s a Choice Occupation.

. They were making out the dance list
¥or a prospective ball and were put-
ting down lancers, waltzes, two-steps,
etl., when they were interrupted.

“What are you doing?”’ said the new-
romer.

“Don’t you see?’ replied the wit of
the family. “Picking hops."”—North
‘American,

Even Worse than Death.,
‘“Why are the Dashleigh girls in
tnourning ¥
“An uncle of theirs was accepted as
& juror last week.”

Oh, What Splendid Coffee.

ier. Goodman, Willlams Co., Ill.,

rites: “From one package Salzers
German Coffec Berry costing i5c I grew
300 Ibs. of better coffee than I can buy
in stores at 30 cents a 1."” A. C. 6.

A package of this coffee and big seed
and plant catalogue is sent you by
John A. Salzer Seed Co., La Crosse,
‘Wis., upon receipt of 15 cents stamps
and this notice.

Poor Baby

Will not strangle and die with Croup 1 Hox-
sie’s C. C. C.isused No opium to stupefy, no
ipecac to nauseate. 50cents.

nrunnontl y cured. No fits or nervous-
m : r i J‘s use-of Dr. Klim‘s Great

bottleand treatise free
B. H. Kl.nm. Ltd.. t..Phila..Pa.

Arch 8
The rate of the growth of human hair
varies. In some cases it has been
known to exceed two inches per month.
The average for man and woman is
about half an inch every 30 days.

To Cure A Oold in One Day,
Take Laxative. Bromo Quinine Tablets. AN
Druggists refund money ifitfails to cure. 3o,

The cat was considered a sacred ani-
mal by the ancient inhabitants of Heli-
opolis, Egypt. When one of these ani-
mals died in a private residence, the
occupants shaved off their eyebrows.

Chew Star Tobacco—The Best::
Smoke Blodxe Clgnrett.os

Great Brxtam ha,s 135000
voters.

BloodHumors

Spring isthe Cleansing Season-
Don't Neglect Your Health

flliterate

You Need to Take Hood’s S8arsa-
paritla Now

Spring is the season for cleansing and
renewing. Everywhere accumulations- of
waste are being removed and preparations
for the new life of another season are being
made. This is the time for cleansing your §
blood with Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Winter
has left the blood impure. Spring
Humors, Boils, pimples, eruptions, and
that tired feeling are the results.: Hood’s
Sarsaparills expels all impurities from ¢he
blood and makes it richand nourishing,
It builds up the nervous system, creates
appetite, gives sweet, refreshing sieep a:
renewed energy and vigor. It cures-
spring humors, boils, pimples, eruptio

Sarsa-
parilla

Hood’s

[s America's Greatest Medicine. $1; six for $5,
Prepared by C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass,

are the only Pills to take
with Hood's Sarsaparilla

Hood’s Pills

| landabld and well intentfoned. Like

| “poker” trunk?

One Woman'’s Way, '

Mrs. Skinner—Oh, but I wish T was a
man,

Mr. Skinner—“Why so, my déar?
Mrs. 8kinner—I was just fhinking to-
day it I was only & man, how happy 1
could make my wife by giving her a
diamond necklace f birthday pres.

ent. . (
The Proper W 0 Do.

Brown—How is you? friend Green
getting along in the grocery business)
White—He’s not making his salt.
Brown—Wily, what's the trouble?
White—Oh, nothing: he buys it.

fiae or Pronunciation.

Tt 4s always diverting to watch how
a wave of small intellectual reform will
from ttme to ttme sweep over a “set”
or a community, or, indeed, an entire
localfty, says the New York Sun. It
is so catching, so inevitable. Every
body goes down before it. Anything
novel or out of the way in expression
s thie popular infection just now. For
example ‘half after four” instead of
‘“half past four,” “keen’” for “quick”
or ‘“eager” and “delectable” for any:
thing from “nice” to “just too perfectly
lovely for anything.” This fashion hes,
however, less to eommend it that it is
not so much a tribute to good English
as to silly Americans—namely, the An
glomaniacs.

Pronunciation affords a fine instance
of the way that women all follow sutt
like a row of bricks or a fliock of sheep
or anything else that symboiizes har
mony and accord. Just let a club presi
dent or any acknowledged leader start
in by saying appendicytis or co-quetry
or anything else foreigmr to. the appens
diceet1s, or coquetry that they have all
been saying for so many years, and
presto! the sleight-of-hand man
couldn’t make gpicker work of M,
this isn't saying that it fsn’t highl

everything else culture itself hes to
have's start; an® not unllke everything
else #'s apt to be ftnny while it's &4
refresliingly new-

venr Worso tnan Peathe
Jack Pott8—What will you charge ta
make a good stout poker trumk?
Trunkmaker—What do you mean by

Jack Potte—One that bvlds four
trays:

It 4s often a hard matter to convince a
brass band that 4t isn’t the entire pro-
cessiont

100! atarrh in this section of the
n all other diceases put together,
last fow years was supposed to be
For g great many years dactors
it ocal disease and prescribed
es, and by constantly failing to
Jocal treatment, pronounced it ine
Science hns prrwen catarrh to bea
disease a; ore requires
treotment. Hs.ll's Cabsrrh Cure,

by F. J. Cheney & Co., Toledo,
constitutional cure on the

coun!
and un

‘f;:tc.%w

cu;

onl

is taken internally in doses from

‘to & teaspoonful. It acts directly on

and mucous surfaces of the system.

offer one lundred dellars for any case

it-fails td cure. Send for circulars and testi-

monialks. AddressF.J. CHENEY& Co.,Toledo, O

Sold by Druggists, 75c.

Hall’s Family PHls are the best.

‘Winstow's Boothi tor
bﬁxﬂuﬁ -oftons.ﬂm "mf"' P lmmv
tion, ys pain, cures

After ph}!]M.ns had
saved by Piso’s Cure—
Uamsport, Pa., Nov. 22,

ven me up, I was
ALPH ERIEG¢ Wil-

o'uluﬁ. Lo~
'u\l 92,00, for 14 conts. i

THE FREIGHT. BEST SCALES, I.IA-.T
MONEY: JONESOF BINGHAMTON.N.' v

PATENTS

e el B S ST

SEED Garden & Flower

wuh . vorld-vlac
‘ Catalog
Jllﬂ J.H. GREGORY OMl.lu'ilohal.lA..

opl “ and Liquor Habit cured in

I.a’dles Wanted.

TR

& CO.
ENSIONS, PATENTS, cLAlMS.
mam"m_w
JALKINBIAGHINES.mm. cr:u:w

piles and indigestion. Before I had
|-talen one bottle

STORIES OF RELIEF.
A'I‘wo Letters to Mra. Pinkham. '

Mrs. JouN WirLiams, Englishtown;
N. J., writes:

““ DBAR MRs. PINKHAM:—] cannot ber
gin to teil you how I suffered before
taking your remedies. I was so weak
thas I could hardly wallk across the floor
withomt falting. I had womb trouble
and such a bearing-down feeling ; als¢
saffered with my back and Hmbs, pain
In womb, inflammation of the bladder,

of Lydis E. Pimkham’s
Vegetable Compound I felta great deal
better, and’after taking two and one
half bottles and half a box of yous
Liver Pills I was cured. If more would
take your medicine they wounld pot
have to suffer so much.”

Mrs. JoSEPH PETERSON, 513 East St.
Warren, Pa., writes:

“DBAR Mm. PixEpAM:—] have snf‘
fered with womb trouble over fifteen
years. I had inflammation, enlarge-
ment and displacement of the womb.
I had the backache constantly, alse
headache. and was so dizzy. I had
heart trouble, it seemed as though my
heart was in my throat at times’cholc
ing me. I could not walk around and
I could not lie down, for then my heart
would beat so fast I would feel as
though I was smothering. I had to
sit up in bed nightsin order to breathe.
I was so weak I conld not do any-
thing.

“1 have now taken several bot-
tles of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound, and used three.~ pack-
ages of Sanative Wash, and can say
I am perfectly cureds I do not think
I could have lived long if Mrs. Pink-

bouse.

all

8¢ Phila
Co., Syracuse, N. Y.

ham’s medicine had not helped me.”
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‘We walk in a world where no man reads
The riddle of things that are,
From a tiny fern in the mlley S hurt
To the light of the largest star,—
Yot we l_k‘inow that the pressure of life is
hal

. And the silence of Death is deep,
As we fall and rise on the tangled way
That leads to the gate of Sleep

"THE RIDDLE OF TNINGS THAT ARE."”

We know that the problems of Sin and

aln,
And the passions that lead to crime,
Are the mysteries locked from age to age
In the awful vault of Time;—
Yet we lift our weary feet and strive
Through the mire and mist to grope
And find a ledge on the mount of Faith
In the morning land of Hope.
—William H. Hayne, in Harper’s Weekly.
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In a darkened room, where the
shutters were closely bowed and tied
with broad black ribbons, a lady was
unfolding and stroking with tender
hands the contents of a small trunk.
Not packed for a traveler’s comfort,
the trunk contained only the posses-
sions of a babe a year old, who had
‘‘gone before’ to the heavenly home.
For six months the bereaved mother
had made a weekly visit to the trunk,
unfolding and refolding every baby
garment, packing carefully the baby
toys and stroking tenderly every tiny
object endeared by the touch of the
little one she had lost.  Yet, on the
day when the sixth month had rolled
by, her tears fell upon the dainty em-
broideries,the worn socks, the broken
toys as fast as on the  day when she
first put aside the clothes Baby Willie
would never wear again. Her dress
of heavy black, - loaded with crape,
suited well her pale,tear-stained face,
heavy eyes and grief-drawn mouth.

While she was yet busy at her
mournful task the door opened softly
and two beautiful boys of four years
old, her twin sons, Eddie and Charlie,
came into the room. Seeing their
mother busy, they softly stepped to
her side and stood quiet until Eddie
spied’a tin horse. and wagon on the
floor.. A moment later he had grasped
it and was pulling it down from the
sumniit of a pile of little garments.
Down toppled the whole pile, the
cart rattling noisily. ~The mother
looked around with a quick frown.

‘‘You naughty, heartless boy!” she
cried, sobbing. ‘‘How can you touch
your poor, dead brother’s things? I
think you are old enough to know
poor Willie is gone, never to come
back, and mamma is so sad—so—--"

Here the sobs choked her,.and the
children, terrified, began -to cry, too.

‘‘Eddie sorry,”’ one sobbed; ‘‘don’t
ky, mamma,”

‘“Is Charlie bad boy, too?” asked
the other, with a piteous wail in his
voice, that should have gone straight
to the mother’s heart.

‘“Go to the nursery,” she said, and
the little ones trotted off, hand in
hand, vaguely conscious that they
were in disgrace and ready to be com-
forted by rosy-cheeked Nannie, their
nurse,

“‘And,dear knows,” said that warm-
hearted individual to the cook, ‘it is
a shame for the poor darlings. It’s
not blaming Mrs. Aiken I am for cry-
ing lher eyes out for the beautiful boy
she lost, Didn’t I love every curl of
his hair, the pretty pet. But look at
the two that’s left. Wouldn’t they be
a comfort to anybcdy, and Mrs. Aiken
only speaks to them now to set them
crying. Sure she can’t expect babies
like them toremember their brother
more than six months, and if they
were downright wicked she couldn’t
be harder than she is if they laugh or
romp. She’ll break their spirits en-
tirely.”

And the mother, rocking to and fro,
with the picture of her dead boy
clasped to her heart, was thinking:

“Everybody is (orgethng Willie but
me. But I will never forget. I will
never, never cease to mourn for my
darling. Oh, Willie! Williel”

Breaking in upon her sobs came a
whistle, a merry whistle of a popular
tune, and the door of the darkened
room opened again noisily.

“Where are you, Susy? Oh!”

Voice and face fell, and Mr. Aiken
stood silently at the door, his eyes
slowly gathering the mournful expres-
sion suited to the funereal aspect of
the scene before him. |

‘I was hoping you had gone out
when I did not gnd you in the sitting
room,”’ he said, ‘‘but Nannie told me
you were upstairs. I wish you would
not spend so much time in this room,
Susy. It is wearing away your
health.” :

‘‘Oh, Fred,” the mother sobbed,
‘‘how can you whistle! I don’t expect
sorrow or sympathy fromthe children,
but you—I thought you loved Willie
80 dearly.”

‘8o I did, Susy, but I made a most
fortunate investment in Dbusiness a
few weeks ago, and today I was able
to pay off the mortgage on the house.
I did feel light-hearted when I thought
I had secured a home for my family.”

‘‘Oh, Fred! how can you think of
money and houses wheu.our beautiful
bey lies dead!"”

The young husband stood shame-
faced and penitent. In the shadow
of the darkened room, with Willie's
picture on the wall, Willie’s clothes
revealed by the open lid of the trunk,
Willie’s Loys standing on the floor, it
did seem cruel and heartless to think
of anything but the lost child. And
Fred had loved his baby boy with all
a father’s fondness and grieved for
him deeply and truly. So he stood
silently waiting while Susy dried her
peyes and came, to his side. Carefully
olosing the door of the. room: wheze
she kept th8” 'prsmom souvenirs of
her boy, she fullowed her husband to
the dining room. Everywhere the
bowed shutters kept out God’s sun-
light, and the house was as dark and
gloomy as if a corpse awaited burial
there. :

Awed by the father’s grave face,the
mother’s look of woe, the children ate
silently, gladly scrambling down and
escaping to Nannie and the nursery
when the dinner was over.

“I ecmn

*Come, Busy,” Fred said,

[other’s Tlistake.
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afford to take a few leisure hours to-
day. I will get a carriage, and we
will take the children out. A run on
the seashore will do us all good, for
the weather is getting hot.”

‘‘Oh! Fred, drive me to.Greenwood,
It is nearly a month since we were
there.”

‘“Well, as you wish, ’said Fred, pity-
ing the pale face aml really fearing
that he was growing heartless. ‘We
can take thé children down to Bath
afterward,”

Nearly a month after the day de-
scribed, which was a fair specimen of
the days preceding it for six long
months, a silver-haired old lady sat
kmttmg in a. cheerful sitting room,
In a sleeping room beyond a lady lay
upon the bed, resting after an excit-
ing talk, weary with crying and half
sleeping.

While the old ladyplied hér needles
with her sweet, placid face clonded by
some troubled thought, Fred Aikeu
cnme into the room. 5

““Oh(” he said, kissing her fandly,
‘‘yon always look cheerful here,
mother.”

‘I am glad you stiil love your old
home, Fred,” whas the reply.

“Yes., Have you seen Susy to-
day?”’

‘‘Has she told you I am going to
accept Russell’s offer and take the
C&lifm'nin branch of the business?”

‘“She said you thought of if. But,
Fred I hope you will think better of

iou are doing well here, and your
ﬁrqt duty is to your own home.”’

‘I have no home.”

‘“Fred, you shock me!”

‘“There is a funeral vault up town
where I live,” was the reply, ‘‘but the
home I had thereis gone. I have
been patient, mother, as you advised
me. I have ot said one harsh word
to Susy. I respected her sorrow and
tried to comfort her, but I tell you
frankly that I shall become insane
if I do not get away. It is useless for
me to tell you that I loved my boy,my
little Willie, as fondly as ever father
loved a son. I grieved for him sin-
cerely, but after my first shock of
pain was over I thought of him safe
in God’s care, happy, released from
all the sorrows of thislife,and was com-
forted. God has left me my wife, my
two noble - boys and my own home,
health and strength. It seemed to me
monstrous and' wicked to see no light
or hope in life because & babe had
returned to Heaven pure and spotless.
But Susy would not see the loss in
this light. It Dbecame her religion to
mourn for her baby ceaselessly and
hopelessly. She hugged her grief
to her heart till the whole world was
dark, and would hear no word of com-
fort.”’

‘‘Have you told her what you have

comfort?”’

“Ovér and over again, but she only
sobs more pitifully because I do not
share her feelings, You advised me
to be patient, to let time carry its
healing to her. I have been patient,

usefulness in the dreary atmosphere
of my once pleasant home. My boys
aré growing pale and thin in the un-
‘natural suppression of their baby
spirits. Susy has actually persuaded
them that it is a sin to romp, to make
a noise or laugh, and I have seen Ed-
die put his finger on his lip and say
to Charlie:

““Don’t laugh!
brugger.’ "’

‘“‘Fred!”

‘‘I assure you I do not exaggerate.
The house is like a prison. Every
room is kept darkened, and the whole
atmosphere is heavyandactually chilly
in this glorious summer weather.
Susy nurses her sorrow till it is be-
coming a monomania.”’

‘“Cannot you coax her out?”

‘‘She will go nowhere but to Green-
wood, and the last time we were there
she fainted on Willie’s grave. *’

*‘She is not strong.”’

‘‘Because she shuts herself up
clesely in the house, dark and glvomy
as a vault, destroys her appetite and
weakens her whole system. I cannot
use any sternness, exercise any strong
authority, for itseems like actual bru-
tality and want of feeling for her sor-
row. But I must escape. I am be-
coming unfit for business, and-—
Mother, I have actually been tempted
to join bachelor parties to get rid of
the necessity of returning home to
meet only darkness, tears and repin-
ing!”

‘‘Oh, Fred, you frighten me!’’

‘I frighten myself! It is because
I am losing my strength to resist such

tations that I am con ering this
Cahfox‘al offer. Susy will then have
no one to considen, snd" T will have at
least air and hg%t out of business
hours. Mother, advise me! What
can Ido? If it is cowardly to run
away,shirk my duties as husband and
ather, I will stay; but I tell youn
frankly T am afraid I shall be driven
to neglect home, wife and children if
I find nothing there but gloom and
darkness.”

There was a rustling noise in the
sleeping room as Fred ceased speak-
mg, and the door, which had stood
ajar, was pushed open. Susy stood
upon the threshold, her hedvy black

You forget baby

‘She was here this morning, and !
»

just told me of your own source of |

but I am losing my own powers of

‘ draperies still clinging around her,

but her face lifted with a look upon it
that went to Fred's heart. It was
the expression of so much penitence,
such heart-stricken remorse, that he
held out both hands, to gather her
closely in his arms. Then she spoke:

“Forgive me, Fred, and stay with
me! I did not mean to be an eaves-
dropper, but I heard all you said, and
I ses hoy wickedly selfish I have been.
You were so kind, so tender, thatI
did not realize what I was doing in
my neglect of you and our boys. Do
not go away, Fred!”

‘‘Never, Sugy, if you bid me stay.”

‘I do. Mother,you will help me to
keep him.”

‘““Not now! I must give my answer
this morning. I am off now, butI
will be home to dinner.”

It was still daylight on the summer
afternoon when Fred Aiken came
home. Before he entered the house
he drew a deep sigh of relief, seeing
the shutters of every window opened
and the light shaded only by inner
curtains. In the sitting room Eddie
and Charlie, long banished because
they were noisy, were building Wock
houses. Their dress showed plainly
that Nannie had no longer sole con-
trol of their appearance, and on each
little face was a serene happiness, as
if some long-felt restraint was gone.

Susy,in a dress of black,thin goods,
had put snowy ruffles at wrists and
throat and, for the first time since
her baby died, had arranged her hair
fashionably and becemingly. Upon
her face, still pale and thin, was a
smile of welcome for Fred, and the
kiss of greeting he gawe her was cor-
dially returned.

‘““Papa!’”’ the Doys shouted,
tumble down. the tower
built.””

And down came the rattling blocks,
without any quick cry of restraint for
their noise, or the gleeful shouts of the
little ones.

‘‘see us
mamina

It is nearly seven years now since
Baby Willie was laid to sleep in
Greenwood. Two little girls are
playmates for Eddie and Charlie in
Mrs. Aiken’s nursery, and another
little grave marks a second bereave-
ment. But the mother has learned
well the lesson impressed upon her
heart when the selfish sorrow so near-
ly blighted her home.

The little--ones God has taken can
never be forgotten. Tears still fall
over their pictures, the silent souve-
nirs of their brief lives,but the duties
to the living are never forgotten in
sorrowing for the dead. What God
has taken to His own care the mother
has learned to resign submissively,
thanking Him for the blessings spared,
shutting out no sunlight He gives and
treasuring gratefully the memories of
brightness with the sorrow of the little
lives ended.—New York News.

Indian ink comes flom China, and
consists of lampblack and glue.

. A partridge with white wings has
been eluding the best English sports-
men about Ledbury.

The longest continued cataleptic
sleep known was reported from Ger-
many in 1892. It continued four and
one-half months.

Curupay is a Paragnayan wood of
reddish color and extremely hard. It
lasts for years under ground or in
water and is chiefly used for railway
sleepers.

The Good Habit society now has
2000 members. It was started by
Harvev Prentice, a Chicago school boy.
Its chief pledge is to treat everybody
with kindness.

In the jungles of Sumatra the larg-
est‘spiders are found. Some of the
largest specimens measure eightinches |
aoross the back and have seventeen
inches of leg spread.

What is probably the most venera-
ble piece of furniture in existence is
now in the British Museum. It is the
throne of Queen Hatsu, who reigned
in the Nile valley some ¥G00 years be-
fore Christ.

Temper lamp chimneys by putting
them in a pan of cold water on the
range and bringing the water to a boil,
letting the glasses cool in the water
after being removed from the heat. If
the brass catches are not too tight,
breakages will be few.

A female townerier fulfils her duties
in the Scottish town of Dunning, Perth-
shire. She is a hale, hearty old dame
of seventy, locally known as the ‘‘bell
wife,”” and is very proud of having
proclaimed the Queen’s birthday for
fifty-three years running.

Formerly in India, Siam and other
Eastern countries, Malay men driven
mad by opinm hasheesh or other drugs,
would run about frantically, sword in
hand, striking at any one they might
happen to meet and crying, ‘‘Amok,
amok,”—kill, kill. The phrase “to
ran amuck’ comes from that.

Fred Bird of Quitman, Kan., has
brought suit against James Glover of
the same town for $5000 damages.
Bird alleges that in a public place,
with crowds to see and multitudes to
laugh, Glover did, with intention and
malice aforethought, pull g chair from
under him as he was about to sit down.
The joke resulted in a broken leg, and
Bird wants pay for the leg.

Three Dollars a Head for Coyotes.

The people of western Kansas are
organizing to exterminate the coyotes,
which have multiplied by the thou-
sand. Hundreds of sheep and young
calves have been killed by them. The
commissioners of Pawnee county of-;
fered a bounty of $3 for every suxlp
brought to the county treasurver.
Sportsmen are organizing to join in
the fight against the coyotes, which
are simply a species of prairvie wolf.
At $3 a head hunters can make good
wages. Dogs are of no value,because
one coyote can whip three dogs.
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' buys this exact
piece of furni-
ture which re-
tails for $8.00.
(Ordor now and avoid disappointment.)
a postal for our litho, hed
fc-ulo ue which showa ) oglom
wlt exact distinctness. If carpet sam-
eves are wanted; mail us Ec in stamps.
hy ray your local dealer 60 per cent.
han our prices when you can buy
of the mill? The great household educa-
tar—our new 112 page special catalogue
of Furniture, Draperies, Lamps, Stoves,
Crocxery, M'irrors. Piotures, ﬁeddinx,
Refrigerators, Baby Carriages is also
yours for the asking. Again we ask,
why enrich your local dealer when you
can buy of the maker? Both cata-
IOfuos con you nothing, and we pay

Julius Hines & Son

BALTIMORE, MD.

Please Mention This Paper,

Looking Backward.

‘“You must feel very happy in thig
lovely cottage you call your own?”

“How can I when I think of my fam.
ily that owned an estate of thousands
of acres, with a castle and a whole reg.
iment of servants?”’
: “Why. when did they lose it?”

“Daring the eleventh century. "q

Brooklyan Life.

A writer says that brains will tell,
Bometimes they do, and sometimes §t ig
brains that keeps a man from telling,

SITTING DHURNA IN INDIA.
The Mahrattg Method of Settlin‘

Many queer storles are told of thé
persistence .and clever devices of the
collectors of bad debfs; but even a prox
fessional humorist would find it hard
to invent anything more absurd than
the method actually in use among thd
Mahrattas—at least, if travelers’ taleq
are. to be trusted, .

In that country—so they say—when
a creditor cannot get his money and
begins to regard the debt as desper-
ate, he proceeds to sit ‘“dhurna” upon
his debtor, that is, he squats down at
the door of his victim’s tent, and there-
by, in some mysterious way, becomes
master of the.sltuation. . No one canm
go in or out except by his sanction. He
neither himself eats nor allows his
debtor to eat, and this extraordinacy
starvation contest is kept up until
either the debt is paid or the creditor
gives up the siege, and In the latter
case the debt is held to be canceled.

However strange it may appear to
Europeans, this method of enforcing a
demand is an established and almost
universal usage among the Mahrattas,
and seems to them a mere matter of
course., Even their ‘Scindiah,” or
chieftafn, is not exempt from fit.

The laws by which the ‘‘dhurna” is
regulated are as well deflned as those
of any other custom whatever. When
it is meant to be very strict, the claim-
ant takes with him a number of h¢
followers, who surround the tent, and
sometimes even the bed of his adver-
sary, to make sure that he obtalns no
morsel of food. The code, however,
prescribes the same abstinence for the
man who imposes the ordeal; and, of
course, the strongest stomach wine
the day. After all, we have little right
to ridicule this absurdity; for our own
laws provide, nominally at least, for
starving a jury into a verdict.

A similac custom was once 80 prev-
alent in the province and city of Be- .

| nares that Brahmins were sometimés

systematically put through a couzse
of training to enable them to endure &
long time without ftod. They wers
then sent to the doer of some rich per-
son, where they publicly made a vow
to remain fasting until a certain sum
of money was paid, or until they per-
ished from starvation. To cause the
death of a Brahmin was considered so
helnous an offernse that the cash was
generally forthcoming; but never with-
out a resolute struggle to determine
whether the man was likely to prove
stanch, for the average Oriental will al-
most as soon give up his life as his
money-

The Hotbed.

Glass gives more warmth to hotbeds
than any other covering, but where °
plants are desired to be grown that are
somewhat hardy, such as lettuce oz
early cabbage, a light frame coveriag
made of olled muslin answers well and
ls cheap. It cap be prepared by
stretching the muslin and painting I¢
on both sides with boiled linsced oil. It
is claimed that cheap frames, covered
in this mannper, can be successfully
used for forcing strawberry plants. It
a warm Botbed is required, fresh horse
manure should be placed at th¢ bottom
of the foame and covered witi rich sof§

that has been sifted.

' VERY MANY KNOW

T, JACOBS OIL

CURES

SCIATICA

Then all must know how easily and
surely it CURES ALL PAINS, RHEU-
MATIC, NEURALGIC, (62 LUM-
| BAGIC.




