
Horse and Boar.

A desperate fight between a horte and

a boar, which resulted in the death of

both animals, is reported from the coun-

ty Une eighteen miles north of Warsaw,
Ind. The animals were on the farm of
Arthur Munson and got together in a

field, when the combat began. At the

end of twenty minutes the horse was

torn and bleeding, bad wounds being

inflicted by the tusks of the angry hog,

whleh was also in a dying condition, its

head and legs being broken by the tre-

mendous kicks administered by the

horse. The animals survived the fight
only a short time.

Mere Bandies of Nerves.
Some peevish, querulous people seem mere

bundles of nerves. The least sound agitates
their sensorlums and riagies their tempers.
No doubt the; are born so. But may not their

nervousness be ameliorated, If not entirely
relieved? Unquestionably, and with Hos-
tetter’s Stomach Bitters. By' cultivating
their digestion, and Insuring more complete
assimilation of the fo<xl with this admirable

corrective, they will experience a speedy
and very perceptible gain iu nerve quitude.
Dyspepsia, biliousness, constipation and rheu-

matism yield to the Bitters.

A Kind Recommendation.

Weakleigh—My trouble has reached

that condition where I am obliged to

have a specialist. Can you recommenu

Dr. Cutter?

Flint—Certainly.
Weakleigh—What is his specialty?
Flint Autopsies. Richmond Dis-

patch.

A Steady Job.

“For mercy’s sake, Baxter, where

have you been until this time of

night?”

“Thass all r!’, m’ deaf. Been organ-
izin’ ’nother Klondike comp’ny—makes
fo-fourth one to-day.”—Cleveland Plain

Dealer.

Word comes from all quarters that the
neatest and most satisfactory dye for col-

oring the beard a brown or black is Buck-
ingham’s Dye for the ’Whiskers.

Night-keys, as a rule, have the hard-

est work to do in the morning.

Piso’s Cure for Consumption has been
a godsend to me.—Wm. B. McClellan.
Chester, Fla., Sept. 17, 1895.

A BRAVE DETECTIVE.

Officer &. C. Brown le a Terror to

Border Outlaws.

Twelve years In Chicago aa a detec-

tive and regular patrolman admirably
fitted Officer H. C. Brown, now sta-

tinned in Denver,

for active work

among the outlaws

of Colorado and

New Mexico.

Thanks to Mr.

Brown’s zeal In

tracing criminals,
he was compelled
to depart from

southern Colorado,

and there Is a

JI,OOO prize awalt-

Ing the first man who willbring his

head to the New Mexico White Caps.
In April of last year, Brown, Deputy
Sheriff William Green and William

Kelley were called upon to arrest cat-

tle thieves who were carding on ex-

tensive threats In the San Isidoro coun-

try, not far from Las Animas, in south-

ern Colorado. Both Green and Kelley
were killed and their murderers are

reported to have received the JI,OOO
sums promised for their dead bodies.
Mr. Brown was wise enough to leave
the country. He is persistent in his
declarations that the White Caps were

behind the opposition to the law. The
valiant survivor of these various frays
is now traveling one of the most des-
perate districts In Denver.

H. C. BROWN.

Current Condensations.
Wild pigeons, once so abundant in

Connecticut, have been almost un-

known of late, owing to persistent
shooting and snaring.

Tatoolng Is the craze of London just
now, and one member of parliament
has had his whole family marked Ito as-

sist in identification iu Case of an acci-

dent

Lilies of the valley in France arc

called “virgins’ tears,” and are said to

have sprung up on the road between
Calvary and Jerusalem during the

night following the crucifixion.

Octroi duty was charged at Lille on

the water brought from Lourdes byre-
turning pilgrims. The officials classed

it as mineral water, but their decision

has been appealed from.

Austria has put a stop to poolrooms;

bookmaking is to be allowed only on

the race courses. The reason for the

action is the shameless way in which

agencies have been swindling the pub-
lic.

Extended tests made with the pine
trees of the south prove that the timber
bled for turpentine is in no way infe-

rior to the unbled. By this means J2,-
000,000 is added to the value of the tur-

pentine orchards.

The State Department is loaded down

withswordsand costly gems which have

been presented to Americans by foreign

governments, an-1 which can neither be

lawfully accepted nor returned without

international offense.

Though Ireland is stfl! losing popula-
tion, a gradual growth iu prosperity is
noted among the people. In the year
ending last July the deposits In the

Irish savings banks increased $13,250,-
000, an average of over $3 for each in-

habltant.

Cheshire cheese threatens to become

a thing of the past. For four years the

price has been steadily falling and is

now half what it was in 1891. Dealers
tell the farmers that the change is like-

ly to be permanent and advise them to

turn to butter making.

Venomous snakes are slow in doing
mischief. The.cobra di capello, the toy
of Indian Jugglers, retains its fangs,

but never uses them except to resent

injuries, and then, opening its crest and

hissing violently, it darts on its victim,

who has notice to escape.

Since the notoriety given the town of

South Manchester, Conn., by the news-

papers, of the terrible hold that cocaine

had upon the residents, the sale of the

drug has materially fallen off, especial-
ly among the boys. Letters of Inquiry

and circulars advertising treatment

and cures have been received from all

parts of the country.

The Government has completed the

purchase of the third section of four

miles of the right of way for the Hen-

nepin canal near Rock Island, and af-

ter the trees and building have been

cleared from the land will let out the

work of construction. On the first two

sections on the east end of the canal

the excavations and lock foundations

are nearly completed, the only work

being that of the construction of the

locks and bridges.

Thirty thousand elk are wintering in

the Jackson's Hole country of Wyo-
ming, according to the estimate of the

game warden, who says that in one

herd which he saw there were 15,000
of them, stretching over a distance of

six miles. The sight, he said, surpassed

anything he had ever seen and utterly
amazed him. The elks’ trail over.the
snow was like flint ice, he said, so hard

had the snow been packed down. The

animals are seen by thousands any

morning, moving along the Snake river
from the Great Swamp to the Gros-

Ventre hills, and at night the walls of

the calves straying from their mothers

may be heard.

AT LOVES
COMMAND
BY
CHARLOTTE M. BRAEME.

CHAPTER XIX.
“I will go to Miss Lennox’s house at

once,” said Beltran to himself, after leav-

ing his mother. “I will not try to meet

her by chance —I willdo everything open-

ly. I will ask to see her, and then tell

her why I am come.”

Fortune favored him. He knocked at

the hall door, and was told that Mr.

Lennox raid Lady Lennox were not at

home—th ait they were not expected at

home until sou that Miss Lennox

was disengaged.
Beatrix sat alone in the superb drawing

room, trying to decide what was best and

right for her to do. She glanced listless-

ly enough at the card that the servant

brought iu,.but when she saw the name

her coldness'deserted her; the sweet face

was transformed, her eyes filled with love-

lylight, her lips parted with a smile.

She held out both hands to Beltran on

his entrance. His jealous eyes looked

quickly at them—there was no engage-

ment ring on her finger. Quite silently he

clasped the outstretched hands—their

meeting was so sweet, so pleasant, and
it would be over so soon.

She did not seem to remember that he

was clasping her hands.

“Iam very glad to see you back again,"
she said. “I was so sorry when you went

away.”

“I am presumptuous, I know,” he told

her. “I cannot help it. I have only call-

ed to ask you, is it true?”

“Is what true?" she asked. She had

completely forgotten the paragraph in the

newspaper, as she had forgotten every-

thing else in her joy at seeing him again.
“Is it true that you are about to marry

the Duke of Heathland?” he inquired.
A lovely flush rose to her face, her

heart beat fast, but “Prince Charlie’s”

daughter ninde one last effort in defense

of her maidenly independence. “I can-

not understand why you should ask me

that question, Mr. Carew,” she said, and

that was perhaps the least truthful sen-

tence she had ever uttered.
“Willyou not sit down?” she added.

“And will you not release my hands?”

she was about to say, but something in
his face prevented her.

“I will not sit down, thank you. I will

stand just where I am, holding your
hands in mine, while you pronounce sen-

tence of banishment upon me.”
The dark eyes filled with pain.
“Sentence of banishment, Mr. Carew?

Nay, you u ill never hear such a sentence

from me.”

"You cannot understand why I should
ask you that question,” he said. "Let me

tell you—you can but send me angrily
away—it is because I am mad; because

from the first moment that I beheld your

face until now I have loved you with mad-

ness, but such madness makes a man’s

life sweet to him, Beatrix—this once let

me call you ‘Beatrix.’ I have been mad

enough to love you. Dear heaven, if I

could but tell you how no other face,

sweet, has come between me and heaven

save yours. Everything speaks of you.
The waves murmur and the brooks sing
‘Beatrix.’ I know no other vord; your

name, so sweet, so simple, fills the world

for me. I did not know that I loved you.

I never said to myself, ‘She is the fairest
amongst women, and I will win her? I

drifted as a leaf drifts down the stream.

I dreamed as a child dreams. I wake to

find myself struggling with a man’s love,
a man's despair. I went away while I

had strength to go. You are not angry
with me, sweet?”

“I am not angry,” she replied, all un-

conscious of the story that her downcast

eyes and drooping face told, all uncon-

scious that she still stood with her bands

clasped in his.
“I went away because I felt that if I

saw you again I must tell you all, and that

In tellingI might lose you. I thought that
when I was far away from you I should
forget you, I would learn to love you less.

I have studied hard, I have worked hard,
and have returned quite as mad as when
I went away. The first thing I saw on

my arrival in England was the announce-

ment of your betrothal; and I have come

to ask you, is it true?”

“No,” she replied, “it is not true.”

The sudden gleam of happiness in his
face startled her.

“Not true! Thank heaven! Oh, Bea-
trix, permit me to ask, do you love this
great and mighty duke who has so much
to offer jou?”

“You do not deserve to know,” she said;
and his heart grew lighter at the words.

“Why do I not?” he asked.
“One would think—that is, I should im-

agine ” and then she stopped.
“You would imagine what, Beatrix?”
“I should think that, if you had really

been anxious to know, you would have

asked me instead of going to Athens,”
she said.

“I dared not.”

“Why, Mr. Carew?” she asked, briefly.
“Why? Because you are a great heir-

ess, a brilliant belle, a queen of fashion,
and I am a poor barrister with no for-
tune.”

“What nonsense!” cried Beatrix; and in

some vague way, though the words were

rather commonplace, he seemed to find a

great deal of encouragement in them.
“Nonsense? Nay, it is hardly that. Had

I acted otherwise, it would have been the
case of King Cophetua and the beggar-
maid reversed.”

“It would have been no such thing,”
she rejoined, quickly.

“You have all, Beatrix, and I have

nothing,” he said. “If the world were

mine, I would lay it at your feet, I would
give you everything.”

“Are you the only generous person in

existence?” she asked.
A sudden passionate fire flamed in his

eyes, his lips trembled, the strong hands

tightened their clasp.
"Mind, Beatrix,” he cried, “or you will

drive me mad!”

“I do not want you to go mad,” she

said—“l want you to be cool and sensi-

ble.”

“Standing here, Beatrix, looking at you,
it is very difficult to be that.”

"Then do not look at me t
” she said.

“As thoqgh I could help it! I shall go

away ten thousand times happier than I

came.”
“Are you going to Athens again?” she

asked, quietly.
"No, I shall stay here now. Oh, Bea-

trix. I love you so dearly! How rejoiced

I should be if you coiild learn to care for

me!”

“You have never asked me,” she said.

“Have I not? The distance between us

is so great; it seems to me as useless to

ask you as to stretch out my hands to

touch a bright star, you are so far above

me. But, Beatrix, you are not angry;

you hear me say these things, und your

dear face does not frown upon me? I

am growing giddy—it cannot l>e possible
that you are willing to care for me—l
must be dreaming!”

“You have never asked me,” ehe repeat-
ed; but he saw that her face had grown
as white as death.

“I ask you now, my darling, my beauti-
ful love—will you try to care for tie? 1

am not worthy, but I love you us no other

man ever could. I fear to ask, yet it must

be true —do you care for me a littlet
*

“Not a little—can you not guess?” she

said.

“Is it possible, Beatrix, that you love

me?”

The gravity of her face was broken by

gleams of rosy, tender light the dark eyes

looked for a moment into, his own, and

then she was clasped in his arms.

“I cannot believe it!" he cried.
“You were always my hero,” said Bea-

trix, as though excusing herself—“always.
I thought you from the first like King
Arthur.”

“This is happiness!” he exclaimed. “|My
proud, beautiful Beatrix—is it true that I

have won you at last?”
Time passed unheeded—“ Prince Char-

lie’s” daughter had found her haven of

rest.

CHAPTER XX.

The sound of carriage wheels roused

Beatrix and Beltran from their trance of

delight. Beatrix looked at her lover.

“They are come,
’ she said, and the

proud face grew pale as from some great
emotion.

Beltran kissed the sweet lips that had
already bidden su?h defiance to love.

“There will be a battle to fight, my
darling,” he said. ’Oh, Beatrix, my heart

misgives me! I have been selfish. ! ought
never to have told you of my love.”

“Would it have been better, then, to
have left me to be unhappy forever?” she

asked.

“Your uncle must be told at once,” said

Beltran. “When would you advise me to

see him?”

“To-morrow morning,” she replied, “be-

fore luncheon.”

“He will be angry with us, I know,”
f

said Beltran, “and I am sorry for it. I

like your uncle, Beatrix, without know-

ing why."
“So much the better,” she told him.

‘.'And I love my uncle very dearly. He is

a sterling, noble man.”

Hardly knowing whether he was dream-

ing or awake, Beltran Carew left Strath-

narn House. Beatrix went to her room,

her heart full of her new-found happi-
ness.

"It is the very wine of life,” she said

to herself, “this love that I despised.”
One.of the first things she did was to

write to the duke; and her letter was very
much to the point.

‘1 told you from the first,” she said,
“that I dillnot love you. You begged of
me to try to do so. I did try and failed;
then you asked me to try egain, mid,
much against my wish, you persisted in

declaring yourself a suitor for my hand.
It was understood between us that I was

quite free, and that, if I found myself un-

able to love you, I was to tell you so.

That time has come.. I have asked you

often to withdraw from pretensions that

distressed me. Now I deal quite fairly
and honestly with you, and tell you most

frankly that I have met one whom I do

love. I esteem you and respect you, and
shall always be most happy to call you
my friend.”

The Tetter concluded with expressions
of good wiff and continued interest. Bea-

trix felt light of heart when she had writ-

ten it. If he could but have believed her

when she had spoken before!
Then she dressed for dinner, feeling as

though she moved ou air, so unutterably
happy was she.

Lady Lennox looked up in wonder at
the beautiful, radiant vision that seemed

to float into her room—Beatrix, in her

sweeping diess of white silk, with roses

in her hair, her bright face flushed with a

glow of happiness that was new to it, her

eyes bright With the sweet story of her
love.

“Trixie, my darling,” said the gentle
mother, “how well you look!”

The girl went up to her; <he knelt by
her side, and clasped her warm arms

round her neck.

“Kiss me. mamma,” she said, “for I am

the happiest Beatrix in all the world—-

indeed, 1 feel that there is no other crea-

ture so happy as I am.”

The love shining in her eyes and flush-

ing the sweet, proud face made her so

beautiful that Lady Lennox was struck

with her.
“Ihave something ts tell you, mamma,”

she said, shyly, “but you must keep it a

secret until to-morrow—something that is

most wonderful. Can you not guess?”
And with the shyness of a child she hid

her face on her mother’s neck.
“Icannot guess—unless the duke ”

“Oh, mamma,” she cried, “do not talk

about the duke, please! That is all at an

end. I want to tell you why I am so

happy. Beltran Carew loves me, and has

asked me to be his wife.”
She was silent for a moment—the sound

of the words as she herself had uttered
them filled her whole mind with inexpres-
sible joy. Lady Lennox did not stir or

speak.
“I laughed at love so long, mamma, and

now no one loves more deeply than I do,”
said the sweet voice.

But Lady Lennox looked very grave.

It was not in human nature to hear such

words and see such a face as Beatrix’s

without some emotion. She unclasped her

daughter’s arms from her neck, and gaz-

ed half sadly at her.

“Do you love him so very much, darl-

ing? Is it such very good news?”

“The beat I could bring you, mamma;

nothing could be better,” she said. “No
one could imagine anything better.”

“My dear Trixie, it is a very serious
matter. What about the duke? First of

all, tell me about him.”
“There is nothing to tell, mamma. 1

Mavs always been unite open and frank

about him. He would not take my an*
ewer, which waa always 'No,’ He tout-
ed in saying that if I would try—W I

would only try—ln time I should love him;
it required time. I am not to blatne,
mamma.”

“But, Trixie, think of the position, my
dear. It is such a splendid match to

break off, such a brilliant future, to mar

and spoil. lam quite frightened at what

the world will aay.”
“Am I to marry to please myself or

the world?" she asked.

“Yourself, of course, Trixie; but con-

sider the proposed match. You are very

beautiful, and you will have a large for-

tune—Mr. Carew hns only his profession.”
“I should not mind, mamma, if he had

even less than that,” she said, proudly;
“one does not measure such a man by his

wealth. Oh, mamma, dear, be kind to

me! Do uot talk about money. Think

how I love him—how he loves me. What
is money? Tell me that you like him—-

that you are pleased—that you will be my
friend.”

Eady Lennox was quite roused now.

“I do like him," she replied. “He is

handsome, generous, gifted, noble—he Is

all that a man should be; but I cannot

say that I am pleased you are going to

marry him. Trixie, with your beauty,
you ought to do much better. Your uncle

willbe bitterly annoyed.”
Beatrix rose from her knees.

“I am sorry you are not pleased about

it, mamma,” she said. “It will not mat-

ter, though; death itself would not

change me.”
“I am quite sure harm will come of it,

Trixie. I am frightened.”
Beatrix kissed her with the same air of

protection that she would have shown a

child.

“You are nervous, mamma; it will be
all right. Uncle never refuses me any-

thing on which my heart is fixed. Do not

think about it. Only kiss me (inti say
that you hope I shall be happy.”

Lady Lennox kissed her.
“I hope so, my darling—you look happy

enough. But what will the world say?
Oh, Trixie, it is plain I have brought you
up very badly, since you do not discern
the difference, socially, between a peer
and a barrister."

(To be continued. )

Love and Genius.

Mftny men of genius have undoubt-

edly believed, with Thackeray, that It
is better to love foolishly than not at

all; that they practiced this philosophy
la proved by their memoirs and biogra-
phies. Hunt loved a good girl
whose spelling was unconventional,
and whose chlrography could not be

called her chief accomplishment. Keats
was wildly, madly In love with a com-

monplace girl named Fanny Browne.
He married her, but she was Incapable
of appreciating him. Hnzlltt, the bril-

liant essayist, loved the pert, coarse

daughter of his landlady. He wrote

her a letter which she never answered,
and he said that “the rolling years of

eternity would not fill up the blank

that her failure to answer that letter

caused.” A practical Scotch girt, Char-

lotte Carpenter, won Walter Scott’s

love. She not only hated literature,
but objected to writing to him. He

wrote her saying: “You must write me

once a week.” She replied: “You are

quite out of your senses, and you need

not put In so many ‘musts’ In your let-

ters. It is beginning too early." Walter

was foolishly In love with Lady Doro-

thea Sydney, who was his “Saccharls-
sa.” She liked his love making In poe-

try, but when he proposed marriage In

prose, the idea did not appeal to her.
Alfred de Mueaet’e love for the Irra,

sponslve George Sand gave his

thoughts such an extraordinary eleva-

tion that he “wrote many brilliant

poems In consequence. Thomson had

his Amanda and Littleton Jiis Nannie.

Chaucer sang the praises of many

queens, but his one great love was

Philllppa Picard de Rouet, the lady in

waiting to Queen Anne of Bohemia. He

waited nine years to marry her, but

made It a matter of complaint In sev-

eral poems. Moore lived up to bls the-

ory that love’s young dream Is the

sweetest thing In life. He never let one

love get old before he supplanted It

with a new. Carey bad his Sally of

"Sally in Our Alley" fame. Surrey
loved Geraldine from tbe time she was

a child in short dresses. Corneille, the

astute lawyer, fell in love and became

the brilliant dramatic poet. Thus it

seems that love, whether successful or

otherwise, for a time inspires its vo-

taries.

Cellar to His Ground Floor.

Chicken Billand Tabor were partners
In numerous mining ventures In the
mountains In the early days, before the

Governor became known to fame as' a

bonanza king, and each was in his sev-

eral ways helpful to the other. After

Tabor had struck It rich and had money
to burn Chicken Bill approached him

with a scheme which he represented to

be very promising, and easily Induced

him to take some stock In It. Before

long the fact developed that Tabor was

a minority owner, associated with a

number of shady fellows from whom
his Instinct told him fair play could
not be expected. Thoroughly dissatis-

fied with the deal and Incensed at the

deception practiced upon him by a man

he had so many times befriended, he

sought him out and demanded an ex-

planation.
“I thought you told me I was tn on

the ground floor in that transaction,”
shouted Tabor.

“Well, you were, Horace,” replied
Bill, with a grtn. “You were in on the

ground floor, just as I told you—but
there was a cellar to It.”—Denver

Times.

Tuning Up.

It has often puzzled the uninitiated

why musicians tune their Instruments

in public, and not before they enter the
orchestra. If they manipulated them

before entering the theater or concert

room they might find the temperature

different in the place of performance,
and the Instruments would not be tn

tune.

King Oscar of Sweden and Norway,
who will soon celebrate the twenty-
fifth anniversary of his reign, has re

celved the honorary degree of doctor in

all the faculties of the University of

Vienna. This is the first time that such

a distinction, which has to be sanction-

ed by an imperial decree, has ever beeh

conferred. A delegation of savants

from the university willvisit the jubi-
lee at Stockholm to present the diplo-
ma to King Oscar in person. The doc-

ument Itself is a fine work of art, on

which several of the most prominent
Viennese artists have collaborated.

In some of the farming districts of

China pigs are harnessed to small

wagons and made to draw them,.

Feminine Sharpness.
The author of "A Letter to Posterity”

tells the following story of Mrs. Ashley,
a beautiful Southern woman, who was

afterward the wife of the Hon. J. J.
Crittenden. She was a belle in society,
and was dowered with unusual tact
and charm.

“Always give men brevet -ank,” said
she to a young girl who had just come

out. "If they are colonels, call them

general If they are captains, call them

colonel. They willforgive you.”
But she could say sharp things when

occasion demanded. A certain Indy
who had always been envious of her,
once bought from her a French toilette,
which Mrs. Ashley, who was going into

mourning, could not wear. Put the pur-

chaser, after having worn the slippers,
brought them back with the remark:

“They are too big. I could swim In

them.”

Mrs. Ashley took them, and answered

quietly:

"My dear, I am a larger woman than

you are In every respect.”—Youth’s
Companion.

Shake Into Your Shoes

Allen’s Foot-Ease, a powder for the

feet. It cures painful, swollen, smart-

ing feet, and instantly takes tbe sting
out of corns and bunions. It’s the
greatest comfort discovery of the age.
Allen's Foot-Ease matees tight-fitting
•r now shoes feel easy. It 1s a certain
cure for sweating, callous and hot,
tired, aching feet. Try it to-day. Sold
by all druggists and shoe stores. By
mall for 25 cents, in stamps. Trial
package FREE. Address, Allen 8.
Olmsted, Le Roy, N. Y.

A Lapse of Memory.

"What’s this you have "asked me to

carve, Mrs. Slimmeal?”

“That a spring chicken, Mr. Board-

man."

"Why, so It is, so It Is, How strange
I didn't recognize such an old acquaint-
ance."

Whereupon the other boarders re-

freshed themselves with a smile at the

landlady’s expense.—Exchange.

There Is a Clam of People
Who are Injured by the use of coffee.
Recently there has been placed In all

the grocery stores a new preparation
called GRAIN-0, made of pure grains,
that takes the place of coffee. The most
delleate stomach receives It without dis-
tress, and but few can tell it from cof-
fee. It does not coat over one-fourth as

much. Children may drink It with great
benefit 15c. and 25c. per package.
Try tt. Ask for GRAIN-0.

Turned Down.

Sister—l heard that poor Miss Haw-

kins has gone into a decline. Is It so?"

Brother—Yes, she has; I got some of

the decline last night.—Up-to-Date.

Hall's Catarrh Cure.
Is taken Internally. Price 76 cents.

The men that marry most frequently
for money are the ministers.

.

Mrs. Winslow's Boonixo ttranr for Children
tsaihlnc; softens tbs sums, reauomi inflammation,
allays pain, cures wind oolio. cents a bottle.

AN OPEN LETTER

From Miss Sachner, of Columbus,
0., to Ailing Women.

To all women who are ill:—Itaf-

fords me great pleasure to tell you of

the benefit I have derived from tak-

ing Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable

Compound. I can hardly find words to

express my gratitude for the boon

given to suffering women in that ex-

cellent remedy. Before taking the

Compound
I was thin,
sallow,and
nervous. I

was trou-

bled with ssKCjSI YffifSMmßTgr
leucor- S • Bpr
rhoea, and ASSESS,
my men-

strual pe- TSgjwp
riods were

very irreg-
ular. I

tried three phy-
WFWF f

sicians and gradually grew worse.

About a year ago I was advised by a

friend to try Mrs. Pinkham’s Sanative

Wash and Vegetable Compound, which

I did. After using three bottles of

the Vegetable Compound and one pack-

age of Sanative Wash, I am now enjoy-
ing better health than I ever did, and

attribute the same to your wonderful

remedies. I cannot find words to ex-

press what a Godsend they have been

to me.

Whenever I begin tofeelnervousand

ill, I know 1 have a never-failing phy-
sician at hand. It would afford me

pleasure to know that my words had

directed some suffering sister to health

and strength through those most ex-

cellent remedies.—Miss May Sachneb,

•48 X E. Rich St., Columbus, O.

HOME SEEKERS’

EXCURSIONS

—VIA—-

“BIG FOUR ROUTE”
SEPT. 6-7 AND 20-21,

AT ONE FARE PLUS $2 FOR THE

ROUND TRIP TO SPECIFIED

POINTS IN

Alabama, Arizona, Arkansas,
Colorado, Florida, Georgia,

Indian Territory, lowa, Kansas,
Kentucky, Louisiana, Minnesota

Mississippi, Missouri, Nebraska

New Mexico, North and South

Dakota, North and South Car-

olina, Oklahoma, Tennessee,
Texas, Utah, Virginia, Wiscon-

sin and Wyoming.
For tickets and fullInformation call on any

ticket agent of the Big Four Routs, or address

E. 0. McCORMICK, WARREN J. LYNCH,
Passenger Traffic Mgr. Ass. Gen. Pass. 4 Tkt. Agt

CINCINNATI.OHIO.

pensions—::
?rite Cipt. O'TABBSLL. Psislob Agent, Wsshlagtoa. D.l

niTCNTO willsow *. co.,
WadT

I PMI D.C. No charg-e tillpatent
¦ Mi ¦¦¦l IWobUined. 60-p*ge baak free.

j sincerely any that I I a. VX.
Iowe my'life to Ayer’s \

/sarsaparilla. For seven i KgSUggsig
Iyears I suffered, wlthl X \
/that terrible scourgel

/ Scrofula, In my shoulderl \ \
Iand my arm. Every means!

>,
/ of cure was tried without suc-l r

/ cess. I had a good physician\ ¦
Iwho tried in every way to help! /
Ime. I was told to take Ayer’s \ I gT
/Sarsaparilla. I immediately be-\ / f/ u |f
/ gan its use and after taking seven \ ( J 1

/

/ bottles of this remedy the scrofula \ y A 1 \ I
Iwas entirely cured.”—Mrs.J.A.GeN- \ V 'I \• \
Itle, Fort Fairfield, Me., Jan. 28,1896. ill [’ \

WEIGHTY WORDS JL M
FOR

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. B

Thousands Tell
Of marvellous cure, of scrofula, hip dis-

ease, sores, humors, ulcers, dyspepsia,

rheumatism, catarrh and other diseases,

by Hood’s Sarsaparilla. This great medi-

cine has done a world of good by making
pure blood, restoring sppetite and di-

gestion, giving rosy cheeks, and clear,

healthy complexions w old and young.

Hood’s parllla
Is the beet—ln tact, the One True Blood Purifier
Sold by all druggists. 81, six for 85.

HoodTpills
- -

¦¦ 1n

fiaj’i
NHly
Relief.

id Hfe-
igfriend.
t la the only
PAIN REM-
EDY that in-

stantly stope
the most

excruciating
pains, allays
Inflamma-
tion, and

cures oon-
gestton.

Internally
a teaspoon-

ful Inwater willin a few minutescure Cramps,
Spasms, Sour Stomach, Heartburn, Bick Head-
ache, Diarrhoea, bummer Complaint, Dysen-
tery, Colic, Flatulency and all internal pains.
There is not a remedtai agent in the world that
will cure fever and ague and all other

malarious, bilious and other fevers (aided by
HADWAY’S PILLS), so quickly as RAD-
WAY’S HEADY RELIEF.
Price so cents per bottle. Sold by Druggists.

HADWAY a CO., Naw York.

Im ByhlP pte
POMMELI
A-a, SLICKER

¦aaMWsiMmiMaBMMMMMJ

WtfAlKeeps both riderand saddle per- UUSp
feAy dry In the hardest storms.

¦U Substitutes will disappoint. Ask for
"Bar Fish Brand Pommel Slicker— I

JhAjJ It Is entirely new. If not for sale In

¦'gUWl your town, write for catalogue to
A J. TOWI-R. Boston. JUss.

WOsmssßTOa—¦¦¦¦¦—¦BMaadTffW

-JeNDVWR NAMff*ONA POSTAL CARD

(U© WE WILLMNDYOU OUR IM PMC

iwunmo catalogue free --

Weser repeating arms a.
IMWcwtmM/e, Hew Haven. Gonil

PENSIONS,
PATENTS. CLAIMS.

Iyrs. la last war, 14 adjudioatlai claims, assy. staae

I GBT THB GENUINE AHTICLBt J

Walter Baker & Co.’s t

Breakfast COCOA (

JEFIr Pure* Delicious, Nutritious. j
1 ¦ Coata leaa than ONE CENT a cup. t

¦> ¦ He sure that the package bear, our Trade-Mark, A

I H fl Walter Baker & Co. Limited, /

I
(EaUMtshed nso.) Dorchester, Mass. 1

“SAPOLIO
IS LIKE A GOOD TEMPER, "IT

SHEDS A BRIGHTNESS

EVERYWHERE.”

| i
- = iii, MB M i i i

OnOllgys

I know a lady who was troubled with what her doctors termed
Intestinal indigestion. Her last doctor had her pursue the Salisbury
treatment, which consists of eating only beef and bread dried in the
•ven and drinking all the hot water she could. I have seen her in the
office where she is employed walk along with a glass filled with water

•teaming hot. The Salisbury treatment did give her some relief and
•he persisted in it for three months. It was then that she was induced
to try Ripans Tabules, and now she finds that there are many eatables

(chicken for instance) which she was not allowed to eat at first which
she can now eat without distress. She says Ripans Tabules seem to

counteract the acidity of her stomach. Their effect upon her has been

wonderful and the relief she gets is as much as she ever experienced
with the Salisbury treatment, and she can now choose from a more

liberal bill of fare.

•eat. Spare hour*, though, may be profitably employed.
Wood opening* tor town and city work a* weft a* country
«etrioifcjdt Otrroan, 11th A Main fita, Richmond. Va.

CFT DIPU flulckty. Send for booh “InranttonaWan-

Bt,| mull Uted.” EdgarTpte bCo.,B<BB >Wy,N.Y.

MH Eufts WHtRE ALL ELSETmLS.
"

El
13 Bart Cough Syrup. TaateoGood. Ute

intime. Sold byjlrugglata.

SCORE
YOURSELF!

Vh Big a for unnatural
liachargee, kafiaannation*,
rrltatlon* or ulceration*
>t mueoua membranea.
Paiuleaa, and not aatrin*

, gent or poiaonou*.
••M by DnnMu

or eent in plain Wrapper,
by expreaa, prepaid, far
11.00. or J botfleeTEry
Circular peat an l.,heat.

C. N. U. Xo, SB -Ml


