Choose the Bu.i Lands.

Southwestern Missouri lands are the
most fertile in the country. The soil
is productive and a good crop always
assured. An abundance of the best of
good, pure water. Special inducements
are being offered just now for those
desiring to secure lands in this part of
the west. For particulars, regarding
the rich mineral, fruit and agricultural
Innds of southwest Missouri write to J.
M. Purdy, manager of Missouri Land
and Live Btock Co., Neosho, Missouri.
See advertisement in another columnp
of this paper.

To Stealn Jelly,

An ingenious woman says a good
strainer for jelly may be made by us-
ing a wooden chlfr without rails on
the inside. Turn it upside down on
the table, take a perfectly clean cloth,
tie the four corners on the legs of the
chalr, setting s crock or pan under-
neath to receive the jelly. The cloth
should be dipped in Loiling water be-
fore using. Jellies may be strained a
third time if necessary.—Pittsburg
Dispatch,

Hull's Catarrhh Cure
Is 8 constitutional eure. Price, 75¢

Lauguage,

“No,” she warmly rejoined, “I will
not admit that the spheres of man and
woman are essentially distinet. Cer-
tainly not. It is true that woman can-
not st present nail down a carpet, but
you don't imagine, therefore, that she
could not, were she properly educated,
attain to a suflicient command of lan-
guage "—Detroit Tribune.

We will forfeit #1,0 0 if any of our pub-
lHsbed testimonin's are proven to be not
genuine, Tug FPiso Co., Warren, Pa.

When E J. Glave died on the Congo
last year, after baving crossed Africa
in the interest of The Century, it was
snnounced that his notes, journals
and photographs had been saved,
From these s group of separate papers
has been made up, und the first one
will appear in the August Century.
This tu.-{ln of the adventures of Mr,
Glave for nearly o year while he was
with the British troops, who were
chasing the Arab slave traders.

How to tirow 40¢c Wheat.

Salzer's Fall Seed Catalogue tells
you. It's worth thousands to the
wideawake farmer. Send 4-cent stamp
for catalogue and free samples of
grains snd grasses for fall sowing.
John A. Balzer Seed Co., LaCrosse,
Wis.

MeClure's Magazine for August is to
be a mid-summer fiction number, with
stories by Octave Thanet, Btephen
Crade, Clinton Ross, . W. Thomson
and Annie Eliot. Stephen Crape's
story will exhibit the hero of his sue-
cessful novel, *‘T'he HBed Badge of
Courage,” grown and old man, but
still capable of & fine act of bravery;
Clinton Ross' will deal with Perry's
historical fight and victory on Lake
Erie; and Annie Eliot's will depict s
sprightly love episode in a Yale and
Harvard boat race.

A GREAT INDUSTRY —The Stark Bro's
Nurseries, this city snd Rockport, I1i., Is »
veritable beelilve. The pmpnuutlnf Plumu
of the "Two Plkes,"” enlarged. "Old Pike's”
salesmen work from New York Westward.
The office force Is hurrylng out 5 0 new
style canvassing outfits, photos of fruits,
trees, orchards, ‘Puchlmt. frult pulnted fro
nuture, etc. ornl depariments give al
their time to securing sslesmen. Ftark
Hro's have room for energetic solleltors,
With such progress, and milllons of frult
trees, dull times unknown.—|Loulsiana,
Missourl, Press.

Fifteen years ago the Atlantic Month-
ly gave Mrs Stowe a breskfast on her
seventieth birthday at which a nota-
ble company was gathered. At her
death it pays a tribute to her in some
ways quite as significant. The leading
article in the number for August is
Heminiseences of Mrs. Stowe by Mrs
James T. Fields, who was her intimate
friend during the whole period of her
fame,

Personnl.

ANY ONE who has been benefited
by the use of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
will receive information of much value
and interest by writing to “Pink
Pills,” P. O. Box 1502, Philadelphia, Pa

His | ocation.

“I live in a town," said the bewhisk-
ered man, who was tilted back in the
hotel ehair smoking a rank eigar,
“where n father, two sons and an
uncle, all members of the same family,
ran for oftice at tie last election.”

“Pardon me,” ventured a bystander,
“‘but what part of Ohio are you from."
—XNew York Sunday World.

Gladness Comes

Wllh a better understanding of the
trunslont nature of the many phys
owl (s, which vauish before rﬂm:l
furte—gentle efforts —pleasant e

There s ﬂhmt.u

|

AUNT'SADVENT URE.

VENING had
closed darkly round
the little brown
farm-house {n the
hollow; gray No-
vember nightfall
and the wild Ni-
agara of crimson
sunset fire had

= . poured its flaming
tides long since in-
to the great unseen
ohalice of splendor that lics hidden
somewhere beyond the western hori-
rzon--the monumental urn where rest
sntombed altke the days crowned with
roses, and those baptized (n tears,
There was no sound without, save the
branches of the huge sycamore (ree
ghnﬂng uneaslly against the moss-en-
ameled roof, and the plaintive wind
among the brown and searlet drifts of
leaves that carpeted every dingle of
the woods,

Nobody would have suspected Peter
of such romantic meditation, as he
sat there sorting out seed corn and
packages of blue beans on his round
table, and labeling them with porten-
tous deliberation,

There was a third person, sitting 1n
the red hecrth glow, however; n young
man of about twenty-four years of age,
with dark brown halr and eyes to cor-
respond, who amused himself by tanta-
lizing Aunt Miriam's kitten with the
good lady's ball of yarn—the animal,
like all the rest of her sex, becoming
more and more anxious for the woolly
#phere the higher it was held!

“8o you've really made up your
mind to get marrled, James—do stop
teasing that kitten!” sald the old lady,
with a constrained volce.

“Yes, Aunt Mirlam; it len’t good for
man to be alone, you know.”

There was a sllence agaln, James
Arnett wound and unwound his yarn
very unnecessarlly; Uncle Peter eyed
his seed peas thoughtfully, and Mre,
Fenner knit energetically on, with
pursed-up lips and a scarcely perceptl-
ble shrug of the shoulders,

“Aunt Mirlam, I wish you would see
Millicent,” sald the young man al
length.

“1 can't say 1 have any desire to see
your city young ladies, James,” sald
Aunt Miriam, coldly; “they're too fine
spun for an old woman like me. White
hands and pilano-playin’ may be very
grand—I dare say it ls—but it don't
suit my taste.'

“But, aunty, I am sure you would
like her. Come, now, do be reagonable,
and go over to SBquire Brownell's with
me tonight, She is spending a week
at her grandfather’'s and she would be
s0 much gratified to gee you!"

“Thank you, I ain't curious on the
subject,” responded Aunt Mirlam,
primly. “Only 1 heerd that MIs'
Brownell had a bad stroke of the rheu-
matiz and 1 don't see how she gets
along to wait on her new-fangled
granddarter!”

“l ean't understand why you are so
prejudiced against poor Millicent,
Aunt Miriam,"” sald the young man,
uneasily. [ won't disgulse from you
that it makes me unhappy to think of
marrying without the approval of one
who has been a mother to me and
y‘l“'"""'"

“And yet you are determined to go
your own gait; that's the plain English
of it, James,” eaid Aunt Mirlam.
“Well, I g'pose you can do without my
consent; you'll never get it, anyhow!"
And she poked the fire vigorously, as
the old clock began to strike,

“ARE YOU CRAZY?
“Seven o'clock!” ejaculated James,
starting up, “and I promised to be at

the postoffice by this time. There's ‘o
be & meeting about the minister's
Thanksgiving donatlon party, you

know, Uncle Peter! Bless me, 1| didn't
imagine how late It was."

And, with a gay, parting nod to his
Aunt, he disappeared,

“There he goes—as good & boy as
ever lived," sald Uncle Peter; “but |
guess afore the evenin’' comes to an
end, he'll contrive to get round to
Squire Hrowuell's, Mirlam, you may
as well say yen"

Betore Uncle Peter had fnishaed his
task and annouaced his determination
of going to bed, Aunt Miriam had de-
eided on & plan to gratify her desire
1o see Millicont, and yel nol accompany
James on & formal eall She lmpa-
tlently walted for her husband o re
tire, and then s lmpatiently for the
nasal slgnal of his slesp. At last 1t
came, and she hurriedly laid aside her
kuitting

Bhe pondersd a second or two longer,
then rose hurriedly, extinguishing the
Mitle condie that stood in & shining
brase candiestiok on the maniel, lis
tened & momenl o the unbhreken W
seleny of Unele Peier's snores, and
muling & shawl round her hoad, with:
drew the balt of the kitohon dour, and
erept oul Inte the stariess ploam of

ihe November uight'

I owas Butl & short distance, uun'

e leafless branches of the gaaried
old apple ree and Inte the TWrRpike
road.  Aust Miriam felt & litle son

seloneo-sirichon 4% she lifted Wb |

stole nols=lemiy up the chrysanthemum
bordered walk; she couldn’t help won- |
dering what Elder Ollver would say If

bhe were to become aware that she, the
sagest old lady In his 1'{;rlKl‘P;:.!!|n.".,|
were prowling about like a thief in the
night. !

“It's all for Ja~ .8' sake,” eaid the |
venerable dame, under her breath, as!

she pushed aside the great sweetbriar |
that hung over the panes, and peeped
slyly Into the window,

Mrs, Brownell sat in a blg arm-chalr |
by the fire, her feet swathed in flannel;
the squire was smoking his pipe over
a three-days-old newspaper, and be<
fore n pine table, at the end of the
room, #stood a rosy-cheeked girl, of
perhaps seventeen, the sleeves of her
crimson merino dregs rolled up above
a4 palr of exquisitely-dimpled elbows,
and her hands burled In a wooden tray
of flour—engaged, in fact, in the opera-
tion which housekeepers call “setting
a sponge.” 8o much at home did she
seem in the cullnary art that Aunt
Miriam sald to herself, very decldedly:

“This can’'t be the city visitor; 1
wonder where she 187" when her
doubts were all dispelled by Mrs
Brownell's volce:

“Millicent, I wish you'd write out the
recipe for that cake you made for tea
—I don’t see where you learned to be
80 handy about the house?"”

“Why, grandmamma!” sald the
young lady, gally, “you seem to forget
that my mother was educated under
your eye. B8he does not belleve that
French and music are everything that
a girl meeds to learn, Now do put
those stockings down—I'll see that
they are duly mended by and by."”

Aunt Miriam turned away from the
window more bewildered than ever,
but with a very satisfied feeling stir-
ring under the heap of prejudices that
had filled her kind old heart. If, this
were the much-talked of Millleent,
things might not be so very bad after
all. And Milly worked at her sponke,
the merry smiles dimpling over her
face, like sunshine on a bed of roses,
utterly unconscious of the audience of
“one” who was now contemplating a
retreat,

But the adventures of the night were
not vet at a close, As Aunt Miriam
groped her way toward the path, la-
menting the pitechy darkness of the
night, and the crackling of the crisp
leaves as her not very elastic foot
shuffled through them, every pulse In
her frame came to a sudden pause of
terror, as a palr of muscular arms were
thrown around her, and a moustache
came in contact with her cheek! Buch
a kisgs—Aunt Miriam couldn’t remem-
ber Its like since the days when Peter
Fenner courted the beauty of the vil-
lage, In valn-she struggled breathless-
ly to escape—whoever the Individual
might be, he didn't do things by
halves, and evidently had no disposi-
tion to relinquish his prize,

“My darling little Milly! how ald
you know | was coming to-night?”

Then came another kiss, before Aunt
Mirlam could exclaim, In stifled ac-
cents:

“James Arnett, are you crazy? Do
let go of me, and behave llke a sensi-
ble ereature!"”

The arms unclasped with eleetric
speed,

“Aunt Mirlam! how on earth—"

“Hush! don't speak above Jyour
breath! There now—if you're going to
laugh like that, you'll raise the town!"”

“lI—1 can’'t help it, Aunt Mirjam,"”
gasped James, climbing to the gate
post and valnly trying to check the
gusts of laughter that would come.
“What will Uncle Peter say? Who
would have expected to find Mrs, Fen-
ner, Vice-President of the Dorcas So-
clety 7"

“James, hold your tongue, if you
don't want me to box your ears, And
if you breathe a word of this to any
iving soul—"

“well, I won't. Aunty—I won't
upon my word; only the whole affair
is so supremely ridiculous.”

“Nonsense!"” sald Aunt Mirlam, slip-
ping through the gate, “Therd, you
needn’'t turn back with me, you silly
boy. Go In and see Milly—I know
that's what you prefer. And Jamle——"

“Well, Aunt Miriam?"

“I've changed my mind about that
little Milly of yours. 1 don’t belleve
you can find a prettier wife, or a bet-
ter, so settle matters as soon as you
please, and we'll see whether your
Aunt Miriam has forgotten how to
make a wedding cake."”

“But are you in earnest, Aunt?"

“Never was more so in my life.”

“What bhas altered your convictions?
Surely | may ask that one question?”

“That isn't at all to the purpose,
voung man, Bul remember, not & word
of this ridiculous adventure!”

“You know how to administer bribes,
Aunt Mirlam,” sald the youth, gally, |
a# he enfolded the old lady lu his arms |
and gave bher a third Kiss,

Through the starless darkness she
hurried—under the wind-tossed apple
tree, and beneath the friendly shadow
of her own porch, where Uncle Pelers
snores yel resouaded like mufled
truimpets,

“What makes you 5o late, wite?' de-
manded & drowsy voice from the Inner
apartment, as she glided arcund, ™
placing shawls and wrappers, “l'ye
I-uuuamnpu.lum.ll
a8 belleve—but | did think | heard the |
eliek of the bolt.” ’

“IL must have been Whe kitlon among
the tin pans,” queled Aust Mirtam- |
the nearsst approach to & Ab she ever
indulged In, belore or alter !

And In subsequent Wle, when he
frm conviotion selaed her, (hal Janwe
Arnett had lmparied her seorel - in
siriet  confdence of course—ie '

(1]
pretly wile, she consaled bersell by
saying, wentally

“Well, | den't eare il he haa—lor my
part, | ahall siways be glad of thal
peep Inte Bguire Hrewiells windew,

A pound of phosphorus heada | N0

wiohet of Sguire Browaell's gate, and | %0 malehes t

INQUISITIVE WOMAN IN WHITE, |

Entertained s Car Fall and Worried »
Follite Conductor,

The power on the 2d avenue trolley
line that runs to Bensonhurst, Brook-
Iyn, suddenly falled late Bunday after-
poon and cars were stalled along the
dusty road about a mile from Ulmer
park, says the New York Times,

Lightning had begun to dance agross
the angry-looking clouds and the
thunder kept up a continuous growl.
About five minutes after the cars had !
stopped a middle-aged woman, dressed |
in white, came out of one of the little |
houses along the road. Bhe got into a |
2d avenue car and took a seat,

“Can you transfer me to 3d avenue?"
she asked the conductor.

“Yes, ma'am,” was the reply.

“Are you suré?"”’ .

“Quite sure, ma'am."” |

The woman seemed satisfied. Pres- |
ently she asked: |

“How long before the car starts?”

“That depends, ma’am,” sald the con- |
ductor. [

“Ten minutes?"

“Anything up to half an hour—may- |
be only five minutes, though,” replied
the conductor,

“Well, anyway, you can transfer me |
to 3d avenue?” repeated the woman,

The conductor showed her his trans-
fer ticketpad, with the words, “2d av-
enue to 3d avenue,” on each ticket. The
woman nodded her head, as If satlsfied|
In less than a mintue, however, she be-
gan again:

“Are you qulte sure, now"
I don't want to get caught in the
raln, you know,” glancing at the
threatening clouds, The conductor
reassured the woman, politely. *Be-
cause my mother,” she went on,
“took & 3d avenue car and couldn’t
get a transfer to & 2d avenue car--no,
I mean she took a 2d avenue car and
couldn’t get a transfer to a 3d avenue
car, 8o I hope you are right.”

Bverybody In the car was listening
with a suppressed smile by this time,
but the conductor's face was quite
grave when he again informed the
woman that she could get the transler
ull right,

She sat silent for a few minutes

Because

after that, Then, suddenly jumping
up, she spald:

“You haven’'t rung me up yet, have
you?"

“No, ma'am, you haven't pald your
fare yet,” sald the conductor,

“Well, 1 guess I'll try another car,
then,” and ghe pleked up her skirts
and started down the road.

The conductor mopped his forehead
while he drew a deep sigh.

“My,” he sald to the man In the rear
geat; “but them women don't ask
questions, do they?”

Meanwhile, the woman In white
wilked down the line of stalled cars,
attacking every conductor in turn,
Just as she reached the last one, which
was 80 crowded that she could not get
get a seat, the storm burst in all ite
fury, and in lesg than a minute her
white dress looked like a fishing net,

No Good.

“How do you like your new music
teacher?'""

“He's no good."

“Why, what makes you think so?"

“Yesterday 1 played a common tune
clear through and he didn't say It
would take a week's practice to offset
the harm done.”—Cleveland Leader.

A Cabbage Head.

That was a ready retort of the Bath
amateur who, when a cabbage was
thrown upon the stage, announced that
the party who had lost his head could
have the same by coming forward.—
Lewlston Journal,

NOTES OF THE DAY.

The city of Jerusalem is becoming
modernized, There are now elght
printing offices in the city,

There I8 a lime tree at Nuestadt,
Wurtemberg, which is sald to be the
largest in Europe. It I8 over 1,000
years old.

In an Eastbourne, England, paper
“A Baronet's Grandson" offers to give
lessons In bicycle riding at b shillings
a lesson.

The night watchman in Albany, Mo,,
rings the big bell when he thinks the
clouds Indlcate the approach of a
heavy storm,

Aocording to Leuwenhoek there are
animaleulae so small that 10,000 of
them could be hidden under the finest
grain of sand,

The number of horses killed for con-
sumption as food In Paris last year
wan 23,184, this belng exclusive of 43
mules and 383 donkeys,

According to the method wkich s
now adopted for reckoning leap years
in England, December, January and
February will be the summer monihs
about 720,000 years hence.

Wyoming & 10 bave & new national
park, A trealy has been concluded
with the Bhoshone and Arapabioe tribes
for the eession 1o the government of &
section of land ten miles square I ohe
corner of the reservation

A graphic (dea of the lmmense size
of Biberia way be gleaned from the
tollowing comparison All of ihe
slales, kingdoms. principalities. om-
Plres, ste, of Burepe (encepl Nussia),

lowlnnds, often enrries in Its folds the seeds |

of malnrin. Where mulorinl fever prn'nlll !t there is no need for you
po one Is safe, unpless protected by rOme | o
ecient medicinnl safogunrd. Hostette " to (,‘Unt(:n]plnte "R WIE

tomneh Hitters Is bhoth & protection nnd n

remedy. No person who inhatits, or so=- when you can cnjoy the
Journs in n minsmatle region oF country, o 1
shonld omit to procare this fortify ing sgent, p!canurc of sitting again
| which Is also the finest known remody for | P
| dyspepsin, constipution, klupey trouble and under your own “‘thatch.”

Her Majesty Approves In Furtare Wurfare.

Queen Viectoria has bestowed her “Fire low!"
gracious countenance on women's| Thegeneral was experienced in war-
cluvs, and they are nereasing in numi- | fare, and his troops trusted him
bwerse  The Gireen Purk Club is one of “It will be & hard fight,” but we will
the best of these organizations in Lon- | win if you do as | say. Fire low and

don, and is at the sume time ope of the

most sristoeratic. To this elub the

queen has sent her portraiy, with her

autograph. ‘The Ladies’ International |
(lab is one of the newest ¢lobs in the

Englishh metropolisn.  Its home is in {
Bond street.  Ita avowed desire is to
entertain friends from all parts of

England and from foreign countries as
well, particularly the United Ntates

New York club women have, therefore, I
n warm personal interest in the new |
London International

A Vell of Mist
Hislng at morning or evening from somo |

puncture*their tires "-~New York Sun-
day World.
Hegemnan'st smphor les with Glyrerine,

Curos Cnnpped Hunds and Faee, Tender or Bore F
Cliliblwins, Files, &0, O 0, Clark Co,, New Haven,

We all bave our uni.lar-;tdul!u. and we
a'l hate them,

Pilgarlic,

rheumnatism,

You can begin to get
your hair back as soon
as you begin to use

Ayer’s
Hair Vigor

T T VT ID)

If the hens are well cared for while mait-
ing they will lay before winter,

The dust bath fs atsolutely necessary for
fowls,

It the Baby s Cotting Teetn.
Be sure and use that old and well.tried remedy, Mas
Winsiow's Booriing By avr for Chlldren Teething:

A diet of truit and milk, it s sabd, will
reduce flesh at the rate of five pounds a
weok,
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“Judgment 1” ©

SO

The umpire now decides that
“BATTLE AX"” is not only 7}
decidedly bigger in size than any
other 5 cent piece of tobacco, but the :
xalityisthcfim ever saw, and -

flavor delicious. u will never -
know just how gc.. it is until
you try it. -
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“The Quality of Experience”

Cycle
Prices

Pay $100—you have a Columbia—the
result of 19 years’ experience.

Pay less—you have experiment, at your
expense—the result of competing
doubtfulness.

o PRRP

and Al of the United States, including

Alaaka, esould be placed side by side Is
Niberts, and yet but Witle more than |
vover thal Immense (erritory.

The largest gray woll killed by dogs, |
00 Iar aa yol heard from, was taken al
ihe Cave hilla, Wyoming The animal
mensured & feet & inches from Abe |
polng of his nose 1o (e root of his all
and slead M uches high. From the
point of bis nose 1o the top of his head
waa 1) inehes and his bhide aloas

welghed (wenly pounds, i

More Columbias each successive year.

Cotalugue ol Truth, lres at Columbia ageacun
_ by wail lor twe Jienl dampe.

Pope Mig. Co., Hartford, Conn.




