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\Ve ain ' t golu' U> stair heiv all (Tay.
'We've K°t •" K«> lxmio an1 cook it. Hur-
ry up!1

"Tho lii.ur mi!" crietl S'loinc glibly.
"The blii ui'J tin.1 hlj: un!" shouted all

the little sharp voioln.
"Then it's tho bin uti. o' course. It

takes everybody to make a ii>aj«>rity.
Now you can nil pol.-c him. I'll bo^in,
then Patsy, then S'loiuv down to Corn-
wally. ' l 'u t^y. you boost him."

d u e by one in u jirave ninx-ession they
tiptoed up :Hul prtHlil'Hl the great.
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in the privacy of his kitchen,
v«r.:iuiuu.-;l aloiul, as usual. ' l i i s

serious,' UAYJ: e.ninteiicuiee was lenglh-
eueil ;titd M>leir1ui'/.ed yet more.

"It looks li'.;e it. Tilings are a-p'int-
in". Wlmi'd he say to IUO this very

.iuoriiiu'V Says he.-tt> me, 'liiy^s, soe't
tlieiv's plenty o" r.ii-Mus on iiand an"
airiTTt- NrM^auiilj.- .W.halkl ho "sty that
\ . ir.-' Uv:'! Don't that mean TiiauUs-
trivia' i i \ in 's ' : Answer that, if you ean.

IM>1« iv) lii.^.us meivh UIU.IIK-I.!. It v.;ts
unanswerable. Mr. Pliilup'wifa .yoiui:
to celebrate a.uain this year. The rai-
sms.setthnl it, ai;<l the seasoning';.

"This '11 inak:> tin1- thinl on;\ 1 did
hoiv he was jiOtun" t>ver it. You iicoilu'l
tell me. Mr. l'hilup ain't thi? j^ettln'
over kind, Bolero Risgs. 1 recli«:n 1
kno,w that as well as you do. But
thoiv'k such a tiling as the soflenln' u"
time. He's luul most three yonrs to
coiuo round }n."

For a time there was a cassation ot
the low, monotonous voiee. nnd only
the imperative tiek of the kitchen clock
and occasional sharp little explosions
under the stove lids broke the silence.
Then a bell rang with nn Impatient
twang.

"There he goes again—third time this
eveuiu*. More raliins an' spices."

Biggs hurried through the spacious,
lighted halls to bte master's library.
On the way his rough, unhandsome
face softened pleasantly. It always
softened on the way to that lonely
room.

"Sit down. Biggs. What are you
standing up for~when there's a chair, at
your heels?"

Philip Lattimer spoke sharply, with
short, nervous jerks in his voiee. His

—rcfmeU. pale face was. &et-in unbroken
•"gloom.

"We.ll, Mr. Philup?"
Biggs had been sitting on the edge.-ot

a chair live minutes, waiting, before he
spoke. Philip Lattimer woke out of n
reverie at the sound of his voice.

"Zounds, ruan. you here^ How I6ng,
in the naiue of common sense, have" yon
b^eu tilting o\i that chair?"

"Sence you rung for me, Mr. Philup—
no longer nor no shorter." Biggs said
cheerfully. He was usod to this.

"Oh, did I ring? Yes. yos«.- it was
about the turkey. Now I remember."

The cheer faded out of poor Biggs'
face ami left it lusterless.

"1 merely wanted to sny that I will
attend to that part—the turkey. You
are to see to all the rest, you under-
stand. I shall have everything as It
was last year—everything. Now, go."

Aud Biggs, on the way. back to the
kitchen, groaned intermittently and as
one without hope.

There were two days left before
':sgiving day. L>iggs spout them

i In thejvtteliori among vegetables aud
jirom<i:r. Rapidly the shelves of

his neat little- pantry tilled up from end
to end. But there was no pleasant ela-
tion on his face; there was no spice. of'

,anticipatiiiLL.tunong ills other,epitres.
• 5jQgUfft Philip*" liafHnter ' visited- the
•vlt!tch^Tl during those two days—only

once. Then it was to say tersely:
"Remember the little pies, Biggs-

three of (hem. graduated."
"Oh, Lordy. Bolero Biggs, he ain't

forgot that," .moaned Biggs under his
breath when his master was gone. "I
vow I did reckon on his gettin" over
them three little- gradooatfd pies by
this time. I reckoned on it last year—
but, Lordy, this!"

'- He set to work on the little pies. He
made three of them on plates of grad-
uated sizes. They came out of tlie oven
brown and flaky, as little children like
them.

yphilly's, Comfort's ah* the Little
TJn'e," he told them off as he placed
them away on a shelf. How many
times he had made those little pies!

The big, grand dining room was set
In prime order. - It was only opened on
Thanksgiving day now. The chairs
were rubbed to a new polish, and the
beautiful, shining floor as well. All
the hangings were shaken and the pic-
tures dusted. Biggs tried to whistle
as he worked. Mr. Phllup's library
was next door to the dining room, and

~3Ir. PTiilttp^OTrtdiieirreverything. - H e
heard Biggs' plaintive whistle, and a
faint shade of appreciation lightened
the gloom of his bitter face for a rno
ment.

"That whistle comes'hard—the poor
beggar!" he murmured.

Oft the afternoon preceding Thanks
giving Philip Lattimer put, by hl8
books and went out among the holi-
daying crowds on the streets. They
Jostled him and peered, some of them.
Into his solemn face curiously. Their
faces were hot solemn. Now and then
lie met a grandfather coming from the
station with a following of eager faced,

-Staring little . count ry_ children^ or a big
son with his old father aiidf mother:
Now and then ho mot a house mother
out for the last few accessories for her
dinner tomorrow. And children—chll
dren were everywhere. They hurt him
most.

"There are only two things to do.
and then I can get out of It," ho mut-
tered. .^

There wqre the tlowers to select for
the table and the turkey to see about.
Then, thank the Lord, he could go
B.PJnOj.jaway t™1™ * n e mothers and the
little children. What kind of prepara-
tion were they for tomorrow's ordeal?

The flowers were soon chosen am
ordered sent up. Then Philip Latti-
mer turued wearily toward the meat
markets, the very centers and pivots
of all the cheery bustle tind confusion

A little group of shnbbyiehlldren had
halted in front of the oo? he selected
Their shrill, high voices assalleil hS
car Insistently us he paused a minutt
putidde. > :

"Now, you choose, Patsy. Which om
*H you take? I choose that or-r-ful I»1JL
un."

. "So do I too. Ili:h. you s'pose I'n:
goin" to choose a lilti.' un. Minervy Be
mlts?"

MinWvy was evidently the ooniniail'l
er- In chief. She lud marslmJei' ., i
little foryes in shipslinpe order in>:
straight row lacing the lin<> o,f dangl in;
turkeys. All tlie sinil l . lean fae«>s wen
thrown back to coumiand a good view.

"Now. you, S'lome—quick, clioesj.>!

plump body of the largest turkey in
the line with little forellngers. Patsy"
"boosted'* the baby.

"There!" .sighed the commander iu
chief, with evident' relief. "That's
done. I'm goin' in \ ^ . Patsy, you
keep 'em ltchavhi'. S'lome, don't you
pinch nobody."
' Minorvy and Philip Lattimer went in
together. Philip Lattimer jvas oddly
resentful toward the smull, brisk little
figure. That chit of .1 child going to
Jrtiy the tincst turkey of them all! She

The whole little tribe out there wa3
very shabby; didn't look as if the lot
of 'ein together ever ate a whole drum-
stick in their lives. And here was their
governor general marching In here to
buy a costly turkey, the turkey Philip
Lattimer wanted.- , _

The proprietor hastened forward, rub-
bing his palms together. "Ah, Mr.
Lattimer, glad to see you, sir. Ah,
what can I do for you today?"

"Wait on the child first," Philip Lat-
timer -said briefly, standing back for
ffhcnittle shabby figure to advance.
• Minervy felt about nervously in the
pockets of her dress und produced a
few pennies. She held them out Iu her
little open hand,

"I want them wuth o' meat," she
piped importantly; "the kind that's
cheap, with bone and gristle in, you
know—if—if you could put in quite a
bunk," she added, rather wistfully.

When thi' bundle was ready she
trudged away with it contentedly. In
utter amazement Philip Laltimer fol-
lowed her to the.iia§Ki&>^v ' * \

flfiuouueef
iii chief to her littife

outside. "Now Ave'll go along
home an' cook him. Come on"— But
suddenly her eyes flashed Indignantly.
Salome was looking up at the great
bird on the-.line wistfully.

-"-S'louie Bemis, ain't you ashamed?
Didn't I say 'ttvouldn't be uo fair to
look afterwards? I'm dis'polnted in
you—yes. I am. What's the good o'
oi a kin' b'llevc if you ain't fair?"

Mlnervy's shrill voice was tremulous
with growing wrath. Salome, dimin-
ished and ashamed, caught tip the ba-
by and hid her_fAce behind, his mop of
soft hair. "I dldu't look,'Mlnervy!"
cried Patsy, pluchlng Salome's arm
viciously. "I never!"

"Nor me neither." trilled little Gris-
sel, turning!her back resolutely to the
display of turkeys. "Me neld," piped
Cornwall}'.

Ah! Philip Lattlraer turned back
into the market slowly. Now he un-
derstood the. little tableau. The shab-
by children' were making believe. A
make believe Thanksgiving—well, what
was his Thanksgiving to be-but that?
He smiled bitterly, bitterly.

"I'll send it right up, sir—right up,"
the proprietor was saying blandly In
his ear. He heard him distantly, as If
he were far off In auother world or In
a dream. "It's a fine bird, Mr. Latti-
mer,— t4*e— biggest one—on- the -street.
You're in luck to find It here as late
as this; only come In this morn"—

"Do you know anything about that
child?" interrupted Philip Lattlmer's
crisp tones.

"Child—child, sir?" questioned the
man in perplexity.

"Yes, yes. the child Who bought the
turk—the lump of mesit a few minutes
ago."

"Oh—ah—yea, tuatjittlo beggar. No;
I don't know—hi. Jim, ever see that
little scrub that was in here Jest now
buy in' scrap meat?"

Jim luughed easily.
"See her every niornin' nn' night.

Etve8~*ttragstder-me;—Mtfs- dledr an'
there's a whole raft o1 young uns. E'II'S
a wiper down to the yards; he's- Ii;
the horspltal. Got pretty, nigh wiped
rut."

The proprietor turned to his custom-
er with a wave Of his band. "There,
you have It, sir—whole story," he
smiled.

"Yes, yes, the whole story," repented
Philip Lattimer absently. Already lib*
interest In the little episode had waneil.

ThUt evening a curious whim seized
him to go out Into the kitchen nud
^utch Biggs dress the turkey, lie Lad
been pacing restlessly up and down,
up mid down, till he could bear tnc
monotony no longer. And certainly he
could not bear to sit still. *

Biggs was whistling gloomily over
his work. The great turkey reared Us
plump side from the dripping pun on
the table. To Philip1 Lftttlmer'a sinl-
aeuly awakened imagination the denta
of little prodding final's were visible
In It. Mlnervy's. Patsy's, S'lonie'B, the
baby's—he saw them all P>iggs' great
hand rested for a minute on the-bird's
side as he plied a needle back and
forlh across I he breast and new dents
appeared. The new ones and tho old
were much alike, but Philip Lattimer
refused to see the resemblance. He
hnd remembered suddenly the whole
strange little scent? of tho afternoon.
It built itself anew out or the flicker-
ing shadows of the little kitchen and
rehearsed itself before him. anlnvited.

He was watching the row of uplifted,
lean, eager little- faces again, cho-.ising
the "big nn" among the darigllnv-. nu
c'omely turkeys.

"I choose the big un!" the command
ei'in chief was shrilling in his ears.

"The big tin. the big im!" all the
shrill voices were crying. Tlien lie saw
Jheni sti-eJU-hing tip An tiptoe to touch
the big 'un'a'fiVt side There weie rho~-
llttle dents they mud* now.

And last of all in (lie little dram:! of
shadows Ue saw tire look of keen iv
sentiucnt on Minervy's face and heard
her cry Indignantly. "What's the good
o' niakin' b'lieve if you aiu't I'ai1'?"
That was when the child Salome hid
looked back wistfully at the "big un"
dangling still above her head. Poor lit-
tle Lot's wife! Her faith had not l-e.Mi
equal to the cruel strain upon it. Mak-
ing believe a Thanksgiving!
. "Biggs." Philip Lattimer said ab-

ruptly.
"That's me, Mr. Phillip."
"Did you ever make believe aoythiiu

In your life?"
"No. I never."
"Then of course you never, made be-

lieve a Thanksgiving."
Biggs looked around quickly. The

lamplight on his.face showed .the hints
of a slow, serious smile. "I never, Mr.
Philup. There's them tliajt n a s - " llt?

said gently.
Philip Lattimer smiled gravely too.

"Yes, yes, Biggs, there are those that
have. There are men and little chil-
dren, andjfvho knows how many more?
It's hard Aork making betievc, Biggs."

"Yes, Mr. Phillip." 1
Biggs' voice quavered with something

that, beginning like a" sob, onded-tn-a-
.queer, uncanny whistle. In whistles
Biggs found vent for nil his warm emo-
tions.

In the sttllness that followed Philip
Lattimer slipped away To liis room and1

his books and haunting memories.
Three years—three years it had been

since he had brooded there alofieTshut-
ting himself out of human fellowship
and the softening Influences of It. It
had been three years since ho and n
light heart parted ways.

Tonight the heaviness weighed upon
him more than ever. He could not
stifle it in books, as' sometimes. It
could not be stifled. After awhile he
gave up tho attempt--and loosed the*
bars of restraint and let his grief have
Its own way. Why not? Why not?

Biggs crept along the hall on his way
to bed and, stopped at his masters
room, as usual, to see if all was well.
The door stood a little ajar, and he
peered in.

"Oh, Lordy! Oh, Lordy!" he cried in-
wardly, with a tng at his heartstrings.
"He's at.lt ag'ln! lie's got the pictur's
all out, an' that's the sign. He's at
It ag'ln! Lord, Loijl. ain't there no
end?"

Biggs was 011 his knees aud might
have been praying. The tears were
rolling down his creased brown cheeks.
Through the opening a chink of light
Escaped and made a bar across his
face. Within he saw Philip Lattimer
Bitting with bowed head before a-little
row of pictures on the table. He had
set them up before him with great care
—hers first, then Philly's, then Com-
fort's and then the Little One's. The
sweet, still faces regarded him serene-
ly. There was no grief, ho heartbreak,
in them, as there was In his. Now and'
.again be put out his hand and smooth-
e<P©ne of the faces—hers oftenest. The
room was perfectly still, except for the
terrible, dry sobs iu the man's throat.

"Oh, Lord! Oh. Lord!" moaned poor
Biggs in his stricken heart. lie crouch-
ed there in the dark hall, with the bar"
of light athwart his homely, working
features, grieving his master's grief.
It was all the grief he had ever known,
but it broke his heart.

"Lord, Lord, couldn't you V took *em
one to a time, one to a time, Lord? He
might V got over it then. Look at
him in there, touchin' the faces-! Now
he's^foucliIn^Tlre~ttttte.-l3n'8T- Look—at
the Little Un smilin' back! An' she's
a-smilin' too. They're all a-smilln' but
hiin. He's makin* them awful sounds
in liis ^hroat. Oh, Lord. I don't know
bin It'll kill Mr. Phillip! If r could jest
croy for him"—

Biggs was-crying for him now. Hê
let his big. ungainly body slide noise-
lessly -to tlie floor and ourl up in aban-
donment of sorrow, but he made no
sound.. Insfilo the quiet room the faces
In a row smiled on happily, and Philip
Lattimer sat on before them hour after
hour. He lived over all the tragedy of
his life, scene by scene, Oiiee, with
one of his sodden whims, he drew the
pJcrcres into the playing of tne trag-
edy. When she had died he put out
his hand und turned her sweety face
gently downward on the table, then"
Comfort't—Comfort had come next—
and-tbou Philly's picture and the Little
One's. He had had the Little One the
longest, but she went too.

Afterward he put all the pictures
back again In their row.

It waa late Into Thanksgiving morn-
Ing when he went to bed. Biggs went
a iniriute or two before. He had junt
time. ' "*

Thanksgiving dny was clear and
brisk und sun Hooded.' There were joy
and thanksgiving In a thousand thou-
sand homes, an^-Mii the others—G01I
pity the others!

—In PhllluJLaiUu^*sj2Qjne_there was
a "make believe" Thanksgiving.

Biggs worked steadily and faithfully,
whlstliug all the while. He arranged
the beautiful table with neat precision.
He let in the sunshine upon all the
dainty glass and silver till they dazzled
his reddened eyes nnd hurt them. The
flowers came and were arranged us
Mr. Philup liked them—roses at her
plate and little Comfort's, and gay,
bright flowers at the Little, Uu's and
Phllly'a. At last everything was
ready.
. "But he aiu't," muttered BiggH.
"He's goue out. 1 Bee him goin' a
spell ngo. He; was strldln' rigUt along,
with his shoulders dreadful blgh an'
square. He never done that before."

Biggs wout back to the kitchen and
waited. An hour past the time up^
pointed be heard his master coming
In.

"Lordy, Lordy, If thero ain't some-
body with him! There was—hark-
oh, Lordy. little voices, little voices!"

Biggs stole out into the hall nnd lis-
tened with a Htartlcd face. A subdued
chorus of excited little voices reached
him, nnd one above the others was
aayins iclmonisbingly: "Step easy, all
o' you. Don't you see there's (lowers
In the carpet? Step round 'em if you
can, like I do. They won't smash, but
It don't seem right to step on 'em.
There, while the kind man's gone up-
stairs, you all listen to me. I'm goin'
to talk."

The high, imperative little voice car-
ried easily to Biggs' astonished ears.
He heard every one of the slow words,
with pauses, for emphasis. b#»w«>e,n
them. -.

"Listen! If there's butter—to your—"
bread, don't none o' you—look—sur-
prised, Spread it on—kind o'—iudif-
f'rent, If you can. If there's turkey1'—

"Turkey!" shrieked all the other little
voices.

"Sh! He'll hear you. If—there's—
turkey, eat It slow, as If you'd always
eat it fciuce you was born. That's all."

"But we ain't ever eat "it. Mlnervy
Bemls."

"Well, what If you ain't ever? Can't
you make b'lleve?"

The small feet shuffled about noisily.
Then the motherly little voic^ began
again:

"When it's come time you go ahead,
Patsy; then you, S'loine; then Grissel.
I'm goiu' clear behind, where I can
look at the rest 0' you ev'ry minute.
I'll take the baby. Sh! The kind
man's cumin' back."

Thou Bigys hoard Mr. Philup's steps.
They came rapidly down the stairs nnd

The door xlo6d ajar, and he peered in.
joined the little snuffling steps below.
AH the steps were turning; toward the
dining room—Lord. Lord!

"Biggs." called Philip Lattlmer'i
voice steadily, "Biggs. Biggs! Where
are you. you rascal? Why don't you-
Rerve dinner? Stir up, man!" -

Biggs hurried hack into his kitchen
«vith a radiant face. The wonder in It
was drowned In joy.

"Bolero Biggs," he cried exultantly.
"do you hear? He's coin in' round!"

In t̂ he groat, brilliant dining room
the strange Thanksglviug dinner begjiu
and proceeded slowly. Philip Lattiiuer
sat at the head of the table, with the
stamp of indelible pauj upon his' face,
but he filled nnd retih»-J nil the little
plates with a steady hauvi itnd smiled
down now nnd then on lh.» ':ttle rank
and file of beaming faces.

Tho other faces that looked n» at him
out of the moist, sweet lUme-rs and
shone dimly in the shimmer of sunlit
silver ond glass were smiling, too,1'se-
renely, as tliey had smiled at him out
of the row of pie'.ures in the night.'

That was not make believe.

All In Hi* Mind.
CJull—That man you Introduced me to

was telllnir me how vieh his people are
Newitt Who? HoMayre? Oh. that's

his wny.
(Juil-IIe says they'll Uo famous In

the financial *vorld iPfhej' don't suffer
a change of fortune.

Ncwltt—Well, there won't be any
change in their fortune unless be
changes liis mind.—Philadelphia Lpdgor.

Gootl Scnao.
j£_a_fuiid slowly and

painfully accumulated by "tlie labor of
centuries. It is a jewel of the first
water, whose value he alone under-
stands who has lost it, or who observes
the lives of others who have lost it.
Tor my part, I tliluk no price too great
to pay for gaining it und keeping It,
for the possession of eyes that see and
a judgment that .discerns. — Charles
Waguer.

Making Allowance*.
Bronson—I don't see why you should

be so angry at your son for marrying.
We have to make allowances for the
young, yo\i know.

Munson-Confound it, that's what
I*in klcTclng about I not only have to
make an allowance for him, but ivow

-1-41 have-to-make-one forJUis wife too.
—Kansas City .Journal.

Where Financial Plan Fall*.
"What we need is not a larger sup-

ply of money, but more highly devel-
oped forms of credit."

"That's just it.v But do you know
that sort of thing wouldn't go with my
tailor."—Boston Commercial Bulletin.

An Anomaly.
The average young woman doesn't

wish to see her thirtieth birthday. Yet
when she has seen It she would like to
see it again.—Smart Set.

Is a funeral In the family your~grTeTTB
tempered by the thought that it mean*
a day off.—Atehlson Globe.

Colds €t«M Pneumonia.
One of the most remarkable cases of

acold, deap seated on the lungs, causing
pneumonia. Is thftt of Mrs. Gertrude E.
Fenner, Marion, Ind., who was entirely
cured by tho use of One Minute Cough
Cure. She says: " Tho coughing and
straining so weakened me that I ran
down iu weight from 148 to 02 pounds.
I tried a number of .remedies to no
avail until I used One Minute Cough
Cure. Four bottles of this wonderful
remedy cured me entirely of tho cough,
strengthened, my lungs and restored mo
to my nor.nal weight, health and
strength." Sold by Horace Buah &
Sot).

—If you think that to-morrow never
comes just give- your note, payable in
thirty days.

A. Severe Cold for Three
Tho following letter from A. J. Nns-

baum, of Bateavillo, Tnd.. tells its own
s^ory: "I suffered for three months
with a severe ^epld. A druggist pre-
pared me some, medicine, and a physi-
cian prescril>ed .for me, yet I did not
improve. I then tried Foley's Honey
and Tar, and ejght doses cured me."
Refuse substitutes. Sold by all dealers.

o HI* Tli»« Wo# Ifot Up.
A man of a mercenary spirit hud

several sons, one of wlimn was on the
eve of his twenty-first birthday.- 'Uis
father had always been a strict discipli-
narian, keeping his boys well under pa-
rental rbar:.i\ allowing them few l\\n r-
tie.i tuul uiaklngjheiu work hard.

It was with a feeling- of eon.uilerab!/
satisfaction that the'youug man ro'.«i

oh the morning of his birthday und be-
gan to collect his personal be'on^'InKS
preparatory to starting out in the
world.

The farmer, seeing his son packing
his trunk, which he rightly Judged to
be evidence of the early .loss of. a &Oiul
farm hand, stopped at the door of ihe
young, man's room and asked" what he
was Koinĵ  to do.

The "boy very promptly reminded his
father of .the day of the month aud the
year and declared his intention of strik-
ing out in the world on his own ac-
count

"Not much you won't," shouted the
old man. "at least uot for awhile yet!
You wasn't born until after 12 o'clock1,
so you can just take off tlieni good
clothes aud fix to give me another half
day's work down In the potato patch."

Fate'* J.ronlea.
Fate at times works some strange

Ironies.
Mr. McHugh, an Irish member of par-

liament, some years ago brought for-
ward a bill for^the amendment of the
law relating to contempt of court In Ire-
land and was soou afterward sentenced
to three mouths' /.imprisonment for that
offense. Mr. Mcllugh's. bW was sent to.

l in i>ronf form wiitlo he was under-
his -eeutence aud revised in Kil-

mainliam jail.
Two convicts were executed at the

Ichigaya prison In Japan, and .one of
tiioui as he ascended the guillotine re-
marked that he had built it himself
while serving a sentence for larceny
two years before.

A few years ago a storj' came from a
town Iu Staffordshire, England, of a
man who took his dog to the river to
drown it In order to save the espouse
of a license, but slipped and was
drowned himself, while the dog re-
turned home.

Oriprln of a PiKr*«e.' •
There Is nn amusing story by Athe-

nuMis which suggests the1 possible ori-
gin' of tho phrase, "He does not know
enough to.come in out of the wet."

According to the entertaining grain-
lharian referred to, a town in Greece
under stress of evil circumstances'bor-
rowed money from n rich mau, who
took as security for the loan a niort-
jra^e on tho handsome portico which
surrounded the market place. l ie was
uot an ungenerous creditor, for when
it rained he caused the town crjers to
announce that the citizens had permis-
sion to take refuge under the colon-
nade. Stranpers visitiug the town who
failed to have the matter properly ex-
plained to them were so impressed by
the extraordinary circumstances that
they spread abroad the report that the
people were so stupid that they bad to
be told when to come in out of the wet.

* Tlie IvanRraroo'H Kick.
When a big "old man" kangaroo stiff-

ens his tall and converts it into a sort
of revolving pivot bearing the whole
weight of his body, leaving his tremen-
dously powerful legsPfree for- attack
and defeuse, everybody who does not
want to be ripped up or throwu in a
heap f o r a considerable distance.^ vr'ill-
give tlie marsupial a wide berth. Only
those who have seen the full grown
kangaroo in his native Australian bush
with kis back to a tree, scattering do&s.
bleeding and torn, right and left, cau
form any adequate idea of the prodi-
gious strength the animal is capable of
exerting when he finds himself in a
tight cornier. Kangaroos are now get-
tiny scarce in the southern parts of
Australia, but they are stUl_pretty nu-
merous in- UIR tliinly popuLvfed :north.

The Harveat Moon.
It so happens that the position of the

moon is such that the full moon pre-
ceding the autumnal equinox for sev-
eral successive nights In the latitude
of London rises only nine or ten min-
utes later each succeeding evening.
This phenomenon is called-the "harvest
moon" from a uotion that It is it provi-
sion of ull wise Providence calculated
to enable the husbandman to take care
ofhis grain at night if there is so much
of It that it cannot be handled durlnj?
daylight.

Hen anted It.
"Yes," remarked the thin chnp,.."he

told me to naiue 1113' own salary."
""•Well,"" fepllea-the fat one,-"that

was very liberal of him, [ Bhould
think."

"It was so," retorted the thin one
sadly, "but be didn't seem to take to
the name. He changed it, and now
I'm potting wages only."—Cincinnati
Commercial Tribune.

The Father'* Idea.
Daughter—Papa, mamma saya birth-

day plCts are luxuries, but I suy they
are necessities. Now, what do you say
they are?

Father—I? Oh, I say they are nui-
sances.

-The
Judge—Officer, what is thls^prlsoner

charged with?
Officer — Electricity, your honor. 1

taught him stealing trolley wire.—Phil-
tdelphia Telegraph.

Tlie Difference.
"So that distinguished looking lady Is

your wife, eh?"
"No. I'm that distinguished looking

lady's husband."

Uncle Reuben says, "Silence may not
nllus be wisdom, but if y»* don't say
auffln' yo' can't be called n fiilo fur It."
-Detroit Free Press.

Ilea lib j- Children.
Any child onn take Little Early Risers

with perfect safety. They are Imrtn-
1PM, novor {rripe or eicVen, and yet thby
nn* so certain in results that robust con-
stitutions requiring drastic moans are
uever disappointed. They cannot fail
to perform their mission and every ono
who iiKos DeWitt's Lit le Early Riser
prefer them to all other pills. They
cure biliousness. Sold by Horace Bush
& Son.

—No prophet without whiskers is
honored in his own country or anywhere
else.

Foley'8 Kidney Cure.makes the kid-
neys and bladder- right. Contains Broth:
ing injurious, u For sale by all dealers.

She
Can't
En|oy
The
Unless she is a healthy mother. No
woman can. If the baby has drained
her vitality; if its care is a tax; if, in
short, the baby is a burden iu stead of a
blessing, how can she enjoy it? She
loves it, but she cannot teed it: She
yearns for it, but baa not the strejigtU-
to fondle it. —

There is nothing more beautiful in the
world .than a healthy mother and her
healthy child. The tuadonua is ihe
highest reach of human art. In the
serene strength which art giv^s to the
typical mother and child there is distinct
denial of suffering and weakness as a
necessity of motherhood. But how few
women are there to whom motherhood
is naturally an abiding joy. In how
many cases a woman date3 her loss of
health iJronTffie: "birOi oT lier child ! To
all such suffering women Dr. Pierce's Fa-
vorite Prescription conies as a veritable
god-send. It prepares the mother for

Iher hour of trial,.traijquilizes her nerves^
encourages her appetite, aud brings her
restful sleep. I t makes tlie baby's ad-
veut practically painless, and gives -the
mother abundant strength to nurse and
nourish her child.

13very claim made for " Favorite Pre-
scription " is supported by the testimon-
ials of wiyes ami mothers, thousands iu
number, and covering in their several

'•experiences the whole range df womanly
su-ffering. In a" great number of cases
afler the utter failure of all doctors and
medicines, Dr. Pierce's Favorite Pie-

_scrji4>Liau, Iried as a. last resort, has ef-
fected a perfect and ]?cnnaiient cure. -'

Sick women are invited to consult Dr.
Pierce by letter free. All woiaai.lv cou-
fidences luld un ler the seal of stricj
professional privacy. Address Dr. R. V.
Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

There is no Rlcohol in "Favorite Pre-
scription" and it is entirely free fr6ni
opium, cocaine, ami all other narcotics.

Between Life and Death.
"I tliiuk Dr. l'ierce's Knvorite Presetipiioo

and ' GOMVII Mciltcal Oiscovery' the l)c»t med-
icines iu the wurW!," writes Mrs. Amelia Dough-
erty, of Kerrigan, Wayne Co.. Mo: " My baby
was bom last Miminer. After baby came I'be5

came ill. hnd the best physician that could l«
pot. and lie diagnosed niv case as uterine trouble
leading to dropsy. Medicine seemed to du me
no KOOU; 1 lingered between life and death for
quite a white, every day growing weaker, unlit
I could not walk across the room. My friends
were looking for tuy death every minute. A
friend wrotejmd told'me about Dr. R. V. Pierce,
and I at oiice~\vruTe~lo~Mni lor medical aiiviee.
He replied immediately, giving iiie full .instruc-
tion* as to what to «lo. I at once followed his
advice, and when I had tnkeu bis medicine
about a week I felt a pood deal stronger. When
1 had taken it about one month 1 fell as strong
as I do to-day. I took four bottles of each kiua
and two vials of 'Pleasant Pellets.' Many
thanks for the medicine. It has cured me per-
manently."

Gained 4O Pounds*
"I am very glad to let other poor sufferer*

know what pr. Pierce's medicines hare done
for me," write* Mrs. Edwin H. Gardner, of
Beech wood, Norfolk Co., Mass., Box 70. ."You
know 1 wrote to you last summer. I read what
your medicine had done Tor other people, so
thought I would try It, and I found that is was a
blessing to me aud my family. I begau in Tune
and took six bottles of your medicineman^ three
vials of ' Pellets.' I took your medicine a year
when I had a ten pound girl. I-had the easiest
time I ever had with nny of my three children.
I have been very well since I took your medi.
cine. I took three bottles of ' Favorite Prescrip-
tion;' three of ' Golden Medical Discovery,1 aud
three viats o f Pellets.1 I had no appetfte aud
could not eat much without it distressing me
before I look your ' Favorite Prescription' and I
only weighed 135 pounds. Now I weigh. 175
pounds."

Div Pierce's Pleasant Pellets commend
themselves as a family laxative. They
are easy to take, effective in results, and
their use does not beget the pill habit.

"sWitt's mil1! Salvo
For Piles, Burns, Sores.

Kodol Dyspepola Cure
Dtgeete what you eat.

Furniture, &c.

Furniture.
NEW FIRM,

(Emerson Q. and Burton M. Graves.)

bavtnjrparchased the old established Furniture
' and undertaking b.iiainftte.in I*qwvMe of Mr.

G J HlS ld t f l l
a k i g b.iiainftte.i I*qwvMe of M

orge J. HalSprer, would respectfully
solicit the i>atrooage of the public '

Our Stock isXomplete
• in all Departments,

and our prices as tow as first-class goods*
supplied.

be

Undertaking.
Mr. A. F. Couglitin, of New York- Mtlb* an ex-

perienced undertaker, is in charge of this de-
partment, and we guarantee perfect satisfaction.

Mr. 8. P. Garnsey, for many years with Mr.
Haberer, wL|l remain with ue. <

Nightwatchman William Bujlock -will attend
to uignt calls.

GRAVES BROS.,
Suadv Ave., Lowrille, N. T.

Groceries, &o.

As space williiot allow UB to* quote
all of the good things we have on sate
at bottom prices, we invite you to call
and see the many'things we have on
hand at money saving prices:

Oil, pei gallon
Sugar, per 100 pounds ',. 4fc
None Such Pie Fruits, 3 packages..25c
Tomatoes, solid packed, 8 cans. ..25c
Macaroni, 8 packages .25c
Spinach, 2 cans 25c
Lenox Soap, 7 bare 25c
Acme Soap, 7 bare » 25c
Imperial Cocoanut, per pound 15c
1 dozen Lead Pencils .05c
Salmon, per can 10c
Corn, per can 10c
Arm and Hammer Soda .% , .07c
Try OUT Tea.,,.-».- '. 85c

WHY NOT BUY

Where You Buy the Cheapest
These prices are

Insurance.

BBIIIBDIS will Burn! People j« We!

MORAL: INSURE WITH

J. D.
GENERAL

Urtilifc
' • • "} • •

h-Sv;

AGENTS _ ^ v ^ _ .

THE JETHR LIFE INSORANCE C8.
OP HARTFORDV CONK/ £>

J

Meats and Canned Goods.

Dayan Street

& r-v-
HENRYA.BAY,

COMPLETE, OF

X*
fitf

Fresh and Salt Meats, . ~

Canned GQods and Vegetables

Poultry, Game
Choice Calx Western Beef Always oa

for Hides and Skies.

Stoddard & Bateman, Dry Goods, See,

UPTO
IN ALL RESPECTS,

No Old Shop Worn Goods to Work off on the Public
IP YOU WILL, LOOK IN -

44At the Corner Store"
J And examine our lines of

Hamburgs, Laces, Wash Goods in Endless
Variety and Styles.

All new fresh goods, at the Old Reliable

£^^ ^SpSf^^

PDF compression, OCR, web-optimization with CVISION's PdfCompressor


