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IS LIFE WORTH LIVING. 

I* life worth living? l«ked the lad 
Harefooted, hoHieie-w^tarved. ill clad. 
And )«sar ihe answer you will get, 
"My dorg an' me has fun—you net." 

In life worth living? Ask the Wietch 
1 "pon the g-iilow* doomed to stretch 
Th«r hangman' r.»pe and heed his cry, 
"It U! it I#: Don't let me uie!" 

Is life worth living? Ask the tramp 
Wbo'-H home's the guilt r cold and dump 
And hear him teii >o.» with ft Jerk, 
"It i«, old pard, for 1 don't wort." 

I* life worth living? Ask the dude 
Whom old Dame Watore somehow ppewed 
And see him >unk his cane and say. 
"Aw—weally—life la—aw—quite gay." 

Is life worth living? Ask the fool, 
The giggling maiden fresh fiom school, 
The toller.Invalid, theslave; 
<)! life, awcet life, they crave. 

Is life worth living? Ask the wise 
l*hilo«opher wno vaiuiy tries 
To solve the mystery about 
The matter and—remains in donbt. 

Is life worth living? Ask the great. 
Tli<* mil ionalre*, tne king of state 
And note their look* of uttor woe 
A* In despair they shriek: "No! no! 

(Sara T. Hmlth In Godey's Lady Book.] 

Eric's Legacy. 

Neither of them had ever thought of 
such a thing before, and they had known 
each other all their lives. 

He waa at Brest Haven for the first 
time In a year. There have been sad 
changes since ills last visit. The first 
great sorrow of his life was made fresh 
and new by these sileut balls and lonely 
room* where he aud the cousin, nearer 
than a brother, had made merry so many 
summer days. It was worse for him 
now than for the family, all the more 
that they were so calmly cheerful, and 
that, outwardly, thiHgs went on so much 
the samo. Carriages coming and going, 
caller* for one and another, the very 
girls with whom they had their last 
gams of lawn tennis, dropping in for a 
new book, and even the same guests for 
the usual Sunday's dlunor. If his .visit 
had b.-en lor more than one day, he 
thought he should go mad. He filled 
his glass, drank it hurriedly, and push
ed back his chair, muttering an excuse. 
Then ho went out on the porch alone, 
with a strange feeling of disgust that he 
oould eat and drink as he used to when 
K-lc was alive. 

His cousin Laura called him presently 
from the library wiudow. She had a 
book betore her, but bor eyes were on 
the far-off river. A bell in the distance 
was ringing faintly. 

"Harry,'' she said, "I wish you would 
be go >d for once, aud drive me to even
ing service." 

"I will, gladly," he answered, quick
ly. "L'Jl us get away from here." She 
looked at him with groat, soft, baby in-
uocent eyes, in wondor. Then alight 
seemed to Hash into their brown depths, 
and she rose silently, just touching his 
arm with sympathetic hand. He turn
ed away, aud sauntered towards the 
Htables with elaborate composure. Yet 
bis sight was dim. 

She was waiting on the steps for him, 
when he drove round to the hou-<e a few 

-»kul*»J**eiy and -they 
from the door in the old re< Kie-s styfel 

h"horses were In splend 11 «ndlllou 

sunlight, her hair tinged golden bronze,; to excuse me, after all, from going in. 
her cheeks a little flushed, ber lips just j Bat I promise not to forget you." 
parting, and her eyes soft with pleased "I will trust you—once more," said 
surprise and cordial greeting, she was! Laura, with a little drawl of doubt. He 
even lovely. He took the little warm 1 **«<»— *«»• off. 
hand she gave him, and held it. There 
was a sudden flatter in her calmness. 

••Are you giad?" he said, simply. 
"And I?" The thronging emotions of 
the day leeped to his voice and to bis 
eves, lending depth and tenderness to 
both. These two never saw each other 
again by the old light. She did not an
swer bis implied question. "I brought 
Laura down to church," he said, still 
holding her band, as tbey turned on the 
walk, "I have an hour to spare, I think?" 

"A little more than an hour," she an
swered. "They have a sermon now. I 
go sometimes, and find it very good. It 
is so different here." 

"The girls are well I hope?'' 
"Yes, very well. They are at Sarato

ga. Tbey go west soon to visit friends, 
and will not be home until late fall." 

"And are you to be alone all summer? 
Until they come?" 

"Ob, no! I am not alone now. I have 
some cousins with me—strange until 
summer, but I like them. They have 
gone to drive with the Starrs." 

Then there was silence. Tbey stood 
on the terrance, she looking down to
wards bim whivih marks the conscious
ness of observation. Their eyes met. 
••Let us go to the porch," she said, hur
riedly turning away. "It is tiresome to 
stand." 

H« followed ber mechanically, think
ing how pie* a-it it wa* to have her to 
himself, hoping the others might not re
turn for a long time, and wondering 
what she really thought of him. She 
drew out the light straw chair he had 
always claimed, and pushed it towards 
him, 

"This is yours, you know,'- she said. 
"We call it •Harry's nest.' Do you re
member how Katbie Starr used to quar
rel with you for it ?" 

He laughed as be sank iuto its wide, 
elastic arms. 

"And how Minna used to scold us 
both ! I wonder if she ever touches up 
Phili p so smartly. How is Philip ?" 

"Very well, and very handsome, and 
very proper. Minna is the tamest of 
shrews since her engagement. Life is 
very earnest to her, J believe, with such 
a mentor." 

"Life is earnest enough for me now," 
he said, gravely. "And for you ?" 

It was always earnest for me. I 

flushed under her look, but be drove off, 
and towards The Dyke House. "How 
would she look ?" he wondered. "Was 
it the night, and his softened heart ?" 

Tho sun was blazing on river and 
field, the porches were blistering, the 
doors and windows bowed against the 
heat and glare. He knew the way of the 
house, and walked in at the front door 
unceremoniously. As the brilliant 
light flashed upon the twilight of the 
hall, Tberese came to tbe door of the 
library, white-robed and pale, ber boft 
hair loose upon her shoulders. 

"You have dared this sun!" she ex
claimed. 

"Yes," he said, very quietly, taking 
ber band. 

"Come in here. It is as cool as is pos
sible to-day. I suffer, thinking of your 
rid©." 

The great white lounge in tbe dim 
flower-scented room was certainly in 
viting. He sank back upon its smooth 
linen with a sigh of content. She re
sumed her seat in a chair, where her 
book had laid. 

"And tbe cousins?" be questioned 
"At tbe seashore for a week. 1 could 

not go. I am not strong'again." 
He bent towards her. 
"Poor little girl!" he said, in a soft 

deeper tone than was usual to him—a 
tone that even as be spoke startled bim, 
for the first time.in bis life, with an echo 
of Eric's voice. Tberese looked at bim 
and be saw in her eyes a like recognl 
tion. Her book slipped from her lap, 
and lay at ber feet, open at the title page, 
It bore Eric's name across it, written in 
his bold nervous band. He pointed to 
it, as be lifted it. 

"Yes," she said. "The books are all 
yours, I know. But he sent it to me 
just before—before." He made a sud 
den, swift gesture as of one imploving 
silence, as he stopped. There was a long 
silence. He put out his band and gath
ered up a mass of ber loose bair. 

••I ought to apologize lor such a care 
less toilette," she said, with a little em 
barrassed laugh—"but, you know, I did 
not dream of seeing auy one, and it is so 
very heavy and warm." She had turn
ed towards him, and broke off abruptly 
He was holding tbe silken tendrils to 
his lips. There was no mistaking his 
eyes. A sudden fear and tremor, a sud-
don wish of tenderness and delight, a 

have never been strong enough to make certain shy longing were visible in her 
a jest of it you others did. There are face. 
the c jusins, and Katbie and Jack." "Tberese!" be cried, springing to his 

Harry rose, inwardly chafing at the feet, as she rose hurriedly. "What have 
interruption, outwardly his old gay self, you done to yourself ? Ortom«? Have 
The Starrs came in, of course, aud other 11 been blind all these years ? lor I low 

- you! I must have loved you always!' 
She stood tiembling, blushing, shrink
ing before him. 

"Let me go, Harry, let me go! You 
do not meau it! You cannot!" 

"J do! I mean it all! I know it is so! 
Ob, Tberese, why were you always so 

My love! My little, lit 

cousins" soon followed. After all, it 
was to be an evening like those gone be
fore, and as he thought, lost forever. 

No, not the same! were gone forever, 
for Thereso was so changed. He watch
ed her, wonder!ngly, and with the con
sciousness of something new and pleas
ant coming into life. He could not tell, I shy and colti. 
after all, whether she was changed or I tie love ! 
not. But she must be. Surely, she had 
not always had that "way" with ber— 
that soft appeal of manner, which in
voluntarily suggested some half caress 

He had her in hia arms now, be was 
holding her face against his shoulder, he 
was veiling it with her hair, and kissing 
the soft tangle. To his delight—a de 

I ot meT What will .be do f 

fa* liftedI her from the high seat of the 
u0n8e„8e. Therese alone was 

firas. He hesitated. ...... 
-Laura, I cannot!' he said, hurriedly, 

in tone or maiiuer towards her. She I light that thrilled his hearts centre- she 
was very, very sweet! Had she always was clinging to bim in a helpless, trust-
been so? And had he lost so much ? ling uianuer that could be only hers 

Tbe darkness deepened around them. I His "little, little love! It was the ex 
There was no moon, but a soft, clear-1 pression suited to her. It meant all his 
ness in the sky, and a faint reflection on I loving strength and protection and fond 
the river. Tbe roses dropped, shedding I pride for tbe fair little thing. And it 
their lives on him as be sat outer edge I had only been one week ijot quite seven 
or the porch, and the faint breath of the times four and twenty hours since he 
lilies just reached him now and then. I had found her! He wondered at lnm-
Her white dress told him she was near self, and exulted in his wonder, 
him. He felt at rest, at peace with the "Thorese, you love me! be whisper 
world, content with life or death. She 1 "My darling, how can you ? But^you 
touched bim . «,|i|i| li IITilfffifffl I ll..g"Qnm«th{ng awed and ^apturous in 
-  V- Uh» , b e r  B W e e t  e y e s ,  something infinitely rev-
timidly. '-In ve^tfn^' whAtwlU ' and tender in her voice, low, so 

I must bo off at once, Wliat win 

Ht last, "I need cheering up 
night, that would not answer 
on me back for you in an hour. 

and to-1 
I will 

erent and tender 
low be could scarcely bear it. . 

"Yes, I love you 1 And oh, Harry, 
thought I was to be all my life lonely 

HU'^If<IITad not found youl" le cried. 
"If I bad not come to you last Sunday, 
I think I would have gone ®Hpny 

iests and nonsense. 
s'lent amid the mirth, as she bad ever 
been. She said her quiet "good night 
with'outstretched hand. A raw"""|JjJ I never dreamed of bippiness 
,mPu,M He M -.a | fes 

k l p u t  W »  b a n d  b e n e a t h  h e r  i l n  a n d  
lifted ber (ace to bis, wtlh «haplamlle. 

" m be lilted me one ol your lille. lor u»»t " ,nd „ptire were « there. 

I M oftheiovely, th.oge.bd 

pious one of the family) andd riven oil to the carriage," he said, 

,„d Lucy 1 "SK them op to Mm. «d bo bent 
How 4uany quarrels 

"This looks likej,does 

i n d * r a "  

By 
he exclaimed. 

° Vhew«e lifted herself from blfcreast 
with a faint little sigh of happjfegret. 

"You must go—now she said 
"Only to come again,' be whored, 

of all that was highest and| hlg*hea(j ci09e to hers above them. j h^"^Ugbt her to him. j 

•Give me the flowers you wear for my_ | a®And th|n he left her> standingly the 
Thev used to 

morning. He had found ^"Jlhl«SUlirr'* 
beautiful eyes all too bright for his 

"""""Tl'.r. ™ H.« ir' t „,d. hastily. "Uo^fb., Vea.= | tbeearth than 
* die stepped back from bim. J ing 

Ericj dear old 

around l.'iav Hart in t hat nrsi i saui, nnswry. " T" v him I inir tbe dust of the pathway as hefbtly 

K " " t f l i * » r r l d S p ° T »  —  s o m e t h i n g  n e w  
an.l lawn timnK oomlnn now ^and then "»">»• 
('«»> -«>"<• note v He had RonVhoie witb Irlenda, as be (oond I it J?""-" "™ 'i.ppy.omm.r, .fall 
• n l n n t o , . «  a i d .  1 <  - b e S  h e  d r o v e  u p ,  S „ T

C ^  S r o t  &  T h e  D y k .  • * > .  

otherwise, I never 

h»lf aloud. "It yoo could know this! 
Yoi'Twar liked the little thjujj 

He look©''- around bim. Tltfwaa 
in tbe not a sorrowful, sweet memoryWeen 

, heaven «nd earth for him. Itji all 

Tbe church was deserted, md Laura | thTfei^. 

bad seou 
jhwkwi hl« li iJli it mi/ht wear that look to-night, made ample «me 
n think of mlght not have 

yw tb ihU mood. At 'he i for Tberese J 

But she was not at all cross The.lilies Sucba l«J lirtad 
m*de.*mpl® amends, «be »ald, ^n. People made a kindbke 

sal of thetn. lie 

, bad them otherwi*, ^tfcn, it wa. so p«i.le, 
peculiar as to the dlspo- of mr y unlooked for Um. 

J told of the fi%.enin
cif1'"[ 1hla enjoyment of his o*n-

the cousins, of the chatter, aod m*de i j j ' was so intense, theres a 
appear that be bad been entertained fatuation was Tberese waaal-
aud amused as of old. All the time Uie c equally in love, but tb^as 
rose and myrtle drooping cc^ ^wav^ tbat something "not of thefa ' 
recalled the quiet yo\ce, ihrilhng_ the\ ft„d h* look. Sb*t-

in bia clasping arm*—"vet—once—I 
loved Erin, aod be knew it." 

One sharp, swift pang abot through 
the hurt on which she rested, but tbe 
loving arms never loosened their hold. 
Then he kissed her. 

"I, too, loved Eric better than my
self," he said. "He was worthy—all 
worthy of all love." 

• Ob, Harry! Oh. my lova!" 
She was clinging to bim as she has 

never done before, she was crying, she 
was holding his baud against ber trem
bling little mouth 

Something more of contentment, of 
trust in her, than he had ever known 
surged upon bim. He knew now, as he 
had never known, that her love for him 
was greater than tbe limit of her life, 
the dead cousin had never been his rival. 

"He never loved me, Harry," she 
whispered, hiding her face—never a mo
ment ! But I was a silly little thing,— 

fou know I was!—and he found me out. 
let bim find me out, and he was always 

kind to me—so kind it made it worse. 
When be died. I thought I should die, 
too. I wanted to die. But then, it came 
to metbat he knew it now, just as it was, 
and he seemed very near to me, and— 
and—then you came. Ob, Harry, that 
very first night, everything seemed dif
ferent! And when you come again, I 
knew I could never, never have been so 
happy without you. You seemed to 
come to me from him !"' 

She looked up at him, with that awed 
look he had seen first upon the ever 
memorable Sunday, when he told his 
love. He kissed her, gently and ten
derly. . . _ , 

"But it is all different. And I love 
you—I love you best, best, be*t!" j.; 

"God bless you, my darling!" 
He had not a doubt of it. And of tbe 

strange features of this late-begun, new 
old love, the strangest and fairest to him 
was ever the consciousness he felt that 
it was Eric's legacy to him, a bond elas
tic, golden, imperishable, liuking him 
forever to bis happy unconscious youth, 
and to the dead companion, to dear 
soul's brother with whom bis youth was 

One bottle of Athlophoroa relieved my 
wife who has bad rheumatism over four 
years Irom all pain, gave her a good ap
petite, and in fact made a strong wom
an out of a feeble one. I can recommend 
it. A. B. Tousley, Fort Wayne, Ind. 

THE MORTGAGE INCUBUS. 
Mr. H. A. Haigh gives the following 

wholesome ad vice on mortgages to farm 
ers in the American Agriculturist: Mort
gages are necessary and beneficial in 
civilzed society, but there are unpleasant 
featuies about them. They often enable 
a man to accomplish what be could not 
otherwise do, and they also often in
volve a man who would have been other
wise successful. They often enable a 
man to get out of trouble which he could 
not otherwise avoid, and they perhaps 
equally often make miserable a lifo 
which would have otherwise been happy. 
It is easy to get them on the farm, but 
it is not always so easy to get them off. 
Farm mortgages are about tbe best In
vestment that capita] can find. Inven
tors generally like them. They partake 
of the nature, permanence and other 
substantial qualities of real property, 
but are relieved from many of the bur 
dens imposed upon land. 

Therefore:—1. Do not mortgage the 
farm unless It seems absolutely neces 
sary. But, as a general rule is less 
valuable than a particular one, it may 
be well to specify, by adding: 2. Do not 
moitgage to build a fine house. By so 
aft' iD'vSftttiBjtl Y&i*<xr5gfi tnTr'Tyring-

money. 3. Do not mortgage the farm 
to buy more land. Where there is abso
lute certainty that more can be made 
out of tbe land than thecost of tbe mort
gage, this rule might not apply. But 
absolute certainty is rare, mistaken cal
culation is common. 4. Do not mort
gage the farm unless you are sure of tbe 
continued fertility of its soil. Many 
persons borrow with an expectation of 
repayment based on an experience of the 
land's virginitv onlv, which, on failing, 
may leave tbe land less productive, and 
tbe means of repayment thus be remov
ed. In this way trouble begins which 
may result in tbe loss of the farm. 
Keep very clear of mortgages. 

A fine constitution may be broken 
and ruined by simple neglect. Many 
bodily ills result from babitual constipa
tion. There is no medicine equal to 
Ayer's Pills to correct tnis evil, and re 
store the system to natural, regular, and 
healthy action. 

that accorded with 
thought, he touched the horses lightly. 
and swept out from the «Ua»1y Une 
round the river curve that frouted The 
Dvke Houhs. In an Instant, he saw 
apread before him like a fa5r, 

I £.Y*,h«- wl«h-ih« nei meaning lor 

^ktaSdln hUHjfh^ ^ul
t
i
e
f
r
U

r^d
11 Sp in Ibe*wo\°W ^bu^in^; 

g£mndS?Sol and gay 'the p°rovSa" ^wond!* thS Shoily*wom«^y aa"^woman 
h Yk&. SS^rSSS •bta«5 Tnd heSdid.in theglana of da£ thj« of 

tort aw, hia gorgeous plumagespmid notbereind vTvidly recalling the event wait >on^r for hiswlfe, and 
in.* over the ronah stone at most to tbe j or ouiers, ana vijiuijr * .. ^ intent to do his wui. 
waik below. But the wide porches j of lhe ®g | When be came to her that nig 
were 

in uci »u«uuv. ——- — «nrfin 
ed him with a certain sweet deffce, 
and glad homage that seemed tojpt 
him as a blessing bestowed, not a£e 

It was pretty and quaiiid 

_ unoccupied, and no light figures he harried home found her very qniet--ii»ore«»n 
at rolled on the smooth walks, nor lln-1 \et, a week later, be nurnea n t—|-M11 intense earnest, 
mired around tbe fountain and the sun-
dial. He drove slowly on, lookinganx-
imi«lv about him for sighs ot life. At 
tbe sound of wheels on the * 

from the office, threw some dotbe^lnto j stHU ^metUne, sayin 
bis traveling bag, and was off to Brest j ^ tbat ||tlte vagne and meanfk 

in the light of tbeday just paasit [ 

white-robed figure ?o«e from tbe bed of 
itllW* under the mist trees. He Uft«d ] 

of hla Identity. He threw th« reina 
the servant, and held out both bands to 
Ik*, a* she stood ©o the great stone car-

"Oh. I Furry!" she exclSiawd. Then, 
after a pan«e, she said, "I aia so glad, «o 

"H. nothlnir. Heron Id not «P«k. 

"in ^tbil "" 
T++r* be had known ber, he^U^bt beau ^ K>n]RthtDR j» exclaimed 
ber plain, but now, " ̂  h* the I Harry. "Laura, I think I most ask JOO path looking up at her, halloed by the I turry-

, - 8 

"Here I am, Annt Ll*a," be said, i 0> tbeday lost coming t< 
walking in at tea time. "It is so hot In J tbfl hUto ot tbe future. Son 

n»^SS,'b™t .hi bad '"•T0*""" 
sibwbeart affairs. And she ki^w J MW) Dever loved anyone a« 
Cyit was in tbe morning he drov« L*n»* y®?I*'!hl|lk too." 

SSioT «d^l -To. brilevelVslly.-tlr-r' 

ASTONISHED AT THE SIZE. 
Do women know tbe value of mone} ? 

Here is a story that would indicate that 
they do not: Mr. W. was quite an eld
erly, wealthy gentleman, having for bis 
second wife a lady many years bis junior 
%nd much petted. Any expressed wish 
of hers be has at once gratified, if money 
could be the medium. One evening she 
remarked in ber charming way: 

"I saw to-day at store a lovely 
camel's-bair shawl that I want ever so 
much. Would you bring- borne to mor 
row a check? It's only $1,500." 

"Yes, dear,H be replied, "I will bring 
the money," and tbe next evening, witb 
tbe assistance of his porter, be did bring 
home and placed on the parlor table 
1,500 silver dollars. At tbe sight of tbis 

>ile of metal, weighing neariv a bun-
red pounds, the wife exclaimed: 
"What are vou going to do with all 

that money?" 
-Why. lo^e, it's tbe money you 

wanted for tbe new shawl." 
* Good gracions ! Doe/? it Uk»all that 

to make $1,500? Wby, I had no idea it 
meant ho much. I will do without th< 
shawl, and will put it all in tbe savings 
bank, if you will let me." And she did 
so, and bas since added several sums to 
the deposit. Mr. W. affirms on bis hon
or that since that event she has not ask 
ed for a quarter part so much mobey as 
before the incident. 

SA if JONE&S ELOQ UENCE 
We venture to offer a few gems from 

tbe coruscating eloquence of tbe Rev. 
Sam Jones: 

Show me a man who was a soldier in 
tbe late war wh« *ays be didn't steal and 
I will stum you a liar. 

I have contempt for a man who bas 
tbe time to play cards. 

I never knew a first-class billiard play
er who was worth the powder and lead 
it would take to kill bim. 

There's a merchant in this town who 
tells the truth, but he's mighty lone
some. 

A horse-trader lies by keeping his 
mouth shut. 

OUR SLEEPING ROOMS. 
A physician of note savs: "We hear 

a great talk about malaria now-a-days, 
but there is more malaria to be found in 
most modern bedchambers than any
where else." Persons who are moder
ately intelligent on other tcplcs, appear 
to have small thought, or that very per
verted, on tbe subject of hygiene in 
their sleeping-rooms, and especially 
those occupied by children. Tbe ven
tilation of a bed chamber cau not be too 
carefully attended to; and, as says Hor
ace Mann, "seeing the atmosphere is 
forty miles deep around tbe globe, it is 
a useless piece of economy to breathe it 
more than once." 

Yet nine mothers out of ten carefully 
close all the windows "for fear ot colds 
and night air," and leave two or three 
children to sleep in a stifling atmosphere, 
and see no connection between tbe colds 
and tbroat troubles tbey bavo and tbe 
vitiated air she compels them to breathe 
night after night. Let the morning air 
and sunshineTnto tbe bedrooms as soon 
as possible after the occupants have 
arisen; and if there is no sunshine, and 
it is not raining, let in the air. Do- not 
make up beds too soon after they are va
cated. 

Look carefully after tbe wasbstand 
and the various utensils belonging 
thereto. The soap dishes and toothbrush 
mugs cannot be kept too scrupulously 
clean. All slops ana foul water should 
be emptied very promptly. Wash out 
and sun all pitchers, glasses and what
ever vessels are used in the sleeping-
room. 

Never allow water or stale bouquets 
of flowers to stand for days in the spare 
chamber after the departure of a guest. 
Towels that have been used should be 
promptly removed, and no soiled cloth
ing allowed to hang oraccumulate about 
tbe room. 

Closets opening into a sleeping apart
ment are often the receptacles of soiled 
clothes, shoes, and other articles, and 
become fruitful sonrcesof bad air, par
ticularly where there are small children. 
After such places tbe housewife should 
look with keeu eye for objectionable 
articles, and remove* them with an un
sparing band. 

Even so innocent a piece of furniture 
as the bureau may, by carelessness, 
become the recipient of articles which 
may taint the air of your bedchamber. 
Damp and soiled combs and brushes are 
not only unsightly and disgusting, but, 
lying soiled and unaired from day to 
iia3T, will certainly contribute to evil air 
and odors, as will also greasy and highly 
scented hair ribbons, etc. Never lay 
freshly laundrled c'.otbea upon the bea, 
nor air the same in your bedchambers, if 
possible to do so elsewhere. 

Do not hesitate to light a fire on cool 
mornings and evenings, and if so for-
tuuate as to have an open fireplace, you 
possess a grand means of comfort and 
ventilation in the bedchamber. 

AFTER THE HONEYMOON. 
Young married people are surprised 

when they discover that the honeymoon 
is not entirely composed of honey. 
Even the first year of married life is not 
always the happiest, though it ought 
to be a time to make the most affec
tionate people very happy. Living to 
gether happily is ordinarily learned in a 
year. Each has to make some unpleas 
ant discoveries and to overcome some 
fixed inclination. True happiness be 
gins when these discoveries have been 

fo1} 
ail time. Marriage is sometimes said to 
be the other door that leads deluded 
mortals back to earth; but this need not 
and ought not to be the case. Certainly 
love may end witb the honeymoon if 
people marry to gratify a "gun powder 
passion," or for the ra^: s outward beau
ty, which is like a glass soon broken. 
Of course the enthusiastic, tempestuous 
love of courting days will not a* a rule 
survive marriage. A man led couple 
soon get to feel toward each other very 
much as two chums at college, or two 
partners in a business who are at the 
same time old and well tried friends. 
Young married people often think that 
those who have been in tbe holy state 
of matrimony twenty or thirty years 
longer than themselves are very prosy, 
unromantic and by no means perfect 
examples of what married people ought 
to be. " 

tbe door of tbe veswouie, *n« i donbt itr* 
£r' I "I believe it f ully and entirely. 

. "P.. 
rhe was still till * P*®* "uV.t^T^r, - S-i'S ",or *Dd 

Galileo stid tbe world waa rbtind, but 
under pain* and tortures of a barbarous 
age be waa forced to recant. No person 
wbo has discovered tbe virto^a of Miah-

Herb Bitten could be induced to 

' A PARSON'S GOOD-BYE. 
[Adelaide ('hronicle.] ) : 

A North Adelaide parson was taking 
leave recently of a congregation witb 
whom he had not lived on the - best of 
terirs. "I do not regret our separation, 
dear brethren, for three good and valid 
reasons: Tbe first is that you don't love 
me, the second that you don't love one 
another, and tbe third that Ood don't 
love you. You don't love me—my 
salary is several months in arrears; you 
don't love one another—or there would 
not be such a dearth of marriages 
amongst you; and Ood does not seem to 
love you as you ought to be loved, be
cause there have been so few funerals 
among yon lately. 

GRANT'S FIVE-CENT KNIFE. 
Detroit Kreo Pre-w. 

Gen. Phil Sheridan and Senator Pal
mer sat side by side at table at the Army 
of the Cumberland reunion at Grand 
Rapids. "Senator," observed Sheridan, 
"I have a knife here that I'll sell you for 
five cents. I cannot give it to you, be
cause tbe gift of a knife cuts friendship. 
The man of whom I secured it sold it to 
ice on tbe same reasons." "Who sold 
it to you?" "General Grant." Tbe 
Senator bought it, and says that $1,000 
would not buy it. 

Why do Doctors Prescribe Liquors? 
Bemuse tbey know not what else to 

do; or becaii«o sometimes a little liquor 
serves to kindlA tbe exhausted fires of 
digestion. But this liquor prescription 
is bad business for tbe patients, for it 
makes drunkards out of a large majori
ty of tbem. Brown's Iron Bitters does 
not kiodle a temporary fire. It nouris
hes, enriches, strengthens, purifies. It 
drives out debility and dyspepsia, and 
seta tbe invigorated system at work on 
a basis of health. » 

SOME FRANK CONFESSIONS! 
"Our remedies are unreliable."—Dr. 

Valentine Mott. 
"We have multiplied diseases."—Dr.' 

Bush, Philadelphia. 
"Thousands are annually slaughtered 

in the sick room."—Dr. Frank. 
"The science of medicine is founded 

on conjecture, improved by murder."— 
Sir Astiey Cooper, M. D. 

"Tbe medical practice of the present 
day is neither philosophical nor common 
sense." 
—Dr. Evans, Edinburgh, Scotland. 

Dr. Dio Lewis, who abhors drugs as a 
rule and practices hygiene, is frank 
enough, however, to say over his signa
ture "if I found myseli tbe victim of a 
serious kidney trouble, I should use 
Warner's safe cure because I am satisfied 
it is not injurious. The medical profes
sion stands helpless in tbe presence of 
more than one such malady." 

An old proverb says: II a person dies 
without the services of a doctor, then a 
coroner must be called in and a jury 
empanelled to inquire and determine 
upon tbe cause of death ; but if a doctor 
attended the case, then no coroner and 
jury are needed as everybody knows 
why the person died !—Medical Herald. 

It is so much easier to get into jail 
than society. 

"NO PHYSIC; SIR, IN MINE!" 
A good story comes from a boys' 

boarding-school in "Jersey." The diet 
was monotonous and constipating, and 
the learned Principal decided to intro
duce some olo-style physic in the apple
sauce, and await the happy results. One 
bright lad, tbe smartest in school, dis
covered the secret mine in his sauce, and 
pushing back his plate, sbouted to the 
pedagogue "No physic, sir, in nine. 
My dad told me to use nutbin' but Dr. 
Pierce's' Pieasan t Purgative Pellets,' and 
they are a doing their duty like acliarna 1" 
They are anti-bilious, and purely vege-
table 

A Remarkable Discovery/" 
As a Blood Purifier and a Lung Rem

edy, use Dr. Jordan's Lung Renovator, 
the great Blood Purifier. For sale by 
all druggists. 

For consumption this remedy stands 
unequalled. Thousands have been cured 
with it. Try it. See testimonials. Also 
good for si! Scrofula, Skin and Erup:< 
tive diseases. ']r'r\ ^ , • US" . «* 

—Monday, Nov. 2d, is the last day for 
paying county taxes without penalty. 

The most scientific compound for tbe 
Cure of coughs, colds and all throat aud 
lung troubles is Dr. Bigelbw's Positive 
Cure. It is pleasant, prompt and safe. 
50 cents and $1. All druggists. 17-4t, tfp 

Invalids who are wasting away from a 
want of proper action of the liver, stom
ach and bowels, will find Dr.Richmond's 
Samaritan Nervine a constitutional 
specific and a fountain of vitality- and 
vigor, as refreshing and exhilarating aB 
a cool, gushing spring of water to the 
parched and fainting traveler in the 
desert. $1.50. 

Those who take Dr. Jones' Red Clover 
Tonic never have dyspepsia, costiveness, 
bad breath, piles pimples, ague and ma
laria, poor appetite, low spirits, bead-
ache or kidney troubles. Price50oents. 
Sold by all druggists 17-4t. 

^ , Nervous Debilitated Men 
You are allowed a free trial of tbirt 
days of the use of Dr. Dye's Celebrate 
Voltaic Belt • with"Electric Suspensor 
Appliances, for tbe speedy relief and 
perinauent cure of Nervous Debility, 
loss of Vitality and Manhood, and all 
kindred troubles. Also, for many other 
diseases. Complete restoration to health, 
vigor and manhood guaranteed. Ne 
risk is incurred. Illustrated pamphlet, 
with full information, terms, etc., 
mailed free by addressing Voltaic Belt 
Co., Marshall, Mich. Ja-8-i-y 

"The best on earth" can truly be said 
of Griggs' Glycerine Salve—a speed 
cure for cuts, bruises, scalds, burns, 
sores, piles, tetter and all skin eruptions. 
Try tbis wonder healer. 25 cents. 
Guaranteed. tf. 
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To all who are suffering from the error* and 
indlticretiona of youth, nervous weakness,, 
early decay, loss of manhood, &c., 1 will 
send a recipe that will cure you, FHEE OF 
CHARGE. Tills great remedy wus discover
ed by a missionary in Bouth America. K-nd 
u ttelf-adUresKcd envelope to JiKV. Johkpii T. 
Ism an. Station l>, New York City. Jy 18-lji 
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AT DBUOOIST* AND DKALERfl. 
THE CHAKUB A. TOOKMia CO., BA t,T13OSK. TO. 

A widow of 67 years, witb ten grand
children, was married to a boy 15 years 
old at Port Jervis, N. Y., Thursday. 

"Hello!" we beard one man aay to an
other, tbe otber day. "I didn't know 
yon at firet, why! yon look ten years 
younger than yon did when I saw yon 
last." "I fed. ten yearn younger," waa Ihe 
reply. "Yon know I used to be under 
tbe weather all tbe time and gave upex-
pecting to be any better. The doctor 
•aid I had consumption. I was terribly 
weak, hnd night-sweata, cough, no ap
petite, sud lost flenb. I aaw Dr. Pierce's 
Golden Medical Discovery' advertised. 

change their opinions. Thousands of 
persona now living owe their lives to it. 
Mr. Robert Evans, Lancaster. Pa., rec- j and thought it would do no barm if It 

liver trou- J did no good. It baa cured me. I am a 
I new man because I am a well one." 
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tbey know all about Mustang Lin* p 
iment. Few do. Not to know 2a  ̂
not to have. ; 
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