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words together as he come on the quarter- [
deck, and he says to the captain very slow-
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THE DISTURBER OF TRAFFIC

(CoSXTINUED. )

¢ ¢ Challong,” he says, * there's too much
traffic here, and that's why the water's so
streaky asitis. It's the junks and the
brigs and the steamers that do it,” he
says ; and all the time he was speaking
he was thinking, * “Lord, Lﬂrdl: what
a crazy fool I am!" Challong said noth-
ing, because he couldn’t speak a word
of English except say, ‘dam,’ and he said
that where you or me would say ‘yes.’
Dowse lay down on the planking of the
Light with his eye to the crack, and he saw
the muddy water ntr?ﬁi{l below, and he
never sald a word till'slack water, because
the streaks kept him tongue-tied at such
times. At slack water he-says, *Challeng;
we must buoy this fairway for wrecks' and
holds up his hands several times, showing
that dozens of*wrecks  had come about in
the fairway ; and Challong says, ¢ Dam.’

“‘ That very alternoon he and Challong
goes to Wurlee, the village in the woods
that the Light was named after, and buys
canes,—stacks and stacks of canes and coir
rope thick and fine; %all ‘sorts,—and" they
sets to work making isquare floats by
!uhinT of the canes togetner. Dowse
said he took longer over those floats
than might have been needed, because he
rejoiced 1’ the . dorners, ' they . bein
square, and the streaks in his _hea
all running longways, . He lashed the
canes together, criss-cross and thwarbtways,
—any way but longwas,—and they made up
twelve-foot-square floats, like rafts, Then
he stepped a twelvefoot bamboo or a bundle
of canes in the centre, and to the head of
that he lashed a big six-foot W letter, all
made ot canes, and painted the float dark
green and the W white, as a wreck-buoy
should be painted. Belween them two they
makes a round dozen of these new kind of
wreck-bouys, and it was a two months’ job.
There was no big traffic, owing to it being
on the turn of the monsoon, but what there
was Dowse curzed’at,"and'the streaks in his
head, they ran with the tides, as usual.

‘* Day after day, so soon as a buoy was
ready, Challong would take it out, with a
hi.gh rock that halt sunk the prow and
a bamboo grapnel, and drop it dead in
the fairway. He did this day or night,
and Dowse could see him of a_clear night,
when the sea brimed, climbing about the
buoys with _the sea fire dripping off him.
They was all put into place, twelve of them,
inseventeed.fathom water ; not in astraight
line, onaccount of a well-known shoal Lhere,
but slantways, and two, one behind the
other,.mostly in the centre of the fairway.
You must keep the centre'of those Javva

urrents, for currents at the side is different,
and in narrow water, before you can turn a
spole, you get your nose took-round--and,
rubbed upon the rocks and. the woods.
Dowse knew thatjust as'well asany skipper.
Likeways he knew_that no skipper dare n't
run through: unchartered “wrecks in a-six-
knot current. He told me he used to lie
ontside the Light watching his buoys duck-
ing and dipping so friendly with the tide ;
and the motian was comforting to him on ae-
count of its being different from the run of
the streaks in his head,

* Three weeks after he'd done his busi-
ness up comes. a steamer. through Loby
Toby Straits, thinking she'd run into
Flores Sea before night, He, saw her
slow down then-she backed. Then one
man and another come up on the bridge,
and hecould see there was a regular powwow
and the flood was.driving her right on to
Dowse’s wreck-buoys. After that she spun
round and went’ back .south, and Dowse
nearly killed himsgelf with laughing. Buta
few weeks aufter that a couple of junks came
shouldering through from the north, arm in
arm, like junks go. It takes a good deal to

1scared them away. By and by the Ad-

miralty Survey ship—the DBritomarte T
think she was—lay in Macassar Road off
Fort Rotterdom, alongside of the Amboina,
a dirty little Dutch gunboat that used to
clean there : and tha%}utch captain says to
our captain, * What's wrong with Fiores
Straits? he says, :

“¢Blowed if I know,” says our captain,
who'd just come up from the Angelica
Shoal

*“ * Then why did you go and buoy it ¥
says the Dutchman. E 68 |

‘‘ ‘Blowed if I have,” saya our captain.
“ That's your lookout.’ B &

““* Buoyed it is,’ says the Dutch captain,
‘according to what they tell me; and a
whole fleet of wreck-buoys, too.’

“‘Gummy! says the captain. It's a
dorg's life at sea any way, 1 must have a
look at this. -You come along alter me as
soon as you can ;' and down he skimmed
that very night, round the heel of ‘Celebes,
three days' steam to I'lores Head, and he
met a Two-streak liner, very angry, back-
ing out of the head of the strait; and the
merchant .eaptain ,gave  our /Survey ship
something of his mind for leaving wrecks
uncharted in those narrow waters and wast-
ing his company’s coal.

‘¢ ¢ It'’s no fault o’ mine,’ says onr captain.,

4 ¢ I don’t care whose faunltlit 1s,’ says the
merchant captain, who had come abroad to
spealto him just at dusk.. ‘The fairway’s
choked with wreck enough to knock a hole
through a dock-gate. I saw their big ugly
masts sticking up just under.myu=diorefoos.
Lord ha mercy.on us!’ he says, spinning
round. *The place is like Regent Street of
a hot summer night.’

““ And so it was. They two looked at
Flores Straits, and they saw lights one after
the other stringing uacross the fairway.
Dowse, he had seen the steamers hanging,
there before dark, and he said to Challong :
‘Welll give 'em something to- remember.
Get all the skillets and iron pots you can
and hang them up alongside o’ the.regular
four lights. ' We must teach 'em to go
round by the Ombay Passage, or they’ll be
streaking up our water again!’ Challong
took a header off the lighthonse, got aboard
the little leaking prow, with his coir soaked
in oil and all the skillets he could muster,
and he began to show hislights, four regula-
tion onea and half a dozen new lights hung
on that rope which was a little above the
water,  Then he went to all the spare buoys

with all his spare coir, and hung. a skillet- |
“flare on every pole that he cmﬂ%

get at,-—
about seven peles. So you see, taking one
with, another, there was the YWurlee Light,
fonrlights on the rope between the three cen-
tre fairway wreck-buoys that was hungout ag
a usual custom, six or eight extry oies that
Challong-had-hung up on thesame rops, and
seven dancing flares that belonged to seven
wreck-buoys,-—eighteen or twenty lights in
all erowded into o mile of seventeen-fathom
water, where no tide'd ever let a wrezk rezt
for three weeks, let alone ten or. twelve
wrecks, as the flares showed, = = .0 0 ©

“ The Admiralty captain, he saw the
lights come out one after anotlier,’ same) as
the merchant skipper did who was standing
at his side, and he said :— vk

“¢There’s been an international cata-
strophe here or elseways,”. and then he
whistled. . ‘I’'m going to stand on and._ off
all night till the Dutchman comes,” he
says, = o |

“¢ I'm off,” says the merchant skipper.-
¢ My owners don’t wish for me to watch
illuminations, That strait’s choked with
wreck, and I should n’t wonder if a

typhoon badn’t driven half the junks, o

China thers.” With that he went away ;
but the Survey ship, she stayed all night at
‘the bead o’ Flores Strait, and the men .ad-
mired the lights till the lights was burning

make a Chinaman understand danger.

The junks set well in' the current, and

were down the fairway, right among
the buoys, ten Lkpota an hour, blowin

horns and banging tin pots all the time
That made Dowse very angry; he hav.'
ing taken so much trouble to stop the
fairway. No boats run Flores Straits
by night, but it Seemed :to Dowse that
if junks 'd do that in the day, the Lord
knew but what a steamer might trip over
his bouys at' night ; and  he sent Chal-
long to run a coir rope between (hree of
the buoys in the middle of the fairway,
and he tixed naked lights of coir steeped in
oil to thatrope. The fides was the only
things that moved in those 'seas, for theairs
was dead still till they began to blow, and
then they would blow your hair off. Chal-
long tended those lights everynight after
the junks had been so impident,—four
lights in about & quarter of a mile, hung up
in iron skillets on therope ; and when they
was alight,—and coir burns well, most like 1'
a lamp wick,—the fairway seemed more
madder than anything -else in the world.
Fust there was the Wurlee Light, then
these four queer lights, that could’nt be
riding-lights, almost flush with the water,
and behind them twenty mile off, but the
biggest light of all, there was the red top
of oid Loby Toby Voleano. Dowse told me
that he used to go out into the prow and
look at' his handiwerk, and it made him
=cared, being like no lights that ever was
fi xed.

**Byand by some more stemmers came
along, snorting and snitling at the buoys,
but never going through, and Dowse says to
himself : * Thank imdnesa. I've taught them
not to come streaking through my water.
Ombay Pussage is good enough for them and
the like of them." But he didn't remember
how quick that sort of news spreads amon
the shipping Every steamer that fetche
u{} by those buoys told another steamer and
all the port officers concerned in those seas
that there was something wrong with Flores
Straits thkat had n't been charted yet. It
was block-buoyed for weeks in the fairway,
they said, and no sort of passage to use,
Well, the Datch, of course they didn’t know

out, and then they admired more than
ever, ;

‘¢ A little bit betore morning the Dutch
gunboat come flustering up, and the two,
ships stood together watching the lights
burn out and out, till there was nothing left
‘cept Flores Straits, all green and wet, and
a dozen wreck-buoys, and Wurlee Light,

“ Dowse had sleot very quiet that night,
and get rid of his streaks by means of think-
ing of the angry steamers outside. Challong
was busy, and didn’t come back to his bunk
till late. In the very early morning Dowse
looked out to sea, being, as he said, in tor-
ment, and saw all- the navies -of the world
riding outside Flores Straits fairway in a
half-moon seven miles from wing to wing,
most wonderful to behold. Those ware the
words he used to me time and again in tell-
ing the tale.

with & most tremenjus explogion, and -all
them great navies crumbled to little picces
of clouds, and there wuis only a man-o’-war’s
boat rowing to the Li ht, with the oars go-
Ing sideways instead o' longways as the
morning tides, ebb or flow, would continu-

- ally run.,

*“¢ What the devil's wrong with this
strait ¥’ says aman in the boat as soon as
they was in heilihg distance, * Has the
whole English Navy sunk here, or what 2"

“ ¢ There's nothing wrong,” says Dowse,
sitting on the platform ouiside the Light,
and heeping one eye very watchful on the
streakiness of the tide, which he always
hated, ’specially in the morning. *‘ You
leave me alone and I'll leave you alone. Go
round by the Ombay Passage, and don’t cut
up my water. You're making it streaky.’
All the time he was saying that he kept on
thinking to himself, * Now that's foollsh-
ness,—now that’s nothing but foolishness ;'
and all the time he was holding tight to the
edge of the platform in case the streakiness
of the tidashould cary himaway.

““ Somebody answers from the boat, very
soft and quiet, * We're going round by Om-
bay in a minute, if you'll just come and
speak to our captain and give him his bear-
ings."”

“‘ Dowse, he felt very highly flattered,

anything about it. They thought our Ad- pand he slipped into the boat, not paying

miralty Survey had been there, and they
thought it very Euﬂar but neighborly. You
understand us English are always looking
up marks and lightening sea-ways all the
world over, never asking with your leave
or by your leave, seeing that the eea con-
ecorng us more than any one eise. So the
news went to and back from Flores to Bali,
and Bali to Probolingo, where the railway
is that runs to Batavia. All through the
Javya seas evarybody got the word to keep
clese o' Flores Straits, and Dowse, he was
left alone except for such steamers and

any attention to Challong. But Challon
swum along to the ship after the boat,
When Dowse was in the boat, he found,
so he says, he couldn’t speak to the sailors
‘cept to call them * white mice with chains
about their neck,’and Lord knows he hand't
seen or thought o' white mice since he was a
little bit of a boy. So he kept himself quiet,
end so they come to the Survey ship ; and
the man in the boat hails.the quarter-
deck with ~something that - Dowse could
not rightly understand, but there was one
word ﬁe spelt out again and again,—m-a-d,

small craft as didn't know. They'd come ' mad.—and he heard some behind saying it | fered severely. One and a half Eottles of THECHARLES A.VOCELER COMPANY, Bﬂlt"’ﬂﬂrﬂ; k-1,
up and look at the straits like a bull over | backwards. So he had two words,—m-a-d, | St. Jacobs Oil completely cured me. W Canadian Depot: TORONTO, ONT
« Eate, but those nodding wreck-buoys|mad, d-a-m, dam; and he put those two|C. HarpeEx.” Member of State Legislature, i o SRR o S T ’ o e

'vou, sir,—but there was something on his
back thit I've forgotten.

“Then, he says, he heard a gun fired |

£ | lutely nothing going on there.—[Puck.

ly, * I be damned if I am mad,’ but all the
lime his eye was held like by the coils of
rope on the belaying pins, and he followed
those ropes up and up with his eye till he
was quite lost and comforti.ble among the
rigging, whick ran criss-cross, and slope-
ways, and up and down, and any way but
straight along under his feet north and south
The deck-seams, they ran that way, and
Dowse daren’t look at them. They was
the same as the streaks of the water under

the planking of the lighthouse. {

“*Then'he heard the captain talking to
him very kindly, and for thedife of him he
couldn’t tell why ; and what he wanted to
tell the captain was that Flores Strait was
too streaky, like bacon, and the steamers
only made it worse ; but all he could do was
to keep s eye very careful on the rigging
and sing :— | ,

*I saw a ship a-zailing,

A-sailing on the sea ;

And oh, it was all laden

With-pretty things for'me!*

Then he remembered that was foolishness,
and he started off to say something about the
OmbayPassage, but all he said was: *“The
captain was a duck,—meaning no otfense to

“*And when the ship began to move
Tho captain says, = Quack-quack.'""

¢ He noticed the captain turn very red
and angry, and be says to himself, ¢ My
foolish tongue’s runm away with me again.
I'll godorward 3’ and he went forward, and
catchedd the reflection of himself in the
binnazle brasses; and he saw that he
was standing: there and talking mother-
naked in front of all them sailors, and
he ran into the fo'c's’le howling most
grievous.. " He must ha' gone naked {fof
weeks on the Light, and Challong o’ course
never noticed it. Challong was swimmin'
round and round the ship, sayin’ ¢ dam’ for
to please the men and to be took aboard, be-
cause he didn’t know any better.

f* Dowse .didn't tell what happened after
this, but seemingly our Survey ship lowered
two boats and went over to Dowse’s buoys.

to trial, however, he succeeded in convine-

They took one sounding, and then finding it |

was all correct they cut the buoys that
Dawse and Challong had made, and let the

tide carry 'em out through the Loby Toby .

end of the strait; and the Dutch gunboat, .
she sent two men ashore to take care of the
Wurlee Light, and the Dritomarte, she
went ‘away with Dowse, leaving Chal-
long to try, to follow them, a-calling ¢dam
—dam’ all among the wake of the screw,
and half hem'In% himself out of water and
joining his webby-foot lanids together, He
dropped astern in five minutes, and I sup-
pose he went back to the Wurlee Light.

You can’t drown an Orange-Lord, not even:
in Flores Sirait on {lood-tide.

- “Dowse come across me when he came
to England with the Survey ship, after being
more than six monthg in her, and cured of |
his streaks by working hard and not looking |
over the eide more than he could help. He |

told me what I've told you, sir, and he was:

very much ashamed of himself; but the
troublé on his imind was to know whether
he hadn’t  Bent something or other -to the |
bottom with his buoyings and his lightings
and such like.  He put it to me many times, |
and each time more and more sure he was |
that something had happened in the straits
because of him. I think that distracted him,
because I found him up at Fratton cne day,
inared jersey,a-praying before the Saivation
Army,whichhad produced him in their papers |
as o Reformed Pirate. They knew from E
hiz mounth that he had committed evil on .
the deep waters, — that was what he told
them, — and piracy, which no onc does now |
except Chineses, was all they knew of. I
aaya to him : * Dowse, don’t b2 afool. Take .
off that jersey and come along with me.’,
He says : * Fenwick, I'ma-saving of my soul; |
for I do believe that I have killed more men |
in Flores Strait than Trafalgar. I says:
‘A man that thought he'd secen 'all the|
navies of the earth, standing round in aring |
to watch his foolish false wreck-buoys,’|
(those was the very words I used) * ain’t fit
to have a soul, and if he did he couldn’t kill
a flea with it. John Dowse, you was mad
then, but you are a damn sight madder now.
Take off that there jerzey.”

¢ He took it off and come along with me,
but he never got rid o’ that suspicion that!

he'd sunk some ships a-cause of his foolish- | P

nesses at Flores Straits; and now he's a

wherryman from Portsmouth to Gosport,

where the tides run crossways and you can’t

row straight for ten strokes together. . .
. So late as all this ! Look !”

' cried the hoary-headed convict, '

Fenwick left his chair, passed to the:
Light, touched something that clicked, and |
the glare ceased with a suddenness that was |
pain.  Day had eome, and the Chaunel need- I

ed St. Cecilia no longer. The sea-fog rolled

back from the cliffs in trailed wreaths and '

} 1
dragreed patehes, as the sun rcse and made
el : The still- i morning the old man wasd marched out Lo

the dead sea.alive and splendid.
ness of the morning held us both silent as
we stepped on the baleony., Alark wens up
from the eliffia behind St. Cecilia, and we
amelt a smell of cows in the light-house
pastures below.

So you see we were both at liberty to
thank the Lord for another day of clean and
wholesome life.

Ruoprarp Kirnixa.
[THIE END,]

A Send-Off or a Stand-Off,

Parkly Saunters.—I—<I—I want - your
daughter, sir, to be my wife.

Old Dukkets.—Wait a year !

Parkly.—It’s a long time to wait, sir !

Dukkets.—Oh, I don’t mean for you to
wait here. Call again in abouta year.—
[Pack. :

A Cool -_Sbtiggastian.

into a peal of fearful laughter, and fell for-

Checkley Spatts.—Deah me ! I weally
don't know what to do this Summer to oc- |
cupy my mind ! | -

Sally  de Witt.—Why don’t you-take a |
trip to the Antarctic Ocean? Therpe's abso-

Member of the Leglslature..

In addition to tke testimony of the Gov-
ernor of ¥he State of Maryland, U. S, A,, a
member of the Maryland Legislature, Hon.
Wm. C. Harden, testifiesas follows: 740
Dolphin St., Balto., Md., U. 8. A.,. Jan; I8;
'00. Gentlemen: "I met. with a ;severe
accident by falling down the back stairs of
my residence, in the darkness, and was
bruiséd badly in my hip and side, and suf-

A Tragedy of Slberia.

Thera comes from Vladivostok a story re-
markable for its pathos and tragedy even
among the dark tales that make up the re-
cord of Siberian life.
already been announced, the construction of
the trans-Siberian railroad was begun some
months ago. The work was formaily enter-
ed upon with imposing formalitiss at the
time of the visit ome Czarewitch. Forthis
purpose a namber of convicts were taken
thither, as laborers, under a strong military
guard. Among these convicts was one
white-haired old man, of patriarchal aspect.
He was a native of Knnm?:, and had always
been a law-abiding subject. But on one
occasion the Government surveyors were
measuring off a slice of his ground, which
they proposed to seize. He protested, and
in his earnestness, chanced to step upon the
surveyor’s chain, as it lay on the’ ground,
before him. Now, the surveyor was the re-
presentative of the Czar, and his chain for
the time being represented the Imperial
sceptre. The peasant’s mis-step, therefore,
was an act not only of gross disrespect to
the Little Father, but high treason itself.
The culprit was instantly arrested, put in
irons and locked in a cell. On being brought

ing his judges that his fault was accidental

‘| and -not -intentional, and- accordingly - the-|

utmost leniency of the tribunal was extend-
ed to him. ;

He was not sentenced to death, but was
sent to toil in a Siberian chain-gang for the
remainder of his life. | !

Working on the railroad at Vladivostok,
this poor old man one :day noticed the

soldier who, with loaded rifle, acted ns)

guard over him and his companions. The
soldier looked wonderfully familiar to him
and the old man gazed at him so steadily as
to negler,_-t. his work and to bring upon him-
self from the overseer a reprimand and a
threat of the knout. After a time, the work
man edged his way so close to the guard
that he could speak to him, and he asked
him who he was and whence he came. The
soldier, of course, made no reply, and did’
not even notice who was addressing him.
The military law absolutely forbids a soldier
to speak to a convict or to notice him in any
way, unless to shoot him if-he try to escape..
But those of his comrades who stood near
saw the soldier turn deathly pale, and then
brace himself. up with more than ordinary
ri%idity. “ '

3ut the old man persevered. ' Heedless of
thg threats of the overseer, he thraw down
his tools, left his work, and staggered up to

the guard, who remained silent and motion- |
less. Their eyes met, the'old’ man’s'stream- |

ing with tears, the soldier's dey and fixed
as those of the dead. _
““ Alexis, my son ! It isthou ? It is thou?”

Still- military discipline kegt the guard as
silent and motionless as a statue, - His face
was a picture of mortal torment, ‘Then,

despite his offorts to control himndeif, bis lips |

quivered,-his knces ‘trembled. He swayed
to and fro. e grasped his rifle convulsively
and drew himself up as if on dress parade.
The next moment his arms fell to his sides,
his rifle dropped to the ground, and without
a word, or even a groan, he fell at his fath-
er’s feet, apparently a corpse.

The conviet threw himself upon his son’s
body, covering it with kisses and utteiing
wild cries of endearment and of grief. The
overseer and the other guards, seeing what
Lhad happened, but not understanding it,
rushed to thespot. Theysupposed that the
old conviet had attacked the soldier, perhaps
killed him. It was their businessto suppose
that, anyway. So they raised the butts of
their ritles and in a moment would have
knocked out the old man's brains. But one
suggestec that they should first drag the
convict from the soldier's body, lest some of
their blows should fall upon the latter, This |
they struggled in vain to do. Though half
a dozen of them tugged at them, they could
not separate the two bodies, and the old
man never noticed them even, but kept on

kissing his unconscious son and uttering his

wild, inarticulate cries.

A cart was then brought, and the two
bodies, inseparably clasped together, were |
laid in it and taken, under a strong guard,
to the hospital, where the surgeon would
quickly cut off the old man’s arms and thus
art the two. But when the surgeon saw
them, the truth dawned upon him. He told
the soldiers, and they, who had been eager
to toss the old man on their bayonets, march-
ed off with tears flowing down their cheeks.
Presently the doctors got the old man to
loosen his hold upon the soldier’s body, and, |
dreadful to relate, he was instantly taken
back to the railroad and forced, under the
lash, to resume his work. Then they turned
their attention to the soldier. Under their

At that city, as has!

King of

A Cure “Almost Miraculous.”

“IWhen I was 14 years of age I had a severa
attack of rhemmatism, and after I recovered
had to go on crutches, A vear later, scrofula,
in the form of white swellings, appeared on
various parts of my body, and for 11 years I
was an invalid, being confined to my bed 6
yvears, In that time ten or eleven sores ap-
pearcd and broke, cansing me great pain and
suffering. I feared I never should get well,

““ Early in 188 I went to Chicago to visit a
sister, but was confined to my bed most of the
time I was there. In July I reada book,‘A

" Day with a Cirens,! In which were statements
of cures by Hood's Sarsaparilla. ' T was so im-
pressed with the suceess of this medicine that
I decided to try it. To my great gratification
the sores soon decreased, and 1 began to feel
better and in a short time I was up and
out'ol doors. T continuedtotake Hood's Sar-
sapariiia for about & year, when, having used
six bottles, I had become so fully released

from the disease that I went to work for the
Flint & Walllng Mfg. Co., and since then
3 HAVE NOT LOST A SINGLE DAY

on account of sickness. I believe the disease
-J expelled from my system, Ialwuysfeel well,
am in good spirits and have a good appetite.
I am now 27 years of-age and can walk as well
as any one, except that one limb is a little
shorter than the other, owing to the loss of
—Dbone, and the sores formerly on my right leg.
< To my friends my recovery seems almost
miraculous, and I think Hood's Sarsaparilla
is the king of medicines.” WiILLiAM Al
LEHR, 0 N: Railroad St., Kendallville, Ind.

~ Hood’s
Sarsaparilla

Sold by all druggists, 81; six for 85. Preparedonly
by C.I. HOOD & CO., Apothoecaries, Lowell, Mass.

I00 Doses One Dollar

Nbo Chicken.—Teacher : Parse ‘‘eggs.”'—
Puapil : Third person, plural number—after
a moment’s pause—one might be one gender,
and one the other—more hesitation, and
‘then a triumphant finish—and objective case
unless they are fresh,

' The report of the Grand Trunk Railway
Unmpnn‘(}{'};.wgﬁ issued in London, England
on Tuesday. It attributes the poor business
of the past half year to low freight and pas-
‘senger rates and the deficient harvest of the
previous antumn. W hereas the real cause
is theactive,stirring rivalry of the Canadian
Pacific and poor’ management of the Grand
Trunk. No railway can be successfully
managed by a president and board of direc-
tors three thousand miles away who have
neither knowledge nor sympathy with the
requirements of the road and the country

through which it passes,

‘erman
Syrup”

We have selected two or
three lines from letters
freshly received from pa-
rents who have given German Syrup
to their children in the etnergencies
of Croup. VYou will credit these,
because they come from good, sub-
stantial people, happy in finding
what so many families lack—a med-
icine containing noevil drug, which
mother can administer with con-
fidence to the little ones in their
most critical hours®safe and sure

that it will carry them through.

Ep, I, WILLITS, of Mrs. JAs. W. KIRE,
Alma, Neb. I give it Daughters’ College,
to my children when Harrodsburg, Ky. I
troubled with Croup have depended upon
and never saw any it in attacks of Croup
preparation act like with my little daugh-
it. Itis simply mi- ter, and find it an in-
raculous, valuable remedy,

Croup.

cflorts he soon regained consciougness, but
not reason. He was incurably mad. They |
took him that night to an asylum, The next !

work again,

““ But, my son !” he cried. ** How is my
son this morning{? Is he living ordead ¥

Then one of tlie soldiers for the first time
broke military discipline and'incurred the
risk of heavy punishment.

“ Yourson,” he said, **lives ; but he is
hopelessly insane,”

At the word the old man stared, Dburst

ward in convulsions, They carried him
away to the hospital, and from there to the
asylum, where they put him into the cell
nex’ to his son's. There were then two
hopeless maniacs in that madhouse.

Teacner—*“ Johnnie, you must bring an
excuse for being absent yesterday from the
head of your family.” Johnnie—'‘She's
away, ma'am ; I'll have to get it from my
fader.” '

Clocks are too cheap for the tired house-
wife to spend her time and strength in run-
ning from the kitchen to some other room

Fully one-half of our customers
are mothers who use Boschee's Ger-
man Syrup among their children.
A nm:adicine to be successful with the
little foiks must be a treatment for
the sudden and terrible foes of childs
hooc® whooping cough, croup? diph-
theria and the dan<erous inflamma-
tions of delicate throais and lungs. ®
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Ofthe three principal grains—corm, <heat,
and un.ta-—{[rnwn in the United States, the
total yield this year is estimated by the
Department of Agriculture at not less than
3,400,000,000 bushels, That is equivalent
to more than fifty bushels for every man,
woman, and child in the country, or about
fifty pounds a week apiece. When dus
allowance is made for infants, who do not
count for mueh, it is easy to see how plenty
of seed grain can he saved out of suck
bounteous crops and abundant food provided
for all the domestic animals that need grain
in any formt and still enough breadstuffs
remain to help Europe through a very bad

tn conenlt cne,

year,
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Sprains, Bruises,
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I CURES
RHEUMATISM,
NEURALGCIZ,
LUMBACO,
SCIATICA,
Burns, Swellinge.
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