
A REMARKABLE CASE.

Mr*. Mary Noren, Wife of a Well*

Known Fanner Near Valparaiso*

Brought Back to Health and Strength

by a Popular Remedy—Her State-

ment of the Cure.

From the Star, Valparaiso. fyd.
The attention of the Star having been

called to several cases of radical cures ef-

fected by Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for

Pale People, it was determined to inves-

tigate some of the more notable of these

cases, with a view to disseminating exact

information on the subject and benefiting
others who were suffering. Prominent

among those who had experienced bene-

fits from the use of this remedy was men-

tioned Mrs. Mary Noren, wife of John

Noren, a prosperous fanner, living north-
east of Valparaiso, Ind., and to her a re-

porter was accordingly dispatched.
Mrs. Noren was found busily engaged

in household duties, but she found time to

detail her experience, and was willingand

even anxious that the benefits she had felt

should be told for the benefit of those who

had suffered as she did.
“I had been ill since girlhood with a

complication of complaints,” said Mrs.

Noren, “never so much as to be confined

Jong in bed, but I suffered intense misery.
My chief trouble was with my stomach.
I felt a constant gnawing pain that was

at times almpst distracting, and which

had been diagnosed by different physi-
cians as dyspepsia and sympathetic de-

rangement dependent on the condition of

thg generative organs—l had pains in the

back, sometimes so great as to make me

unable to work, and frequent bilious at-

tacks. I also suffered greatly from con-

stipation, from which 1 never could find

permanent relief. Then these symptoms
were aggravated by rheumatic pains be-

tween the shoulder blades, which were

most excruciating in damp or cold weather.

After my marriage, about five years ago,

and when my baby was born, the trouble
seemed to increase, and I was frequently
so sick that I could not do my household

work. I tried different physicians and
used numerous remedies, but all in vain,
until one day last fall I happened to read

of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale Peo-

ple. My husband got three boxes from
Mr. O. D. Rushton, the druggist, and I

began to use them. From the first I be-

gan to feel relief, and before three boxes

were gone I was nearly well. The con-

stipation was cured and the other trou-

bles were so much relieved that I felt

better than I had felt for years. As I

continued in the use of the pills I <grew

better and strong, my appetite was more

natural, and my flesh increased until I am

In the cohfEtion you see me now.”
Dr. Williams’ Piuk Pills contain, in a

condensed form, all the elements neces-

sary to give new life and richness to the

blood and restore shattered nerves. They
are an unfailing specific for such diseases
as locomotor ataxia, partial paralysis, St.

Vitus’ dance, sciatica, neuralgia, rheuma-

tism, nervous headache, the after effect

of la grippe, palpitation of the heart, pale
and sallow complexions,, all forms of

weakness, either in male or female. Pink

Pills are sold by all dealers, or will be
•ent postpaid on receipt of price, 50 cents

a box or six boxes for $2.50 (they are

never sold in bulk or by the 100), by ad-

dressing Dr. Williams’ Medicine Com-

pany, Schenectady, N. Y.

Indians Riding Wheels.

“The noble red man may yet be civ-

ilized by means of bicycles.” said A. L.

Bartlett, of Beatrice, Neb. “The Otoa

tribe have steadily resisted all effort?

to induce them to become citizens, and

their numbers have dwindled until but

few of them remain. In fact, there

are few more Indians in Nebraska now

than in New York and Indiana. A

Tew days ago one of the chiefs of the

Otoe tribe visited Beatrice and became

'much interested in bicycles. The own-

•er thought it would be fun to let the

old Indian learn to ride, and it was not

dong before the chief had mastered the

art. Then he must have a wheel of hie

own, and not having any money he

•traded four ponies for one. He rode it

to the reservation and next day half a

dozen Indians came to town, bringing

iPonies to trade for bicycles. ‘Ride

•faster. No feed,’ they say, and when

rthe bicycle manufacturers learn of this

new field it is probable that they will

reap a harvest, and the Indians will

lay aside their primitive customs and

jointhe L. A. W. in a body.”—Washing-
ton Star.

AUSTRIA’S NEXT KING.

la Said to Be the Wickedeat Prince

on Earth.

The people of Austria are by no

means pleased with Emperor Francis

Joseph for having officially proclaim-
ed as his heir to the throne his nephew,
Archduke Otto. When Otto’s elder

brother, Francis Ferdinand, was strick-

en with consumption it was hoped that

Otto's claims to the throne would be

set aside in favor either of one of Fran-

cis Joseph's grand-nephews or of the

son of his youngest daughter, the Arch-

duchess Valeria. Otto’s claim to the

throne, however. Is not to be disputed.
He is the second son of the late Arch-

duke Charles Louis, second brother of
the Emperor, who, after the tragic
death of Crown Prince Rudolph, be-

came heir to the throne.
Otto is called the “wickedest prince

in the world.” He is extremely unpop-
ular in Austria, while in Hungary he
is held in the greatest hatred. He

is the black sheep of the imperial fam-

ily. Not only is fie a libertine but a

drunkard as well, and he is frequently
seen intoxicated in public. His be-

havior to his wife, the Archduchess

Marie Josepha, a daughter of Prince

George fit Saxony, has been of so

disgraceful a character that on two
occasions she has been compelled to

leave him and return to her family.
One of the stories told of Archduke

Otto is that on one occasion he stopped,

a peasant’s funeral that he might-
amuse himself by leaping his horse

back and forth across the corpse. The

Emperor has no love for him. Indeed,,

he detests him and it is related that

on one occasion he struck him in the

face because of piece of black-

guardism that the young prince had

perpetrated. It was but a short time

ago that several tales of his misdeeds

were related in one of the leading news-

papers of Budapest. Otto appealed to

the Emperor to punish the editor, but

Franks Joseph refused to do so, tell-

ing him his only course would be to

sue him for libel, as would the mean-

est subject. The suit was brought,
but the jury who tried the case render-

ed a verdict in favor of the editor.'
The verdict was sustained by the court

and by the Court of Appeals, and thus

Otto stands convicted as a reprobate!
of the deepest dye.

ARCHDUCHESS MARIA JOSEPHA.

PRINCE OTTO.

HE HAS NO ROOTER,

A Hog Whose Construction Was Not

Entirely Completed.

A hog without a suout was born the

other day near Henderson, Ky. Its

nostrils are in the roof of its mouth, and

In order to breathe it must keep its

mouth open. Its mouth js wholly un-!
like the pattern adopted by well regu-’

lated members of the hog family, and'

the chin is round, giving the little ani-

mal an appearance disagreeably hu-

man. It has only one eye. and from all

appearances that is all nature intended

it should have, as there is only one

socket. The pig takes food and seems

to be healthy, but its feet are not mates, 1
and It walks with some difficulty.

A HOG WITHOUT A SNOUT.

Diamonds in Steel.

Some time ago it was shown by M.

Moissan, a French chemist, that when

iron was saturated at 3,000 centigrade
with carbon and then cooled under a

high pressure a portion of the carbon

separated out in the form of diamonds.'
The conditions under which very hard
steels are now made should also result!
in the formation of diamonds, and at

examination of a large number of earn-!
pies of such steel has shown that this

is really the case. The diamonds are

obtained by dissolving the metal in

acid and then subjecting the

to the action of concentrated nitric

acid, fused potassium chlorate, hydro-
fluoric and sulphuric acid successively.

The crystals are very minute, the larg-
est being only five mm. in diameter,

but they present all the chemical and

physical properties of true

Engineering and Mining Journal.

Tommy—Say, Mollie, I wish I had

ten cents to get some candy with. Mol-

lie—Go and ask father who Socrates

was and what is meant by the differen-

tial calculus. He’s got company, and I

•houldn’twonder if he gave you a quar-

tn.—Boston Transcript

TALMAGE’S SERMON.

HE PREACHES UPON A RAPTUR-

OUS OUTLOOK.

He Save ItShould Stir the World to

Gladness—Arbitration la Better than

Battle—Bays of Dawn in the Day of

Progress.

The Day Is at Hand.
If the clarion note of this sermon de-

livered at the national capital could sound

through Christendom, it would give every-

thing good a new start. Dr. Talmage's
text was Romans xiii., 12, “The day is at

hand.”

Back from the mountains, and the sea-

side, and the springs, and the farmhouse,
your cheeks bronzed and your spirits
lighted, 1 hail you home again with the

words of Gehazi to the Shunamniite: "Is
it well with thee? Is it well with thy
husband? Is it, well with the child?”
On some faces I see the mark of recent

grief, but all along the track of tears I

see the story of resurrection and reunion

when all tears are done, the deep plowing
of the keel, followed by the flash of the

phosphorescence. Now that I have asked
you in regard to your welfare, you nat-

urally ask how i am. Very well, thank
you. Whether it was the bracing air of
the mountains, or a bath in the surf of
Long Island beach, or whether it is the

joy of standing in this great group of
warm-hearted friends, or whether it is a

new appreciation of the goodness of God,
I cannot tell. 1 simply know I am happy.
It was said that John Moffatt, the great
Methodist preacher, occasionally got fast
in his sermon; and to extricate himself
would cry, “Halleluiah!” I am in no

such predicament to-day, but I am full
of the same rhapsodic ejaculation.

Starting out this morning on a new

ecclesiastical year, I want to give you the

keynote of my next twelve months’ min-

istry. I want to set it to the tunes of

“Antioch," "Ariel” and “Coronation.” I
want to put a new trumpet stop into my
sermons. We do wrong if we allow our

personal sorrows to interfere with the

glorious fact that the kingdom is coming.
We are wicked if we. allow apprehension
•f national disaster to put down our faith
in God and in the mission of our Ameri-
can people. The God who hath been on

the side of this nation since the Fourth
of July, 1776, willsee to it that this nation

shall not commit suicide on Nov. 3, 1896.
By the time the unparalleled harvests of
this summer get down to the seaboard we

shall be standing in a sunburst of na-

tional prosperity that will paralyze the
pessimists who by their evil prophecies
are blaspheming the God who hath bless-
ed this nation as he hath blessed no other.

Notes of Gladness.
In all our Christian work you and I

want more of the element of gladness.
No man had a right to say that Christ
never laughed. Do you suppose that he

wap glum at the wedding in Cana of Gali-
lee? Do you suppose that Christ was

unresponsive when the children clam-
bered over his knee and shoulder at his
own invitation? Do you suppose that the

evangelist meant nothing when he said of

Christ, "He rejoiced in spirit?” Do you
believe that the divine Christ, who pours
all the waters over the rocks at Vernal

Falls, Yosemite, does not believe in the

sparkle and gallop and tumultuous joy
and rushing raptures of human life? 1
believe not only that the morning laughs,
and that the mountains laugh, and that
the seas laugh, and that the cascades

laugh, but that Christ laughed. More-
over, take a laugh and a tear into an
alembic and assay them, and you will
often find as much of the pure gold of
religion in a laugh as in a tear. Deep
spiritual joy always shows itself in facial
illumination. John Wesley said he was

sure of a good religious impression being
produced because of what he calls the
great gladness he saw among the people.
Godless merriment is blasphemy any-

where, but expression of Christian joy is

appropriate everywhere.

Moreover, tho outlook of the world
ought to stir us to gladness. Astrono-
mers disturbed many people by telling
them that there was danger of stellar col-
lision. We were told by these astrono-
mers that there are worlds coming very
near together, and that we shall have
plagues and wars and tumults and per-
haps the world’s destruction. Do not be
scared. If you have ever stood at a rail-
road center where ten or twenty or thirty
rail tracks cross each other and seen that
by the movement of the switch one or two

inches the train shoots this way and that
without colliding, then you may under-
stand how fifty worlds may come within
an inch of disaster and that inch be as

good as a million miles. If a human
switch tender can shoot the trains this

way and that without harm, cannot the
hand that for thousands of years has up-
held the universe keep our little world
out of harm’s way? Christian geolo-
gists tell us that this world was millions
of years in building. Well, now, Ido not

think God would take millions of years to
build a house which was to last only
6,000 years. There is nothing in the
world or outside the world, terrestrial or

astronomical, to excite dismay. I wish
that some stout gospel breeze miykt scat-
ter all the malaria of human foreboding.
The sun rose this morning at about 6

o’clock, and 1 think that is just about the
hour in the world’s history. "The day is
at hand.”

Victory for Peace.

The first ray of the dawn I see in the

gradual substitution of diplomatic skill
for human butchery. Within the last

twenty-five years there have been inter-
national differences which would have
brought a shock of arms in any other

day, but which were peacefully adjusted,
the pen taking the place of the sword.
The Venezuelan controversy in any other
age of the world would have brought
shock of arms, but now is being so quietly
adjusted that no one knows just how it is

being settled.
The Alabama question in any other age

of the world would have caused war be-
tween the United States and England.
How was it settled? By men-of-war off
the Narrows or off the Mersey? By the

gulf stream of the ocean crossed by a

gulf stream of human blood? By the

pathway of nations incarnadined? No.
A few wise men go into a quiet 'room at

Geneva, talk the matter over and tele-

graph to Washington and to London, “All
settled.” Peace, peace! England pays
to the United States the amount award-

ed—pays really more than she ought to
have paid. But still, all that Alabama
broil is settled—settled forever. Arbitra-
tion instead of battle.

So the Samoan controversyin any other

age would have brought Germany and

the United States into bloody collision.

But all is settled. Arbitration instead of
battle.

France will never again, I think,
through the peccadillo of an embassador,
bring on a battle with other nations. She

sees that God, in punishment at Sedan,
blotted out the French empire, and the

only aspirant for that throne who had

any right of expectation dies in a war

that has not even the dignity of being re-

spectable. What is the leaf that England
Would like to tear out of her history? The

Zulu war. Down with the sword and up

with the treaty!
We in this country might better have

settled our sectional difficulties by arbi-
tration than by the trial of the swohl.
Philanthropy said to the north, “Pay
down a certain amount of money for the

purchase of the slaves, and let all those

born after a certain time be born free.”

Philanthropy at the aESfr time said to

th* South, "Yen sell the slaves and get
rid of thia great national contest and

trouble.” The North replied, “I won’t

pay a cent.” The South replied. “I won’t

aelL” War, war! A million dead men,

and a national debt which might have

ground this nation to powder! Why did
we not let William H. Seward of New

York and Alexander H. Stephens of

Georgia go out and spend a few days un-

der the trees on the banks of the Potomac
and talk the matter oyer anu settle it, as

settle it they could, rather than the North

pay in cost of war $4,700,060,000 and the

South pay $4,750,000,000, the destroying
angel leaving the firstborn dead in so

many houses all the way from the Penob-

scot to the Alabama? Ye aged men whose

sons fell in the strife, do you not think

that would have been better? Oh, yes!
We have come to believe, I think, in this

country that arbitration is better than
battle.

Too Dear a Price.

I may be mistaken, but I hope that the

last war between Christian nations is
ended. Barbarians may mix their war

paint and Chinese and Japanese go into
wholesale massacres and Afghan and
Zulu hurl poisoned arrows, but I think

Christian nations have gradually learned

that war is disaster to victor as well as

vanquished, and that almost anything
bought by blood is bought at too dear a

price. I wish to God this nation might
be a model of willingness for arbitration.

No need of killing another Indian. No
need of sacrificing any more brave Gen.

Custers. Stop exasperating the red man,

and there will be no more arrows shot
out from the arabushments. A general of
the United States army in high repute
throughout this land, and who perhaps
had been in more Indian wars than any

other officer, and who had been wounded

again and again in behalf of our Gov-

ernment in battle against the Indians,
told me that all the wars that had ever

occurred between Indians and white men

had been provoked by white men, and

that there was no exception to the rule.
While we are arbitrating with Christian

nations let us toward barbarians carry

ourselves in. a manner unprovocative of

contest.

Let me put myself in thair place: I in-

herit a largo estate, and the waters are

rich with fish, and the woods are songful
with birds, aud my cornfields are silken

and golden. Here is my sister’s grave.

Out yonder under the large tree my

father died. An invader comes and pro-
poses to drive me off and take possession
of my property. He crowds me back, he

crowds me on. and crowds me into a clos-
er corner, until after awhile I say: "Stand

back! Don’t crowd me any more, or I’ll
strike. What right have you to come
here and drive me off my premises? 1

got this farm irora my father, and he got
it from his father. What right have you
to come here and molest me?” You bland-

ly say: “Oh, I know more than you do. I

belong to a higher civilization I cut my

hair shorter than you do. I could put
this ground to a great deal better use than

you do.”

And you keep crowding me back and

crowding me on into a closer corner and

closer corner, untilone day I look around

upon my suffering family, and, fired by
their hardships, I hew you in twain.

Forthwith all the world conies to your fu-
neral to pronounce eulogium, comes to

my execution to anathematize me. Yon

are the hero. 1 am the culprit. Behold

the United States Government and the

North American Indian! The red man

has stood more wrongs than I would, or

you. We would have struck sooner, deep-
er. That which is right in defense of a

Washington home is right in defense of
a home on top of the Sierra Nevada. Be-

fore this dwindling race dies completely
out I wish that this generation might by
common justice atone for the inhumanity
of its predecessors. In the day of God’s

judgment 1 would rather be a blood

smeared Modoc than a swindling United
States officer on an Indian reservation.
One was a barbarian and a savage, and
never pretended to be anything but a bar-
barian and a savage. The other pretend-
ed to be representative of a Christian na-

tion. Notwithstanding all this the gen-

eral disgust with war and the substitution
of diplomatic skill for the glittering edge
of keen steel is a,sign unmistakable that
“the day is at hand.”

The World’s Nearness.

I find another ray of dawn in the com-

pression of the world’s distances. What
a slow, snail-like, almost impossible thing
would have been the world’s rectification
with 1,400,000,600 of population and no

facile means of communication, but now,
through telegraphy for the eye and tele-
phonic intimacy for the ear and through
steamboating and railroading the 25,000
miles of the world's circumference are

shriveling up into insignificant brevity.
Hong Kong is nearer to New York than a

few years ago New Haven was; Bombay,
Moscow, Madras, Melbourne within

speaking distance. Purchase a telegraph-
ic chart, and by the blue lines see the

telegraphs of the land and by the red

lines the cables under the ocean. You see

what opportunity this is going to give for

the final movements of Christianity.
A fortress months or years in

building, but after it is constructed it

may do all its work in twenty minutes.

Christianity has been planting its batter-
ies for nineteen centuries and may go
on in the work through other centuries,
but when those batteries are thoroughly
planted, those fortresses are fully built,
they may all do their work in twenty-four
hours. The world sometimes derides the
church for slowness of movement. Is

science any quicker? Did it not take
science 5,652 years to find out so simple
a thing as the circulation of the human
blood? With the earth and the sky full of

electricity, science took 5,800 years before
it even guessed that there was any prac-
tical use that might be made of this subtle

and mighty element. When good men

take possession of all these scientific
forces and all these agencies of invention,
I do not know that the redemption of the

world will be more than the work of half

a day. Do we not read the queen’s speech
at the proroguing of parliament the day
before in Loudon? If that be so, is it any-
thing marvelous to believe that in twen-

ty-four hours a divine communication can

reach the whole earth? Suppose Christ

should descend o.n the nations—many ex-

pect that Christ willcome among the na-

tions personally, suppose that to-morrow

morning the Son of God from a hovering
cloud should descend upon these cities.

Would not that fact be known all the

world over in twenty-four hours? Sup-

pose he should present his gospel in a

few words, saying: "1 am the Son of

God. 1 camo to pardon all your sink and

to heal all your jorrow. To prove that 1

am a supernatural being 1 have just de-

scended from the clouds. Do you believe

me, and do you believe me now?” Why,
all the telegraph stations of the earth

would be crowded as none of them were

ever crowded just after a shipwreck.
1 tell yon all these things to show you

it is not among the impossibilities or

even the improbabilities that Christ will

conquer the whole earth, and do it in-

stanter when the time comes. There are

fore-tokenings in the air. Something great

is going to happen.' 1 do not think that

Jupiter is going to run us down or that

the axle of the world is going to break,
but 1 mean something great for the

world’s blessing and not for the world’s

damage is going to happen. 1 think the

world has had it hard enough. Enough
the famines and plagues. Enough the

Asiatic choleras. Enough the wars.

Enough the shipwrecks. Enough the

conflagrations. 1 think our world could
stand right well a procession of pros-
perities and triumphs. Better be on the
lookout. Better have your observatories

open toward the heavens and the lenses

of your M>st powerful telescope* weft

polished. Better have all your Leyden

jars ready for some new pulsation of

mighty influence. Better have new fonts

of type in your printing offices to set up

some astounding good news. Better have

some new banner that has never been car-

ried ready for sudden processions. Better

have the bells in your church towers well

hung and rope within reach, that yon may

ring, out the marriage of the King's Son.

Cleanse all your court houses, for the

Judge of all the earth may appear. Let
all your legislative halls be gilded, for the
Great Lawgiver may be about to come.

Drive off the drones of despotism all the

occupants, for the King of heaven and

earth may be about to reign. The dark-

ness of the night is blooming and whiten-

ing into the lilies of morning etoud and

the lilies reddening into the roses of

stronger day—fit garlands, whether white

or red, for him on whose head are many

crowns. "The day is at hand.”

Rays of Dawn*

One more ray of the dawn I see in facts

chronological and mathematical. Come

now, do not let us do another stroke of
work until we have settled one matter.

What is going to bo the final issue of thia

great contest between sin and righteous-

ness? Which is going to prove himself

the stronger. God or Diabolus? Is this

world going to be all garden or all desert?

Now, let us have that matter settled. If

we believe Isaiah and Hosea and Micah

and Malachi and John and Peter and

Paul and the Lord himself, we believe

that it is going to be all garden. But let

us have it settled. Let us know whether

we are working on toward a success or

toward a dead failure. If there is a child

in your house sick and you are sure he is

going to get well, you sympathize with

present pains, but all the foreboding is

gone. If you are in a cyclone off the
Florida coast and the captain assures you

the vessel is stanch, and the winds are

changing for a better quarter, and he is

sure he willbring you safe into the har-

bor, you patiently submit to present dis-

tress with the thought of safe arrival.

Now I want to know whether we are

coming on toward dismay, darkness and

defeat or on toward light and blessedness.

You and I believe the latter, and if so

every year we spend is one year sub-

tracted from the world's woe, and every

event that passes, whether bright or dark,

brings us one event nearer a happy con-

summation, and by all that is inexorable

in chronology and mathematics I com-

mend you to good cheer and courage, if

there is anything in arithmetic, if you sub-

tract two from five and leave three, then

by every rolling sun we are coming on to-

ward a magnificent terminus. Then every
winter parsed is one severity less for our

poor world. Then every summer gone by
brings us nearer unfading arhoreseenee.

Put your algebra down on the top of your

Bible and rejoice.
If it is nearer morning nt 3 o'clock than

it is at 2, if it is nearer morning at 4

o’clock than it is nt 3, then wo are nearer

the dawn of the world’s deliverance. God's

clock seems to go very slowly,. but tho

pendulum swings, and the hands move,

and it willyet strike noon. Tho sun and

the moon stood still once. They will

never stand still again until they stop
forever. If you believe arithmetic ns wall
as your Bible, you must believe wo are

nearer the dawn, “The day is at hand.”

In the Sunlight.

Beloved people, I preach this sermon

because I want you to toil with the sun-

light in your faces. I want you old men

to understand before you die that all tho
work you did for God while yet your ear

was alert and your foot fleet is going to

be counted up in the final victories. I

want all these younger people to under-

stand that when they toil for God they
always win the day; that all prayers are

answered and all Christian work is in

some way effectual, and that the tide is

setting in the right direction, and that all

heaven is on our side—saintly, cherubic.'

archangelie, omnipotent, chariot and

throne, doxology and procession, princi-
palities and dominion, he who hath the

moon under his feet, and all the armies of

heaven on white horses.

Brother, brother, all I am afraid of is

not that Christ will lose the battle, but

that you and 1 will not get into it quick
enough to do something worthy of our

blood bought immortality. Oh, Christ,)
how shall I meet thee, thou of the scarred

brow, and the scarred back, and tho

scarred hand, and the scarred foot, and

the scarred breast, if I have no scars or

wounds gotten in thy service? It shall

not be so. 1 step out to-day in front of

the battle. Come on, ye foes of God, I

dare you to combat. Come on, with pens

dipped in malignancy. Come on, with

tongues forked and viperine. Come on,
with types soaked in the scum of th®

eternal pit. I defy you! Come on; 1 bare

my brow; I uncover my heart. Strike! I

cannot see my Lord until I have been

hurt for Christ. If we do not suffer with,

him on earth, we cannot be glorified with

him in heaven. Take good heart. On,
on, on! See, the skies have brightened!

See, the hour is about to come! Pick
out all the cheeriest of the anthems. Let

the orchestra string their best instru-

ments. *‘The night is far spent; the day
is at hand.”

Short Sermons,

Character.—The building of character

is what constitutes true and enduring
prosperity. The making of character In
In line with God’s plan for the world!
It is not true that every man Is as good
as every other man, but It is true, now

and ever, that every man has an equaj
right with every other man. Charactei
is what a man is, what he shall be amj
by which he shall be judged at the last

day.—Rev. B. L. Whitman, Baptist,
Washington.

Liquor License.—A licensed saloon is

a legitimate loafing place and a breeder
of vice and crime. The revenue from

license is not paid by the wealthy, but
by the poor, and chiefly by the poor

women and children, who are deprived
< .food and clothing to pay the saloon-

keeper. Every one who votes to license

a saloon is partlceps crlininls to every
suicide or murder or woe that comes

from that saloon.—Rev. W. R. Good-

win;-'Methodist, San Francisco.

LifePrinciples.—Christianity brought
Into the world three great energizing

principles of life—the divine father-

hood, human brotherhood, immortality.
Christ came to briug a more abundant
life. He -was the life as well as the

light of men. God's fatherhood over-

arches the world with a dome that fails

to cover none. Human brotherhood is

inclusive of all races and pebples. The

immortality makes man the citizen of

two worlds.—Rev. Dr. Gunnison, Unl-

versalist, Worcester, Mass.

Religion in America.—The trouble
with American religion is that it has

got so far beyond the divine law that

men leave it behind when they go into

business or public life. If'we have in

dur Mnd a republic of raving and roar-

ing tigers, we must stock our stores arid
our caucuses, our boards of trade arid
our council chambers., our legislative
halls' and our executive mansions With '

some of the righteousness of the divine

law. Our Christianity needs to'get 1 a

new inspiration 'f'rqrti the life Ofu<lts

founder.—Rev. if. H. Harris, Übivtr-

sallst, Reading, Pa

Larger than State.

The largest ranch now running tn the

United States is situated in the State of

Wyoming. The dimensions of thia Im-

mense farm are of such mammoth pro-

portions that figures of its area appear
almost fabulous and beyond belief. An

idea of its dimensions may be gained

from the fact that the State of Rhode

Island could be dropped into tbe middle

of it, and yet leave a margin of some

twenty pintles all around it—and it is

stocked with upwards of 200,000 ani-

mals of various kinds. Including horses,

cattle, sheep, goats, hogs and half-bred

buffalo. The inventory shows that 400

horses, 20,00 d cattle and over 150,000

sheep daily graze on its broad acres.

A Singular of Monomania.

There Is a class of people, rational enough
In other respects, wbb are certainly mono-

maniacs in dosing themselves. They are con-

stantly frying eipcßtuyuMn upon their stom-

achs, their bowels, their livers and their kid-

neys with trashy nostrums. When these or-

gans are reallyuout of order, U they would

only use Hostetter's Stomach Blyarn,, .they
would, if not hopelessly Insane, perceive Its

superiority.
I¦ \

A bride in Montreal appeared at the

altar with her pet canary fastened to

her shoulder by a goldeu chain. During

tho marriage ceremony file bird broke

Into song.

Hall's Catarrh Cure.

Is taken Internally. Trice 75 cents.

When we strive to do the best we can

we are sure to find that our best is be-

yond anything we had dared to hope

for.

A sickly, pimple-covered skin is often

transformed, as if by magic,’ into the full

bloom of radiant health by the use of

Glenn’s Sulphur Soup. Of druggists.

The city of Ghent, the chief port of

Belgium, stands on twenty-six different

Islands, which are connected by ninety-

two bridges.

I believe Piso's Cure is the only medi-

cine that will euro consumption.—Anna
M. Ross, Williamsport, l’a., Nov. 12, '95.

The smallest children are nearest

heaven, us the smallest planets are

nearest the sun.

The Laddes.

The pleasant effect and perfect safaflj

with which ladies may use Syrup «f<

Figs, under all conditions, makes tt

their favorite remedy. To get the true

and genuine article, look for the naase

of the California Fig Syrup Co., print-

ed near the bottom of the package.

For sale by all responsible druggists.

Mohammedan depositors in the posh-
office savings 1 -ks are enriching the

British Government, as their rellgiea
forbids them to receive Interest. They

insist on taking out no more than they
have put in.

Dobblsr rkwtlnjBorax Snap contains aU U» naS.
propsrtlM of Dobbins' Electric, rvrubln-d with IMS«

th. best loatlns soap. No chappod hands whora Qa»
Map la used. Same price as adulterated aoapa wttkM
nervy Bad wrapper.

Mra Wteolow's BooTwnea Rtvct for OlMne

Mathias; aotteaa the rumn, reaucoa inflsmaaMaa.
allay, pala. cturea wind colic. 20 coau a boule.

A WOMAN’S STORY.
•It Should Be of Interest to Every Thlnk>

log Woman.

Women who reason well knqw that
no male physician can understandingly
treat the complaint known as

“female

diseases*” for no man ever experienced
them.

This, Lydia E. Pinkham tanght them

twenty years ago,
•when she dis-

covered in her

Vegetable IEaV
Compound \ AgS\
the only sue- cWil
cessful cure

for all those J'eat)/
ailments pecu’
liar to the

sex. Many J/?
woman have “ J ftp
a fatal faith in *

their physician, and not tillthey can

suffer no longer, will they think and

act for themselves.

The following testimony is straight
to the point, and represents the ex-

perience of hundreds of thousands of

now grateful women:
“For six years

I was a great sufferer from those in-

ternal weaknesses so prevalent among
our sex. After having received treat-

ment from four physicians of our city,
and finding no relief whatever, I con-

cluded to try Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound, and it has proved a boon to

me. It can truly be called a
“Saviour

of Women.”— Mrs. B, A. Perham,

Waynesboro, Pa.

jmh&
tv Chicago 10.35 am Ar St. Louis 7.04 pm

Free Reclining Chair Care.
Pullman Buffet Parlor Cars.

Train
Iv Chicago 9.00 pm ArSt. Louis 7.24 am

Free Reclining Chair Cars. Pullman Buffet Open
¦nd Compartment Sleeping Cars. See that your ticket
between Chicago and St Louis

_

READS VIA THE ILLINOIS CENTRAL R. R.
Itcan be obtained of your local ticket scent.
X H.HANSON, Q. P.A. HL Cent. B. B. Chlctft. HL

Great
flales naturally result from the great merit whloh
makes ths thousands of' wonderful eurea by

Hood’s
Sarsaparilla

The One True Blood Purifier. All druggists. sl.

Hood's Pills cure ail fiver Ills. 25 cents.

The Cyclist’s Necessity.

¦.-POND'S
EXTRACT

Is ths REPAIR KIT for all

ACCIDENTS.

Unequaled for Quickly Healing

Lameness and Soreness of

fluscles. Wounds, Bruises,
Stiffness, Rheumatism.

Rub thoroughly with

POXD’B EXTRACT after

each ride to keep muscles

supple, pliant, strong.

Try Pod’s Extract Ointment for Pilei.
Sroid SubsMuits— Wtak, Watery, WartMtte

Po«D'a Bxtvact Co., yd Fifth Avenue, New Tertk

xwv, wilTbe M'Ut Tro® to aw addjyvi
upon receipt of ouly I’4 centa In poatnvo atampa ‘fW
erand book la illustrated with akntchea anti nortrawet
tM leedlue ataleamen and uratore. It dlacuMW WV
lira gold and Hllver quertlon and give, a completeh»
toey of eurrruev and tailtt leglalatlon .inoetlia wad
ItUa library on current poiltlca Addresa

W. J. CAKE IiZTON.
IO IHpruoe Wt., jNew York.

1

ÜBT U'JRtSWHIIU “ALLTOtfMS.
.

BBMt
( onuh Byrun. TaMeaGoud. VecM
tn time Bold by clnu-i;lrßrja

Hwr

MJA Will pay tor a 5-1 IM: adverttiemost
EP four weekH n 100 hlali grade llllaeM

ih 11 I newepapera—lOO.ClOcirculation per woes

A H Ils Kuarantood. Bond for .-atalogue. Htaw*
W IV dard-Unlon. «88. Jogoreon Bt..Chtoase»

C.N. t), No, 110-SS

WUHtT WRITING TO ADVERTISKRS

Vv uleaan pay you MW tho sdverUMßMSk
In thia paper.

i \ aMVk \ &.-• XW LdT WL

W "A Good Foundation.” • 2

ißMtleAlkU
I PLUG

W |
8 Lay your foundation with w

R “Battle Ax” It is the comer flj
A stone of economy. It is the one 2
8 tobacco that is both BIG and 2
W GOOD. There is no better. There ®
®is no other 5-cent plug as large* ¦

Try it and see for yourself. £

—' ¦ ¦'•" - ¦¦¦¦ ' ¦ asaat

ZR? Old age
Ay, j I comes early to the clothes that are dragged up

/ I A an d down over the wash-board. It’s ruinous,
else uses them up so thoroughly and

so quickly.
Ax": I This wear and tear, that tells so on your

|i\ pocket, ought to be stopped. Get some Pearl-
M

'

ine—use it just as directed—no soap with it—-
and see how much longer the clothes last, and

¦X 1 4 how much easier and quicker the work ix
A I Pearline saves the rubbing. .

Hl nV I H
Peddlers and some Unscrupulous grocers will tell

IbKvAI H
“this is as good as” or "the same as PearUne.” IT'S .

I ’VB it r'lv FALSE—Pearline is never peddled, and if¦ row

Sit tW* • JOa>CK grocer sends you something m place ofWarUao.
be honest— send it back. 518 JAMBS PYLK, New Y*rfu

“Forbid a Fool a Thing and,
That He Will Do.”

Don’t Use

SAPOLIO


