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‘MEDIGAL DISGOVERY,

* A Boon to Humanity.

A number of our great and most in
verate tobacco smokers and chewers
have quit the use of the ﬁm:iy weed.
The tali ¢ article that does the
work is No-to-bac. The reform was |
started 'by Aaron Gorher. who was a
confirmed slave for many years to the
use of tobacco. He tried the use of
No-to-bac, and to his great surprise
and delight it cured him. Hon. C, W.
Ashcom, who had been smoking for !
sixty years, tried No-to-bac, and it{
cured him. Col. Samuel Stoutzner, who |
would eat ng tobacco like a cow eats |
hay, tried this wonderful remedy, and ;
even Samuel, after all his years of
slavery, lost the desire. J. C. Cobler,

|
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May, C. O. Skillingtcn, Hanson Rob-
inett, Frank Hershberger, John Shinn
and others have since tried No-to-bac
and in every case they report not only
a cure of the tobacco habit, but a won-
derful improvement in their general
physical and mental condition, all of
which-goes to show that the u-e of to-
bacco had been injurious to tbem in
more ways thau ore,

All of the above gentlemean are so
well pleased with the resnlts that we
do not hesitate to join them in recom-
mending it to suffering humanity, as
we have thoroughly investigated and |
are satisfied that No-to-bac does the
work well and is a boon to mankind.
The cost is trifling—a dollar a box—
and the makers, the Sterling Remedy
Company, have so much faith in No-
to-bac that they absolutely guarantee
three boxes to cure any case, or refund
money. On= box iu every instance in
the above effected a cure, with one or
two exceptions. No-to-bac has a won-
derful sale-upon its merits alone
throughout the United States, and can
be secured at almost any drug store in |
this country or Canada, and it is made
by the Sterling Remedy Company, !
C{licago office, 45 Randolph street; New
York office, 10 Spruce street.—From
The Press, Everett, Pa., Dec. 15, 1893.

The Surest Way.
The great wealth of many Ameri- |
cans was acquired by the closest econ-
omy. Most people seem to prefer the |
rapid method. such as speculating, some
with other people’s .money. ut the |
slower process of eccnomy, industry,
and steady application is the surest.— |
Boston Journal.

IT is estimated that a birth takes
place every three minutes in London,
and a death every five.

The Puzzle Solved. l
Perhaps no local disease has puzzled and baffled
the medical profession more than nasal catarrh,
While not immediately fatal it {s among the most |
nauseous and disgusting ills the flesh is heir to, and
the records show very few or Do cases of radical cure
of chronic catarrh by any of the many modes of
treatment until the introduction of Ely's Cream
Balm a few years ago. The success of this prepara
tion has been most gratifying and surprising.

She was a dear, sweet girl. with a complexion of !
sngelic loveliness, such as all young ladies possess '
wbho use Glenn’s Sulphur Soap.

ABOVE ALL OTHERS,

Dr. Pierce’s Golden Medical Discovery, in
every disease caused by torpid liver or im-
gum blood. For Dmpm‘a, ver and Bowel

erangements, an dred ailments, noth-
ing approaches it as a remedy.

PIERCE -==. CURE

OR MONEY RETURNED.

n?.‘:,. '.%m:m \;An- t
of Hamilton, Ind.,
writes: “My friends
said I would never bo
any better, for I had
uleeration of the bow-
els. By the time I had
taken a bottle and a
half of Doctor Plerce’s |
. the Ny
ery, the
almost stopped.uﬁya
tite was god. noth-
. ing seemed to hurt me
that I ate. My improve-
ment was wonderful.
Bcveral years have
pared and my cure is permanent.”

~

KNOWLEDGE

Brings comfort and improvement and

tends to personal  enjoyment when
rightly used. The many, who live bet-
ter than others and enjoy life more, with
less expenditure, by more promptly
adapting the world’s best products to
the'needs of physical being, will attest
the value to health of the pure liquid
laxative principles embraced in the
remedy, Syrup of Figs.

Its excellence is due to its presenting
in the form most acceptable and pleas- |
ant to the taste, the refreshing and truly
beneficial properties of a perfect lax-
ative ; effectually cleansing the system, |
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers
and permanently curing constipation.
It has given satisfaction to millions and |
met with the approval of the medical
profession, because it acts on the Kid-
neys, Liver and Bowels without weak-
ening them and it is perfectly free from
every objectionable substance. ~

Syrup of Figs is for sale by all drug-
gists in 50c and $1 bottles, but it is man-
ufactured by the California Fig Syrup
Co. only, whose name is printed on every
package, also the name, Syrup of Figs,
and being well informed, you will not
accept any substitute if offe -

The Greatest Medical Discovery
‘of the Age.

. KENNEDY’S

DONALD KENNEDY, OF ROXBURY, MASS,

Has discovered In one of our common l
asture weeds a remedy that-cures every "
ind of Humor, from the worst Scrofula

down to a common Pimple. 5 Y
He has tried it in over eleven hundred

cases, and never failed exce%t in two cases |

(both thunder humor). Hehas now in his

possession over two hundred certificates

|
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- of its value, all within twenty miles of

Boston.
A benefit Is' ‘always experienced from |
the first »bottlei and a perfect cure is war-

‘ranted when the right quantity is taken.

When the lungs are affected it causes
shooting - pains, like needles fassipg
threugh ther_n;_dle same with the Liver or
Etow;eg. Tt:lls b caussggy the ducts being !

opped, and always rsin a wee
aftdr taling It s

If the stomach fs foul or bifious it will .
cause squeamish feelings at first. {

No change of diet ever necessary. Eat
the best you can get, and ‘enougf\ of it.

- Dose, one tablespoonful in water at bed- '

the Label. Sendfor Book.

AT WAR WITH HERSELF.

The Story of a Woman's Atonement,
by Charlotie M. Braeme.

CHAPTER XXXL
She was no insensible heroine, this
unhappy, erring girl, who had taken
love and honor inone hand, wealth and
uutruth in the other, and had deliber-
ately decided in favor of the latter.
She was far from insencible, and she

: did not find it quite so easy to destroy

her own conscience as she had thought.
Something quite strange and new had
come over her. A sudden piise—the
opening of a door—the sound of an un-
expected footstep—made her tremble.

“My lady never used t2 be nervous,”
said Florette, “but ever since that ball
she has been nothing but nerves.”

Was it an unquiet consciznce? She
who had laughed at the world's opin-
ion, who bad been completely indiffer-
ent as to what people said of her, now
never saw two parsons whispering to-
gether without wondering if they knew
that she had found the will aad had
hidden it again.

On the morning after the ball she
dressed herself carefully. She bathed
her face in clear, cold water to restore
something of its bloom, and tried to
look as much like herself as pssible:
but she did not succeed. Something
had gone from her face that was never,
while the sun shore, t> be seen there
again. Lady Fanshawe looked at her,
and told her bluntly that late hours did
not suit her  She went up to Miss
Dacre, and Ethel took her hand with a
warning glance.

“Why do you look at me so strange-
1y®” asked Leonie,

“You are like a flawer with the bloom
rubbed off,” replied Miss Dacre; and
her answer brought a flush %o the fair
face.

“What do you mean®” askzd Leonie.
“How strangely you speak tome! What
are you thinking of that you say such
& thing t> me?”

Miss Dacre was more astonished still
at her vehemence.

“My dear Lady Charnleigh, I mean
nothing, and I am thinking of nothing
more tha) this—that you /look very
tired, and have very little eslor.”

. - R
Leonie turned away with an angry

ex‘})ression at her own folly.

Am [ always to be frightened and
nervous—to fancy that people have
found me out—to mistake simple words
for accusaticn; of guilt? 1f so, the
price of my sin will be a heavy one.”

That it was a heavy one she'found
out before the day was ended; and yet
the most sorrowful thought of all—the
remembrance that she must give up
Sir Bertram-—she resolutely kept at

 bay. One of the first things she did

was to answer Paul Flemyng s note.

“I have not time for many words,”
she wrote: “but if you think I could
make you happy, I will be your wife.

i Grant me two favors—do not come over

to Crown Leighton to-day—I am too
tired to see anyone; and d> mot men-
tion the fact of cur engarement until I
give you permission. I have very spe-
cial reasons for making this request.”

She signed the name—I eonie Charn-
leigh—in a clear, legible hand, and
smiled bitterly to herself as she did so.

“If he knew ths title was his, nct
mine, what would he say?”

She sent the note at once, and.
though she did not acknowledge, even
to herself, why the had dcne o, her
real motive was that she should so far
bind herself as to put all possibility of
retracting out of her power. ~As
she folded and secaled it, she said to
herself:

“Now I am Paul Flemyng's betrothed
wife, and it does not matter which of
us has the money—it will soon belong
to both.”

But that day she found out some-
thing of the price of her sin. Her
gleasure of life was destroyed; the

ours that had once seemed golden and
too short now dragged so heavily that
each ceemed to her a day. The lux-
ury and splendor of Crown Leighten,
that had once been to her as the very
light of her eyes, was nothing. He
whom she loved would never share it
—what was it worth without him?
She had loved the sunshine and the
flowers even as the birds do: but now
she turned from them with a positive
loathing. Why should trees and leaves.
waving grass, and singing birds all
tell of him7 He was to be nothing to
her. They might both live long, and
yetb life would never bring them any
nearer to each other than they were
now. She had loved the' old” moss-
covered siin-dial that stood near the
well, but to-day she cared little for it;
no hour that it could t21l would bring
her lover to her side again.

“My life seems cursed,” thought the
girl, as she turned drearily from all
the splendor and magnificence she de-
lighted in. “Isit possible that I have
purchas#d Crown Leighton at too dear
a price? Perhaps not—it is the first
time in my life that I have done what
peop’e call wrong. . I have been guilty

©f a hundred follies, but no wrong:

that is what darkens the sunshine. In
a few days I shall have forgotten it,
and shall take the same keen delight
&3 ever in my beautiful home.”

“Sir Bertram has not be2n over to-
day,” said Miss Dacre. as the three
ladies sat alone at dinner. “What can
have happened to keep him away?”

“Perhaps he guesses we are all too
tired for visitors,” said Lady Fan-

. shawe.

Leonie spoke no word:; a pain she
could hardly bear had smitten her. If
this day seemed so terribly long, so
weary, s0 dull, becauseé ‘he had not
been, what would the days and years
be like when there was no hope of his
coming! The very thought of it
frightened her. He would come once
more, and she would have to tell him
that she was going to marry his rival.
He would leave in anger and they
would never meet again.

“Leonie,” said Miss Dacre, “what has
come over you? Do you know that
since last evening you are completely
changed?” v 7 “w : 5

“How can: any one change in twelve
hours, Ethel? Talk reasonably.”

“Sir Bertram says ladies talk feel-
ingly, but never reasonably,” replied
Miss b&cre, and the fair face at whieh
she was looking so intently grew burn-
ing hot at the mention of that name.

Will you come out? * The evening is

‘very plea:ant, and some:of thid white

roses Sir Bertram sent you are bud-
dinf'. Will you come and cee them?®”
» “Iamso tired of fiowers, Ethel; the
buds will' grow into flowers very weil
without me.” | : :

“Come and sing: T have some pretty
duets that we have not tried yet.”

“Oh, ' Ethel,” ‘sighed’ the " weary,
young voice, “I am in no humor for
music.”

“The box of books has come from
Mudie's; shall we have it unpacked?”

“If you like: only do not bring any-
thing near me.” 3

“Tnen Ethel weat up to her friend
and laid her cool hand on the hot
brow.

“Tired of sunshine, of flowers, of

music, of books, and of everythicg elss

—Leonia, what has come over you? I
thought you the brightest, gayest,
happiest girl in the wide world—what
has made you grow tired of everything,
dear?” e

“Do I seem to be 80? Perhaps I am
like the girl in the fairy tale—spoiled

£

rb! 20 mueh happiness,” she said.
“Go and fetch a nice book—a novel
where the heroine loves gold better
than anything else in the world.”

“I do not think it would be possible
to find such a book,” replied Miss
Dacre: “most heroines are made good
and attractive,”

“Then a gcod woman never cares
about money,” said Leonie, quickly.

“A good woman is never me)cenary,
Eeonie, as cne must be who makes
money ner first thought.”

Ethel went to find the novels, and
Lecnie opened one; but the page was
never turned; she was not readin®, but
trying to solve a problem—was she
mercenary. or was she not? And she
found it impossible to decide.

“l cannot be mercenary,” she said, to
herself. “If Paul Flemyng would have
taken half my fortune when he came
home, I would most cheerfully have
given it to him; therefore I cannot love
money for money’s sake. If any one
came to me poor anddistre sed, I would
reliove them with bountiful hands. I
love to be generous; I love to show
queenly hospitality, to make handscme
presents, to pay ample wages: I like to
spend money as queens spend it—roy-
ally, Javishly: so I am not merecenary.
1 do not love it for its own sake.

“Why do I love it?” she thought
again. “Because it brings me the
power of Leing generous. It brings
me position, splendor, homage. and
ministers to my every caprice.
I care so much for it as to sacrifice my
love to it?”

Never one page cf the book was
tdrned: she was asking herself, was it
too late, even now? She might own
the truth to Lady Fanshawe at once,
and be happy with Sir Bertram with-
out splendor. She had forgotten for a
few minutes the note she had seunt to
Paul Flemyng: she remembered it now
with a deep-drawn, bitter sigh. It was
too late: she must go on in the path
she had chosen for herself.

“How am I to meet the morrow?”
she asked herself, wearily. “Bertram

will er and to send him from me
will 1 1y heart and his,” The tave
idea 1 » look so pale and ill that
Lady » rose in alarm.

“Lad) 3igh,” she said, “do not
lose patie th me, but I insist on

your going ., ycur own room. You
look so ill that my heart aches for
you.”

“Does it. auntie? Then I will go, and
not unwillingly either, for this has
been the longest day of my life.”

“I wonder,” said Lady Fanshawe to
Miss Dacre, when they were z%ono, “if
she has quarreled with Sir Bertram
Gordon. I am quite sure there is
something wrong; I have never seen
Lady Charnleigh out of spirits since I
have known her until now.”

“I do not think there has bezn any
quarrel,” replied Miss Dacre, quietly;
“Sir Bertram went away last evening
quite as mruch in love as ever.”

Meanwhile Leonie walked slowly to
her own room, and asked her-olf
whether she could possibly live
through mainy such days as these or
not, and whether, after all, she had
not paid dearly for her title and
wealth.

L
CHAPTER XXXIL

It was quite a novel sensation for
Leonie to awake and feel that the com-
ing day would be full of discomfort to
her. She had been accustomed to rise
with a glow of happiness at her h=art—
a sense of renewed gladness—a keen
anticipation of
this n}
with a heaviness, as of lead, for two
interviews were before her. First, she
must rdeet the man she had defrauded,
and meet him as her lover. Secondly,
she myist tell Sir Bertram that all his
hopes \were @t an «nd. Woman-like,
the moke cortain she grew of having to
part from himjthe deeper, truer, and
more eatnest became her love.

When she stood before the mirror
that morning she started back in sore
fright. Was that’ the brilliant Lady
Charnleigh—this pale-faced girl.whose
eyes were heavy and dim as with long
watching?

.“I must alter this,” she thought. “I
am losing all my beauty—my face is
pale, my eves are dim. I must make
haste to be happy again.”

It had not yet occurred to her that

herself off from all happiness, and
that, though she might regain her
color and the light in her eyes, she
would never more regain peace of
heart or gayety of spirit.

“If I could only remember the good
things that remained to me,” she
thought. “I am Lady Charnleigh,
mistress of Crown Leighton,"and one
of the wealthiest women in England,
Am I to be haunted by a ghost,” +he
cried, with sudden passion—“a ghost
who whispers to me every moment that
what I have is not mine, but stolen
from another? lLet e f rge‘ that,
and remember only the good that re-
mains to me.” §

She went down to breakfast with a
snatch of some sweet song on her
lips: she laughel and talked as gayly
as ever; she ridiciled her own over-
fatigue, until Lady Fanshawe felt quite
at ease about her, But Miss Dacre
was more than ever convinced tha-
there was something serious y wrong
with Lady Cha-nleigh.

It was not yet noon when Paul Flem-
vng reached Crown [ eighton, and de-
spite ‘her assumed bravery T eonies
1ace graw perfect y color.ess when she
heard his name announced.

“Is he here?” she said, hastily. “I
will s2e him in the drawing-room.”

i “Pray forgive me if I have not waited
to know where you would see we,” £a d
Cart.in Flemyng, who had followed
tie servant ciosely. “I was too im-
patient, Lecnie—I could not wait.”

They wete quite alone in the pretty
sunny apartment known as the morn-
ing-rcom, and Captain Flemyng,  his
handsome face lit up with smiles, went
up to her and took her hand. He'did
not notice that she shrank from him,
with a look.in her eyes like that of a
wounded animal driven to bay.

“How happv yvou have made me,
Leonie,” he said. “How proud I am! |
ask myself what have I done that I
sh-uld win a treasure sp priceless as
your love. . How am I to repay you?”

His handsome head was thrown back,
his face all aglow with thé Tight of

that made it bzautiful as a woman's.
He looked in that moment a lover af
whom any womar might have been
‘proud—brav'e, gallant, handsome, arzg
notle; ‘yet no such thought cameo

‘Lady Charnleigh. . She shrank from
the eager eyes and tender words.,

« “That you should love me!” he said.
“It ceems so wonderful, Léonie. 'It is
as though a queen had stooped from

her side. The sunin the summer : kies
seemed no further from me than you,
Leonie.” ’ '

he looked 'at the downcasl, -eelorless
facs ‘with somethirg of wonder. He
knew she was sensiwuve. and had not
expected rapture: but he hal certainly
lookel' for scmething  very different
frox this. K4

- “Leoaie,” he said, “why are’you s¢
silent’ TLooking- at you, ‘sweet, 89
silent so sad, 1 coula.fancy you had
been forced into accepting. me; and
vou know, all unworthy. as:I-am. yeou
have taken me of your own free will.”

she raice | her eyes to his face.

“I know that Paul. I have not been
| ’for'ed,’ as yodea¥ " "o

Yet do

coming happiness; but,
orning her heart was oppressed |

by her own act she had willfully cut |

love, yet softened by the tend:rness:

her high estate to place’ a Subject hy |

Still she had n> wo d fo" him, and'

She shrank bacl™s¥ the word —{t was
one that Bertram celighted in us-
i1 g to her, and it ‘Seemed such an in-
fringement on his righes that she
shrank in pain. Then she suddenly
remembered that he h=d no right over
her, and that np ote living posses:-ed
| any, except the young soldwer by her
side,

“Say I am wegloome, Leonie,” he con-
tinued, with sgme‘hing like pain in his
voice. “Say something kini t) me. or
I +hall think the time that you gave-
me such unuttergble happiness eonly
came to me in a dream, after all.”

Taen she roused herself,

“Of course you are welcome, Paul.
How strangely you word your ideas!
Ard I—-I will try to make you very
happy.”
| 1t was quite enough to drive him be-
side himself with purest joy. She did
love him, and she would i)c pleased to
| be his wife. . He had thought her cold
and reserved: but it was only maidenly
modesty and swéet, girlish reserve after
all—nothing more:<-He took her jew-
elled hand in his. ;e

“My darling, mgaife that is to be, I
thank you for tha@gilt of your loye. 1
couldinot love you bétter. = My heart,
my mind, my sgrength, my. life itself,
are all yours: I believe in you as I be-
lieve in Heaven. You. have said you
care for me—you have promised. to be
my wife; and my faith is boundiless as
the deep sea.” * 1§

The passion of his=wvords touched her
with remorse. Ho%&-all his love was
wasted upon her! How little she de-
served it! ‘She had none for him.: It
is not in human nature to love that
which we have injured, and she had
injured him; she had robbed him. of
all that belonged to_him, and now she
found that she coyldinot even give him
love in return. It was'in vain that she
tried. He stood therein the place of the
man she loved. For his sake she must
part with Bertram.: How was it possi-
ble to care for him# And yet she had
done him such a ‘grievous wrong that
her whole heart turned with infinite
pity to him.

“Leonie,” eald Paul Flemyng, “a'e
you quite sure you fove? Pray forgive
me; you look t0 sad’" A dreadful idea
| has just occurred 'to me—shall I tell
| you what it is¥*¥ = nor
[ “I do not think dny idea of yours can

be very dresdful,”.ghe replied. “Yes,
i tell me, Paul.”

“Are yvou quite sure, dear, that you
have not consented to marry me from
some quixotic notion of generosity-—

| some idea that youwill make up to me
| for having lost in bmder that you might
| gain? Surely, it ig not so Leonie?”

{  The words stabb>d her with the
sharpest pain. i

“It. is n,t so!” she’cried. “You are
cruel to me, Paul. *'Why will you nct
believe that I lave' you?”

“I will and do beliéve--only that ycu
seem 80 £al, my darking. I would 1ain
see you smiling, bright, happy.”

“1 shall be happysin a few days. You
| do not realize' how—" Then her
voice faltered, and the words died on
her lips.

“I do not realize'fow strange it is to
love and be loved-perhaps not, dar-
ling. 1love you altthe more for your
shy, swaet rererve, Now, tell me—
why do you wish ate keep our engage-
mnt secret?” T

“It is only for a _time,” she answered,
wistfully, “and notynle:s you plaase, of
course. But you know, Paul—I cannot
help it—others hdte cared for me asg
well as you.” '

|TO BE CONTINUED. |

How He Hoodwink lhe Customs Officlals
at N fork.

A customs officigl'gt the port of New
Qork related the joflowing story of a
diamond smuggler:fA letter resched
the customs authoriies, stating that a
man, a well-knowny stuggler, would
leave Liverpool by m certain stcamer
on & cartain date,| éarrying with him
diamonds to the {v@ilue of 70,000 or
$80,000. A telegrash announced his de-
parture, and in'dup/time the steamer
was boarded by the revenue officers.
The man was foundjin his stateroom,
suffering from a ka#é cough, a plaster
on his chest; bu’,x,g‘despite his indignant
| repudiation, not ogly were his effects

searched, but': his,immediaté person
came beneath the “hands and eyes of
the vigilant detectives. Their search
was repaid; For in thke lining of his
coat were the precious stones discov-
ered.
l When the diamonds were breught to
the seizure-rqom at the Custom House,
a lapidary, to the intense disgust and
mortification of tlie officers, pronounced
them paste. The’experts had met a
little more than/“their match. The
man was traced to his hotel, and again
subjected to a microscopic search.
When his' chest was bared, lo! the

indentions showe(d where the diamonds
had lain concealed,” while the office:s
sought them elsewhere.

[ *I know that, darllog.” !

s

Lies Credited to History.
There was prabably no such man as -
Romulus. 361 :
There never was such a person as
Pope Joan, the s¢-called female Pon-
tift

Wellington at Waterloo did not say:
“Up, guards, and at ‘'em.”

Alfred the Gréat did not visit the
Danish camp disgiised as a minstrel, |
The existence’ 6f the Colossus of
Rhodes’ i3’ conzidered by some histo- |

rians extremely doubtful,

There is no historic authority for the
statement that- little George Washing-
ton cut down'the cherry tree.

Cromwell and Hdampden did not at-
tempt to sail td " America just betore
the outbreak of'¥he English revolu-
tion, i 4

Philip III. of Spain was not roasted !
to death by a roaring fire because court |
etiquette forbade any one to come to'
his assistance. He died a natural’
death. ° :

Pcocahontas did: not save the life-of
John Smith. It has been- ascertained
that this worthy man was the most
able-bodied prevaricator of his cent-
ury.

Seneca was not a half-Christian phi-
losopher, but a grasping money lender
and usurer who died worth over £3,-
000,000. :

Ceesar did not. say: “Et tu, Brute,”
Eye witnesses tor the assassination de-
})osed that “he.died tighting, but si-
ent, like a wolf.”

Richard III. was not a hunchback,
but a soldier of fine form, some preten-
sions to good looks; and great personal
strefigth and coubhge.

Gen. Cambronnédid not say: “The

uard dies, but ‘does not surrender.”
The words were the invention of a
i Paris journalist, and attributed to him.
| Many Stuart of Scct'and was not a
| beauty. She had, cross eyes, and to
save the troublé,of having her hair
' dressed cut it'off close to her head and
wore & wig. i a

Sappho, the p&stoss, was not a wan-
ton bzauty, mor did' the throw herself
from the Lencadian cliff to be cured of
an unworthy love. The latest investi-
gations prove her a respectable mar-

“1ied womanavith a large family. |

Queecn Elizabeth, was not the angelic
creature reFreseq.ted in the history
and pcems of her own times. Her hair

. 'was red, her ?mper red hot. She
;sometimes drank too much, and at an

provocation” wollld carry on like -

, trooper, . Bo! :
i ' 18
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Highest of all in Leavening Power.— Latest U. S. Gov't Report.

Roal

Baking
Powder

ABSOLUTELY PURE

The official reports show Royal Baking Powder
superior to all others, yielding 160 cubic ifiches of

leavening gas per ounc

e of - powder, a strength

greatly in excess of every other powder tested.

Comparative Love, -

It dces not make any difference how
much a smoker loves his wife, he loves
his tobacco almost as well.—Donahoe's

Magazine.

What, Brother Donahoe®? What's
that? But don't say it again. It
shocks us. It is notin good taste. It

will make many a woman angry. [t is
too absurd to compare a man's liking for
8 pipe or a cigar to his love for the
wife of his choice, the darling of his
soul, the mother of his children. We
cannot argue the matter. The quoted
words are neither senseé nor logic,
neither poetry nor tolerable prose,
They are wild. They must have been
uttered by some’poor mi erable jdev-
otee of tobacco, who has no apprecia-
tion of true love. It is known that
some women like to wear feathers in
their' hats: but suppose ycu said of
om> wife that she loved the ‘fqnirhors
n her hat almost as well ai she loved
her husband! Whgy, she wculd feel in-
sulted. Yet she would be guilty of
nothing meaner than the husband is
who loves the smoke of tobacco almost
as well as his wife. Away with all
stuff of the kind!—-New York Sun.

Land Under Cultivation.

In a late review of the agricultural
situation the New York Sun gives the
following table of areas under cultiva-
tion in the United States at the peri-
ods mentioned.

Cultivated acres,

R SR R MRS R 81,100, 00
o TR P T ITe SU PR L PN B 07,850,000
PG SO R IR TR L 113,800,000
o T T e PR s o AR S et X 164,100,000
1884, . .. 106,200,000
TIIOLTC 5 o hian wnio bIhs S b Calad wh sie g8k .. 204,600,000 |
1803, . 206,000,600

In England the arex under cultiva-
tion is given in a late number of the
London Review at about 24,000,000
acres; or slightly over .cne-tenth
that of the United States.

Muscle and Vigor—A Difference.

Many muscular men succumb to fatigues
borne with ease by persons far their inferiors in
physical strength. Muscle does not imply vigor.
In fact, it is not difficult of proof that athletes
do not live as long nor enjiy as good health as
the average individual who is vigorous—that is
to say, whose digestion and sleep are unim-
paired, whose nerves are tranquil, and who has
no organic tendency to disease. These requi-
sites of vigor are conferred upon those inhe-
rently weak, no less than upon those debilitated

through wasting disease, by a thorough, per-
sistent course of Hostetter's Stomach Bitters,
the leading national tonic, indorsed and recom-
mended by physiclans of eminence. It will not
endow {you with the muscle of a Corbett, but it
will infuse energy into your system, and renew
the active and helpful performande of its func-
tions, It averts andcures malarial, rhenmatic,
and kidney complaints, and overcomes dyepep-
sia,constipation,liver trouble and nervousness

A Youthful Pessimist.

Any boy or girl who dce:n't know
what a pessimist is should ba sure to
read the following, says an exchange.
Jeremiah, who is 12 years old, is al-
ready a-confirmsd pessimist. Among
the things bhe continually grumbles
about are his lead pencils, which never
have points, and to sharpen which he
always has to borrow a knife of some
schoolmate.

“Why don’t you have a knife of your
own, Jerry?” one of the boys asked.

“Got no pockets to keep it in,” said
Jerry.

“Then why don't you have a pocket?”

““R-1 had one, I'd huve a hole in it.”

“Well, even then you wouldn't be any
woree off than you are now.,” :

“Hm! Yes I should. 'FI had a
pocket 'n a hole in it, I neverd have
anything to lose through it!”

Jerry sighed deeply and went on
whittling his pencil with the dull
blade of the other boy’s knife.—Lewis-
ton Journal.

BTATE oF OHI1O, CITY OF TOLEDO, |
Lucas CouNTY, o
* FRANK J, CHENEY tllakes oath that he is the

senior partner of the firm of F. J, CHENKY &
Co., doing business in the City of Téledo, County

labtad Jind disa.pf)é,ared' bitt the Wwhite | and State aforesald, and thas said firm will pay
L]

the sum of ONEF HUNDRED DOLLARS for
each and every case o/ CATARRH that cannot be
cured by the use of HALL'S CATARRE CURE,
x - FRANK J. CHENEY,
Sworn to before me and subscribed in my
presence, this 6th day of December, A, D, 1836,
~A— A. W. GLEASON,
{ BEAL, % Notary Public,

sy
Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken internally, and
acts directly on the blood and mucous surfaces
‘of the system. Send for testiinoniuls, free,
F. J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O,
A 5Sold by druggists, 75¢.

HE that will* not reflect_is a ruined
inan.—Old proverb. ’
Rovan, WINTRY, CHANGEABLE WEATHER
produces Catarrhs, Coughs,” Diserders of

the Lungs, etc., which Jayune's Expectorant
promptly cures if faithfully administered.

THE ancient ell, a measure, was the
length of the arm of Henry 1.

£TIR up theé liver, remove disease. pro-
mote good cheer ghd good health, by tha
use of Beecham’s Pills,

THE romance ends at matrimony.

> ‘-/j/’\:’. e e e “"“.“ e S ORI e
- Ringing Noises

in the ears; sometimes a ringing, buz-
zing sound, or snappsi;f like the report
of a pistol, are caused by Catarrh in
the head.- Loss of smell or hearing

also result from Catarrh, which may |

develop into Bronchitis or Consump-.
tion. Hood’s Sarsaparilla cures Catarrh
by thoroughly purifying the bl nd
building up the entire system.
Hood’s, because

Hood’s*==Cures

Hood’s Pills cure liver flls, sick head-
u‘:l‘x_e.‘_jpgn we'!‘lndlgenton. 25¢. Try a box.

NSION=Lowss:

3vrein last war, 16adjudicating claims, atty sinces
MENTION THIS PAPER wwsw WRITING ¥0_ADVERVIAEEM

P‘A'rzu'rs"iﬁa PENSIONS*Secured, No advance fee.
Fitzgerald & Co,, *12thand G,” Washington, D. C,

PISO'S CURE FOR

Consumptives and people
who have weak lungsor Asth-
ma, should use Piso’s Cure for
Consumption. It has enred

. ft has not injur-

thousands
ed one. Itis not bad to take,

itis t.qo best cough syrup.
| Bold everywhers. 238e.

To Annoy Napoleon.

A curious anecdote, of which we may
say, Si non e vero e ben trovato, is illus-
trativeof the disposition of Talleyrand.
It was resolved that each of the allied
powers should designate a commis-
sioner charged with the surveillance
of Napoleon at St. Helena, Talleyrand

roposed to the King for this office
M. de Montchenu, described as “an in-
{.supportuble babbler, a complete non-
fentity,” On being asked why he se-
. lected this man, Talleyrand replied:
“1t i3 the only revenge which I wish te
take for his treatment of me: -however,
it is terrible. What a punishment for
{a man of Bonaparte’s stamp to be
obliged- to live with an ignorant and
! pedantic chatterer! 1 know irim; he
‘ will not be able to squort this annoy-
lance; it will make him ill, and he will
| die of it by slow degrees,"—Edinburgh
 Review.

MILLIONS OF DOLLARS ©

Are annually lost because poor seed is
planted. Now, when you sow)IUu want
to reap. For instance, A, M, Lamh,
Penn., made $5,#0) cn ten acres of veg-
etables; R. Bey. Cal., cropped 1,213
bushels Salzer’sonions per acre; Frank
Close, Miufi.. 100 busnels of lgln‘
wheat from two acres; A. Hahn, Wia.,
1,410 bushels potatoes per acre; Frank
Winter, Montana, 216 bushels 8 pounds
oats from one bushel planted. This is
what Salzer calls reaping,

I' You Will Cut This Oau and Send It
With 10¢ to the John A. Salzer Seed
Co., L.a Crosse, Wis., you will receive
their mammoth catalogue and ten sam-
ple packages of farm seeds. Catalogue
alone, be postage.

Two Pints Not a Quart.

If a pint of water be added to a pint
of proof spirit, the mixture will not
make a guart,
the explanation,

FOR COUGHS AND THROAT DISOR-
DERS use BROWN'S BRONCHIAL TROCHERS.
“Have never changed my mind respecting
them, except I think better of that which [
began thinking well of.”"—Rev. Henry Ward
{ Beecher.- Sold only in boxes.

THE largest theater in the world is
the Grand Opera ‘House of Paris. It
i covers more than three acres of ground
I and cost 63,000,000 francs,

Fon weak. and inflamed oyu_ uwse Dn
Isnac Thompson's Eye-water. It is a care-
fully prepured physiciun's prescription.

fgm «Colchester” Bpading Boot ad Im
other column.

FITS,—~All Fits ltﬁnl’i‘d free by l)r.' Kline's Gn::l

Nerve Restorer. No Fits after first day’s o
velous cures, Treatise “id .00 lrul' ﬁt
Fit cuson, Bend to Dr, Kline, 081 Arl . Pa.

Shiloh's Consumption Cure {s pol i
antee, It cures Incip unt'(,‘onlumptm d%‘l“ﬁ
best Cough Cuve, 25 cents, 50 conts nd%l-ﬂ.

A chemical change i8]

ower”
“ I am Post Master here and keep
Stwore. Ihave kept August Flower
forsome time. I thinkitis
medicine.”” E. A. Bond,
Pavilion Centre, N. Y.
aeryt.?nnmefar T‘ha
ing fails.
kidoeys, the lungs, the
t%:febloo?.thenervu
X you feel wrong,
the stomach first. Put that
st omnce by using August
Flower. It assures a good appetite
and a good digestion. 3

e - 7'_ : .”.“-
A Weak Digestion

as it may seem, is caused

from a lack of that which is

never exactlydigested—/az The
greatest fact in connection with

Scott’s Emulsion

appears at this point—it is partly)
digested fai—and the most
weakened digestion is quickly

streagthened by it.

The only possible help
in Consumption is lhe
arvest of waste and re-
wewal of new, healthy
tisswe. Scotl's Emulsion
kas done wondersin Con-

sumplion just this way.

Propused by Beots & Bowne, N, V. Alldroggista
. s Ot RS

Young Mothers !

: We Ofor You a Remedy
which Inoures BSafety to
Zdfe of Mother and Child.

o 'S FRIEND "

Robe Confinement of ite
Poin, Horvor and Risk.

“Mother's Friound™ g
and & ut:(‘.‘glxpocrlamﬂn
L casos.~Mrs,

» Jan. 15th, 1891,

Asnzn
e
REGULATOR CO.,

ATLANTA, GA,
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS.
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WANTERSSH ks

Extreme,
Chronic,
Torturin
Cases o

EURALGH

ARE CURED BY ST. JAGOBS OIL. PRONPT AND SURE.

Try them.

Ask the Dealers for them.
six cents, Addvess,

REVERSIBLE COLLAR CO., 27 Kilby Street, Boston, ',M‘

The “LINENE” are the Best and Most Economical

Collars and Cuffs Worn.

They are the only goods made that a well-deessed gentieman can use in place of lines.
You will like them ; they look well, wear well and fit well.

versible ; both sides alike ; can be worn twice 2s
When one side is soiled use the other, then throw it

other col
a fresh one,

as an
and

Sold for ag cents for a Bex of o Collars, or Five Pairs of Cufly
A
Sample Collay and & M%‘ -’dlfn

PP AR, P
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One bottlz'for fifteen cents, .
Twelve bottles for one dollar, }by mail

TN

@:Fe ever prescribed
i

R:l-P-A<N-S

SAn ! Ha il

.~ Ripans Tabules are t:ye most eﬁectl‘ve rec-
r 2 physiciap for an
sorder of the stomach, liver or b'owe‘ly o

5 Buy of any druggiet asywhere, er send price to ;
THE RIPANS CHEMICAL COMPANY, e Senucs Sv,, Nxw Yonx,

3

“COLCHESTER"
- SPADING BOOT.

For Fa'mers, Miners, R. R; hands
*'rhio, outer o= tap sold ‘extends
the whole length of the+ole
to the heel, pro ng the
ging and other work, Best

| * " ASK YOUR DEALER.

DEAF;t s ooty




