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LITTLE PILKINS.
From Sunday Afternoon for July.
In a certain June that has long gone
by, lale on a balmy aflernoon, I saunter-
ed forth {0 make the tour of my gar-

den.

Now the fashion of the garden was on
this wise: Itlay in the angel of two
streets, with a very good width in front,
but stretching back still farther along the
unpretentious little thoroughfare at the
side, until it abutted upon a row of smail
but decent dwellings in the rear. A
high board fence enclosed the greater
part of it, but on a line with the middle of
the house this ugly, impervious barrier
sloped gradually down into a low, green,
open paling.

It was dewy morning when I had last
seen my cinnamon pinks and pznsies,
my yellow roses, and the beauteous big-
shaft of double white rocket; and it will
never do to legve flowers _too long by
themselves; they need looking afier and
talking to very often, to keep them in
their first perfection—persuasive admon-
itions twice a day, at least.

As I wondered leisurely from plant to
plant and from shrub to shrub in a medi=
tative way, I became suddenly aware of
a strange sound of labored breathing,
and directly I discovered a little plump;
pink face pressed in between the palings,
one fat band grasped a <¢lat on either
side, the eyes were tight shut, the mouth
was puckered to a mere point, and the
little bud of a nose was quite engrossed
in snuffing up the air most assiduously,
and then exhaling it again with a lorg
sigh of satisfaction.

“Fine or superfine?”  pondered I.
“Snips and snails” or *‘sugar and spice?”
Boy or giri? But the question speedily
answered itself, for behind the bars I
caught sight or two sturdy little legs in
gray stockings and knickerbockers, and
out of one side-pocket peeped a blue-
edged handkerchief, and out of the other
the apex ofa top. Still the little bud of
a nose kept snufting on and on.

«Well, well!” I said ailast yery gent-
ly, so as not to frighten away my little
visitor; “what kind of a nice little boy is
that looking through my garden fence?”

“It's a boy coll’d Evett,” was the re-
sponse, in a tone more gently Stillies S
boy coll’ld Ed’ard Ev’ett. A boy coll'd
Ed’ard Ev'ett Pilkins,” he repeated; and
still his eyes were shut and still his nose
went snuffing on.

“And wbat are you doing,” I asked
again, “that makes you look so funny, I
can’t help laughing?”

The eyelids opened and disclosed a
pair of mild, pale blue eyes, and tke puck
ered mouth relaxed into a smile as he an-
swered, “Oh, I'm only smellin’ up this
good smell in here. It smells so dread-
ful splendid in here that I stop and smell

it up every day when I go to school, and | P

every day when I come home again.”
Then he shut his eyes and puckered up
his mouth, and wernt to snuffing again,

“Why don't you come inside?” I ask-
/ed.

“Darsent do it, ma’am.”

“Why not?”

“Might get turned out and tooken up.”

%0, not when you are invited. If you
would like to come in I will open the
side gate for you.”

«Wouldn’t I though!” and this time he
opened his eyes for good, and his whole
tace was one big smile. “Wouldn’t I,
though, lik .0 et nearer to those posies
that stelt so wrcadful fine!” :

In a minute more he was among the
flower .. : {

“\y cil, well, well!” he said sottly. “I
never, never 'spected to be inside of this,
Which do you think smells the very best-
est of all, ma’am?”’

“] don’t know, fer I love them every
one; but perhaps this bed of pinks may
please you best.”

The child took one snuff at the mass of
pinks, and then went plump down on the
gravel walk one hands and knees, and
hung over them as one bewitched.

“Oh! oh] I never, never!” he ejaculated
at last ih his little gentle way ;*no, I nev-
er,never! I can't breathe it in fast
enough, nor hard enough, nor long
enough.”

“Oh, you need not feel so discouraged
about it,” I answered; “you shall have
plenty of time, and some of the pinks, too;
put them in water when you get home,
and they will keep fresh for a long time,
When they wither 3come back and get
some more.”

“Thank you, ma'am,” he answeiedavith
a little blush. Maybe that wouldn’t be
manners. Maybe my farer wouldn’t let
me.

“You can tell himI asked you, any-
way,” said I, gathering the pinks.

“Now they'll know I've been in bhere,
won't they?” he asked with a radient
gleam in lis eyes. **'Cause how could I
get the flowers if I wasn’t? I never, nev
er ’spected 1'd come :nside! It wasn't
wicked I guess to smell ’em through the
fence. Farer says what you can carry
away in your eyes and ears isn’t stealing,
and the same to your nose I guess. It
looks *zactly like beaven in here, don’t it
ma'am?”’

“Does it?” I answered laughing; “what
do you know about heaven, little man?”’

“Qh, lots and lots,” he replied serenely.

“1'm glad you do, but I think heaven,

has far more beauty .and pleasantness
than even my dear garden.”

“Maybe so; but this is the highest to it
that I ever saw.”

“Now hold the flowers, Edward, as I
cut them,”

“Yes, ma'am; but I coll'd
Ed’ard.”

“Qh, I thought that was your name,”

“Yes, ma'am, so itis; but an Ed'ard
coll'd Ev'ett.”

©All right, sir; we'll make no more
such mistakes. Everett it shall be.”

As I gave the boy the pinks, I saw that
he put first one in his right hand and
then one in his left, with perfect regular-
ity. “Pinksto the right of me; pinks to
the leit ot me!” thought I to myself;
“into the valley ot bloom rode the young
Everett!” When I cut the roses they
were sorted in a similar fashion, and the
geranium leaves, also, went their diverse
ways. “There,” said I at last, “you have
two gay little boquets, indeed! And
now tell me who told you so much about
Heaven.”

“QOh, diff'ent ones; Joey, and the min-
ister, and my Sunnel-school teacher, and
my tarer more'n anybody.”

“It isn’t every boy that has a father like
that; you are fortunate,”

“Yes, ma’'am. Farer says a poor man
with a big family can’t do much for his
children, but he can try to give ’em reiig-
jon; ’cause religion’s cheap in this coun-
try, if anything is; so he's tryin’ very
hard to give us all religion ’fore we grow

”»

«“Well, how is it turning out?”

“Joey’s got it, and Marty’s got it, and
Nelly hasn’t got it yet, and Florry and
me’s a-trying, and the baby’s too little to

ain't

know much, and the speck of anew baby
can’t do anything but sleep.”

Y ou must have a good father, Everett;
I hope his best wishes will all be fulfill-
ed.”

“Yes, ma’am; I've got a good movver
too, only she’s so busy she can’t talk
much;” and then my Jittle visitor depart-
ed with his twin bouquets and a radiant
face.

It was only afew days later ‘when T
saw the pleasant little visage thrust
through the palings again.
“Oh, I'm glad {0 see you!”
“Do come in!”

“Thank you, ma’am. Can’t doit.”

“Why not?”

“Got put in the closet last time,”

“For what, pray?”

“Coming in without being washed and
scrubbed. Farer says a poor man with a
big family can’t do much for his children,
but he can make 'em clean, for water is
cheap in this country, if anything is.”

“Well, then, can’t you get washed and
scrubbed?”

“Yes, ma’am; Joey’ll.do it.”

“Fly home then, like a bird, ‘and I’ll
wait here tor you.”

When he came back there was an ex
tra glow ou that round and raddy coun-
tenance; it gleamed like a red-cheeked
apple just polished for the fruit basket.
He went down on his knees again over
the bed of pinks, and seemed like on2
enchanted. As I cut the flowers and gave
them into his hands we fell into conver-
sation as before.

“I’'m so sorry you were put in the clos-
et for coming here, Everett,” [ said. “It
was a very unpleasant endirg to the af-
ternoon.”

“No ma’am, not so very,”’ he answeved
serenely. “Ought to have minded what
I was told. Besides, I just shut my eyes
and thought of the pinks till Joey lct me
out.”

“Are the others at home as fond of
flowers are you are?”

“They like 'em very much; they
thoughkt what I took home from here
was awful nice, and they knew I'd been
in here. The first thing Joey said when
farer come home was, ‘Oh, furer! farer!
what do you think? Ev’ett’s been in the
Gardena-Edena, and here’s some flowers

hat grew there!””

“In where?” I asked.

“In the Gardena-Edena; Joey always
calls it so, That’s my house; he ‘contin-
ued, pointing; “one, two, three, down
the row; and when you go up stairs in
the back room and squeedge your head
way oversideways against the shutter,
you can see a little piece of this Gardena-
Edena. If your barn wasn’t there, and
our houses was a little further back and
turned a teenty-launty bit this way, we
could see lots of it, Joey’s glad we can
see even a speck of it.”

“Joey’s' your oldest brother, I sup-
ose.” .

“No Ma'am, Joey’s my big sister. She’s
a girl coll'd Jopiuesine Panoleon Bona-
parte Pilkins.” 3

“Oh; and Marty’s your next sister,
then?” ©

“No, ma’am, Marty’s mv g bro'er;
He’s 'a boy col'd M- un Thuler Pil-
kins.”

“Why,~whs* .ong, large names

“Yes, me’un; we've all got em, Farer
says a puor man with a big family can’t
do much for his children, but he can give
‘em good names, ‘cause good names is
cheap, if anything is, in this country.”
*“And may L know the names of the
others, too?”

“Oh yes, ma’am. Next comes Nelly.”
“Another sister?”

“No, ma'am, a bro’'er. He’s a boy
coll’d Hosharo Nelson Pilkins. And next
comes me. And after me comes Florry.
Florry’s a girl coll'd Florence Gightinale
Pilkins.”

“Is that all?”

“Oh, no, ma’am,” he answered very
mildly. ‘Next comes the baby: He's a
small boy collld Christopber Bolumkus
Pilkins. Last of all comes the speck of a
new baby. He's a very small boy coll'd
Henry Bard Weecher.”

“G-r-r-acious!”

“Ain’t that a nice name, too?”

“It’s so tremendously long and strong
for such a mite of a child! 1 should think
it would wear him to the very bone!”

“No ma'am,” returned Everett gently.
“He don't appear tomind it. Perhaps
because we only call him Henny.”

In the meantime, I had been cutting
flowers and Everett receiving them, and
dividing them as before quite impartially
between his right hand and his left.
Pinks, pansies, roses, phloxes, myrtle,
jasmine, went twig for twig and sprig
tor sprig on this side and on that.

“You always make two boquets, Ever-
ett.” said I.

“Yes, ma’am,” repeated he with great
mildness, “I always make two boquets.”

It would have been gratifying to know
why, but I did not ask him, for I respect
the plans and purpose of little heads, and
know that little hearts have often “long,
long thoughis” in them. Not that I ap-
prove for an instant of the wild and cata-
clysmal doctrine of Budge-and-Toddyism,
which, if once permitted to prevail, would
sweep the entire American nation from
the face of the earth within six months,
and leave the great Bird of Freedom him-
self, only a plucked, denuded fowl upon
a barren strand, No, never that, for amo-
ment; but a feeling that there is an indi-
viduality in the little people as well as in
the larger ones that deserves censidera-
tion. Perhaps the feeling has beem
strengthened by the still vivid memory
of sundry sore-hearted hours, when the
“Pshaw! pshaw!” the “Tut! tut!” or the
“What's the good of it, child!” of an
older will, went like the besom of de-
struction straight through certain little
cob webby plans that had been longa
weaving. *

During that beautiful early summer
Everett and I had many a pleasant meat-
ing. Two or threetimesa week he com»
to see me; we always fell into conversa-
tion on matters grave or gay or lively or
severe; I always cut a nosegay of flewers
for him, and he always divided them in his
owa little way. One day in mid-July I
said to him :°

“I have somerhing this morning I know
you will like, Almost all boys would
like them better than flowers.”

“I don’t know what it is yet,” he a-1-
swered softly, “but I like everything .
here,”

“It's cherries! That’s what it is!
¢ Cherries are ripe! cherries are ripe!
and children can have some ” Come in-
to the house and get them.” AndI
showed him the way up a half-dozen
minature steps tucked defily into a small
corner, that led from the garden into the
bay window of the library.

“Oh what a nice quirly steps!” ejacu-
laied Everett gently. “There’s every-
thing strangeand pretty and nice like
{airy tales in this Gardena-Edena.”

We sat down by the library table
whe : the basket of cherries siyod, and I

I cried;

"

pick=d from it the biggest and reddest,

with the longest stems,—for a stemless
cherry is an imperfect treasure; half the
fun is to shake and dangle it and twirl
its y1uby roundness before eating;—and
as I gave themto him his eyes shone
with Eleasure, but not one was put in his
mouth. One cherry went into his right
hand and one into his left. I tried him
with a pair devoid of stems. The re-
sult was thesame. One was enclosed
by the palm of one chubby hand, the
other by the palm of the other. Verily,
thought I to myself, this is growing un-
canny. The boy behaves as if he werea
fairy himself, and some inexorable ogre
compelled him to go tiwrough with this
unmeaning pantomine. If he does so
the next time I see him, I will surely
ask the reason why, and bieak the wick-
ed spell.

And when I saw him a few days later,
and gave him first flowers and then che:-
ries, and found that he did just as be-
fore, dividing them with exactitude into
two portions, I fulfilled my vow,

“Everett,” I said, “you have always
made twoboque's out of the flowers I
have given you.”

“Yes ma’'am,” he replied with great
mildness, “I have alwavs made two.”

“And now, instead ot eating the cher-
ries, you are making them iuio two
bunches as you did before.”

“Yes ma’am, I'm making them into
two.”

“I should like to know why, if you arc
willing to tell me.”

“Oh, yes, ma’ams; I'd like to, Half of
all I have is Florry’s. Halfof2ll I ever
had is Florry’s. Half of all I'm ever

oing te have is Florry’s.”

“Then the flowers were always for her,
and these cherries, too?”

“Yes, ma’am, and every thing I get. I
always want her to have herhalf firsi, so
as te get the best, and she always wants
me to have the best, and sometimes we
can’t tell ‘'which is the best, and that
makes us laugh.”

“Is Florry your favorite, then:”

“Yes ma’am,” he answered very geat-
ly; “Florry is my favorite,”

“Why?”

“Because Florry’s sick. She’s very
sick. She can’t get well. She's too
sick to stay here much longer, She'’s got
a ’sumption, and she can’t live long.”

“You never told me that. Everett!”

“No ma’am; you never asked me.”

“But my dear little man, you must tell
me what ever you want to, without my
asking.”

“Must I2?”

“Certainly; doa’t fuil to do so0.”

“Then I'll tell you something now;
shall [ ma’am?”’

“Of course. my dear.”

“Florry wants very much to see the la-
dy that lives in the Gardena-Edena before
she goes away, Florry's my dearest pet.
Half of all I have is Florry’s. Half of all
I ever-had, except you, I've seen you and
talked with you and been in your Garde-
na-Edena, and Florry hasn’t, You have
been just as sweet as an angel to me, and
smiled at rne ever so many times, but not
at Florry. She calls me ‘Etty.’ Almost
every day she says, ‘Etty, dear, I want to
see that lady thatlives in the Gardena-
Edena before I go.”

“I wish you had told me this before,
Everett. I will go with you any hour of
any day she wants me.”

“Thank you, n..’am; I knew you would.
Florry’s seen a little bit of this Gardena-
Edena. Sheuse. to sleep in the liitle
front room, but when she got worse, and
couldn’t sit up but a little while at a time,
then she changed into the back room, so
that ‘when she did sit up she could
squeedge her head sideways over by the
shutter and see a little bit of it. Some-
times when the wind blows, she smells
the flowers from 'way over here, and
then she’s glad.  She hasn’t sat up this
week.”

“Have you a good doctor for her?”

“Yes, ma’am, Used {o have two, but
it wasn’t anv good. They said she
couldn’t get well. Now we've got anoth-
er that does all he can.”

“I am very sorry about your. Florry.”

“Yes, ma’am, soam I,” he answered
softly, while the tears welled up in his
eyes; “but it can’t be helped. Farer says,
when you can help'a thing help it, and
when you can’t then bear it with patience.
Farer says a poor manwith a big family
can’t do much for his children, but he can
teach ’em to do without, and have pa-
tience, ’cause patienceis cheap, if any-
thing is in this country.”

Sound doctiine,” I answered, “but
sometimes hard fo practice. Give your
Florry my kindest wishes, and tell her
the minute she wants me, 1 will come.”

“I will, ma’am, and thank you t00;”
and he wentaway happy in his double
treasure of flowers 2nd fruit.

It is not within the power of words 1o
desciive the exceeding mild-
ness of this litile cli:ld,
His most joyous joys seemed subdued;
his troubies appeared to leave him quite
untroubled; his strongest enthusiasms
were completelv under control. We
have seen saintly mothers and grond-
mothers, like goodly vesseis that have
breasted the waves, and been tossea by
the tides and have bowed to the gales, at
last floating into quiet harbors, in the
mellow sunset ligiit, but it is race to meet
such ripe serenity in youth or caildiicou.

My littie Pilkins seemed even to be
aware of aad to contemplate his own
small lingual deficiencies with an unper-
turbed urbanity of soui. I sometimes
wondered that the {ather or ‘e moiher,
or the helpful Joey did not correct them
and make the little fellow mind his p’s
and q’s, and various other consonants;
but perhaps with a )osephiae Napcleon
Bonaparte, a Martin Luther, and a Hora-
tio Nelson before him, a Florence Night-
ingale,a Christopuer Columbus and a
Heoty Ward Beecher before him, not to
mention a mother that was too busy to
talk, these sinless bluncers were not
thought worthy of notice. I supposed
myself quite familiar with his especial
methods of speech, but he continued a
puzzie even {0 me, sometimes.

The time of cherries had passed, and
ihe breathless heats of August had come,
when Everett told me one morning that
taue doctor said Elorry was worse.

“Yes, my Florry is sicker and sicker,”
he said with a tremble ir his voice; “but
next week,” he added, trying to smile,
“she’ll feel better. She'll feel a good deal
better, ’cause next week’s got a bursday
in it, I'll be nine yearsold, and I'm go-
ing to have a present. -

“Won’t that be nice,” I answered.

“Yes, ma’am, I'm going to haye a
present, and it’s half for Florry. In the
country where we used to live, right
across the road from Darby-coll’d-Dea-
con’s there’s a cousin that’s going tosend
me a present. It's a present of a Collo-
coll’-toodles.”

“«A what, Everett?”

«A splendid Collo-coll’-teodles; and
t’s half for Florry. Isn't that nice?”

“Oh. very; I should like to cee it when

it comes.”

I'm right o a’am; you shall; I'l bring it
over and show it to you.”

On the following Thursday, therefore,
he came to me all aglow with the mild ra-
diance, and told me that his birthdayv
present had arrived. “It's here!” he cricd
ju’l':i]antly, “It’s here, and Florry likes
it!y

“How very pleasant,” I replied.

“Y es, ma’am, very pleasant; and if you
will let me, I’ll run and get it, and show
it to you. Nelly’sholding it for me out-
side the gate.

Anl in a moment he had fled and re-
turned, bringing with him a profusely
woolly white poodle, which he sat down
on the floor between us. It wasso shag-
v there was no knowing bow from stern
until it walked, and it looked like a liitle
sheep-skin door-mat that had suddenly
rolled itself up and determined to be
somebody.

“Qh. that’s it,”
sigh ot relief.
“Yes ma'am, that’s it; that's my Cello-
coll’-toodles. All thatkind of dogs is
coll’-toodles, but this toodles’ own name
is coll’-Collo.” “Carlo! Carlo!” I said,
*‘come and get a neck-tie;” for I just be-
thought me of a sky-blue ribbon in the
library drawer. We tied it on, Everett
and I, with a stylish bow behind his left
ear, and then Everett kissed him over
and again with chastened rapture. ‘*‘The
only matter of Collo-coll’-toodles,” said
Everett with a gentle sigh, “is. that we
can’t divide him. We don’t know which
half is Florry’s and which ' is mine. 1
think the best way is for Florry to have
all of him now, because you know when
she—when she goes away,”—and there
was a little choke in his throat—“I can’t
help having all of him. I'mafraid she’ll
go very soon now. She thinks so.
Shes made movver wash her white dress
all clean, and buy a white ribbon for her
hair. She’s glad that Collo-coll’-toodles
came so soon, and she’ed be glad if you
would come and see her to-morrow.
She said to-day, ‘Etty’ dear, tell the
ladv that lives ia the Gardena-Edena,
that 1’d like to see her in the morning
if it’s perf’ly convenient.” I'll come and
bring you when her room’s broomed up,
if you'll come.”

%Of course 1 will, dear child, gladly.”

It was early the next morning when
Everety came for me, earlier than I ex-
pected him; but I went just as I was, in
my white merning gown, stopping only
to gather a flew flowers for the little sis-
ter, as we passed thrcugh the garden.

With a strange delicacy, no one of the
family appeared. Everett alone con-
ducted me through the passage, up the
stair-case, all very plain, but very clean,
into the sick child’s room. A great pang
of infinite pity rushed through my heart
at the sight of the little fading life before
me; the white, patient, bhollow-eyed
child, hurrying on with hot, quick pulses,
into the great hereafier. Almost as in-
stantly came also the remembrance that
{or her this visit ehould be a time of peace,
rest and soothing, without s0 much as
one disturbing look or gesture. I laid
my hand gently on hers and looked down
in her eyes and smiled, g

She smiled in return. “I thank you
ma’am,” she said; “I thank you very
much, but I can’t talk much; my breath,
goes so fast.”

“J came to talk to you,” I answered,
“as long as you want me, and about any-
thing you like.”

“Tell me about your Garden ot Eden,
please. I'd like to hear all about that,
How it’s shaped out, and where _every-.
thing grows.”

TE: little Carlo was nestled down by
her side in the bed. Everett climed up
and rested near him leaningon his elbow,
looking part of the time at Florry and
part at me. I laid the flowers in one of
her little thin hands, and took the other
in mine.

“It’s so strange and so nice to see you,”
she said, stopping betwcen every few
words to breathe. “I’ve wanted itso
much and now I've gotit. Almost every-
thing comes just as I want1t. I wanted
to see Carlo, and Carlo’s here, and loves
me already. I wanted to see you, and

oure here. I was afraid my white
dress wouldn’t be ready, but mother
washed it, and Joey ironed it and sewed
afrill in, and that’s ready. They all
wear white there,don’t they ?”

] think so,” I answered slowly. ‘“of
one kind or another. Do you care sO
much for the dress, dear ?”

“I know what you think. Yes, I know
He could make it white and clean as he
could my heart, as I think he has; but I
just wanted to look ready, too. I am all
ready but oneor two little things. I want
to go. There’s too much pain and
weakoress here for me. I love the home
vp ihece. I love those that fflive there.
T hey seem like dear, kind friends to me.
But one taing troubles me,—and that is
how 1'il go. Efty thinks a shinning an-
gel will bear me to the sky, don’t you,
Etly dear?”

“Yes, Florry, I'm sure of it.”

“But if it should be a stranger angel,”
she said anx.ously, “wouldn’t I be afraid?
If only the kind Lord himself could come!
But of course e can’t for eyvery child
that has to g&! Don’t you think I'il be
afraia?”

I paited the little hand, and shook my
head and smiled. Noteven one tiny bit;
I think the ‘dear, kind Friend’ you have
will be glad to go with. He has made all
the other things come right, he will make
this right too. Only trust him for this as
you have for the rest. .

“I think I can,” she said looking ear-
nestly at me. “I will. I de. Will you
tell me now about your Garden of
Eden?”’

I described to her as well as I could
the general plan of the garden; the little
lawn in front with its trees and shrubbery
and the gravel walks that ran in and out
among the grass, waving now to tke right
to give place for an arbor vitz, and now
to the left to make room for a clump of
sumach: and then hiding themselves
in a little thicket of greenness; the close-
cut grassy terrace that went quite around
the house; the high treliises that carried
the vines to the top of the piazza; the
shorter vnesithat supported the roses and
clematis; the summer-house over in the
corner; the ieometrical flower-beds bor-
dered with thrift, and blazing with brigh-
est colors; the hemlock hedge which ran
across the flewing-garden and the kitch-
en garden; the row of great white eAnt-
werpraspberries that were planted all
along the side of the fence; the spicy
strawberry-patch behind the hedge,
where the rows of currant and gooseber-
ry bushes were planted; where the pear-
trees stood; where the cherry-trees grew;
—and then the whole wonderiul
procession at the blessed flowers, from
thos: that bilossomed first and bravest in
the damp, nipping, earl ing morning,
to those that vpened daikzm lalestng

I exclaimed with a

dark autumi ts, until finally, the flow-
ers and thc er had to move togeth-
| ™ [Coatinued on Second Page.]

will not be without it.

be bought at the.same price as the adulterated
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VERMIFUGE.

SYMPTOMS OF WORMS.

THE countenance is pale and lead-
en-colored, with occasional flushes,
or a circumscribed spot on one or both
cheeks; the eyes become dull; the
pupils dilate; an azure semicircle
runs along the lower eyelid; the
nose is irritated, swells, and'sometimes
bleeds; a swelling of the upper-lip;
occasional headache, with hummin,
or throbbing of the ears; an unusual
secretion of saliva; slimy or furred
tongue ; breath very foul, particularly
in the morning; appetite variable,
sometimes voracious, with a:gnawing
sensation of the stomach, at others,
entirely gone; fleeting pains in the
stomach ; occasional nausea and vom-
iting ; violent pains throughout the
abdomen ; bowels irregular, at times
costive ; stools slimy, not unfrequent-
ly tinged with blood; belly swollen
and hard; urine turbid; respiration
occasionally difficult, and accompa-
nied by hiccough; cough sometimes
dry and convulsive; uneasy and dis-
turbed sleep, with grinding of the
teeth ; temper variable, but generally
irritable, &c. : ;

Whenever the above symptoms

are found to. exist,
DR. C. McCLANE'S VERMIFUGE
will certainly-effect a-cure.

1T DOES NOT CONTAIN MERCURY
in any form; it is an innocent prepa-
ration, 2ot capable of doing the slightest
injury to the most tender infant,

The genuine DR, MCLANE'S VER-
MIFUGE bears the signatures of C.

McLANE and FLEMING BROS on the
wrapper.

DR. C. McLANE'S

LIVER PILLS

are not recommended as a remedy ¢ for
2all the ills that flesh is heir to,”’ but in
affections of the liver, and in all Bilious
Complaints, Dyspepsia and Sick Head.
ache, or diseases of that character, they
stand without a rival,

AGUE AND FEVER.

No better cathartic can be used pzepar-
atory to, or after taking Quinine,

As a simple purgative they are un- I
equaled.

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.

The genuine are never sagar coated.

Each box has a red wax seal on the
{id, with the impression DR. MCLANE’s
Li1veEr PILLs.

Each wrapper bears the signatures of
C. McLANE and FLEMING BROs.

Ingist upon having the genuine Dr.
C. MCLANE’s LIVER PILLS, prepared by
Fleming Bros.; of Pittsburgh, Pa., the
market being full of imitations of the
name McLane, spelled differently but
same pronunciation, -
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SELLERS' LIVER PILL

Remedy for the

Box, Soid by 1

R. K.
AN AAA PSP A
] ]
-TUTTS
4
AT AT TS
For ten years Tutt’s PPiMls have been the
recognized Standard Family Medicine
in the ATLANTIC STATES. Scarcely &

aen
be found from MAINE to MEXICO that doeya not
to make their

AAIAAANARANAAA 4

PILLS:

AAARAAAS

use them. It is now pro
& virtues known in the T,

A Single Trial will Establish
their Merits.

Do They Cure Every Thing?

NO.—They are for Diseasos that
result from MALARIAL POISON and
a DERANCED LIVER, such as

Dyspepsia, Bilious and Typhoid Fevers

Chills, Colie, Bick-Headache, Chronic

Diarrhcsa, Nervousness, Dizziness, Pal-

pitation of the Heart, Neuralgia, Rheu-

matism, K dney Disease, Chronic Con-

stipation, Piles, &c.

NATURE WA?NS YOouU

That Your LIVER IS DISORDERED

When you have a
Dull pain inShoulders; Coated Tongue;
Costive Bowels; Weight in the St T
after Eating; Souf Eruectations; Avere
sion to Exertion of Body or Mind.

BE ADVISED, and AT ONCE

TAKE TUTT’S PILLS!!

The first dose produces an effeet
which often astonishes the sufferer,
and in a short time follows an Ap-
petite, good Digestion,

SOLID FLESH & HARD MUSCLE.

THE WEST SPEAKS.
‘““BEST PILL IN EXISTENCE.”
Ry g Ry ke A
me 30 much good in the way of medicine. are a9
mm represent them. They are the best Pill

ce, and I1do all I can to nt others
good merits. J. W. TIBB|
Sold by Dru sts, or semt by Mail
onm receipt of 23 cents. ;

Office. 36 Murrav St., New York.

NO GUSE-NUFEEES
e

e

Bxt W « strzet, Chlongo, (or the ew all
Private, Chronic aud Spacial Dicevies, Inal .ul..
Nervous Debility; v Last Manhood, pomaneet

" ton, Portland, Montreal, Buffalo, Ne

Jor this paper.

ROYAL BoWbER
Absclutely Pure.

The oldest and most reliable brand; ‘every ¢an full wei i

eome, and goes one third farther than t;rdinea?y'kinds. Cof:lati'h‘;nt‘l?:ga‘n:urhg:;

genv%d é‘rotr:: géaper;—? lpilure Erape Cream Tartar.
orsed by the Board o ealth of New York, also the leading Chemi: -

try, Itis peerless and unapproachablé in quality, andblny fgamil;m::\;o:nt&e:l:nit

It has been analyzed and in--

‘The bousekeeper must bear in mind, an absolutely pure Powiler like the Royal cannet

kinds. d by all Grocers in tin cans only.

A PEERLESS EXTERNAL SPECIFIC AND
BEAUTIFIER OF THE SKIN,

GLENN’S
SULPHUR SOAP.

As a remedy for DISEASES, SORES,
ABRASIONS, and : ROUGHNESS OF THE
SKIN; as a deodorizer, disigfectant, and
means of preventing, and curing Rheu-
matism and Gout; and as an ADJUNCT
of THE ToILET and THE BaTH,
“ GLENN'S; SBLPHUR SOAP” is incom-
parably the best article ever offercd ta
the American public. '

The COMPLEXION is not only freed
from PimpLES, BLOTCHES, TAN, FRECK-
L3, and all ether blemishes, by its use,
but acquires a TRANSPARENT DELICACY
and VELVETY SOFTNESS' through the
elarifying and emollient action of th's
WIIOLESOME BEAUTIFIER.

The contraction of obnoxious dis
cuses is prevented, and the complete
disinfaction of clcthing worn by persons
afflicted with contagious maladies is
insured by it. FAMILIES and TRAVEL-
ERs provided with this admirable puri-
fier HAVE AT HAND THE MAIN ESSEN-
TIAL OF A SERIES OF Sulphunr Baths,
Dandruff is removed, ;the hair retained
and grayness retarded by it.

Medical men advocate its use.

Prices—25 and 50 Cénts per Cake;
per Box (8 Cakes), 60c. and §1.20.
N.B.—Sent by Mnuil, Prepaid, on receipt of price,

and s cents ewtra for cach Cake. = |
“HILL'S HAIR AND WHISKER DYE”
Dlack or Brewn, 30 Cents.

C.X.Crittenton, Prop’r, 7 Sixth Av.X.Y.

Great Eastern
Fast Freight Line.

/

The new and short route to and lromYBo;
or
and all points in Canada, New England, and
$he northest, eperating via. the Chicago &
f.ake Huron, Grand Trunk (of Cauada),
Erie and Central rallromis; and-their con-

octions east and west,

THROUGH. CARS—NO TBANSFEB.

3This line is eaulpped with new andlarge
8. 8. especially adapted to the shipment of

G ALN from allpoints in Indians and 11-
tinois. and \be . uchwest. - For information
apply to A B. SOUTHARD,
General Ageat.
Ilndizuapohis,
e R

DMINISTRATOR’S SALE OF REAL
A ESTATE.

The undersigned, a8 dminis¢ :ator of the
estate of Rebecca J. King, deceased, will, on
the 27th day of Jul‘y. 1878, at the court heuse
door, in the city of Tezre Haute, at the_hour
of one (1) 0’clock P. M. of said uay, offer at
putblgc or private sale, the following real
estate:

The undtvided two-thirds (%) of sixteen
(18) acres of land offthe north end of the
southwest quarter ofthe northeast quarter,
section 14, town 13, north of range 8 west, in
Vlfo county, stiate of indiana. :

‘ERMS OF - -SALE—One-half purchase
money cash, the balance in nine monthe, at
8 per cent. interest, with note well secured.

WILLIAM H. SULLIVAN,
Administrator.
——— —
OTICE 70 GONTRACTORS,
Notice is hereby given that. scaled pro-

posals will be received by the Board of Com-
missioners of Vigo Ceunty, Indiana, on the

8th day ot July, 1878, for grading a certain
road kmown as the Grove School House Koad,
commencingon the cownship 1 dividing

the townships of Harricen and Lost Creek,
and to extend from that point two mileseast.
The said work to be let to the lowest responsi-
ble bidder, the said board reserving the right
toreiect any or all bids that may be presented
for such work. The teard further reserves
theright to require of thecontractor or con-
tractors that Lie or they ' shall emplofy the
teams of ns who are subscribers for the-
said work in preferende to those who are not,
providing they will do said work'at the sane
rate. Thesaid roadisto bc graded te the
width of 16 feet,and to be covered with a gocd
blast furnace cinder to the width of 12 iect,
and to the average depth of 10 inches;a cover-
ing of 2 inches »{fine or screenings of fravel
to be put over the entire cindered portion of
said werk. The person Or persons receiving
such contract to give satisfactory bend for
the faithful performance of the same. All
bi ds to be presented in accordance with this
nu 1ce. 4 y
By order of Board of Commissioners,
SAMUEL ROYSE, Auditor.
S

E. N. Freshman & “Bros,,

ADVERTISING AGENTS,
186 W. Fourth St, CINCINNATI, ©

Are authorized to receive advertisements
Estimates furnished free
apon application.

I35 Send two stamps for our adver-
isers’ manual.

- r .
WEST ENDERS
will bear in mind that. J. F. Rodel will
keep supplied with the choicest pork in-
cluding hams, side meat &c. The coun-
try readers of the GAZETTE in particular
cannot dobetter than by trading with
Rolgel. # ot
e gives liberal prices for farm pro-
duce, and sells ébea%l} and honesty.
Full line of general groceries and
ueenware instock, Corner of First and

hio
S
and Noerphine habiteured,
ealyabeelate
OPIUM==
[ofibingten, Gresse Co., Jad.
NERVOUS DEBILITY, ravaen
i S

@iso!
salting thoretrom, B

am

e T S
full particuiars, sddrem Ds: State 4, Chisage,

e

l&ﬁ wanted to sell co:l-hdl"
& Nadrves B A- s
4 648 8 Nome 80,

Ee ndnm mrglcuur&&_pu of
Geods and oft t information
froe and . Reiiable Female Pilis, §5 & Boz.
S —
A YEA. Agenis wanted. busie
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