me top yout cough
when it first -ppem and you
rﬂnove m- d'uyr of

Ayer $
Cherry
Pecioral

stops coughs of all kinds. It
does so because it is a sooth-
ing and healing remedy of great
power. This makesitthe great-
est preventive to consumption.

Put one of
Ayer’s. Cherry Pectoral
Plasters over your lungs
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Half the people of this world don't
know how the other half live, and get
mad if you try to tell them.

¥ree Homes In Western ¥ibrida.

There are about 1,000,000 acres of
Government land In Northwest Flor-
{da, subject to homegtead entry, and
about half as much again of railroad
lnnd- for sale at very low rates. These
on or near the line of the

umle & Nashville Rallroad, and
Mr. R. J. Wemyss, General Land Com-
missioner, Pensacola, will be glad to
write you all about them. If you wish
to go down and look at them, the
Loulsville & Nashvllle Railroad pro-
vides th y and the opportunity en

the first lnd third Tu y of each
month, with excursions at only $2 over
one fare for round-trip tickets. Write
Mr. Ci P. Atmore, General Passenger
Agent, Loulaville, Ky., for particulars.

Photograph—A representation that
flatters others but does youan injustice.

of Your Friends
In the East are probably interested in
the territory in which you I

sources and pﬂlliblllllll
would like to know Jus
farming is out here.

“Porh
t how proﬂubll
Bond us their names
d free & eopy of Frisco
r the Missourl and Ar-
kaosas Farmer and Fruitman, profusely
fllustrated publications, setting forth the
advantiges of our Great Southwest. Ad-
dress B. L. Winchell, General ruunzer
Agent, Frisco Line,

Brains arc the lawyer's stock in trade,
and he sells them by the case

l.' to rmant Hog Cholera.
HOG CHOLERA {5 caused by ndiges-
oo 80d can be prevented by feeding

cooked

The only kind of fruit Noah had fh
the ark was preserved pairs.
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Continued,)

“A soldler!” cried Mary. *“Oh, Rich-
ard, you must try if we can’t do some-
thing for him. I never hear of an old
soldier without thinking of my poor
brother, Jack, who, you know, ran
away and enlisted while'I was quite a
little girl, and how miserably he died
in Africa. Oh, what a pet I used to be
of poor Jack's! If we had héard of any
one who had been good to him at last,
bow we should have blessed him! Do
tell me all ubout this poor fellow, and
et us see if we can devise any way of

helping him."

“I am afrald he'Is pretty well past
help,” sald Richard, “I left him un-
consclous, and 1 should not be in the
least surprised If he should never como
to himself agaln.”

“But surely he can’t'be left to h!m-
self in an empty house, Richard! It
would be a sin and a shame. to leave
anybody so. He must be got to the in-
firmary.”

“He won't go. I have trigd my best
to make him, but he Is obstlpate.”

“Then we must bring him here. We
ve more than one empty reom, for
the house Is far too big for us.\ Do let
me get a bed put up in one of them.”

“Why, Mary, you know well enough
we can't even keep ourselves! How
ero we to keep and ‘feed a strauger as
well?

‘Oh, we must, Richard!" she criad
impulsively, ber tender eyes Afllink
with tears. “Think how forsaken and
wretched he Is! Suppose it were your
brother—and he Is your brother, even
it he be what you call a stranger. We
muatn’t shut our door on him—'T was
a stranger, and ye tooM me not in'—
how could you bear to hear that?"

She ran lightly out of the room to
give her orders and see them carried
out, leaving Richard sitting consclence-
stricken In his chair, all his subtle ar-
guments scattered to the winds by a
single word.

“Took him not in!" he echoed With a
bitter laugh. “No, Lord, 1 didn't take
him in! I knew a trick worth two ot
that; so I robbed and murdered him
inatead, and then swore lies about it at
the Inquest. And the best of It was
that I did It all from the most exalted
motives—to promote the greatest hap-
piness of the greatest number, at no
expense except of the life of a wretched
miser of whom the world would be well
rid, who was only a burden to himself
and_a nulsance to everybody else!
How clear it all was! but I dare not
say it to Mary, and should hate her If
she could listen to it for a eecond.”

He lay back in his chalr for a mo-
ment with closed eyes, a thousand old-
world.dreams and half-forgotten ideals
and aspirations crowding back upon
bis memory and circling round the
image of his wife as he had first seen
and loved her. There were unaccus-
tomed tears in his eyes as he opened
them to see her standing before him In
hat and cloak.

“Come, Richard,” she cried, “you
must take me to the place at once.
There was some Wine left, and I have it
in this basket. I have told Allce to
make up a bed in the back room and
to have some hot soup ready in an
hour. Now get your coat on and take
me to the house. We shall need a fly
to bring him here; but we can order,
that on the wa:

Her bright, quick eagerness carried
bim along; in another mirute they
were passing through the streets and
had hailed a crawling cab. Richard
regarded his wife with a kind of dazed
surprise. All the wan depression of
her face, which had welghed upon his
spirits for weeks, was gone, and a
bright and almost Jjoyous energy
seemed to possess her that reminded
him of the Mary of brighter days. He
seemed awakened from a nightmare
as ho looked after her, and sprang
lightly down to help her as the fly,
drew up In the wretched street before
the empty house, Already the early
evening was closing In, and it looked
doubly desolate and forbtdding In the
twilight. “Why, surely there is no one
living here!” she exclaimed; “he must
indeed be in a wretched plight, poor
fellow!"

Richard tried the door, but found it
locked. He had no recollection of his
departure from the house In the morn-
ing, but on putting bis hand in his
pocket he found the key, which he
must have slipped Into it on leaving.

clamation of pity and dismay, his own
heart was thumping so loudly with ter-
ror and suspease. Should they find
him still alive? His hand shook as he
1ald 1t on the handle of the inner door,
the lock rattled; and for a moment he
recolled as from a living thing. Nery-
ing himaelf with an effort, he pushed
open the door and went in. The room
Wwas precisely as he had left it In the
morning; the patient lay in a profound
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sleep, heavily, and bathed in
& protuse perspiration. Richard bent
over him and felt his pulse, then shook
him sharply by the shoulder and called
loudly on him to awake, but without
rousing him in the least. Slapping his
face with a wet handkerchief, ralsing
him off the ground, produced no better'
effect. Taking the little bottle of wine
from Mary's ready hand, Richard
forced a few drops into his mouth.
‘They were swallowed with a convulsiye
sulp, but made no change In the pro-
found unconsclousness in which the
patient lay,

“It's no use,” he sald at last. "Hsn
too far,gond to awake. And yet his
pulee is very good, and If I had him at

there are one of two other things
that I might try. So just tell the driver
to come in and help me carry him to
the fly.”

He wrapped around him the rug he
had sent the evening before, which was
the only thing about him not lnna
Aand with, the driver's assistance carri
him out and |vvn-¢m-y.|-mu
Before quitting the Richard

turned the bed over with his foot to
be sure nothing of value was left be-
hind. A heavy revolver, which proved
to be loaded, rattled upon the floor,
and as he stooped to plek it up a yellow
gleam caught his eye among the rags.
“What! more money!” he exclaimed,
but on looking closer he found that it
wig only the gllt case of an old-fash-
loned, faded,  daguerreotype portrait.
Nothing else was to be found, and slip-
ping it Into his pocket with the re
volver, he returned to the cab, locking
the door behind him us he left.

A few minutes’ driving brought the
party back to Richard’s house, and
with the assistance of the cabman, the
still uticonsclous patient was cafriell
Ab to one of the empty rooms, where b
bed had been prepared to recelve him
ready with hot soup and ¢ot’
fee. an felt a little disappointed when
l(llhﬂhl turned her from the door.

“No, mno, it's no use trying to
gIve It to him that way. Make a little
very strong beef-tea; I wlil find a way
to administer that. Send me up the
bottle of Condy's fluid, and a glass and
a Jug of water.”

Left to himself, he proceeded with a
flerce arixiety, very different from his
usual professional “coolness, to take
such measures_as his knowledge dic-
tated to awaken his patlent from his
stupor, and these not proving Imme-
dlately - successful, to sustain life, it
possible, until the effect of the drug
should pass off. I} was 1uxn-\\hm after
having, exhausted| every means
known to him, he left hlm atill lylng
unconsclous, and went down-stairs.
Mary had prepared a little supper for
him, and was anxlously awaiting his

appagrance.

“A\good, strong cup of tea for me
Mary.
“Why,

Richarad, know tea at

You

you

night always keeps you awake.
would not sleep a wink after it.”
I am going to
and

“That's what I want
sit up with my patient tonight,
before Alice\goes to bed you had b
tell her to light a fire In his room

“Oh, Richard, mayn't I sit up along
with you? Iam sure I shall not close
my eyes the whale time for thinking of
you. I mever cam sleep when you are
away from me at'nights.”

resting quietly in ‘bed, then, said
Richard, who had hiy own reasons for
wishing to be alone with his patient in
the event of his recovering consclous-
ness.

When the household | had retired,
Richard sat down In an easy-chair be-
side the fire, having first made a care-
ful examination of his patient, who
moaned and muttered fn hiy sleep as
he turned him over to sound Ris heart
Reassured of these signs of reviving
consclousness, he opened the latest
works on “Polsons,” on which he had
recently expended a gulnea whiah he
could very 1l spare, turned to' the
section on “Morphia,” and settled him-
sclf fn his chair to study it attentively

About four hours later he was awai-
ened from a deep sleep by a loud cry
uttered near him. The book had fallen
to the floor beside the chalr; the fire

ing brightly. The sick man was sitting
up In bed, from which he had thrown
off the covering, and was wildly grop-
ing among the bed-clothes In search of

psomething.

“Lost, lost!" he shrieked.
thieves! Police!

Richard was at his side in a moment
and caught him by the shoulder.

“Thank God, you are better!” he ex-
clalmed. “But what are you looking
for?"

“What, doctor, Is It you? Where am
I? What has been the matter with me?
I feel as if I had slept for a hundred
years!”

“You are in my house,” said Rich-
ard, “and everything you have ls sate.
Now pull yourself together and let me
have a look at you. Puplls normal,
right. Why, you are a mira-
Just swallow this cup of cof-
it's cold, but your fhroat must be
like a chimney. Down with jt!”

““More, more; I could drink up Esil!"
he cried, holding out the empty cup to
be refilled.

“You must be a maglclan, doctor, to
have brought me round so quickly.
I'm accustomed to these attacks, as I
told you, and the worst ls always over
in three days. But there Is always
sickness and prostration afterwards,
and this time I positively feel better
than I have done for years. I have had
such a sound sleep as I thought I
should never enjoy agaln. How did
you do It, doctor?"

“Morphia!” sald Richard grimly. A
heroic dose; I saw you were pretty bad
and it had to be either kill or cure.
Tl within five minutes ago I was
greatly afrald it was going to be Kkiil.
You have slept about twenty hours,”

“I can never thank you enough for
your courage, for it has put new life
into me. I must have been as sound as
a church if you have removed me with-
out my knowing it. But are you quite
sure you left nothing behind, for I
missed something just now lhll must
not be lost on any account?

“I know,” sald Richard quletly, but
keenly watching the other's faca as he
spoke. “You had a belt around you
with several thousand pounds’ worth
of money and jewels in It. You had
also a loaded revolver, for the purpose,
1 presume, of defendin¥ your wealth.
Don't be uneasy about them: I have
them both safely under lock and key."

(To be Continued.)

“Help!

in the World.

in the world under
ken by pillars is at
St. Petersburg. is 620 feet long by
150 in breadth. By daylight it is used
for military displays, and a whole bat-
talion can completely maneuver in it.
By night 20,000 wax tapers give it a
beautiful appearance. The roof is &
single arch of iron,

Largest
The largest roof
one roof and unl

{1 the more reason for you to be |\ ating creature, who rode all day

THE LIONS CLAW.

Lieut. Julien de Rhe had returned

wintry breath in the autumn air, and

was ordered by the doctor to Pau:

“Just, what you want—mild but brac-
climate.”

ing

So in mid-November Julien sat at his
sunny window in Hotel Garderes, gaz-
ing at the Pyrenees and smoking a
clgarette {n honor of his recovery.

“My faith! Pau s full of pretty
women,” he sald to himself the first
time he went to listen to the military
band at the Place Royale. Nelther
Ibertine mor fop, the young fellow
thrilled with a fresh joy in living as
he put on his coat with its shinlig

ree straps, the rosette of the Mxlon

1," as Olga was called.
He loved her, too, for her beauty, of
course; and his head would swim,
when, at a pause in

eyes and the tea-rose skin, would lean
on his arm and would intoxicate him
With her starry gaze and violet breath.
But he loved her above all for her
sufferings, so proudly hidden.

his heart ached when he caught the
somber look Olga turned on her moth-
er at afterncon tea, when Mme, Ba-
barine, seated with the light discreetly
behind he, evoked her royal conquests
in northern courts.

“He would marry her—snateh her out
of this polsonous alr, take her to his
own shlatly mother, lhuw her a true

of Honor ros-
etto his mother had laid on his bed
when he was 5o 111, and that he thought
he would only wear in his coffin,

How folly Pau was, anyhow, with
its vast horizon, its snowy peaks, its
brilliant sun, the cosmopolitan crowd,
where pretty forelgners chattered all
the languages of Europe, like tropic
birds in an aviary. A few sad sights,
to be sure—the consumptive young
Enm-nm.n in a bath chalr, wrapped
In plaids, with the eyes of a bolled
fish, a black taffeta mufler over his
mouth. It gave one a shiver, yet—
man is selfish—it made Jullen remem-
ber what a skeleton he had been three
months ago, with chocolate rings un-
der his eyes, and here he was cured,
tossing silver colns to the beggars and
watching the hearty little American
grls In fy-away frocks and black
8loves and stockings, dancing a “ring-
around-a-rosy” to the band's quick-
step.

Just the frame of mind for falling in
love, wasn’t 1t? Which the happy con-
valesceat proceeded to do the first time
be set eyes on Mile. Olga Babarine, the
belle of the Russian colony, he
dismounted In front of Hotel Gasson—
the coup de foudre, In'fact. Back from
fox hunting one evening at 5, she had
slipped from her horse Into the arms
of the nimblest of the plnk-coated
adorers who rushed for her stirrup.
Striking the veranda table with her
crop, she had called for a cup of milk,
and drank it off at a draught. Look-
ing like a Primaticcio goddess, her
slim figure and copper-colored har,

| lluminated by the flaring sunset, sho

had gone out, but the lamp was burn- |

paused, laughing merrily, a creamy
mustache on her upper lip. Suddenly
grave, with a curt, imperious nod, she
left the redcoats and entered the hotel,
tapping her riding habit with her
whip.

Three days later, after many a
“Who Is she? I must know her,” to
his acqualntances, Jullen got himself
introduced—not a difficult proce
and joined the falr Russian’s court.

Was she a Russian, after all, this In-

and waltzed all night? Yes, by her
putative father, her mother's first
husband, Count Babarine.

But everyone remembered that at
the time of Olga’s birth, her mother—
the daughter, by the way, of a New
York banker named Jacobson—was
getting a divorce, probably on account
of her notorious liaison with a north-
ern prince royal, some Christian, or

\»

BE MY WIFE.
Oscar, or other. What was the na-

who had llwl half her nights on the
cushlons of the express, whose mem-
Ory was a stereoscope in which re-
volved a series of watering places and
winter resorts, whither her mother,
handsome still {n spite of erysipelas,
had carrfed the ennut of a fading co-
quette along with her samovar and her
pet monkeys? The odd girl used to
say, laughing at herself: “I am neither
of London, nor of Parls, nor ot Vienna,
nor of Peurlbur‘—lm of the table
ahot.

H-d she any family? Hardly more
80.  Her real father, the Oscar or
Christian, 8o often referred to by Mile.
Babarine, had been dead some years,
and the Russian count, her legal fath-
er, never bothered his head about her.
Utterly bankrupt, a civilized Leather
Stocking (who won at all the pigeon
matches, his unerring gun gave him
a living. The countess, in spite of
periodical attacks of maternal devotion
~palntully hollow— gifted with
one of the perfect, absolute, spherieal
egotisms that never show a flaw; when
Olga at 8 had almost dled of typhold,
Mme. Babarine, of the white hands—
for the sake of decency sitting up with
her child—did not once forget to put
on her gants gras.

All this De Rhe learned after ea-
listing in the fiying squadron that
maneuvered about falr Olga. He be-
gan to love the strange girl who let
bim look straight into her eyes, and
who sald to him, as she lit a pheresll
clgarette, the day a friend presented
him: “Ah! You are the man who (s
80 much in love with me? How do
you do?” giving him a hearty hand-
shake, like a man. The sallor, true-

hearted fellow that he was, loved her
the more as he grew to understand and
pity her. For he was right. Olga was
fantastie, {1l brought up, but néllher a
flirt nor a snob. Feeling, perhaps, the
vanity of her life of pleasure, she
Judged, and that severely, her fox hunt-
ing admirers and her cotillon partners.
All desired her, none esteemed her—
ot one had made her an offer of mar-
ringe. So she pulled them up short
1f they yentured to speak too close to

© her! fan-
cled Qiga understood his purpose; as
she handed him his glass of Russian
tea, he thought he now and then
caught, deep In her eyes, a gentle light
that s¢emed o answer to his generous
pity, e o

“Yes, mmh-momn my leave Is up
next week. I leave Pan tomorrow, and
after a few days with my sister In
Touraine, I shall go to Brest; in a
year I shall be at sca agaln.”

They were standing in the hotel writ-
Ing room, near the cpen window, with
Its palpitating night sky.
and bon voyage,
sald Olga, In her. frank, firm voloe,
But you must give me a little keep-
sake—that lion's claw you wear as a
watch charm—a trophy of an African
lon hunt, didn't you tell me? It ap-
peals to the flerce and free in me, you

ow."

Julien took off the charm, and put
It Into the girl's fingers. Suddenly
snuplnx her hand in both of his, ar-
“I love you—will you be my

wue

Olga freed herself, keeping the lion's
claw; folding ber arms, she looked
stralght at him, apparently unmoved.
“No—no—and yet you are the first to
love me and to tell me so in that good
way. That's why 1 refuse you.”

“Olga!” cried Jullen, fn a choked
volce,

“Listen to me and I will explain. 1
am not worthy of you—you would be
uohappy with me. You remember
your slster's letter that you sald you
bad lost? Well, I picked it up here and
read it. She replied to the confidences
you had made her of your love for me
—a love I had long guessed. Her words
showed me the vast difference between
a true, slmple girl and me. And I saw,
too, what a real family fs—your fam-
ily. Be grateful to the mother you
bave, M. de Rhe. I have a mother,
too, but I have been forced to judge
her. You have seen only her ridiculous
sides, but I know her better, She would
Tefuse you my hand because you are
only of the gentry and In moderate
circumstances. She has declded that
elther I am to make a brilllant match
—or—she will find something else. I
know a lot, don't 1, for a girl of 197
Horrible, 1s0’t 1t? But it's true. That
why last winter we were at Nice, last
summer at Scheveningen, now at Pau.
That's why we are rolling like trunks
from one end of Europe to the other.
Mamma was almost a princess royal,
you see; and from 15 I've been given
to understand that I was meant for
an archduchess at least, even if a left-
handed one. Marry a mere gentleman,
almosgga bourgeols! Ah! you are dis-
gusted, and I'm ashamed of mysel.
Do not protest. Besides, I am expen-
sive and useless, and you don't need
me and I wouldn't make you happy—
and I don't love you. Idon't love any-
one. Love Is in the things that I've
always been forbidden. .Good-by. Get
up and go away without a word. But
leave me your lion's claw to remind
me of the honest fellow whom I have
treated honestly. Adieu!” o @

Three years later, one stormy night,
the transport Du Couedie, back from
Senegal, stopped at the Canarles to
take on the mall. A package of pa-
pers was luned Into the officers’ mess.
De Rhe, seated there, opened a three
weeks' o1d Parls sheet, and under the
heading “arrivals,” read the following:

“H. M. the king of Suabla, in the
strictest Incognlito, as Duke of Augs-
burg, 13 once more among u: An
unfortunate Incident occurred at the
station. The Barone de Hall, who,
accompanied by her mother, Comtesse
Babarine, was traveling with his mi
Jesty, suddenly missed an ornament of
small value, but to which Mme. do
Hall 1s, it seems, greatly attached—a
lion's claw, mounted In a gold circlet.
Mme. de Hall has offered 2,000 francs
for fts recovery.

“My dear fellow, you'll miss your
watch It you don't look sharp.”

“Thanks,” sald Julien, throwing
down the paper and springing up as it
in a dream.

That night the man at the wheel,
alone on the bridge with the young

officer.saw Jullen pass his handkerchiet
several times across his face. Strange
—was It not?—since, though there was
a stiff breeze, the spray did not reach
them.—(Adapted for the Argonaut
from the French of Francols Coppee.)

Hobson Had His Way.

The neatest men in the world are
navy officers. There is no dust at sea,
and the decks are constantly being
bolystoned. Before the. Cuban war
Hobson was regarded as finicky in
matters of dress, even as much 80 as
Admiral Dewey. He was one of the
dalntiest of kid-glove officers, and we
know what a ballroom conqueror he
was at Annapolls. One night at the
annual hop, on being presented to Mi
Cora Draper, now Mrs. Samuel A: Kim-
berly of Washington, he took the lib-
erty of writing his name on her card
for a waltz some ten number, .hnd
without so much aying
leave,” It was bis way. Girla Iiked
him for it. They called it “impudent.”
He was on band at the precise moment
to claim Miss Draper, but she failed to
recognize him. “I surely have not
promised you a dance,” she sald, look-
ing at her card. “For this waltz I see
I am Hobson's cholce.” “I'm Hobson
muttered the cadet, severely, and be-
fore ahe could protest Miss Draper was
passively gliding over the floor sup-
ported by a relentless arm.—Kansas
City Journal.

The only difference between med-
dling and investigating is that you al-
ways investigate and the other fsllow

meddles.
i
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Women suffering from any forth of fomale weaknss are, invit
| communitate with Mrs. Pinkham\ at Lynn, Mass.\ All Igtters
| opened, read and answered by women only.\ A woman can freel) talk
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tween Mrs. Pinkham and the women bf America which has never

Outof nn- st volume of experience \hich she has to driw from, itis
| possible thatshe has gained the very knowledge that will ha pyour case.
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