
CHAPTER XV. (Continued.)
“Suchds my own opinion, also,” I re-

joined, “and I am very glad to have it

•o authoritatively indorsed. I trust to

have two of the culprits under lock

and key within less than a week, pro-

viding I am not detained through the

Inquest.”
*That will mainly depend upon the

evidence you may give.” he remarked,

with a volume of dry meaning in his

tone. “Perhaps, less said the better

tn this particular case. You may be

•ure that neither coroner nor jury will

be anxious to prolong the inquiry dur-

ing Christmas week.”
“I understand,” I said, “and shall

say as little as possible. Many thanks.
Mr. O’Brien, for your timely advice.”

Subsequent events fully confirmed
the old lawyer’s forecast, so far, at

least, as I was concerned. My evi-

dence was as terse and brief as 1 could

make it. 1 was an inquiry agent, em-

ployed by deceased to probe the mys-

tery of iiis cousin’s violent death. I

was explaining to him the results of

my inquiries so far. when he suddenly
fell back in his chair and expired.
Was the nature of my statements such

*s to cause unusual excitement? Yes;
the more so as deceased took a very

Strong personal interest in the matter.

Had I formed any opinion as to the

Cans*? of death? Knowing deceased

to have a weak heart, and judging
from the suddenness of his demise, 1

Tt once attributed it to heart disease.

was heckled a little as to the im-

prudence of unduly exciting a person
to afflicted; but there my share in the

matter ended, and 1 was absolved

from further attendance, subject to re-

call at a day’s notice.

The medical evidence was. however,

by no means so easily disposed of.

Two doctors who had previously at-

tended deceased, expressed no sur-

prise at the suddenness of the death.

Dr. Redwood, on the other hand, insist-

ed that death had been accelerated by
meaus of some drug having a specific
action upon the heart. The coroner

sided with him; and the inquiry was

adjourned for ten days to admit of an

exact analysis of the remains.
This was how the matter stood two

days after my departure for London

and upon the eve of the meeting ar-

tanged between James Blogg and the

Stranger at the old house in Rodney
Avenue. Of the stranger I had neither

heard nor seen anything more. He had

not again called at the Shellborne Ho-

tel, finding his mission probably frus-

trated by Captain Arnewood’s death.

Mr. Philip Blake had taken the de-

mise of his relative with characteristic

coolness. Greatly to my surprise, he

had entirely changed his hostile atti-

tude towards me. and had even gone

the length of tendering a sort of half-

apology for his previous incivility. He

bad done his utmost to avoid attend-

ing the inquest, which he described as

“a bit of a bore;” but. nevertheless,

called upon to appear, he had stated

quite frankly his motive for seeking a

private interview with deceased as his

Sressing need of a check, which tiie

itter had given him. This was, of

course, a wise admission, because the

counterfoil bore his name anti had

passed into the hands of the law offi-

cers. Incidentally, it. had also sup-

plied the only diverting incident in the

dreary inc/uiry. He had. he informed

the coroner, cashed the check in ques-
tion almost immediately, or. at all

events, before news of Captain Arne-

wood’s demise had reached the Na-

tional Bank; and this instance of

smartness had half-'amused the jury.
To me. of course, the incident had con-

•reyed a deeper meaning. In conjunc-
tion with the disappearance of the

Stranger, it seemed to intimate some

¦connection between the latter, Mr.

Philip Blake. James Blogg and the two

dead Arnewoods.

Such, then, was the position upon

Dec. 26th, the evening of the fateful

meeting which, if I played my cards

aright, and with ordinary luck, seemed

destined to solve the mystery of Luke

Jlmewood’s death. But 1 had yet to

decide upon a plan of action. With

Billy as guide, it would, doubtless, be

easy enough to effect an entrance into

the house, either before or after the

arrival of the confederates. I had .to

take Into account, however, that 1

ahould have two mon to deal with,

both probably armed and sure to offer

a desperate resistance to capture. That

I bad no legal right to seize them, no

matter how compromising their inter-

view. was a detail 1 intended to ignore:

but I could not Ignore the fact that 1

-would be helpless single-handed. To

whom could I apply for help?
Once more the name of Inspector

Traill suggested Itself. I had but to

sec him and the difficulty would be at

•n end. But again I revolted at the

idea of seeing the fruits of my labors

carried off by Scotland Yard. .As a

very last resource. I might have to

fall back upon 'Traill; but I vowed it

«hould only be when all other means

¦hould fail me.

I might hire the services of a couple
of prize fighters or bullies; but even

they would perhaps draw hack when

they realized that burglarious entry ot

a bouse formed part of the job, and

any hesitation on the part of my as-

sistants might ruin all my plans.
While Iwas puzzling over this awk-

ward detail, I stumbled across a dirty-

tooking letter addressed to me, which

I had somehow overlooked. It was

from the little newsvendor, and ran as

follows:
"Honord Sir:—Hoping this willreech

you in time as 1 have important news

to tell you. Its abowt Tom and I can

find him eny tim« but not after tomor-

row. Honord Sir. hoping to see you at

the Crown and Sceptre, Barrow Street,

• •Oerkenwell. any time between G and

¦8 tonight thumlay. If I dont see you

I will pay my respox tomorrow. Your

servant to command,
--“Sam Nobbs.”

I at once decided upon visiting the

-Crown and Sceptre, though I did not
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wholly believe the newsman’s state-

ment that he could find Tom “eny
lime." Still, he probably had a clue to

Ills whereabouts, and would follow it

up all the better for a little active co-

operation on my part.
So I went, and lucky for me it was

that I did so.

The Crown and Scepter, despite its

pretentious sign, proved to be a very

small affair, indeed, in the way of pub-
lic houses—a mere beer-shop, in fact.

But. as I was not visiting it for pur-

poses of refreshment, that mattered

nothing; indeed, it augured well as in-

dicating a healthy preference, on the

part of my emissary, for beer over

rum. He had established himself, per-

haps, in honor of my expected advent,
in a little den labelled “Private Bar,”
and there I found him in full enjoy-
ment of a pipe and a pint of mild-and-
bitter. Four-ale, be it understood, is

infra dig., even in beer-house private
bars.

“Thank ’eaven, you’ve come, sir!”
was his greeting. ‘They're off to-mor-

row. We’ll just be in nice time for a

look-in, if we starts now.”
This was uot a very clear introduc-

tion, but the Crown and Sceptre was

scarcely a suitable spot for explana-
tions, and so Ihade him finish his beer
and accompany me outside.

“Have we far to go?” I inquired.
“Nigh upon two miles, sir,” was the

reply. “Away up the Hampstead
Road, beyond the Canal. But we’ve

lime enough to walk it—without you’d
rather drive?” he added, suggestively.

“No, I’d rather walk.” I rejoined, “a

part of the way, at all events. I can

hear what you have to say*better.
Now, tell your story in your own

fashion, but cut it as short as you
can.”

“Right ’
are. sir,” he assented, “more

’specially as there ain’t a great deal to

tell arter all. Well, y’ se, I kept on

the prowl around Clerkenwcll, with a

bit of King’s Cross and the Euson

Road thrown in, but nary sight could
I get of my man until I spotted him

on Christinas eve, near Gower Street

Station. It was nearly dark, with a

bit of fog besides, and I couldn’t feel

quite sure of him until Iovertook him
in the Hampstead Road. Even then,

though I knowed Iwasn’t mistaken in

the lob-sided figure and shnfllng walk

of the man. I was well-nigh choked

when I seed his face. You know, sir.

as well as I do, that wotever might be
said alxmt Tom Webb's boozin’, no

one could ever mistake him for an idi-

ot. Well, the face of the man I’d been

follerin’ was just that of a mad ’un.

Not a glimmer of sense nor under-
standin’ in the fishy eyes, and a set

grin, that had no larf in it, on the hair

open, dribbling mouth. It was Tom

Webb, right enough, but more like a

bloomin’ caricatoor, such as I sells in

the 'alfpenny comics, than the genuine
article.

“ ‘Hello, mate!’ says I, slappin’ him

on Ilie shoulder, friendly-like, ‘what

cheer?’ (

Tom looked at me. and, for half a

minute I thought he knew me. But he

didn’t. He only grinned and mum-

bled somethin’ about the fog gettin’
worse. Then, seeing as how lie disap-

peared the night of the great fog last

month, this seemed a good line to fol-

ler.
“ ‘Yes. it’s coming on a bit thicker,

mate.' I tells him, ‘but’twon'tbe any-

thing like wot we had five weeks ago.

A n g'lar bad 'un that war.’

“The grin died away, and with a

queer, jibberin moan, he slunk off as

fast as he could. Of course, Ifoffered

him.
“Just as we got past the canal

bridge, he stopped short and rounded

on me. ‘Who are you?' lie asked, jerk-
in’ out the words like. ‘Why are you

a-dogging my steps?”
“ ‘Well, I’m your old pal, Sam

Nobbs.’ says I. quietly. ‘And I’m a-

dogging your footsteps, as you calls it,
to find out where you’re goin’ to, Tom

Webb.’

“The names ’ad just the same effect

on him as when I fust spoke to ’lm.

He seemed to know ’em for an instant,

and then to forget ’em again.
“ 'You can if you like, of course.’

says he. ‘and your friends, too. There's

no half-price, though, except nine on

Saturday nights.’
“ ‘Allright, mate.’ says I. ‘no bloom-

in’ ’alf-price for me. Front seat and

no favor's my motto.’ Of course. I

hadn’t the least idea what he wasdriv-

ln’ at. ’ccpt tl.at it seemed to be about

a, show of some sort he .was goin’ to.

But when you’ve one of the cranky

sort to deal with, ’tnin't ro manner of

use tryin’ to make 'im speak out. plain.
You’ve just got to ’umour ’im and

wait.

“Well. sir. Tom seemed satisfied With

my reply, and we walked on together

to a piece of buildin'-ground that,

wasn't yet sold, and was let now and

then to caravans and small circus-

folk. There was a tent rigged up. and

I soon guessed this was the show Tom

and me was to patronize; but I was a

bit took back when I heard that Tom

belonged to the show himself. It took

some time to get at the bottom of all

that he told me; but in the end. I

made out that he was employed as

money-taker, and to look after the

’oof and books generally. It seemed a

bit. staggerin’, just at first, to find a

poor, barmy cove like Tom with a job

like this; but when you come to think

of it. it figures out all right. Tom is

a first-rate scholar, and a dab at fig-

ures. fit. mebbe, to keep the books of a

hank. He's as honest as a sheep-dog,

as anyone can tell. Also a hit barmy.

Well, ain’t a barmy scholar better nor

a
wide-awake whong 'un? Anyhow,

that’s how the boss of the show ’pears

to have worked it out, and I don’t nee
as he was very far wrong.

“I had to wait more than an hour be-
fore the show opened, and. Toin left
mo. when the lights began to bo lit, to

look after his tickets and passes. I

asked him to have a drink at a pub
across the road, but he rounded on me

like an angry dawg. He said pubs
was all cellar-flaps to perdition. It

struck me as funny to hear Tom Webb

say a thing like that, until I remem-

beied he was barmy and didn't know

no bi tter. However, we had some cof-

fee at a stall, and he swallowed it as

though he was used to it. Ain't it aw-

ful, sir. wot a change madness can

bring about in a man?”
I could scarcely restrain a laugh at

the little newsvendor’s quaint apismi.
He was himself a gol>er fellow enough,
who looked forward to his glass, at

proper intervals, with relish. But, like

thousands of his fellows, he had a

profound contempt for the rigid teeto-

taler, and I deemed it no business of

mine to discuss the point.
“I have heard of worse than a

change from rum to coffee.” I replied.
“Butgo on with your yarn.”

“Well, sir. not caring much about
coffee, myself, at a time when I usual-

ly has a 'alf-plnt, Iwent across.to the

pub, and there, as I expected, I came

across some of the show-people.
Thinks I to myself, ‘Sain Nobbs, you’re
a bloomin’ ’tee, for the present, that’s

wot you are, an’ you’ve got to go one

or two better nor Sherlock Holmes, on

this 'ere occasion. And I went ’em,
too. sir, for all Iwas worth.

“Iprecious soon spotted the boss of

the show, a fat, good-natured looking

chap, as was standing drinks to ai’eg’-

lar crowd of ’em. All Ids own people,

though; and Ifound out as ’ow he al-

ways did it. afore openin’, if business

was anyways brisk. A. rum-looking
lot thew was, too, mostly wrapped up
in rugs or great-coats for to hide the

fleshlings they showed in. And that

jolly, sir, it did one good to listen to

’em. Of course, as it was my game to

get in with ’em, Iwatched my chance,
and asked the clown to have a drink.

“‘Right you are'.’ says he. ‘Make it

a pint, and my pal here will go

halves, eh. Dicky? Dicky’s our Strong

Man. you know.’
“Atfirst t thought he was joking, be-

cause the blanket-covered cove beside

him was barely'five feet high, and I

laughed. So did the little ’tin.
“ ‘WOt” this hold?’ he asked, holding

up a quart pewter.
“ ‘A quart,’ says I.
“ ‘Bet you a lx>b it won’t.’ says he.

“ ‘Done,’ says I, wondering where the

bob came in.

“He linked his two hands around the

pewter, and, a moment later, handed a

flattened-out piece of metal to the bar-

man.

“ ‘You've got to get a quart into that,

Jimmy!’ be cried, shaking with laugh-
ter.

“‘Wot are yer givin’ us?’ said ihe

barman, pretendin’ to be out of the

‘know.’ ‘How did this happen?’
“ ‘Can’t say for saltin’, answers the

little Strong' Man. ‘but I rather think

the—Stout Lady sat on it by mistake!’

“Put-up job. sir? Well. I suppose it

was. and had been worked on lots of

other besides me. But I didn’t see it

in that way at the time, and I Luffed

fit to kill 'myself. After all. it only
cost me the price of the beer, for eith-

er the Strong Man or the publican
stood the racket of the pewter.. The

Stout Lady chipped in for a three of

gin cold, though, before the boss took

’em all across the road to give the

show. I went with them, and might

easilv have seen the performance free,

if I’d wanted to. The boss invited me,

and the Strong Man threatened to take

me under his arm. But thar warn’t no

Sherlock Holmes about that, and so 1

pays iny bob to Tom Webb and sails

into my front seat. Tong with all the

’Amsted Road toffs. I wished I had

on my spotted red tie and fancy ves-

kit. but. still. I reckon I held my own

pretty middlin’. They ain't no class

down that way.

“I kept on tollin’ myself I warn’t

there to see the show, only, but for all

that. I couldn't help enjoying some ot

the trims. However, as you'll see ’em

for yourself presently, there ain't no

occasion for me to tell you about ’em

—except, just one thing. That little

Strong Man fairly Fetched me, per-

haps. 'cos I ain't built that way my-

self. He’s only a little ’un. as I’ve tol 1

you. sir. but he's as strong as a cart-

iiorse. And. wot’s more, he’s a great

pal of Tom Webb’s.”

“Indeed? That redoubles my inter-

est in him. Sam.”

“Well, it’s so. Mr. Weston. After the

show was over, he waited ever so long
for Tom (who was delayed somehow

by his accounts), and they went oft

home together. From what I heard

from some of the others, I think the

Strong Man has a crippled brother,

who is also a bit dotty, and that's why
he and Tom are such pals.”

“Did you have any further conversa-

tion with Tom himself?”

“Very little, sir. I couldn’t get sight

of him until just before he went off

with the Strong Man. who gave mo a

pretty broad hint not to foller ’em

home. I wanted to. but somehow I

didn't care about risking a row with a

chap who juggles witli hundred-

weights and breaks horse shoes in his

fingers. So. with just a few words to

Tom. that I thought might jog his

dead-aud-gone memory to life again if

he thought them over. I wished 'em

good-night, and promised to bring a Dal

or two to see the show some other

night.
“ ‘You’ll have to hurry up, then.’

says the Strong Man. ‘We’re off in

three day’s’ time.’ From which I reck-

on to-night’s alxmt the last time they’ll
show in Hampstead Road. I don’t

know as I’ve anything more to tell

you. sir.”

“Very good, Sam.” I remarked. “I

think you've done.your work smartly

and well. All you've got to do now is

to contrive some sort of introduction

for me to your Strong Man. and leave

me to manage the rest. Remain with

me until I give you a hint to go, but. as

soon as I do. clear out at once. Do you

understand?”
“I'm fly, sir.” was the nmlr. “I’m

glad to make the rui nin’, and dropout

when we gets into the straight, leavin’

you to finish alone—Right you are sir!”

CHAPTER XVII.

The Strong Man nt Home.

Following his previous plan, the lit-

tle newsvendor took me first of all into

the public house, where, however, on

Crocodiles for the Thnmes.

That much maligned reptile, the croc

odile. is. in fact, a friend of man, al-

though he tries—generally with success

—to hide a sentiment of which perhaps
he is ashamed as a weakness. He is

an active sanitarian, his special line

being the purification of rivers and

lakes. With such a certificate of char-

acter before them, perhaps some of

our river conservancies may be stim-

ulated to secure the s ervices of a few

vigorous crocodiles. With these in

our rivers find a sufficient supply of

cels in our reservoirs and cisterns the

difficult problem of water purification

might be finally solved.—British Medi-

cal'Journal.

this occasion, only four or five of the

show people were assembled. One lat
once Identified as the Strong Man,
frem his quaint build, while another

proved to be the “boss” himself. They
both greeted Sam cheerfully, and re-

ceived me affably as a prospective
patron of the entertainment. Nor had

they any hesitation in accepting an in-

vitation to join us in liquid refresh-

ment, and we soon became quite
friendly. I kept the conversation

chiefly upon the topics most likely to

interest them until I, so to speak,
forced the card I wished upon the
owner of the show. “Excuse me, sir,”
he said, “but are you in the ‘pro’ your-

self?”

“No, not in the ‘pro,’ but I am a pro-
fessional man for all that,” 1 made an-

swer. “I am very fond of not over-

pretentious entertainments, such as I

understanr yours to be, as a relaxation
from my serious work. But lam mak-

ing a specialty of cases of mental de-

rangement, or madness, as it is com-

monly termed. That is, perhaps, why
I do so greatly enjoy a little amuse-

ment in my leisure time.”

Sani looked at me approvingly, in

order, doubtless, to let me see he thor-

oughly appreciated the motive of this

mis-statement. The other two ex-

changed glances which seemed to indi-
cate that the bait had taken.

“Strange thing is madness, sir,” re

marked the Strong Man, reflectively.
“Very strange,” I assented, assuming

an impressive, persuasive manner.

“A fall, a. blow, or even a nervous

shock, and the strongest brain may

become a wreck. Fortunately, the sub-

ject is much better understood now

than it used to be, and we are learn-

ing to distinguish between downright

insanity and merely temporary mental

aberration,"

I was aiming all this heavy talk at
the Strong Man, of course, and the re-

sult surpassed my expectations, lit.

seized me by the hand, vowed it was

alike an honor and a pleasure to meet

a professor of my distinction, and

begged, me almost plaintively to see

him after the conclusion, of -the per-
formance. To this request, after some

affected consideration, I assented, and

we all adjourned to the tents.

Iwould not hear of any free list, but.

as I did not wish to run any risk of

premature recognition by Tom Webb,

Imade Sam take the tickets.

“You may clear as soon as you like

when the show is over,” I told him,

slipping a sovereign into his ready
hand. “See me in the morning.”

“Right y’ are. sir!” he replied, with a

broad grin. “You've got the inner run-

ning. sir, and no mistake!”

A bread, clumsy compliment enough
to my strategy, but it pleased me. It

seemed to me that yet another veil was

alxmt to be removed from the great
mystery.

Tire “turns” of the little show were,

naturally not of a very interesting de-

scription. and I am afraid that even

the Strong Man's feats, which so in-

terested Sam, were not beyond suspi-
cion as to exact avoirdupois. The en-

tertainment had, at least, the merit of

brevity. Within an hour it was over.

Sam forthwith disappeared, and I

awaited the Strong Man. He did not

keep me waiting long, but explained
that a dear friend of his, whom hdpar-

ticularly wished me to see, would be

delayed perhaps a quarter of an hour.

Would I do him the very great fayor
of accepting a glass of wine pending
his friend's arrival? Of course, I as-

sented, and he led me back to the inev-

itable pub. but this time into a more

select “saloon-bar.” Despite my pro-

tests, he insisted upon ordering cham-

pagne and sixpenny cigars; and when

a man of this class does this, it either

means that he is going to ask some fa-

vor or that he wishes to show off. I

lit the in-offered cigar, took a sip of the

Wine, and waited for him to break the

ice.
“See here, professor,” he began, I

want you to understand from the start

that I can’t pay any very heavy fee

for your advice, but so far as five

pounds go, you're welcome to them if

you’llonly make it plain to me what I

ought to do.”
“Go on,” Isaod. quietly.
“Well, sir, I’ve a friend living with

me that I've got to be very fond of.

Some months ago he met. with a bad

accident. Itnearly cost him his life,

but I nursed him through, somehow.

I'm afraid he'll be a bit soft to the end

of his life, but that ain't the worst of

it. Although he’s fairly sensible in

most things—not exactly ‘all there,’

but still understanding most of what's

going on—he remembers nothing of his

past life before the accident canie

about him. not even his own name.”

“That is a by no means uncommon

result of severe injury to the brain,” I

remarked; “and, more often than not.

the injured person imagines himself to

be somebody else. But. pardon me,

are you referring to the friend for

whom we are waiting?”
“No.” he replied, a little awkwardly,

“though, oddly enough, he’s a bit cra-

zy. too. A poor, harmless creature,

whom I found, more than a month

ago, half dead from eold and hunger,

on Mitcham Common. I took him

home with me. my friend took a fancy

to him. and he stayed on with us. He

is a first-rate scholar, and the boss

finds him Al at figures and looking af-

ter the takings, though he laughed at

me at first for giving the poor chap

food and shelter. I’d like to know,

sir. what the Almighty gave me the

strength of, two ordinary men for. ex-

cept to help those who can’t help

themselves?”
There was not the faintest trace of

cant about the little giant. Every

word he spoke rang clear and true,

and I began to conceive a great re-

spect for him.

“Quite right!” I assented, warmly.,
“And is the mental state of the second

protege as clouded as that of the otb

er?”
(To Be Continued.)
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RELEGATED TO THE CHILDREN,

section, and will be required to find Its

mate before partners can be arranged.

The prizes are to be a china bonbon

box, painted with a Cupid design, and

a volume of sentimental poems, with

an extra cover painted in a similar

manner, with borders of leather cut

in heart-shape, and showing etched

Cupids weeping over broken hearts for

the boobies. After the game supper

will be served, andy among the dishes

will 'be salads upon heart-shaped

plates, with crisp little lovers’ knots

taking the place of the usual finger

roils, and ices molded into miniature

gods of love.—Republic.

Merely a Hint.

Mr. Borem (11 p. m.) —“My motto Is,

'Pay as you go.’
”

Miss Cutting—-
“Well, I’m willingto lend you a small

amount If it will help you out.”—Chi-
cago New?

Okl-tlme valentines, with their lace

paper and sentimental rhymes, have

very nearly fallen into djsuse. What

little of their splendor remains haa

been relegated to the children. But if

the tawdry types have been cast aside

better things are offered in their place.
If the poet is less heavy, entertain-

ments of various sort flourish. Din-

ners, luncheons, teas and dances are

all chronicled for the fateful four-

teenth, and suitable and significant
favors and souvenirs are being sought
and purchased by the score. Cupids,

hearts, bows and arrows and lovers’

knots make the favorite designs. One

or more, if not all, are included in

every list; but as jewels, precious
metals, flowers, painting, line needle-

work and ribbons all go to make up,
there is considerable variety and a fine

opportunity for the display of personal
skill.

One dinner which Is to precede a

dance is to be pink in its decorations,
and, as far as practicable, pink in its

food, while its souvenirs and those of

the cotillon, which willmake the finale
of the evening, have all been designed
with the purpose of the day in view.

In the center of the table is to be a

huge heart of la France roses, while

over it will be suspended a bisque Cu-

pid, with bow stretched and arrow

aimed.

Encircling the entire table will be

smilax in a succession of hearts, each

designed to mark off the space for a

cover, and before each guest will be

placed a menu card in heart-shape and

a silken box of the same design, within

which will be candied rose leaves, and

which later can be made receptacles
for jeweled pins. The ices will be pink,
and in heart shape, and both candles

and lamps will be provided with pink
shades.

During the dance arrow pins will be

presented to the men, and pins in a

design of lovers’ knots to the girls.
Bunches of roses and boutonnieres will

be made the features of another figure;

sachets, in heart shape, of a third, and

calendars, painted upon water color

paper, showing Cupid hovering over

a mail box, for a fourth.

At a second dance, the invitations

for which name an early hour, the

dancing up to the supper hour will be

general, but as each guest leaves the

supper-room he or she willbe required
to draw from a bag containing sections
of hearts. Upon each section will be

written a part of some familiar and

suitable quotation, one portion having

been among those distributed to the

women, the other among those given
to the men. The two which shall

match, making a perfect heart and a

complete couplet, will designate part-

ners, and when all have been matched

the’cotillon willbegin.

Among the favors are to be bonbon

boxes in heart shape, tiny Cupids, sil-

ver arrow pins, pink ribbon tied with

true lovers’ knots and engagement cal-

endars made from a succession of

hearts, each cut from water color paper

and painted with suitable design.

After dinners and dances, card par-

ties afford the greatest opportunity,

and are in greatest demand. Among

the younger set progressive hearts Is

much liked, and affords an excellent

opportunity for the decorations and

favors suited to the day.

One clever hostess has had her plans
laid for some time. The large room In

which the tables will be arranged is to

be decorated with pink flowers and

with smilax arranged In hearts and

bowknots. On each table is to be

placed a heart-shaped dish, in which

will be bonbons, also in heart-shape

and all pink. When the guests arrive

each will be given a section of a paper

heart, which exactly fits some other

‘4Nature Abhors a Vacuum.
’’

A Cinch.

“Alexander gave his wife a piano.f
“Ah, so she would stay at huiute

more?”
'

“Either that, or he would have ah
excuse to get away oftener.” —Indian-

apolis Journal.
'

A Terrible Example. I

Jlmson —I hear France is going t6>

use electric vans for the transportal
tion of troops.

'

Weed—What of it? )

.Timson—They aufomobolize veny

readily.—New York Press.

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Sm»p.
For children teething, softens ths gums, reduces !¦*-
Cumulation, allays pain, cures wind colic. 25c a bottlA

The student who takes up medicind
finds it far more pleasing than taking!
it down. /

His satanical majesty is probably thet

Nick of time we hear so much about.

There Wai Sorrow There. '
The colonel halted his horse in front

of a Dakota dug out and uttered a vig-l
orous “Hello!” and after a minute a)
tow-headed girl of about sixteen years !
of age showed up aud looked him over !
and said:

“Now, then, what ye whoopin’ fur 1
and who be ye?” ’

“Can I get anything to eat here?” I
“Not a thing.”
“Any water for my horse?”

Our Increased Trade With Chinn.

England can no longer compote witfy /
us in the shipment of many products
to China. This is merely natural. The\
best wins in everything. For a like'
reason, Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters I
has for fifty years acknowledged no I
superior, because there is nothing bet-

ter to cure constipation, indigestion,
dyspepsia and biliousness.

Her Reason. \

“I often wonder why you don’t get
married.” \ 5

“Because I’m too fond of men’s soci- ? '
cty.”—Life. )

clothing in the •world- stands still. If

you are •well and strong day by day the

blood supplies its tide of •vigor. Ifyou are

ill, the blood is •o^rong and carries increas-

ing quantities of diseased germs. You can-\
not change Mature, but you can aid her by I
keeping the blood pure. Hood's Sarsapa- '
rilla does this as nothing else can. Be \
sure to get Hood's, because \

Mrs. Kelly (1 a. m.l—How could yezj
get droonk widout a cint in your pock- \
et? >

Mr. Kelly—Whoi, Rooney was talkin’’,
war, Casey was talkin’ politics and Ho- '
gan was talkin’ baby! All I had to do I
was to kape me mouth shut!—Puck. •

Read die Advertisements. >
You will enjoy this publication much}

better if you will get into the habit of ?
reading the advertisements; they will I

afford a most amusing study, and will I

put you in the way of getting some ex-

cellent bargains. Our advertisers are

reliable; they send what they adver-
tise. I

A Congenial Style. I
“Ijust heard of a good property fort

Senator BillyMason to buy.”
“What is it?” I

“It’s a country newspaper office,}
where they recently ran out of the cap-:
ital U, and have to print United Statea ,
like this—‘united States.’ ”—Cleveland
Plain Dealer. ;

TO CURE A COLD TN ONE DAY,
Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets. All
druggists refund the money if it fails to cure.
25c. E. W. Grove’s signature on each box. ?

A Bad Break. I

Nell—Mad at him? Why, he wrote! a

lovely poem to her.
Belle —Yes. But she never read it.

When she saw the title of it she tore
the whole thing up in a fit cf anger.

You see, he called it “Lines on Mabel’s
Face.” —Catholic Standard and

Timers.
Ibelieve my prompt use of Piso’s Cure

prevented quick consumption.—Mrs. Lucy
Wallace, Marquette, Kan

,
Dec. 12, ’95. t

The Old T*onble.

THE NERVES OF WOMEN j
Lydia E. Pinkhnin’s Vegetable Compoolnd

Relieves the Suffering from Over-

wrought Nerves. j
——

“Dear Mrs. Pinkham:— I am^o
grateful for the benefit derived froim

the use of Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-
table Compound that I wish you ito

publish this testimonial that others

may know the value of your medieirye.
I was suffering Eauh tortures frtJm

ration th\t

ien. Icourfd

p at ail anti

o weak

rossthe floor

, aid. The!

disease hadj
reached al

condition "

V heart was

by it, sotha^
ould not li»(
i all without

suffocating.

Lydia E.

m's Vege-

Compound
and itworked like magic. I feel that)

your medicine has been of inestimable/
benefit to me.”—Miss Auei.k WuxiamA

son, 196 N. Boulevard, Atlanta, Ga.

Thin, Sallow and Nervous

Dear Mrs. Pinkham :—1 was thin

sallow and nervous. I had not hac

my menses for over a year and a half)

Doctored with several physicians ir
1

town and one specialist, but did no j
get any better. I finally decided t<j
try your medicine, and wrote to you| ,
After I had taken three bottles o ,

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com

pound and three of Blood Purifier, mi j
menses returned, and I feel as wel\|
and strong as I ever did, and am gain-1
ing flesh.”—Miss Lena Gaines, Visali^j
Tulare Co., ^>l. ‘ I


