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CHAPTER V1L~ (CoNTINURD,)

““Have I told yon how I came to fall?
You see, | thought Isaw a sall off on the
water, and 1 forgot what 1 was about
and lent forward too far, Perhaps |
was right, and ye'll all get away to 1ib-
erty as well as me.  Ye'd better light a
fire on the cliff at night If you make out
the sall. Poor little Ellie, don’t ery so,
Tom's dreadful gorry to leave ye all 80
lonesome here, but we mustn't rebel
ag'in the Lord, you know."”

Immediately he ran off into a ram-
bling, Incoherent talk, that showed his
mind was away In the lttle hamlet of
his native town. He laughed once,
and spoke his sister's name In a guick,
glad way, }ike one who has come to a
happy meeting. Only once more he
‘spoke—1ihls time with something of his
old eheery heartiness.

“That's comforting,” sald he. “Oh,
Mr, Vernon, how glad I am ye've come
to love the Bible better'n them rhyming
books, Read that again, please, sir, if
ye can see for the dark.”

“He thinks we are at our evening
reading,” whispered the awed, scarcely-
breathing Walter,

Mr. Vernon looked piteously at the
ashy face, and filmed, unseeing eye, ind
then conquering his emotion repeated
solemnly the psalm “The Lord s my
Shepherd,” The words seemed Lo reach
the dying ears, for a contented smile
played round the pallid lips. Closer
and closer drew the sorrowing group.
The glassy eye was fixed now; the limbs
no longer quivered; only n faint throb-
bing at the throat told of life. In &
few moments that had ceaged too, In
shuddering horror Walter and Eleanor
fung themselves in Mr, Vernon's arms,
Folding them closely in his arms he
groaned:

“God have mercy upon us—we three
are left alone.”

The scene that followed s too har-
rowing to be pletured. Anywhere, at
any time, death ls sad and awful
enough, but there on that lonely island
the strongest and stoutest taken from

“their little number—no tongue can de-
scribe the terrible loneliness, the
wretehed gloom that followed,

They made his grave beyond the
spring, beneath the Hibiscus tree, aud
neyer was mound more tenderly
smoothed or sorrowfully bedewed with
tears than the jonely island grave of
Tom Harris, It was not until the ses-
ond dismal day after his death that the
suggestion of Tom's came to Mr, Ver-
non's mind, The sail he had seen—
what had become of (t7 Was it still In
view?

Walter had been Tom's pupll 1n those
athletic exerciges that become a sallor's
second nature, and was, moreover, rat-
urally active and aglle. He volun-
teered at once to ascend the flagstaff,
although his cheek blanched and his

studiously avoided the spot where
poor Tom had fallen. Eleanor was
nearly frantic at the proposal, but his
father, after a few earnest words of
- eantion, consented that he should make
‘the attempt. It was now three days
- since the accident, and there had been
no breeze on shore, and they had cher-
ished the forlorn hope that If a vessel
had actually been near them she conld
not yet have drifted from sight. Wal-
Aer's face was gloomy enough as he de-
scended, There was a faint speck on
the water as far as he could see, but he
Aid not believe It was a ship,
. Mr.Vernonsuddenly startled to a con-
sclonsness of the insecurity of his own
life, had become morbidly anxious to
deave the Island, Without Tom's
.wheery, self-reliant pature to sustain
him. he felt incapable of protecting the
youthful beings Providence had left In
his charge. Moreover, he had long
been aware of an iInward malady slowly
but certainly eating away his strength,
For himself he asked nothing better
than a grave beside his faithful com-

panion. For the children’s sake the
e on the lonesome Island scemed In-
tolerable,

“it will do no harm,” sald he
promptiy: “let us kindle a fire on the
<l every night Ly a week or more.”

With dismal alacrity Walter and
Rleanor gatherad the dry underbrush
and moss, and reared the pile on helr

pretty white coral throne.and as soon us
Adusk arvived, with eyes that burned
feverishiy enough to bave kindled the
pyre, Mr. Vernon plied the tinder and
fBintand in o few moments the ruddy
beam shot up, lashing o yellow path far
off into the son, a2 rosy glow agalnst
the darkened aky. Those three anxious,
ferribly varnest faces and siriking
forms stood out distinetly and wildly
ti the Naring Haht.  Even in the midst
ol his own harrowing suspense Wal
ter's artist eye took In the gramd sub
Hmily of the seone, and made & menial

memoranda that was therealter to e |

in undying colars.  The tears wers sl
Yently sireaming over Eleanor's chevk
Walter turned and drew her fondly to

his aide

b sympaihy so much ueeded
“Oh, Walter, wo are fearfully in carn
R opow. i s as If we must all

1 Sriah If 5o ahip Is near.  Tom's death
Thas made vur beland life telulerabie
Rk how horvible it will be (o be (e

v

al

1" And, shuddering she slung

J yaly to his arm

sahausted with grief and
shavitoment, Bilie. Things
chesrtul by and-hye

It was pel the time bow (e |
5 think of tormel prudence or o refuse | side, carrying & bunch of the knols |

Come to the house and hear me sing the
hymn my father taught us. I will rock
you in my arms, my poor frightened
fdnrllus. till sleep shall come; and then
my father shall sleep in Tom's room,
#0 you need not feel lonely, while I shall
keep the fire blazing brightly all night,
Will you try and sleep, Ellle?”

He drew her gently down the c¢liff In-
to the pretty parlor that was called her
room, and as he had sald, took her in
his arms, and sat down in the rocking-
chalr he himself had made for her, and

| in his clear, sweet volee began a low

hymn. His soothing tones stilled the
tumult in Eleanor's heart; the sobs
censed, the tears no longer (rickled
down her cheek, and presently the
weary, swollen eyelids closed softly,
and her gulet, regular breathing told
him she slept. Laying her carefully
upon the couch, Walter went back to
his father, who stood with bowed head
and folded arms at the foot of the cliff,

“Have yon any hope, father?” he
asked calmly,

“Yes, my son, the hope that depends
upon prayer, Heaven knows how |
have poured out my soul in petition that
help may come to you, Joyfully, gladly
would I propose that the price of your
safety might be my own worthless life,
I am content if the ship will ecome to
take your two fresh young hearts to
human companionshlp, though 1 myself
may never set foot upon the land of my
birth, I have so much hope, Waltar,”

“You talk so lightly of your life it

grieves me deaply. What it has been |
know not; you have never told me, but
that it Is now our greatest consolation
and oy, I feel more deeply than words
can say."”
“Bome time, Walter, you shall know
all.  Perhaps it is selfish in me that I
would bide the past till the last mo-
ment, It wil not be long before you
will understand everything. Go in
now, and leave me to tend the fire.”

“No, Indeed,” was Walter's declsive
reply. “I am young and strong, fit for
night watches., Besldes, Eleanor s
restless and nervous; when she wakens
you can best comfort her.”

The last suggestion overruled his de-
termination, and Mr, Vernon went back
to the house,

What eager eyes scanned the empty
horizon when morning broke over the
sea!  What dispirited faces gathered
round the breakfast table! What Jist-
less melancholy pervaded the whole
day!

Without a word of explanation, just
before nightfall, Walter went to work
and gathered a fresh pile of brushwood,
Mr, Vernon's head was bowed upon his
hands, and he did not notice the move-
ment; but Eleanor followed gadly, and
pointing to the charred, blackened
rock, sald mournfully:

“It is ke our hopes, oyr lives, Wal-
w.!l

Walter's lips quivered, He would
not show the weakness to her, but leap-
ing lightly upon the rock began to ar-
range the wood. Heedlessly hig eye
fell upon the distant sea, and lo! a wild
transport dashed off his black look of
despalr; an eager light irradiated his
eagle eye,

“S8aved! saved!' shouted he, reeling
into the arms of the astonished Elea-
nor, weeping like a girl,

She thought him erazed and shrank
back in terror. Recovering himself, he
cried earnestly:

“The ship I8 there—she Is coming.
Oh, Ellie, we are saved!"

When Eleanor at length compre-
hended his meaning, she hounded for-
ward to the rock, and satisfled that It
wis Indeed a large ship—masts, hull
and all plainly visible—she flew ke a
frantiec creature to Mr, Vernon, and
flinging her arms around his neck,
gobbed herself in a transport of delight.

Walter had grown more calm, snd
hastened to state the joyful intelligence
clearly., Mr. Vernon took thelr hands
and solemnly Hfted his eyes upward,
Never came prayer more thrilllagly
from the innermost soul than rose on

| suffer for obeying our signal of dis-
i reaa,

Walter was already on his way ta the |

beach. The experience of the last fow
days had swept away all trace of boy

{ Ishness. With the frm, elastic trvad of
|mnl|alvlu manhood he dashed down to
the boat. A slgh wen! oul 1o the mem

ory of him whose hand had last secure)
the rope of bark, but the eagle eye was
Axed sleadfastly on the ouler sea and
this wus tliine for action and e
lamentation. His faither, with some

ihing of youlh's vigor, lwaped to his

ar

W

station close beside the treacherous
reef, and with their little torch flaring
brightly over the gray ridges of leaping
water, moored their tiny lighthouse as
securely as possible, and walting, gazed
not at the burning stars above, but far
over the sea to the flickering gleam
where the unknown ship hung out her
signal lamp, or back to the cliff where
Eleanor tended falthfully the rosy bon-
fire.

Eleanor was lonely and Intengely ag-
itated, but no thrill of fear mingled
with her gensations. Vigilantly and
steadily she kept the blaze bright
throughout the night, now straining her
ear to catch a fancled hallo, now turn-
ing sadly in the direction of that new-
made krave, whose cold, unconsclous
ocenpant could hear never more the
glid huzza of rescue for which he hoped
80 long.

CHAPTER VIII,

ITH the first wel-

come glimpse of

daylight to her we-

ary coyes came a

sound that brought

her heart fluttering
to her throat—a
cheery shout ming-
led with the meas-
ured dash of oars,

Eleanor threw

down her toreh, and
the cloud of damp

heavily over her
face as she ran, she flew down
the path to the little cove where
the boat was kept, which was the
natural inlet, since no other was [ree
from surf or convenjent for landing. A
strange boat, packed closely with men,
was alming steadily for the shore. Her
eager eye ran rapidly over the company
to find Walter and his father. They
were there in the stern, In earnest con-
veraation with a tall officer in the lieu-
tenant's uniform of Her Majesty's serv-
lee. Eleanor stood on shore, half shy,
half dignified, the early morning light
playing softly around her graceful fig-
ure, the light breeze dallylng with her
robe of native cloth, and stirring a gold-
en sunshine of their own among her
curls,

“A romantie pleture, truly,” weald
Lieutenant Harry Ingalls, looking ad-
miringly upon the beautiful girl, half
child, half woman, polsed there upon
the rock as lightly as a bird, fit ideal of
the trople loveliness of the whole sccne,
“By my sword, one might belleve yon-
der was another Aphrodite freshly risen
from the foam. It were worth treble
the voyage the ‘Hornet' has made to res-
cue and return so fair a flower to Eng-
land’s generous heart. In truth, young
sir, 1 have done pitying you for this
long exile. In faith, I should ask noth-
ing better myegelf with so fair a com-
panion.”

He turned his gay blue eye to Walter
merrily, but a frown was on the latter's
forehead, and his looks were bent
gloomily upon the water, and It was his
father who answered quietly, just a 1it-
tle reprovingly:

“We have endeavored to do our duty
faithfully toward one so gentle and
good, especially never to forget amidst
the unavoldable familiarity of eirenm-
stances the probable high birth and ele-
vated position of the young lady. The
game respect and delicacy, I trust, will
be observed by all others, until she is
safely under the protection of her own
relatives.”

The young officer colored a little, and
replied frankly:

“You need have no fear of me, my
good sir. [ trust a British sailor knows
what is due to his own character, as
well as what is required by a beautiful
woman In need of his protection., Our
queen herself could not be more hon-
orably dealt with than will this young
lady on board our ship. Come, hoys,
bend to it steadily—a long pull a stron
pull, and a pull all together,” he added,
turning his eyes away from the shore,

sweeping back
curls that fell

ATO BB CONTINUED,)

HOW IT STARTED.

Another Case of “llow Those dGirls Do
Love One Another''

Pinkey—How lovely! 1 zee you have

the twilight alr from that lonely island,
“Now, then, we must work, Walter,”
sald his father quietly, “Night Is l"nm'!
at hand, and the vefl Is dangerons. 1
think you and 1 can get poor Tom's
canoe ot Into smooth water and warn
them from the sunken rocks. At such |
A time as this Eleanor will not ahiink
to bo left alone o tend falthfully the |
beacon Hght., Our preservers mus. wot

had long ago prepared for evening il |

| lumination, the Bame of one amony
them streaming up slokly and pale u
the waning daylight

What wild, exultant hopes, wha. ad
Bltler memarios stirped those two 1y
multuaus hoarta - who shall say? Hal
the sars were plisd in sllenes, and ol
lomtly. liwe whon a Troah v evde sprang
W, was he lttle sall ralsed, and botore
the dushy wings brosding abuve hewm
folded the white salls of thelr hupe
fvam sight, they had galaed the denired

one of those splendid new Nonesuch
' bikes.

|  Bthel—Yes, isn't it a dear? What
| make do you ride?

Pinkey —Oh, 1 ride a Seorchem.

Ethel—They're magnllicenrt,

Pinkey— Yes, ao Hght and durable

Kthe!l-—How muech does your whesl

| weigh?
| Pinkey—Twenty-two pounds

Ethel-Twenty-two pounds® Why,

| mien only welghs twenty-one

Pinkey- HBut then yours, You know,
Is not so durable

Ethel—-The Nonesueh not durable?

| Why, that s admitted by everyone

| Pinkey - Nonesuch! A friend of mine
bought one and It went 1o pleces In a
monith

Ethel- 1 don't believe |t

Plukey What? You don't belleve
me"

Ethel - No, | don't e Nolesuch
will outiast o dosen Searchems. They 're
the worst looking mitle traps | ever
lald eyen on

Pinkey tfariousiy )y You'te a horrid,
vontemptible thing. and | hupes you'll
Bever spedk 1o e again'

Eihel tcomplacentlyy Iun't worey
I wouldn t STTTLEYY OO mysell by
spraking to anyune whe roude a Bearvh
vin

Woares
Pheiv a & cumar in the colngregs
iy salil the deacon that you wenl

lﬂ'uilull.ln. when you were In Albany ™

I e a cruel slander,” replind the par
b I merely attonded one wmeeling
ol & lwglalative Investigating commil-

Truth

tew

0 ard Vimes ah Maste Casia
Measy plajvis s wwarve at Meale
Carle and profita are decivasing

THE TWO BRIDALS.

CAN laugh grimly
at the world, wrote
Kyrle Harding in
his prison dairy. 1
am leaving it to-
morrow, I shall be
hanged by the neck
gl I am dead.
Once 1 would have
called the prospect
ghastly—in" the
days when my
blood was buoyant and generous, and I
was filled with the passion of gallant
living. But now the zest of life Is
gone. It has bored me and left me
spiritual nausea, I have lived too
much; lived at too high a pitch and
strain. 1 was too high-banded and
tree-headed for the world. Iam sick of
it. And I will die contented, Pshaw! I
am mad. What of poor Ethel? 1 write
wildly. She makes life still dear.

Life!—I look back upon some bril-
Nant and dashing hours of it. 1 go
back—far back. Down in Kelvin five
years ago what a royal rage there was
when Mrs, Whymper came amongst
us! How she stirred our quiet little
geaside place; she was so bold, so be-
witching, so unconventional! Ah! how
—But wait awhile; let me dwell on the
beauty and illusion of the first stage.
1 wonder how many lovers she had!
A score, probably. 1 was only 18 then,
and decidedly, I was the most reckless
of any., She was, I admitted, nearly
twice my age, but in my fever and
fascination that, I think, was only an
added charm to a wealth of charms,
The pride of winning her, the thought
of a mere youth carrying her off from
the run of gallantly equipped com-
petitors in the fleld appealed with a
brave force to my conceited boyhood,
What a woolng was mine! How my
kind aunt and guardian was distracted,
What womanly warnings she gave me
agalnst the flighty widow! FPoor aunt;
I belleve I drove her to her grave, May-
hap it was well—before she knew the
worst,

But I won Mrs. Whymper. The bold
#en throbbed In the moonlight that
night by the quiet shore, when 1 lis-
tened with enraptured senses to her
lovely avowal of Jlove, She was a
charming pleture there, by the beat-
fng and love-murmurous water, whith-
er we had wandered, I can recall the
whole pleture, the brooding sky beyond
the reaches of the sea, the hills at the
back, the llghts of the little town In
the distance, and nearer—and how
dearer!—the love-confessing beauty be-
fore me, O, mad and memorable night!

Ours was a runaway match—and a
sensation It was, beyond all doubt,
Our whereabouts were unknown, but
that did not spoil the dramatie interest
of the situation, it is needless to say.
I read in an enterprising paper the
whole story of the romance the very
evening of our wedding in the distant
seaport whither I had proudly borne
my bride. What an eve that was! Even
yet the glamour of the Impression
bapgs around me, lives within me, and
mocks me. The depths of poetry and
passion within us are unknowable, but
mine was stirred to a wonderful deep
that evening. Illusive time!

The spell was goon over. A few days,
and my wife was tired of it. The fever
had passed. She took little pains then
to disguise from me how old and worn
in reality she was, and how deeply she
had deceived me. I saw that I wearled

her, that she thirsted again for the

“l HAVE COME TO YOUR WED-
DING."”
she went abroad she was all charm
again, and seeming joyous young wom-
anhood, for she was an adept in the
arte of deception. The transformation
she could accomplish was simply mar-
velous, In the new town she made
another sensation, and won a troop of
admirers who made the life of her boy
husband intolerable, Wit, coquetry,
| flash and fascination abroad, weariness,
| ennul, nansen In the privacy of home—
the gods know It was a horrible time
' for me,

For two years | lved in lodescriba-
ble misery, After the first year the
| arts of my wife to beautify herself
I groew valn. She could no longer con-

ceal from the outside world the dreaded
story of age, and attraction's death
As the bitter realization of her fate
grew upon her, a deadly rage, a hideous
spell took possession of her, and a
poason dragged en when foul days were
oura. | became degraded and shamed
in my own eyes; & sickliness came be-
luum me and all the world's light;

ambition, faith, and sl ihings neble
died within me,

One night my whale spirit of endur-
anen died, There was & passionate
powne, and & struggle over which | draw
a vell, 1 lefh my wife wounded and |
' knew beyond hope of recavery, | flod
| far late the country
| Months passed. | had seoured a see-

pelaryship In & growing tewn by will
I. and distant but baldly pleturessgue hilla

A winter passed, and spring came, and

with s gresn unfolding wmy heoart

Haghtoned and eapanded, too | had got
| bt meager detalls of my wife's fale

fram the local papers, Hhe recuversd

from her woumd, but & drink mania
i"lll-i her, and her condition became
deplorable. Bhe still persisted o he
favorite habit of rewing. Evean in in
tasieated siagea she would 1ake her 111
the boal, and pul oul Inle the wilem

One svoning (he emply boat was tound |

drifting in the bay. “She carried her
daring one stage too far,” sald the
townsfolk, and then with sorry humer,
“she was not one that loved water for
its own sake; yet it has given her a
grave.” Then I heard no more news
from the old place. I wanted no more.
I tried to bury its memory.

With the green unfolding of spring,
as 1 have said, my heart and my life
expanded. Up among the mountains,
in the prettiest of cottages, I came to
know one who brought back all the
delightful fever of the fine young world.
Ethel Wilson was 18, an only child,
and the tenderest flower In that in
somewise primitive mountain land, A
wild thrill runs through me as I recall
our dear, graclous evenings in the lit-
tle flower-garden fronting the cottage,
or on the bold mountain road that ran
beside it. The summer grew, and May,
and June made a glowing and holy
selting to our love, After a lurid,
flend-haunted night I had awakened In
the sacred flush of songful morning.
Ah, Ethel, Ethel!

Memorable memories arise of the
wedding morning when we sped away
to the lake country, Lovely memories
come of that glorious stroll in the gath-
ering night, and the return to our hotel,
like & return into Eden. Hallowed
times of tenderness, fringed with peace
~though peace, as the stars peeped out
In a shining setting to our wedding
Joys, waa a little pensive,

Ethel had gone ror a moment to the
Inner room, and 1 watched the fair
prospect from the window of the other.
Ah, I was full of the passion and rap-
ture of a new, full-hearted life.

Buddenly there were heavy steps on
the landing, the door was thrown open
quickly, and with a rude, accursed
laugh Mrs, Whymper—as I always call-
ed her—staggered in, Her face told a
melancholy story of drink and degra-
dation,

“Ha!"” ghe sald, In the malignant note
I can never describe: “you see I have
come to your wedding.”

I have but a vague memory of the

ensulng scene, with the blackness and
the madness that came over me, One
thing only will I say in my own justifi-
catlon. My deepest rage arose at the
thought of the position in which I had
placed poor KEthel. Heaven knows I
was Innocent of the ghadow of an In-
tent to wrong her, How was I to know
that my first wife had been rescued?
I had seen no later papers from the old
place. I had had no tidings, and want-
ed none,
As Ethel returned to the room, white-
faced and terror stricken, I had struck
Mrs. Whymper her death blow, ®* * *
And so I die tomorrow, Dear, dear
Ethel, but for you, how gladly I would
leave the wounding world! Ha! BShe
comes. It |8 the hour of our last in-
terview, Now the gods glve me true
endurance,

Kyrle Harding was wrong. The vis-
ftor then was not Ethel., It was the
messenger with the tidings of reprieve.
“Penal servitude for life"” was to be his
fate,

“They will release you yet—after
years, after years!” sobbed Ethel, a fow
days later, as she sobhed farewell; “but
Kyrle, 1 will watch and walt with a
brave heart,” ®* * * That was many
a year ago. Today they are pensively
happy In distant Australla,

W. PR

Some Beresford Ntorles

A laborer once wrote to Lord
Charles Beresford saying that his wife
had just had twins—a boy and a girl
—and he wanted to call one “Lord
Charles Beresford Brown” and the
other “Princess of Wales Brown.”
Lord Charles gave his permission, and
obtained that of the Princess. Four
months later the man wrote again: “I
am happy to inform you that ‘Lord
Charles Bereeford Brown’ is well and
strong, and that ‘Princess of Wales
Brown' died this morning.”

Lord Charles is a man of few words,
and those very much to the point. In
the house of commons one day, speak-
ing in reference to the Arab slave

Mackerel a la Itallene.

Am Ttalian fashion for cooking fresh
mackerel is to make a dressing from a
tablespoonful of butter, mixed with a
little minced shallots, parsley and the
green tops of young onions. Spread
this on the fish, wrap them well in
strong white . saturated with
olive oil, and boil or bake them in a
quick oven. Garnish them with lemon
and parsley. Sweet peans, seasoned
with shallot and minced parsley, are
also sometimes served with fresh maek-
ercl. Salt mackerel is very good cooked
after the English fashion, that is, by
immersing it half an hour in water
containing & handful of fennel and
dash of vinegar. Drain and serve with
hot gooseberry sauce.

Too Late to Mend.

There 1s a polnt beyond which medication
rannot go. Before It is too late to mend,
persons of s rheumatic tendency, inherited
or acqulred, should use that benignant de-
fense ngainst the further progross of the
super-tenacious malady— rheumutism. The
name of this proven rescuer s Hostetter's
stomach Bitters, which, It should also be
recollected, curoes rlyupr?nia. liver come
plalot, fever and ague,debility and nervous-
NUsA.

To Bult Any Weather.

A pretty, yet servicable gown, which
was imported lately, would suit any
kind of ordinary weather. It was
mad In moss-green canvas, lined with
o bright shade of pink. The tight-fit-
ting ue bodice had long, square
revers of white satin, over which fell
cascades of coffee-colored lace, and the
vest, of white chiffon, was also veiled
with lace. PPink ribbon encircled the
waist snd the neck, which was finished
with pointed motifs of lace.

Hall's Catarrh Cure
Is & constitutional cure. Price, 75c

The Reason Why.
Party with Demijohn—Why don't
you lay in & stock of whisky for Sun-
gny on Saturday night. the same as I
o?

Other Party-—Man alive, do you sup-
pose L would be able to sleep if I knew
there was whisky in the house? I'd
be walking the floor the whole night
—Truth.

Hegeman'sCamphor Ice with Glycerine,
The original and only geouine, Cures ;n;vd Hands
aod Face, Cold Bores, ¢, C, 0, Clark (.m aven Ul

An Elogquent speech,

A pretty little story is told about
Mrs. A. A Johnson, the dean of Ober-
lln eollege. It is snid she never leaves
American soil without carrying with
ber u silken American flag. At a din-
ner rnrty in Germany on one occasion
the host asked each of the ladies pres-
ent what in her country she was most
proud of. Mrs Johnson could not
speak German very fluently, but a hap-
py thought striking her she left the
table for a moment and returned with
an American flag, which she waved
while all applavded.

Is impossible without pura, healthy blood. Purf-
fled and vitalized blood result from taking,

Hoods

Sarsaparilla

The best — in fact the One True Blood Purifier,

Hood’s Pills for the liver and bowels, 7se.

;0 Clean, @

so Durable,
5o Economical,
30 Elegant

) gyhl&s

as
@

VELVETEEN

SKIRT BINDINGS,.

You have to pay the same price for the
« just as good.” Why not insist on
having what you want—S. H. & M.

If your dealer WILL NOT

supply you we will.
ﬁ’-zh!nd!d froe.
** Home Dressmaking Made Easy,” anew 72 page

dealers, he sald, with great emphasis:

“Mr. Speaker, we ought to catch these
men, give them a falr trial and then
hang ‘em.”

Unconventional Lord Charles has al-
ways been. Receivng an invitation to
dinner at Mariborough House one even-
ing, he replied by wire:

“Sorry can't come, Lle follows by
rost.,"—Strand Magazine,

A Diplomast of Abllity.

Young Bankclerk—"Mr, Richman, 1
have called to tell you that 1 have tak-
en the lberty to——"

Mr. Richman (interrupting)—"Yes, |
yves; | know! You have taken the lib-
erty to fall in love with my daughter
and now you've come for my rumnli
to marry her. Well, you can't have |
her! You'll have to excuse me uw.'l
I'm busy."

Young Bankelerk—"Excuse me, sir,
but you're mistaken. | wanted to say
that | took the liberty to keep up the
margin on that D, L & X. stock,
which you bought yesterday, It drop-
ped elght points about an hour age,
but It has recovered since and s now
four points above the Agure at which
you bought it, 1'd advise you to ull."l

Old Richman- "My boy, I've intend- |
od my daughter for you all slong. Now |'
close that deal, Take a month's vaca- !
lon and whenever you happen (o newd
money draw on me. " !

Young Bankelerk (outalde)—"Good
thing he never reads the papers and
pretends that he dosan't speculate. Oth-
vewlse he'd b sure (o And out that that

stock never dropped a paint.” Clove-
land Leadeor
A large asreilte recontly sxploded

sbove the elty of Madeid at 9.0 & m.
| There was & vivid ghare of Hght and &
| lond pepart,” says Selonce Huildings

| were shaken and many windows were |
Avverding ‘o (he aflcials of }

whatiorwl

the Madrid obestvitory, the explosion

eovuried twenty miles above the carh* l

Ry |

sock by Miss Emma M. Hooper, of the Ladies’ Home
lournal, tells in plain words how to make dressesat.
some without previous training : malled for 25¢.

§. H. & M. Co., P. 0, Box 69v, N. Y, City.
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\ Board for three hour's work.
D aiaiugue and specimeus ree

3837 MISSOURI

It sectlon In the West
routha A

failure of enr paver known,
Mild climate.  Producilve soll, Abundauce of
pure wate

Por Maps 8ad Clreulars giviag full desort
hrmuh Mineral, l"ruh and aml--uug
s Bouth West Missourl, write to
RDY, Managor of the Missouri
Company, Neosho, New-

$9.50,
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PATENTS, CLAIMS.
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WoN U, OMANA AT 1800
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