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% " CERTAIN
CROUP
CURE.

N ALWAYS READY FOR USE .
AN Hoxsie C. C. C. Co..

BUFFALO, N. Y.

NO OPIUM.

R. HOXSIE

® ® <«

The smallest child can

take this remedy without

any bad cffect:. it does

not contain opium in any
form.

GUARANTEED
TO CURE

€3 MONEY REFUNDED.
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PENNA

White-Sand Ol

[A. STEELSMITH, Manager, Butler, Pa.]

Co.

Cylinder and Dynamo

Dealers in.llluminating, Lubricating,

Oils—all free from Lima Oil.

“This oil is made and handled by Independent Producers not con- |

nected with the Standard Oil Co., as reported.
All orders will be promptly filled.
las & Hewitt’s planing mill, near West Penn depot, Butler, Pa.
Refinery at Coraopolis, Pa., near P. & L. E. R. R.
This oil can be secured at McCrea's Feed Store on E. Jefferson St.

Warehouse in rear of Nicho-

re Yon One Of The Lucky Ones Who Will
Attend The Grand Clearance Sale At

~ ] routnian’s~

For the next two weeks. Remember it

is not our fault if you come too late,it will

commence Jan. 25 and continue till Feb. 4.

Carpets, Cloaks, Underwear, Hosiery,

Gloves, Corsets, Dry Goods, Flannels,
hams, Calicoes, etc.

See our big bargain counter on left
hand side entering store.

5 - YOURS RESPECTFULLY,

A. - Troutman & Son,

Leading Dry Goods and Carpet
House, Butler, Pa.

EVERYBODY WANTS T0 MAKE MONEY.

" Some try to save -ony some in one way, others in another way.

Thé true way o make is to save money, but it would not be
prudent to expect for instance that you can buy an article at 50 cts. as good
as one you pay $1.00 for, this would be losing money.

It isSimply a Matter of Business

With you to buy from a reliable house and one that you know has only one
ptb s house that gives one man as much as his neighbor for his dollar—no

ouses that are always advertising goods at $1.00 worth $2.00, and all
this kind of bosh as a rule are dangerous piaces to make money in,it is used
by them as s catch to get you in their net.

It would not be safe for you to take part in any schema where the
merchant is going to lose money and you make, for fear the merchant
would mske the money and you lose it.

We the stock and best rabber goods of any house in Bat-
ler, we give & new Ppair of men’s rubber boots if not satisfactory to the
customer free of charge, ask one of these little follows to do this, see what
he will say to you, we bave all these cheap or should say dear rubbers,
men’s at 25 cts., chil’s 10 cts., etc., and that is all they are worth or all
soy of them are worth.

Our stock in men’s, boy’s and youtlu’ boots and is not equaled in Butler.

Men’s fine shoes at - & 140 and 1.25

*“  extrs fine calfshoes at - - - - 200

Ladiee’ fine button shoes at - - - 1.00and 1.25

¢ « grain button shoes at - - 85 cts

“ slippers at - - - 25 cts. and 50 cts

“ flannel lh-d‘::ou - 75 cts
these not prlu Im lar price.

Men’s wool boots snd ru 1'080 -« 1.90

0ld ladies’ flsnnel M thou and olippers in grent uﬂety, we tell you

whet are and give you the lowest price. No old rusty job lots in this
stock,sll clean goods. Come and see us.
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HUSELTON.

RINGS,
EAR-RINGS,
SCARF PINS,
.STUDS,
GENTS GOLD,
LADIES GOLD,

Diamonds

Watches
Jewelry

GENTS SILVER.
LADIES CHATLAIN,
{ Gold Pins, Ear-rings,

: Te; sets, castors butter dishes
: an cverythmg that can be

Sllverware found in a first class stove,

Triple Plate.
E. GRIEB,

Rings, Chains, Bracelets, Etc,
BODGER  BROS. 109 Xl P
No. 139, North Main St., BUTLER, PA.,

Job Work of all kind done
at the “Citizen Office.”

U

NY
A MARVEL IN COHOES!

Kidney and Liver Disease
POR 15 YEARS,
CUB.ED BY 3 BO’I'I‘LES!

—Having been restos red to

e use of your §
my‘uty %o lek Gthers know the 3
ve received.
lor 15 years I have be
nvere l-- in the Stomach, Kid-=
and Liver Dl-e-wm-“) badly that for=

Iu-r s at & time I had to stay in
1 heve used three bottles of

DANA’S
SABSAPARILLA

ew man.

case of

|
|
|
|
l
|
i
|
|
|
|

ES SIM

s KINS,
Druggist of Cohoes, N. Y.
Never purchase of a *“ SUBSTITUTER, g
(a person who tries to sell you something =

else when you call for Dana’s.) Our bot-
tles are belng filled with a COUNTERFEIT S
ARTICLE by ‘‘Substituters.”” Buy of the==

HONEST DEALER who sells you what yougs
ask for, and If you recelve no benefit he

will return your money.
m Sarsaparilla Co., lcmﬂ. Maine.

THE KIiND
THAT OURES

L
&

FOUR WORDS!
‘Two Bottles Cured Me"’&

ey Troub!
pericancntly um f1t

DANA’S

two bottles CURED ME.
Yours pespectiy
¥ \ﬂ('l P.J. CROMWELL.

E§

scmmuu
This cert: ifies that T kuow the sbove Mrs. P

hose nor‘ oun can rely.
. MCKEE, Justice of tlie Peace.
Bp(nmc,.\ Y.

Dana Sarsapariila Co., Beifast, Maine.

FRANK KEM PER

DEALER IN

BLANKETS,
HARNESS,

And everything in
horse and buggy fur-
nishing goods—H ar -
ness, Collars, Whips.
Dusters, Saddles, ete.

Also trunks and va-
lises.

Repairing done on
short notice.

The largest assort-
ment of 5-A Horse
blankets in town will
be found at Kemmper’s.

URE DRUGS AT LOW

PRICES is the motto at cur
“store.

If you are sick and need medicine
you wsnt the BEST. This you can
a!ways depend upon getting from us,
as we use nothing but strictly Pure
Drugs in our Prescription Depart-
ment. You can get the best of every-
thing in the drug line from us.

Qur store is also headquarters for

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES,
Kalsomine, Alabastine &c.

Get our prices before you buy
Paints, and see what we have to
offer. We cen save you dollars on
your paint bill.

Respectfally

J. C. REDICK,

Main St., next to Hotel Lowry,
BUTLER., PA.

SEE These Prices on EYERGREENS.

10,000 Norway Spruce, 4 to6 inches hl;,h $20.
10,000 Balsam Fir, 4 to 8 inches hig h 10,600

bor Vite, S %0 15 inches hlgn 7,000
Sootch Pine, 4 to 8 inches high, tlo “Over 200
arieties, 7.000,000 for saie.

FOREST TREE 100,600 White Cottonwood,
*{ to 12 Inch, $60. 100,000
Yellow Cottonwood, 12 to 24 inch, $100. 100,000
Sugar Maple, 1 to 8 inch, $35. 1000,000 Elm, 4 to
6 inch, $75. We sold 8,000,000 in 15¢ We must

sell twice as many this year. nursery is
overstocked with all varieties and sizes of fruit
and ornamantal trees, We must ¢lear some of
them out. Send for price lists. »

EVERGREEN NURSERIES,

Evergreen, Wis.

I have placed in my Mill a first

class
Roller outfit for Buckwheat Flour.

Also Roller Corn and Chopping Mills,
all the best the market offe Give us a
trial, we’ll do our best to give you a good
turn oat.

Running every day except Sunday

F. MILLER.
313 N. Washington St.,
Butler Pa, |
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NEW CUSTOM GRIST MILL..
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| Such as 1t is,

| Lordi canIu
| My babe—adrift and cold—in tears

AT THE CORNERS.

[Tale of a Tramp.]
A dreary, wild November day,
The winds are whistling on their way
Across the moor.
He does not hesitate to wedge
His shivering form within the hedge,
A shelter poor.

Along the slippery, rutted tracks,
High loaded with their bursting sacks,
Farm rons roll
They heed Lim ¢ coem 10 he:
The wail of mis ud fear
That rends h's soul

| The daylight fades and with it hope,
| Again thro

h truc. night to grope

His 1t

But stay “ h:.' sound comes through the
storm
A little volce A child's wee form,

Tts way forgot!

*“Alas' poor o rvm(orl of my rest,
| Without a roo!

f or shutter blest,

What w xml‘: is here
fler t ldered child—
t 1Le storm is bowiing wild,

Wn.n wintry fear!

“There, little , Il

We'll ¢
Ged

wrap this coat,
ns and throat.
mite

nk beyond the years!

Dear fre

On such a night!

| *"Rest, child: your head upon this arm

Is safe enough from other harm

Than wolfish cold
Don't cry! Till morning comes just sleep,
Somehow we'll manage life to keep.

You see I'm bold.™

Along the slippery highways shine,

Now high, now low, torchlights of pine,
Whose eager rays

Hunt but the shanows from the hedge

And throw within the woodland's edge
Their anxious blaze.

They're mecting at the corners now,

| Strong heads in tearful sorrow bow,

For hope seems fled.
‘When, from the hedge's gloom a moan
Comes faintly, and the light is thrown,
A glow of red.

There, folded to a loyal breast.

The child enjoys a troubled rest,
Yet nothing cares;

He's certain his poor friend

‘Will guard till night be at an end,
Though ill he fares

The tramp, pocr fellow, bent and cold,
A piteous sight—gray-haired and old—
No word he said.
They try to rouse him from his seat,
But rest has come at last most sweet,
The tramp is dead!
—George E. Bowen, in Inter Ocean.

A PRECEDENT.

Two Deer at One Shot Not Ex-
traordinary.

The news had come in that a hunter
back on P'ison Run had bagged two
deer at one shot, and there was great
diversity of opinion at the tavern as to
whether the hunter had actually done
it or not. Some professed tobelieve it,
while others loudly proclaimed that
they would bet a little something that
there wasn't a word of truth in it. The
squire was among the latter, and the
Old Settler coming in when the discus-
sion was at its height, he was placed in
possession of the disturbing news.

“W’at-a ye think 'bout it, major?”
asked the Squire.

“Who were the hunter?” said the Old
Settler, sitting down, and assuming a
wise and judicial air.

“Baisly Cronk,” replied the Squire.

“O’Cronk Hill?” asked the Old Set-
tler.

*““Yes; him.”

*“Do y' krow wuther his gun were
loaded tol’able heavy?”

*Dunno nuthin’ ’bout his gun!”

“Did y’ hear wuther he were patient-
er than common w'ile he were waitin’
fer his shot?”

“Durn his patience! Do y’ b'lieve
he got them two deer at one shot or
don’t y'?”

“Were tha anythin’ said 'bout his
waitin’ till he see the whites o' their
eyes?”

“See here, major!” exclaimed the
Squire, his patience exhausted. *“Be I
a witness in a britch o’ promise suit, or
be 1 wantin’ to know what y' think
'bout Baisly Cronk gettin' them two
deer at one shot? It don’t make no
differ'nce, ez a matter o’ that, w'at y’
think; but w’at’s all ihis here rig'ma-
role o’ your'n got to do with it?”

“Squire,” said the Old Settler, bland-
ly, and without a feather ruffled, “‘alluz
load yer gun heavy an’ hev patience,
an’ don’t shoot till y’ see the whites o’
their eyes. Then if 3’ don’t git enough
b’ar meat an’ venison, et cettery, at
one shot to last y’ pooty nigh all win-
ter, it'll be sumpin’ that hain’t in none
o' the perceedents o’ the past that I
kuow anythin’ about! That is, pervidin’
y’ don’tshoot too high, or too low, or too
much on one side, or too much on
t'other. Tha hain't nuthin’ that'll
knock perceedents inter a cocked hat so
quick ez that kind o' shootin'! Do I
b'lieve Baisly Cronk got them two deer
at one shot? Not if he didn’t hev his
gun loaded heavy, nor didn’t hev no
patience, nor didn’t wait till he see the
whites o’ their eyes, I don’t. If he did
hev all them, o’ course I b'lieve it. An’
if his gun were loaded heavy enougbh,
an' he had patience enough, an’ he
waited till he see the whites o’ their
eoyes enough, he orter got more than
twodeer at oe shot. Tha's perceedents
fer it.”

There was a look .of mingled disgust
and commiseration on the qure s
face as he stood for a moment gazing
at the Old Settler. Then he exclaimed:

““Mebbe tha is perceedents fer it, but
if tha's any perceedent fer a man a
gittin’ ez foolly ez you be, day arter
day, I never heerd on it.”

“Mebbe!” said the Old Settler, with
surprising and aggravating calmness.
“But then tha’s a good many things
you never heerd on, Squire, an’ I
shouldn’t wonder if one of 'em were
the time I stood on a runway fer an
hour seein’ a b’ar feedin’ an’ prancin’
around in the scrub oaks, an’ not wunst
a-pullin’ bead on him, ’cause I had pa-
tience, b'gosh, an’ know'd thatif 1]
handled things right the future were
bulgin’ fer me with more than jist one
b'ar! I shouldn’t wonder a bit, Squire,
but w'at that time were one o’ the
things you never heerd on!”

The Squire shook his head slowly,
and, as if soliloquizing over some mel-
ancholy fact, muttered: ‘‘Foolier an
foolier ev'ry q:w' An’ his pap lived tc
be eighty-six an’ wa’n’t a mite child-
ish! An’'a sensibler woman at ninety
than his o]’ mammy were I never see!”

The Old Settler bristled a little, and
there was a little warmth in his tongue
as he remarked:

“I was sayin’ to M'riar only this
mornin’, ‘M’riar,” I says, ‘seems to me
the Squire’s gettin’ oncommon sociable
all to wunst, hain’t he?' I says.

“*‘How s0?' says M'riar.

“‘Wy,’” Isays, ‘he’s stopped atthe
gate more’'n a dozen times this week,’
I says, ‘an’ ast p'tic’lar how you was,’
I says, ‘an’ how yer lard tried out,” I
says, ‘an’ how my roomytiz were,’ I
says, ‘an’ if my 'taters was rottin’ any,’
I says, ‘an’ if we wouldn't like to try
a roastin’ o' his spare ribs. I says, ‘an’
seemed ter’ble anxious,’ I says, ‘about
how things wa% turnin’ out 'round our
premises in giner’l,” I says. ‘It's ben a
year an’ better,” I says, ‘sence the
Squire has ben so oncommon sociable
a= anxious. W'at do y' s'pose has
struck him, M’riar?’ I says.

“‘Mebbe he's heerd,’ says M'riar,
‘bout themm three bar'l o' cider we've
rolled inter the cellar,’ says she.

‘“‘B'gosh!” says I. ‘That’s itl’” %

The Squire’s response to this sally of
the Old Settler was lost in the burst of
laughter that the latter called forth,
and when quiet was restored he was
serene and good-natured, and the Old
Settler was beaming again. But he
was not to be diverted from what he

| had set out to narrate, and he immedi-

| ately resumed:

“ LlPPy Conkright, he says to me one
dty, says: ‘Sile, m s & slammin’

over ou Wild Gander,” he says.

‘Less
go an' plug some inter it,’ he says.
That jist suited me clean through, an'
we went."”

““Will y' drive the ridge?’ says Lip-
py. ‘Or will y’ stan’ on the runway?

“‘Wull, Lippy,’ I says, ‘bein’s it's a
cold an’ squally day an’ the runway is
the toughest job,’ I says, ‘you kin
drive.’

“So Lippy took the dogs an’ went off
back on lhe ridge to start out the b
buck. I put myself on the ol' red o
runway an’ waited for the unfort'nit

| deer to come along. I hadn't ben there

ten minutes 'fore off on the serub oak
barren I see a golthumpin’ big b'ar
come out and go to feedin' on the
acorns. My gun were loaded heavy, I
kin tell ye, an’ I says to myself:
\pe hl'r(‘ b'ar,’ Isa“ ‘you come a
’ 127, b'gosh, an’ I'll hef to har-
\'cst ye!’
“Wull, the b’ar, not seein’ or gittin’
scent o' me, kep on feedin’ nigher an’
nigher, an' 1 could 'a’ bored him ez
easy ez borin’ a hole inter a sap tree,
but it come over me, ez the b'ar fed
along, that w'at 1 wanted to do were

| to hev patience.

| ‘We’'m arter deer,
| b'ar,’

“ ‘We hain’t out arter b'ar,” 1 says.
an’ if I plug that
I says, ‘the buck is liable to hear
it an’ shy off fer some other runway,
an’ we won't git him,’ I says. ‘But,” I
says, ‘if I hev patience, tha's a future
right here on this red oak runway,’I
says, ‘that'll make comin’ ginerations
hol’ up their hands an’ wonder,’ I says.

“So, hevin’ my gun loaded heavy, an’
hevin’ patience, I stood thar in the
blusterin’ cold an’ waited fer the future.
The b'ar fed nigher an’ nigher, an’
come so close, b'gosh, that I could 'a’
twisted fur outen him with a ten-foot
pole. Then he fed away ag’in, till he
got most out o’ range, an’ then 'spose I
hadn't ’a’ had patience? I'd’a’ drawed
head an’ plugged that b'ar, sp'iled the
future, an’ my gray hairs'd a gone down
in sorrer to the grave ev'ry time I'd a
thort of it!

“W'ile the b'ar were feedin’ away
from me two great big white swamp
rabbits come a-lopin’ out o' the bushes
an’ went to grass aimost where I could
touch 'em. Them kind o' rabbits was
sca'cer than money in Sugar Swamp
deestric’ jist then, an’ money were so
sca’'ce that folks usety come twenty
miles to git a look at asilver shill'n’
my pap brought with him from Jersey.
If I'd ’a’ had my ch'ice I'd ruther
gathered in them two big white rab-
bits than the buck or the b’ar, an’ if I
hadn’t had patience an' my eye on the
future 1'd ’a’ banged away an’ got 'em.
But I let ’em feed an’ said nuthin’. Ez
the rabbits fed around a flock o' pheas-
ants come peckin’ an’ peckin’ out inter
the openin' right in front o’ me. My
mammy were consid'rable low witha
fever in them days an' had been
cravin’ fer a hunk o’ pheasant. I'd
been out -ev'ry day fer a week, an’ I
couldn't git pheasant to save my giz-
zard, an’ here was a half dozentor
more, an’ all I had to do were to pep-
per ’em over! I come pooty nigh raisin’
my gun an’ bangin’ 'em w'en my eye
got onter the future ag’in, an’'I stood
still in the cold wind an’ waited.

“Ol’ Jedge Sniffets, at the county
seat, had a standin’ offer o’ sixty dol-
lars for the skin of a silver gray fox,
but tha hadn’tone o’ them foxes ben
seen in the deestric’ fer ten year. Ez I
stood there waitin’ fer the future, with
the big b’ar feedin’ in to'rds me ag'in,
an the white rabbits nippin’ the grass
around me, an’ the pheasants peckin’
rightin front o’ me, I heerd sumpin’
in the brush, off to my right, an’ peek-
in’ out o' the cornmer o' my eye, w'at
should I see but a shiny silver gray
fox.

“ *‘Gosh!' thinks I, an’ I thunk it
so hard it’s a wonder the b'ar an’ the
rabbits an’ the pheasants an’ the fox
didn’t all hear it. ‘Gosh! This future’s
gointer be wuth whilel’

* “The b’'ar fed nigher an’ nigher.
know’d w’at the fox were arter. He
had his eye on them white rab-
bits. The rabbits nipped around till
they was right behind me. The fox
sneaked around nigher to ’em. The
pheasants kep’ peckin’ away an’ wal-
lerin’ right in front o’ me. Pooty soon
I heerd the dogs, an’ knowed the buck
were comin’.

* ‘Now,’ I says, ‘if this here gun is
only loaded heavy enough, b’gosh, the
future is made!’

“The b'ar got nigher, an’I see the
deer creakin’ over the ridge.

* “Wait till ye see the whites o’ their
eyes,’ I says.

“The b’ar riz up on his haunches ez
he see the deer comin’, an' I see the
whites o’ his eyes. The buck come
boundin’ along, an’' ez I see the whites
o’ his eyes he were right betwixt me
an’' the b'ar. I let the ol’ gun beller.
She were loaded heavy enough, fer she

1

kicked me over back'rdslike a log &
fallin’, an’ I heerd the skeert pheasants
whizzin’ up ez I went. I throwed up
my hands an’ clutched at sumpin’ ez I
went down. I squashed down obn
sumpin’ that were soft and wiggly, an’
I stayed there. I were sort o' obfusti-
cated fer a minute, but ezsoonezl
come to, b’gosh, 1 know'd the future
had come an’ hadn’t got by me. I had
a pheasant by the neck in each hand.
I had sot down onter the two white
rabbits jist ez the silver-gray fox had
made a jump fer 'em, an’ the fox were
ketched under me, too. Jist then the
dogs come up, an’ I riz up, piled my
pheasants an’ my rabbits an’ my silver-
gray fox in a heap, an’ went to see
w'at else the future had brung me. The
ol’ buck were stretched out deader’n a
log, an’ on t'other side of him laid the
b'ar!

“Squire, 1 dunno whether Baisl
Cronk got them two deer at one shol
or whether he didn’t, an’ I don’t keer!”
concluded the Old Settler. “But if he
had his gun loaded heavy, an’ had
petience enough, an’ waited till he see
the whites o’ their eyes, I say that ac-
ocordin’ to all the perceedents that 1
know anythin' about he orter got more
thap three deer, b’gosh!”—Ed Mott, in
N. Y. Sun. .

How Things Have Changed.

Tourist (from the north)—Uncle, can
you get us up a real typical southern
dipner?

Mr. Milledge—Bless yo' heart, sut-
tin’ly, sah. Mammy, jes’ tippicle a can
ob dem Bost'n bake-beans, on t@r de
fiah an’ slice off a hunk ob dat Sheecago
dried beef. We sen’s all our chick'ns
an’ hawgs an’ hominy down t* Ro'noke
now, sah. —Judge.

More Gas Used.

Slimson—Heavens! look at this gas
bill. Itis more than double what it
was last month. Clara, can you account
for it?

Clara—I can, father. It was just a
month ago that you forbade that lovely
Mr. Spooner to call. —Judge.

Had Been Pald For.

Editor—You say you want a check
for some jokes you left here two weeks
ago? Why, those jokes have been paid
for.

Mr. Chestnut—How long ago, sir?

“Oh, about fifty or a hundred years,
I imagine.”—Life.

Encouragement for the Timid.
“Humph!” said a young gentleman
at the theater to a young lady, “I
could play the lover better than that
myself.”
“]I should like to see you try
naive rcpl_y —Boswn Globe.

,” was her

%he Knew the !l.n.
The Parvenu—I enjoyed a perform-
ance of the opera ““Faust” last night.
The Member of the Dahntay Club—
Oh, how I envy you. Goethe's music
must be so much lovelier than his libret-
‘to.~Chicago News Record.

SIOUX MORTUARY CUSTOMS.
Terrible Self-Torture Inflicted by Both
Braves and Squaws.

The Dakota Sioux paint a corpse red

across the mouth, the hand black, with |

the thumb on one side of the mouth. A
Sioux, says the St. Louis Republie,
never cries with pain and never exhib-
its alarm at death or shows fear of any
kind. The medicine bag is placed on
the heart. There is little or no prepar
ation for death. The corpse is blanket-
ed, boxed and buried with the head to
the south, whence they believe they
originally came. A person who has
been murdered by one of their own
tribe is always buried face down, with

| has had to give life to her ¢

a fat piece of pork or bacom in the |

mouth to prevent the spirit of the mur-

dered person from scaring the game |

from that section.
sometimes placed at children's graves.
Girls eat the food out of it at girls’
graves and boys at boys'.

The scalplock is cut off, hung up in
the lodge and considered ‘‘keeping the
ghost.” Formerly these Indians buried
in a tree or on a platform. and burial
in the ground was a disgrace. They
even sometimes carried the dead
body of a person with them om their
journeys. The most cruel mourning is
practiced. The squaws hack themselves
to pieces with stone flints untfl they
are covered with blood. The braves run

sharpened sticks through their flesh un- |

til the scene is fairly sickening. A sin-
gle scalp avenges the death and stops
the mourning. While they mourn they
never laugh, wash or comb their hair.
They also have what is known as the
“ghosts’ gambol.” The Minnataree In-
dians, of Dakota, cut off their fi

for the Gead till the whole ground is
strewn with them.. They are invari-
ably buried in a green blanket, though
they never wear green when living.

PUSSY DIED OF GRIEF.

Her Only Friend Was a Murderer Whom
She Followed to the Scaffold.

Ellis R. Smith, the only republican
sheriff Pettis county has had since the
war, and the only sheriff that has ever
executed a criminal during the criminal
history of that county, was relating his
experiences as an officer to a reporter for
the St. Louis Post-Dispatch. “I wit-
nessed quite a peculiar thing in the jail
at Sedalia last year,” he remarked. “I
had the very unpleasant duty of offi-
cially removing an old man by the name
of Tom Williamson, who had been con-
victed of a triple murder. About two
months before the day of the execution
the old man asked me to get hima
young kitten to raise. Idid so. Anat-
tachment grew up between the two
that was certainly remarkable. If at
any time I happened to lock the old
man up in a cell without the cat, she
would raise such a disturbance thatI
would have to lock her up with him.
They were together day and night.
When the day of execution rolled
around, the cat appeared to be the
chief mourner and brought up the rear
of the death march to the secaffold.
When the trap was sprung, the cat
walked back into the jail and, after
walking up and down the corridor for
an hour, pounced upon old man Wil-
liamson’s cot, where it remained for a
week, refusing to eat or drink. About
eight days after the execution I deter-
mined to remove her. When I attempt-
ed to frighten the cat off, I discovered
that she was dead. I actually believe
she grieved herself to death.”

PROGRESS IN BURGLARY.

Safe-Cracking Has B a Sel and
the Jimmy Is Obselote.
Burglary is a trade. It has its tricks,

its tools, and its ups and downs. Itis
a trade which, according to the St
Louis Globe-Democrat, is continually
changing and improving. Methods of
highi-class burglave that wars in voagne
twenty years ago are hardly knmown
now. The thief's “jimmy” is out of
date. Safe-blowing has given way to
safe-cracking. Four or five men, with
a few sticks of dynamite, rob a train
nowadays as easily as twenty men,
armed to the teeth, did it a dozen years
ago. But in spite of the changes the
motto of all low-grade ecrooks is: “The
way to steal is to steal.” They em-
brace every opportunity, and steal
whenever they can, often making a
bnngling job and getting nipped. After
a few terms in the penitentiary, how-
ever, they are no longer low-grade
crooks, but have become educated pro-
fessionals. The penitentiary is their
school. There they are taught all the
improvements of the ‘“‘trade,” and there
many burglars’ devices are invented by
brainy but vicious men.

Eaglish Farm Hands.

When, as rarely happens, English
farm laborers ecome to this country, they
find it extremely difficult to accommo-
date themselves to the current American
custom of eating but three meals a day.
An English maid servant and nurse who
lived to be more than a hundred years
old averred that she had always been
accustomed to ‘‘a dew bit and break-
fast, a stay bit and dinner, a nommet,
a crummet, and a bit after su
Extra meals are common enough during
the harvest season in this country. The
hasty breakfast at half-past three in the
morning is followed by a “‘stay bit” at
eight o'clock and by a luncheon be-
tween the noon-day dinmer and the
after-sunset supper. In parts of south-
ern Pennsylvania the dinner hour is
eleven o'clock in the morning, and it
would not be difficult to show that
Americans living on the same meridian
are dining all the way from that hour
until seven in the evening. The great
mass of country folk still dine at noon.

Curious Death Customs of Fiji
The Fijians believe that in case a
marriageable youth or maiden dies
without having gome through with the
elaborate nuptial knot-tying ceremony
of the islands his or her soul is doomed
to wander about forever in an inter-
mediate region between heaven and
hell. When anyone dies, man, woman
or child, a whale’s tooth is placed in the
hand of the corpse, the missile to be
thrown at the tree which stands as a
guide post to point out the road that
leads to Heaven and the one that leads
to hell
Wailting.
The mistietoe hangs from the chandelier,
Her cheeks are rosy red;
Yet in her blue eye gleams » crystal teare
“ He cometh not,"” she sald.
—Judge.

The Innocent Young Thing.
He—You know, Miss Smythe, I fancy
you—
She—Oh, George, this is so sudden.—
Truth.

A MODERN CHIMNEY-SWEEP.

—St, Nicholas

A kettle of food is |

i

ought to
Lk

-

FEEDING HEIFERS.

The Need of a More Sclentific Treatment
of Young Dalry Stock.

The first year of the dairy cow is the |

most critical of all her life. Immatare,
because not more than half grown, she
alf, she is
now called upon to give milk for her
owner, and within a few months she

ABOUT ROOT CROPS.
They Are Profitable for Farms Near the
City Markets
Many farmers have learnad that good
erops of potatoes are profitable when

grown near cnough ‘o market to be
disposed of without too long carriage
The same consideration must be re-

| garded in growing crops of beets tur

will again have to furnish life and sus- |

tenance for her second calf So she
has nearly a constant threefold demand
upon her energies, and unless the ut-
most skill is taken the usefulness of
the coming cow will be injnred by care-
less and ignorant methods of feeding
and care. This young heifer should
receive, not only a great abundance of
food, but that which is succulent aad
easily digested, and the greatest care
should be taken to develop the mam-
mary gland. That is, her food should

be so regulated that it would not only |

sustain her and produce material for
the growth of herself and the embryo
calf, but there should be a surplus re-
sult of the food consumed; the milk
and butter product is the result of this
surplus We want to so breed and feed
calves for the dairy that they will
make cows that will put this surplus

feed into the milk pail and nowhere |

else.

1 wish I knew how to better empha-
size the need of a more scientific treat-
ment of our two-year-old heifers. If
all of them could be fed right for one
or two generations, the average prod-
uct per cow of our dairies could be
easily raised 20 per cent Assoon as
the animal digests and assimilates
more than it wants for its daily susten-
ance, and all healthy animals can di-
gest more than is needed for their daily
wants, it seeks to do sometbing with
it Now it is the provinee of the
breeder to direct this surplus energy
into specialized channels, as may be
desired, and creating a tendency to re-
ceive this surplus and store it in the
form of growth, milk, beef or reserve
energy appears to stimulate the power
of the animal to increase the amount
of surplus assimilated food, and so the
animal may be induced to go on and in-
crease its prodoction until it has
reached the limit or end of the law of
its being. The change and variations
desired often come slowly, but each
additional generation may add some-
thing valuable of surplus directed in
the channel best suited to minister to
the wants of makind. —Prof. L. P. Rob-
erts, in Farm and Home

THE COMING HOG.

Not an Tdeal-Looking Creatare, But »
Very Profitable One.

The future hog must be a rustler, by
which is not meant a ‘“‘razor back” or
“hazel splitter” but one that has the
getup and grow to him; an animal of
flne proportions, with extra top line,
broad deep hams, clean cut, smooth un-
der line, free from flabbiness of jowl
or belly, with deep bacon sides and
deepness extending well back to flank
and forward to shoulder, not uneven,
and deep in center, having a fine cut
head, smooth and broad between the
eyes, jaw broad and tapering well and
even to muzzle, eyes clear and promi-
nent, with ears standing out well from
the head, breaking evenly and smooth
towards the point, but would even pre-
fer a standing-up ear to a drop or flop
ear, as a drop or flop, flabby jowl and
underline in my experience are not

rustlers and are more inclined to dis-
ease fruun their nature oF TR S udas,

and tbese bad habits are generally
found together. The bone should not
be too large, but one of fine and strong
texture, legs firm, stinding erect on
their pins and taperiag well from arm
down to their feet. Some peopie have
an idea that the size is the most de-
sirable in the selection of a hog, and
that large bones, no matter how badly
shaped, is the hog for them, claiming
that large hogs must have large bones.
While a good bone is desirable, if well
shaped, a small bone is more to my
notion than a big, awkward-shaped
one, for this reason—a hog that has the
right form and small bone possesses
the property of putting on deep flesh
and making big returns for his feed,
and carrying to market desirable meat,
while the other is a harder, longer feed-
er, and goes to market with a larger
per cent. of low priced meat —H C
Dawson, in Colman’s Rural World

FINE COMBINATION.

Stack Yard sad Maasger for Preveating
Waste in Feeding.

Most farmers utilize the straw more
than they did twenty years ago. and
many of them cousider good bright oat
and barley straw to be worth for feeding
purposes guite as much as over-ripe
clover or timothy hay, and, pound for

FOR PREVENTING WASTE
FEEDING.

DEVICE N

| Root, in Handling Farm Produce,

pound, worth fully half as muchas any

good hay. Henece,
ing the straw by building flat-topped

instead of wast- |

|

stacks and allowing the cattle and |
other stock to have free access tothem, |
a yard is built around the stacks and |

the straw fed out as regularly as hay or
grain. To make all secure alog pen is

built, like the cne iu the illustration |

from a sketch by L. D. Snook The

logs rest upon a foundation of stone or i
wood, the lower log being one foot |

from the ground and three logs oo
each side, the extreme height of fence
being got less than four and a half
feet. On the leeward side of the stack
pen a permanent and durable manger

|

can be easily made from small poles |

This may extend the entire length of
the pen and be built upon one or more
sides. The straw is thrown into it di-
rectly from the stack, and if a ration
of hay or straw be fed at noon it will
prove equally as valuable, the only ob-
jection being that it is located out of
doors. However, it is more convenient
and economical than to throw the
food upon the ground or in the nearest
fenee corner.—American Agriculturist
Papa's Consent.

She—Isn't it lovely? Papa consents

He—Does he, really?

She—Yes, he wanted to kmow who
you were, and I told him you were
tape-clerk at Serimp & Co.’s, and he
seemed real pleased.

He—I am delighted.

She—Yes, and he said we could he'

taken

married just as soon as you were
into the nrm ~N. Y. Weekly.
Her Qlfl(l.l.

Briggs—I called on Miss Birdseye the
other day in my new suit, and when I
kissed her she was quite indignant, un-
til I told her it was always the custom
to christen a new suit in that way.

Griggs—Then what did she say?

B She wanted to know if that
was only new suit I had. —Clothier
and Furnisher.

Hard on Sappy.
Barlow—Old man Timberwheels wants
to condemn Sappy to perpetual silence.
Taddles—How's that?
Barlow—I heard him tell Sappy bhe
think before he speaks.—

nips, carrots, parsnips and other roots
They are both bulky and heary in pro-
rtion to their price. A good deal of
ard work must go for all the money
they bring. That is true also of pota-
toes. They are not like the cheaply
and easily harvested grain crops The
roots are worse than potatoes in this
that after they are out of the ground
their tops have to be eut oft Potatues
can be dug by machinery, and only
need hand labor in picking up and con-
veying to the market wagoo Well
grown root crops. however, yield so
much more hearily than do average
potato crops that for tmose not afraid
of hard work they pay better than
most others. If land is good and ses
son favorable they will, at s low price,
give a large retarn per acre. Root
ecrops are one of the sure ways by
which an industrious man can pay for
his farm. Maybe he will ecarn
farm while paying for it Most da
But it is at least better than the hard
work that men most afraid of labor
cften are obliged to do and get no re-
turn at all. If a man bas enough to |
sustain himself while working it he
may buy an scre of rich land, put it
into roots in the spring, and pay for the
land with the product the coming fall
It is not very likely that the price of |
sny kind of roots will fall low enough
to prevent this being done There is |
never likely to be the close com petition |
in root growing in this cowntry that |
will always prevail in grain growing.
Though they may not wish to grow |

hus

SWAPPING WIVES.

The Curloas Propossl Weds By o Peial-
five Squatier Dews Seath.
Twenty years ago the peoples of
that section of the counntry embeuced
in western North Caroline snd esstern
Teunessee were primitive I8 the ex
treme. sai! 3 traveler recentiy.
Few could rend; sot one i & ban
dreu had ever swea o railroad or 3 Sowe

of ome ¢ inhabitants. T was
trampt sh the mourtaizs male
ing some ches and my wifs, then
an execeeding'y handsome woman of

twenty, sccompanied me. We stopped
one night 2t the cabin of 3 squatier
who was 3 ‘ypieal mountaineer His
wife was a tall raw-bosed, siatteraly
v 4 sooff stick and & sharr
a supper of “cormpoune
mille and [at pork the host tools meouwt
side and. anting with his thamd gve:
his shouldes o our respective wive:
sand
“How'll you swap®™

Well.” said I, imelined to get souse
amusement out of it ‘make aa e
“1 kindor reclion.” sald the would be

swapper, ‘that my wifh s wuth the
most.  She's the huggest'n’ stroagest
She kin milk cows dig seng sl bin

cook 3 ‘pussum to » turn.  But Pee had
her aigh onto a year an’ am gettie’
tired of her old clapper of a tonges
il swap even. ™

I declined ¢
offered to give as soot & squireel rifle
and a varranted o be death on
conna liberal offer did not temp*
me, and a8 we were about to leave he
offered to add 2 jug of
whisky This was tos much for
temper of his partaer.

This

l

= Well, Zack Jenkine, ™ sasd she, with
ssperity. “Tee  Seen swapped four
times. 22" vou're the frst foller that
didn’t cackeriate thet | was wath o
| deal more in » trade tHhan Tother
woman.

We departed, leaving Zack o o

3in matters as Lest he could St
Louis Globe-Demoerat.

NEW INTOXICANT.

roots for market, yet farmers
grow enough to at least make achange |

of feed for the stock they keep through |
winter. Turnips and beets are best for

hogs, and are especiaily good for breed-

ing sows before as well as after far- |
rowing. Carrots are excellent for|
horses. A peck of them a day is worth '
more for cach horse than the price of |
them in the market Beets, carrots |

and parsuips will each pay better fed

to cows than they will be to market |
With a weil stocked farm there iss |
home market for a large supply of
roots, and if any are grown for market-
ing by the bushel the homes market
may well take the place of any other
when the price is low

VALUE O' TILLAGE.

lw‘hol-l-th Reward of Con-
centrated Farming.

hould | A Sy f Which Hae ‘be
Same Effect av Zigmer.

The inhabitants of the sorthwestern
purt of Asia use 3 musBroom

mote intoxication. [t is knows
fiy- blown mushroom. wad is
sbundant in Seotiand. The fanges |
gsthered in the hottest
year, and is then hang
in the sir to dry

roiled ap ke 2 bodas,
out chewing for, if
sani to disorder the
or two small fengd

The almost universal dency with
western farmers for years has been
“spreading-out” farming Everywhere
will one see farmers who, out of choice,
had rather run over two acres to raise
thirty bushels of wheat than to have the
headache hard emough to raise that
amount on one acre. There is a guod
reason for this. To raise thirty busheis
on ome acre requires skill, forethougit,
care, good tillage; in short, that kind
of crop depends on the man as much as
on the land In the other case there
would be but very little investment of
the man, and more of luck and a blind
trust in Providence. When a man has
more trust than skill he will of course,
invest that of which he has the meost
Every man farms accordiag to the
Wcasure of e man Mo may sot sl
ways beable to do as well as he knows,
but he will try, sad, what is more, he
will try to keep his knowledge abead
of his hands. Every year adds evidence
that concentrated, not
farming is to be the fauture ovder of
things. Concentration enriches the
soil: “spread-out” impoverishes it. Con-
centration reduces the primary capital
in land and increases its productiveness,
thus decreasing the cost of production
The Irishman was right when, oo hear-
ing another speak of a certain horse
as belng quite speedy. he replied:
“Troth, | know of a horse that all trot
as fast as two uv ‘im.” That is the
principle to work for. Lay out your
eapital in bestlr tillage. not mere
acres; in better cows, horses. hogs and
sheep; not more, but betler cnes, in
acres and animals Ounly in this way
can true economy and a conservatism
of the farm forces be brought about
80 as to enlarge the margin of profit
The mischef with all our products is
that they cost too much to raise. This
state of affairs will continue with
every farmer until he sees more clear
ly and applies more energetically this
principle of less zcres and better til-
lage; less animals and better ones
Slowly in every farming community
are a few who are beginning to grade-
ate up and out of the low level of con-
trary ideas, and increased profits come
to them as a reward —Colman’'s Rural
World.

BOXES FOR VEGETABLES

They Are as Cheap s Gvdicary Barrels
and Crates.

The boxes here illustrated are the

cheapest ones we make says A L

and

—
—
—
/
/
—

—

SLATTED BOXES
the ones which sell best. For the ends

we use six slats instead of boards cross-
wise, thus making them open on the
ends as well as the sides. These are
used for tomatoes, apples, cucumbers,
ete. In fact, there is no fruit or vege-
table of about this size or larger that
could not be handled in these crates
They are as cheap to ship garden stuff
to market in as the ordinary barrvels |
and crates, besides being much lighter
and neater. The above cut shows the |
manper in which all the bomes are
packed for m“ i
v M ;
Doctor—There s something you have !
which I have not yet been able to get |
at. When I do, | think | can get sway |
with it in a very little while.
Patient (lugubricusly ) — It must b-qy |
bank account. —Truth

!

\ Woman's Answer.

HQ—"“ mald ask you to marTy me,
what woul ay?

She !

He »r—what would it rhyme |
with?

She -Guess.— Puck.

\ frﬂm
“Don't you think,” the mother said,

proudly, “that her playing shows a re-
| markable finish™
“Yes,” replied the young man, ab |
sently, “but she was a long time get-
ting to it."-Jury.

Wouldn't Say & Werd.
Burgiar—What would you say if I
was to blow yer head off for not telling
me where your money is”
Mr. Joker—XNot & word, wsir
word. —Bostou UGlobe.

oot &

jag!y active, and is & stimuinnt to mus
enlar exertion. thus. f & persom sffeer
ed by it wishes to step over & straw or
» small stick, it impels hism fo ke o
jmmp saficent to clear 3 low hedge

.vr-ﬁul 3 tree; it keeps thewe fou.

wrwvww

Jones— [ doa t helieve Blivins spemis
Baif as nuch money as he did Sefore e
was married

Smith- No: | know be dou't: his wife

Clars— Aren't you afreid that after
wmn-r-a-!m“l”“db
ing together”

Charlie - But, dear. we shall S »
gether o lLittle —Town Topies.

| testranie

Thev T “emesth e nitews.
Aol et oo gt was milen Den.
Tho enecn T wonid 1S © Imew®
lzm-—.-‘-‘
—Judgn

Old Friend - Well, [ deciare, ol Soy.

| your wife is fully os tall as you are.

Mr De Meek ina whisper' —¥-ea |
goess that's so.

“How -ame you % marry sach s dig
woman ™

“Weil —er—she didn’t ssem so dig b=
hm"—l Y. Wenkiy.

e o S

“There a man a|ver
been known to disagree with his wife

[n pom — How does he manage?

- Easy enough. She does all the il
ing + hicago [nter Ovean.

saything for you
Pru-ll&—"o. De sare Dot W mie
your steamer —Life

!~~
Tencher | am glad o =9, work
-.,w-uyuy. -

Littie Boy—Yes'ms | wams
can writemy




