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THE SINGERS.:

He struck his harp a sounding stroke,
And high in heaven the music rang;
The cchoes in the skies awoke =

Fluting the mizhty note he sang.

Ana no one paused to greet his thought;
Life was too swift and love too sweet;
He sane his-lofty stave for naught,
The throng went by with hurrying feet

But one who loitered by the way,
Who wore no singing robe at all,
Lifted a werble light and gay
As a child’s laugh, a throstle's call.

And half beneath the breath his etrain
Seemed fu.l of tunes all men had beard
Long, loaz ago, sweet falls of rain,
The love song of the mating bird.

The rustling leaf, the murmuring dove,
They heard in that melodious sigh;

The whisper of first trembling love
They heard and their first lullaby.

Within their bearts they sang his Iay
Again. They kissed his garment’s liem
And threw their laurels in his way
That he might et his feet on them.
_ —Harriet Prescott Spofford in Independent.
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The Swamp Swallowed the Loco-
motive, and the Lake Swal-
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I& was untloub.tedlyta swamp.

.~ “There ain’t no shadder of a doubt

" of it,” said the railroad men when they

" cut sods from the mioss with short
handled shovels.

North of them stretched the mighty
prairies, not yet yielding corn, for half
‘a thousand miles. Beyond the prairie
lay the muskeg, the-barren lands of
northern Canada, baunt ‘of the red

' eyed, matted musk ox, of the moose

:and caribou. ' =5

South was Lake Superior, a silver
creen sea, quiet, unruffled and tremen-

“idous. Upon its shores thousands of
. “men were working at the making of a
+ railroad, part of Britain's stecel girdle
. ronnd the world.

‘But now it was on the anvil, and the
nature of things was bucking against
-the intention of man, and every now

~and again Fate pipped a card played
by the engineers, and this happened
sometimes just as the C. P. R man
. was reaching out his hand to collar
- the stakes. .
© %A swamp, It is true,” said the sur-
| veyor, “put nothing serious. Let the
-encineers look to ft.”
- They . shifted ahead and measured
_the rotund earth and left the swamp
~ behind them. And a spell of dry weath-
er took the engineers in. It even took
!Archer in, who was not truly an en
-+ gineer, but a man who- understood
things generally and often was hard-
7 est driving when he ‘was as invisible
as steam in the cylinder.

““Qet on, get on,” said Archer, who
+was a real chunk of millstone grit, orig-
“ipally from Yorkshire and American-
= jzed till' he bit like a file into any op-
" position.

“] just mean having it done,” was
Archer's motto, and it was forever in
his mounth. : 3

“He meant taving it done” should
. be his epitaph and perhaps will be by

and by when it gets done finaily.

So when the swamp spread out he

* - jumped on It and declared decisively
. that it wasn’t a swamp at all, or, if it
- - was, it wasr’t much of a one. And If
- ‘it was much of a one he didn’t care.

- “The -railroad goes over it,” sald
Archer, for he wanted that section

- through, and in his mind was the no-

TR

tion of the driving of the last spike, |

‘which represents heavenly attainment
and paradise to railroad men.

And the railroad did go over it, and

then ‘Archer said:

“T told you so.

ry up.”
5 As everybody had been hurrylng up
' #ill the horizon danced the men grunt-
ed a little. And Archer slid east on a
train on business and wasn’t back for
three days. As he returned it rained
‘in a gentle, insinuating way, good for
crops: and soothing to the farmers
mind, as it was a long time from har-
vest. But it did not soothe Archer, who
wanted nice, dry, warmish weatier, as
he knew men, if they worked at all,
never worked as well in rain, for when
a man is thinking about himself it
takes his mind away from his shovel,
and he who would shift 15 cubic yards
of “dirt” in ten hours will come down
to shifting only 22 or less,

He got out at Nepijon.

“It's a bit damp, Mr. Archer,” said a
man loafing there on the platform.

“Humph!” said Archer.

«\nd they do say there ain’t no rail-
fmad on that swampy patch,” said the
‘Nepijon man.

. “What?”
! “No railroad on that swamp plece, 1
sald,” returned Nepijon, spitting.
“Gone through!”
; “The deuce!’ cried Archer, and, go-

{mg to bis office, he found a few tele-

grams, reading:

| 1. “Swamp looks very shaky.”

{2, “Swamp too soft. Camw hardly run
the gravel srain over it.”

8. “Road gone in. Locomotive gone
with it. Wire instructions.”

Archer went outside and shook his
fist at Nature and swore a little very
softly and a little not loud and, get-

. ting on the locomotive with the engi-
neer, went like the wind on a visit of
inspection.

“] own it freely,” said the man, with
his hand on the lever as the engine
fled west like a squattering duck. *“I
own it freely, Mr. Archer, but I never
‘had no confidence in that swamp.”

“Nor me,” said the fireman.

i The cugineer shut his left side sub-
ordinate up with a frown of surprise
iwhich was like a blow with a clinker
rake.

“You didn’t, eh?” said Archer. “And
why not?”

Hurry up, now; hur-

“Yaal, Mr. Archer, it's this way,”
returned the engineer: “I felt that she
didn’t trust it. And when a man's en-
gine don't trust the road, but gets on
a nervous tremulation, like a horse on
a plank bridge that's bendy, a man
hasn’t the proper confiience neither.”

“Fumph!” growled Archer.

“That's so,” saia the engineer as he
peered ahead throuzh the rain, which
was now coming down “iersplosh.”

The Iake was lost under a black
squall, but here and there it shioawvd
a thunderous green, like live swamp,
green and mucky, in hard dried fen.

and so were the drain culverts running
athwart the road.

“It's got to be tried with all weath-
ers.” said the engineer, who was rather
religious. “The Almighty says that
about all things, Mr. Archer, and rail-
roads ain't no exception and haven't
no especial gifts of grace. It's good
works put the railroad through. We
find salvation on the bedrock.”

But Archer bad no love for theology
then or at any time, and he growled.

“Here we are, sir,” said the senten-
tious man at the lever.

They pulled up at a bit of & wayside
shanty that is now a dandy station,
. and Archer lit off the locomotive into
[ a puddle.

He found a gang of melancholy mak-
ers of railroads awaiting his coming.
They looked very much ashamed of
themselves.

¢So you've let her through, have
you?” cried Archer reproachfully.

And Scott, the chief of them, nod-
ded. The others nodded, too, like ar-
tomatie Chinese mandarins.

“IWe've let her through, sir,” said
Scott; “that’s a fact.” :

Archer nipped him by the arm just
above the elbow.

“Come In and let's have a look,” said
Archer. And he went out of the shel-
ter into the rain.

Behind them tailed the gang of sub-
dued subordinates. A dozen of the
men came out -of their tents and fol-
lowed.

“Think bully Archer ecan cure her?”
asked one.

“He’s a rustler.”

“Rustles us.”

“And himself, sonny. DBut this yer
swamp! Dr. Archer can cure swamps
and give new life and.tone to the
whole railroad system of the C. P. I&.
Do not delay till it is too late. Men-
tion this advertisement.”
the joker. But Archer overheard, for
he had ears.

“You heard that?’ he sald to Scott.
“Young Wade Is saying I'm the swamp
doctor. If so, it's my first case.”

They came down to the creek or lit-
tle river which bounded the swamp.
The bridge was wrecked, and the rails
gradually disappeared into bubbling
slime on the far side of the water. And
right across the swamp which now
glimmered in pools lay a broad band
of this same black slime, marking
where the road to the Rockies and be-
yond had once been. :

“Oh, British Columbia!" said Archer
to himself; “oh, British Columbia, must
you wait?”

He spoke out.

“So the gravel train went through?”

“Yes,” sald Scott, with the curt
American afirmative, “it did so.”

“Then she's deep?”"

“She Is so,” said Scott, pulling bhis
mustache.

“¥e'll report this when we've cured
it,” said Archer. “Ob, hang this rain!
How shall we cure it?’

Scott put the end of his mustache
into his mouth and chewed it.

s\[r. Archer, it's my opinion that it
was a mistake to take this line. It
would have paid us to go up yonder.”

about the ought. What's to be done
now? For I just mean having it done,
and that settles it."”

He sat down on a baulk of pine Iying

sit beside him. The others retreated.

“He says ‘hb just means having it
done,’ " said Charley Wade. “He's a
tough, isn’t he? . I'll bet drinks be does
it too.” :

And he and his crowd argued all the
way back to camp.

“A swamp can be drained,” said
Archer.

“This one drains itself,” replied Scott.
“TWe're sitting beside the drain now."”

“Then we want another.”

“I don't see how it’s to be done, sir.”

4T just mean having it done!” cried
Archer. “But for raising difficulties
give me your expert. This man who
knows too much knows too little.”
_“And the man who knows too little
often knows too much, sir,” said Scott
sharply.

“Oh, pshaw!” cried Archer. “I'll cure

getting dark, and I'm wet to the skin.
But tomorrow I'll go through this
swamp and fix it. I tell you I mean
having it dome. Think it out, Scott.
I'll give a month’s pay to any man
who makes a feasible suggestion,
whether it works or not.”

He went back to the camp and staid
by himself, sweaticg over the swamp
problem, while the crew of engineers
and the men argued till the night fell
on the lake and the vast fertlle north-
ern prairie. And it rained mightily till
dawn, when the sky cleared in the east
and the sun came up from Ontario to
see how the work got on.

1t found little Archer gitting over his
swamp, thinking It out, an/l went on to
inspect the Rocky XMouniain division,
where 10,000 human ants strove among
the great hills. And when the sun
came round again it still saw the man
who meant having it done sitting over
his swamp, thinking it out.

He called all the engineers up one
after the other and found them fixed
in cursing the surveyors for having
struck this swamp In fine, dry weather.
But none of them had any notion of
clearing up the difficulty without de-
lay.

Charley Wade, who was as bright as
the best of them. *If this swamp
stays, there's a reason for it. What Is
it, Wade?"

“It's not so much above the lake lev-
el, sir,” sald Charley, “and magybe
there's a connection between the two.”

“Come here,” said Archer, and he
walked the young fellow far down the
bank of the creek. ‘Isn't this a good
enough drain?”’

“Only it don’t drain it,” answered
Wade.

And then Archer clipped him tight
by the shoulder.

“I've got it, Wade. Look at the
creel and read it and tell me what
you read.”

WWade knitted his clear young brows
and stared at the black and gloomy
stream. But he read nothing.

“You see nothing?" laughed Archer,
“Phoen 'l show you engineers what's
wrone. I told you I meant having it
done, and when I say s¢ something's
zot to give. Go and get me the boat
up here from the shore. Youwll find me
here when you get baek.”

And while Wade ran for the boat
Archer strode alongside to the camp.

The road’s ditches were full of water, *

The tail of Archer's group laughed at’

‘“Extra miles cost dollars, Mr. Seott,” ! stood.

snapped Archer, ‘‘and never mind

on the ground and motioned Seott to

this swamp or bust. It's late now and |

“I mean having it done and without o S e
any more waste of time,” he said to of them-turniug-the LBy S107ICEY Q0

“Give me an iron rod,” he demand-
ed of the storekeeper, *‘and let me have
it quick. One ten fect long, and stiff
at that. Steal it, take it, get it, man
alive!"

And as he stood waiting be looked
baclk between the steel rails running
cast past Nemagosenda, Metagama and
Nipissing till they struck the Ottawa
river and went through under the

crowned city of Ottawa to Montreal |

And westward, westward lay the
mighty mountains, and beyond them
was the sea.

“Tet us get our bit done, my men,”
said the doctor of the swawmp. “Oh, 1
just mean getting it done!”

The storelzeeper came hurriedly, try-
ing not to run for the saie of his dig-
nity and hardly darving to walk while

| the half tamed bear, Archer, danced on
“the hot plate of his desire.

So Archer snatched a long clearing
rod from the hands of his man and.
with it over his shoulder, started back
for his sick spot in the railroad, like a
thick set little surgeon handling a pro-
bang and hungering for enlightenment,
for be was more like a surgeon than a
doctor, and no dilettante or mere fum-
bler at that. :

“1"1 drain you,” he said savagely.
“Tll give you beans. I'll rake up your
vitals, my precious swallower of lo-
comotives. I'll make you a mud spot
and serape you dry’ with a shovel.”

His eyes brightened, and he walked
with a swing. Three deep lines be-
twix his eyes were now two, and if his
diagrosis of this swamp disease were
but accurate he would smooth out
these to a single crease.

He got back to his drain, the slow
and dismal creek, and saw Charley
Wade in the distance coming up from
the lake in a rotten shell called a boat.

“Step light or you'll step through,
sir;? sald Charley. “She's a basket
and as crazy as a state asylum.”

“Was it easy rowing up, Wade?” ask-
ed the little bear, handling his rod like
a harpoon.

“Isasier up here than below,” said
YWade, and the bear grunted joyfully.

“And still she tells you nothing?”

Wade looked up chopfallen.

“Not a word, sir.”

“You came through a place where it
was a bit weedy, eh?” :

“T did,’” said Wade.

“Let her drift,” said Archer, like a
bear when he smells hopey.

And he let his iron hang deep in the
water, but found no bottom.

“I'm on mud,” said the boss, and he
stood up.

“Let her drift,” he said slarply, and
Le jabbed into thick coze.

, “Not yet,” he growled. “Go lower.”

Again he jabbed at the under earth,
and the rod went deeper.

“Ugh!” said the boss, and there were
three lines between his half " closed
eyes.

“QOh, a yard more!” be cried to Wade,
and then he rammed again at the earth
and struck a rib. The divining rod
rang.

“Oh, I've got it!” said the surgeon,
and the world was a-happy place for
him that moment. “I touched her—
oly, I touched her! Ribs o' rock!”

Wade opened his cyes and under-

“Hurrah!” he cried.

“You read her now?” sald Arcler,
with the open brows of a child.

“She's A, B, C,” laughed Wade, and
the boss and the boy sbook hands.

What greater joy than to circumvent
the ancient, cunning earth! The Maler
of Things and the builder can ceclare
it. Let those of a city’s meaner joys
and those who play their little wills
against a brother ant's brains laugh if
they will, but they are nothing in the
scales of Fate when God holds the bal-
ance and sets against their golden
plumpness some natural Jord of the
open air.

“Say nothing about this, Wade; not a
word,” cried Archer. *“Some of you
think I'm nothing but a whip and
spur.”

“Not 1,” said Wade. *I told 'em.”

“Lemme ashore,” cried Archer, “and
take your boat back.”

He marched to the camp triumphant,
hol@ing his hat in his hand.

“Send me quick three rock men, with
drills and dynamite,” he cried ecast
“And this Is private,” he added to the
operator tieking the message.

And early next morning he had three
lads of metal drilling under water iuto
a rib of the earth.

“Phere’'s nothing in it,” said Seott, a
bit sulky at being dispossessed of the
initiative by this brigadier who believ-
ed he saw the enemy's weak spot.

“There'll be dynamite in it,” said
Wade 1o himself. *“And grumpy Arch-
er’s in it, and he's a whale at things.”

And grumpy Archer growled and
swore and tramped and stamped and
walked round and round his swamp
and up and down it and waited for the
crisis and the proof. Between lis eyes
came other lines, and tbey were criss-
crossed with other wrinkles.

“P’ll rake your Insides out,”' he told
the swamp that regarded him with fat,
black contempt and stood in ooze. *T'll
rake and scrape you and make dry
peat of you and get my locomotive
back.”

The lads drilling went at it steadily,
and when one hole was made under
the dark water Archer ordered another.

“I'll give you pills, my boy,” he told
his siek raflroad, “and fetch you out
bale and bearty.”

e sat watching the men work, one

the others striking.

“Ieep the hole up and down. Don't
go out of the rib,” said Archer. “It's
not so big across.”

All who were doing nothing eame
down to look at the operation, and
they made bets for and against, ac-
cording as they belleved in Archer or
in Scott.

“A dollar he does!"

“And a dollar he doesn't!”

“Fifty dollars I do!” said Archer. 28]
just mean having it done.”

And next morning early they put in

{ the dynamite cartridges, tailed like

fizzing comets, wilh Bickford's fuse.

“Set ‘e golng,” said the doctor, and
all hands sat back to wateh for geyser
spouts In the ereek.

And presently the crack ecame, and
the water heaved, and a rock lump
Ieaped in fonm.

“Bully for our side!” said Wade,
jumping. “I'll double my bet.”

And now the ercek was lined with
men who watehed it in doubt that soon
wias doubt no maore.

“She's moving! yelled Wade, and
the otliers cheered. Foe the current of
the stream was swift. Arvcher with his
rod, was jabbing for that earth rib, and

| eut its way into the earth.

1 is shown fo be unfounded.

found it no more.

piled up against it began to go, and the
stream moved swifter and swifter as it
And as it
moved it sank ineh by inch.

“ITave I done it?” asked the doctor.

“It looks like it,” said Scott, *and 1
own you've beaten me., She's draining
—draining fast.”

“Let's go up higher,” said Archer.
“YWhere's my locomotive?”

IIe set men by the place of blasting,
and as the ereek fell they cheered the
way for it. He piled them into the
water with their shovels, ,and the
swamp went out into the lake and
made a black, broadening band in the
silvery waters lapping on their beach.

111 teach you,” said Archer to the
enemy; “I'll teach you! Give me back
my locomotive!”

And presently they saw the engine
show itself above the sinking ooze, and
from Dboth sides of the swamp the
length of three long rails was visible.

“A Dbit of sun,” said Archer, “will
make it peat. I'm wanted east just
now. Hurry up, hurry up.”

And the man who meant having it
done went back to do something clse.—
New York Press.

Made Him Sing Bass.

“3Vhat man has done man can-do,”
is o good motto, but it needs to be in-
terpreted in the light of common sense.
Every now and then ywe hear of a man
who takes it to mean that a little per-
severance will make a Newton or a
Beethoven out of the stupidest of us.

Here is a story connected with Lid-
dell, the somewhat overpositive dean

of Christ e¢burch, borrowed from The

Spectator:

Dr. Corfe, the organist of Christ
chureh, was at this time sorely plagued
by one of the choirmen, whose alto
singing was miserably bad. He came
to the dean.

“Ar. Dean, 1 really cannot have that
man singing any longer. IIe spoils the
swhole choir. If only he sang bass it
would not so mueh matter, but such an
alto is intolerable.”

“Yery well, Dr. Corfe,” said the dean,
“I will deal with the matter.”

So the choirman was sent for.

“Dr. Corfe complains of your sing-
inz and says he cannot have you sing-
ing alto any longer, but that It would
not be so bad if you sang bass. TIor
the future, therefore, be good enough
to sing bass.”

“But, Mr. Dean, I eannot sing bass,”
rejoined the man.

“YWell,” answered Liddell, *I am no
musician, but sing bass you must
Good morning.”

And for many a year afterward, as
can be but too well remembered, the
man sang bass till he was finally
shelved.

Evils of Continned Anxiety,
Some vears ago I colleeted the sta-
tisties regarding the lives of stockbrok-
ors in a certain city and was surprised
to find that nearly every person who
lived a sober life and continucusly
studied the ups and downs of the

money market failed either mentally

or physically in a short time—less than
a dozen years—ultimately disappear-
ing from active life.

On the other hand, the men who
were operators of great skill and cool-
ness and who lived regularly mest of
the time, but occasionally gave way to
the drink habit aad disappeared sev-
eral days at a time on account of help-
less drunkenness, lived longer and had
fewer mental disorders.

This, of course, cannot be construed
into an argument in favor of drinking
even occasionally, but was to my mind
o very strong indieation of the benefit
coming from the oceasional complete
relaxatior from intense mental anxi-
ety. DProtracted anxiety without rest
breaks more men than does hard intel-
lectual effort.—Medieal Iecord.

Poclets nnd Sentiment,

“AMarsied or unmarrvied?” asked the
measurer of a Walnut strecet tailoring
establishment of a customer yester-
day afterncon just as the Saunterer
chaneed to stroll into the place.

SUnmarried,” replied the young man,
with a blush,

“Ingide poeket on the left side, then,”
observed the tailor, as If talking to
himself, while in . the memorandinm
boolk con the counter he made a note
to that cfiect.

After the young man had departed
the Saunterer could not rerfrain from
the query:

YV hat difference does his heing sin-
gle make in his inside vest puckets?”?

“Ah, my dear sir,” observed  the
knight of the thread and needle with
a Lland smile, “uall the difference in the
world., Boine unmarried, he, of course,
wants the pocket on the left side so
as to bring his sweetheart's picture
over the heart."”

“But doesn’t a2 married man want
his wife's pieture In the same place?”
inquired the seribe.

“YWell, there may have been an in-
stance of that kind,' rveplied the tailor
in a doubtfully hesitant tone of volce,
“put I must confess that such a one
never came under my observation.—
Philadelphia Inguirer.

What Made Armor Obsolete,

“Pirearms and Armor’” is the theme
of a paper by Julian Corbett in Long-
man's. The traditional idea that five-
arms oceusioned the disuse of armor
In fact,
“plate armor and gunpowder were in-
troduced in the same century.” He
avgues to prove: “The real explana-
tion, then, of the disappearance of
armor is, firstly, that with the devel-
opment of military science light ecav-
alry proved itself more serviecable
than heavier eavalry, and, secondly,
that light cavaley in thelr origin were
mounted musketeers and ware there-
fore unarmored. Except in their carly
days musketeers, It must be remem-
bered, never wore armor.”

Mnrine Corps Chevrons.

There is only one branch of the Unit-
el Siates service where the thevrons
of sergeants and eorporals are worn as
they were a century ago amd as they
are still worn in a very large portion of
the Bnelish serviee, This is in the
Tnited States mavine corps, and here
they are Inverted, tlie point of the
choyran Deine towand the shoulder
ipstend of foward the wrish, as in all

hiesnehos of the seeviee. The cther cu-
rions Ceatire of the serviee is that the
colors of the corps aee rod and yellow,
those of cavaley and aetillery, whili

the service is actually Infantry.

The ancient aeen-
1} -
mulation of weed and wreek and ooze

PRINTING BAT TIPS,

THE WORK IS5 DONE
PLATES OR BRASS DIES.

A Vast Variety of Designy Neeceysary
{o Mcet 1be Demands of the Trada.
An Interesting Business and How
It Is Conndacted,

ITatters’ printing, which is the print-
ing of names, trademarks and other de-
siens upon hat tips and sweat leathers
in hats, and upon the labels used on
hat boxes, is a business by itself. The
hat tip, or crown lining of a hat, is
sometinies made of paper, oftenest of
satin. In 4 silk hat and in some stiff
hats the tip covers the entive interior
of the erown above the siveat leather;
in straw Lats the tip is very often
composed of a broad strip of satin
upon o lace erown lining. Many stiff
hats and most soft hats are now fin-
ished witjjout tips, in which case the
trademark or name Is printed on the
sweat leather.

Tip printing is done from brass dies
and in the finest work from steel
plates. These dles and plates are made
in very great variety., In a large es-
tablishment devoted to hatters' print-
inz there might be found-30,000 diés
and 10,000 steel plates. Prodf impres-
slons of thiggreat number of dies and
plates fill many huge, ledger like vol-
umes, upon whose pages they are se-
curced as in serapbooks.

There are throughout the cougtry
thousands of retailing hattfrs, each
having a sepatate die of his own, with
which the tips of the hats he sells are
printed; some hat jobbers might have
many dies, Including dies of trade-
marks and designs for special lines of
goods. All these dies and plates, hoyw-
over varied and widely distributed
their ownership may be, ave kept in the
establishment of the printer, ready for
use on occasion. The owner pays for
the engraving of the first die, the cost
varying acecording to its elaborateness;
if a die or plate becomes worn and a
new die is needed the printer supplics
it.

In the large hatters' printing estab-
lishments everything pertaining to the
business is done, including the design-
inz and engraving of the dies and
plates, as well as the printing from
them. Some designs. the trademarks
of old established houses, become fa-
miliar from long continued vse. As dies
and plates wear out they are simply
replaced, the design coutinuing the
same.

On the other hand, every year, for
one reason and another, many designs
2o out of use, and finally the dies and
plates are destroyed; but every year
there are produced for individual deal-
ers and for general trade purposes
thonsands of new designs, so that the
rumber of dies and plates on hand at
the printer’s is always great. These
Jdosigns, aside from those wmade for in-
dividual hatters, include a very great
variety of subjeets. Thus there might
be scer printed on hat tips ships and
lacomotives and horses and anvils
and many other things; and any name
or object of public interest at the mo-
ment is likely to be reproduced inside
of hats.

Almost every hat worn bears within
it printing in some form. If the hat
has no tip it appears on the sweat leath-
er, and it may also be in such a hat
upon what is called a sticker, this be-
ing a picce of paper, cloth or leather,
in outline of the exact shape and size
of the die, upon which are printed the
dealer's trademark and name, the
sticker being pasted in the center of
the crown of the hat.

The retail hat dealer, wherever he
may be, if he desives a distinctive
trademark or name design to appear in
the hats he sells, sends to some big
hatters' printing establishment for a
desizn; e sends, peshaps, a suggestion
of his own, or it may be that he relics
upen the designer of the printing es-
tablishiment. One or more designs are
made and submitted to him for ap-
proval. Aecording as may be required.
guch designs might embody in some ar-
tistic form simply the pame and ad-
dress; often such dies or plates arve
made in designs appropriate to the re-
gion, state or locality. Such dies and
plates are made in almost endless vi-
viety. The plate would remain at the
printer's, aud when the retailer ordered
hats of the jobber with whom he dealt
the jobber would bave the tips and
sweat leathers with which the hats
thus ovdered were finished printed
from the customer's own dies.

Tips are printed in gold leaf, in silver
leaf and in aluminium leaf and in ink
in various colors; sometimes they are
printed in combinations of colors. Most
commonly, however, they arve printed
in a single metal or color. All sweat
leathiers are printed in one or another
of the metals.

Box labels for hat boxes are made
both plain and embossed in a very
great variety of styles, and these are
printed in variety as to color. A hat
dealer might have his own design com-
plete for box label as well as for hat
tip; or he may sclect one from among
many box labels that are made with a
blank space to receive a die and have
his own die inserted in the Iabel.

Many hat tips printed from dies en-
graved here are exported to Canada for
use in hats that are finished there; and
there are also made Lere suitable dies
from which are printed hat tips for
hats exported to South America.—New
York Sun.

1iis Fair I'roposition,

“Are you able to support my daugh-
ter?" asked the old gentleman. “You
know she has pretty expensive tastes,
and 1 don't mind saying that the bur-
den has been pretty hard for me at
times.”

“Phat's just the point,” exelaimed
the prospeetive benedict. “If 1 marry
her, we can dlyide the expense.—
Chicago Post

e :

— Man is a peealar animal.  When
e gets what he wants he doesn’t want
1t.

e~ A T — e

CASTORIA

Tor Infants and Children,

The Kind You Have Always Bought
Bears the ¢ e B
Signature of éﬁ;’/fé’%?é?%

FROM STEE! |

- "Cause “tain't no use.

= A handsomely i1 steatod weekls.

Makes Artificial Eyes.

Tucked away in quaint old world

coriters we (ind some of the moss odd
personages. Such is the great artifi-
cial eye maker and painter, A. Muller
Iipper. In guaint Lauscha, in the
very beart of old Thuringen’s dense
forests and Ligh mountains, he sits and
works away day in and day out, sur-
rounded by Lis family, the male mem-
bers of which are all experts in this
delicate work and have Dbeen such
since the days of his great-grandfa-
ther, who first started the work in
Paris, but whe, owing to the sirong
anti-German feeling, was forced to re-
iurn to his native mountain land. They
Lave grown rich, but lead simple, quiet
lives.

YWhile the writer sat in front of Mr.
Hipper he deftly mixed diTerent col-
ored glasses over his gas lamp and
within half an hour brought forth a
perfect reproduction, in everything but
real sight, of the writer’s eye. Every
year thousands of eyes made by this
old world family find their way to
America.—Leslie’s Weekly.

Cnused Indigestion.
~ “Vhy does IHenpeck refuse to eat
sausage?”
“He says that they provoke sad
thoughts. He proposed to his wife on
ihe golf links,”—Brooklyn Life.

— According to estimates of the
salmon pack made at the principal can-
neries on Puget sound in the last few
days, this year's product of cauned
and pickled salmon will reach fully
790,000 eases, or a gain of 50 per cent.
over last year's pack. This weans
that the product of the ecanneries sold
in the Knglish and American markets
will realize about 22.300,000.

— “Ma." said a discouraged little
Maple Avenue urchin, I ain’t oing
to school any more.” - “*Why, dear?”
tenderly ipquired  his mother.
I can never
learn to spell. The teacher keeps
changing words on me all the time.”

— Every drunkard was once a mod-
erate drinker. and boasted that he
could drink or lev it alone. The only
man safe from this terrible demon is
he who positively refuses the first

zlass,

Notice to Creditors.

ALL persons having demands against
the Estate of J, Walter Dickson, deceas-
ed, are hereby notified to present them,
properly proven, to the undersigned,
within the time preseribed by law, and
those indebted to make payment.

J. C. GANTT, Adm'r
Oct 4, 1859 14 B

Copartnzrship Dissolution,

HE copartnersbhip here'nfore existing
4 between Luther 8, Bigby and I.
Walter Cox, under the lirm name cf Big-
by & Cox, at Pelzer, 8. C., was dissolved
on Juoly 1sr, 1899, by mutual consent. All
accounts, &e., due the firm to be paid to
Luther S. Bigby, who also assnumes the
liabilities of the firm and coatinues the
general merchandise business,
LUTHER S. BIGBY.
I. WALTER COX.
Sept 27, 1890 14 3

LAND SALE.

ORE Land thao I need. Will sell
in large orsmalllots. Laud fresh,
productive, well timbered and lies well.
Community healthful, pure, cold water,
good ecitizens, good roads, schools and
churehes, Commurnicate with—
W. L. SMITH,
Ila, Madison Co., Ga.
4 am

July 18, 1809

Valuable Plantation for Sale.

IH4: ACRES, more or less, on Bea-
[ verdam Creek: in a high state
of cultivation. 30 acres bottom land, 30
in pine woods, 14 in pasture, 100 in cotton
tand. 3 houses un it. Bounded by Rev,
George Rodgers, A, M. Guyton and oth-
ers. Will sell on easy terms. Purchaser
to pay for papers and stamps. For fur-
ther particulars apply to M. Berry Wil-
linms, Guayton, S, (., or
MISS LIZZIE WILLIAMS,
Anderson, 2. C.
July 12, 1809 3

Yaluable Lands for Sale.

E offer for sale the following Tracts
of Land :

1st. The Hopkins Tract, situate in Pick-
ens County, contalning two hundred
acres, more or lese.

24, The ts, W, Miller Tract, containing
one huodred and twenty-four acres, more
or less, This ‘Tract bas upon it a good
Aill vnd Gin.

44, All that part of the Ilome Tract of
Dr. H. C. Miiler, lying in Anderson
County, being eighty acres, more or less,

These three Tracts of Land lie on the
waters of Lighteen Mile Creek, respec-
tively, withinoneand a half to three miles
of the towns of Pendleton, Clemson Col-
legre and Central on the Southern K, R.

These Lands are finely wooded, with
uplands aud low lands in cultivation.

For further particulars apply to Jas, T.
Huanter, Pendleton, 8. C., or John T.
Taylor, on the premises.

W. W. SIMONS,

CARRIE T. SIMONS,

RESSIE E. HOOK,
Exec. Est. Dr. . C. Miller.

"R J. H. BURGESS,
DENTIST.

IN Pendleton eyery hMonday, Tuesday

and YWednesday.
At Clemson College every Thursday
Friday and Saturday.
April 26, 1509 44 Hm

OTICE FINATL SETTLEMENT.

Tl-e undersigned, Administratrix of
the Hstate of John M. Hall, decsnsed,
hereby gives notice thal she will on the
28th day of October, 156, apply to the
Judge of Probate for Anderson Couuty for
a Final Settlement of said Istate, and a
discharge irom her office &r Admiuistra-

trix.
CORA HALL. Admt'x.
Sept. 27, 1800 14 kg
50 YEARS’

7 EXPERIENCE

TrapE NIARKS
DEesiGNS

COPYRIGHTS &C.
e sentlng o sheteh and deseription mas
: noeur opinion free whether an
Wby paientabie. Communiea.
tiv contidentinl. Tinndbookon Patonts
free, Uldest poenes for secnrimg patents,
tentta tnkent thyoueh Munn & Co recelve
evcelal notiee, without charee, inthe

Scienfific Hmerican,

Taorgest eir-
enbttion of ar dentitle fournal,  Torme §aa
vprres fonr months, £l 2old byall newsdealors,

MUNN 8 Co,ssrerasmar. Hew York

Brauch Ofice, 6% 1° 8t., Washington, D. G

WINE OF CARDUI |

THE NEW WAY,

WOMEN used
j ¥ to think “fe-
S male diseases "
could only be
{reated after ''lo=
cal examina-
tions' by physie
clans. Dread of
such treatment
kept thousands of
modest women
silent about their
: suffering. Thein=-
S troduction of
Wine of Cardul has now demon=-
strated that nine-tenths of all the
cases of menstrual disorders do
not require a physician’s attention
atall. The simple, pure

ingrtardul

tzken in the privacy of 2 woman's
own home insures quick relief and
speedy cure. Women need not
hesitate now. Wine of Cardul re-
quires no humiliating examina-
tions for its adoption. It curesany
disease that comes under the head
of “female troubles'—disordered
menses, falling of the womb,
“'whites," change of life. It makes
worhen' beautiful by making them
well. It keeps them young
keeping them healthy, $1.00 at
the drug store,
For advics in case {rin

dlrectidgl:ﬁ‘:s& address, seigeig?zrsy%m

jes' Advisory Department,”
The Chattanooga Medicina Co., Chatta-

-

W.1. ADDISON, M.D., Cary, Miss,, says:
1] use Wine of Cardul extensively in
mypracticaand find itamost excellent
preparation for female troubles.”

wNE OF CARBUI |

D. 8. VANDIVER. B P..VANDIVER
J. J. MAJOR.

VANDIVER BROS. & MAJOR.

DEALEES IN
Fine Buggies, Phaztons,
Surreys, Wagons, Harness
Lap Robes and Whips,

RIE in their elegant new Repository
over Vaudiver Bros. Store—

Between Masonic Hall and New Bank,

If you need anything in ourline we
have the goods, tho guirantee and the
price ta please.

We hizhly nppreciate all the trade giv-
en u+, and are trying to give the very
best Borgies that can he sold for the
price. . nice lnt of New, Ckeup Buggies
on ba-d. The price will positively sur-
prise vou.

Yeurs for Boggies,

VANDIVER BROS. & MAJOR.

W. G McGEE,
SURCEQCH DE%‘%TIST.

OFFICE— ‘ront R,um, over Farmers
nnG Ms chapte Bang—

ANDERSON, ». C.
Aon & 1898 33

NOTICE.

NOW is the time to have
your Buggy Revarnished,
Repainted, and new Axle
Points fittedon. Wehave
the best Wagon Skeins on
the market. All kinds of
Fifth Wheels and Dashes.
HeadquartersforCarriage,
Buggyand Wagon Repairs,

PAUL E. STEPHENS.

Desirable Plantation for Sale.

ABI.‘\U:‘ 300 acres of Land, on Three
and Twenty Creek, two and one-
half miles east of Pendletor on the road
lerding to Pelzer, is offered for sale. There
are about 25 acres of bottom land, Tke
place is well watered and well adapted to
stock-raising, and has between 50 and 75
acres of forests, Forfarther information
applv to J. MILES3 PICKENS,
S—3m Pendleton, 8§ C.

Noticeto Teachers & Trustees.

A—ngular Examination for both white

and colored teachers will be held
on Fridey, Oct. 13. Under the roles of
the State Board of Education certificates of
teachers who did not attend the Summer
Normal can not ba renewed. If your
certificate expires before the next Spring
examisation, this will be your only
opportunity to secure a cerlficata.
Trustees are forbidden by ths school law
to employ teachers who have no cer-
titicate, and a teacher who is employed
without a certificateis in danger of losing
his pay. The examication will begin
promptly at 9a. m. and all applicants
are ordered to be hersat that hour.
Trustees who have not already done so
are requested to forward their annual
report to me at once, as my report to the
State Supt. must be complated atan early

date.
R. E NICHOLSON, Co. Sup't.

CHARLESTON AMD WESTERN
CAROLINA RAILWAY:

AUGUSTA ANDASHEVILLESHORT LINE
In effect July 23,1899,

Lv Anguata 940
ArGreenwWood...comuserssamsrsnnsns | 11 50 :g Ilt‘l-p.nf
Ar Arnderson 610 p
Ar Laurens...... 120 pm| 535am
Ar Greenville.. 300 pm| 10 15 am
Ar Glenn #prin 405 pm|....

Ar Spartanburg.. 310pm| 9

Ar Saluda........ 5 83 pm

Ar Hendersonville. 603 pm

Ar Ashaville....c.ceeormressensenans 700 pm

Ly Asherville......cosieriveines wens] 828 amii.......e
Lv Spartanbury... | 1145 amy 3 40 pm
Ly Glenn Springs... 1600 am|....0u vasis
Lv Greenville..... 1 400 pm

Lv Laurens.. 7 00 pm
Lv Anderson 7 Gﬂl:l.m
Lv Greenwo 7 PU [sssesssesssase
Ar Angusta.. pm 11 10 am
Lv Calhoun Falls, RTRR—
Ar Raleigh...... amresises
Ar Norfolk...

Ar Petersbu

Ar Richmond...... P
Lv Augusta. 120
Ar Allendale 310 p?:
Ar Fairfax 3 55 pm
Ar YemAasSse.,.ueesseasanassss 4 20 pm
Ar Beaufort....e.. v snea 520 pm
Ar Port Royal.... weeueseesns 5 35 pm
Ar Savannah 700 pm
Ar Charleston 7 80 pm
Lv Charleston 628 am
Lv Port ROFAl..eer seraessnssnnsrnrens 1 N}m 6 35 am
Ly Beaufort..... J 116 pm| 720am
Ly Yemassee 230 pm| §20mm
L T b et e 9 20 am
L Allendale...ocoes sressessnns srnsss |onrsssmrsnnsns 955 s
ATt Augusta...... 1125 am

Clo4y e®nneetion at Calhoun Falls for Athens
Atlantasad all poietson 8. A, T..

Clase conneetion at Augusta {or Charleston
Savannah and ail points.
_ Close connections at Greeawood for all pointson
S. AL L,awd C, & 65 Railway, and at Spartanburg
with Southarn Railv

Forany informati
scheduie, ete., address

W.J, CRAIG, Gen. ’sss. Agent, Augusta,Ga!
E. M. North, Sol. Agent.
T, M, Emerson ,Trafic Manager.

alative to tlekets. rates



