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" OUR LITTLE QUEEN,

Oould you have seen the violets
That blossamed in her eyes,

Could you have kissed the golden hair
And drank those holy sighs,

You would have been her tiring maid
As joyfully as I,

Content to dress your little queen
And let the world go by.

Could you have seen those violets
Hide in their graves of snow,
Drawn all that gold along your hand
‘While she lay smiling so,
Oh! you would tread this weary earth
As heavily as I,
Coritent to grasp her little grave
And let the world go by.
~Overland Manthly.

HECLA.

—

When nature made the twins, Lucy and
Bara Knight, she blundered in haste or care-
lessness, or was guilty of a practical joke
upon highly respectable and unimaginative
parents. It was patent to mother, nurse and
visitors that she had misplaced the infant
gouls, by tho time the children were six
months old. When they were grown, it was
a standing jest in a ecommunity just then ad-
dicted to ‘‘Pinafore,” that the facetious
mother of us all had “mixed these maidens

»
p’I‘beir twinship seemed absurd, even to cas-
ual acquaintances. Not a feature or trick of
tone or manner betrayed it. Lucy was a tall
brunette and Junoesque in build. The curl
of the short upper lip was pride incarnate, her
deep, gray eyes had black shadows in their
depths; she bore her head aloft and walked
as queens should; her contralto voice had a
sub-tone of repressed passion, so inconsistent
with the trite propriety of her speech, that
people were surprised and provoked when
they could elicit nothing else. She looked
like a Medea whose very calms were deadly,
and portended tempest. Her family knew
her as an amiable pack horse, her friends as
the meekest and shyest of social lay figures,
conscientious to a fault, patient to a mir-
acle.

“You have no more character than a bowl
of vanilla junket!” said Sara, flercely, to her
one morning, as they talked over a party
they had attended the previous evening.

Most people spoke of Lucy as ‘‘Sara's sis-
ter,” despite her superiority in size, and the
fact that she bad preceded her twin into the

world by half an bour. The lesser ruled the |

larger, as Titania ruled Peascod and Cobweb,
Sara was the fairest of blondes, and petite.
Her hair would have been flaxen but for the
golden glints upon the waves; her eyes were
wide and pure bine; her lips cherry ripe; her
cheeks had the vidlet flush, at once soft and
clear, one revels over in the heart of a
Katherine Mermi: rose. From sunny poll to
twinkling toes, shy was alive and electric—
the sauciest, dainiest, daringest sprite that
ever turned a lorer’s head and shocked a
duenna.

‘While Lucy sew:d now upon a long white
geam, her exqulsitly molded hand drawing
the thread out in sow lengths with rhythmic
regularity, her sistr and sovereign, perched
upon the head of alounge close by, twittered
like a sun bleached innet.

“Milk and water s sauce tartara by com-
parison,” she contiried, nipping and rending
with her pink nais a water lily snatched
from a bowlful upa Lucy’s washstand.

Dan Hyde had sat them, an hour before,
and the present tiade sprang up from this
circumstance.

“Why, I just culdn’t keep it to myself |

another minute, lam would murder me if
he knew I had let <16 his secret, He charged
me not to breathe : to anybody—least of all
to you—you ungraaful, non-susceptible’ala-
baster slab!l He -alls v ‘still, pale
angel!’ Idon’t beieve an
glycerine. Lucy Inight! if you don’t blush,
or prick your fingr, or break your needle,
or do something wmormally like other peo-

ple, I shall fall upa you and tear you limb |

from limb! 1 veriy believe this flower has
more human feelin: than you. You take the
news that one of he fi fellows in town
loves you to distraction
said: ‘Lucy, do you know that water lilies
have yellow centers!'”

Lucy did not lift her eyes, or intermit the
setting of minute stitches of uniform length.

“I do not see that there is anything for me
to say,” she answered, in a deep monotone
that never more than inted at leashed feel-

veins run iced |

coolly as if I had |

think of it againf” she said, in her level tones,
as she picked up the white work and gave it
a littlo shake to get out the creases Sara’s
weight had left in it.

Sara stared at her in intensest scorn.

¢If I say another word I'll be sorry for it,”
she uttered in desperate composure, and flung
herself out of the room.

At 9 o'clock that evening the girls were in

restored, and Lucy was playing a diligently
correct accompaniment to Sara'’s singing
when Dan Hyde entered. Both sisters saw
him and his courteous gesture of entreaty
that they should finish the song. Sara smiled
with her eyes and nodded, warbling spirited-
ly all ths while, Grave Lucy’s fingers were
as obedient as in stitch setting. Time and
tune were accurate, Her playing was like
her voice in speaking—mechanical, yet hold-
ing vague intimations of an imprisoned soul

The brilliant little blonde had an inspira-
tion, and a bit of swift telegraphy went on
behind Lucy’s back. Neither of the respond-
ents thought of the mirror, in which the
dumb show was repeated.

‘Within fifteen minutes after the three sat
down together Dan had asked Sara for a
book he had lent her, and she had flown up-
stairs to get it before Lucy could offer to do
the errand.

The elder sister sat down again on the op-
posite side of the fire from the visitor, with
an inarticulate murmur of embarrassment
he mistook for dissatisfaction. Her face was
as fine and cool as a marble Minerva’s, She
leaned back in her chalr, her beautiful hands
overlapping one another at the wrists, and
relieved artistically by the maroon of her
velvet gown. She looked altogether com-
posed and a trifle weary. Heavy rain bad
come on with the night®and in the dead, brief
silence succeeding Bara’s flight they heard
the wash and thud of the wind driven flood
against wall and wigdow.

Dan Hyde might not be a confident lover,
but his was not the faint heart that never
wins. He led off tolerably well.

““How cozily delightful home and fireside
are on a night like this!” he began, in a
natural, colloquial strain,

“Very,” responded Lucy, dryly.

“It makes one long for a home of his own,”
was the wooer’s next advance,

Lucy'’s face paled and stiffenod. She gazed
steadily into the ruddy palpitations of the
grate, and could not have spoken to save her
soul.

At that exact instant an ignited lump of
| coal rattled from the top of the heap into the
| fender, and both stooped for the tongs. Dan
secured them, picked up the fragments, laid
| them in place, restored the tongs to the rack,
| crossed the rug, and took a chair beside
Lucy’s. Another clatter called his ey es to the
unlucky fire. The tongs had slipped their

| moorings and lay kicking widely on the

| hearth, As quickly as her sister could have |

| moved Lucy sprang forward, set them up,
| and crossing the rug in her turn, took a
straight backed reception chair, the whole
| width of the hearth distant from her suitor.
| Dan’s face glowed like the hottest coals, to
! which Lucy’s eyes went back with a show of
‘ tranquil interest, then it paled to the hue of
| cold ashes,

| “Iwould bea conceited fool it I did not

| say something to you which I see you are not

! willing to hear. I have too much respect for

| you to torment you with an unwelcome suit.

| Good night, Luey! God bless youl”

i He took up the impassive fingers that lay

| like ice in his. With such an effort as the
dying make to speak she forced three words

| through her throat:

i “Iamsorry!”

“I know you are sorry for my disappoint-
ment. You bave nothing to reproach your-
self with. You never lured me on to a pro-
posal. You are all noble, all maidenly:
Good-by again!”

hall clock to look for the borrowed volume,
| and then she presented heself below stairs,

ing drops of hail found their way down the
| chimney.

““Where is Dant” Sara stopped just within
the door to ejaculate.

“Ho went away soon after you left us,”
| said Lucy, indifferently, or dreamily.

“Lucy Knight! if you have sent him off, 1
will never forgive you! I prepared you for
what he had to say!”

If Lucy ever sneered, there was a sneer
now upon her proud mouth. She dragged

ing. “You are very knd, I am sure, to tell | h«_zrs_elt' to ber f"?t, which felt dead and queer.
me all the pleasant thags Mr. Hyde said to | Sitting so long in the straight backed chair
you of me, and he was rery kind to say them,” | had cramped her limbs. But she walked |

In wrath that woull not wait for words to
convey it, Sara flung the maltreated lily at
her. It hit Lucy’s cheek and fell upon her
*‘white work.” She picked it up, looked at |
it
paired, and apparently decidi
hopelessly injured, dropped it into the waste
paper basket, and wont on setting minute
stitches. Sara swung her toe against a chair |
and upset it. |

“I don’t see what e sees in such a con- |
struction of starch and plaster to care for,” |
ehe jerked out. ‘It did not seem s0 prepos- |
terous while he was telling me in the con- |
servatdry—and the band was playing soft
love music—how he had loved you for three
Yyears, and could ne get near enough to
you tointimate the truth. He looked so miser-
able, and tragic and nice that I couldn't help
saying what a perfectly lovely disposition
you have, and how helpful and unselfish you
are, and how devoted I am to you, and that
nothing would please me more than to have
him for a brother. Thers! Iamgladof it!”
in savage sincerity,

Lucy had run the point of the needle under
her nail. Her brows contracted and her
whitening lips were pressed closely together
as she dipped the wounded member in the
bowl of water and then stanched the blood
with her handkerchief.

““It does bleed, doesn't it?" remarked Sara,
ool and malicious, *‘That does surprise me
gomewhat.”

In the next second she collapsed into an
unexpected bunch of blue foulard and flaxen
fluff upon the “white work,” and, burying’
her tearful face in Lucy's fichu, begged her
%o ‘‘forgive her for all the despicably abom-
fnable things she had said.”

Lucy fondled her silently, as she might a
Burt kitten or frightened rabbit.

“I know you don’t mean all you say, dear,”

is awkwardness, not i i , that makes

me seem ungracious., I am not quick of

speech as you are. Or of wits, either, for

that matter. You must bear with what can’t
cured.”

“And you 'will be kind to Dan when he
asks you to marry him, won't you?” pleaded
the othar, with wet eyes and trembling
month. ‘‘He will at the first opportunity.
Me said ;0. And he is so doubtful of your
Keolings that a slight rebuff will drive him
@way from the subject. You see, Lu, you
hever had an offar and don't understand how
kneh ancouragement a modest man needs in
sueh dircwnstances, You must do your part,
o you'll lose bim to a dead certainty.”

A wave of color, so faint that Sara could
ot guess bow it scorched the dark, still face,
flickered over Lucy’s forehead.

“Bince he did not mean for you to speak of
it to mny one, wouldn’t it be honorable for us
%0 lo¢ the metter drop bers and try not to

| firmly across the room to shut the piano.
“Perhaps you prepared me a little too

well?” she said. ‘“‘We will not speak of it

again. Mr, Hyde has nothing to complain

sif to see whether or not it could be re-| ©f, nor have L. How it raius! I hope the
» that it was | Sashes are locked all over the house.”
A year later there was a wedding at which |

Dan Hyde was the bridegroom. Among the
first to follow the congratulatory relatives,

sisters, Sara leaned upon the arm of her
lately wedded husband, as arch and piquant
asever. Lucy was in the escort of a per-
functory usher, who was slightly afraid of
her.

“I congratulate you, Mr. Hyde,” she said,

rectly in the eyes. £he could not say less.
Bhe never wasted words.

A New England man whom his best friend
described as a ““volcano shut up in an ice-
berg,” once spoke to me of his ‘‘agony of in-
communicableness.”

Let those whose channels of speech are
d'oep and free, connecting, without obstruc-
tion, with the heart, thank God for a bless-
ing received and a sorrow withheld.

“That girl should have been christened
Hecla!” said Dan Hyde's quick sighted, warm
hearted wife to him after the bridal call paid
to them by the sisters.

Dan laughed lightly. Ha was a sensible,
p{'actical fellow and very much in love with
his second choice,

. “The voleano is the work of your imagina-
tion, my pet. Or, if you are in the right, life
is too short to be spent in thawing a thou-
sand feet of ice upon the chance of finding
fire at the bottom.”—-Marion Harlepd in
New York Ledger.

Dogs as Draught Animals,

Ihave met M. Nantet, the Belgian author,
who follows the usages of his country in util-
izing the dog as a draught animal.” He has
a little phewton, drawn by dogs, in which he
drives about when at home, and in which he
has come from Brussels to Paris, M. Nantet
thinks that Belgium, with her cheerless sky
and sodden soil, is able to hold her own and
be among the most prosperous nations of Ey-
rope because the dog is not only the friend
and comrade but the carrier of the poor man.,

The costermonger and his wife in Paris and
L01.1d0n are broken down prematurely from
fatigue, and the stabling and fodder for a
donkey is a heavy tax on their profits, but
their Belgian brethren can house their dogs
with themselves, The dogs, after being un-
harnessed, dine with their masters, and in
winter slesp before the kitchen fire, The
strength of a good draught dog is marvelous,
He does not spoil roads likea horse, and when
tired he asks to Me down—a favor always
granted—and on being rested goes on
cheerfully,—Paris Cor, London News.

the drawing room. Amity was completely"

understand why you did that, Miss Knight,” |
he said, huskily. “I came here to-night ta |

THE BORDER MEXICANS.

CHARACTERISTICS OF THE HAPPY
PEASANTS OF THE SOUTHWEST.

Realizing Rousseau’s Deflnition of Free-
dom—Simple Lives That Have a Great
Deal of Unvarnished Happiness in Them.
A Look at the Better Side of the Greaser.

Along a zone of our southwest border,
from the Gulf of California to Corpus Cbri§ti.
on the Texas coast, is found a type of being
that is almost an anomaly, even among our
own cosmopolitan classes. The border Mex'i-
can, or ‘“greaser,” has no nation, yet he is
distinctly local, He is the evolution of that
aried and sun kissed belt characterized by
flora and fauna asacrimonious and as shaggy
as himself and best exemplified by the cactus,
the coyote and the burro. You cannot ac-
cuse nature of making a mistake in his crea-
tion, for he is an adaptation that rises super-
ior to adversity, You will find him pictur-
esque and, when better known, not all bad.
This Mexican is far below the nation’s repre-
sentative, yet he is-not the degraded peon or
serf of the land. He is rather what the peon
has become in the two generations he has en-
joyed the freedom of our government, if not
wiser, at least less servile. He is generally
admitted to be the resultof a fusion for some
centuries of the Spaniard with that mild
type of semi-civilized Indian of the Cortez
conquests, but is nearer the Spaniard, whose
beautiful language, further softened into a
dialect, he still retains. This may be due to
laziness, but is more probably from the lquid
movement of Indian speech peguliar to some
of the southern tribes, as shown by the pres-
ent langt age of the Pimas and Maricopas of
southern Arizona.

WANT NOT THE UNATTAINABLE.

The Mexicans are the happlest of contented
creatures, and, though poverty is their uni-
versal heritage, they have no wants. Jean
Jacques Rousseau must have been among a
similar peasant class in Italy when he wrote
so truthfully that ‘‘He only is free who wants
nothing beyond what he can get and does
harmlessly as he pleases.® There are two
classes of Mexican peasants, the Labradoes
and the Rancheros. The former are the
milder, simpler people found sprinkled along
the small canyons and valleys on little plots
of bottom land adjacent and irrigated by
simple or community ditches called acequias,
which lead from the streams, winding along
the bank in a gradual way till the stream'’s
lower level will permit them finally to wan-
der over the bottom. They bridge no ar-
royas, build no dams, arches or culverts, and
use only nature's level, water, to give the
grade required for their canals, In engin-
i eering ability they are as far behind the Az-
tecs, who once inhabited this valley, as are
the present Egyptians behind their ancestors
under Menes,

A plot of a few acres supports an entire
family of a dozen, exclusive of dogs—as many
more. First a crop of melons and cebada
| (melons and barley); later a crop of frejoles
| and calabazas (Mexican beans and pumpkins).
{ A little pepper and onious and their commis
sary is complete. The Rancheros have more
or less cattle, ponies, sheep or goats, are less
local in their tastes and are more hardy, so
that it is among them that is sometimes found

; that outlaw element that bas made ‘‘Greaser”
|

It took Sara sixty-seven minutes by the |

empty handed. Lucy sat alone by the dying |
fire. The wind howled flendishly, and hiss- |

| through the thatched roof and ceiling. The

| coals serve also as a stove and free light for
when the ceremony was over, came the twin |

in her low, rich monotone. looking him di- |

the synonym for bandit and has stamped the
race as thieving and treacherous. This char-
acter is partly the result of a traditional sen-
timent—a spirit of adventurous resistance to
tyranny. On the Mexican side a man who
evades their outrageous taxes and customs is
a hero; one killed in an attempt to doso, a
martyr. The government only is the robber.

The men are fine horsemen, of the firm yet
easy border seat, always using that instrument
of torture, the bocada, or Spanish bit, in the |
control of their ponies. Many are expert in
tossing the riata and some handle a revolver
well. A Pueblo scene is very characteristic,
Adobe dwellings, thatched roofs, arbars be-
neath which are the stone jars left unglazed
for cooling water, and the stone hand mill for
grinding the corn for corn cakes, called ‘‘tor-
tillas,” The conservatism of this people would
compare with that of India. The agricultur- ’
al methods are those described in the Bible. ‘
Hay is cut with a hoe, sometimes a hand knife
or a sickle; a bough whose forks embrace the |
proper angle in their plow, and their oxen “
|
|
|
|
|

are yoked by lashing a pole to the base of ther
horns,
AT THE BALL.

A flesta is usually celebrated by a ‘‘baile,”
or dance. If it be fall and the night air be
cool you will find this hop inslde a ‘‘jacal.”
Everything has been removed from the house
but a row of “sillas” (chairs and boxes), |
placed around the sides of the room, which is
lighted by a few beds of glowing coals placed
at intervals on the freshly swept, hard packed
earth floor, by a few candles cemented to

| brackets or projecting adobe bricks by their

own wax, and by the star beams that sift

cigarettes. The music will be given from an
orchestra composed of a couple of guitars, a |
violin, an accordion and one or more harps. |
There are no hop cards, but the habitue can |
tell you in advance what the programme will |

{ be--walt alternating with the Mexican
redow tep, la galopa, a polka and
maybe a v n square dance or two.

o A

\;:’_(

There is no directoire or empire gowns, on
corsage bouquets, none of the traditional
Spanish dress save the mantilla. This is
folded diagonally; double edged front, placed
over the head, the longer end falling forward
is carried loosely over the bosom as high as
the throat and crosses the other fold on the
left shoulder, leaving only an oval of face
visible from brow to chin. The women re-
tain a Spanish fondness for black and also
the Indian love of bright colors. The men
are indifferent to dress exvept so far as to
having a broad, light felt sombrero, and a
scarf, or sash, of bright colored wool or silk
about their waist. To a Mexican girl danc-
ing is instinct. Their accentuation is so per-
fect, their movements so yielding and full of
muscular grace, that to waltz with one on an
earth floor, where the friction is something
frightful, is not impossible. Let those who
decry dancing as a vice of civilization, an un-
natural pleasure erected for a sensation,
come and learn of these poetic savages the
rhythm of motion. For they are poetic;
there is a perfume of romance in the songs
found in the poorest ‘‘jacal;” a sensuous soft-
ness that our language cannot render. Ire-
call once being at a ‘‘baile,” where in the in-
terval between the dances I asked one of the
young ladies to give us a Mexican song,
which she did to an accompaniment on the
guitar, It was exquisitely soft, though I
could only catch enough o{ the Spanish to
know that its theme was lova. When the
piece was finishod she wanted us to return
the courtesy by a song in English. We
hastened to avow with the usual frankness
in such cases, that we could wot sing, but the
girl evidently did not believe us, and would
sing no more for us in spite of entreaty,—
Philadelphia Times,

Johnuie’s Whistle.
Mrs. Brown (grabbing him)—I thought I
told you not to blow that dreadful whistle!
Little Johnnie—I know you did, ma. But
I was only just trying %o see whether it
would blow # I should waat it to,—New
York Sun,

“THEY WERE HORNETS.

A Tale Which Shows That to Know It
All Is Not Always to Be Wise.

‘We were waiting on the depot arm in
a new town in Alabama, and as the dozen of
us walked up and down some one espled a
wasps' nest hanging on a bush across the
track. He pointed it out as a wasps nest,
but a short, solid man, who had a head like a
cannon ball and a jaw denoting great firm-
ness of character, at once replied:

“I beg your pardon, sir, but you have
made the very common mistake of classing
the wasps with the bornets. That is a hor-
nets’ nest.”

“And I beg your pardon, sir,” protested
the other, who was a planter, “‘but hornets
don’t nest that way. They build mud houses
under the eavesof old buildings, and one
won't sting you unless you pick him up. My
niggers declare thaf no wasp can sting if
he wants to, while, on the contrary, a hor-
net"——

“1 beg to differ with you, sir,” interrupted
the solid man; “that is a wasps' nest. You
are right about the wasp being a peaceful in-
sect, and I think I will take that nest along
for a souvenir. They say they are a sure
cure for quinsy.”

“Do you know & hornet from a waspf”

“I should remark!”

“Well, when you get through v_vith that
nest I want you to tell me whether it was,oc-
cupied by hornets or wasps. Gentlemen, look
out for yourselves!”

He started for the woods and we followed,
and when we reached a safe distance and
looked back, the man with the iron jaw was
just cutting off the limb which held the nest.
He held it up and called to us tocome and see
it, but his call was followed by a yell which

e
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would have done credit to a Cq he war-
rior with a double Adam’s apple in his throat.
The big yell was followed by a series of hoots,
whoops, exclamations and ejaculations, and
these were accompanied by gymnastics of an
intricate character. He jumped, dodged,
twisted and cavorted, and finally started
down the track on a gallop. Seventy min-
utes later, and just as the train whistled, he
came out of the woods, dead lame, one eye
shut, his nose as big as his fist, and his head
bare.

“Hornets or wasps?’ queried the planter.

“Hornets, by thunder[” groaned the victim
as he hurried to get his valise,—New York
BSun.

Honesty.

A story is told of a young man who was re-
cently married to the daughter of a wealthy
merchant. The groom didn’t have a cent, but
he was honest. He was so honest that he
wouldn't even prevaricate in the marriage
ceremony. He was repeating-what the min-
ister read:

“With all my worldly goods I thee endow,”
read the minister.

“With all thy worldly goods I me endow,”
repeated the groom.

‘Wasn't that honest?—Chicago Tribune.

Where He Drew the Line.

Vs

Paterfamilins—No, John, I have no objec-
tion to having you for a son-in-law, but I
think a young man should not marry before
he is 21,

John—Yes, I am only 18, but remember,
sir, Miss Julia is 27, and I could never think
of marrying a woman of 80.—~ Munson’s
Weekly.

The Man Was Out.

“Jerusha,” said a resident of West Spruce
street to the obedient hired girl, *‘if anybody
asks for me this evening, just tell ’em I'm out
and you don’t know when I'll return.”

“Yes, sir,” said the girl, as she bowed her-
self out of the drawing room,

Five minutes later tho door bell rang. *‘Is
Mr. So-and-So in?” asked the caller,

“No, he's out,” replied the knowing domes-
tic.

“Sorry. When will he be in?”

“Cgn’'t tell; probably he won’t return to-
night.”

“Sorry. I'm going to leave the city to-
morrow for a couple of months and I had a
bill I wanted to pay him before I went
away.”

“‘But he’s out.”

*No, I'm not,” exclaimed the head of the
bouse, as he bounded out into the vestibule.

‘“Yes, you are,” said the man who wanted
to pay the bill. ‘‘You’ve gone away to stay
over night, or probably you’ll be away two
or three days. Maybe you've gone to Minne-
sota to look after some property, or perbaps
you have started for Florida to spend the
rest of the winter. No, my friend, you are
not in, so I can’s pay you the money. I'll
wait till you come home, Good night.”

Then the man walked down the steps, in-
forming himself that if there was anything
he detested it wasa liar.—Philadelphia North
American.

Accounted For.

Patient—Doctor, I am troubled with deaf-
ness. How do you account for it#

Doctor—Which ear?

Patient—Right.

Doctor—Do you shave at a barber’st

Patient—Yes,

Doctor—That settles itl—Boston Herald,

Where Men Are Scarce.
Mother—Well, Gertrude, how do you like
assar?

Gertrude — It reminds me of a certain
island off Martha's Vineyard,

Mother—What island is that?
al(Ei.enmde—l‘lo Man’s Land.—Boston Her-

Tact in Conversation.
Novice (his first ball)—What shall I talk to
my partner about?
Veteran—Her beauty.
Novice—But suppose she has nonel
Veteran—Then about the ugliness of the
other girls.—Boston Budget.

Usually the Case.
Miss Edith—There is that Mr. Bimsonby,
I don’t know just what to make of him,
Edfth’s Father—Oh, you'll make a husband
of him, I reckon.—Detroit Free Preas,

Looking for News. '

F¥—Find anything in the papert 1

G—No; I was just glancing over it to see

if anybody I knew had been born.—From
the German, in Texas Siftings.

Proof of the Blade,
Customer—Don’t you eall that a dull razor?
Barber—It agn’t be berry dull, sah. I cus

frew a man’s coat, vest and ghirt with it last
night.—~Boston Herald.
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" This brand is manufactured of the

FINEST HAVANA FILLER

Ko cigar in the market to equal it foe
5 CEINTS.

Manufactured by

Atkins & Manness

Opposite City Hall, Richmond 8% .

A certain and speedy cure for
Cold in the Head and Catarrh
in all its stages.

SOOTHING, CLEANSING,
HEALING.

@ Instant Rellef, Permanent Cure,

C‘AT RRH Failure Impossibles

Many so-called diseases are simply symptoms of
Camrrg. such as headache, partial deafness, losing
sense of smell, foul breath, hawking and spitting,
nausea, neral feeling of debility, e If you are
troubled with any of these or kindred symptoms, you
have Catarrh, and should lose no time in_procuring
a bottle of NasaL Barm, Be warned in time,
neglected cold in head results in Catarrh, followed
by consumptionand death, NAsar Baru is sold by
aﬁ druggists, or will be sent, post paid, o receipt of
price (50 cents and 21.00) by addressing
FULFORD & CO., BROCKVILLE, ONT,

== Beware of imitations similar in name,

F===y JOHN FOX

2AY,

Platform,

Counter,

StandardScales

and especially farm produce and stock seales,
which for aceuracy and durability cannot be
equaled in Canada. Beware of false prophets,
andsend foracircularto TJOXELIN FO X
London Scale Works, London, Ont.

SEVERAL YEARS AGO

1 took a 8evere Cold and al-
lowed it tolsettle on my lungs,
My physician recommended

HYDROLEINE

BT

“HYDRATED OIL”

It made ies WELL MAN, and its continned
use put TWELTY POUNDS of good solid
lesh on me iz»iae of 6 months.

is Unequalled as a Flesh Producer.

PALATABLE, TONIC, DIGESTIVE
AND NUTRITIVE.

Con~nmpliun, Bronchitis,
1

Cures olds, a

ne
hronic Coughs, Wasting Diseases.

Send 2¢ stamp for Dr. G. Overend Drowry’s
valuable treatise, entitled ¢ Consumption
wnd Wasting Diseases,” to

HAZEN MORSE,

International Bridge, Ont.

FREE CANDIES.

Free candies given away to children for
every ten cents’ worth of goods bought of the

London Medical Dispensing Company,

TALBOT STREET, opposite Market .

J. H. BACHELER, M.D.,

CANCER SPECIALIST,
POSITIVELY CURES CANCER

CureGuaranteed. No Pay until Cancer is Out
Office—First Floor over 26 Monroe street,
GRAND RAPIDS .. - MICHIGAN.
. Call and get, or send for, circulars contain-
ing the address of more than 100 persons he has
cured. Oftice Hourg—~10 to 12 m,, 2to ipm,

Sundays, 12 to 1 p.m. d&w

70 WEAK MEN

Buffering from the effects of youthful errors, early
decay, wasting weakness, lost manhood, ete., I will
send a valuable treatise (sealed) containing full
particulars for home cure, FRER of charge. A
splendid medical work ; should be read by every
man who is nervous and debilitated. Addreesy

Prof. F. - FOWLER, Moodus, Conn.

The Canadian Office and School
Furniture Company (Limited),
24 Frant street, Toronto, Ont., Canada (spe

cessors to Wm, Stahlschmidt & Co. sn
Geo. F, Bostwick), manufacturers of

Office, School, Church end
Lodge Furnitures

No. 51 Office Desk.
The Office 1esks and Furniture manufactured
by this company have obtained a world-wide

celebrity and have a large sale in the old world

s %%-‘%nﬁﬁyﬁ' pu’}cﬁ’&(’f %‘Q%Rsm
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¥
~—= BALTIMORE,Mb

FOR MEN ONLY!

A PoslT!vE For LOST or FAILING nmmn{
General and NERVOUS DEB%IT \
CUB E Weakness of Bodyand Mind: Effects
b of Errors or Bxcesses in Old or Ynuun‘
Rohnst, Noble MANHOOD faily Restored, How to It
Birengthen WEAK, UNDEVELOPED OROANS & PARTS
I+ unfailing HONE TREATMENT—Benefits In & day
Hen tetify from 47 Biates, Territorios, wnd Forglgn Gquntrign
Yon ean write them.  Book, fu:lexslunmhm. and B ofs malle

(sealed) free. Address ERIE MEDICAL €O, ALD M. U

When T say CURE I do not raean merely to
stop them for 4 time, and then have thew retuwrn
again. I MEAN A RADICAL CURE.

I have made the disease of

FITS, EPILEPSY or
FALLING SICKNESS

A life long study. I WARRANT my remedy to
CuREthe worst cases. Becauge others have failed
is no reason for not now receiving a cure, Hen

at once for a treatise and 8 FREE BOTTLE of my
INFALLIBLE ReMEDY. Give Express and Poss
Office. It costs you nothing for a n-‘l):%. and jt

will cure 87!1. Address: H. G. , M.C.,
Branch Office, 164 West Adelaide Street,
Toronto.

On real estate and notes: also on household
furniture, pianos, horses and all
kinds of chatt by

J. & J. R. MILINHE,

88 Dundas street, London, land, house and in
gurance agents, ywt

Guarapteed clear F

BRENER BROS,

NOoWw= TO

ASK FOR OUR SPECIAL BEANDS

___,;*’% BRENER BROS.' HAVANA

LONDON, ONT

AT AKD LA CO 5c CIGAR. .
Smoke Secret & English You Know

ND 16 CENT OIGARS.
e Javana and hand-made. Names and trade mark
registered. None genuine uniess bearing name,

1
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