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FAIR may fall the
springtime, with
bunners all
‘g ablow!

With blossom on
the branch and w.th daisy on the lea:

Toe hawiborn bush above and the primrose fair
below,

But the fairest bloom of all is the bonny

Christmas tree.

Fair the hillside orchards with apple blessoms
sweet
That fail in snows of promise, while young
birds sing in glee;
Glad the shining meadows where little lamba
do bleat,
But the giaddest stem that groweth is tae
merry Christmeas tree.

For its golden root of love uplifts to human
ken
The stately trunk of charity,
brave and free;
‘With fruit of holy deocds done by One who died
for mea,
And the cross of Christ doth bourgeon in the
happy Chrismas tree;

that riseth

With fruit of Loly deeds, that whoso eats shall
know

That joy divine ot helpfulness that causeth:

grief to flce:
The radiance loaned from Heaven to the dreary
land below,
That sparkles in the leaves of the precious
Christmas tres.

Nor where its branches rize, the blight of earth
shall pass
Like dark before the dawning, till every man
may sce
Life's hidden virtues shining as violets in the
grass,
Made frazrant by the shadow of the holy
Ckhristmas tree.

And springtime of the soul at its coming
drawecth near,
Wiih Lope and peace and melody, with all de-
lights that be—
O shout, ye little childron, and carol loud and
clear,
For tho dearest gift the Ar doth bring, the
blessed Christmas tree!
—Mary E. Blako, in N. Y. Indepcndent

HIS CHRISTMAS WISH.

"Twuz ’'tarnal strange, you'll all allow. An'

credit me,

It wa'n't no meanness—that I swow—nur jeal-
ousy;

But every timo thet C'rismus come thet odd 1

wuz
I wish't th' y'unguns 'd think I knew ol' Sandy

Yisew
AU

T allus pot right nervous-like th' day nfore,

An’ mebbe showed it w'en we gander'd round
th’ store

A-buyin’ nuts an' candy an’ etsettyruz

T" male th' y'unguns think still more o' Sandy
Cluz. ‘

An’ w'en we'd stirred th’ y'unguns’ stumps up-
stairs t' bed

An’ crammed their stockin’s full o' stuff, an’
stood th' sled

Right in th' chimbly corner, I tell you I wuz

Jes’ wishin’ they' suspes I knew ol' Sandy Cluz.

Mos’ y'unguns like their pop and mammy both
right well, ;
An’ C'rismus mornin' how they hug an’laugh

an’ yell
An° kiss you w'ile they make you taste o’
things. Buiduz

Theur love fer you seem like thelr love for
Sandy Cluz?

—J. A. Waldron, {n Judge.
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WIS% | WANT to tell

i
"'1 7§ you to-night a
SN2 ‘F story which

" has been told
to little chil-
dren in Ger-
#/%) many for many
, hundreds of
years.

Once upon a
time, a ‘long,
long time ago,
on the night before Christmas, a little
child was wandering all alone through
the streets of a great city. There were
many people on the street, fathers and
mothers, sisters and brothers, uncles
and auats, and even gray-haired grand-
fathers and grandmothers, all of whom
were hurrying home with bundles of
presents for each other and their little
ones. Fine carriages rolled by, ex-
Press wagons rattled past, even old
earts were pressed into service, and all
things seemed in a harry, and glad
with expectation of the coming Christ-
mgs morning.

From some of the windows bright
lights were already beginning to
stream until it was almost as light as
day. But the little child seemed to
have no home and wandered about list-
lessly from street to street. No one
seemed to notice him, except perhaps
Jack Frost, who bit his bare toes and
made the euds of his fingers tingle.
The north wind, too, seemed to notice
the child, for it blew against him and
pierced his ragged garments through
and through, causing him to shiver
with cold. Home after home he passed,
Yooking with longing eyes through the
windaws, in upon the glad, happy chil-
dren, most of whom were helping to
trim the Christmas trees for the coming
mMorrow.

*‘Surely ” sald the child to himself,
“where there is so much gladness and
happiness, soine of it may be for me.”
Bo witk timid steps he approached a
large and handsome house. Through
the windows he could see a tall and
stately Christmas tree already :ighted.
»fany presents hung upon it. Its green
boughs were trimmed with gold and
silver ornaments. Slowly he clinbed
up the broad steps and gently rapped
at the door. It was opened by a tall
and stately footman, who had on white
gloves and shiny shoes and a large

white cravat. He looked at the little -

child for a moment, then sadly shook
his head and said: *‘Go down off the
stepa Jhero is nc room for such as

you bere.™ He looked sorry as he
spoke; possibly he remembered his own
little ones at home and was glad that
they were not out in this cold and bit-
ter night. Through the open door a
bright light shone, and the warm air,
filled with the fragrance of the Christ-
mas pine, rushed out through the door
and scemed to greet the little wanderer
with a kiss. As the child turned back
into the cold and uarkness, he won-
dered why the footman had spoken so,
for suroly, thought he, those little chil-
dren would love to have another com-
panion join them in their joyous
Christmas festival. But the little chil-
dren inside did not even know that he
had knocked at the door.

The street seemed colder and darker
to the child than before, and he went
sadly forward, saying to himself: *“Is
there no one in all this great city who
will share this Caristmas with me?”
Farther and farther down the street he
went, to where th2 homes were not so
large and beautiful. There seemed'to
be little children iaside of nearly all the
houses. They werz2 dancing and frolick-
ing about. There were Christmas trees
in nearly every window, with beautiful
dolls and trumpets and picture 'books,

{

er, I think it was the bough of the
tree tapping agaiost the window-pane,”
said the little girl ‘Do please goon
with our story.” Again the little
wanderer tapped upon the door. *“‘My
child, my child,” exclaimed the moth-
er, rising, “that certainly was a rap on
the door. Run guickly and open it
No opne must be left out in the cold on
our beautiful Christmas Eve.”

The child ran to the door and threw
it wide open. The mother saw the
ragged stranger standing without, cold
and shivering, with bare head and al-
most bare feet. She held out both
hands and drew him into the warm,
bright room. “Oh, you poor, dear child,
come in as quickly as you can and glet
warm! Where did you come from and
where are you going? Have yon no
home? Have you no mamma? Have
you no Christmas to celebrate?”

The mother put her arms around the
strange child, and drew him close to her
breasi ‘“He is very cold, my children,”
said s¥e. ‘“‘We must warm him and
feed him <nd give him some clothes.”
*‘And,” added the little girl, “‘we must
love him and give some of our Christe
mas, too.” “Yes,” said the mother
‘‘but first let us warm him.*

IN SILENT WONDER THEY @AZED AT THE CHILD.

and balls, and tops, and other nice
toys hung upon them. In one window
the child noticed a little lamb made of
scft white wool. Around its neck was
tied a red ribbon. It had evidently been
hung on the tree for one of the chil-
dren. The little wanderer stopped be-
fore this window and looked long and
earnestly at the beautiful things in-
side, but must of all was he drawn
towards this white lamb. At last,
crecping up to the window pane, he
gently tapped upon it A little girl

| came to the window and looked out

into the dark street where the snow had
begun to fall. She saw the child, but
only frowned and shook her head and
said: *‘Go away and come some other
time. We are too busy to take care of
you now.” Back into the cold, dark
street he turned again. The wind was
whirling past him and secemed to say:
“Hurry on, hurry on, we have no time
to stop. 'Tis Christmas Eve and every-
body is in a hurry to-night.”

Agamn and again the little child
rapped softly at door or window pane.
Ateach place he was refused admission.
One mother feared he might have some
ugly disease which her darlings would
catch; another father said he had only
enough for his own children, and none
to spare for beggar brats. Still another
told him to go home where he belonged,
and not to trouble other folks,

The hours passed; later grew the
night, and colder grew the wind, and
darker seemed the strecet. Farther and
farther the little one wandered. There
was scarcely anyone left upon the
street by this time, and the few who
remained did not seem to see the child.
when suddenly ahead of him there ap-
peared a bright, single ray of light. It
shone through the darkness into the
child’s eyes. He looked up smiling and
said: “I will go where the light beck-
ons; perhaps they will share their
Christmas with me.”

Burrying past all the other houses
he soon reached the end of the street
and went straight up to the window
from which the light was streaming.
It was a poor, little, low house, but the
child cared not for that. The light
seemed still to call him in. What do
you suppose the light came from?

.Nothing but a tallow candle which had

been placed in an old cup with a broken
handle, in the window, as a glad token
of Christmas Eve. There was neither
curtain nor shade to the little square
window, and as the little child looked
in hesaw standing upon a small wooden
table a branch of a Christmas tree. The
room was plainly furnished, but was
very clean. Near the fireplace sat a
lovely-faced mother with a little two-
year-old on her knee and an older child
beside her. 'The two children were
looking into their mother’s face and
listening to a story. She must have
been telling them a Christmas story. I
think. A few bright coals were burn-
ing in the fireplace, and all seemed
light and warm within.

The little wanderer crept closer and
closer to the window pane. 8o sweet
seemed the mother’'s face, 5o loving
seemed the little children, that at last
he took courage and tapped gently,
very gently, on tbe door. The mother
stopped talking, the little children
looked up. ‘‘What was that, mother?”
asked the little girl at her side. “I
think it was some one tapping on the
door,” replied the mother. *“Run as
quickly as you can and open it, dear,
for it is a bitter cold night to keep any-
one waiting in this storm.” *‘Oh, moth-

So she sat down beside the fire with
the child on her lap, and her own two
little ones warmed his half-frozen

hands in their own, and the mother !

smoothed his tangled curls, and bend-
ing low over his head kissed the child’'s
face. She gathered the three little

ones together in her arms and the can- |

dle and the drelight shone over them,
and for a few moments the room was
very still. Then the mother whispered
to the little girl, and the child ran
quickly into the next room and soon re-
turned with a roll of bread and a bowl
of milk which h:d been set aside for
her own breakfast the next morning,
The little two-year-old, who had
slipped awav from his mother’s side,
was happy that he, too, could help the
little stranger by bringing the wooden
spoon from the table. By and by the
little girl said softly to her mother:
“May we not light the Christmas tree,
and let this little child see how beauti-
ful it will look?” “‘Yes,” ‘said the
mother. With that she seated the
child on a low stool beside the fire and
went herself to fetch the few simple
ornaments which from year to year she
had saved for her children's Christmas
tree. They were soon busy preparing
the tree and lighting the candles. 8o
busy were they that they did not notice
that the room had filled with a strange
and beautiful light. They turned and
looked at the spot where the little wan-
derer sat. His ragged clothes had
changed to garments white and beauti-
ful. His tangled curls seemed like a
bhalo of golden light about his head,
but most beautiful of all was his face,
whigh shone with a light so dazzling
that they could scarcely look upon it.
In silent wonder they gazed at the
child. Their little room seemed to
grow larger, the roof of their low
house seemed to expand and rise, until
it reached the sky. With a sweet and

gentle smile the beautiful child looked

upon them for a moment and. then
slowly rose and floated through the

air, above the tree-tops, beyond the |

church-spire, higher even than the

clouds themselves, until he appeared to |

them to be a shining star in the sky
above, and at last disappeared from
sight. The wondering children turned
in hushed awe to their mother and
then said in a whisper: “Oh, mother,
it was the Christ Child, was it not?”
And the mother said in a low tone:
“YesL

And so, they say, each Christmas Eve
the little Christ Child wanders through
some town or village, and those who
receive Him and take Him into their
homes and hearts have given to them
this marvelous vision which is denied
to others.—Adapted from the German
by Elizabeth Harmon for Chicago Stan-
dard.

Then He Spoke.

“We went skating on Christmas day.
I tried hard to get him to propose; but
there we sat, and though he saw I
knew what he was thinking of he just
remained silent until I hit “wpon a»
idea.”

‘“What was it?”

“I dug my skates with some force
into the slippery surface and asked him
to notice how easy it was to break the
ice.”—Judge.

—*“I will think of you while I'm
away,” he said, tenderly. ‘‘Absence,
you know, makes the heart grow

fonder.” ‘‘Yes,” she whispered shyly;
“but about this time, not so much se
as presents.”"—Baltimore American.

A croice contribution to literature and
art has been provided for this holiday sea-
son by Messrs. A. C. McChug & Co., of
Chicago, in a volume of poems by Kate
Raworth Holmes, illustrated by hef sister
Helen E. Stevenson, entitl “Pictures
From Nature and Life.” In these poems
reminiscence and romance wmingle as de-
lightfully as rays of sunshine in summer
days. The variety of the poems gives scope
for pathos and the lighter and more delicate
touches of sentiment; and are daintily sup-

emegted by the exquisite lettering, and

airy-like illustrations; they are as unique
as they are fitting and beautiful, and are
from the camera and brush of a rare

gifted artist. The work is printed on thic

satiny paper, creamy white, well adapted to
the delu-iousiy soft and charming reproduc-
tions. The publishers have executed a
master stroke in presenting to the people so
rare 8 work at about one third the price
usually charged for books of such merit.
Frank B. Carpenter, who painted the great

pictupe of “THE EMANCIPATION PROCLAMA-
TION,™ and the no less celébrated one of

““THE FIRST OOURT OF ARBITRATI®N,” mow
hanging in Windsor Palace, and author of
Bix Months at the White House, writing of
{ the work says: “It is one of the most
| exquisite books I have ever seen. Itis not
too high praise to say that the s are
worthy of the illustrations and the illustra-
tions are worthy of the poems, and the
ublisher's work is worthy of both.” Mrs.
ary A. Livermore writes: *“l think the
book the prettiest and most artistic of the
coming holiday season. There is much to
stimulate the imagination connected with
‘it. Itisthe work of two lovely, refined
! and cultured women; two sisters with the
. common blessed experience of daughters,
, wives and mothers, who have foundin
daily lifea fund of romance, and beauty
! which they celebrate in song and picture
sketch. eilcate in conception, dainty in
execution, the mechanical skill of the
pretty book matches it exquisitely, the
tout ensemble making a most appropriate
and acceptable gift.” From the per of Mr.
F. G. Wheeler we quote: ‘Charming
poems, exquisitely set in quaint lines. The
anthor is to be congratulated on the artistic
cooperation so fittingly obtained.”

Cﬁcugo Herald—*“A lovely book, ox-
quisitely illustrated.”

Inter Ocean—*The text is pleasing and
musical, and the illustrations so striking as
| to tell the story almost without written
i words. The poems are sentimental, and
; marked for graceful expression, pure
thoughts, tezder home love, and for their
general literary ex ellence. The handsome
volume can be marked as among the beauti-
ful gift books for the holidays.’

- ———
i 16 World's ¥air Photos for One Din.a.

The Chicago, Milwaukee & '‘St. Paul
Railway has made an arrangement with a
first-class publishing house to furnish a
series of beautiful World’s Fair pictufcs, of
g large size, at the nominal cost to the pur-
chaser of only ten cents for a portfolio nf
sixtecn illustrations. Nothing so handsame
m referenco to the World's Fair has before
been published.  The series would be worth
at least twelve dollars if the pictures were
not published in such large quantities, and
we are thereforeable to furnish these works
of art for only ten cents.

Remit your money to Grorce H. HeAm-
Forp, Goneral Passenger Agent, Chicago,
Milwaukece & St. Paul Railway, at Chica-

0, 111, and the pictures will besent prompt-
ly to any specified address. They will make
& handsome holiday gift.

AT
Only One Night Out to Florida.

The morning train via the Monon Route
leaving Dearborn Station, Chicago, at$:23
a. m. connects at Cincinnati with the
Through Vestibuled Train of the Queen and

Jrescent Route leaving at 7:00 p. m., reach-
ing Jacksonville at 10:50 p. m. the follow-
ingday. The service of this popular line is
unsurpassed by any line to the south. For
rates, time tables, ete., address City Ticket
Office, 232 Clark St., Chicago, or FraNk J.
Reep, G. P. Agt., Monon BIOCI{. Chicago.

Tre London museum contains the first
envelope ever mado. It was probably
found in some man’s pocket addressed in
his wife's hand.

Lay Hold on Health
Rai»idly being sapped by waning strength
and disturbed sleep! How? By that agree-
able and wholesome expedient, a course of
Hostetter's Stomach Bitters, which is con-
stantly justifying the faith reposed in it by
theinvalid world. Nofear of it disappoint-
ing you. No one troubled with a malarial
disorder, dyspepsia, liver eomplaint, in-
activity of the kidneys or bowels should
| neglect it.
Siaaiind WIEEs
Frora—*Do you know that a tree gets a
new ring every year?’ Prunella—‘Every
yvear? Why, I get one every few weeks.’—
Kate Field's Washington.

j High ¥Flive or Euchre Parties
should sond at once to John Sebastian, G.
‘T, A, O. R. 1L & P. R. R, Chicago, T&N
CENTS, in stamps, per pack for the slickast
cards you ever shuffled. For $1.00 you will
| receive free by express ten packs.
SSRGS BRI IR
i  Mrs. Crarrrr—*“Do you believe that
! cures can be eJected by the laying on of
hands?” Mrs. Clatter—"Most certainly.
cured my boy of smoking in that way.*—
Brooklyn Life.

Tne WesTERN TRAIL is published guarter-
ly by the Cunicago, Rock Islard & Pucific
Railway. It tells how to get a .farm in the
West, and it will be sent to you gratis for
‘ one year. Send name smd address to “Ed-
i itor Western Trail, Chicago,” and receive it
oneyear free. JOUN SEBASTIAN, G. P. A.

S
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“ Black Crook’ at McVicker’'s.

¢ A show which in the glare of its mag-
i nificence has never been surpassed in a
i Chicago theater.”—Tribune.

I It is a little singular that the person
i born with a silver spoon in his mouth
| seldom makes a stir in the world.—Boston
Gazotte.

LR ey A

Dr. Hoxsle’s Certain Croup Cure

Sent postpaid with beautiful souvenirspoon.
Send 50c to A. P. Hoxsig, Buffalo, N, Y.

It is probably when he “blows it in” that

|
|

. #1mnan flings his money to the winds. —Bos-
! ton Transcript.

I LSRR
E Tae Grip of Pnenmonia may be warded off
| with Hale’s Hone

of Horehound and Tar.
i Pike’s Toothache

rops Cure in one mipute.

R Y
| TaINKs before he speaks—The man who
! stutters. :

Pierce .. Cure.

Keyser, N. C.

Dr. R. V. Piprce: Dear Str—When about
three years old I was taken with mumps, also
had fever, finally I had that dreaded disease
Scrofula. The most eminent physicians in
this section ‘treated me -
to no avail. I had run-
ning scrofulous sores on
left side of neck and face.
I was small and weakly
when eight or nine years
old, and in fact was
nearly a skeleton. Bix
bottles of Dr. Pierce's
Golden Medical. Discov-
ery wrought marvelous
changes. Although the
sores were healed in eight
months, I did not quit
taking it until I was surc &%
it h:d been entirely r?ll.it,- 7
ed from my system. he
only olt;fnsy fett of the H. M HOLLEMAN.
dreadful disease are the scars which ever re-
mind me of how near death's door I was until
rescued by the * Discovery.” I am now
eighteen years old and weigh 148 pounds;
and bhave not been sick in five years.

Yours mg}actfull 3
HARVEY “V HOLLEMAN,
e.

Agt. for Beaboard Air Lin
f cases
' Fi

Treated free.
s di

Positively CURED
jals of miraculous cures seut FR

T e
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A Child Enjoys
The pleasant ﬁavor,ogencle action and sooth-
ing effect of Bj'mp Figs, when in need of
a laxative, and if the father or mother be

costive or bilkious, the most fying re-
sults follow its use; sothatitis ghe besta.milg
remedy known and every .family shoul

have a bottle.

H= (tenderly)—*“Do you think you could
ever learn to love me?” She (confidently)—
“Q, yes. Why, I learned to love Tom Barry,
who was here last week, in two days.”—
Spare Moments.
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THE MARKETS.

NEW YORK, Dec 20

LAVE STOCK —Cattle ... .... 139 @5 15
LT ARG SRR e e oy e 200 @ 4 12%
T OSSR SO e e W P R 5

FLOUR—-City Mill Patents.... 42 @490
Minncsota Patents...... ..., 37 @ 4 W

WHEAT--No S Red............ ®Wiap 67
Ungraded Red.......oooves. 6 «» 07

CORN--No. ¥ MWD 4K

Ungraded Mixed ... ... ... 4@ 4%
OATS—Track Mixed Western. e B

RYEB—Western. ..o <soee B @ b7
PORK-—-Mess, New ............ 333 @145
LARD-—-Western.... ... eee 80O @B 1D
BUTTER—~Western Creamery 2D @ JWH
WOSIATR DBIEY .. oo vsies B 2
CHICAGO.
BEEVES-—-Shipping Steers ... 3300 @ 5 6
B RS B el A veeee 11D @20
Stockers. 22 @29
Feeders Feand snseh vxsin. B ST
Butchers' Steers............ 290 % 3 5
Bulls .. S b s e S . 1 B0 350
BORS  Caa EE E
T i e S R B S 12 @37
BUTTER—Creamery ... 2@ TH
BNRIER: i e RO 18 @ ¥
T AN e oo AR PP PN S of'e =
BROOM CORN-
Westarn (per ton).. ....... 35 00 @65 00
Western Dwarf,..... ... 50 0 @75 0
linois, Good to choice..... BB W @%w 0)
POTATOES (per bu.)..........  w b8
PORK—-Mes88.....cc.... vovi v0ees B30 @12 40
LARD-StOAM. . . c.vosesnosivess 700 @785
FLOUR--Spring Patents.... .. 350 @ %900
Spring Sgraights...... ...... 15 @ 28
Winter Putents . i oivises 313 @ 8N
Winter Straights.. ......... 28 @ 30
GRAIN—Wheat, No. 2... ...... Wed 61
? Corn, No. 2. e M@ 3
Oats, No. 2., e Ty
Rye No. 2.... R e 15D 40
Barley- Choice 1o faney.. 9 @ B3
LUMBER
Sidwug.... L1500 @2 s
T U R RO RN e S 00 @36 00
Common Bourds. .. ...oee. . H OO w14 25
IFencing arseesivensvas RO G0
U ) RN SRRSO Sl T Y
NUIRRIOE i ccivn i 38 B0
KANSAS CITY.
CATTLE—Shipping Steors..... $100 @ b M0
Swcekers and Breeders ..., 160 @ 36
OGS o fleniz iiva e 2 A T 408 OIS
BRI v A i e 80 8D
OMAHA.
CATTLE~-Strers...... co0vee.. (815 @62
Peadomt o am i v ases B0 8B B0
BOGS . o silinosvincissvess . $ T G 408

Bl
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OW comes the
season. when
dainty and delicious
cake and pastry are
required. Royal
Baking Pow-
deris indispensable
in their preparation.

For finest food ! can use
none but Royal.—A. Fortm,
Cbhef, White House, for Pres-
idents Cleveland and Arthur.

ROYAL BAKING POWDER ©0., 106 WALL 8T., M. Y.

‘ S >3 "‘—“‘j.
OxE ReasoN Wuy.—She-(of St Lonl:l
—I dow’s see why the newspapers are
ways twm.inq the Chicago gixls en the size
of their feet.” He—*Neither do I. Their
feet are no larger than those of gny other
mls." She—*“Now, Charlle, you know

t isn’t 80.”—Detrdit Free Press.

“Yes, Bawkins is an lute slave to
fashion.” “Bawkinst he looks like a
rag-picker and never §oee opt at all,”
YJust so—he's werking himself to death: to

buy his wife a sealskin coat™—Detroit
Tribune. -

Drorsy is a dread disease, but/it has lost
its terrors to those who kndw that H. H.
Green & BSons, the Dropsy BSpecialists of
Atlanta, Gemrgiahtmat it with such at
success. Write them for pamphlet giving
full information.

S

“It always Fa‘!a aman in my business to
take plenty of time,” murmt burglar
softly to himself, gently dumping the third
t.rag' of gold watches into his capacious bag.
—Buffalo Courter.

Kerr—*“Where is Volies now? _The last
time I saw him hoe was conrtending that a

man should tell the truth all cigeum-
stances.” Biff—-“He is ina pital.”—N.
Y. Herald.

For a Cough, CoM or Throat, use

“Brown's Brouchinl T'roches® give immedi-
ate relief.  Sold only in buzes. ~ Price 25 cts.

It is impossible to h.x;;(_;th'o Iastword with
& chemist, because he always has a retort.~—
Bosten Courier.

count by the magnitude of his chrysanthe-

mum,—Fhiladelphia Record.

‘5= ST. JACOBS OIL

And all the World Knows the CURH is SURN.

VERY CHEAP.

SPECIAL OIFFER !
SCRIBNER'S MAGAZINE (one year) $3.00
WORLD’S FAIR BOOK (cloth bound) 1.25
EXHIBITION NUMBER (Scribver's) .25

—

SCRIBNERS | e
MACAZINE

P

Emith, Willlnm g
Hamliton Gibson, ¥
“WIHIH, Low, v
J. A. Mitchell,

¥ D. Millet,
Charles Howard

ohnson A
who have written f
and flinstrated)
with 60 drawings B\
o book about theld
Falr. Itis bound

CHARLES

' y
conmny | SCRIBNER'S §
WITH JLLUSTRATIONS
AR

,. SONS.
. ufn?mmmo?umwmnﬂﬁw YORK

M4 puBLISHED
(3

g

Full informetion regarding the

State, its lands, climate, the

mid-winter fair :.:3 the m':lt 2y
comfortable and econom way go will
cheerfully furnished by the undéruigned. Pullman

TOURIST SLEEPERS

Run through from Chicago to Los Angeles, Cali-
fornia, Du:ﬂy via ‘“THE TRUE SOUTHERN
ROUTE"-CHICAGO & ALTON to Bt Louls;
IRON MOUNTAIN ROUTE, St. Louls to Texark-

a; TEXAS & PACIFIO RY,., Texarkana to El

aso, and BSOUTHERN PACIFIC COMPANY EI
Paso to California destination. This {s the BEST
winter way to California. No high altitudes; no
snow blockade#, and sunshine and comfort all the
way. ¥ Send for free! uluatnd folders.

WRITE TO-DAY.

JANES CHARL’I‘O!I,—é;;;;I I’u-ng‘r & Tieket Agent,
OHICAGO & ALTON R. R., CHICAGO, ILL.
O NAME THIB PAPKR evary time yov writa,

THE LAST PUBLIC SPEECH OF—

Hon. Carter H.Harrison

LATE MAYOR OF OHIOAOOu.l
Delivered to the visiting Mayors at the World’s Fair a
few hours belore his deedh, Skotehof his lite, ¥ull ae
count 6f the mmurder. Jlinst’d. Price 10c, Ordex af once

stamps. EDWIN NKWTON,306-818 LaSaile Kt, ,Chilesgos

ﬁe Greatest Medical Discovery
of the Age.

KENNEDY’S

MEDICAL DISCOVERY.

DONALD KENNEDY, OF ROXBURY, MASS.,

Has discovered in one of our common
ﬁasture weeds a remedy that cures every

ind of Humor, from the worst Scrofula
down to a common Pimple.

He has tried it in over eleven hundred
cases, and never failed except in two cases
(both thunder humor). He has now in his
possession over two hundred certificates
of its value, all within twenty miles of
Boston.

A benefit is always experienced from
the first bottle, and a perfect cure is war-
ranted when the right quantity is taken,

When the lungs are affected it causes
shooting pains, like . needles I;_)assing
through them; the same with the Liver or
Bowels. This is caused by the ducts bein

pped, and always disappears in a wee
after taking it.

If the stomach is foul or bilious it will

se squeamish feelings at first.

No change of diet ever necessary. Eat
the best you can get, and enough of it.
Dose, one tablespoonful in water at bed-

time. Read the Label. Send for Book.

“COLGHESTER”
ADING BOQT
PN

Y

s A ¥
For Farmars, Miners,
R. R. Hands and others

The outer tap sole extends the whole lantth

PR A e B g I T S
ng, nda othor wo ua.

throughout. ARK ¥OU IR DEA LR for them,

THE JUDCES ¢
WORLD'S COLUMBIAN EXPOSITION

Have made the

HIGHEST AWARDS

(Medals and Diplomas) to

WALTER BAKER & CO.

On each of the following named articles:
BREAKFAST COCOAy . . « «
Premium No. 1, Chocolate, . .
Yanilla Chocolate, . . . » 5
German Swmjt'?hoeolaio, 8-
Cocoa Butter. R e

For “purﬂty of material,” “excellent flavor,”
and “uniform even composition.”

WALTER BAKER & CO., DORCHESTER, MASS.

ROTIC
AUTOO!APH
(]

-‘— -, L m—

T o= TR
e Nashy r's ever written. )

et W

b l‘:l“ tg °€§ e ?lo Diade. or specimen
subscr an to (] e .

copy of the paper snd go{!nll particulars. Address
TEE BX:AIR, -+ TOLEDO, OHIO

A SET OF CHINA DISHES, Fre

To Ltdlﬁl -rndh!:’ us & 812 Ciub-Order for our T
Bxplcea. aking Powder, otc. BSet of Silver-pla
Gnlvu and Forks, 86 orders, 100 other Premin

Uled
oods and Premiumsshi repad You remitm:
ey after delivering oo'(’lrdbizl. MYIEIIIWIIOH.E
SALE TEA AND SPI0K CO., CINCINNATI,

S NAME THIS PAPER every time you write,

BORE' WE MANUFACTURR
pritt WELLS gest WicHiNeR
b a e R A R T & 5

THIS PAPER every timoyouwrite.

Consumptives and people
who have weak lungs or Arth-
ma, should use Piso’s Cure for
Consumption. It has eunred
il thousands. (thas notinjur-

ed one. Itis not bad to take.
Itis the best cough syrup.
Sold everywhere. 25e.

CONSUMPTION

1479 ;
WHEN WRITING TO APVERTISERS PLEASE
state that you saw the Advertisemest is this
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You can’t tell tho sizo of 6 man's bank ao-
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