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taurs with yearning tenderness; and by Pearl, and once more he shuts hie 
he stretches out his strong arms, as eyes, this time with a solemn content, 
though the impulse is strong to clasp 
her in them for all time.

Is is only after she goes away that 
he learns of the great gulf between

Is his gaze magnetic? Just then them. Then he turns his face to the 
the weary player looks up and catches | wall with a kind of dumb despair,

A STORY OF 1H.50.
A Very Vonns Preacher*« Experience on 

the Ml»l«elppi Elver—How » Quiet 
Man Got Away with C'apt. Aide.

say he purloined the bills. I saw the where the poiscn is deposited, cauaj 
action, but did not dare to interpose. decomposition m the finely 
acuou, __ c t Aide’’ said the cells of the lungs. Any diseased t

‘I have heard of of the body has contaminating
... „nonvnrv reiin and vet the blood, which i«
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She gave them to mo in the long ago, 
Only a little bunch of flow’rete blue:

On my heart I kept them—I loved them
They eeemed like our love, strong, pure 

and true.
I loved them then, and I love them yet,| 

Because she gave them to me with her 
heart,

And told me that with tears they had been 
wet,

And begged that from them I should never 
pax t.

But jealous, cruel time, with burning breath, 
Drank from their stems the essence of her 

tears,
And left them tutt’ring in 

death,
A phantom memory of 

years.
I have them now, a bunch 

straw,
Tied with a ribbon faded as can be;

But I shall always keep and love them more 
Because she gave them, wet with tears, to 

me.

the throes of 

those love-lit

of time-dried

PEARL WYLEY-
BY GUHSIE E. WORD.

A pretty little thrilling warble, like 
the twitter of a timid bird; but as 
the chords tremble and vibrate under 
the touch of the nimble white fingers. 
Pearl Wyley. the young governess, 
forgets her little charges standing 
motionless by her side, and sitting 
with her. dreamy blue eyes fixed on 
the glimmer and glisten of the waves 
out on the beach below, she plays as 
one entranced with the wild, witching 
symphonies of her own creation, that 
seem to rise and fall sympathetically 
with the wild throbbings out on the 
yellow sands of Aylmer’s Rest.

As she sits there in the blaze of the 
sunset, her face is all aglow with 
beautiful thoughts born of the music, 
and blended with the grand colorings 
on sea and sky. A shaft from the 
sunset strikes through tho lacu cur
tains, and circles tho queenly head 
with a coronal of gold.

“Listen, Alice; who ever heard any 
thing so beautiful, and yet so weirii? 
Who in this place can play like that?” j

“Have you been here two day« and 
have not seen her yet? It is Eva 
and Effie’s governess: and just think. 
Paul, she is only eighteen, a whole 
year j ounger than I am, and has to 
teach for a living! And yet I almost 
envy her, for she has the lovilest face 
in Aylmer’s Rest”

"Como in and introduce; you have 
aroused a groat curiosity to see this 
paragon of loveliness."

“On. Paul, I dare not!” and there 
is genuine dismay in her tonus. 
“Mamma would indeed be very 
angry.”

He only laughs, and slipping her 
arm through his, fairly draws her into 
the room.

“Miss Wyley, my brother, Paul 
Everson.”

Pearl looks up from her suddenly 
aroused day dreams to encounter a 
pair of tho blackest eyes she has ever 
seen; but her confusion is only iuo 
raentary. and rising with a half 
haughty grace, she Iiowb ever so I 
slightly, entirely ignoring the out 
stretched hand.

Only a few commonplace remarks 
pass between them, when Pearl finds 
some trivial excuse for taking herself 
and her young charges from the room. 
Paul’s eyes followed her with a 
strange light in their dark depths.

“The poor child! So young, so 
lovely and so lonely!”

The tone is exqmsitely tender, and 
strikes Alice as something more than»

ho weary player looks up and 
sight of the dark face framed in the and the knowledge retards his recov- 
branches of the azelea tree, and | ery for weeks, 
catches, too, all the eyes express. 
There is a crash upon the piano keys, 
and Pearl slips down upon the floor, 
upsetting a rare vase in her fall.

“How thoughtless of me to fright 
en her so!” •

Paul rushes from the conservatory, 
but others are there before him.

"It is only a faint,” said Mrs. Ever 
son; "the room is warm, and she has ■ and pain, 
played too long. Alice, call John L" ' „ . ___ ,
anil let him carry her to 1 er room.” afternoon, and as the wintry twilight floating drawing-rooms, the wealth

“Call John?” echoes Paul, sarcaB falls upon his face a great, yearning ¿¡splayed at every turn, and the 
tically. “Are there no men here, that throb stirs her gentle little heart, and ... >
you must call a hireling?” And dis I bending over him, she softly touches 
regarding his mother’» frown, he her lips to the broad white brow, 
gathers the slender form in his arras 
and strides off like an angry giant.

As the days pass on he meets her of- breathed; but his eyes open suddenly, 
ten, but only by strategem, for Pearl is j and there is only infinite pain in their , na n w.i nrv. /1 nnrn -vr

“Nearly every man who ever trav
eled on the Mississippi river in the 
old days can relate an interesting ex
perience,” said the Rev. M. Jackson, 
a minister whose reputation as an 
impassioned public orator has gone 
beyond the boundaries of Arkansas. 
“There was something about a Mis- 

„ sissippi river experiencejthat tended to
She is sitting by him. late one aid in vivid reproduction. The grand

The choicest flowers, the most 
tempting fruits, in the daintiest of 
baskets, find their way to his room, 
and more than once the donor re
lieves Alice and her mother from 
their long continued watch.

In his feverish murmurings Pearl 
learns what is passing in his mind, 
and the knowledge gives her both joy

studied politeness and conventional 
____________  ceremony of a supposed good breed- 

"Oh, Paul, my darling, my king!” ¿ng which you everywhere meet, all I,' vi«./-. anneonlr’ i _ J_ __ 1 —The tender words are scarcely

depths.
“Yes, it might have been, but 

now——”
“There is no gulf that love cannot 

bridge over,” says Pearl, softly. “Oh, 
Paul, live for my sake, for I love you, 
oh, 1 love you!”

no lovelier mistress ever 
a I at Aylmer’s Rest than Pearl 

The wind tosses her golden hair back Everson, who has bought back the 
and forth, new hiding, now revealing family estate and presented it to her 
the shapely, swan-like neck; then it husband. There they now live, and 
blows her filmy white dress against1 Pearl watches over the remaining 
the rock like beating wings. There days of the white-haired woman who 
is a sadness upon her face that he has | once turned her from her doors, 
never seen there before, and a sus- I 
picious sparkle upon her long, droop 
ing lashes.

“Pearl, darling!”
A startled crimson face is turned 

toward him for an instant, and then 
this time Pearl does not escape him.

shy as a fawn, and flits away from 
him like a will o’-the wisp. His “shy 
little darling,” he calls her to himself, 
and the light shines still brighter in 
his handsome eyes.

One day he comes across her seat
ed on a rock looking seaward, her
young charges playing at her feet. And 
What a beautiful picture she makes! reigned

FEMALE FANCIES.

There’s a difference between
i affability of a young girl and tho 
taffybility of the experienced flirt.

The young Italian girl who left tui« iiuiu x can uut!B nut wncap« miu. . , * i • i ,
As well strive to loose the shell pink ^er barbef bridegroom to go back to 

Then Paren<® gave him a clean cut.
“Board wanted”—as the young

the

hands from a grasp of iron.
follows a passionate avowal of love, 
ringini 
roar oi „

Pearl is so taken aback by his ve-I When an elderly maiden lady 
hemence that she forgets he is wait- ' adorns herself with false hair, false 
ing for an answer.

“Pearl, darling, will vou 
wife?”

Again her face is turned 
him, but the sudden light 
transformed it changes to a 
intense pain, and the tones are almost 
harsh.

“Sir, you are forgetting yourself; 
release my hands instantly.

"Oh, there comes mamma!” chime
in Eva and Eflie.

“Surely you are not afraid of her, 
Pearl? Let me claim you before her 
and the world. She is proud, I know, 
but----- •”

“Yes, she is proud,” repeats Mrs. 
Everson, “too proud to countenance

d pil.lSlUUillt! ttvwwai OL luvr, —....

•ing strong and clear above the | lady said when she came to a mud 
• of the incoming tide. puddle in the sidewalk.

teeth, paint, powder, etc., she is 
be my j “making up” for lost time.

toward 
that so 
look of

pitiful.
“Oh, Paul, don't flirt with her!” she 

says half pleadingly. “Mamma would 
dismiss her instantly from the house." 

“Mirt?” There is an angry flash 
in the eyes now. “Who talks of flirt 
ing with her?”

Some hours later Pearl Wyley goes 
to her room, her heart still beating 
strangely, and on her way she passes 
the library. The door is ajar, and re
veals a full-length portrait of Paul 
Everson.

How often she has stood before 
that gilded frame, gazing at the dark 
handsome face and the flashing eyes, 
that seemed restless even on canvas, 
tiil every lino and feature was as fa 
miliar us the face of her dead mother. 
And now her ideal has come in flesh 
and blood, infinitely handsomer than 
the picture; what wonder that her 
poor young heart beat» fast, ami 
paints it blossoming roses on her pure 
white cheeks?

There is to be a small social gather 
ing that evening, and Pearl is to play 
a long, weary round of waltzes anil 
quadrilles. As she goes up to dress 
she finds a bouquet of exquisite white 
rosebuds, their creamy petals half nil 
folded.

"How kind of Alice!”
Three of the smallest find a nos 

tling place in the waves of her golden 
hair, and after donning a dress of 
some soft gray material, she places 
another cluster in the lace at her 
throat.

The delicate pink tinge is still in 
her cheeks, ana the sparkle in her 
eyes, as she enters the parlor by a 
side door and takes her seat, at the 
piano, which faces the conservatory, 
tuid is half hidden from the dancers 
by tall vases tilled with ferns.

Paul soon wearies of the dance. 
There is only one face lie cares to 
see. and it has been before his vision 
all the evening, though the tall vases 
have been so artfully arranged to 
conceal it. After awhile he slips 
away from the dancers and enters the 
conservatory, and standing liehind a 
branching azalea tree, watches the 
face that shows above the grana | 
piano. The flush and sparkle is gone, 
and Pearl's face is as white as the1 
rosebuds at her throat.

"How tired she must lie!" he mnr ,

•“So this is 
young gentleman. ‘ 
him. He has a very unsavory repu 
tation in New Orleans. If well con
structed reports be true he is not 
only a thief, but a murderer.’

•• ‘Get out of my way!’ howled the 
Captain, and, struggling betbrew his 
companion aside anil sprang forward. 
Like a sudden revolution of a wheel 
—like an action whose quickness can 
not be contemplated—the young man 
drew a derringer and sent a (>all 
through the Cautain’s brain, killing 
him instantly.

•• ‘Gentlemen,’ said the quiet man, 
lieginning to talk ere the smoke 
lifted, ‘I had more than one reason 

| for committing this deed; I was in- 
' suited, as you saw, and was in 
danger, as you know; but. worse of 
all, that man murdered my father. I 
did not contemplate killing him, but, 
as I said, I would have granted par
don for his insulting taunts. From 
the first, though, I contemplated his 
arrest, which I should have accom
plished had he not attempted to take 
my life. I am sorry that I have 
caused such confusion, and I hope 
that you will all, as I know God will, 
forgive me.’

“ He walked away, gracefully bow 
ing to some one who hurried to the 
scene of the tragedy. The boat was 
soon landed. The Captain’s acquaint
ance took charge of the body and 
went ashore. We were soon on our 
way again, and but for certain little 
influences that hung around no one 
would have known that a tragedy 
had been enacted. Our band of 
music, a common steamboat feature 
in those days, struck up a lively air, 
and the only suggestive remembrance 
of the Captain’s death was the wet 
carpet where a boy had mopped away 
the blood.

“It was late at night when I reached 
my landing. Alone I made my way 
to the nearest house, where after 
my business was known, I was kind
ly received Next day I attended 
church and was at once escorted to 
the pulpit, behind which some halt 
dosen preachers were seated. A 
well-known minister arose and said 
that two preachers from New Orleans 
had arrived. Brothers Jackson (my 
self) and Mableson, and that Brother 
Mableson would first address the 
congregation. The gentleman arose, 
and imagine my surprise when I 
recognized in the preacher the quiet 
young gentleman who had killed the 
Captain. He delivered an eloquent, 
powerful sermon, and after services 
approached me and, extending his 
band, said:

“ ‘You must excuse me ■ for not 
making myself known to you I 
kept my identity under a eloak of 
caution. When I boarded the boat I 
recognized my father’s murderer, 
and I thought that if I revealed my 
identity my plans might be frustrated. 
As I said. I only intended to follow 
and arrest him at the next town, but 
you see how itjresulted.’

“Years have passed since then, 
years of intimate acquaintance be
tween the quiet young man and me. 
Some time ago, after a successful 
life, I closed his eyes in death. He 
smiled with sublime willingness, and 
went without a groan. I never knew 
a truer or kinder-hearted man.”

------------ 1 ■«> ■------------ -
Victor Hugo has always prided him

self on his aristocratic ancestors, but 
a French writer, who has been look
ing the matter up, finds that his 
grandfather was a joiner, and that 
before him the Hugos, so far as can 
be ascertained, were ordinary farm
ers. If such is the case the great 
poet has much to be proud cf.

-------------» »
McLean, of the Cincinnati En

quirer, is to buy the New York Mail 
and Erpretui, so it is said; also a party 
of St. Louis men are after the New 
York World, which is on its last legs.

and yet the blood, which is the lif^ 
the system, is brought into ¿¡¡J 
contact with these poisoned urvu? I 
thus carrying contagion to all 
of the body. Bishop Josse T. to? 
D. D., L.L. D., whose death has to? 
so recently regretted, is re^rt*!? 
have died of pneumonia, which lasto 
cal authorities affirm indicates a to I 
eased condition of the kidneys. Tp 
well known, moreover, that for J1 
eral years he has been the victim a 
severe kidney trouble, and the pne? 
monia which finally terminated b 
life was only the last result of to 
previous blood poisoning. The dead 
ly matter which is left in the lUIltl I 
by the impure blood clogs up ¿2 
finally chokes the patient. Wtol 
this is accomplishei 
called pneumonia or |8nffl
tion; when slowly, consumption, bm 
in any event it is the result of’ ia. 
pure blood, caused by diseased ¿d 
neys and liver.

These are facts of science, and 
vouched for by all the leading physi
cians of the day. They show the de 
sirability, nay, the necessity, of keen, 
ing these most important organs u 
perfect condition, not only to insur» 
health, but also to escape death. It 
has been fully shown, to the satisfac 
tion of nearly every unprejudiced 
mind, that Warner’s Safe Kidney tgd 
Liver Cure is the only known remedy 
that can cure and keep in health the 
great blood-purifying organs of the 
body. It acts directly upon these 
members, healing all ulcers which 
may have forniod in them, and placing 
them in a condition to purify and not 
poison the blood. This is no idle 
statement nor false theory. Mr. W. 
C. Beach, foreman of the Buffalo, K 
Y., Rubber Type Foundry, was given 
up to die by both physicians and 
friends. For four years he had a 
terrible cough, accompanied by night 
sweats, chills, and all the well-known 
symptoms. He spent a season South 
and found no relief. He savB: “I 
finally concluJed to try Warner’s 
Safe Cure, and in three months I 
gained twenty pounds, recovered my 
lost energy, and my health was fully 
restored.” The list could be pro’ 
longed indefinitely, but enough has 
been said to prove to every sufferer 
from pulmonic troubles that there is 
no reason to lie discouraged in the 
least, and that health can be restored.

------------------ » »------------------

Insurance hath charm to move the 
salvage breast.

come uu at once in a reportrayal of a 
character which, thus surrounded, 
you have contemplated. But all of 
this politeness and exhibition of good 
breeding, I must say, was but the 
white foam on muddy water. It was 
the courtesy that could grasp the 
hand of a new acquaintance or shoot 
an old friend.

“In the Spring of 1850 I boarded 
a grand steamer at New Orleans 
bound for ud the river. I was a very 
young preacher at that time, and was 
under orders to repair a small com
munity and assist in conducting a re
vival. There was something of a war 
being waged between twe churches, 
and it stood our church in hand to 
concentrate forces or lose ascendancy 
in the neighborhood. These were 
the days of political and religious 
vigor, and avowed opposition in re
ligious contests was regarded as being 
no more out of place or in ill keeping 
with the faith than the fierce strug
gles engaged in by the Whigs and 
Democrat.“. I was told at the head
quarters that another young preacher 
would be sent to assist me, and that 
if I needed more help to make my 
demands known at once. When I 
boarded the boat I looked around for 
my companion-in-arms, whose name 
I even had not learned. The closest 
search failed to discover my assistant, 
and concluding that he had either 
preceded or would come after me, I 
dismissed the matter and settled 
down to the quiet enjoyment of the 
occasion.

“There were quite a number of 
gamblers—polished gentiemen — on 
board, and although I was opposed 
to gamblers, I could not refrain from 
looking on and contemplating with 
what serenity of countenance the 
players alternately parted with thou
sands of dollars.

“‘Won’t you take a hand?’ asked 
one of the players one evening, ad
dressing a young, pleasant-looking 
gentleman who stood near.

“ ‘I never play,’ he remarked.
“ ‘Won’t do any harm.’
“ ‘I know it won’t, for I don’t 

tend to play.’
“ ‘The gentleman is a rare joker,’ 

replied a tall man, who handled cards 
with an ease and lost with a good 
will that almost challenged respect.

“ ‘Yes,’ replied the young gentle
man, ‘a rare joker because it is rare 
that I joke.’

“ ‘Ah, and a punster.’ said the tall 
man, relinquishing §1,000 with a 
smile.

“‘It makes little difference to you 
what I ain, I came here to quietly 
look on, uot intending to engage in 
tho game or the conversation, and, 
especially, not to be the butt of anv 
jokes that might arise from ill luck 
or success at the table. Regardless 
of the business you follow, I hope 
that you are well enough acquainted 
with the manners of gentlemen to 
treat an unobtrusive looker-on with 
civility, if not with courtesy.’

“‘You speak well,’ exclaimed the 
tall man. ‘I hope that I am a gentle
man of »ood birth and education, and 
I hope that I have not insulted you. 
If I have, I sincerely beg your par 
don. Grant it willingly, anil all will 
be well; reluctantly, and, as a gentle
man, which you undoubtedly profess 
to be, you know your recourse.’

“ ‘But for your last remark. I would 
have heartily forgiven yon of any in
tention to insult me As it is, I do 
not grant pardon, realizing that a 
gentleman is not expected to have 
dealings with such a man as you. 
And. furthermore, let me say that I 
regard you as a cowardly villain.’

“The tall man sprang to his feet 
and drew a bowie-knife. The quiet 
man did not even look at him.

“ ‘Take that back, or I’ll rub your

"Everyone arose, but no one felt 
disposed to prevent bloodshed.

“ ‘I said I regarded you as a cow 
ardly villain. Keep cool and I'll tell 
you why. While we were engaged 
in insinuating conversation, I saw you 
steal a roll of bills from that man.’ 
jHiinting to one of the players. ‘Un
til then, and but for the remark you ! 
made trying to compel a cheerful 
granting of pardon, I was disposed • 

! to pay little attention to anything I 
you might say. Now. sir, 1 have 

' made my statement. I have been led | 
, into this, and I mav regret the con ' 
| sequences—don’t hold him—but 11 
' shall make no concessions.’

“The tall man's eye's actually I 
. glared. ‘I have killed five men, anil; 
j all for less than this,’ he exclaimed. 
•Get out of the way! I'll cut him in 
twof

“‘Get out of the way!’ said the I 
quiet man. ‘It would greatly please j 
me if he were to sit down and con | 
duct himself less dangerously, but if 
he is determined upon a " wicked 
action, let him be under no restraint’ 1 

“‘Yon are foolish!’ exclaimed one 1 
of the gamblers, turning to the quiet ' 
man. ‘You are not armed, and even 
if you were (.’apt Aide would kill 
you. I am the man from whom you 1

The worst thing that can happen 
to a girl is to have all the curl taken 
out of the feathers of her new hat the 
first time she wears it.

A swell young husband thinks it a 
shame that his wife should kiss her 
two pug dogs dozens of times a day, 
and then thinks it a great bore if he 
asks her to kiss him twice.

It is said that ladies whose feet, 
like the hand of Providence, cover 
everything, are bitterly opposed to 
the short walking dresses, which they 
declare to be growing shorter and 
shorter.

“O, dear! you’ve driven that hair
pin way into my head,” screamed a 
lady customer to the milliner, who 
was was fastening a bonnet on her 
head. “Sorry mum,” replied the 
woman, “accidents will hairpin.”

“I have a very dear lover, seventeen 
years old. What shall I send him 
fora oirthdaypresent?” Lucy—Send 

. Consult

such a terrible metmallince as this. ____ _________
Paul, your father shall hear of your ' pjn way into^my head, 
nnmlnnt • nnil nu -frir von----- ’’ ---- n. ..conduct; and as for you----- ’

She gets no further, for Pearl, as 
cool and as haughty as she, rises and 
confronts the angry woman.

“You may spare your words, mad 
am, as they are entirely unnecessary; 
I have not accepted your son’s love, 
neither do I intend to. Of course

in-

ueiwier uu x lutenu iu. uvi course . . . - --
this is all very unpleasant, and to “im a mustache cup, dear.
pri'vent its reoccurrence, I shall leave , 16 a(‘vertising columns of some col-
Aylmer’s Rest to morrow.” ______
fore Paul can frame a word of re
monstrance, she lias fairly flown 
toward the house.

How she has managed it Paul never 
knows, but Pearl Wyley is gene be
fore breakfast the next morning, anil 
no word of farewell has passisl be
tween them.

**♦ *** * * *
“Alice, if you could only get Miss 

Atherton’s work to do it would pay so 
much better, and Paul needs so many 
things now the fever has left him so I 
weak.” And Mrs. Everson’s pale, 
worn face looks up from the coarse 
sewing upon which she has been toil
ing since early daylight.

"I will try,” is the weary answer. 
| “There is no use in trying to hide our 
poverty any longer. I supjxise.”

It is an elegant brown stone front 
before which Alice EversoD stands 

; shivering on that cold, wintry morn
ing. She is ushered by a pompous 

[ footman up the velvet carpeted stairs 
into an elegant little boudoir, and 
there, in an exquisite morning rolie 
of white cashmere and Hatin, stands 
—Pearl Wyley.

Alice falls back a step in dismay; 
but Pearl, with a cry of joy. fairly 
flies across tho room and clasps her 
around tho neck.

“Oh, I thought I never should find 
you! And to think vou have come to 

. me!”
“But I didn't know—” falters Alice. 

| "The name?” interrupts Pearl. 
“Oh, that was changed by the wealthy 
aunt who adopted me, and made me 
her heiress. Anil now I am going 
home with you: I do so want to set»' 
niv two little girls'."

But it is of Paul of whom she is 
thinking—Paul, who is still her king 
among men.

Going to her home? Alice's cheeks 
burn as she thinks of their changed 
lswitioiis, and the circumstances of 
Pearl's dismissal. Is Pearl dressing 
to make her look all the more shabby ? 
Alice watches her wonderingly as she 
dons a dress of rich, dark blue velvet, 
heavily trimmed with white fur. She 
does not know that Pearl is dressing 
only for l’anl’s eyes.

“Mamma. 1 have brought someone 
to see you.” And at the sound of 
Pearl’s low. musical voice in reply, 
the mail in the next room, who lias 
scarcely yet lifted bis own hand, 
springs up and sits upright on his 
couch.

“My darling come back to me at 
last!" he murmurs, and falls back, 
half fainting, upon the pillows. What 
a vision of loveliness sits by his lied ( 
side when he drifts slowly back to j 
consciousness'. He stretches out one j 
thin, emaciated hand, to make sure 
the vision 1» real. It is gently clasped

And be- : *eKe PaPer- y°u can afford a 
new one.

A man up town, who occasionally 
takes his better half to the theatre, is 

| always pointing out women who are 
better dressed than she, and yet he 
growls if she asks him for fifty cents 

i a month to buy a new lace inching 
i for her liest silk dress.
1 A Kentucky girl wears spurred 
boots when out walking.

Mrs. Scoville, sister of Guitean, 
wishes to have her name changed to 
Howe.

A girl in Brooklyn spends four 
hours a day sketching the bridge 
from her roof.

Philadelphia has two colored female

GET THE ORIGINAL.
Dr. Pierce’s “Pellets”—the original ‘‘LittL 

Liver Pills” (sugar-coated)—cure sick an« 
b lious headache, sour stomach and bilious at 
tacks. By druggists.

Lose not thy own for want of ask 
ing for it; it will get thee no thanks.

* No lady of refinement likos to resort to 
superficial devices to supply a becoming sem
blance of her former beauty. i.s health 
alone that kindles the fire that lights the 
countenance and brings back the fresh 
tints of the apple blossoms to the faded 
cheek If anything on earth will do this it is 
Mrs. Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound which has already brought health to 
multitudes with whom all other mean* had 
failed.

Pimples, pustules, and all skin disorden 
are cured by using N’awiariian Nervine.

Might not the Keeley motor be 
termed a stationary engine.

1

I

Philadelphia has two colored female 
base-ball clubs, and may be said to be 
considerably ahead. ,

A beautiful Boston girl has crossed 
to Europe in the steerage of a Cunard 
Liner, just to Bee how it was.

A Kentucky widow eloped the 
week after her husband died, and 
now she thinks it’s outrageous the 
way the neighbor’s talk.

Nino girls living in Vermont have 
| organized a base-ball club and play 
on the village green every Wednesday 
and Saturday afternoon.

The widowed Baroness Rothschild 
is credited with the intention of 
establishing in Versailles a home for 
aged and destitute authors and jour 
nalists.

* Tn- i „1 • 1 liuro ium oacK,A I tica widow thinks it is wrongnt «hprnnlJ not tnko bn nV h<5* heart over VOU faCt‘.that she could not take back her 
maiden name when her husband died. 
‘ It is so much more catching you 
know,” she explained.

A sensible Wisconsin girl has 
broken her engagement because her 
jealous lover tried to drown her as 
they were strolling by a mill-pond 
one lovely moonlight night.

A Tennessee landlord has just been 
forced to pay $700 for kissing an, 
Indiana woman who was a guest at 
his hotel. As it is only ten cents to , 
kiss the prettiest girl at a church fair.' 
this man will never cease to kick, 
himself for his financial folly.

A Chicago widow has sued a mill 
inery store because they did not j 
make the hem on her crepe veil r ixty-j 
two inches long as she had ordered, 
and they want to know how they| 
could have done it when the veil was 
only five feet long, as she bad ordered.

A young man of Council Bluffs sent 
to Denmark for his sweetheart, on the 
understanding that she was to marry 
him when she arrived; but she was 
al! the while deceiving him, and. j 
after journeying to America at his ‘ 
expense, has become the wife of an | 
other suitor. This brings about a 
suit for damages.

A SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERY.

A New and Most Important Theory on One of 
the Most Vital Questions of the Dav.

If any one had informed Queen 
Elizabeth in her palmiest days that 
she could have been seated in her 
palace in London and conversed with 
Sir Walter Raleigh in his North Car 
olina home, receiving a replv from 
him within an hour’s time, she’ would 
have declared it to be a miracle And 
yet, had they lived in the present 
day. this apparent miracle would 
most readily have l>een witnessed 
and not seem at all strange or unnat
ural. The truth is, new principles 
are coming into existence, and the 
operation of many laws unknown in 
the past is lieing fully understood in 
the present. In no way does this fact 
come more forcibly to the mind than 

| in the care and treatment of the hu- 
| man body. Millions of people have 
diet! in past ages from some insignifi
cant or easily controller! cause which 
is thoroughly understood now and 

I readily handled. Consumption dur 
i ing the entire past has been consid 
1 ered an incurable disease. -Ind yet 
; it is demonstrated that it has been 
and can lie cured, even after it has 
had a long run. Dr. Felix Oswald 
has just contributed a notable article 
on this subject to thePopnfar Science 
Monthly. He regards consumption as 
pulmonary scrofula. The impurities 
of the blood produce a constant irri 
tation in the lungs, thus destroying 
their delicate tissues and causing 
death. His theory shows conchi 
sively that consumption is a blood 
disease. It has its origin primarily 
in a deranged condition of the kid 
neys or liver the only two organs of 
the body, wide from the lungs, that 
punfy the blood. When the kidney, 
or liver are diseased they ' 
sore or lacerated state, whiare in a 
__ • . ---- > -.¡ch com
n 17/°. P0180“,10 every ounce of 
blood that passes through them. This 
poisonous blood circulate« through 
the system and comes to the lungs,

THE AGE OF MIRACLES
Is past, and Dr. Pierce’s “Golden Medical 
Discovery ” will not raise the dead, will not 
cure you if your lungs are almost wasted by 
consumption. It is, however, unsurpuaed. 
both as a pectoral and alterative, and will cure 
obstinate and severe diseases of the throat and 
lungs, coughs and bronchial affections. By 
virtue of its wonderful alterative propertie* it 
cleanses and enriches the blood, cures pimples, 
blotches and eruptions, and causes even great 
eating ulcers to heal.----------- —i —

Breaches of promise—Those your 
tailor didn’t bring home.

£.iTr\,r five cents, \Ve!i>, Richardson A Co., 
B.u’.iugton. \ t., will send colored samples of 
ali colors of Diamond Dyes with directions.

------------ ----  »----
The musician, like the cook, makes 

his bread out of his do.
-------------———

*»* “Example is better than precept.” It 
is well known that dyspepsia, bilious attacks, 
headache and many other ills can only be 
cured by removing tfieir cause. Ki’fney 

ort has been proved to be the most effectual 
remedy for these, and for habitual costivenew, 
which so afflicts millions of the American 
people.

------------—» o» <---------------------

Many patients at our liest hospitals 
receive gruel treatment.

Dr. Pierce s “ Favorite Prescription ” for all 
those weaknesses ¡»eculiar to women, is an un
equaled remedy. Distressing backache and 

bearing dcywn” sensations yield to it* 
strength-giving properties. By druggists.

------------------ » «<> «-------------------

aulting ambition— The design of 
the bank burglar

REMEMBER THIS.
If yon are sick Hop Bitters will surely aid 

Nature in making you well when ali else fails.
If you are costive or dyspeptic, or are suffer

ing from any other of the numerous diseases 
't the stomach or bow ?ls, it is your own fault 

it vou remain ill, for Hop Bitters are a sove- 
feig.i remedy in all such complaints.

if you are wasting away with any form of 
ivi tney Disease, stop tempting Death this 
moment, and turn for a cure to Hop Bitters.

If you are sick with that terrible sickness 
Nervousness, you will find a “Balm in 

< >ilead in the use of Hop Bitters.
. you are a frequenter, or a resident oft 

miasmatic district, barricade your svste» 
gainst the scourge of all countries—malarial» 
pidemic, bilious, and intermittent fevers—by 

the use of Hop Bitten.
i tvou a rough» pimply or sallow skin, 

bad breath pains and aches, and feel miser- 
aoie generally, Hop Bitters will give you fair 
skin, rich blood, and sweetest breath, health 
and comfort.

In short they cure all diseases M the Stom- 
Bowels, Blootl, Liver, Nerves, Kidney*. 

Bnght s Disease. $3<K> win be paid for a case 
t^wil! not cure or help.

ik 1,oor’ ^ridden, invalid wife, sister» 
mother or daughter, can be made the pictur« 

health by a few Littles of Hop Bitter »,coft- 
but a tnfle. Will you let them suffer?

-------------wo-»-------------
..v>r' Toccoa Crrr, Ga,

L 1 .k r'JW'n • Jron Bitter» are very popn- 
tb«ur u,t‘ revuIU aeki«i«ctorilr.

p - -------------

. - Brown s Iron Bitters are very pop«;I


