‘Local Notes

1t is reported that a large number of
calves known as *hob” are being ship-
.ped from some Ontario points to Mout-
real, where they are being manufactur-
ed into pressed chicken, socalled. The
calves need not be older than twenty- e
four days .

At a recent dinner given bya pro-
minent club a man who is unurua'ly
ng for the prominence he has won

in his chosen field, rose to respond for
the first time in a certain city to »
toast. His beardless face was Hushed
,ang his manner embarrased. In hesi-
tating toues he began: “Gentlemen :
«Before T entered this room I hud un
excellent speech prepared. Only God
and myseif knew what I was going to
say. Now Gud alone knows.” And

he sat down.
You Must Turn Out.

1t is & common error with the puh-
lic; to think that a rig caught up to on
the highway do-s not have to curn out
unless called on to do so by the party
behind him. The law requives the
party in front to turn out of his own
accord. This is what the act says :— |
“In case a perscn travelling or being |
upon a highway in charge of a vehicle
as aforesaid, or on horseback, is over-
taken by any vehicle or horseman tra-
velling at a greater speed, the person
8o overtaken shall quietly turn out to '
the right and allow the said vehicle or
horsemian to pass.”

¥ Catntown Honor Ren.

Fo“o%ing is the honor roll for the
first quarter for S.S. No. 10, Front,
Yonge and Escott :

Fitth Class.—G. - Ladd, M. Hunt,
L. Hughes, R. Williams, L. Williams.

Fourth Class.—E. Leeder, M. Ladd,
E. Armstrong, H. Leeder, M. Hunt,
0. Leeder. \

Third Class —S. Leeder, H. Leeder,
A. Ladd, L. Hung, L. Hughes, T.

Second Class.—P. Edgley.

Sr. Pt. Second.--E. Hughes.

Jr. Pt. Second.—G. Heffernan.

First Class.—I. Leeder.

Average attendange, 17.

Lou M. Stevens. Teacher.
Prohibition.

Rev. Dr. McKay, in a recent ad-
dress delivered at Woodstock on the
subject of prohibitivn said : “Fifty
years ago the attitude of the
towards the traffic was one of apathy,
indifference, tolerance ; now, in the
words of our late Finance Minister,
‘three-quarters of the people of Cana-
da have set their faces against the
drink habit.” Ten vears ago the an-
nual consumption of spirituous liquors
averaged nearly two gallons and a half
for each man, woman and child in
America. To-day the average is less
than one pallon. 1t ought, however,
to be mentioned that during this time
the consumption of beer has greatly
increased.” " i

Beats the Kissing Bug.

Dr. L. O. Howard, of Washington,
D. C., in an address before the Sigma
©Ohi Society at Yale college, gave warn-
ing of the approach of an insect which
will outrival the “kissing bug,” says
a New Haven despatch. The bug i
known i some parts of the West as
the “Blood sucking Cone Nose.” The
insect inhabits parts of New Mexico,
and Dr. Howard states that it is mov-
ing northward. It is described as be
ing bright and speckled, quite large,
and capable of giviog a most ferocious
bite. The sting of the insect is poison-
ous like that of the so-called *kissing
Mg.l’

Dr. Howard stated that quite re-
cently he had beard of several of them
being found in a package sent home
from a Chinese laundry. Dr. Howard
was formeily -editor of Insect Life,
and is at present chief of the division
of entomology in the United States
Department of Apiculture.

SEED POTATOES.

The undersigned offers the Early
Portuune potato for seed. It is one of
the strongest growers among the early
wvarieties, both as to early ripening
qualities and enormous prod 1ctiveness.

strong, vigorous growth, it is
han@ome in form and its color re-
sembles the Early Rose. I find they
yield, under the same cultivation, three
times as many as the Early Rose from
the same amount of seed planted. Al-
though Early Fortune was planted
three weeks later than the Early Rose,
they watured at the same time.

N. B.—Anyone wanting these geed
potatoes, can have same at greatly re
duced prices from what is generally
asked by the leading seedsmen.

4i. Wwu Morr, Church st., Athens.

—_——

* PATRIOTIC CONCERT.

A committee appointed bv the lodge
of Workmen of Athens request us to
atfhounce a public meeting to be held
in Lamb’s Hall on Mondsy evening,
Oth inst., to arrange for a patriotic
concert in aid of the Canadian soldiers
now deing duty in South Africa, The
invitation to take part is extended to
all societies in town, the reeve and
councillors of the village and township,
trustees of the high and public schools,
and others favorable to doing & share
towards providing for the soldiers,
their wives and children. The meet-
ing will commence at 8 o'clock sharp.

Let there be'a good turn out from
township and villages: . = -
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Of invention!"’ and praised.
But sweeter and sadder he grew
And replied, ““If you knew!"
—Henry Bannister Merwin in Atlantio.
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HIS THIRTIETH BIRTHORY

By Lloyd Osborne.
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His thirtieth birthday! His first
youth was behind him, with all its
heartburnings, its failures, its mani-
fold humiliations. What had he done
these years past but drift, forlorn, pen-
niless and unattached, over those shal-
lows where others had stuck and pros-
pered?

In the colonies he had toiled unre-
mittingly in half a hundred characters,
groom, cook, boundary rider, steamer
roustabout, always sinking, always
failing. Had life nothing more for
him than an endless succession of not
empty days on the farthest beach of
Upolu, with scarcely more to eat than
the commonest Kanaka and no other
outlet for his energies than the barter-
ing of salt beef for coprah and an oc-
casional night’s fishing on the reef?

The noise of an incoming boat drew !
him to the door, and he looked out te
see the pastor’s old whaler heading
through the pass. A half grown girl
leaped into the water and hastened up |
to the store with something fastened
in 2 banana leaf. It was a lettenr, |
which she shyly handed to the trader. |

Walter Kinross looked at it with sur |
prise, for it was the first he had re- |
celved for four years, and the sight of |
its English stamp and familiar hand- |
writing filled him with something like |
awe: . |

My Dear Nephew—I know you're pretty old te
come back and start life afresh here, but if you
haver’t had the unmitigated folly te get married |
out there gnd tied by the leg forever I'll help
you te make a mew start, if you have the grit to
de it. You shan’t starve if $1,500 a year will
keep you, and if you will try and turn over a !
new leaf and make a man of yourself in good ear-
nest I am prepared to mark you down substan:
tislly in my will.

But, mind, me promises; payment strictly by
wvesults. Yeu're ne longer a boy, and this is prob-
ably the last chamce you'll ever get of entering
civilized life again and meeting respectable folk.
1 inclose you a draft at sight on Bydney for $1,250,
for you will doubtless need clothes, etc., as well
a8 your passage money, and if you decide mot to
veturn you cam accept it as a present from your

old unele. Affectionately yours,
AuraEs BAWNOCK.

The house could not contain him and
his eager thoughts; he must needs feel
the sky overhead and the trades
against his cheek, and take all nature
into his puny confidence. Besides,
Vaiala had now a new charm for him,
eone he had never counted on to find.

Hard and lonely though his life had
been, this Samoan bay was endeared to
him by a thousand pleasant memories
and even by the recollection of his past
unhappiness. Here he had found peace
and love, freedom from taskmasters,
scenes more beautiful than any picture,
and, not least, a sufficiency to eat.

A little money, and his life might
have beem tolerable, even happy;
enough money for a good sized boat, a
eow or two, and those six acres of the
Pascoe estate he bad so often longed to |
buy. How eften bad he talked of it
with Leata, who had been no less eager |
than himself to harness their quarter i
acre to the six and make them all his
little paradise. Poor<Leata, whom he |
had taken so lightly from her father’s |
house and paid for in gunpowder and
kegs of beef; his smiling, soft eyed
Leata, who would have died for him!
What was to become of her in this new |
arrangement of things.

By this time he had werked quite
reund the bay, and almost without
knowing it he found himself in front of
Paul Englebert’s store. Englebert was
the other trader in Valala, a peppery,
middle aged Prussian, who had been a
geod friend of his before those seven
breadfruit trees had eome between '
them.

He recalled Englebert’s rough, jovial
kindness, remembered how Paul had
cared for him through the fever, and
helped bim afterward with money and
trade. How could he have been so petty

‘| as to make s quarrel of these bread-

fruit trees? Poor old Paul! It was a
shame they hadn’t spoken these two
years.

On the veranda, barefoot and im
striped pyjamas, was Englebert, pre-
tending not to see him. To Kinross, as
he walked up the path and mounted
the veranda stairs, the man looked old
and sick, and not a little changed.

“How do you do, Englebert?”’ he said.

The German looked at him with
smoldering eyes. “Gant you see I'm
busy ?”’ he sald.

“You might offer a man a chair,”
sald Kinross, seating himself on the
tool chest.

“Dere is no jare for dem dat isn’t wel-
come,” said the German.

“I used to be welcome here,” sald
Kinress. “There was a time when you

clous because It is so
‘Transoript.

?mspn&lmudhhﬁuﬂn‘
' Paul Englebert :

! Kinross,

| “that I've acted like a fool about those

| trees.” -

! “Dat wass what 1 was dinking, too,

. dese two-dree years,” responded

. other. %

{ *“Take them; they are yours,” said

! Kinross. “You can build your fence

! there tomorrow.”

| “So!” said Englebert with dawning
intelligence. “De Yerman gensul has at

~last to my gomplaint listened.”

| “Hang the German consul! No!” cried

: Kinross. “I do it myself because I was

| wrong; because you were good to me

| that time I was sick and lent me the

| $100 and the trade.” .

! “And you want noding?’ asked EHn-

. glebert, still incredulous.

i “I want to shake your hand and be

. friends again, old man,” said Kinross,

| “same as we used to be when we play-

' ed dominos every night, and you'd tell

' me about the Austrian war, and how

the prince divided the cigars with you
when you were wounded.”

The German looked away. “Ob, Kin-
ross,” he said, with a queer shining
look in his eyes, “you.make me much
ashamed.” He turned suddenly round
and wrung the Englishman’s hand In
an iron grasp. “I too, wass fool. Ho,
Malia, de beer!” :

His strapping native wife appeared
with bottles and mugs. At the sight of
their guest she could scarcely conceal
her surprise.

“Prosit,” said Engilebert, touching
glasses. ‘‘You know dem six agers of de
Pasgoe estate,” he said, looking very
hard at his companion; “very nice little
place, very sheep, yoost behind your
store?”

Kinross nodded, but his face fell, in
spite of himself.

“I from the American gonsul bought

{ him,”” went on the German, “very
' sheep—$200 Chile money.”

Kinross looked black.

“Dey are yours. Pay me back when
you have de money. I buy dem only
to spite you. My friend, take dem.”

“Paul, Paul,” cried Kinross, “I don’t
know what to say—how to thank you!
Only this morning I got money from
home, and the first thing I meant to de

| was to buy them.”

“All de better,” said Englebert, “and,
my boy, you blant goffee. It's de gof-
fee dat bays, and I will get you blenty
leetle drees from my friend, de gap-
tain in Utumbau blantation. Yoost
one glass beer. Ho, Malia, de beer!”

Kinross tore himself away with dif-
ficulty and started homeward, his
heart swelling with kindness fer the
old Prussian. He exulted in the six
acres he had so nearly lost, and they
now seemed to him more precious than
ever.

Then he remembered he was leaving
Vaiala, and'again he heard the hum of.
London in his ears.

He found Leata sitting on the floor
spellibg out “The Good News From
New Guinea,” in the missionary mags-'
zine. Ha sat down beside her and
pressed her curly hair against his lips
and kis

“Qf all things in the world what
wouldst thou like most, Leata?’ he
asked. i

“To have thee always near me, Kini-
rosl,”, she answered. - ‘“‘Before 1 had ne
understanding and was like the black
people in the missionary book, but now
my heart is pained, se full it is with
love.”

“But if I gave thee a little bag of
gold,” he said, “and took thee to Apia,
my pigeon, what wouldst thou buy

“First I would give $10 to the nev
church,” she began. “Then for my fa-
ther I would buy an umbrella and a
shiny bag in which he could carry his
cartridges and tobacco when he goes
to war; for my mother, also an um-
brella and a picture book like that of
the missionary’s, with photographs of
Queen Victoria and captains of ‘men-of-
war; for my sister, a Bible and a
hymnbook, and for my brother a little
pigeon gun.”

“Tomorrow we shall go to Apia and
buy them,” said Kinross. ““This morn-
ing the pastor brought me a lctter from
Britain with a present of many dol:
lm‘"

“Oh, Kinirosi,” she cried, “it was
breaking my heart! I feared the letter
would make you go back to the white
man’s country.”

His resolution was taken, be it for
good or evil. “I shall mever go back.”
he said.—Ainslee’s Magazine.

Clever Engineering Feat.

A railway recently built in southern
Bavaria practically carries a creek
across the railway, instead of the rail-
way crossing the creek. The stream is
a small tributary of the Isar river,
that in stormy times is swelled to enor-
mous proportions. Every bridge that
has been built over it has been carried
away. Finally a young engineer offered
to solve the difficulty.

A tunnel of strong masonry was first
eonstructed across the valley and re-
enforced on the outside, turned toward
the torrent with all the rocks avalla-
ble that bhad collected there. Cross
walls leading from the solid rock and
across the tunnel® were built and
strongly braced. This was done to
protect the railway. The rest was left
for nature to do. At the first strong
rain everything happened as the young
engineer had predicted. Bowlders and |
rocks coming down with the water;
filled up the big hole left between the '
tunnel and the rocks, until the over- |
flow carried everything across the tun-
nel. The bed of the torrent was raised |
by itself, and now there is not the
slightest danger of interruption in this
part of the railroad even after the
most severe rainstorm.

. Whence Its Value.
Hicks—You know that “silence s
golden.” ;

had been dilating on the beauties of New
Orleans. He bad told of the air heavy
with perfame in winter. He had describ-

‘| ed the foreign quarters where the archi-

French market and of the acres of sugar
barrels on the levees.

“And the poor people of the city have
two days of judgment,” he said finally.
“To all the world there comes one day of
reckoning, but New Orleans is perhaps
the only American city that hales its citi-
zens to an earthly reckoning after death,

“Owing to the fact that the city lies so
low that a hole six feet deep will fill with
water in a short time, there are no graves
in any of the cemeteries. All the dead lie
in tombs. The tombs of the wealthy
make the cemeteries places of beauty.
They are like miniature cities deserted.
Fhe tenements of the dead poor serv® as
walls for the back lines of the cemeteries.
These walls resemble a series of bake
ovens in that they are fuli of huge pigeon-
holes, each hole large enough to admit a
coffin.

“A poor man is entitled to lie in one of
these pigeonholes free for a certain term
of years. A small payment will secure
rest there for all time. A smaller sum
will secure a pigeonhole for a limited
number of years. Hvery few years there
is a day of reckoning, or a day of judg-
ment, as it is called there. A huge hole
is dug in a corner of the cemetery, and
the dead who are in arrears of rent are
pulled out ¢f the pigeonholes and cast
into the common grave which has shel-
tered thousands in its time. Only those
bodies that are beyond decay are cast in-
to the big grave, which is used over and
over, being reopened whenever occasion
demands.

“Over the slabs that seal the recesses
are blocks of wood, and on these are
tacked tags telling who is inside. Few
have epitaphs. Usually merely the name
appears.

“The masses down there do not read,
and the newspaper plays little part in
their lives. Therefore when one dies as a
rule there is no announcement in a news-
paper, but an invitation to the funeral is
written in English or French on black
bordered cards, and these are tacked to
the telegraph poles in the neighborhood
of the bereaved family.”—New York
Mail and Express.

THINGS WE DO NOT NOTICE.

How Many Steps to Your House or
Buttons on Your Waistcoat.

‘Was it not Sherlock Holmes who con-
victed Dr. Watson of obtuseness because
he had climbed hundreds of times up a
particular flight of stairs without motic-
ing that there were 19 of them?

It was an unfair test, because nobody
ever dreams of counting any. steps except
those of the monument, and nobody ever
goes up the monument except inquiring
strangers and enthusiastic provincials.
But it exemplifies as well as anything
the lack of observation to be found in all
men exceot the detectives of fiction.
I'-There is a certain intimate circle of
things which is, so to speak, inside the

_range of scrutiny. The stair question

would have baffled: Solomon himself.
There is not one man in a thousand who
knows how many steps connect the
:round floor of his house with the first

oor. i

Take, for instance, & watch. This is a
fairly familiar object, and if you- were
asked whether the numbers on the face
of it corresponded to the Roman numer-

-als you would no doubt say “Yes.”

Yet if you will take out your watch
and look at the symbol for four you will
observe that it'is not the customary IV,
a difference which it probably never oc-
curred to you to notice before.

Or, again, can you say how many but-
tons you. have on your waistcoat? This,
.j:ﬁfg‘m advertisements say, is no catch.

ere is no aroma of the herring and a
balf about it. It means what it says.

The average tailor is t d

mmuum.

Bad Lumeck With
- the Custodians of His Books,

Francisque Sarcey had a splendid libra-
ry, of which he was very proud, and
there are many stories told in Paris abows
tne singular fates, comic and tragic, that
eyertook the librariaxe who successively
iooked atter the late eritic’s books.

The first was a released convict, who
pleaded that to be much among good
books would reform him. Sarcey, pugna-

- clous in print, was the kindliest of men in
practice.* He yielded to the plea. Un-
fortunately his protege carried the ethical
cure too far, for one day he decamped,
taking with him the best of M. Sarcey’s
good books.

The second was a distinctly minor dram-

atist, Debrit by name and debris by na-
‘ture. He had worn himself into an in-
curable melancholy by persistent addie-
tion to the humorist vaudeville habit.
Barcey saw that abstinence from further
composition could only be secured if the
man had some light occupation with a
living wage. He established him in the
vacancy left by the convict. A few days
later as the critic, returning from the the-
ater, drew his carriage up before his door
he heard a smash of shivered glass above
him, followed a minute later by what he
no longer dared to call a dull thud on the
pavement below. The woebegone libra-

rian, wearied of life, had thrown himself’

out of the window. With his last breath
he cursed Sarcey as Mis murderer.

Third in order was one Bernard, a
gladsome youth, whose blithe tempera-
ment promised relief from-the gloom cast
by his pred In the height of his
glee he pulled out all the books, so as te
rearrange them in more logical order on
the shelves. He stacked them in craggy
pyramids all over the floor. But it hap-
pened to be the special day of the week
whereon Sarcey was wont to have a few
of his theatrical friends, male and fe-
male, to lunch #ith him. After lunch a
dance followed as a matter of course.
Nothing could dismay the librarian. He
whisked the pyramids to four walls and
joined in the dance. Next day he asked
permission to go home and see his moth-
er. He never returned. The pyramids
had to be sorted out by. Sarcey’s man-
servant and put pellmell on the shelves
again.

The last librarian was Mlle. ‘Blouska,
an elderly Polish maiden, who proved an
invaluable assistant until she .perished
miserably in the fire at the charity ball
in Paris.—Philadelphia Times.

ONE “FAKE” TOO MANY.

A Remancing Reporter Who Was
Finally Found Out.

“The most incorrigible fakir that ever
spilled ink on a daily paper is at present
a director in a big trust in the northeast,”
said an old reporter last evening. “The
way he got out of the newspaper business
was rather peculiar, and as the story is
now pretty generally forgotten it may be
worth telling.

“He had persuaded one of the big
northern dailies to send him en a trip to
Hawaii to write up the sugar industry,
but after he arrived ‘at Frisco he con-
clyded it would be foolish to make a long

an voyage when there were so many
good cidopedln at hand and proceeded
to grind out his letters from & room in the
Palace hotel. The correspondence at-
tracted a good deal of attgntion; and his
descriptions of island life jwere generally
regarded as the most truthful graph-

ic that had ever been pennpd. Just how |.

he arranged about getting his demilttances
I don’t remember, but b xed it some-
how and kept the thing going for several
months, 2

“Then he was suppobed 8o return and
at last really took the train for the east.
Ea route he got broke in a Pullman car
poker game. It was then he executed his
great coup. He got off at a little town in
Arizona and telegraphed his office: ‘Just
held up by train robbers. Got all I had.
Wire me $250.' The office answered:
‘Money sent. Rush im full account of
hold up.’ Im response he promptly wired
a lurid story of a train robbery on the
Great American désert, which his paper
printed under glaring headlines next

sew on the average waistcoat a certain
number of buttons. The precise number
he knows, but how many of his custom-
ers? Lay your hand on your heart, well
to the left, O masculine reader, and say,
keeping your eyes in front, whether five
or six or seven is the number of buttons
that front you every day.

1f your staircase consisted of only three
steps, no Sherlock Holmes could corner
you, and a three button waistcoat would
be easily remembered. It is only when
the number rises into the regions of the
fives and sixes—where the savage afore-
said gives up arithmetic and takes refuge
in the word “many’”—that exact recollec-
tion b difficult.—London Globx

ing, and when a few western corre-
spondents denied it later on they weren't
believed. The superintendent of the road,
however, was very sore and took the
trouble to send a bunch of affidavits to
the merry romancer’s editor.

“When the young man was confronted
with the proofs, he said calmly that a
chap on the Pullman had held a sequence
flush against his four aces, and if that
didn’t constitute train robbery he would
like to know what did. The argument
was ingenious, but it didn’t save him. He
was ignominiously fired, and now, as I
said before, he is a bloated trust mag-
nate rolling in riches. I always thought
he would come to some bad end.”—New

Baby’s Original Feat.

One of the clerks in the Pennsylvania
railroad office who is something of a wit
came down yesterday morning with a
tale about his baby—his firstborn. There
was nothing unusual in this particular
clerk relating the experiences of his baby,
for, like all young fathers, he is addicted
to the practice, but this tale was out of
the ordinary.

With many digressi and idera-
ble embellishment the proud parent re-
lated how his offspring had thrown the
household into consternation by swallow-
ing a sponge and how various remedies
had been’ applied to relieve the child.
Finally ‘one of the other clerks grew
weary of the recital and broke in with:

“Oh, cut it short! The kid didn’t kick
the bucket, did it?”

“Not exactly,” replied the young par-
ent, “but he threw up the sponge.”—
Philadelphia Record.

Gone to Hongkong.

Some time ago a large teashop was
opened in a town near London. To at-
tract customers it was announced that
each purchaser of a pound of tea would
receive a check for a shilling to buy
goods on a certain date.

The proprietor did a floarishing trade

presented. Crowds of customers came
and were drearily disappointed to see the
shutters down and on them a big poeter,
which read:

“Our compliments to our etustomers,
and we beg to state that we have gbne to
Hongkong for more tea.”—London Stand-
a

Scented tea is very largely drunk in
China. This is made by mixing orange
blossoms with the tea and letting it re-

! main tightly shut up for 24 hours.

are prome to look rosy when we '

Things
Wicks—That means it 18 very pre- run into debt, but not long afterward ev-
erything is Bostea Tran-

igpenigd®

dua colored.—
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Orl Times-Democrat.

A Democratie Marquis,

The late Marquis of Winchester, who
was killed in the South African war, was
very popular with his soldiers. There
was one duty, however, in connection
with the Household brigade which he
positively detested, and many stories are
told of the marquis’ stubborn protests
against going on bank guard. The, staff
quarters assigned the officers in Thread-
needle street were close and stuffy, and
the marquis invariably left them with a
violent headache. Once when going off
duty he said to the sergeant: “This job
always makes me wish such a commodity
as filthy lucre had never been invented.
Then there wov!d be no bank guard.”

“But, my dear lord,” came the reply,
*you wouldn’t nave had an income of so
many thousand a year. That might not
have been very pleasant either.”

“Oh, sergeant,” rejoined the marquis,
with a smile, “it is not the first time in
my life that 1 have wished I had been
born plain John Smith, without a six-
re'l'm in my pocket unless 1 had earned
t.

The Age of the Earth.
Bo far as | have been able to form an
opinion 100,000,000 years would suffice

! for that portion of the history which Is
tili the day came for the checks to be '

registered in the stratified rocks of the
crust. But if the paleontologists find
such a period too narrow for their re-
quirements | can see no reason on the
geological side why they should not be at
liberty to enlarge it as far as they may
find to be needful for the evolution of or-

AV She can’t study, easily
falls asleep, is nervous
and tired all the time.
And what can you ex-
pect? Her brain is being
fed with impure blood
and her whole system is
suffering from poisoning.

Such girls are wonder-
fully helped and greatly
changed, by taking

arsabaril

Hundreds of thousands
of schoolgirls have taken
it during the past 50 years.
Many of these girls now
have homes of their own.
They remember what
cured them, and now
they give the same medi-
cineto theirown children.
You can afford to trust a
Sarsaparilla that has been

tested for half a century.
$1.00 a bottle. All druggisis.

If your bowels are consti-
pated take Ayer’s Pills. You
can’t have good health unless

ou have daily action of the
owels. 25 cts. a bex.

B R L
Tian12, 100, o Bath i

4 xon have any com|

and desire the best medical advice you

;,un 'hly "ﬂl‘"' rrlu the doctor
. ¥ou will receive & prompt re-

ply, v'mhnnl cost. A 3 -
DR. J. C. AYER, Lowell, Mass.
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She was good at recitation, and she’d picked o
piece on ““Peace;’
*Twas to benefit the war fund, so, of course, ¢
wasn't fair
¥hat while she spoke thé piece she’d picked the
simple gown she wore
Should be 80 picked to pieces by the other wom-

en there.
—Philadelphia Prem.

They Would Wateh Her.

“When 1 was spending my vacation at
the Meadow Vine inn,” said the girl who
calls “cash” in the winter and spends
cash' in the summer, “I would recline on
the mossy bank and watch the eddies.”
“How about the Percys, the Fweddys
and the Gussies?” grinned the ribbon
elerk.—Chicago News.

The Billville Way.

h.lolh'“t:cn bere in Billville air workin with

a
When the vote is on the market an the moom-
M‘,.n‘“mnm_“ »

march to campaign musle, they Jet

how to drill, i
When the vote is on the market an the moom~

shine’s on the “still.”

—aAtlanta Constitution.

X A Fair Division.

“The legislative and executive func-
tions of government shounld be kept sep-
arate.”

“That’s just what I've always sald,
Jonas; you lay down the laws in this
house, and you ought tu let me spend the
money.”—Indianapolis Journal.

Poeor Girl.
An elderly maiden named Ana,
After many years married & man.
His last name was Teek,
And great was her pique,
For as Ann Teek her troubles began!
* —Philadelphia

Glad of It.
“There’s many a noble song unsung.”
D.“"l::nk heaven!” — Cleveland Plaia

Heot, Mon!
What hosts of frien’s admirin wad we hae,
Gin by some cantrip warlock’s eldritch spells,
Thilk folk we meet wherever we might stray.
(vuld ouly see us as we see corsel’s!
~Chicago Recerd.

MARRIED.
RussELL—LAROSE— At Athens, on
the 28th March, 1900, by Re.. Rural
Dean Wright, John Russell, of Lans-
downe Rear, to Lillie Larose, of the
same place.

* No Eye Like the -

You are master of your
health, and if you do not
attend to duty, the blame is
easily located. If your blood
is out of order, Hood's Sar-
saparilla will purify it.

It is the specific remedy for troubles

of the blood, kidneys, bowels or liver.

Heart Trouble—*“I bad heart trouble
for a number of years and ai t medi-
cines failed to benefit me. I, tri
Sarsaparills and three bo!
and perfectly me.”
Wallace Bridge, N. 8.

ganized existence om the globe.—S8ir
Archibald Geikie.
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Master’s Eye.”




