earth fn moonlit blest;

‘howbovo Lhe nest;

) whippoorwill

i 00 Fa'nL nots an
iitlo darling. nivhi is long -

Eile Tsint thy cradle sony.

L thy dreams the desonting flower

LN har aweet broath from hour to hous

RIIe tha great moon spraads har wings,
dow, whills tare tao denr earth swings.

P Mrtio daeling all night lon 2

Wihads shuali siag thy slumber son e

POFs al the carth and of the air
hall lves chee in thoie inother cars,
it hosts of hoaven, to ethar preqt,
over thas, thalr last, thel hast
Fetle daeting. feom whe doop
emirity wing shstl fan thy slden.

'BLIND JJ‘SﬂﬂCE.

DY HELEN B. MATHERS,

« THAPTER FV—ConTINUED.
«Fo' thar, roight o facin' mo war
th' Diottle o' sleepin' stuff as 'ud
stood all thom sevan yeur; 1'd keop it
t' mind mo o' th' hell U'd
Soth, an' side o' the stuff war the
mills. an' the cup out o' which Steve
had drank that day.

*Th' devil ses ‘Pit some o th' stuff
' his drink, an' he 1l niver knaw. an’
®it him out o th' way afore Stove
be comed in. Thar war na taste to
. nor more nor watter, novnacolor,
th' gipsies kuawed thar work too
well o’ that, an' wi'my buack t' Seth,
I jest ponred th' stuf into th’ cup,
an' th milic to top o’ un, an' I ups an’
gies 't to 'un d'reckly.”
*Thero was no water in the oup-
board ' [ suid.
“Watter?" said Judith. staring at
me, ‘‘what for should I keep wattor
there? Wa-nl, him tossed ‘'t oY to
wance, ap’ afore 'ee could count ten.
him waor asleep an' suorin'. and out
e slips feo’ th' chair to th' groun’
an' a box fells out o' his bosom, an’ I

picks 't up (listenin’ the whiles
fo! Steve's step) an' puts it i’ my
pockel, an' thin, knawin' he war

salo naw for twenty-four hour,I looks
abt un and ses, Where iver num 1
hide un?
“There war th' secret bit room,
on'y Steve allus wont thar, when he
«womed in, an' [ daurna pit him on
th' olig.  Just thin my eve catched
Ah' ving on th' trapdoor. an' th' devil
Mashed it up t' me, ‘Put un down i’
Th' ceilar! 'Ee'll be gono in twelve
. hour. an’ nuthin' 'ull waken ho fur
fwenty-four, put un down i th'
cellar?
“If th' devil war quick, T war
quicker. 1 catehed up a coil o' rope
. mear by, an' 1 had Soth Troloar roun’
~ #he shoulders i’ a second, an’ tied a
&not ahind him, an’ then I dragged
. un zlong th' floor till I'd got un to th’
trap-daor, an' opened un. but t'warnt
. Bo easy to let down; an' when I'd
. pushed his feet over, 1 knewed I'd
~ ®ot so0 diffioult'a job as air n woman
Jhad,

- wa3 boun’ to take time, if I'd
Ppushod un too quick, him ud ha' bin
dkiiled 10 wance (an' a' th'timo I
war latenin® fer Steve's step) so I
. og@iviuna bit push, then rinnedback
- san' jest duy my feot i’ th' fHoor an’
thrawed myselfs till I war slantin’
Kike o trec i’ a storm, but th' dead
‘weirht o' un's body as him slipped
thro' th' ‘trap-door nigh pulled mo
arter un, but I jest held on, an' lot-
%in' uv down a inch at a time,bimeby
X felt un toueh th' groun', thin I
dashes th' rope in avter un and
Bancs down th! door jest at th' very
moment us Steve lifts th' latch, an’
eomed in.
~ 1 thrawed my apron  ovop my
‘heail so as un couldna seco my faco,
mn’ thinkin’ I war frettin’ anent leav-
in', he lots me alone, an' bimaby us
= 'has sapper the gither an' so th
. @venin’ passed.”
. ®And you could cat, drink and
sleop with that drugged man lying
- Wmear in the vault at your feet?” |

Mlss.” said Judith. whose homely
rds and  accent afforded the
ongest contrast to the grandeur
~of her looks and gostuves. ‘what
‘harm had I done 'un? Him 'ud ha'
. woke up none th' wurse for what I'd
~ gived ’un. as him had niver been th'
wurse afore (often as he'd tooked 't
mnbeknown t' hisself), an' thar war
®mo ra.s below, an’th® place war dry
an' sandy, an' I knawed he'd come to
ma harm. Yet I scemed feared like
rejoice too much, to git safe away
‘wi’ Steve 'ud be too much joy, an' as
f;_._n"l;hlng's comed out,” she added bit-
. ®orly, 't war well I didna count my
ghickens too soon; I warnt to knaw
s a8 there war a fule’ wanderin’ about
#h’ warld meddlin’ wi' things as God
"mighty didna mesn to meddlo in.
e'd jest hov let em ravel themseles
wont, but you be wiser nor he, tho'
‘maw you'd like t' undo the piece o’
* wark you'm made.” 5
She paused a moment, and a vush
©of pain swept over her face as \f some
“physical agony pressed her hard

Bteve's). an’ us waited so lang, and
@ our bit o' happiness wi' wan
- -anither, we luv'd fu' money a year,
_ -alove us iver spoke but wi’ oureyes,
say, 'ee luv'd me when I war the sport
w0’ thut ne‘er-do-well, Seth Treloar,
‘an’l war iver comparin’ the twa o’
Yoo i my mind. An't' seo 'ep war
Jike a blink o' heaven. us niver got
Wm0 nearer. bub us  war hearvtened up
&' waik th’ stony voad apart. an’ ‘ee
Passed 2 th' lasses by, but when s’
Beven year war up, 'ee ‘cst sed t' me,

to 'ee like 'n bird."

. "Fhe helpless love, the profound de-
pendenca on him that spoke in her

voice. moved me deoply.

meck, thén' pulled horselt together,
and wonton with her story. .

war Etirrin' early, an” whiles I
ot th' bLreakfzast. him put up our
its o tliinga, an’ ‘un eonldna guess

hiles T war eatin', [ ses to my-
seth Treloar ‘ull be huogry
‘un comest! hissell,” an'l st

ull s still i th

lived in w! |

¥You'in mine naw, Judith,” an’ 1 went |

She left ‘her arm on Stephen’s |

~When mornin’ comed, Stove an’ |

wheri®er th' coll o' rope war got- |

n bit o' bread an' fish t' ono side, an’
soon arter, us locked th' door ahind
us, an' war gone for iver, so Steve
g'posed, fro’ th' place whar I'd bin
miserablest am' th’ happiest
woman upo’ airth.

“But so soon as we'm got a bit
forrards, sos I t' Steve, ‘I've forgot-
ten somethin', an® must rin back an’
for sure I did rin, and eatched up th’
key Ira th' bush, oped th’ house place,
an' puts th' plate o' victuals side o'
th' trap-door, an' opens 't an' sces
th' rope hangin' to a staplo as th’

men wused ' clhimb up by,
An' thin 1 looks at Seth,
Jyin' as th' dead, an’ all to wance

it comed upo’ me the sinfu’ thing I'd
adone, an' I ses to mysel, *’Sposin’
him war niver to wake up? Or if
'un do, 't 'ull bo dead dark, an'him
war allus a coward, like t' most
bullies, an' 'sposin' 'nn dies o' fright?

Someways 1 felt as if I war leavin’
'un to his death, an' yet I hadna got
th' sperrit t' go to Steve' an’ say ‘Go
yer ways, an’ leave me an’ th' child
as is comin’, t' th' marcy o’ Seth Tre-
loar” BSo 1 jos stole away. but I left
i my innicenco ahind me, an' I niver
| knawed a moment more o' peace fro’
| that day 't this.

“Wa-ul, you was ' th' train, ‘ee
] knaws how [ looked, an’ 'ce saw th’
| box o' poison skip out o' my pocket,

T'd niver gi'en 't a thought since I

plelted *un up when 't falled out o’
i Seth’s bosom.  An' naw ['ve told ‘ee
th' teath, an' nuthin'® but th' wan
truth, but 'ee 'll niver make anythin’
o' 't. Nicht an' day I've toiled v’
puzzle 't out. but no wan 'ull iver
knaw th'truth 'bout Seth Trelonr's
death, 'ceptin’ Seth 'I'reloar hisself.”

“'He died of a dose of arsenic, sul-
flerent to kill three men,” 1 said, “as
the post-mortem proved, also that
there was ho brulse upon him, or any
disease whatever to ¢ause death.”

«Iss,” said Juodith, looking at me
from beneath those grand bent brows
of hers, and with the divine stamp of
truth on her lips and in hor eyes,
¢’tls that beats me. Him war alive
an' woll when I put 'un in th' eellar,
him war found jest as I'd left 'un,
bound sale 'nuff, an' dead three days
arter.  But what for did 'un carry a
box o' poison? Furrvin’ folks has out-
landish ways, 'sposin® him used ta’
stufl as a medicine hke, summit as
I'vo heerd tell doctors gives poison t'
sick folk t' make 'un well?”

“Doctors only give very small
doses,” sald I, “‘besides. il Seth Tre-
loar had been in the habit of taking
it, why should he die of a dose of it
then? lle had no deosire whatever to
die, he was prosperous, healthy, he
possessed money, was engaged in
schemes to make himself richer, and
you muy take it for granted that he
did, not die of his own free will
Witness his attitude when found, the
agony of his face, the evidence of
his struggles, ignorant in the dark of
the means of life and eseape close to
his hand."

“I canna argily 't," said Judith
wearily, *'tis all dark t' me, on'y I
knaws I'se as innocent o' his death
as you be, but I'll die fot all th'
same. "’

“C'ould he have had an enemy?” I
said as one thinking aloud, *‘some
one who followed him here, and guve
him the poison??

Judith shook her head.

It arn’t possible,” she said; by
th' doctor’s ‘count he died some-
wheres i° th’ night arter I comed

away, an' th' loeks an' window
war safe, an’  nobody knawed
whar we'd put th’ koy.
M’appen yon'm none so much t'

blame fo' yer thoughts o' me, thar's
but wan i' th' wide warld (she kissed
Stephen's brown hand) as knaw |
speak the teath.”

“No, I believe you too,” I said,
but without hope, for there was no
hepe in me

And then I turned my back on the
pair, bidding them make their fare-
wells, and presently I called the
turnkey. and soon found mysell in
the fresh air with leisure in which
to ponder over those things that [
had heard.

CHAPTER V.

had been ever since its landlord dis-
covered an un-looked for tenant, und
when I told the worthy man I would
take it for three months at a liberal
rent, he scratehed his head, and
elearly thought me mad,

The place seemed to have been
built ont of uneven lengths of tim-
ber, eross-wise, any-wise, so that the
existence of a secret door in the sit-
! ting-room wall would never have
{ been distovered by any stranger save
| by accident. When my new landlord

. touched a spring, and showed a small

| shed or lean-to! containing a second
i door, and a grating about the height
[ of my head, I was astenished, but

] devised as a means of escape for the

 smugglers when surprised by the |
|

excise oflicers.
{ Then he lifted the trap-door, and
siriking a match

| I'reloar staring up at us, and gave it

as his opinion that, but for this one |

little mistake of Judith's, shewould
have béen an out and-out gool wo-
man. 1 got but little comfort from
him, and yet my spirits rose as I
turned myv back to the havel, and
standing ‘on the towering oliff, along
the precipitous edge of which a nar-
row path wound sinuously to the lit-
tle cove. below, gazed out at s=a to
where the orange line of sky just
touehed it, while betwixt them shone
a single silvery sail.

From that wonderful orance the
sky melted by imporeeptible tints to
the transiueent grveen that is never

matched by any cacthly tint of grass |

or flower, and the quick «ancing
lights and shadows on t-e waters
| seemed to lauwh in the sunshine, and
to toneh heve an | there the sew-gulls
resting upon  the
lan is Tariher away.

Smuggler’s Hole was empty, as itl

we both peered |
down as il half expeocting to see Seth |

bold, da 'k head- |

Mothor and lover of mnn, the gen!™ p

1 exclaimed aloud, and the lonel:-
ness and majesty of the scene did not
appall me, or, at least, not yet.

The landlord evidently did not
share in my admiration for what was
common to him as daily bread, and
having recommended Jake as a gen-
eral factotum, who would bring me
supplies from the village, and volun-
teered to send him over to the hotel,
half a dozen miles away for my be-
longings, he, with his uaual Cornish
courtesy, took himself and his pleas-
‘ant sing-song volce away, evidently
| relieved to turn his back on the ill-
| omened abode.

Unutterably dreary in the chilliness
of the spring evening looked the

{ squalid room, and [ shivered as | sat
by the fireless hearth, in the charr
that Seth Treloar had oecupied not
50 very long ago.

But ns my bodily discomfort grew,
my mind concentrated itself the more
intensely on Judith's story, till I
seemedl to see her coming and going
about her night's work, exactly as
she had told me, and if she were
making the one great and fatal blun-
der of her life, me-thought she com-
mitted it magnificently well.

And yet, what could my presence
here avail her, her whom 1 had
caught in tho toils, with no power,
to undo the thing that I had done,
out of idleness, vanity and curicsity?

Thero wus only one chance, one
hope, that if justified could furnish me
with even the faintest ground for ap-
plying to the home secrotary.

I should know what that chance
and hope were worth soon and by a
simple experiment that I meant to
try the moment Jake appeared.
Meanwhile, I lit my pipe, and smoked
it for an hour or so, and finally fell
asleep.

I was awakened by & lond knock-
j ing at the door, and for a moment,
| and in the hall darkness, could not
| remember where 1 was.

**Come in,” I shouted, but the
door did not unclose, and, though I
called out azain, nobodyreplied. At
last I lifted the latch mysell. and

| there stood Jake verily laden like
any beast of burden.

I have been shouting to you to
come in."” I said, *‘didn't you hear?”

*I'se hin a bit hard o' hearin'late-
ly, mister,” he said.

“How long® I said sharply.

“I doant know, it's jest growed
upo’ me, 50 my missus says.

‘C'fome out on the cliff,”] said “and
just where you stood on the night
you saw Seth Treloar come home, "

He went obediently enough, won-
dering. It was a wild evening, and
the magnificent Lizard coast was

that crept insidiously inward. Jake's
figure looked dim, and tall, and lone-
ly outlined aguinst the sad grey sky,
and far below him the monotonous
rushing of the sea was broken by the
booming of the waves, as they rushed
into the little cave with a sullen
roar.

+Kindly stay whore you are,” I
said, «‘for hve minutes until I come
to you."

He promised, and when T returned
to the cottage, and one who had seen
my conduct there would never ques-
tion my right to Bedlam

Standing by the fireplace I gave
utterance to sharp, spasmodie cries,
gradually ascending till they reached
the point of shrieks, into which I
put my whole vigor, and my Ilungs
were those of a normally vigorous
man.
| Having pretty well exhausted my-
self, I went out to the eliff, and
found Jake precisely where I had
left him, and with all a fisherman's
contentedness at doing nothing.

“Well, Jake,” I cried, «I have
been hearing some queer noises—
what did you hear™

‘The man looked at me with igno-
rant, candid eyes.

*Nothing, £ir,” he said, *but the
witer pouring down the cliff yonder
—it makes & power of noise—you
can hear it right out at sea.”

[T0 BE CONTINUED. ]

| Puglilistic Item,

Ambitious Sport—Could you take
me and put me in training and make
a prize-fighter out of me?

Great Pugilist—Ain't you able to
i work?

*“No, sir.”

«Have you got an education?”’

“Yes, sir.™

“Well, I'll see. It yer able to
write sportin’ stuff about yourself
and hain’t strong enough to do hard
work, guess we kin make & fighter
| of yer. We's kind of careful, dough,
| mot to let fellows into the perfesh
what kin make a livin' by workin.’
See™--Texas Siftings.

The Woes of This World,

+Eb. my ind (she put her hand on | easily understood thiat it had been | - Lhe professional pessimist came

| into tho office looking absolutely
cheerful.

**Well,” they.asked him, “what is
| the fiew cause of complaint this
morning '

“I' was thinking how unjustly
things were arranged for a man who
has a corn. It gets its worst mash-
| ing from the man who is too heavy
. to knock down. ™

It Might Work,

Briggs—I think I have evolved a
schemo  for stopping the tipping
nuisance that will prove a suceess, if
I can only get others to follow it

Braggs—Tell'it, quick.

Briggs—Oh, it is simple enough.
Whenever I give the waiter a tip [
| explain to the cashier that 1t has

left ms short, and ask him to stand
me off for the meal.

Edavationu fem.

“Which of your lessons do you
like the most, Johunie?" asked Mry.
Harlem of his son Johnnie, who is a
Columbia college student

«'I'ne sloving lesson.

That's the

fone I'm excused {rom,” replied
Juehnnie.
w1 =l o de A & .
s it ‘ o

fast being shrouded in the sea-mist:

‘Poultry Pard,

A Buasiness for Bmall Means.

Wanted—an income! is a frequent
ery nowadays, says Mrs. Ida E. Tilson
in ‘‘Northwestern Agricnlturist.” A
reliable acquaintance told me she
cleared, through eggs and early chick-
ens, $580 off her fowls last year, start-
ing with forty of them on a village
place of three or four acres. Now most
women, the writer included, think $80
quite a plum. * But before all mny read-
ers wanting incomes rush into poultry
culture, let me say the friend referred
to above isanenergetic, saving woman,
who, according to my favorite ex-
pression when describing such thrifty
persons, could get a living on a desert
island. The same industry and intelli-
gence which bring a profit out of poul-
try ventures, would, if exercised in
most other employments, probably
command higher pay, and no money
at all is to be made in the poultry bus-
iness without much of that pluck, a
pound of which, Gen. Garfleld said,
is worth a ton of luck. But poul-
try culture is available for many who
can not leave home nor spend time to
engage in independent pursuits; it
needs only small capital, and asspring
is a natural and very good time to
start, we better at once take up that
tender subject,the spring chicken, pre-
paring his cage while we have leis-
ure. Itisacommon practice tolaya
box or barrel on its side, then drive
down stakes in front, leaving just
space enough for chicks to run in and
out, thus keeping their mamma a pris-
oner until such time as they can do
without her. Hens belong to the free,
active bird family, so this above plan
is incongruous, like the remark of a
man who asked for an ‘‘empty barrel
of flour to make me dorg a hin coop.”
Each brood of mine is given a roomy
coop, 22x26 inches on its bottom, 22
inches high in front and 19 inches be-
hind, its single slant roof securely
shingled. The coop floor rests on low
2x4 pleces, raising it from the damp
ground two inches, thus preventing
rheumatism, one of those ailments
human beings have incorrectly re-
garded as their own peculiar property.
A door about two-thirds the height of
slotted front, buttons up or lies down,
and the coop back unbuttons to let
biddy out. These coops have been por-
trayed betore, but I find nothing bet-
ter to displace them. If housed during
winter they will, like mine, last years,
and in good repair, certainly prove rat,
skunk, and dog proof. A dry goods
box can be metamorphosed into such a
home; the hinges and handles are
leather, the button wooden.

Feeding Table Birds

A great loss is sustained on farms
in general by neglecting to fatten
table birds. KExcellent authority says
‘‘the bird is allotved its liberty, and
frequently but a scanty living until
the morning when the pot-pie is
wanted, and the good wife feels of his
bony frame and sighs, sometimes even
wondering that it is not fatter. Every
bird should be shut up in close, clean
quarters, and fed for seven to ten days.
Kept in confinement longer than this,

most birds begin to pine, lose
their -appetite and decrease in
weight. The feeding troughs

should be well scalded out daily, or
every other day 'if the weather be
¢old, and sharp grit kept within reach
of the fattening birds. Sweet oat
meal and hot corn meal mash are
among the best things to induce rapid
fattening. The feed should ™ be
very slightly scalded. In this way
every bird may be made to gain from
one-third to one- half in weight with-
out noticeable expense, and w hether
for selling or the table it means con-
siderable profit. A little salt in the
food once a day is also advisable.”

Feeding Ground Meut to Hens.

The usual way of feeding ground meat
is to mix it with ground grain of some
kind. This is unnecessary. It should
be fed as a variety, and in & way to
afford a change. There should be
certain meals, on special days, for
giving it to the hems. - For
instance, give it at might, on.every
other day, in a trough, unmixed with
other food, so that the hens will have
nothing but the ground meat for that
meal. The next morning give some
other food, as corn, and the following
meal may be of wheat or cut clover.
The ground meat may be given plenti-
fully, if fed in this manner. Simply
allow the hens to have all of it that
they will eat, and they will relish it
and find it beneficial. If fed on meat
every meal, it may cause bowel diffi-
culty; but given once every two days,
it will not be in any manner injurious,
and will prove of great assistance in
inducing the hens to lay at this season
of the year.—Ex.

PrAFowLs.—Peafowls are simply or-
namental and are not readily salable.
They are not profitable on a farm, as
the male is vindictive and destroys
chicks and dueklings that may come
in his way. The hen seldom begins to
lay until at least two years old, and
often not until three years of age, lay-
ing from five to sixteen eggs, which
batech in about thirty days. The
young peafowl feathers very rapdly,
and should be fed every two hours the
first month; then four times a day
until three months old, when it should
be-given three meals, 1equiring a large
share of animal food, such as meat
and bone. Otherwise they require the
sume care as young turkeys. Only the
peafowl can raise them, as common
hens wean them too soon.

Keep your laying hens busy. That

| is, give them exercise by throwing

their grain feed upon the floor and
covering with chaff, cut straw and the
like.

We want persistent all year milk-
ers. The first year tells the story.

Even False Syntex May Be Resorted To-»
An Abortlve Boston Attempt.

The telegraph operators were tell-

Buffalo Express. The tall man who
has held a key all over the country,
had the foor.

‘You see a gool many jokes in
the papers.” he said, *“about the
culture of Boston and the habit peo-
ple living there have of using big

that. Most of you think that these
jokes have no foundation in fact.
Now I know better. I was receiving
clerk in the Western Union office
there a good many years ago, and
some of the messages handed in to
me were corkers. (One summer I had
the cable window; One day two
women dressed in black and greatly
agitated came in and inquired the
rate per word to London; T told
them that it was twenty-eight cents.
They consulted for a minute and
then one of them asked for a blank.
I told them where the blanks were,
and one of them wrote a message.
The other took it, and read it over
two or three timmes. 'Then she came
to the window and asked again how
much it was a word to Loundon.
‘I'wenty-eight cents,’ I told her. She
looked at the message dubiously.
The other woman came up to her and
said: *Don’t you like it?

*« «No,” she said, ‘I do not like it
That form is improper. You say that
Charles snicided this morning when
it should be said that Charles com-
mitted suicide this morning.’

‘*‘But,' said the other; if we pat
it in that way we will save twenty-
eight cents.’

*“The woman who objected turned
this proposition over in her mind
for a long time. Finally she said: I
do not think that such Syntax is ex-
cusuble.’

“‘The other took the blank and
read the message a few dozen times.
‘We are poor,” she said decisively,
after studying it in all its phases,
and we cannot save twenty-eight
cents any casier.’

“This partially convinced the wo-
man who objected. ‘But what will
your friends think?’ she asked dubi-
ously.

I suppose they will notice it, but
we cannot help that.” Then the two
women retired to one corner of the
room and had a consultation. After
talking earnestly for ten minutes
they wrote out another message. So
help me, this is the way I got it:
‘Charles suicided this morning.
False syntax used because it is
cheaper.’

“*And they paid me twenty-eight
cents a word for it. All of which,™
continued the tall operator, <illuse
trates one of the curious ways in
which a woman's mind works.

TOLD ON MR. BLACK.

How He Quoted Shakespeare Uselessly in
a Law Suit. |

“*A good story is told of ex-Pen-
sion Commissioner Black,” said A. T.
Grundon, a Chicago attorney, to the
St. Louis Globe-Democrat. ‘-Every
one who knows Black is aware that
he is one of the most dignified legal
practitioners in the West,and that he
is also somewhat enamored of the
classics. Not long ago he was attor-
ney in & usury case at Springfield,
and in his address to the jury he
quoted very freely from *The Mer-
chant of Venica." and wound up by
saying that although the plaintiff
could demand his pound of flesh, the
terms of his bond did not enable him
to go beyond this. The attorney for
the alleged usurer sreemed very much
amused at the line »f argument Mr.
Black was taking, and when that
gentleman’s peroration was concluded
he rose and remarked, with some-
what of a pitying tome that Brother
Black had recently held a brief in a
dressed-beef case and that he had
gotten the two cases mixed up, con-
cluding by assuring the jury that
thore was no flesh in this case at all,
but only money. A legal friend of
mine, who solemnly asserts he was
in court on the occasion. says the
look of disgust on Myr. Black’s face
would have been worth a small for-
tune to any artist who could have
reproduced it on canvas.”

For a Christmas Dinner.

North Clifton in Ncttinghamshire,
Eugland, is situated on the banks of
the Trent, and boasts of one custom
the like of which exists probably no-
where else in England. There is a
ferry across the river, but if youand
I, gentle reader, wished to go from
one side of the stream to the other,
we could do so on payment of a fee.
But the Clhiftonians are a favored
folk, and are entitled to the free use
of the ferry on the condition that
they give the ferryman and his dog
their dinner at Christmas. As
Christmas comes but once a year the
boatman would seem to have ‘made
a very bad bargain. Let us hope he
gets a generous meal and wish him
a merry Christmas—not forgetting
the dog.

She Remembered the Cat.

A Webfoot woman who started to
jump into the Columbia river to
drown hersell suddenly remembered
that she had left ths ecat in the pan-
| try, and hurried back home. She
| afterwards said: «The idea of my
| struggling in the water and thinking
| that the cat was licking the croam
| off my milk in the puntry at that
| minute was more than I couldboar!”

—Walla Walla Statesman.

Selence and the Bible,
Bobby—Aunt Nellie, what became

! of the swine that had ewil spirits

| east into them in the Bible?

| Aunt Nellie—They plunged head-

ing stories again last night, says the |

words and correct grammar and all |

| foremoss into the sea, Bobby,
{ Bobby, triumphantly—Not a bit of
| it, auntie.

They were mada into (@
deviled ham. l

*T will go back to the grent sweet mother, FOR THE SAKE OF ECONOMY.

) ¢
Murfreesboro, ‘fenn,

Almost Blind

Blood Purified and Sight R
"Threb, Hood's Sarsapariila,

® years ago, Clarence, three
was taken with serofula on the huy:":l:&
gradually spread until it got luto his eyes and Lis
beeame almost blind. His head and neck were
one mass of corruption, and ‘Wwao thought he

Would Lose Mis Eyesight.

It was then that we commenced to use Hood

Sarsaparilla, aud in less than three weeks m':

eyes bt::':n tohlr:r!mu. In a short time the

sores ona

ally healed and mwmu% -m,ngu%m
Sarsa-

Hood’s ==
Cures

a2 2 259022
Is 8 bright and healthy child.” D, M. CROCK-
ETT, JR., Murfreesboro, Tenneasse,

Hood’s Pills cure by restor-
ing the peristaltic action of the allmentary eanal.

“COLCHESTER”

Spading Boot

For Farmers,Miners,R. R.Handsan
othera, The outer or tapsole extand:
the whole length of the sole down

the heel, protectin,

the shank in&
ditching, diggling,

Best guality wurvughout,

. WE WILL MAIL POSTPAID
& fine Panel Picture, entitled

“MEDITATION '
in exchango for 18 Large Lion
Heads, cut from Lion Coffea
wrappers, aad g 2-cent stamp to
poy postage. Write Tor list of
our other tine premiums, includ-
ing books, a knife, game, ete.
WooLson SpicE Co.,
450 Huron 8t., TOLEDO, Ofto.

CANNDT SEE HOW \'Wni
IT AHD PA Fllllﬂ'.

N

factory '
Cut ﬂl-l Oul and send lehl’u m‘:?l‘a:nﬁllumm
8. 00, 342 Wabaah Ave. GHICABO,ILL,
0 M A H A Business
Houses.
. 's Supplies -
@?ﬂ??&'}’.ﬂﬁea.‘if . lb_tl:
nd ELATE. FE&-
HunFIN “E:'efmwlﬁ;u furnished.
“ﬂrlﬂluswun. “Bem[ Igr SALOON
1 . LR Uity
Billiurd ravieco.ombaF IXTURES
Printer’s Leads and Slugs 10¢ per pound.
1112-1114 Dodge Bireet.

Fn EE cal @, testimonlals and G| of the g«u-. Fair.

OXFORD M

snﬂss EU' s Wholesale and _njnn
O.IIIIthl Slate & Rooting Co. b‘lls_.l_l_lll

Eilliard and Pool Tablea,

SrECTRO, PLATING WORKS.

i SALESMEN 272 2100 o
8150 por :I.llll‘ll]ll‘l. w

sell California wiges. Send 10 pos-
tege siamps fur full particulars. M. J. MANLX,

Mrornas- Millinery

Mall orders promptly filled. special cash discount
‘‘PHOTORET,”

sz'ﬁnwucll size, londed
for if views Cn,.uluf r?_-;-_..
nis. b«

He Phote Bupply (o. Exelusive a nie. 0
Y St Omabe. Ev. Fstbing in & boto zupplics
for Profe:slonals and Au tears.

apitol Ave.,
;l‘nglﬁﬂfr;“;:’ both
Cuunell Blufls &
Y f
Best B2.00 a day house in the state. Fire proo
“E.lgds CABEY, Proprietors. LAl LAY
-QM e /
ﬁ 77 /4
mesa College In the West. No
v&?&&f“@tﬁfs‘aﬁ::‘ :I:I zrud‘u‘y;'g :gg fﬂ::ﬂ::““
tlons. .
*mwmsumgg:-'. ‘;
WaLL Parer 4c RouL
Only ®1.00 required te paper walls o
MI:‘;IY 15x15, lnc?mling horder. Send 100
rents’ lnrze
les, and guide how to paper. Arents
Ent;:plllél book ®$1.00; Fhkk with a $6.00
order. Write quiek.
1620-1624 Douglas St., = OMAILA, NEB-_
o DR.
McCREW
sPEC'ALI ST
Wi TRHEATE ALL
PRIVATE DISEASES,
3 t
Pleordersof
MEN ONLY.
Every cure jujranie 4.

T Omaha. cor. 4th
Hﬂlal DEIIu"e Omahn enr 1nes.
BHORTHAND AND TYPE-WRITING.

OOSE, Omuba, .\_e_h.‘
postage nnd get FREE, 100 beautiful =am-
HENRY LEHMANN,

18 THE ONLY
Wonkness and Seere
xperiones.

e
l"\:'mg;:;:l |l'l‘il!.'-l in
b, k rl:‘.-l
BN 14th and Farnam S5
Yomama, - MNED.




