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THE FARMERS ALLIANCE, LINCOLN, NEB., THURSDAY, FEB. 25, 1892,

Julien Masly, saved, wasat first at o
liss 1o know how to use the liberty
which ho hadd not solivited. He regrettod
that he owed his life to unexpected
clwmency, and cursed the interference,
He surrounded with the mists of his
ferocious hatred those who had been the

anonns of his rain and those wha had
saved him.  But now and then a cer-
tain remorse agitated him.

*Only owe person in the world could
shavve hadthe idea,” he said, “and that
Is my old Licatenant. 11 it had indead
boen be!  Sometimes his heart warmed
toward me. e seemed even 1o feel a
kind of tenderness jor me."

Julien interrupted himself with a
bitter laugh. “Tenderness for me?
Why? IMe might at lénst have had a
moment of gratiinde in these latter

Yor, after all, I saved his  life.
Wall, if heis the pardoner, we are quits.
And then, | saved him at the peril of
my life, while he—what did he risk?
Pefhaps only a word of handwriting."

Mesntime Julien tried to find ont
what had become of the Prince de
Kormornax. He learned only the fast
that he was dend.  But when he got
thia news Julien's spirit seemed to saf-
for a new influence.  From his breast
came a lnbored sigh, which was like
reproach t BDesting.

*Now, there was 4 man wlio was
really i

Disgusted with life, sulcide appeared
1o Julien like a beneficent templress;
but hatred calls for vengenace, und his
death wonld not have avenged him for
haviog lived,

What shonld he do?
paternal roof?  Newver!

Return to the

1 | p
| little Rose. Call me “Julien who loves (row. loa flash besaw Rose sguin io

ilhﬂ. and heneeforth will live for thee ,I”"' Warren streel ""';"‘- e had fourd
i.l"“!" hoer w0 abandoned, her gaze hugpard

. . . . » B . like that of a lunatie or eriminul. He
Whea Julien was preparing to leave seemed to still hear her repeating ten-
for rehearsal at his theater next day. |derly: “Thanks, you have saved me;
he addressell Bose, and already assumed | Without your help the Seine wounld at
the tone of the master. ’ | this moment have been flowing overmy
“Have dinner served when [ return, |stiffened body.”
Rose, and, Rose, you must take care of | His blood sped from brain to heart.

—

TRRAT 8 THE MATTER '

the rooms, We must help each other
when we live m common.™

She did not answer, she was overcome
by the sbarp tone, and as soon us the
door elosed behind him she burst into
sobs,

Ok, why did they send me to Paris
from the village™ she said. *| was 8o
happy there! It is true that I was hun-
gry now snd then, but I had a light
heart. Here | shall sup every night,
but with how many tears shall 1 mois-
ten my daily bread?"

She threw herself upon a chalr,
searcely daring to think. Butsoon she
sprang up.

““He told me to do the houseworl., [
must do it, fer the great misfortune of
all now would be that he should drive
me away. 0,then my last resouree would
be tocast myself in the Seine! No--no--1
am unjust; he took pity on my distress
—he in good and true, I will wait on
him; I will spy out his wants, his pref-
erences; he must be lonely, as | was
vesterdony: I must take o poep at his
honsehold goods. 1t is indisereet, hut
—what if one day he should become
completely attached to me? Ob,l could
love him! If he would but marry me-—
really & true marringe! Then the
baker wonld say madame to me when 1
go for our brepd. And wonldn't my
brother be vexed? Ah, brother mine,
you deserve to see me get along well

He rushed forward: Rose was en the
first steps of the stidrease; she totiered

1m.~'ha- tried to descend. He called to
her with a lond voice:
wpose! dom’t go, | entreat thee!

Come, come back to me! It shall be
i forever this time!”

In this ill-balaneed being, sll foll of
excesses, there was nothing wonderfnl
{in such sudden changes of sentiment.

He mn to her and dragged her back
to the hearth from which he had just
duiven her so croelly.

“Where were you going, wretched
girk™

“Tathe Selne.”

“But why? why this despair?”

“Had yon net cast me out™

Then he tried to exeuse his condnet,
“No, no. poor child, yoa did not under-
stand, T eannot believe that [ was so
ernel.”

“Yet you were so.”

“Unn yom mever forgive me, my iittie
Rose

Amd he cast himself at her feet. Rose
asked only to yield, and, vanqnished by
ewotion, she begun to weep; but her
tears were no longer tears of grief, for
she loapad her hend on Julien's shoul-
der, nid Julien did not repulse her.

V.

Meuntime the redoubtable moment
drew nearer. It was time to think of
the eradie, and other preparations for
the little one coming.

That winter was o hard one in every
sense; the snow lay longer than usual
in the streets, and bunsiness was bad.
The theaters soffered with the rest,
and that in which Julien was second
violin reformed its orchestra. Julien
being ome of the lutest comers was one
of the first sent awuy, :

From that time he had but one
thought, that of misery conung to
strangle them. He foresaw the «mo-
ment when it weuld appear, terrible,
and ¥ he dreaded it, it was very sin-
cerely because of Rose. He concealed
the truth from her us long as he counld,
but at last he renched the end of their
little savings, and found nowherea
chance to earn & livelihood. From
time to time he was taleen on as supple-
mentary violin at some ball, but he

without yon!" earned little, snd brought back from

| Phis must be the unhmppy wreteh

| whom the Prince of Kennornus had
| saved (rom exocution st Versailles,
Then why had Jullen Masly not alloded
to this i his letter?

If it were indeed he who had suved
ber husband during the siege, why did
he say nothing of it? And how was it
that she had never been able to find |
this Julien Masly when she had sought
| for him? 1t must be simply a coinei-
dence in names. Buot the Inst letter,
with its tone of deep and injured inno-
cence influenced ber to investigate the
matter. If this were ths Mas'- of
other days, she would see bdm w th
pleasare, despite the dreadful memo:,
of the Commune ealled up by she name.
She wrote him thus:

I never suppose unkind things, and
so 1 do not suppes: that you weant to
wound or offend me.  But all that you
assert in your letter is falie.  1shall be
glad to be useful te you if I can; and [
bave ne interest in neronauties. 1 will
send some one 1o see yon, and you may
speak with freedom to that person. [
cannot believe that your only aim in
writing your first letter was simply to
muke a uselass proposition.

“Prisopes nr Kepsonx ae.™

Twe sentiments  divided Julien's
heart:a vague hope and a sharp batred!
The rage that he felt when reeviving
this letter almost strangled him.
Should he receive this visit? To his
{ mind, distorted by the many troubles
of his life, it seemed to him as if a spy

wounld not reesive the wisit. '

Bt if he salll no, the Princess would
write no more. All would beatan
end. He looked st Rose. *“No, mo,
never!” he eried, and went out, leaving
Rese troubled and alarmed.

VL |
Five days later Rose aud Julfen were
seated at thedr little hearth watchiog
the expiring glow of the last eoul they
Rose prefended to: be
asleep that her lover might pot break
the silence by ome of the indirect re-
proaches of which.he was so prodigal.
Rose was hungry and hoping in sleep:
to forget her waoe, when two or three |
faint knocks at the door startled her. |
*“Come in,"” said Rose. '
“I thought you were asleep!”
growled Julien. '
A woman entered. She was simply
dreseed in: black. The pallor of her '
face heightened the sparkle of her eyes
of saphire blne. A light veil covered
her faco, and in the gathering dusk
prevented o good view of her features.
Rose went forward expecting to hear
the visitor spologize for having mis-
taken the room.

were coming into his house. No, he |

“For the rode manner in which [ re-
wilve yom. |1 eomld seareely belweve
tha. the honor which you wish to dome
s real.”

"It wasnot really to do you honor,
bt service, rather,” sald the Princess,
smiling.

*I bardly know hew, madame.”

“Let us aee.  Have you thought, for
imstance about the eradlo®

“Ah, yes; the erndle. We will need that
soon, and that I may aceepl, Prinecess,
without being classed ss a beggar.
But it is work | want, 1 out of
work now.” And he recited the story of
his misadventures.

“l I had been alone—bmt I eomid
not send away the poor girl; she awoke
all my pity!™”

“Who do you eall ‘poor girl'? ‘Send
awny? What do yon mean? Was oot
she woman whom I saw the other day

eour wife?"’

““Fhe wife of my heart—yes, madame;
but not before the law.” And the
Princess listened patlently to the long
explanaiion which Julien offered. She
did not deign to enter into a discussion.
She smply said:
| “Well—-und this little babe sosoon to
come into the world? Will you never
love it?”

“1shall love it more than myself,”
aad Julien.

“Amd you are willing to place upon
the poor child a stigma?"

“As I shall love it, what more can it
ask?”

“It will regret that it canuot hear
its mother spokcen of without feeling
the flush of shame,” softly said the
Princess. *Anpd the child will not be
able to suy, when the father's name is
menticned. “That is my name." Re-
flect. Meantime, you shall tave your
cradle.™

The Princess yose, as if to indicate
that their interview must close; but he
conld not stir. He secmed nailed to
the floew. ‘The Princess, as if to guesa
his secret thowghts, fixed on him her
great, frank eyes, witha smile so sweet
and mournful that be could not gaze on
M. Yet it seemed to sink do into
his soul!

“Thaoks, Princess,” he at last said,
and found strength todepart, awkward
and ill at ense.

“Why did I go there? She does not
koow that I saved her husband! [ will
never see her more! Never! And a
cradle—a eradle! Why did I write to
her?"

Thus he rambled on, but he was as-
tonished that he eould not tear from his
miind the vision of the Princess.
| ‘‘Has she bewitched me? I want to
| hate her, and cannot. I must find some

His young sister was sl at home. | “veon i 10 Tife and hopeshe talked

But she would not konow  him, he had
been so long away.

Quite wretehed he wandered about
Poaris br o time, his Bohemian in-
stinets getting the uppermost, trying
to pick up a living, He remembersd
thad he had ones played the violin, and

concert, now in & cirous, or some small
theater, he managod o ake out on ex-

jstonce, semewhat irregular, but in | this lust phrase.
wus his valn reflection, and, bending
down to Rose, he closed her gossiping
lips with n long kiss.

which lie fonnd a certain charm.

Bome years flowed by: hehad no ae-
count of himself to give—wretehed or
ot what did it matter?

Seeptical und blase, he resembled a | you not, little one?" he said.

harnless insect, the delleate tentacles
of which havo been singed.  He knew
nothing of moral joys, and so somght

after others with aviditv.  But sntjer
m&?md o. ;nm himifmalzn:

with his dexires and regrets,

bad entered life.  As it conld never
blossom, his soul had folded in wpon
ftsolf, mnd from his heart had been
swept every generoussentiment, loaving
instead n profonnd selfishness,

“There are no honest women,"” he
used tosay with a Satanical Jaugh.

One evening, in spring, wandering
alone, more sembre and precceuplod

found me in his path.
kind and good!

by exercising his art now in a enfe [usif lmight love him.
love him a little alrendy,”

soled.
we will see how it will last.”

work here,” he said; “evervthing is in
This was doubitless due Lo the way he |jts place,”

und he fouud her more beautiful every
moment.

night.” she said: *“‘if vou knew what
joy 1feltin caring for our heme,”

nway to herself, while she worked at
arranging everything in the little
rooms.

“1t wos nlmost lucky for him to have
But he was so
Poor Julien! It seems
Perhaps | de

Julien came in just in time to hear
“I was certnin of it,”

“Yon are happier than last night, arve
“0h, yes, dear Julien!”

“Rravo!" reflected he: *'she is con-
The adventure moves rapid!y;

“Al! there hove boen deft "hands at
He looked at Rose, who was smiling,
“How happy 1 am to be safe te-

This word awoke nn evil thought in
him. “‘Hey? Yes;infact, lust cvening

than usual. he entored one of those
streets to which the gas scems to give
fts light gradgingly. In a ecorner o
young girl wus weeping. She had a
little parcel in hgr hand, and on her
head an old-fashioned, faded handker-
chief, from beneath which flowed a
wealth of Blomde hair, sparkling and
delicnce.  She 1 ad small hands and her
tiny feet wers neatly shod with shoes
once of fine quality, This mysterions
ereafure attracted Julion™s attention,

“What is the matter, my pretiy
ehild?” he ventered'to say.

The girl raised her head withont an-
sworing and showed a young amld deli-
tous face. Her eyes were filled with
tears, and scomed 1o implore Julien's
pity.

“Pon’t cry =0, he said, trying to
malee his tores as seductive us possi-
ble. ““Tell me vour trouble; perhaps
1 can help you.”

*Oh, ns, monsicue: impossible!™

‘Bmpaossible?  And why?"

“I don't know you, What can 1 tell
you? That my brothe: has put me ont
of the house toenight, and told me not
to come back! You know my big
brother, he who has been in Paris so
long. When I came from the country
Iyvas given into his care, snd now he
won't shelter me any longer, O, how
unhappy 1 am!™

And the poor child sobbed.

“Follow me, my child, you canunot
stay there.  1shall be of some unse to
you. Come: | must try to console youn,
and to-morrow perhaps vour brother's
apger will have passed.  Will you
come”

He took her hand and drew ber gent-
Iy toward him. She did not try to re-
sist, so astonished. so joyous was she to
find berself no longer ulone in the
world,

“You are very good. sir. God will
reward yon. As for myself, 1 have noth-

%

And she showed him an empty purse.

When they reached Julien's lodgings
they were deep in conversation. He
Iastened to divide his modest repast
with his pretly companion, who
watehed bim with gratefal nir.

“We have shared like®brethren,” said
dJulien. *1 offered you my supper
gayly., 1 offer my home in the same

“I am confused, monsieur; how can I
cver repay all that you have done for
me?"

“Po not speak of repayment!” said
Julien. He hesitated en instant—over-
ecome by respect for innocence, but he
did not resist long, and setting aside all
mer suddenly he said:

*“¥What & thy name, rove of my life?”

What? thonght the girl: he says thee
and thou to me? RButhe s good—there
ean be- no offence in that, and she an-
swered, trembling:

*“Rose, monsieur.”

*Call me no longer monsicur, my

I did offer to divide all, but really, iy
beanty, you wore not too reluctant,”
Rose was frightened,

“You look uangry! Haove 1 done
wrong? Tell mo how I hpve displeased
you? 1 should like to pl. on al-
ways!”
“Always?
Andl Julien's bla
gother, giving to hus .
savage look.

Rose said nothing. A tear rolled
down her cheel,  She could not con-
eceal it,  Julien saw it and had & mo-
went of pity.

“(ome here to your best friend, little
one,” he said, “*‘come, 1 am free this
evening. 1 have o substitute at the
theater, 1 love thee better than yester-
day, betier every day, and I woukl not
sec thy fine cyes swimming in tears.
Lt nx talle of the future.

Ruse wak in the seventh heavenof de-
light at those words, Now she under-
stod life, and no longer saw the possi-
bility of regret.

Weels and months passed peacefully
fur Rose, who thought not of the future.
As for Julien, he foresaw the indiffer-
ence which is the forerunner of disgust
when one doy he pereeived that their
nest must soon shelter u new being—
something of which Julien bad not even
dreamed.

“low can 1 rid myself of the mother
before the ehild is a bunden for me?" he
mused.  *She must go away.™

When he was alone this resalutiom
was formed, but us soon as he saw Roe
his mind chunged. She was so ecalm, so
confldent beside him! What would be-
come of her and the child.

“Al! little one,” he said at last
valdly, “do you expest me to care for a
nestful? 1 have now given yon asylum
for more than u yenr, and you must
matke other arrangements. 1 ean keep
bouse for myrelf in futore,”

Rose looked at him, mute with fright.

“[ suppose that you understood,” he
said. “I'moff. [haveanengagement.
Bon voyage.™

And he went out, leaving her stupe-
fied. She turned round two or three
times, and then fell down in a dead
faint.

When she recovered conscionsness it
was almost dark. She rvemembered
oULUEN § 1Sy WOTus AN0 FiISing a8 Mastuy
as possible she gathered together her
I.lin_\‘ wardrobe, and wrapped it in a
bundle; then casting a last look at the
poor room where she hud thonght her-
self so happy, and went firmly to the

Q0r.

But just as she was about to open it,
Julien came in.

“‘What! still here!” he exclaimed,

“I'mn going," stammered Llose, 1 am
going. Adien, and thanks. I should
never be anything but a burden for you:
thanks and adien.”

The tone in which she said the last

We shall se

wscnme Lo-
 fuce n

these balls u ferocious melanchoiy, in
which he seemed to hate all human
kind. His relellions nature could not
bend to what it considered an abdica-
tion of its dignity.

Every day he cursed the fortunute of
this world,

For some time a singalar idea had
been in his mind.  He sought a means
of procuring money without appearving
to solicit it for himself.

One day he said to Rose: [ sm go-
ing to write to & number of great ladies,
o8 they are called, to propose to
them shares ina journal to be founded.

| pretext for making her angry with me,

“Does Monsieur Juliem Masly lh'oi

| Here?" snid the lady.

“What do yon want?" said Julien,
goazing boldly at her.

*Did you net write to the Princess do
Kermornos sbout a matter of business,
which'-e—-

“I have dismissed the whole agair,”
broke in Julien.

“What!" cried Rose. *“Yom have
been writing to a Princess without tell-
ing me?"

*What does it matter to you?"

The visitor turned to Rose and said,
““Are you his wife?"

Of course, it will bea journal of the
fashions—we must find o way to inter- |
est the frivolous—and I have had quite
enough of polities, [ will do the musi-
cal eriticisia and be manager at the
same {ime. It seems to me that, patron-
ized by five or six Countessvs and peo- |
ple of that sort, my paper (to them 1
shall say their paper) must prosper
8o you are saved again, little Rose! and
we shall be in good eircumstances by
the time that baby arrives."

But he didn't anite understand the
“eroat ladies.” '

Countess of D—---. 1o
days in vain: no answer,

Marquise de B ino answer; o third
to the Duchess do Keeew=; no answer,

list of titled people his eyes ell on the
nome of the Princess de Kermornns,
“Why not?" he mused. “In the first
place, she does not know of my exist-
ence. Seems to me the Prince said that
she was gencerons. | We sball see. It
is worth tryipg."

Nosooner had he written her name
on the envelope than he tore up the
paper.  The nume of Kermnornas hurt
him, even to read it, for it recalled to
him one of the most dolorous passages
in his life,

He reflected: “Does the Princess
know the peril which I encountered in
saving her husband? M she knons of
it. why bas she mot tried to find me?
She must know that I am not among
the favorites of fortune. Why write to
her if &he does pot bnow? Yet why
not, muking nslight allusion to services
rendered? No, that is the thonght of &
coward. [ never thought, in saving the
Frince, that T should be lempled to
specninte on the action in the future.
1 savedd him because it seemed as if his
life were better worth preserving than
my own."”

One day he took courage, soized an
envelope, wrote the address in foverish
haste, penned a hasty letter, and mailed
it stealthily, as if he were doing a bad
action.

The next day he received the follow-
ing letter:

“Monsicur: A fashion journal hasno
intercst for me, but T fancied that you
might, perhaps, desive a small advance
of funds. Kindly inform me if [ am
notmistalien. Princessde Kermornas,”

He road the letter over and over, try-
ing to figare out the churacter, features
and form of the writer.

“Does she wish to humilinte or help
me? [ don't want charity! 1 am nota
beggar?” he would say to himself.

And he wrote the second letter, al-
mo: § insolent in form:

“Mpdume:  You mistake, whether in-
tentionally or not I cannot say. my re-
cent letter’'s meaning. 1 know  very
well thut you have no interest in me,and
how little it matters to you what 1 may
or may not do. But [ would not have
you think that 1 eame to you for alms.
I offered you n means of diversion, that
was ull. 1t wounld have cost you less,
for instance, thun the seronantic ex-
peditions which Tam told you patronize.
Excuse me nnd believe me, yonrs to
command. Julien Masly."™

The Princess was surprised on rending
this chef d'oenvre of bad taste, which
she at onee threw into her waste hesket,

brance drifted ncross her memovy.
Jnlien Masly? Surely she had heard

that name before? Ther it all come

“‘adien” stirred Julicn to his very mar-

back to her.

But suddenly a half-affaced remem-

Rose lowered her eyes. She woald
have liked to say yes, bnt the word
disd nway upon her trembling lips.

*Did you come heve to male an in-
quiry into.our private lives, madame?”
asked Julien. “How caun it interest
you to know whether or not I have
writlen-—to whoever [ please? I sup-
pose I am free!——

“The Princess acouses you of noth-
ing: onthe contrary, she wishes to be
of sepvice to you, and she has sent me
o'

“T'o offer me succor; perhaps?"

He prepared n number of lotders ex- | gnoered Julien,
plaining his design, and sent one to the |

| “Well, my love,” said Rose,“swwhy con-

waited some | geal from this good lady our dreadful

situation? Why not tell her—implore

A second Jetter was sent out to. the 'her—-request a loan. We arg sure to | big money, and when one knows the

|repay it. Will you ne!, mndame, sax
[ to the Princess how happy we are that

While t-l“"[lhlg over the loaves of a she has sent you, amd hew mueh we ! and !nl)dar'lk any way from *H.UO’D Lo

thank her?”

And Rose seized the lady's hand. The
visitor, much moved, managed to hold
| the wasted fingers long enough to slip

into them a few gold picces. Then,

| withdrawing her hand, she said to Ju- |

liem:

“The Princess desires to see yon; will
you go to vislt her?”
| “Oh, yes!" eried Rose: “he shall go,
madame; [ promise it! What duy shall
it be?"

“Day after to-morrow at 2 o'clock.”

“He shall be there. May heaven
bless you for the good that you have
done us!"

The visitor bowed and retired. Julien
rushed to the window, but he did not
se® which way she went.

V1L
Julien did not return that night. Rose
wept through the weary hours, *‘Pity
me, 0, God!™ Amd 8s she said this
prayer she turned hastily, as if fearing
to enconnter Julien's nsual sneering re-

|
|

ROsSE'DONT GO.

| proach when she used the sacred name,

Julien came baek, but said nothing to |

Rose. When the time came for the call
on the Princess, he dressed with care,
Iﬁshn‘d an old pair of gloves ont of 0
{dm\\-t\r. took his cune and went off as
silently as he had come in.
L - - L - “ L 3

A Ettle later Julien climbed the
splendid staircase of the Kermoernas
mansion with tardy steps. He would
not admire the beantiful ornaments off
{either hand, Presently he was intro-
[ duced into a parlorand he found him-
self face to face with his visitor of the
other evening,

SAh! Princess. purdon me!™ was all
that he could say.

The Princess rose and gave him her
hand, saying, “pardon you for what?"”

And [ will nevertell herof the relations
between her huskand and myself, Her
ingratitude would oppresa me!”

The next day the Princess de Ker-
mornas bought the premised cradle,
gave the address to which she wished it
sant, placed her card in it, and contin-
ued her drive,

Julien perceived her, as he was wan-
dering in the streets, an hour later,
aligiting at the corner of a humble
street, Sbhe went into an old and ill-
kept honse, and he followed her with-
cut being scen.  She entered a door on
the first landing. ¥t closod heavily be-
| hitul her. Julien approached and put
his ear to the kevhole.

The Primecss had gone there to be-
stow charity on an infirm old woman,

“Ho! ho!” said Julien, us he crept
away down the darkened stairs. *‘She
likes to hear herself ealled ‘angel of
pity,’ nmnd such names! Why does she
not come oftener tosee us? Because T
am no courtier? Well, I shail never go
down on my kmees to any one!™

(To be Contizued )

Profit In Slecping Cars.
An operating official who knows
about sleeping cars thelr cost and
{ profit. remarked: +Sleeping cars pay

cost of operating them it is no won-
lder. A newcar costs good. strong

| 10,000, although you hear of them
| worth 1wice that sum. However, these
| costly cars don't get outside the shops.
Well. the railrend companies pay
| three cents a mile for the privilego of
bauling them, and the car will avor-
| age 300 miles in twonty-four hours
' the year round, or §9 a day earnings.
| Say it earns $3,000 a year, a low osti-
. mate, it will pay for iisclf in three
years. Now a tensection car has
| twenty berths, selling local at §2 a
| berth, making the earning capaeity
{ per night $40, not counting Lho day
earnings Of course sleepers don't
carry full loads every night bat if
they did not average ten passengers a
| day we would not haul them on our
jroad. Now, we pay for ice; water
aad fuel and insace the cars; that is
we repair them when wrecked o in-
jured. The sleeping-car company
Bvays a porter 25 a month at most, a
gonductor $90, apd hns to furnish
linen and soap. 1t is not diffieult to
see how the sleoping-car companies
| pay dividends. "—Indianapolis Jour-
nal

Modern Canmibals.

OUR BOOK LIST

| Our list of choioe literature is made up of the best and most relisble reform
books; by the most noted writers. If you want to keep posted on the great ques-
tions before the American people you shonld eonsult the suthorities. We name
below a pumber of the best books published.
VAPEE. CLOTH.
The Railway Problem, by Stickuey. The greatest sensation of the
year is this great book on the rallway preblem by a railway
president. Cloth edition has 14 illustrative diagrams.......... 250 B0
Juson Edwards, by Hamlin Garland, 2 new book that should be
read by every Alliance member in Nebrassa. Dedicated to
the Farmers' Alliance it gives a graphic deseription of life in
a pioneer settlement, and the glimpses of city life are not in the

least overdrawn,......ocoecvecnnrnns o B SR Esans 80
Main Trsveled Roads, by Hamlin Garland. Don't fail to read it... .50
|In Office, Bogy. The latest sensation, ............ccovveveisnnnnnns 25
| Dr. Huguet, Donnelly. .................. A T P T E e s B 193
|Cresars Columm e i iereanmrra—aaaan S5 125
Whither ere We Drifting, Willey.........cocooivnnnn. S 12

The Farmers' Side. Senator Pefler of Kansas has in a very careful
and plain manner stated the injustice of the present methods in
this new book, and outlined plaus for relief............c.co0ues 1
Looking Backward, Bellamy seve . 3
Emmet Bonlore, Reed. A new book of engrossing interest by a
PAPRIAY BBEROF, 1 oo i T s v e b s AR kel e Sy 125
1

.
........................ TR

Driven from Sea to Sea, Post. A book thatshould be read by all... .50 0
An Indians Man, Armstrong. A well told story of a young man who
* ootored polities ™ and what eame gfit..........coovnvvnnn, cee o0 10D

A Kentucky Colonel, Reed. The deepest thinker and the most pro-
gressive of all the writers of humor in this country is Opie P.

Reed, and thisishisbest work............ocvvinnnn vuunnn, U
The Coming Climax in the Destinies of America, by Lester C. Hub-
bard. 480 pages of new facts and generalizations in American
politics. Radical yet constructive. An abundent supply of new
amunition for the great reform movement....... ST R 50
A Financial Catechism, Brice. .......... T e e Wailgies b0 100
A Tramp in Society, Cowdrey.............cvvvvunnns AR e 0 S0 125
Richard’s Crown, Weaver........ Oy SRR S AR sesri . B0 160
The Great Red Dragon, Woolfolk............. e e s 400 100
Pizarro and Jobn Sherman, Mrs. Todd.. ... DSowisia(e v VR NI
. Money Monopoly, Baker. .............ooiiniiiiiininineniannnnns A5
Our Republican Monarehy............... Sistasa T 25
Labor and Caplital.....cociuieiinienninininnnnnnas T A 20
Ten men of Money Island, Norton. Col. Norton has told his story
in & way thst cznnot fail to interest you, send for a copy....... a0
(feld, Shilling. This book should be in the hands of every German
T T e e L P vamEen b o A e
Cushing's Manual of Parliamentary Rules........ A TR 25 o
Smith's Diagram and Parlinmentary Rules.............. SiNTeie i 50
Roberts' Rulesof Order........................ T i3
Seven Financia!l Conspiracies......................cooiiiins aswner A0
Labor and Alliance Songster, words only 10e each. Perdozen.... 1.10¢
ARty 4 “  Musicel. 20¢ * ' byex 2.00

0 " " “ i “

lmlm 2&0 (] i (L

Songs of Industry, Howe. In this book the author hasgiven usa

number of entirely new songs, words and music complete, and

Alliances will find it a splendid collection...... R w0
Any book on the list sent post paid on receipt of price. TLiberal discounts to-
Alliances wishing to purchase a librany.
We are offering THE FARMERS' ALLIANCE one year, and/ any 30¢ book on the
list for only 81.35. Address

ALLIANCE PUB, CO., Lim:oln, Neb.

HERMAN--BROS,
blohing, Hats, Gaps and Furnishing Goods.

BRANCH HOUSES:

BEATRICE, GRAND ISLAND, FALLS CITY, WEEPING WATER AND

2.50

AUBURN. 19m3
Special Attention to Mail Orders.
PRICES 1L.OW.

(07 81089 0 STREET. _ LINCOLN, NEB.
J.C. McKEI.L,

Successor to BADGER LUMBER CO.

Wholesale 2 Retail Lumber

TELEPHONE 70..
(0 ST. BETWEEN 7TH AND 8TH LINCOLN, NEB,

MANUFACTURERS OF

Pure Hemp Binder Twine

FROM HOME GROWN FIBER.

We can offer to farmers a better article for less money than
they have ever before known. v

Will ship sample bag and take lodge note payable Oct. 1,92,

Patronize Home Industry.
Nebraska Binder Twine Co.,  Fremont Neb.

—_————— =

Capnibals eat their victims. The!
modern and cultivated eannibal is not i
80 reckiess as to put his victim out of |
| his misery, by deecapitating him. He |
| prefors, for charity's snke. to employ
| him at some productive industry, and

by the ald of law, appropriate the |
{ fruits of his toil to his own com’ort,
except enough to furnish food for to-
morrow's work. —Alliance Herald.

A Stralght Road,.

Brethren, il we move forward on
right principles no power on earth
can prevent the ultimate triumph of
the rame, There must be no halting,
no temporizing. no compromises. The
road is straight ahead. Let us keep
in the middle of it. There are no side- |
tracks,
this reform movement. Keep these
things in mind and we are sale

How We Prosper.
Res. Dr. Hyde: Yes the country is
prosperous; prosperous in millionaires;
prosperous in railrond combinations;

prosperous  im  trusts; prosperous
in class laws upon our stalute
books; prosperous in wealth and

luxury for the few, prosperous in
poverty and distress for the many;
prosperous in wickedness and orime;
prosperous in suffering and anguish;
prosperous in groans and agony of a
suffering people; prosperous in tramps
and homeless families; yes the coun-
try is prosperous toward anarchy and
revolution provoked by a soulless plu-

no by-roads connecting with |

Dt gy, FARMERS
. AND

STOCK MEN.

| In all lotnlit'es wiere we bave noestab-
Hahod agonts wi «f | gl directiy 1o you
at prices whoch will be sadsfaotory,
1f you aro nceding anything in wind
mills, Sumue. tank.. pipes, ete, we would
be glad to have you cerrespond with us, Weo

Woodand Steel Hill also Wood and Steel towers.

Our mills are guaranteed to not be excelled by nny and we can make yon low prices ani
low frelght rates. It our mill should blow off lhartoiu-r or need nn; wpdrl; wllhin'l
year from the time of énle, we will replace same free sf charge.

36-1m SPENCER MANUFACTURING CO., Blue Springs, Neb.

wws LUMBER ! |

WE MAKE
FOR SALE: 20,000,000

WE SELL
FEET OF DRY PINE LUMBER ETC,, ETC.,

At our Chieago yard, and mills in Wisconsin and Miuneapoiis,

Send us an Itemized Bill for Delivered Price.

Orders from Farmers' Alliances Selicited. Write us for pricelist.

Afer™ GEO. WOOBLEY, 242 South Water St. Chicago, Iil.

86ef

tocracy.

Mention Tae PAMERS' ALLIANCE.
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