NDENT. C,

A .
- %

E S'IT(H][W
&[FIRUGM FAR

’, &'/.i' ot 21

*

.}' YRR T

g2y 3 Fh 2y T Xy By PR 2

(Omﬁnuld From Last Weelk;]

She made her way past the fiddlers
and a bench full of tired dancers and
passed out at the front door. On the
“stoep” a group of men and boys were
smoking, peeping im at the windows
and cracking coarse jokes. Waldo was
certainly not among them, and she
made her way to the carts and wagons
drawn up at some distance from the
homestead.

“Waldo,” she sald, peering Into a
large cart, “is that you? [ am so dazed
with tke tallow candles I see nothing.”

He had made himself a place be-
tween the two seats. She climbed up
and sat on the sloping floor in front.

“I thought I should find you here,”
she said, drawing her skirt up about
her shoulders. “You must take me
bhome presently, but not now."

8he leaned her head on the seat near
to his, and they listened In silence to
the fitful twanging of the fiddles as
the night wind bore it from the farm-
house and to the ceaseless thud of the
dancers and the peals of gross laugh-
ter. She stretched out her little hand
to feel for his.

“It is so nice to lle here and hear that
noise,” she sald. “l1 like to feel that
strange life beating up against me. 1
like to realize forms of life utterly un-
like mine.”” Bhe drew a long breath.
“When my own life feels small and I
am oppressed with it, I like to crush to-
gether and see it in a picture, In an
instant, a maultitude of disconnected
unlike phases of human life—a me-
diaeval monk with his string of beads
pacing the quiet orchard and looking
up from the grass at his feet to the
heavy fruit trees; little Malay boys
playing naked on a shining seabeach;
a Hindoo philosopher alone under his
banyan tree, thinking, thinking, think-
ing, so that in the thought of God he
may loge himself: a troop of Bacchana-
lians dressed In white, with crowns of
vine leaves, dancing along the Roman
streets; a martyr on the night of his
death looking through the narrow win-
dow to the sky and feeling that already
he bhas the wings that shall bear him
up” (she moved her hand dreamily
over hLer face); “an epicurean discours-
ing at a Roman bath to a knot of his
disel
a Kaffir witch doetor seeking for Lerbs
by moonifght, while from the huts ¢on
the ?lualde come the sound of' dogs
barking-and the volces of women and
children; a mother giving bread and
milk to her children in little wooden
basins and singing the evening song.
1 like to see it all. 1 feel it run
through me. That life belongs to me.
It makes my little life large. It breaks

down the narrow walls that shut me |

’n-l'

She sighed and drew a long breath.

“Have you made any plan?’ she
asked him presently.

“Yes,” he sald, the words coming in
jets, with pauses between; “I will take
the gray mare. 1 will travel first. 1
will see the world. Then 1 will find
work.”

“What work?”’

*“1 do not know.”

She made a little impatient move-
ment.

“That is npo plan—travel,
world, find work!
world aimless, without a definite ol-
ject, dreaming, dreaming, you will be
definitely defeated, bamboozled, knock-
ed this way and that. In the end you
will stand with your beautiful life all
spent and nothing to show. They talk

see the
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of genius, Itls fiothiing but this—that
& man knows what he¢ can do best and
does it and nothing else. Waldo,” she
said. knitting her 'little fingers closer
among his, 1 wish I could help you. 1
wish 1 could make yon see that you
must decide what you will be and do,
It does not matter what you chouose.
Be a farmer, business man, artist,
what you will, but know your aim and
live for that one thing. We bave only
one life. The secret of success is con-
centration. Wharever there has beén
a great life or a great work, that has
gone before. Taste everything a little,
look at everything a little, but live for
one thing. Anything is possible to a
man who knows his end and moves
stralght for it. and for It alone. 1 will
show you what | mean,” she said con-
cisely. *“Words are gas till you con-
dense them Into plctures.

“Suppose a woman, young, friendless
as | am, the weakest thing on God's
earth. But she must make her way
through life. What she would be she
cannot be because she Is 8 woman, so
she looks carefully at herself and the
world about her to see where her path
must be made. Phere I8 no one to help
ber. She must help herself. She looks,
These things she has—a sweet volee,
rich in subtle Intonations; a fair, very
fair face, with a power of concentrat-
ing In itself and giving expression to
feelings that otherwise must hive been
dissipated in words; a rare power of
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entering into other llves unlike her
own and Intuitively reading them
aright. These qualities she has. How

shall she use them?

“A poet, a writer, needs only the men-
tal. What use has he for a beautiful
body that registers clearly mental emo-
tions? And the painter wants an eye
for form and color, and the musician
an ear for time and tune, and the mere
drudge has no need for mental gifts.
But there is one art in which all she
has would be used, for which they are
all necessary—the delicate, expressive
body, the rich voice, the power of
mental transposition. . The aetor,y who
absorbs and then reflects from himself
other human lives, needs them all, but
neéeds not much more. This is bher end,
but how to reach it? Before her are
endless diticulties, Beas must be cross-
ed, poverty must be endured, lonell-
pess, want. She must be content to wait
long before ghe can eéven get her feet
upon the path. . :If she has made blun-
ders in the past, If she has weighted
herself with a burden which she must
bear to the end, she must bear the bur-
den bravely and labor on. There is no
use In wailing and repentance bhere.
The next worid is the place for that.
This life is too short. By our errors we
see deeper Into life. They help us.”
She waited for awhile. *“If she does
all this—if she waits patiently, If she
i{s never cast down, never despairs,
never forgets her end, moves straight
toward It, bending men and things
most unlikely to ber purpose-=she-must
succeed at last.  Men and things are
plastic. They part to the right and
left when one comes among them mov-
ing in a straight line to one end. |
know it by my own little experience,”
she sald. *“Long years ago | resolved
to be sent to school. It seemed a thing
utterly out of my power, but 1 waited,
1 watched, | collected clothes, 1 wrote,
' took my place at the school. When all
was ready. | bore with my full force
on the Boer woman, and she sent me
at last. It was a small thing, but life
is made up of smail things, as body Is
built up of cells, What bas been done
in small things can bg dome In large,

“Do you pot see?
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Nobody who sees Mrs. Mary M,
Peabody, of 42 Water Street,
Haverhill, Mass., to-day will find
it easy to believe that she has
passed her 63d year and has en-
dured more suffering than comes
to the ordinary lot of women.
How she regained health and
happiness is best told in her own
words. She says:

“Last winterand agrlng I had
down, 1 also sufferad
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shall be,” shé sald softly. Waldo lis-
tened. To bhim the words were no con-
fession, no glimpse Into the strong,
proud, restless heart of the woman
They were general words with a gen-
eral application. He looked up Into
the sparkling sky with dull eyes.

“Yes,” he saild; “but when we lle and
think and think we see that there ls
nothing worth doing. The universe is
go large, apd man is so small”—

She shook her head quickly.

“But we must not think so far. It
is madness; It is a disease. We know
that no man’s work is great and stands
forever. Moses ia dead and the proph-
ets, and the books that our grandmoth-
ers fed on the mold is eating. Your
poet and painter and actor—before the
gshouts that applaud them have died
their names grow strange: they are
milestones that the world has passed.
Men have set thelr mark on mankind
forever, as they thought, but time bhas
washed it out as it bas washed out
mountalns and continents.” She raised
herself on her elbow. *“And what If
we could belp mankind and leave the
traces of our work upon it to the end?
Mankind is only an ephemeral blossom
on the tree of time. There were others
before it opened; there will be others
after it has fallen. Where was the
man in the time of the dicynodont and
when hoary monsters wallowed In the
mud? Will he be found in the eons
that are to come? We are sparks, we
wiv sulQOwWE .. e are pollem, which w
bext wind wii carry away. We are
aying alrea ly. It is all a dream.

“l Znow that thought. When the
fever of living Is on us, when the de-
sire to br ¢ come, to know, to do, Is driv-
Ing us mad we can use it as an ano-
dyne to stuill the fever and cool our
beating pulses. But it is a poison, not
a food. If we live on it, it will turn
our blood to ice. We might as well
be dead. We must not, Waldo. I
want your life to be beautiful, to end
in something. You are nobler and
stronger than I.” she said, “and as
much better as one of God's great an-
gels Is better than a sinning man.
Your life must go for something.”

“Yes; we will work,” be said.

8he moved closer to hlm and lay
still, his black curls touching bher
smooth little head.

Doss, who had laid at his master's
side, climbed over the bench and curl-
ed himself up in her lap. She drew
her skirt up over him, and the three
sat motionless for a long time.
- “Waldo,"” she said suddenly,
are mughing at us.”

#*Who?" he asked,.starting up.

“They—the stars!"” she sald softly.
There is a little,
-white, mocking finger pointing down
at us from each one of them! We are
talking of tomorrow and tomorrow,
and our héarts’'dre 80 strong; we are
uot thinking of something that can
touch us softly in the dark and make
us still forever. They are laughing at
us, Waldo.”

Both sat looking upward.

“Do you ever pray?” be asked her {n
a low voiee.

“No.'* . b

“l never do, but I might when I look
up there. 1 will tell you,” he added, in
& SUlF fower volce, 'where 1 could pray.
‘1f there- weré'a’ wull of rock on the
edge of a world, and one rock stretch-
ed out far;, far into space, aud 1 stood
alone upon it, alone, with stars above
me and stars below me—] would not
say anything, but the feeling would be
prayer."”

There was an end to their conversa-
tion after that, and Doss fell asleep un
her knee. At last the night wind grew
very chilly.

“Ah,” she said, shivering, and draw-
ing the skirt about her shoulders, “l
am cold. Inspan the horses, and call
me when you are ready.”

She slipped down and walked toward
the house, Doss stiflly following her,
not pleased at being roused. At the
door she met Gregory.

*1 have been looking for you every-
where; may I not drive you home?” he
said.

*“Waldo drives me,” she replied, pass-
Ing on. and it appeared to Gregory that
she logked at him In the old way, with-
out seeing bim. But before she had
reached the door an ldea had oecurred
to her, for she turned. i

“If you wish to drive me, you may.”

Gregory went to look for Em, whom
he found pouring out coffee in the back
room. "'He put his hand quickly on her
shoulder.

“You must ride with Waldo; 1 am
going to drive your cousin home.”

“But 1 can't come just now, Greg. 1
promised Tant' Sannie Muller to look
after the things while she went to rest
a little.”

“Well, you can come presently, can’t
you? 1 didn't say you were to come
now, I'm sick of this thing,” sald
Gregory, turnipg sharply on his heel
“Why must 1'sit up the whole night
because your stepmother chooses to get
married ¥ o

“Oh, it's all right, Greg.
meant”— ‘

But he did not hear her, and a man
had come up to have his cup filled.

An hour after Waldo came in to look
for her and found her still busy at the
table.

“The horses are ready,” he said, *but
if you would like to have one dance
more 1 will walt.”

She shook her héad wearily. ;

“No, I am quite ready. 1 want to
go.t’

And soon they were ‘on the sandy
road the buggy had traveled an hour
before. Their horses, with heads close
together, nodding sleepily as they
walked in the starlight, you might have
counted the rise and fall of their feet
in the sand, and Waldo in his saddle
nodded drowsily also. Only Em was
awake, and watched the starlighted
road with wide open eyes. At last she
spoke.

“1 wonder if all people feel so old, so
very old, when they get to. he 177"

. “Not older than before,” sald Waldo,
sleepily, pulling at his bridle.

“they

I only
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Presently shé mlﬂ agaln:

“] wish 1 could have been a little
child always. ‘You are good then. You
are never selfish, You like every one
to have everything, but when you are
grown upthere are some things you like
to have all to yourself. You don’t like
any one else to have any of them.”

“Yes,” said Waldo sleeplly, and she
did not speak again.

When they reached the farmhouse,
all was dark, for Lyndall had retired
as soon as they got home.

Waldo lifted Em from the saddle,
and for & moment she leaned her head
on his shoulder and clung to him.

“You are very tired,” he sald a8 he
walked with her to the door. *Let me
go In and light a candle for you.”

*“No, thank you; it Is all right,” she
said. *“Good night, Waldo, dear.”

But when she went in she sat long
alone In the dark,

—

CHAPTER XX.
WALDO GOES OUT TO TASTE LIFE, AND

EM S8TAYS AT HOME AND TASTES IT.

At 9 o’clock in the evening, packing
his bundles for the next morning's
start, Waldo looked up and was sur-
prised to see Em’s yellow head peep-
ing In at his door. It was many a
month since she had been there. She
sald she had made him sandwiches for
his journey. and she staid awhile to
help him put his goods into the saddle
bags.

“You cén leave the old things lying
about,” ghe said. ‘1 will lock the room
‘and keep it waiting for you to coine
back some. day.”

To come back some day! Would the
bird ever return to its cage? But he |
thanked her. When she went away, he
stood on the doorstep holding tke can-
dle till shé had alinost reached the
bouse, But Em was that evening in
no hurry to enter and, Instead of going
in at the back .door, walked with lag-
ging footsteps round the low brick
wall that ran before the house. Oppo-
site the open window of the parlor she
stopped. The little room, kept careful-
Iy closed In Tant’ Sannie's time, wazs
well lighted by a parafin lamp: books
and work lay strewn about It, and it
wore a bright, habitable aspect. Be.
side the lamp at the table in the corner
sat Lyndall, the open letters and pa-
pers of the day's post lying scattered
before her, while she perused the col-
amns of a newspaper. At the center
table, with his arms folded on an open
paper, which there was not light
enough to read, sat Gregory. He was
looking at her. The light from the
open window fell on Em’s face under
its white “kapje” as she looked in, but
no one glanced that way,

*“Go and fetch me a glass of water,”
Lyndall said at last.

Gregory went out to find It. When he
put it down at her side. she merely
moved her head in recognition, and he
went back to his seat and bis old occu-
pation. Then Em moved slowly away
from the window, and through it came
In spotted, hard winged insects, to play
round the lamp, till, one by one, they
stuck to its glass and fell to the foot
dead.

Ten o'clock struck. Then Lyndall
rose, gathered up her papers and let-
ters and wished Gregory good night.
Some time after Em entered. She had
been sitting all the while on the loft
ladder and had drawn her ‘“kapje”
down very much'over her face.

Gregory was piecing together the bits
of an envelope when she came in.

“l1 thought you were never coming,”
he said, turning round quickly and
throwing the fragments on to the floor.
“You know 1 have been shearing all
day, and It 1s 10 ¢’clock already.”

“I'm sorry. I did not think you
would be golng 86 soon,” she said in a
low voice.

“l can't hear what you say.
makes you uwmumble so? Well,
night, Bm.”

He stooped down hastily to kiss her.

“l want to talk to you, Gregory.”

“Well, make haste,” he said pettish-
ly. *“I'm awfully tired. I've been
pitting ‘here all the evening. Why
couldn’t you come and talk before?’

“l will not keep you long.’ she an-
swered very steadily now. *1 think,
Gregory, It would be better If you and
I were never to be married.”

“Good heavens! Em. what do you
mean? 1 thought you were so fond of
me? . ¥You always professed to be.
What ‘on earth have you taken into
your head now?”

“I think it would be better,” she said,
folding her hands over each other, very
much as though she were praying.

“Better. Em! ‘What do you mean?
Even & woman can’t take a freak all
about nothing! You must have some
reason for it, and I'm sure I've done
nothing to offend you. I wrote aonly to-
day to my sister to tell her to come up
next month to our wedding, and I've
been as affectionate and happy as pos-
sible: Come, what's the matter?’

He put his arm half round her shoul-
der very loose
“l think it
swered slowly.

What
good

be better,” she an-,

“Oh, well,” he sdid, drawing himself
up, “if you won't enter into explana-
tions you won’t, and I'm not the man
to beg and pray—not to any woman,
and you know that! If you don’t want
to nurry me 1 enn‘t oblige you to, of
course.”

She stood guite stm before him.

“You women never do know your
own minds two days together, and of
course you know the state of your

| own feelings best, but it's very strange.

Have you. mll;' made up :om' mind,

| Em?”

"Yel."

“Well, I'm m sorTy. t'ni sure I've
not been in unythlng to blame. A man
can’'t always be billing and cooing;
but, as you say, If your feeling for me
has changed. It's much. better  you
shouldn’t marry me.  There's nothing
80 foolish 'as to marry Some one you
don’t love, and 1 only wish for your
‘| happiness, I'm sure. 1 dare say you'll
find some one can make you much hap-
pler than I could. The first person we
love.is séldom the right one. You are
very young. It's qulte natural you
should change,” :

She sald nothing. '

“Things often seem hard at the time,
but Providence makes them turn out
for the best in the end,” sald Gregory.
“You'll let me kiss you, Em, just for
old friendship's sake.” He stooped
down. *“You must look upon me as a
dear brother, as a cousin at least. As
long as | am on the farm I shall al-
ways be glad to help you. Em.”

Soon after the brown pony was caAD-
tering along the footpath to the daub
and wattle house, and his master as he
rode whistled “John Speriwig” and the
“Thorn Kloof Schottische.” :
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The sun had not yet touched the out-
stretched arms of the prickly pean
upon the “kopje,” aud the early cocks
and hens still strutted about stiffly aft-
er the night’s roost, when Waldo stood
before the wagon house saddling the
gray mare. Every now and then he
glanced up at the old familiar objects.
They had a new aspect that morning.
Even the cocks, seen In the light of
parting, had a peculiar interest, and
he listened with consclous attention
while one crowed clear and loud as it
stood on the pigsty wall. He wished
good morning softly to the Kaffir wo-
man who was coming up from the huts
to light the fire. He was leaving thew
all to that old life and from his beigh’
be looked down on them pityingly. Eo
they would keep on crowing and con-
ing to light fires, when for him that old
colorléss existence was but a dream. '

He went Into the house to say good-
by to Em, and then he walked to ‘the [
deor of Lyndall's room to wake her,

but she was up and standing  in the __

doorway:

“So you are ready,” she said.

waldo looked at ber with sudden
heaviness; the exhilaration died out of
his 'heart. Her gray dreéssing ‘gown
hung close about her aiid 'below its
edge the little bare feet were resting
on the threshold.

“l wonder when we shall meet again, |~

Waldo?
1 &4

“Will you write to me? he asked of
her.

“Yes, and 1If I should not, you can
still remember, wherever you are, that
you are not alone.” v

“l1 have left Doss for you,” he sald.

“Will you not miss him?”

“Neo; I want you to have him.
loves you bhetter than he loves me.”

“Thank you.”  They stood gquiet.

“Geoodby["” she said, putting her lttle
hand in his, and he turned away. but
when he reached the door she called to
him: *“Come back. 1 want to kiss
you.” She drew hils face down to hers
and held it with both hands and kissed
it on the forehead and mouth. *Good-
by, dear!”

When he looked back, the little fig-
ure with its beautiful eyes was stand-
ing in the doerway still

THE “EOPJER.” ﬁ

“Good morning!"”

Em, who was in the storeroom meas-
uring the Kaffir's rations, looked up
and saw ber former lover standing be-
twixt her and the sunshine. For some
days after that evening on which he
had ridden home whistling he had
shunned her. She might wish to enter
into explanations, and he (Gregory
Rose) was not the man for that kind
of thing. If 2 woman. had once thrown
hinf overboard, she must take the éon-
sequences and stand by them. When,
however., she showed no inclination to
revert to the past and lhu.aned him
more than he shunned her, Gregory
softened.

“You must let me call you Em still
and be like a brother to you till 1 go.”
he sald. and Em thanked bim 8o bum-
bly that he wished she hadn’'t. It
wasn't so easy after that to think him-
self an injured man.

On that morning he stood some time
in the doorway switching his whip and
moving rather restlessly from one leg
to the other.

“I think I'll just take a"walk up to
the camps and see how your birds are
getting on. Now Waldo's gone you've
no one to see after things, Nlice morn-

What you will be, and what

He

CHAPTER XXL
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ing, isn’t {t? Then he added sudden-
ly, “I’ll just go round to the house and
get a drink of water first,” and some-
what awkwardly walked off. He might
have found water In the kitchen. but
he never glanced toward the buckets.
In the front room a monkey and two
tumblers stood omn the center table, but
he merely looked round. peeped Into
the parlor, looked round again and then
walked out at the front door and found
himself again at the storercomn without
having satisfied his thirst. “Awfully
nice morning this,” he said, trying to
pose himiself In & graceful and Indif-
ferent attitude against the door. “it
isn't hot, dnd it isn’t eold. It's awfully
nice.”

“Yes,” said Em.

“Your cousin, now,” saild Gregory In
an aimless sort of way—*l suppose
she’s shut up in bher room writing let-
ters.”

“No,” sald Em.

“Gone for a drive, I expect? Nice
morning’ for a drive.”

“No.

“Gone to seé the ostriches, I sup-
pose?”’

“No.” After a little silence Em add-
ed. “l1 saw her go by the kraals to the
‘kopje”

Gregory crossed and uncrosned his
legs.

“Well, I think I’ll Just. go and have a
look about.” he saldy “and see how
things are getting on before 1 go to the
camps. Goodby. So long.”

Em left for awhile the bags she was
folding and went to tbe window, the
same through which, years before,
Bonaparte had watched the slouching
figure cross the yard. Gregory walk-
ed to the pigsty first and contemplated
the pigs for a few seconds, then turned
round and stood looking fixedly at the
wall of the fuel house as though he
thought it wanted repairing. Then he
started off suddenly. with the evident
intention of going to the ostrich camps,
then paused, hesitatedl and finally
walked off In the directiom of the
“kopje.”

Then Em went back to the corner
and folded more sacks.

On the other side of the *‘kopje”
Gregory caught sight of a white tail
waving among the stones. and a suc:
cession of short, frantic barks told
where Doss was engaged In howling
imploringly to a lizard who bad crept
between two stones and who had not
the slightest intention of resupning
himself at that particular moment.

The dog's mistress sat higher up,

under the shelving rock, her face bent ‘

over a volume of plays upon her knee.
Ag Gregory mounted the stones she
tarted violently apd looked up, then
resumed her book.

“1 hope I am not troubling yom ‘sald
" Gregory as he reachéd hef sidé. “If 1
am. 1 will go away. 1 just”—

“No; you may stay.” """~

“1 fear I startled you.” :

“Yes; your step was firmer than |t
generally is. 1 thought it was that of
‘some one'else.”

“Who could it be but me?" asked
Gregory, seating himself on a stone a?
bher feet.

“Do you suppose you are the only
‘men who would find fnything to at
tract him to this kopj=? ™

[Continued next week.]

Use Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup at once
for bronchitis and
the test and is pomtwely & reliable rem-
ad{h Lite is short to ergeriment

new wulle& “gure ¢cures.” Bull's
Cough Syrup costs but 25 cents.

OUT FOR BIG THINGS.

The Story of a Cherub, a Shovel and
Two Trusting Matrons.

Fle will be a mighty monopolist, a
confidence man or something else. At
present he Is a tritle shorter than a
yardstick and has a face like a cherub.
This little rascal stood at the front
door of a Second avenue residence, a
snow shovel in one hand and a broom
in the other. ,

“Walk cleaned, mum?’ he asked
briskly. *“Clean it fur a dime.”

“T'his is a véry narrow lot, bubby. 1
pever pay but a nickel.”

“That’s what the lady next door said,
that you'd beat me down to a nickel
8he said you was closer’'n the cover on
a baseball.”

“She did, hey? TI'll show her. She's
so stingy that she works her potato
parings into hash. Close, am 1?7 How
much did she pay you?”

“Fifteen cents, mum.”

“I’'ll pay you a quarter. When you're
through., come in and have a warm
piece of mince pie: Poor little fellow!™

The programme was carried out to
the letter, and the little boy with big
blue eyes, fair face and golden hair
went whistling down the street. When
the two women faced each other over
the line fence, they glared. *“Told a
mere baby that I was mean and would
rob him, did you?' began the woinan
who had furnished the ple.

“I told him nothing. What did you
mean by advising him to make a bar-
gain with me first or I'd only pay him
2 cents and to look out that I didn't
give him a plugged coin?

“Why, I never did. He went to your
house first. Did you ever sce or hear
of such an angelic looking little wvil-
lain?’ and they talked the whole mat-
ter over. Two maternal strong’ right
hands are itching for that cherub to
show up again.—Detroit Free Press.

Through First Class Pullman Sleep ers Be-
tween Chicago and San Francisco,
Via Denver and Salt Lake City will be
inaugurated Feb. 25th by the Great
Rock Island Route, leaving Chicago at
P. m. daily, Omaba 1:30 p. m. The
rado Rockles and Sierra Nevada are
crossed by daylight in both dxroctuona,
making t m t. e grandest scenic trip in
the world. The cars are Pullman’s finest
Broad Vestibuled Sleepers and are car-
ried on limited trains with Dining Car
Service through and Buffet Library Cars.
Direct connections to and from South-
ern California. See four agent for berth
reservations and folders, or address E
W. Thompson, A. G. P. A,, Topeka, Kan.

grippe, It has stood | '©

H. C. YOUNG REAL ESTATE &
Do you want to BUY a FAH. lﬂm.u“

Farm1 Do onmttn
SELL your Farm? Do you want a farm
ath per cent! If you do, see me.

H. C. YO?NQ%-‘I#

118 NORTH EL H STREEY.

ESTABLISHED 1878,

Thes. Mccullaeh.

DEALER IN

TALLOW, PELTS. ETC.

Highest market price paid. No com-
mission. Write for tags.

Lincoln, Neb.

Little Oval Photos,

25¢ pe. dozen.
Cabinets—$2.00
" Per dozen.

PREWITT o -

O Street

Hides and Wool.

DOBSON & LANDGREN

Dealers in Hides, Wool, Tallow,

and Furs. Send in your goods and
get the HIGHEST market price.

920 R STREET,
LINCOLN, NEBR.

Pononnll;éunductod
TOURIST EXCURSIONS

CALIFORNIA
Boé:{%;hz?f:ri‘;‘? Lé:n'ﬁ: C.!:jyo"do

to Cadlifornia
lnd Pacific coast pointa.

Tourist Cars of latest pattern qi
Q:S on fast pagsenger trains, and the
_ ‘7 is evidence that we offer the
he lowest ‘rate tickets are
atuhbh t> these

_““Popular Pullman Tourist Cars

li‘or tull descriptios of *his' esrvice lnd

bonoﬂts ven it§ patrons, address
. THoMPsON, A. G. P A, -
: Topeka, Kansas.
Jomx SzeasTiaN, G. P. A,
thcago. Illinoit
CERIIFICATE OF PUB[JCAIION

. OFFICE OF

AUDITOR OF PUBLIC ACCOUNTS
STA:TB OF NEBRASKA

Lincoln, February 23, 1000,
IT IS HEREBY CERTIFIED THAT THE

National ‘Mutual ' Life Asso-
ciation eof Minneapolis
in the State of
Minnesota

has complied with the insurance law of thia
state and is therefors authorized to transact
the business of Co-operative Life Insurance in
thia state for the current year nineteen hun-
dred.
Witness my hand and official seal the day and
yoar first above written.
Jonw F. CorNErl, '
Insuranece Commissioner.
W. B. Priva,
© Daputy.
——— —— - - —_ —J
Doyle & Stone—Attorneys, Brownell Blk,

NOTICE OF INCORPORATION

Notice is hersby given that the undersignsd
have formed a corporation under the laws of
the state of Nebraska, the name of which
corporation is The Harland Account
Company. \

&
The Prmc:ple place of transactio
ness o id corporation is Lincoln,

[l;u.]

the b ‘ blagi-
ebraska.

3.

The general nature of the bumnau to be
transacted by =aid corporation is tha -umfne-
tBnrsaBndu]eofbe&ok knowdn%l ” land’s A.

ystem of Auditing an lum
eounts, and to do any and all mdnl

to carrying on said bua‘ul t?:e“

The amount of the capital stock suthorized
is the sum of §0.000 to be subscribed and paid
as required by the Board of Directors.
stock is non-gssessible.

The timeof the commencement of said cor-
poration is January 20th, 1900, to terminate im
ninety-nine years from Bt'lmt time.

The highest -mount of indebtedness or liabil-
ity to which the corporation is at any time to
subject itself is the snu}: of

The affairs of the corporation are to he con-
ducted by a president, vice-president, secretary
and treasurer, a genéral manager and two di-

rectors,
J. “- Harland,
Brk'

Cixar los
Do

E
82

-'“F-"'HF"":"F‘PF‘.
3 B
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Dated January 20th A. D. 1900.

About Dinln.- Cars,

The verdict gwe the general pub-
lic that the Island route has
the best dini car gervice in the world
'will not be disputed by patrons who
have used this line. Thousands of let-
ters testify to this fact. A better meal
cannot be secured in any hotel or res-
taurant in the cities of New York or
Chicago than is used in the Rock Island
Dining Cars. A la carte on all cars; a
splendid lunch se?ved on Colorado trains

for 50 cents. 4




