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Headache for Forty Years.

For forty years [ suffered from sick head-
ache. A yearago I began using Celery King,
The result was gratifying and surprising, m
heldleh hea leaving :’t onee. Thothduhayn
used to return every seventh day, but thanks
to Celery King, 1 have had but one he
in the last eloven months. 1 know that what
cured me will helpothern.—Mms. John 1. Van
Keuren, B fes, N, Y.

Cel King cures Constipation and all dis-
easen of the Nerves, Blomach, Liver and Kid-
peys. Bold by druggists. 260 and e 2
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drop the croas you wearn,
Or lay it down; for If you do
shall be bullt for you
More diMcult and hard to ;

The crosa s always made to fit
The back which bears It. Be content;
Accept the burden which was sent
And strive to make Lhe best of IL

Think not how heavy la your load;
Think not how rough the road or long;
Look up and say: “Lord, I am strong,

And Love makes beautiful the road.”

Who tolls io falth and knows not fear
Shall live to find his croas some day
Supported nll along the way

By angels who are walking near.

—ENa Wheeler Wilcox, In Woman's Home

Companion.

THE OLD UNIFORM

By Francis Coppee.

NE of my desk-mates In the office at
the ministry of war was an ex-non-
commissioned officer, Henrl Vidal, He

regiment, Dry-Jean had just reenlisi
ed. ‘He drew his pay and went on a
three days' spree. He and two compan-
jons of the same kidney rolled

the low quarters of Algiers in a cab,|

flying s tricolor the words:
‘It wom't last forever.! It did wind up
with a knock-down fight at = Moor
ish woman's dive. She gota kick that
did her up, Dry-Jean a cul on the head
from a tringlo that nearly finished him,
& fortnight in the guardroom, and the
loss of his stripes—the second time he
Lhad lost them.

*0f well-to-do parents and with some
education, he would bave risen to be an
officer long before i it had not been
for his conduct, Eighteen months later
he got his stripes back again, thanks
to the indulgence of the old African
captain who had seen him under fire
in Kabylie. Herupon our old captain

]3:? bis gilded belmet gayly. and

*‘Bravo, zouaves! You are the
solditers In the world!®

“Ifound myselfsittingnear the wheel,
supporting my poor broken paw, when
suddenly | remembered Dry-Jean's aw-
ful crime. At that very instant he
stepped out of the ranke toward the
general. He had lost his fez, and from
s big gash on his close-shaven head
ran a trickle of blood. Leaning on his

gun with one band, with the other be

beld out an Austrian flag, tattered and
dyed red—a flag be bad taken. The gen-
eral gazed at him admiringly.

“‘Hey, there, Bricourt!' turniog to,

one of his staff; ‘look at that, if you
please. What men!'

“Whereupon Dry-Jean, In his canallle
voice, spoke up:

“*Quite so0, my general. Dut you

is promoted chief of battalion,and they | know—1ihe First zouaves—there are
send us out a captain of 26, a Corsiean | o)y enough left for once more!’

named Gentill, just out of school, &

*'I would like to hug you for that!l’

cold, ambitious, clever fellow, very ex-

cried the general; *you'll get the cross,

hiad lost his left arm in the Italian cam-
paign, but with his remaining hand he *
executed marvels of ealigraphy—down
to drawing with one pen-stroke a bird
in the flourish of his signature.

A pood fellow, Vidal; the type of the
upright old soldier, hardly 40, with a
sprinkling of gray in his blonde im-
perial—he had been in the Zovaves. We
all called him Pere Vidal, more respect-
fully than familiarly, for we all knew
his life of honor and devotion. He lived
in a cheap little lodging at Grenelle,
where—on the money of his cross, his
pension, apd his salary—he managed to
support his widowed sister and her
three children. Three thousand francs
for five people! No matter, his
redingote, the empty Jeft sleeve caught
4o the third button, was always brushed
as if for parade; and so seriously did he
take his red ritbon, invariably fresh,
that be took it out of his buttonhole

whenever he carried a pair of boots or
{rousers or went on any commonplace
errand.

As at that time 1, too, was living in
the southern suburb of Paris, 1 often
walked home with Pere Vidal, and I
used to make him tell of his campaigns
as we passed near the military school,
meeting at every step—Iit was at the
close of the empire—the splendid uni-
forms of the imperial guard, green
chasseurs, white lancers, and the dark
and magnificent artillery ofticers, black
and gold, a costume worth while get-
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ting killed In. Sometimes, on hot
evenings, I treated my companion to
absinthe; out of economy he never
drank. On these occaslons the ex-col-
dier, who had become a sober pater-
famlilias, and had lost the habit of the
parrot, would rise from the table with
a touch of heroie drunkenness in his
brain, and the rest of the way I was al-
most certain to hear some tale of war.

One evening — I belleve that Pere
Vidal bad had two glasses of absinthe—
| as we walled along the hideous Boule-
{ vard de Grenelle, he stopped suddenly
{ before a military old-clothes shop—
i there are many like it in that quarter—
{ & dirty, sinister den, showing in its

window rusted pistols, bowls full of

buttons, and tarnished epaulets; in
| front were hung, amid sordid rags, a
| few old officers’ uniforms, ralp-rotted
| and sunburned; with the slope-in at the
! waist and the padded shoulders, they
had an almost human aspect.
‘ Vidal, selzing my arm with his right
[ band and turning his slightly tipsy
guze on me, raised his stump to point
out one of the uniforms, an African of-
[ ficer's tunie, with the kilted skirt and
| the three gold bralds making a figure
| eight on the sleeve,
' “Look!" he said; “that's the uniform
| of my old corps, a captain's tunic.”
! Drawing nearer, he made out the
number engraved on the buttena, and
| went on with enthusiasm:
| “My regiment! The First Zouaves!™

Suddenly his hand shook, hie face
| darkened; dropping his eyes, he mur-
‘. mured, in a horror-stricken voice:
| “Mon Dieu, what if it were his!"

Then brusquely turning the ooat
| about, he showed me in tke middle of
the back a little round hole, bordered
by & black rim—blood, of course—it
made one shudder, kke the sightof &
wound.

“A nasty scar,” I said to Pere Vidal,
who had dropped the garment and was
hastening away. And, foreseeing a
tale, I added, to spur hin on: *It is
not usually in the back that bullets
strike captains of the zovaves.”

He apparently did not bear me; he
mumbled to himself: “How could it
| get there? It's a long way from the
| battlefield of Melegnano to the boule-

vard of Grenelle! Oh, yen, | know—
| thecarrion crows, that follow the army;

the strippers of the dead! DBut why
just there, two steps from the mrili-
| tary school where the other felow's
regiment is stationed? He must have

| passed; he must have recognized it
ly interested, “stop your muttering, and
tell me what the riddled tunic recalls
if he would have spoken, for he looked
at me timidly, almost suspiciously.
| “Well, then, here goes for the story;
| 1 can trust you; you will tell me frank-
Ah, 1 ean't give you the other man's
| surname, for he Is still living, but I
| deserved it with bis 12 drinks at the
| stroke of noon.
| er, but foud of quarrel and drink—all
| the bad habits of the African soldier;

acting, bard on his men, giving you | you know:' and still repeating, ‘what
eight days for a speck of rust on your inen!* he said to his aide-de-camp some-
gun or & button off your gaiters; more- | thing I didn't understand—I'm no
cver, never having served in Algeria, ! goholar, you know. But I remember
rot tolerating fantasin or the slightest; ji perfectly: ‘Worthy of Plutarch,
want of discipline. The two took II wasn't it. Bricourt?

hatred to each other from the first; ) “At that very moment the pain was
result, the guardroom for Dry<Jean | 109 much for me and I fainted. You
after every drinking bout. When the | know the rest. I've often told you how
captain, a blackavised little fellow, as | they sawed off my arm and how I
stiff as o bristle, with the mustaches of | gragged along In delirium for two
an angry cat, flung his punishment at | months in the hospital, In my sleep-
Dry-Jean's head, adding, curtly: ‘I Jegs hours I used to nsk myself if it
know you, my man, and I'll bring you = was my duty to accuse Dry-Jean pub-
to order!" Dry-Jean answered nevers | Jicly, But could I prove it? And then
word and walked away quietly to do| | gaid: ‘He's a scoundrel; but he's
pack-drill. But, all the same, the cap-| brave; be killed Capt. Gentili, but he
taln might have come off his high-horse | took n flag from the enemy.' Finally,
& bit had he seen the rage that reddened | {n my convalescence, I learned that as

| What o ghost!”
“See here, Pere Vidal," said I, violent-
| to you
Except for the twoabsinthes, I doubt
' Suddenly, with a great effort, he be-
gan:
| ly. on your honor, if you think my con-
duct excusable. Where shall 1 begin?
will eull him by the name he went un-
der in the regiment—Dry-Jean—and he
“He was sergeant in the Fourth of
the Second, my regiment, n good fight-
brave as a bayonet, with eold, steel-
blue eyes and a rough red beard on his

the sergeant's face as soon ashe turned | a reward for his courage Dry-Jean had
his hend and the hotred that flashed | stepped up into the Zouaves of the

through his terrible blue eyes.

| Guard and had been decorated,

Ah! at

“Hereupon the emperor declares war | first it gave me a disgust at my own
agninst the Austrinns, and we are | eross which the colonel had pinned on

shipped off to Italy. But let me come

me (n the hospital, Yet Dry-Jean de-

at once to the day before the battle of | served his, too; only his Legion of Hon-

Melegnano—where I left my arm, you !
know. Our battalion wns camped in a [

or ought to have served as the bull's-
eye for the squad detailed to put him

liftle vjllnge, and before breaking the | out of existence,

ranks the capiain had made us a speech

“It's all far away now. [ never saw

—rightly enough—to remind us that  him again; he remained in'the service
wo were in a friendly country, and that | apd | became o good civilian, But just

the slightest injury done to tbe {n-

habitants would be punished in an ex- | yyliet-hole—God knows how

emplary way. Duringthe speech, Dry-
Jean, a little shaky on his pins that
morning, and for the best of reasons—
shrugged his shoulders slightly., Luck-
ily the captain didn't sce it

“At mMinight o poise woke me, 1|

now, when I saw that uniform with its
it got
there—hanging a stone's throw from
the barracks where the murderer Is, it
seemed to me that the captain, the
crime still unpunished, was clamoring
for justice,”

I did my best to quiet Pere Vidal, as-

sprang from my heap of straw into the | suring him he had acted for the best.
farmyard, and in the moonlight 1 saw | Five days Inter, on reaching the office,

a group of comrades and peasants
wresting from the arms of Dry~Jean,

Vidal, handing me a paper folded ata
certain paragraph, murmured, gravely:

raging like a lion, a handsome wench, | “What did I tell you?" I read:

disheveled and half-dressed, who was
calling loudly on the Madonna and all
the saints. 1 was heatening to help,
when Capt. Gentili arrived. With one
look—the little Corsican had & par-
alyzing way—he cowed the terrified
sergeant; then reassuring the Lom-
bard girl by a few words in Italian, he
held vp a trembling finger before the
scoundrel and suid:

“‘Dogs like you deserve to have their
brains blown out; as soon as I can see
‘the colonel, you lose your stripesagain,
this time for good. There's to be
fighting to-morrow; try to get killed.

*Sure enough, at dawn the cannonade
awoke us, The column formed, and
Dry-Jean—never had his cursed blue
eyes glittering more ominoualy—placed
bimself beside me. The batialion moved
forward; we were to dislodge the white
coats, who, with their cannon, occupied
Melegnano. Forward, march! Atthe
second kilometer the Austrians’ grape-
shot eut down 15 of our company's men.
Then our officers, waiting for the or-
der to charge, made us e dewn in the
grainfield, sharp-shooterwise; they re-
mained sianding naturally, and ourcap-
tain wasn’t the least straight of the
lot. Kneeling in the rye, we kept on
ifirtng at the battery, which lay within
range. Suddenly some one jogged my
elbow. I turned and saw Dry~Jean,
who was looking at me, the corner of
his lips roised leeringly, lifting his
gun. :

“‘Do you see the caplain? he said,
nodding in that direction.

“*Yes, what of It? said I, glancing
at the officer, 20 paces off.

“‘He was foolish to speak to me as
he did Iast night'

“With a swift, precise gesture, he
shouldered his arm and fired. I saw
the captain—bhis body bent backward,
his head thrown up, his hands beatirg
the air for an Instant—drop his sword
and fall heavily on his back.

“‘Murderer!’ | cried. seizing the
sergennt'sarm. Buthestruck me with
the butt of his rifle, rolling me over,
and exclaimed:

“'Fool! prove that I did itl*

“I rose in & rage, just as all the sharp-
shooters rose likewise, Our colonel,
bareheaded, on hissmoking borse, point-
ed his saber at the Austrian battery,
and shouted:

“ 'Forward, zouvaves!
cnets!’

“Could 1 do likewise than charge with
the others? What a famous charge it
was, too! Have you ever eeen & high
sen dash on m rock? Each company

rushed up like a breaker on a reef.
Thrice the battery was covered with
blue coats and red trousers, and thrice
wesaw the earthwork reappear with its
cannon jaws, impassable.

“But our company, the Fourth, was to
snatch the prize. In 20 leaps I reached
the redoubt: helping myself with my

Use your bay-

“Another Vietim of Intemperance.—Yes-
terday afternoon, on the Boulevard de
QGrenelle, & certaln Jean Mallet, known as
Dry-Jean, sergeant In the zouaves of the
Imperinl guard, who with two companions
had been drinking freely, was ssized with
delirlum (remens while looking at some
old uniforms hanging In a secondhand
sbop, He drew his bayonet and Yashed
down the street, to the terror of all passers-
by. The two privates with him had the
utmost difficulty In securing the madman,
who shouted censelesaly: ‘I am not a mur-
dercr, I took nn Austrian fag at Melegna-
no!* It seema that the Intter statement s
true. Mnllet was decorated for this feat;
his addiction to drink has alone prevented
him from rising in the ranks. Mallel was
conducted to the military hospital of Gros-
Calllon, whence he will soon be transforred
to Charenton, for It i{s doubtful If he can
recover his reason.”

As [ returned the paper to Vidal, he
loaked at me meaningly,andconcluded:

*Capt. Gentill was a Corsican—he has
avenged himself!"—Translated for the
San Francisco Argonaut from the
French,

MEXICO’S SIGN LANGUAGE.

Certain Gestures Are Used Which
Have & Fixed and Readily Un-
dersteood Meaning.

Mexico is & land of many tongues;
but above the Indian dialects and Span-
ish there is one universal language, the
language of signs. It is the most ex-
pressive of all; the Mexican eye and
hand are eloguent members, It is
capable of infinite varintion; its shad-
ings and suggestions are beyond all
transiation. But there are certain ges-
tures that have a fixed meaning, a sig-
nificaticy well understood by every na-
tion and every tribe from Guatemala to

| Texas,

A _general upward movement of the
body, shoulders shrugged, eyebrows
raised, lips pouted and palms out-
spread, varies in meaning from “Idon't
know and T don't care” to & most re-
spectful “Really, sir, I do not under-
stand you.”

The index finger moved rapidly from
right to left, generally before the face,
means: “No more,” or simply “No."
To move the right hand palm outward
from the body toward avother person
means: “Just wait; I'll be even with
you yet."

The index finger on the temple,
moved with a boring twist, means “He's
drunk.”

The right hand beld to the lips, three
fingers doubled, thumb and little fin-
ger ereet, varies from “He drinks” to
“Have one with me,”

To move the open hand over the
cheek in imitation of a razor has ref-
erence io (he idiom “playing the bar-
ber,” and means “to flatter.”

All four fingers and the thumb held
points togetber and moved toward the
mouth means “to eat.”

The right band held before the face,
the two middle fingers moving rapidly,

rifle butt, I crossed the talus. Lbhad only lis & famitiar salutation, — Mcdern
time to see a blonde mustache, & blue | yfexico,
eap, and a carbine barrel almost touch |

me. Then I thought my arm flew off.
1 dropped my gun, fell dizzily on my
side mear a gun carriage wheel, and
lowt conscliousness.

“When I opened my eyes nothing was
to be heard but distant musketry. The
rouaves, lormiufn: M‘V red nlf-eh;
cle, were whout 'ive I'Empereur!’
and brandishiog thelr rifles.
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His Eyesight Was Defective,
“How did be happen to marry her?”
The young woman to whom the ques-

tion was addressed shrugged ber shoul-
ders. It was her boast that she never
spoke 1ll of her friends, and she was
t'!‘e::ll:n!nad to live up to that bigh
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EN TEXT.—My sheep hear my

.

voice, and I know them, and they follow

me.—~John 10:%77,

Review, by studying this brief chart
of the life of Christ, noting the chief
events in His life, and then, by means |
of the heavy black lines and the num-
bers over ngainst them, note the por-!
tions dwelt upon by John, i

The subject of the quarter is, the
Saviour God has sent us. In thesechap-
tera “Jesus revealed Himself to the
Jews In every aspect that was likely to
win faith,”

Note down the qualities we have dis-
covered in these ten chapters whlehl
belong to our Saviour adapted to save
the world and change its nations into
the Kingdom of Heaven. Tell the cir
cumstances by which these qualities
became known, and how they were
mapifested in Jesus

' ooyl

Previous existence, T |

Birth. ¢

F
Youth,

Visit to Jerusalem.

John, 1

Baptinm. 1 ’

wopeiedaig

Temptation,

Finst Disciples. 1
" Miracle.
" Reform,

“  Disconrse. 3
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" Tour,

Hpocha of traind
disciples, .

Apostles,
Princiy fen,
Ofpasarom,
Paintien

Mirncles llustrating the
gospel.

{*a0j=n) g a‘v

Death of the Baptist.
Feeding 5,000, .
Regilon of Tyre and Bi

Feast of Tabernacies. "
Blind Masn, .
Good Bhepherd. 10
Transfiguration,
Departa for Galilee,
Feast of Dedication,
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Ralsing of Lasarua,
Triumphal entry.
Lord's Bupper,
Trial,

Crucifixion.
Resurrection.
Ascenslon.
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WORKING OUT BALVATION,
[Optional Lesson.]
THE LESSON.—Phil 2:12-21,

GOLDEN TEXT.—For it is God which
worketh In you both to will and to do of
His good pleasure.—Phil. 2:13.

Paul wrote to the Philippians from
Rome, where he was a prisoner. They
had sent money to him by the hands of
Ephroditus, and this, his letter of ac-
knowledgment, {s wanm with gratitude
and love. Knowing, however, that
among the Philippian Christians there
was & tendency toward jealousy and
division, he admonished them to have
that mind which was in their Lord
when he emptied himeelf of the glories
and honor of His Henvenly stats that
He might come to the help of lost man,
The first part of the second chapter of
the Epistle sets forth this great fact of
Jesus' humiliation, and consequent ex-
altation, in beautiful terms. Having
set. before them Jesus Christ as the
servant of man, He proceeds to show
them in what spirit they should serve,

An African King.

King Lewanika’s costume was rather
remarkable, On his head he wore a
black, broad-brimmed felt hat over a
scarlet night cap. A long, bright-blue
dressing gown, much embroidered with
scarlet brald in Manchester style; a
flannel shirt, tweed walstcoat, trous-
ers, and nggressively new yellow boots
completed his costume, This was evi-
dently his holiday attire, for on other
days his scarlet nightcap was replaced
by a blue Tam-o'-Shanter and the dress-
Ing gown by a shoddy ulster, We seat-
ed ourselves opposite the door looking
out on the river, while the rest of my
party were grouped in a circle round
us. It wasnot etiquette for any but the
king aod his interpreter to enter the
hut, so Letia and the councillors re-
mained outside while we carried on des-
ultory conversation on the subject of
our respective journeys, hunting, ete,,
enlivened by the gentle tinkling of the
piano and the subdued singing of the
:'lng'n choristers,—Blackwood's Maga-

ne.

Figs and Thistles.

Chnsy is the only teacher who can
safely say “Verily.”

Impatience kicks over the dinner
pail to get to the supper table.

The prayer-meeting promise not put
Into practice ndds o lie to your guilt.

College diplomas do not go as ticketa
of admission at the pearly gate. :

If God takes away your flowers it is
‘because they would fade in your hot

“You can see for yoursei? that he

-

i
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hands. 3 .

§eof’s Fmuision

of Ood-Liver Oil with v,
phosphites. We are willng
to trust io his anawer.

For twonty-fivoe years doo-
tors have prescribed our
Emulsion for paleneas, weas.
npss, nurvous exhunustion, and
for all dis:ases tuat ocouss
loaa in flesh.

Its crecemy oolor and ity
pleesart taste malze (& op.
pecially useful fur thin ayg
delicate children.

No othor preparation of cod.
liver oll ia like it. Don’'t loss
time and risk your health by
taking something™ unknoun
and untried. Keep in ming
that SCOTTS EMULSION
has stcod the test for g
quarter of a century.

goc, and §t.00; all d
SCOTT & bO g

NE, aumlm."rm York.

§
foods and modiocines.
Tho noxt timo you see him,

Jest asik him what he thing

HUMPHREYS]

WITCH HAZEL I

OI1IL |
Piles or Hemorrhoids L
Fissures & Fistulas,
Burns & Scalds.
Wounds & Bruises.
Cuts & Sores. \
Boils & Tumors.
Eczema & Eruptions,
Salt Rheum & Tetters.
Chapped Hands.
Fever Blisters.
Sore Lips & Nostrils,
Corns & Bunions.
Stings & Bites of Insecls
Three Sizes, 25¢, 50¢. and $1.00,
Bold by drugglsta, or sent post-pald om receljit of pria

HBUNPHREYS' BED. ©9,, 111 & 110 Willlam 81, Yow Tird,

$9
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ZAKE PERFECT MEN

DO) NOT DESPAIS




