 
work, she never seems hurried or ill at 
case. Miss Jordan is always courteous 
and cordial to visitors, and cannot fail 
to make a charming impression upon all 
who meet her.

Elizabeth G. Jordan was born in Mil
waukee May 9. lsbj. She went into

A New Book Rack.
Here is a rack roughly made for hold

ing reference books by a literary mar. 
who was camping out and had no book 
shelves with him. He is so pleased with 
its convenience that he intends to have 
one made nicely of oak for his town resi
dence.

For a foundation he used a cham
pagne box without the cover Side 
pieces of wood the width of the Ixix and 
high enough to enable a ¡tersoti sitting 
to see the books open on the top shelf 
were nailed firmly to each end. These 
were first cut but at the top in V shape, 
leaving a right angled opening. Over

this was laid a long board projecting at 
each end, to whose lower edge a strong 
cleat of wood was fastened, as on a read
ing desk. A piece of board was also 
fastened, slanting in the box lielow, to 
support the big volumes set on edge 
therein. On the shelf above a diction
ary is kept always open, and another 
row of big volumes is held in ¡tosition 
by the cleat and tin library supports 
slipped under the end book.

\ ULCERS, 
xSX CANCERS, 

^vS^SCROPULA, 
\V* SALT RHEUM, 
\ RHEUMATISM, 

BLOOD POISON
these and every kindred disease arising 

from impure blood successfully treated by 
that never-failing and best of all tonics and 
medicines.

Sms Sam SSS
Books cn Blood and Skin \ 

Diseases f ice.
Printed testimonials sent on 

application. Address 

f« Swift Specific Co., \y*
ATLANTA. CA. 1

A San Francisco Paper
Would Form an Interesting Addition 
to Your Winter Reading.

THERE ARE MANY REASONS WHY
THE

Weekly ExaminerIS THE BEST PAPER IN THE WEST.
Q Ann SPECIAL premiums 
J,UUU GIVEN AWAY

VALUE, $135,000

It is brimful of news from all parts of the world, and its Literary Department is supplied by the 
foremost writers of the day. In addition to its great news and literary features,

IT GIVES TO EVERY SUBSCRIBER HIS CHOICE FROM TWO 
MAGNIFICENT WORKS OF ART,

The Examiner’s Art Album,
Consisting of eight beautiful reproduction« from masterpieces of the world'« great* 
e«t artists, the whole collection bound in a handsome bamboo leatherette cate; 

Or a beautiful reproduction, in all of its original colors, of the famous historical 
painting, 22x28 inches,

Columbus at the Court of Ferdinand and Isabella.
And besides all this, THE EXAMINER will this year distribute among Its subscribers 9,000 Pre
miums, aggregating in value the stupendous sum of $130,000. This is the fourth annual distribu
tion, and the list of premiums is large*- and more valuable than ever before offered. Remember that 
these premiums entail no additional expense to the subscriber whatever. They are absolutely free.

The cost of the WEEKLY EXAMINER, together with these magnificent premium offers, to

. $1.50 ONLY $1.50 PER YEAR $1.50
Its regular subscription price. Get the full particulars of this grand offer from the EXAMINER B 
Sixteeu-Page Premium List, which we can supply to you, or you can procure oue from your Post
master or Newsdealer. Then, having considered the matter, call on us aud place a combination sub
scription for THE WEEKLY EXAMINER and your home paper, and so save something of the co*

NOW ON THE MARKET
AND FOR SALE

That Desirable-and Most Beautifully Located Property Known ar

Pleasant Home Addition

8
A Perfect Success

The Rev. A. Antoine of Refugio, Tex., writes: 
As far as I am able to judge, I think Pastor 
Koenig « Nerve Tonic is a perfect success for 
any one who has suffered from a most painful 
nervousness as I did. I feel like myself again 
after taking the Tonic.

Denveb, Col., November, ’89.
About five years ago* I was taken by fits one 

night for the first time; sinoe then they came 
oftener for three years. Being jxxjr I had to 
work for a living, and on account of the disease 
nobody wanted me to work for them. Had given 
up almost all hope to ever get any relief but 
since I took Pastor Koenig’« Nerve Ionic, nave 
had only a slight attack within one month, and 
none since. MINNIE LOUGHKAN.

1121 Calif St.
Mr. J. B. Guerin, of Las Vegas, New Mexico, 

writes: People are surprised here of the effect 
of Pastor Koenig's Nerve Tonic on my brother.

PflPP—A Valuable Book on Nervous 
w U L M Biseases sent free to any address, 
FflFF and poor patients can also obtain 
| 11 La Lb this medicine free of charge.

This remedy has been prepared by the Reverend 
Pastor Koenig, of Fort Wayne. Ind, since 1876» and 
1« now prepared under bis direction by the

KOENIC MED. CO.. Chicago, III.
Sold by Drucgists al SI per Bottle. 6 for S5. 
Larse Size. «1.15. G Bottles for «9.

WE TELL THE

TRUTH 
about Seeds. We will send 
you Free our Seed Annual 
for 1892, which tells 

THE WHOLE

TRUTH.
We illustrate and give 

prices in this Catalogue, 
which is handsomer than 
ever. It tells .

NOTHING BUT THE

Write for it to-day. TRUTH.
O.M FERRY A CO , Detroit, Mich

To McMinnville
Situate and adjoining the BAPTIST COLLEGE and Park; Only five 

minutes walk from the main street of McMinnville; By taking into con
sideration the Fine Avenues and Streets, the Sightly Situation and Love
ly Surroundings Pleasant Home addition furnishes the grandest and 
most convenient property for those desiring a beautiful home. Pleasant 
Heme is subdivided in four acre-blocks and is sold on reasonable terms. 
For information apply to WM. F. BRIEDEN8TELN, Sole Agent, 

Cor. Third Street and Railroad. McMinnville, Or.

ONLY ONE DOLLAR
A YEAR

FOR THE TELEPHONE-REGISTER,
I Best Local Paper in Yamhill.
Will be Especially Interesting during the Fall Cam

paign. Subscribe Now.
Notice of Final Settlement.

NOTICE is hereby given that the un<!er 
pigned, as the administrator of thccalatc of 
€ieo Sauter <t C<».. composed of <«eo. »Sauter ; 
and G. Luenherger. the latter deceased, has 
filed his final account in the county court! 
of Yarnhill county. Oregon, of his admini»-1 
tration of said estate; an<l said court has i 
set the Sth dav of Novemlier. lAfrJ, at the! 
hour of one o'clock, p. m., of said date, at I 
the county court room in said county as") 
the time and place of hearing said account !

Therefore, all persons interested in said ' 
estate are hereby notified and required to I 
be ahd ap|>car at said time and place and | 
show cause, if any there be. why raid ar- 
count should not he allowed and said estate ‘ 
he not finally settled and said a<hninistrat«»r , 
discharge* I

Pate«! this 4th dav of Octolrer. A. D. Wil * 
GEORGE «ALTER.

Ramsey »kFenton. Administrator. I
Attys for Estate Oct. <»-41) f

7

Patents
TRADE RIAWKR, 

««•ION PATENT« 
OPYRICHT«, ate.

Sor information and free Handbook writ« to
MI NX « co., am Bboavwat. Niw Yobs.

< «imi iMirreu for rer-urln» p»t*i11» In Anierua 
i:v*r. .au-nt takon ouï by ni I« brought twfore 
tbe smMte by • notion »Iren free of char»« •« **“i 

Jfcitntifir >mrnran 
star, at M ala nx-mlu. Áddtaaa MINN a
l-vacuia:*:, U Bioadnaj, Jfe» Turk-I


