
FOR EVER. 

"Oh, never kiss me; stand apart; 
My darling, come not nearl 

Be dear for ever to my heart, 
Bnt be not over dear!" 

And while she spake her cheek was flame, 
Her look was soft and wild; 

Bur when I kissed her, she became 
No stronger than a child.— 

Ah. love, what wilt thou then apart? 
Thy home is thus and here,— 

For ever dearer to my heart, 
; But never over dear. 

A GREAT obuNTEBFEITFB, 

Now in Prison at Brooklyn. X. Y., 
for "Six Stretches."—His Own Story 
of Adventures in Shoving the Queer. 

New York Dispatch. s 

The most skillful engraver and the 
most eminent counterfeiter in the world, 
a man who has left the impress of his 
misdirected genius on the currency of 
America, of a half a dozen European 
countries, and even of Africa, is now an 
inmate of the Kings county; peniten
tiary, undergoing a long term of impris
onment, or,a s he himself puts it, ''six 
stretches" (years), for attempting to is
sue spurious bills of the Bank of France. 
This monarch of the "ehovers of the 
queer" is Carl Becker, born in Rhenish 
Prussia some forty years ago. He was 
apprenticed to the trade of an en
graver early in life, and (.within two or 
three years his skill with a needle and a 
plate astounded 'veteran workmen. In 
Germany, while almost yet a youth, he 
was recognized as a leader in his art,and 
had his talents been turned to good ac
count he would years ago have amassed 
a handsome competency. But Becker 
was not satisfied with the prospect of be
coming rich by slow degrees ard patient 
toil with head and hand. He became a 
counterfeiter, was arrested and served 
two or three short terms in jail in hie 
native land. Thence he turned his at
tention to Italy; easily counterfeited the 
coarse paper money of that country, with 
the enormously depreciated currency: 
again lell into the hands of the Philistines 
and was sent to jail in Tunis. He escaped; 
went to Sicily, where he was rearrested 
and confined at Palermo. There he 
broke jail again, and came to the United 
States. It is claimed by those who ought 
to know that he has escaped from at 
least a half-dozen European prisons. 
In his adventurous career at the other 
side of the Atlantic he somehow man
aged to escape English prisons, which 
are claimed to be tSe strongest and best 
guarded in the world, and for the reason, 
no doubt, that he never attempted the 
difficult task of counterfeiting British 
bank notes. 

After his arrival in the United States, 
Becker and his companion jconcei»-ed a 
gigantic scheme to put money in their 
pockets at the expense of the Egypt
ian government; and it was afterwards 
carried out with partial success. 

It was nothing less than to counter
feit the Turkish currency in circulation 
in the dominions of the Khedive. 

The plates were prepared here and 
the trio sailed from New York to the 
Mediterranean. Thev made their head
quarters in the city of Alexandria, and 
had already begun to flood the country 
with paper money, which was easily 
manufactured because of its coarse 
character, when they were captuied. 
They were sentenced to a long term in 
the penitentiary at Constantinople, but 
-till three escaped after a few months. 
They again returned to the United States 
and separated. 

Nothing daunted by previous prison 
experience, Becker hatched a plan to 
counterfeit billets de banquet the bank 
of France, the government financial in
stitution of that country. This was the 
most delicate of all the plots he had 
undertaken, because of the extremely 
fine nature of the bank paper and of the 
"water mark1' made in the process of 
manufacture under government super
vision But Becker was equal to the 
occasion. He spent months and months 
perfecting his paper, and the writer saw 
a specimen of his work during his recent 
trial in Brooklyn, which was fully equal 
to the French bank paper. 

Experts expressed their amazement 
at his skill. He completed the plate for 
one side of the note, having taken up 
his residence in an unfrequented suburb 
of the City of Churches. When this part, 
of the job was finished he took a consta
ble of East New York into his confi
dence, and to this man's custody the 
nearly completed plate was en
trusted. Meanwhile DeTeclives Boland 
and Mooney, of this city, had somehow 
got on Becker's track. With Detective 
Edward Looney, of the Brooklyn police 
force, thev made a raid on his residence 
in Ecst New York. Becker was taken 
completely by surprise, and after a des
perate resistance was safely lodged in 
Raymond street jail. The beautifully 
finished nlato was tound hidden between 
he leaves of the family Bible in the 
constable's house. The Messrs, Coudert 
brothers, the lawyers for the French 
government in tliis city, took up the 
case, and Becker was tried in the Court 
of Sessions of Brooklyn, before Judge 
Moore and a jury. The constable 
turned state's evidence, and the king of 
the counterfeiters was promptly convict
ed and sentenced to six years in the 
Kings county penitentiary, which 
he is now serving out. The point 
was raised during the trial by his coun
sel that the state had no jurisdiction in 
the case of attempted forgery on a bank 
of a foreign country and of course he 
could not be extradited by France for a 
crime against the French laws committed 
in the United States. Becker had evi
dently carefully studied out this legal 
difficulty and relied upon it to save him, 
as will be seen from what he himself says 
jegarding his escape from the Constan
tinople jail. In fact, it has always been 
part of his plan to so conduct his crooked 
work that knotty law points can be raised 
in his behalf. An old statute, however, 
was ibund by District Attorney Catlin, ol 
Kincs county, under which Becker was 
indicted and successfully prosecuted. 
The evidence was damning, and Becker's 
only hope left him when he found that 
there was a law of which be was ignorant 
to meet his case. He took his sentence 

philosophically, and was led from the 
court into the prison van outside smil
ing. During the trial a handsome well-
dressed woman sat by his side. She was 
said to be his wife, and when the ver
dict of guilty was prononnced by the 
foreman and the Judge briefly gave the 
prisoner the full term the law allowed, 
she broke down and sobbed hysterical
ly. The story in the court-room was 
that she had been a performer in one of 
the variety theatres in this city, where 
Becker met her and made her his wife. 
Since he was sent to the penitentiary 
she visits him as often as Warden John 
Green allows, which is now seldom, by 
reason of Becker's attempt to escape. 

Becker went to Crow Hiil to serve out 
his six years last spring. He was appar
ently one of the quietest anu best-be
haved convicts in the prison, and was 
rapidly winning the confidence of his 
keeper, though Warden Green, know
ing his record in European jails, kept a 
sharp eye on him. Within a lew months 
Becker became intimate with two des
perate burglars who were undergoing 
long sentences. The trio of worthies 
elaborated a plan of escape. Becker's 
wife was in the habit of visiting him con
stantly on Sunday and on week days 
during the dinner hour of the convicts. 
One day it was found that the key of a 
gate leading from the prison vara was 
missing. A search was made and the 
key was found in the ventilator of the 
cell occupied by one of the burglars in 
league *vith Becker, named Kelly. 
Becker it was found has taken an im
pression of other keys, and by the help 
of confederates outside everything was 
in readiness for a jail delivery of the 
three when the key of the yard 
g»te was missed. Warden Green 
made up his mind at once that 
there was nothing for it but to put Beck
er in irons, which was promptly done. 
He was transferred to the first cell 
on the ground tier of the 
long-term prison, and he has since been 
almost directly under the eye of the 
keeper. The Warden also issued orders 
that he was only to be allowed to see 
his wife once every month and then in 
the presence of a keeper, when she 
visits the penitentiary he is obliged to 
stand by her side, Warden Gieen being 
determined that Becker should not be 
able to boast that he got away from the 
Kings county penitentiary. 

The writer visited "the pen," as the 
criminal classes of the sister city call it, 
one day last week, and by the courtesy 
of Warden Green, saw this distinguished 
prisoner. 

"You will find him in heavy irons," 
said the Warden; by way of preparation, 
"but if I didn't keep them on him I don't 
believe this fellow would, three feet 
tway from the cell door and a keeper, 
fpend six months in jail. He hasn't 
nerve enough to take desperate chances, 
but he beats all the other prisoners I 
ever saw, and I have seen a good many, 
so far as ingenuity is concerned. He is 
sharper than any steel trap, and while 
he is talking to you with an apparently 
innocent smile on his face, he iB taking 
your measure by the inch." 

Here Warden Green approached the 
first cell and said: "Here, Becker, 
here's a gentleman who wants to spe.tk 
with you if you will speak with him." 

The reporter heard a clinking of irons 
as be neared the cell door. The pris
oner had just finished his midday meal 
and was taking a siesta after dinner. He 
rose apparently with some little diffi
culty from his bed and came to the ceil 
door with that same innocent smile 
which the Warden described. If ever 
there was a counterfeit presentment of 
the smile of innocence, so perfect as t o 
deceive the most expert juace of human 
character this was it, indeed, and Becker 
must be admitted to be an artist of the 
best school that teaches how to hide-
one's thoughts. His blue eyes fairly 
beamed witfa good nature, £tis rather 
thick lips puckered with humor, and his 
heavy, dull, Teutonic features lighted 
up with an expression which seemed to 
say: "What an outrageous absurditv it 
is to put irons on a harmless poor felfow 
like me. It's a little joke of the war
den's, you know; but he will have his 
joke." This look of mild deprecation, 
as he put his plump hands, between the 
bars of his cell to welcome his visitor, 
was simply indescribable. Looking at 
Becker closely, the writer saw, in a rap
id glance, that around his waist was an 
iron belt, in the front of which there 
was a ring. To this ring two chains 
were fastened. Reaching down to each 
ankle, and around each ankle was an
other iron ring. Quick as the writer's 
glance, Becker caught it and followed it, 
and if possible his smile became still 
more beaming as he looked down at the 
insignia which marked him as the most 
distinguished inmate of the prison. 

At the trialJBecker weighed 220 pounds. 
To-day he looks as if he weighed 170. 
lie is squat in figure, and decidedly 
Teutonic in appearance. The keen blue 
eye is the feature that would attract the 
attention of an observer in the rather 
course and sensual-looking face. No one 
would recognize in this cleanly-shorn 
convict of no particular age, with close
ly cropped hair and coarse raiment, the 
gentlemanly-looking man, about forty 
years old, with well-kept beard and 
'mustache and elegant, clothing, who sat 
in the court of general sessions last 
spring. 

The writer remarked, by way of 
opening conversation, that Becker 
looked pretty well, all things consid
ered. 

"Oh, no, don't say that," said the 
convict, in a deprecatory tone. "I have 
lost all this," and he spread his hands 
out on his paunch. "I was out that 
way at my trial," and he described the 
segment of a circle in front of bis stom
ach with his outstretched hands. "I 
have lost fifty pounds," he added, with 
the same imperturbable smile that would 
have delighted the heart of Mark Twain. 

"You are having rather a rough time 
of it?" said the writer. 

"Yes," said Becker, smilingly, with a 
-lance switt as lightning at" 'Warden 
< ireen, who stood a little distance off in 
the corridor, so as not to embarass the 
prisoner. "Yes, it is about time that I 
was through, isn't it? I have had it in 
the four quarters of the globe—in Eu
rope. Asia. Africa and America. Well, 
I am through," he added, with a tinge 
of weariness in his voice. "When I get 
out of here, 1 mean to work for an hon
est living." 

"How did you manage to strike Asia?" 
asked the writer 

"1 was arrested for counterfeiting in 
Alexandria, Egypt, with two others. 
We were taken to Smyrna in Asia for 
trif l. In Smyrna we were sentenced to 
do time in Constantinople in Europe, 
and'now," said Becker, smilingly, "j 
am doing time in America. That covers 
the four quarters of the globe. I have 
heard Jthat ̂ Alexandria has 'been de
stroyed by the British guns. It is a great 
pity. It was a beautiful city. I lived a 
little way off the Grand Square, which I 
hear has been completely ruined." 

"Becker," said the writer, will you 
honestly tell me how you ever got away 
from the Constantinople jail? There are 
various stories about, and I would like to 
get thetrne version from your own lips." 

"Well," said Becker, "the story was 
to the effect that we bribed the kitchen 
steward to let us go, but there is not a 
word of truth in that. I don't mind 
telling you how we got away. It can't 
do any harm now, and I am done with 
the business for good. There were four 
in all arrested at Alexandria and sent 
from Smyrna to Constantinople to do 
time. The fourth man had no more to 
do with it than you had. We three nev
er saw him until we saw him at the trial 
in Smyrna. I was employed painting 
the inside of the prison, which is right 
in the heart of the city of Constantinople. 
My two comr ades were employed around 
the store-hcuse. One day I saw the 
pass key which the keeper laid down 
just by tlie doer ol' my cell, x took an 
impression of it quick as a flash." 

"With what?" asked the writer, in 
clank amazement. 

"With a piece of soap, of course," said 
Becker, with a perfectly angelic smile. 
I had the soap nearly all the time, and I 
was only waiting for the opportunity. 
When I got the impression, there was 
no trouble in getting out into the yard 
afterward. I made the key myself, with 
a piece of strong iron wire. My two 
companions were notified, and they man-
aped to secure ?ornc pieces of rope*, about 
sixty or seventy feet in all. At night we 
got out into the yard with the pass-key. 
We broke into the clothes-house, and got 
three suits of clothing andt hree Turkish 
caps. 

"With the end of the rope we got over 
the wall." 

"How high was it?" inquired the writer. 
"Well that wall," said Becker, glanc

ing at the stone wall which su rrounds 
the Kings county penitentiary, one 
which cost the ^Brooklyn taxpayers so 
much, "is thirty feet high." This was 
said in a tone that made it evident to 
the writer that Mr. Becker had been 
"sizing up" the wall in his mind's eye, so 
to speak, with a possible view of future 
contingencies, "The wall of the Constan
tinople prison," he continued, "is ten 
feet higher than that. It is forty feet 
high." 

"Well, but how did you get over?" 
asked the writer. 

The most harmless of smiles played 
around the corners of Mr. Becker's 
mouth as he hesitated to give the secret 
aw iy. 

"Well," he said, after apparently mak
ing up his mind that the recital could do 
him no injury,' 'it was this way: There 
were embrasures or eyelets in the wall, 
about equal distance apart and about ten 
feet from the ground. One stood on a 
stooping position, while another got on 
his back to reach the embrasure. The 
third man threw the rope over the wall 
exactly in front of the embrasure. The 
man standing on the other's back reached 
through the hole for the rope and 
brought it inside 

"To the end brought in we fastened a 
bar of wood, which lay across the wall 
inside. Then, of course, we had lever
age on the rope to climb to the top of 
the wall. The last man who came up 
fastened a cord about the bar of wood, 
and when we were all on top of the 
wall we pulled up the bar and made it 
fast to the end which we had climbed 
up. Thus, you see; we had the rope 
through the embasure and fatenedin the 
top of the wall. We bad only to go 
down hand over hand on the outside 
and drop ten feet, when we were free. 
1 tell you, when I struck the ground 
there was not half an inch of skin left on 
the palms of my hands. We ran for a 
first class cafe, which was open all night, 
in the city. There we ordered coffee 
and cigarettes, and stayed until morn
ing. 

"In fifteen minutes after our escape 
we heard the old fellow giving the 
alarm on the streets. I forgot to tell 
you that before leaving the prison we 
had prepared three paper lanterns, as 
anybody caught in the streets of Con
stantinople after dark without a lantern 
is arrested. All night long the city was 
scoured, but the keepers evidently came 
to the conclusion that we had cqiifeder-
ates outside who had a boat ready for us 
on the Bosphorus, and \?ho hurried us 
out of the city. Next, morning, after 
daybreak, we made the best of our way 
into the country, and buried ourselves 
for about three months, We had plenty 
of change, and we.'got away one by one 
into Austria. Then we went to London 
without any concealment. I knew the 
Turks did "not want to get us back, for 
our sentence would not stand in law. 
How can a man be tried in Asia for a 
crime committed in Africa,'and sent to do 
time in Europe. It was air wrong. From 
London we came to the United States, 
and here I am," said Mr. Becker, with 
the same old smile, that would win the 
heart of the sharpest Wall street opera
tor. 

"Do you think you will serve out your 
full term?" asked the writer. 

"Oh, I think I will get out next year," 
was the reply. 

"In what way?" asked the writer. 
"I think," said Mr. Becker somewhat 

senteniously, "the governor may inter
fere. When I get out of here I "am go
ing to devote all my energies to a new 
motion." 

"A new what?" asked the writer. 
"A new motion," said Mr. Becker. "A 

motive power. I think I can easily per
fect. it," he added with perfect gravity. 
As the writer was about to take his 
leave, Becker said with an unchangeable 
smile: 

"I wish you would speak to the War
den about taking,these things off." fin
gering his irons. 

"i have to stand at work, and the 
weight gives me indigestion. They are 
destroying my health, I assure you." 

Becker told his story with a slight 
German accent and* with apparent un
reserve. There was no motive for him 

to He, and" the above may be accepted 
as the true story of his remarkable es
cape from Constantinople, the first, it is 
said, on-the record^of that institution. 
Before leaving the prison the writer 
asked Warden Green if he thought 
there was the slightest! chance that the 
governor would pardon ^Becker. The 
Warden replied, laughingly: 

"These fellows with years of prison 
life before them grasp at straws. In 
thia>espect they are children." 

Playing 233 pegrees of Mason 
ry on a Wife. 

A middle-aged lady, with a black alpa
ca dress worn shiny at the elbows, and a 
cheap shawl, and a cheap bonnet, and 
hands puckered up and blue, as though 
she had just got her washing out, went 
into the office of a prominent Mason, a 
few mornings since, and took a chair. 
She wiped her nose and the perspira
tion from her face on a blue checkered 
apron, and when the Mason looked at 
her with an interested look, as though 
she was in trouble, she said: 

"Are you the boss Mason?" 
He blushed, told her he was a Mason, 

bat not the highest in the land. She 
hesitated a moment, fingered the cor
ner of her apron and curled it up like a 
boy speaking a piece in school and 
asked: 

"Have yon taken the whole two hun
dred and thirty-three degrees of Ma
sonry?" 

The man laughed, and told her there 
were only thirty-three degrees, and that 
he had only taken thirty-two. The other 
degree could only be taken bv a very 
few who were recommended by the 
Grand Lodge, and they hadtogo to New 
York to get the thirty-third degree. 

The lady studied a*minute, unpinned 
the safety pin that held her shawl to
gether, and put it in her mouth, took a 
long breath and said: 

"Where does my husband get the 
other two hundred degrees then?" 

The prominent Mason said he guessed 
her husband never got two hundred de
grees, unless be had a degree factory. 
He said he didn't understand the lady. 

"Does my husband have to setup with 
a corpse three nights a week?" she asked, 
her eyes flashing fire. "And do they 
keep a lot of sick Masons on tap for my 
husband to set up with the other three 
nights?" 

The prominent Mason said he was 
thankful that few Masons died, and only 
occasionally was one sick enough to call 
lor masonic assistance. "But why do 
you ask these questians, madame?" said 
the prominent Mason. 

The woman picked the fringe of her 
showl. hung her head down and said: 
"Well, mv husband began to join the 
Masons about two years ago, and has 
been taking degrees or sitting up with 
people every night 6ince. He has come 
home twice with the wrong clothes on, 
and when I asked him how it was, he 
said it was a secret he could not reveal 
under penalty of being shot with a can
non. All he would say was that he took 
a degree. I have kept a little track of it 
and 1 figure that he has taken 2So de
grees, including the grand Sky Fugle de
gree, which he took the night ho came 
home with ftis lip out, and his ear hang
ing by a piece of skin." 

"Oh, madam," said the prominent Ma
son, ' there is no Sky Fugle degree in 
Masonry. Your husband has deceived 
you." 

"That's what I think," said she, as a 
baleful light appeared in her eye. 'He 
said he was taking the Sky Fugle degree 
and fell through the skylight. I had him 
sewed up and he was ready for more 
degrees. After he had taken a hundred 
and t;fty degrees, I told him I should 
think ne would let up on it, and put 
some potatoes in the cellar ior winter, 
but he said when a man once got start
ed on the degrees he has to take them 
all, or he didn't amount to anything. 
Sometimes a brother Mason comes home 
along with him in the morning, and the}' 
talk about a fu'l flush,' and about their 
pat hands,' 'and raising 'em out.' One 
night when he was asleep I heard him 
whisper 'I raise J you ten dollars,' and 
when I ask him what he 
meant, be said they had been raising a 
purse for a widow. Another time he 
raised up in bed after he had been 
asleep, and shouted: * I stand Pat,'and 
when I asked what he meant he said he 
was ruined if he told it. He said he bad 
spoken of the pass word, and if the 
brethren heard of it. they would put 
him ont of the way, even as Morgan 
was put out of the way. Mister, is 'I 
stand Pat' your pass word?" 

The Mason told her it was not. That 
the words she had spoken was an ex
pression used by men when playing 
draw poker, and he added that he didn't 
believe her huabsnd was Mason at all, 
but that ?lie had been lying to .her all 
these years. 

She sighed and said: "That's what I 
thought when he came home with a lot 
of ivory chips in his pocket. He said he 
used them at the lodge to vote on can
didates, and "that a white chip elects 
and a blue rejects a candidate. If you 
will look the matter up and see if he has 
joined the Masons l will be obliged to 
you. He says he has taken all the 233 
degrees, and now the bovs wants him to 
join the Knights of Pythias. I wantt 
get out an injunction to prevent him 
from joining anything else until he can 

fet some underclothes for the winter. 
'11 tell you what I will do. The next 

time he 6ays anything about Sky Fugle 
degrees I will take a washboard and 
make him think that there is one degree 
in Masonry that he has skipped, and 
now good-by. You have comforted me 
greatly, and I will lay awake to-night till 
my husband comes from the lodge with 
his pat hand, and I will make them 
think he has forgot his ante." 

The lady went out to buy some bar-
soap, and the proninent Mason re
sumed his business with a feeling that 
we are not truly good, and there is 
cheating going on all around.—Milwau
kee Sun. 

Ismail, the ex-Khedive, m going to liv* 
in England. He has purchased. Caen 
rowers, Highgate, a luxurious mansion 
with twelve acres of grimnd. ior $450.000. 

Arunan uuuuugion, WHO died recently at 
Brentford, Ontario, bequeathed $200,000 to 
the state of Vermont, without directing how 
the munificent gift should be applied. 

K l  D N E Y - W O R T  
HAS BEEN PROVED 

The SURiST CORK for 
[KIDNEY DISEASES. 

Sees alamo back OP disordered urine indi
cate that you are a victim P THEN SO NOT 
HESITATEs use Kidney-Wort at once, (drug. 
gi£tt recommend ittand it win speedily over
come the disease and restore healthy action. 
| A|||A0 Por complaints peculiar 
kCIUIvDi to your sex, such aa pain 

and weaknesses, Kidney-Wort is munupuud, 
as it wUl act promptly and safely. 

EitherSex. Incontinenoe, retention of urine,' 
brick dust orropy deposits, and dull dragging 
pains, ell speedily yield to its curative power. 
43- SOLD BY .AT.T, DQUGGIBTS. Prioe CI. 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
"My friend, E. C. Legard, of this city, used to 

be drawn double from painful Kidney Disease. 
Kidney-Wort cured him."—Jas. M. Kinney, Drue-
Cist. Allecbauy City, Pa., Aug. •J'J-S'J. 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
IS A SURE CURE 

for all diieaiei of the Kidneys and 

— L I V E R  —  
It has specific action on this most important 

organ, enabling it to throw off torpidity and 
stimulating the healthy secretion of 

the Bite, and by keeping the bowels in free 
condition, effecting its regular discharge. 
Ilaiavia If roa are suffering from 
IWI CilM lids jaalaria, have the chills, 

are bilious, dyspeptic, cr constipated. Kidney* 
Wort wiU surely relieve and quickly cure. 
lathe Spring todeanse the System, every 

one should take a thorough course of it. I 
<1- SOLO BV ORUCCIST8. Price >1. i 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
"I've caineil 20 lb<=. in two months," writes Mr. 

J. C. Power, of Trenton, 111.. (Dec. "and 
am a weil mar.. I'd suffered with liver disorders 
since lfjti". Kidney-Wort cured me." 

Strong words from a New York elercyuun: "I 
unhesitatinclyreiorumeml Kit'nav-Wort. Itcreat,-
!y beut»fited irie," says Rev. C. 1". Kemble. of Mo
hawk. N. \'. 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
FOR THE PERMANENT CURE 

CONSTIPATION. 
No other disease is so prevalent in this coun

try as Constipation, r.i:d no remedy has ever 
equalled the celebrated Kidney-Wort as a 
cure. Whatever tho cause, Jtowever obstinate 
the ease, this remedy will overcome it. 

PILES THIS distressing com-
• •••»»• plaint ia very apt to be 

'complicated witli constipation. Kidney-Wort 
strengthens the weakened parts and quickly 
cure* aU kinds of Piles even when physicians 
(and medicines have before failed. 
«• erif you have either of these trrmbles 

I USE u i H i i n  

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
"For 12 years," writes Lyman T. Abe!!, of ,Geor-

tria, Vr., "I found no relief from piles, until I tried 
Kidney-Wort. It, has cured me." 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  

T HE GREAT CURE! 
FOB 

,  RHEUMATISM—: 
IAe it ia for all the painful d'fw'ii of the! 

KIDNEYS,LIVER AND BOWELS. 
It cleanses the system of the acrid poison 

that oauses the dreadful suffering which 
only the victims of Bheumatism can realise. 

THOUSAND8 OF CA8E8 
of the worst forms of this terrible disease 
havo been quickly relieved, and in short time 

PERFECTLY CURED. 

IPRICE, »I. LIQUID OR DRY, SOLD UT DRCGGIST8. 
i>- Dry con be sent by mull. 

WEX1I1S, BICHABDSOM'& Co., Burlington Vt. 

K I D N E Y - W O R T  
"I had liabitm;! costiveness, pain in the back and 

rheumatism," writes S. 3. Scott. Burlington, Vt. 
"Kidney-Wort lias cured them all." 

EADACHE 
BANISHED. 

tS"So matter what cause. si< k, nervous, neuralf ;c, 
dyspeptic. Which is it? It till be effectually :e-
rnoved.-=g® 

H 
/c 
/ * /AW iTiiti ifUnc. vr ML 

î Ŝ /EURALGIA. NERVOUSNESS j 

DH.C.W. BEN S ON S 

/CELERY & CHAMOMILE PILLS./ 
/ PREPARFO EXPRESSLY TO CURE if 

/aao mil cune HEADACHE™" kinds! 

DYSPEPSIA. 

FAC SIMIIE SIGNATURE OH EVERY BOX. 

They contain no opium, quinine, or other harm'u2 
drug and are highly recommended. 

A HOUSEHOLD FAVORITE. 

(arholisalve 
Is the Best Estersal Remedy Known* 
It will Immediately reliere the pain of Scalds 

tnd Burns and curs the word tote intAoul Uaving 
s tear. 

IT POSITIVELY CURES 
PILES, FKVXS SORES, IHDOLEXT ULCERS, CHAPS, 
CHAFES, CUTS, WOUNDS, BRUISES, CHILBLAINS, 
SCALY ERUPTIOKS, XTCHIUGS AND IRRITATIONS, 
AND ALL DISEASES or THE SKIM asj> SCALP. 

Get Cole's Carbolixake; the wrapper on the 

Knuine Is black and tho letters green. Small 
xes, 25c.; Urge boxes, 76c. 

(ole's (arbolisoap 
Is cleansing, healing and refreshing: fres frem all 
Impurities, and Is unequaled for the Toilet and 
Bath. Prepared only by 

J. IT. COZE & CO.. 
Stack River FaUt, Wit. 

Sold ij all druggists and dealers in medicine. 

$66 a week In your owntown. Terms and 95 onttt 
free. Address H. HALLKTT fcCo„ Portland,lia. 

BBSS 

CEllBRATtS 

bffirfftS 

Invalids who ars 
recovering vital sta
mina. declare in 
prateful terms tlie;r 
appreciation of tlie 
merits as a tonic, o.' 
Hostetter's Stomaih 
Bitters. Not only 
d o c s  i  •  i m p a r t  
strength to the-weal:, 
but it also corrects 
an irregular ccid 
etate of the stomach, 
makes the towels 
act at prover .inter
vals, gives ease to 
those who »uff»t 
from rheumatic and 
kidney troubles, and 
conquers aa well aa 
prevents fever and 
ague. 

For sale by ill 
Drugcists and Deal
ers generally. 


