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CHAPTER L
A PICTURE AND ITS CRITICR

“Let’s take a squint in.”

It is on the sidewalk in front of the fine
residence of Ezekiel Breton. Surely every-
body within the length and breadth of a hun-
dred miles must have heard the name of the
wealthy mill owner, whose energy and
shrewdness have passed intoa byword. The
house is brilliantly lighted, and the windows
wide open ns if to iavite the attention and
admiration of the humble passers by.

Three men, laborers, if coarse, soiled clothes
and dull, keavy tread mean anything, have
come down the street and now stand leaning
agninst the tall iron fence.

“Why shouldu’t we see the show, boys?™
eontinued the long whiskered man, with an
unpleasaat laugh. *“It's our werk that's pay-
in’ for it, I guess. How long do you think it
wemld take vou, Jack, to scrimp enough to-
gether to buy one of them candlestickst
Hullo—thers's the boss himself,” and be
thrust his hand inside the iron pickets to
point out a portly gentleman whose bald
head was fringed with silver white bhair.
Mr. Breton had paused a moment before the
window.

“*Come, let's go on,” urged the man with a
clay pipe, edging off a little intothe shadow;
“he'll see us and be mad.”

“What's the odis i he does!” and the
speaker frowned at the rich man from be-
tween the pickets. *“He cant get help no
cheaper than us, can ket That’s one good
pint of bein’ way down, you can’t tumble a
mite. But just look at him, boys; big watch
chain aud gold Lowed specs a-<danglin’. See
the thumbs of his white hands stuck in his
vest pocket and him as smilin’ as if be never
did nobaly & wrong in his whole blessed life.
There now is soinethin’ purtier, though.”

The vld gentleman moved unsuspectingly
aside and revealsd a yvoung girl, large and
fair, with great calin blue eyes. She wore a
pale blue silk, with delicate ruflies at her
tialf Lared ¢lbow and at ber neck, kissing the
warm white skin.

“Well, | suppose my girl Jane might look
just as good in such ciothes as them. But she
wouldn't no more spesk to Jane than as if
the girl wasu't human, Andas fora poor
maxn, he might pour Lis life out for her purty
face and she wouldn't give him alook. A
few dollars and a suit of clothes makes the

“What's she laughin' at 7 sead the tall man,
taking his clay pipe from his mouth.

“Can't you see! There’s the boy standin’
jist beyond her. Breton’s young hopeful.
Nothin® less than the biggest kind of game
for ber, I callate.”

“] never seen him before,” remarked the
third man. reverentiallv. “I s'pose he'll be
our bees some day.”

“He's been to college polishin® up his wits,
"Taint goin' to be so casy as it was to grind
the poor. The old man now didn't need no
extra schoolin®.”

“] gint so sure now,” said the tall man,
blowing out a wreath of smoke. *““The boy
looks more kind about his mouth and eyes.
See him look at the girl. 1 cal'late she don't
think he's very bad™

“Wait till be gets his beel on the necks of
a thousand of us, us his {ather has. Wait
till he finds we aint got a penny ahead, nor
a spot of God’s earth for our own, but lio at
bis mercy. See how kind helll bhe then.
*Taint the nature of the beast, Bill Rogers.™

Bill Rogers took & long look at the slight
form of the will owner's son—at his fresh,
goung face and small, pleasant black eyes.
“I wish the lad Lad a chance. I believe 1'd
trust him, Graves. Hadn't we better be
startin'? The nie=tin’ will begin purty soon.”

“What's the Lurry! Curran is always late
himself. Well, comae along, then.”

Just now Mr, Breton is leaning lightly on
the mautel unear one of hbis pet heirlooins—
thesiver candelabra. Near him stands o tall,
elegantly formed penileman, ouly a trifle
past middie age, whese clear chiseled inouth
has the merest hint of a smile on it, as if he
had just said something bright. It wasasmile
ho always wore when he had spoken—a smits
with an edge to it. But Mr. Ellingsworth
had to make that smile do good service, for
he never lanshal The funniest jokes bhad
been told him—tie most ridiculous situations
deacribed 1o him—but Le only smiled.

“What ain 1 going o do with the boy
Mr. Breton’s voice was always lond and
sharp ss if making itself heard above the
roaring of hismilis. *“Why, marry him to
your daughter the first thing. Eh! Philipf”
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“Why, marry him to your dauwghler the
Jirst thing.”

Would she be angry, proud and reserved
as she was?! Dhilip shot a furtive glance at
Bertha as she sat st the piano idly turning
over the music sheets. But the girl might
net have Leard, not a shade of expression
changed o ber face. It might as well have
been the sources of the Niie they were dis-
cussing so far as she was concerned, appar-
ently, but as she pressad her white hand on
the music sheet to keep it open, her lover's
eves softencd at the flash of their betrothal
diamond.

“] should think your hands must be pretty
full already,” suggested Mr. Ellingsworth in
tke low smooth tone, as much a part of his
siyle as the cut of his black coat, “with a
thousand unreasonabie beings down in your
factories. And by the way, I hear that
Labor is claiming its rights, with a big
L. Asif anvbody bad any rights, except by
accidmt.”

“Skeptical as ever, Ellingsworth,” said the
mill owner with all a practical man's distaste
for a thing so destructive to industry. “But
n¢,, 1 get along easily enough with my help if
qaacks and tramps would only keep out of
the way; though there is wome kind of an
mgitation meeting to-night; somebody is
raising the mischief among them. 1 wish I
kpew who it was,” and Mr. Breton looked
impatiently around the room as if he hoped
to seize the incendiary in soine corner of his
©OWn parior.

¥e met Bertka's blue eyes wide cpen in &
neww intevest. She had hall turned from the

piano, but hor siceve was caught back on the
elinof v kevboard, revealing the fair fall
conioar o ber arm, which glistened whiter
thaa to ivory beneath it

“A mvstery, how charming!™ she smiled;
*lot s

picture him: tall, with clustering
auburi Lnir on his godlike bead™——

“Pish—excuse me, my dear—but more
likely the fellow issome low, drunken jail-
bird you would be afraid to pass on the
mmSnme day they will find out there is
no making working people uneasy.
They wani the work, and they ought to be
glad the work wants them. Their interests
are identical with ours.”

‘“No doubt,” assented Mr. Ellingsworth, in
his suavest tones, that seemed 100 smooth for
satire, *‘but perhaps they think you get too
large a share of the dividends ™

“You like to round your sentences pretty
well,” retorted Mr. Breton, flushing slightly,
“but do you mean to say you, of all men,

ize with this labor reform nonsense®

Ellingsworth smiled and shruz-ed his
shapely shoulders just visibly.

“You ought to know me, Mr. Breton. 1
sympathize with—nobody. It is too much
trouble. And as for the sufferings of the
Jower classes—they may be very pitiable—but
1 don't see how the nether millstone can belp

itself, or for that matter be helped either.”

Then he gianced euriously toward the v'eno.

*Why, where are our young people?”

After considerable dumb show Bertha had
become aware that Philip had some intelli-
gence of a startling nature to communicate.
So it happened that, at the moment Mr.

i inquired for them, the young
people stood just inside the door of the cozy
little room called “‘the study.”

night, Bertha; I am going tothat labor meet-
ing. I want to see the business from the in-
gide, when the public show isn’t going on.”

The girl looked at him in astonishment.
“They won't let you in.”

*““That's just where the fun iscoming. Itis
going to be better th:  all the college devil-
try, and—wait here two minutes and I'll
show you.”

Book shelves ran up to the ceiling on theside
of the room, opposite the door. A long of-
fice table stretched across the center almost
to the high window looking toward the
strect. But all the business associations did
not oppress this elegant young woman, who
threw herself in luxurious abandon into the
solitary easy chair. She apparently did not
find love very disturbing. No doubt she only
smiled at its poems, fervid with a passion un-
known to her calm, even life. Her voung
lover had often been frightened at the firm
outline of the cold red lips, with never a
thought of kisses on them, and at the sprite-
like unconsciousness of her blue eyes that
looked curiously at him when love softened
his voice and glorified kis face. She was not
listening for his returnin; footsteps, not ono
line of eagerness or of sus ense was on the
dispassionate face, while she played with the
flashing jewel her lover had placed long ago
on her tinger,

The door opens behind ber, but she does not
turn her head—no doubt he will come in
front of her if he wislie to be—there ho is, a
slight figure, looking very odd and disagree-
able in the soiled and ill fitting clothes he has
put on, with no collar or cuffs, but a blue
flannel shirt open a button or two at his neck.
His faded pantaloons were roughly thrust
into the tops of an immense pair of cowhide
boots which apparently had pever been so
much as shadowed by a box of biacking. His
black eves sparkle us he bolds out to Ler a
bandless felt hat which shows the marks of a
long and varied history. Bertha looked at
bim in dull distaste. What a poor mouth he
had, and bhow unpleasautly his face wrinkled
when he smiled.

“] wouldn't ever do this again,” she said
coldly.

A hurt look came into his eves; he dropped
his hat on the floor and was turning dejectald-
Iy away.

The fun was all gone, and her words and
her Jook he knew would come back to bim a
thousand times when he should be alune.
But she put out her hand to him like tke
scepter of a queen. *“Never mind—you will
generally wear better clothes than these,
won't youi”

“Buat I wouldn't like to have that make
any difference,"” said Philip, looking wistfully
at the cool white hand he held. “*Supposing
1 was poor™—

She drew her hand away impatiently. If
he had Enown how he looked then, he would
have chosen another time for his lover's fool-

“Don’t get poor. 1 like pretty things and
graceful manners and elegant surroundings;
that is the way [ am made. I should suffo-
cate if I didu't bave them.”

“But,” urged Philip uneasily, “youcouldn’t
love anybody but e, could you?"

She smiled charmingly. *You must not
let me!” Then she rose asif to dismiss the
subject. ‘‘Are you all readyf”

In a minute more he was, after he had
fastencd on his yellow whiskers and bronzed
over his face and meck and white wrists
“Your own father wouldn't know vou!" she
laughed, as they opened the outer door.
Philip went down two steps.

*“You shake the foundation with those
boots.” He was quite recovering his spirits,
now that she was so kind with him. “And
yvou will tell me all about it, and whether the
leader has anburn hair as I said! How long
before you will come back—an hour! Well,
I'll be here as long as that.™

He pulled his great hat well dowi over Lis
eyes and started, but at the gate he turned to
look back.

Bertha stood in the doorway, tall and
queenly, the red gold of her hair glistening
in the light like a balo abont her head. He
could not catch the look in ber face, but as
ehe stood she raised her haund to her lips
and threw him a kiss with a gesture of ex-
uisite grace.

Ina moment more he heard her at the
piano, and he triel to keep clumsy step to
thestrain from “La Traviata” that came
throbbing after him,

CHAFPTER IL
MASQUERADIXG.

Philip pusbed open the door of Market
Lull and looked in. About sixty men were
scattered over the benches in all conceivable
positions. A number held pipes between
their teeth, filling the room with the rank
smoke of the strongest and blackest tobacco,
Here and there two men appropriated a
whole bench, one at each end, for a sofa. But
more of them were settled down on the small
of their backs, with theiwr knees braced
against the bench in front. He saw in a mo-
ment that, though be was worse dressed than
any of them, vet there was a difference in
kind also. There was more meaning in one
wrinkle on their well worn coats than in all
his ingenious paraphernalia. He felt ashamed
in the presence of these pathetic realities, and
turnad to go back, but his great bocts creaked
incautiously. Only two or three looked
around; a poor man more or less does not
count for much with the poor or with the
rich. Two or three grave, worn faces, two
or three pairs of tired, hopeless eyes rebuked
him unconsciously for the idle freak that
brought him there. What right had he there,
who =ame out of curiosity to watch the un-
bealthy symptoms of the diseass called pov-
erty! What an insult to their bitter needs
were his mock trimmings, in which be came
nxe one masquerading among a gra‘evard
full of ghosts!

“Hold on, friend, ve needn’t go,” aud a
long whiskered man beckoned to him.

He found his way toaseat with a hang
dog air, the best piece of acting he had done
yet. The same stolid look was on this man’s
face, bleached to a settled paleness from the
confinement of years in the walls of the mills,
and there was a bitterness about the mouth
and nostrils as if be had not kissed the rod
that smote him.

*XNo call to be shamed, young man. I sup-
pose them's the best clothes yon got. Your
heart may be just as whiteas if you had a
better livin'.”

The poor don't talk except when they have
something to say. So Philip said nothing, to
act in character.

“I suppose wyou think you're pretty hard
up,” resumed the big whiskered man, who
was no other than Graves, the man who had
pecrad into his companion’s parlor window
only an hour ago. And he glanced signifi-
nl;antly at Philip's boots and soiled panta-

aOnus,

“Jest look at that little chap over yonder,
all bowed up. He don't look very hearty,
does be! Up to his house there's a wife all
faded and broken, and two little cripples for
children, & whinin’ and a screechin’ from
mornin’ to-night. He would chop his head
off to help them, but he is slow and weak,
and don’t git but ninety cents a day, and he
can't save them babies a single ache, nor ease
their poor misshapen little bones one twinge.
It takes every penn

Graves looked about him.
that lean faced man with the hurt arm, at
the end cf the seat ye're on! Well, he's
the smartest little boy in town. All he
wanted was schoolin’, and his father and
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“] am going to have some high fun to- |

A man who sat bead and

steel blue eyes piercing him like a sword
“Men,” he began. Then he stopped speak-
ing a moment. “Yes, men you are, in spite

shall be fully realized
time is coming when the work shall not be on
one side and the reward on the other. We

our masters. Not alwayrs shall the poor rise
early and toil late, wear their skin till it be
shriveled like parchmen’ and their bodiestill
they be ready to droup into the grave for
weariness, only to pluck the fruit of God's
bountiful earth for the lips of the idle and the
proud to taste. The gracious favors of ten
thousand smiling hiils and valleys are gath-
ored only for the few, and those whose arro-
ganceand hardness of beart have least de-
sarved them. And they tell us it must be so;
that the few who are more capable and pru-
dent should thus be rewarded for their
superiority. They point to six thousand
years' oppression of the poor, and say
what has been must be. Yes, for six
thousand years the groans of the poor have
gone up, and as long the few, for whom alone
all the beauty and boanty of the great earth
w-mad to blossom, bave answered with
.urses and contempt.” Now his magnificent
rhest seemed to expand; his voice lust its pa-

thetic tone and rang out like a trumpet.
“But the knowledge they have given to
inake us better slaves is bursting our fetters
before their frightened eyes. The astonished
people see at last the biack and monstrous in-
justice of theirsubjection. They have num-
bered their hosts, as countless as the sands of
thesea. It is the strength of their arms bas
girdled the earth with unceasing streams of
wealth. It is the ingenuity of their brains
has barnessed each of the untamed forces of
nature to service. The infinite number of
their cunning fingers has woven the fabrics
to clothe Christendom, and their red blood
out on a thousamd battlefields has

poured
bought vain triumphs for the pride of their '
luas‘an‘ *» *

His lips suddenly curled in majestic scorn.
“And how long will your patient, calloused
hands build palaces for the great, while you
live in hovels? Ought not such strong armns
as yours be able to win enough to make one
mixlest home happy, if you were not robbed!?
Tiwe world is full of cheap comforts; the
harvests are boundless, the storehouses burst-
ing, but each worthless pauper has as good a
share as you who make the wealth. You cause
the inerease: vour hands till the teeming lands
and work the tireless looms. Your shoul-
ders bow beneath the products of your toil
—like imnuzzled oxen beating out the grain for
unpitying masters. Why will you endure it!
They tell you it is only right; their books

| man and still 2 weaver.

teach gentle submission; their ofly tonguod |

speakers soothe you with proverbs and con-

soling maxims. but all the wise men of cen- |
turies and all the hundred thousand printing |
presses of today, heaping up books in every |

language like a new tower of Babel, cannot
turu a lie into the truth.”
Philip sat leaning forward, his eyes fixed

on the speaker in a strange excitement. Cur-

ran's words came into his soul like molten
fire, consuming the chafl of yearsand leav-
ing a path of light behind. He was full of

wonder that he had been blind so long, mixed |
| Philin incoherently. The man stared at him
forgotten how he had come there, and felta |
sudden desire to take the hand of every poor |

with joy at his new piercing vision. He had

man in the room and pledge him his help.
But no ons seemed touched as he was. The
same hard look was on each face, the mask
the poor assume to cover their distress, but
the eyves of them all were centered on their
orator.

“But you are poor, and with your wives
and children are hungry for even the crust

! foor.

| six month,

and waited for his unwilling guest to go ic
before him. Thopmm‘shmt'.s:m
in the unwonted exercise of hospitality.

With an ungracious frown on his face
Philip entered the dimly lighted room, his
great boots sounding with startling effect on
the bare floor. The top heavy kerosene lamp
was turned down, but with the heartiness of
a true host, Graves turned up the lamp so
that Philip could look about h'in. There was
little enough to see—a round pine table with
a little blue, cracked crokery on it, a rusty
cooking stove, two or three dingy, unpainted
chairs, a high backed rocking chair, with a
faded, shapeless chintz cushion, and what
seemed to be a sofa in one corner.

At first Philip thought the room had been '

unoccupied, but as Graves turned un the
lamp a trifie more he saw it wasa woman
lying upon the sofa—a woman with sunken
black eyes and wan, colorless cheoks, whose

loosely bound bair, gray before its time, fell .

dlown over her shoulders.

“The woman is sick, or she'd get up and |
speak to you,” said Graves, with a new gen- |
tleness in his voice, as he looked at the wife
of his youth. *They say she migist get well |

if we could pay doctors’ bills. Eb, Jennief”
The girl who stood in the doorway had her
mother’s eyes, not guite large enough, but
with a rare sheen in them; it might be her
wother's face, too, but with the Lloom of
perfect health lightening up its olive,
Involuntarily he rose to his feet and
bowed, but as the girl only seamed to regard
Lim &s one might lock ata circus tumbler,
Philip relapsed into his seat, in the humilia-
tion beauty can put upon the greatest of us.
*Nothin’ but cold potatoes! Well, I guess

, they'll do with a little salt and & piece of

bread.

*Did Curran speak " asked the girl.

“Yes,” answered Philip. And who is he
—a common laborer!” Thei he bit his lip.

But nobody took ofense, no one suspectad
their guest of being anything above a com-
mon laborer.

“Quly a laborer,” anawered Graves, *“‘a
weaver, but be's got some book knowledze
somehow. There aint many can beat bhim
at talkin’, is there:"

The girl's eyes were on Philip now, impa-
tient, as he fancied, even for his poor tribute
to her lover’s praise.

“He is wonderful,” hs assented, *'but what
I don't understand is, that he can be such a
Where did he learn
it ali™

“Have you got enough to eat? Well,
knowledge has got pretty well through all
classes now, for those as wants it. It's there
for all who have eyes or ears forit. Why,
friend, where have you been all your lif:!
Bruins snd hearts don't go by station. 1've
found smarter men fn shops and i:tiils than
most we send to There's i ousands
iike Curran, if they only got the stirriu’ he's
bad some way. Now, Jane, it's about time
you got this man’s bed ready.”

hilip's heart jumped. Of course be
couldn't stay, but wiat excuse could be give
for coming at all, then!

“Ba you lookin' for a job:" asked Graves,
after his danghter had left them.

it occurred to Philip that he had one, if he
wanted it—to put one spark of happiness
into such lives as these, but he nodded. The
man looked him over rather disparagingly.

“Weil, wash yourself up and black your
boots a bit, nnd I guess [ can do somethin’
for yon in the mill. It's bard work and
small pay, but we never had better, you and
me. We don’t well know what we miss bein’
poor, we miss it such a big ways,”

“How long has Curran lived here!” ask: |

& moment.

*Oh! Curran, he ain’t been bhere more'n a
He aint got no folks; he lives
down to one of them factory boardin’ he 1ss,

| but don’t have no fricnds, or talk about any-

of bread your masterscast you. Though you |

were a million to one, you are heid to their

service, no matter how unjust, by the daily

recuiring facts of hunger and cold,

Louk! |

the ficlds are white with their harvests, the '
shops filled with their cloths, but the law |
nuakers and their pitiless police are in their

pay, and you must bow your meek necks and
thank vour masters humbly for the trifie
theis greed vouchsafes you.”

I*hilip's heart thbumped painfuolly within his
faded soail.  Could vaespeaker give no hopo
Lo the weetched listeners banging on his lips?
Musl they evinge forever al the foot of
powerd  Their thin, worn hands made the
bread, but it wassaacehed from their mouths
sl ddold out in scanty allowance as the
prize of hopreless slavery.,  He had never seen
17 belore,

“Who is ke!” he whispered to his compan-
iva. The mun did not even tura his face
feoun Lhe speaker.

“iti= Carran. He belongs to the Labor
lengue.” This, then, wus the agitator his fa-
thor spoke of. And Bertha bad pictured him
right!ly, with his ciustering auburn hair. For
a moment he stood siient, while under the
divine light in his eves the sonls of each one
ripened for his next words,

“Alone you can do nothing, but united we
can shake the world, and all over the land
the oppressed are banding together.
weak now, but when the long stifled voice of

your wrongs fluds utterance, the answering |

mwoans of millions will rouse yoursouls to the
resistless martyr pitch, Then it will seem
sweet to die—yes, to starve—with your dear
ones about you inspired with the same en-
thusiasm. When the generation is born
which dare starve but has forgotten how to
¥ield, and even for the bread of life will not
sell its children into eternal slavery, then
will the gold of the rich rot worthless in
their white hands till they divide with us our
common beritage.”

He stopped and sat down, and as his en- |
thusiasm faded from his face, Philip saw he |

was not handsome. The eyes that had seemed
s0 wonderful were too deep seated beneath
his heavy brows, and his smooth shaved face
was scarred from exposure tosun and storm;

yet, while he had been speaking, pity and di- !
vine wrath in turn melting and burning in |

his eves and lighting up his rugged cheeks,
be had seemed beautiful, like an archangel.

The audience sat in silence a moment, then
one man shuffled his feet uneasily, then an-
other, and then =&ll rose listlessly to their
feet. Philip thought their zest in life had
gone so long ago that they did not even miss
it; then he remembered what his life was,
bright as a June morning. Did God love
him so much better than these weary crea-
tures, whose onlv refuge was in hopeless-
ness! Then he thought of Bertha waiting
for him, and he hurried out, glad that he
seemed to be escaping notice.  Where was
the funny adventure he had to tell his sweet-
heart?! A new world had been revealed to
him; a world within the world he had played
with, that knew no sach thing as mirth, but
fed forever on bitter realities, and his little
spark of happiness seemed smothered in its
black night. Each oue must have a family
circle of his own. There were hungry eyes
that looked to him for the cheer his poor
heart wastoodead togive. Suddenly a heavy
hand was laid on his shoulder.

“Praps you aint got no place to go to,
friend.” It was his big whiskered compan-
ion in the hall, Graves.

“I sort o' liked your looks in the meetin’
to-night, and you're welcome to a bed at my
bouse if you want it.”

“0Oh, no,” stumbled Philip, at his wit's ead.

“Oh, no! Why not, then? Where be you
goin’ to stay!” and the man took his bhand
from the young man’s shoulder and eyed him
suspiciously. *“Why, ho wanted to go home
and lay off his mas:uerade forever. Bertha,
all radiant in all t:2 wealth can addto
beauty, was awaiting Li:n. He bad so much
to tell ber,” but he Lad nothing to say aloud.

“I won't take no refusal,” insisted the man,
taking Philip by the arm. *‘No words; Jane
will get along easy wit: an extra for once.
I presume you’ve slept in wuss places.”

CHAPTER IIL
AN UNWILLING GUESTY.

Philip t ‘things were going a little
too far, and as he walked along with his un-
desirable host he began to plan escapes.

Up on the hill to his left he could see, now
and then, between the houses, his own home
and the lights in its window streaming wel-
come to him. The tense mood relaxed in
him, old habits of thought and association

Wasmn't it written in all the boaks of political
eeguomy that—put Gravey opemed the door

Weare |

thin' but what you beard to-night. But it
all useless.™ Graves looked gloomily on the
“Weaint 2ot no show: the rich ace
too many for us. I zuess its human nature
for one man to boss the erowd, or it wouldn't
e always beea so. There's the girl, she’ll
show vou where to sleep.  Be up early in the
mornin’, now,"

The only courss for him sesined to be to
follow the girl, and Philip rose to his foet,

“tiroodd night.,” he said, The sick woman
opened Ler eves in sarprise.  Such people
they found no time for amenities in
dreary home. Graves lookad around,

“What! Oh, yes, gowiby, but I'm goin' to
se¢ yvou in the mornin’.”

His bedroom, on which the roof encroached

| greedily, was newly whitewashed, or else was

!
|

| seldom  wsedd

His lamp sat on a wonden
chair with no back to it, crowded by atin
wash basin, with his portion of water half
filifng it,and a round black ball of soap.
Tken Philip turned to look at the bed they
had made for himm ona siat bedstead with
Jow beadboard but not <o low as the thin
pillow. How many times muest auybody
doubile the pillow to make it {it for Lis head?
For a eounterpane was the girl's plaid shawl;
Le bad seen it on a pail down stairs.  Poor
little girl, she would want it very early in
the morning. Then he glanced in the eight
by ten looking glass that hung ou the white
wall. Disguised! his own father wounld not
have known him, and he had a sensation of
double cousciousness as he saw bis own re-
flection. Perlaps Graves was disguised oo,
and all the ill dressad men he had seen tiat
evening, who suffered as much in  their
wretched lives as he could, who could
enjoy all that brightened his own life
a3  much., And clothes made the
diifercnce between him and them, apparent-
Iy, perhaps really. The world mansged ac-
cording to the clothes standard—{or the man

! who could borrow a broadeloth suit, com-

forts, consideration, happiness—for the man
in overalls, weary days, cheerless houses,
lunger and—bah. Phillip pulled off his
great boots and threw them angrily acros
the room; he did not know what to make of
itall
He did not propose to spend the night i

of course, and (1ce the family and kis job i
the mill in the morning, but he might as
well lie down till the house was usleep and
escape became possible,  But ke could not
lie down with all his paint on and spwil
the poor little pillow. So he takes off his
yellow whiskers, and akes such good use
of the basin of waicrand the ball of soap
that when he mnex. Inoked in the little
mirror ke saw no longer the road dusty
tramp, but the fresh, kindly face of a young
man who has never tasted of the bitter foun-
tains of life. He started as if he had been
shot; the windows had no curtains, and any
passerby might have seen his transforma-
tion. Then came a heavy step on the stairs,
He blew our the lizht and buried himselfl in

the bediei: tus. Ina moment more the door
pened and irailip was breathing heavily.
“Asleep” it was the voice of his host.

“Well, I s'pose the morning will do. FPretty
tired, I guess; wonder how far he came to-
day?" and Graves closed the door after hirg
and went down stairs again.

Of course Philip was not going to sleep, but
there would be no bharm in just closing his
eyves, he could think so much better.

Here he was drinking in the very life of
the poor, a strange, teirible life he had never
really imagined before. He had seen how
woi and broken were their men, and rea i
the pathetic lines [ despair and sullen
wretchedness writ! « on their faces, as if in
silent reproach to the providence that had
inflicted the unsoftened curse of life on them.
He bad seen, too, their hapless girlhond,
which beauty cannot cheer, which love only
makes blacker, as the path of lightning a
starless night. And their sick, too, with no
nursing, no gentle words, no comforts to as-
suage one hour of pain. Then he seemed to
bo in the hall once more, and thrilling under
the eloguence of the man Curran. Suddenly
he opened his eyes wide, It could not be he
was going tosleep, the bed was too bard—
absurd—there could be no danger. But in
five minutes the heir of the Breton mills was
sound asleen in Jobkn Giraves' garret room.

How long he bad slept Philip bad no niore
idea than Rip Van Winkle on a former occa-
sion; indeed it took him a ridiculously long
time to separate dreams and facts enough to
get his baarings. Was that moonlight in the
east, or davwn! Perhaps the family were all
up and escape would be impossible. He
bounded to his feet and clutched at his false
whiskers, but alas! his paint was all dis-
solved in the tin basin. His only chance was
in getting away unnoticed, and in two nin-
utes more he wus groping out of his lifti
room and down the tteep stairs, boots in
hand. He slowly opencd the door into the
sitting room. What if Graves stood withun
curiousiy watching. An odd guest, this,
stealing out beforedaybreak. Again 1’hii
wished he had stayed at home that nigl1

Thank God! no one was in the room. . :
was the cracked, rus*y stove and the sa: 14
sick woman bad lain upon; there was Uin
dish of cold potatoes on the table gn:d tie
chair he bad sat in while be tried to eat. Bu:
somebody must be up in the inner rooin; u
stream of light made s white track through
the half onzss goor. Would that bolt never

1t slipped with a vengeance, and
mupm-wtmmmmmu
terror. The lizht streak on the floor began
to move, and in a ‘moment more a white
figure stood on the threshold of the bed
room. It was Jane Graves, with her long
black hair about her neck and white night

postant inveution—i. €., “‘the et way of
trapspuiling pickaninnies.’”” Ot the nexs
day a wule appeared in eolumn coversd
bya blanket with two pockets on ench

side, cach containing alittle negro. Very
soon uld tent flies or st CANYVASS Wi

tu~l instead of the blanket, and often ten '

dress, and her eyes glistening brightly. BShe
beld the lamp above her head, and let her
drapery cling as fondly as it chose about a
form that would have charmed a sculptor.
As she listened he could see her wavy hair
rise and fall over her beating heart. Would
she notice the open stair door and come for-
ward! What then! He must push her rude- .
Iy to one side, He imagined her startled '
screams and the fatber's figure hurrying into
the seene from another room to seize the in-
terioper. No, she returns to her room. in '
another instant he has opened the door and |
is walking along the street. His escape was |
well titued, for the gray dawn of another day
of toil and weariness is creeping over the
factorv village.

The houses were all alike, the front doors
Fast as soiled, the steps equally worn, the
paint the same choerless yellow to a shade,
Turough the windows of one of them be
caught 2 glings:+ of a tall gaunt woman
building the kitclien tire, her face and form
lizhted up by the fiames she wus nursing.
His ready imagination pictured the wan-
featured man who must be her busband, out
of whose eyes had faded s> many years ago
the last lingering gleam of tenderness. He
imagined their old faced, joyless children be-
grudged the scant play hours of childhood.

behind them &ll, he pictured a long
line of special wants and sorrows, the cam-

I* was Jane Gruves.

panions of their days, the specters of their
nights. Their houses looked all alike as he
walkod along, so their lives might scom  just
alike at first thought. Ten hows for each in
the same mills—who got almost the same
pittance for their hot work—and must spend
their pennies for nlmost the same necessitios.
But infinite must be the diversities of their
suffering.

1 To be Coniinued, s

SCYTHE SONG.
Stalwart mowers, brown and lithe,

Over sunimer meads abloom,
Wielding fast the whispering scythe,

Where iz all the old perfame?
Breathes it yet in teader gloom,

Soft through hzdes’ twilizht air?
Where hath summiertide hes tomb?
Hush, the scythe sava, where, ah wheral

Comnie s the lonz blede gleaming cold
Where the garden sround is spread—
Rays of pearl on crowns of gold,
Daini v daisies, white and red?
Dames that o'er them once would tread,
Damsela blithe and debonair,
“Vhere i all your sweetness fled?
Hush, the scythe says, where, ah where!

Tihme! who kst and giv'st again
Al thin s bitter, some things sweet,
Must we (ollow, all in vain
Follow still those phantom feet?
Is there not some grass grown street,
Some old, yew-begict parterre,
Where our dreams amd 1.¢ may meet?
Hush, the scythe says, where, ah where!
—Longman's Magazine

AN OLD INDIAN FIGHTER.

Hurrifying Coolnesa With Which He Gave
the Detailn of the Denth of His Foes.

I suppose a soldier in battle but rarely
knows that Le has actually shot a man,
but one of these old Indian fighters sits
down after dinner, over a pipe, and re-
lates to you with quite horrifying coolness
every detail of the death which his rifle
and his sure eyes dealt to an Indian; and
when this one, stroking meanwhile the
head of a little boy, who was standing at
his kiees, described to me how he lay on
the grass aud took aim at a tall chief, who
was, in the moonlight, trying to steal a
boat from a party of gold seekers, and
how, at the crack of lLis rifle, the Indian
fell his whole length in the boat and never
stirred agzin, I confess I was dumb with
amazement. The tragedy lLiad not even
the dignity of an event in a man's life.
e shot Indians as he ate his dinner,
plainly as a mere matter of course; nor
wus he a brute, but a kindly, honest, good
fellow, not in the least Lloodthirsty.

One of these very Indian fighters is
now sitting before me. 1 have been ac-
quainted with him for years, and I know
him to be a good, kind hearted man, and
the idol of the little curly heads who
cluster at his knees. He does not look at
all as I imagined a murderer would look;
he is dignified as well as good bearted—in
fact, there is nothing different in his ap-
pearance and manner from those of any
other well meaning citizen. And yet he
has just been telling me, with a slight,
satisfled smile playing over his lips as he
spoke, how he once hanged an Indian and
again how l:e cut the throat of another.

I am not at all afraid of him, though I
must acknowledge that he makes me
shudder: but as we think over the matter
I wonder all the samne—and yet in the
south, and all over the sea, I have looked
upon some strange, sad scenes, in which
blood was not wanting. Am I disgusted
when he tells me how he once cut a steak
with his bowie knife out of an old Indian?
Yes—Dbut there he stands before me, and
I must say that he does not at all look
like a butcher.—A. G. Tassin in Overland
Monthly.

Smoking Under Water.

“Do you know how that trick of smok-
ing under water is done?’’ asked a show-
man the other day. *‘You'll see it tried
inthe swimming tanks. It looks strange,
I admit, to see & man go under water
with a lighted cigar in his mouth, smoke
calmly at the bottom, and come to the
surface with the cigar burning as nicely
as if he were smoking in his easy chair.
It is a trick, but it requires practice. I
used to be quite proficient at it. Just as
I threw myself backward te go down, I
would flip the cigar end for end with my
tongue and upper lip and get the lighted
end in my mouth, closing my lips water-
tight around it. A little slippery elm
juice gargled before going in prevents
any accidental burning of the meouth.
Going slowly down backward, I would
lie at full length on the bottom of the
tank and blow smoke through the cut end
of the cigar. Just as I reached the sur-
face again another flip reversed the cigar,
and there I was smoking calmly. The re-
versing is done so quickly that nobody no-
tices it."’—Philadelphia Call.

The Intelligence of Birds.

Dr. Charles C. Abbott says that in ex-
perimenting on the intelligence of birds
when he girdled branches on which birds
had built their nests, causing the foliage
to shrivel, exposing their nests, althongh
they had laid their eggs they would aban-
don them; but if the nests already con-
tained young birds, notwithstanding the
exposure, they would remain until the
young were able to fly. He placed a num-
ber of pieces of woolen yarn—red, yellow,
purple, green and gray in color—near a
tree in which a conple of Baltimore ori-
oles wery building a nest. The pieces of
yarn were all exactly alike except in color.
There was an equal number of each color,
and the red and yellow were purposely
placed on the top. The birds chose only
the ﬁ“ picces, putting in a few purple
and blue ones when the nest was nearly
finished. Not a red, yellow or green
strand was used. —Chicago News.

Plekaainny Tramsportation in Georgin.

One day a large family of slaves came
through the fields to join ns. The hend
of the family, a venerable uezro, wua
mounted on &8 mule, and safeiy stowed
away behind him in pockets or bags at-
tached to the blanket which covered the
mule were two little pickaninnies, one on

or litteen pockets were attached to ench
side, =0 that nothing of the mule was vis-
il:le eacept the head, tail and feet, all else
being covered by the black woolly Leads
and Lright shining eves of the little Gar-
kies. Occsionally a cow was made to
take the place of the mules; this waq., p
decrled improvement, as the cow ur-
nished rutions as well as trausportation
tor the bab.es.—James Lape Allen in The
Cuntury.

Fetich Fuith in Westorn Africa.

Max Muller says: ““We may fancy our-
selves secure azaninst the fetich worship of
the poor negro, but there are few if any
amoag us who have not their fetich or
idol, eitker in their church or their heart.
The negro's religion is not belief in the
power of the fetich, but belief in the power
of the spirit throngh which the fetich is of
effect.”

One important thought in particular is
not peculiar to fetich faith, but is mixed
with the religions of most people; but the
negro suffers more than any other man
from the fear of ghosts. “In the foaming
water, in the dazzling lichtning, in the
murmus ing wind he sees the working of
self existing spiritual beings. And why
should we deprive an anxious human
heart of the comforting faith theg & piece
of hide or a dried snake lend _.arefully
wrapped up and worn about tise body ecan
protect him?'—H. Nipperdsy in Popular
Science Munthly.

Power of a Kind Vaice.

There i8 no power of love so hard to get
and keep as a kind voice. A kind band is
deaf and dumb. It may bLe rough in flesh
and hlood, yet do the work of a soft heart
and do it with a =oft touch. But there is
no one thing that iove 20 much needs as
& sweet volce to tell what it means and
feels; and it is bard to get and keep it in
the rvight tone. One must start in youth
and be on the watch night and day, at
work and play, to get sud keep a voice
that shall speak at all times the thoughts
of a kind heart. It Is often in youth that
one gets a voice or a tone that is sharp.
and sticks to him throngh life. and <tirs
ap ill will and grief, and falls like a drop
of gall on the sweet joys of home. Watch
it day by day as a pearl of great price, for
it will e worth more to yon indays o
come than the best pearl hid in the sea.
A kind voice is to the heart what light is
to the eye. It is a light that sings as well
as shines.—-Fliku Burritt.

A New Advertising Dudge.

The latest advertising dodge is to strew
about the sidewalks bogus purses, from
which hogus bills stick out, the idea being
that the pecple who pick them up will
have their atiention drawn to the adver-
tisements printed on them. *“I don't
think much of that scheme," said a gen-
tlernan who 1s not wholly insensible to the
charms of mouey. “Do you think I am
roing to patronize a maa who trifles with
mv fluest feelings®''—Torento Globe.

Never Dined Before.

Said an English woman of rank to an
American lady: ‘“Was Buffalo Bill in-
vited to dine out much when he was in
Now York?' ““‘He never dined in his life
till ke came to London,” was the reply,
‘“svhen he was at homo ‘he had something
to eat’ at 12 o'clock.’’—Detroit Free Press.

Worth Knowing.

Mr. W. H. Morgun, merchant, Lake
City, Fla., was taken with a severe cold,
attended with a distressing cough and
running into consumption in its first
stages. He tried many so-called popu-
lar ecough remedies and steadily grew
worse. Was reduced in flesh, had diffi-
culty in breathing and was unable to
sleep. Finally tried Dr. King's New
Discovery for consumption and found
immediate relief, and after using about
a balf dozen bottles found himself well
and has had no return of the disease.
No other remedy ecan show so grand a
record of curea, as Dr. King's New Dis-
covery for consumption guaranteed to
do just what is claimed for it,—Trial
bottle free at Dowty & Becher’s drug
slore.

Better spare to have thy own, than ask
of other men.

A positive cure for liver and kilney
troubles, constipation, sick and nervous
headache and all blood diseases is
“Moore's Tree of Life.” Try it. Sold
by Dr. A. Heintz.

There is more talk than tronble.

Any person who is effected with Tet-
ter, Salt Rheum or any itching or smart-
ing skin disease, had better try Cham-
berlein's Eye and Skin Ointment. They
will certainly never regret it. It is
guaranteed to give saticfaction. Sold by
Dowty & Becher.

Anill agmment-i: better l!u;u a good
judgment.

Worth Your Attention.

Cut this out and mail it te Allen & CUa, Au-
gusta, Maine, who will send you free, something
new, that just coins mo_ey for all workera, A=
wonderful as the electric light, as gennine as
pure gold, it will prove of lifelong vaulue and
importance to you. Both sexes, all ages. Allen
& Co. hear expense of starting you in business,
It will bring you in more ecash, right away, than
anything else in this worlldl, Anyone snywhere
can do the wark, and live at home also. Better
write at once; then, knowing all, shonld yon
conclode that you don't eare to engage, why no
harm is done. =y

Good words quench more than a buck
et of water.

Try Moore's headache cure, it beats
the world. For sale by Dr. A. Heintz

It eosts more to do ill than to do well.

Renews Her Youth.

Mrs. Phebe Chesley, Peterson, Clay
county, Iowa, tells the following remark-
able story, the truth of which is vouch-
ed for by the residents of the town: “I
am 73 years old, have been troubled
with kidney complaint and lameness for
many Yyears; could not dress my-
self without help. Now [ am free
from all pain and soreness, and am able
to do all my own housework. I owe my
thanks to Electric Bitters for having
renewed my youth, and removed com-
pletely all disease and pain.” Try a
bottle, 50 cents and 81 at Dowty %
Becher's drug store.

Good cheap is dear.

A conflict for possession. When your
system becomes disordered do not let
sickness or disease take possession. Take
St. Patrick’s Pills at once. They act
promptly, cure costiveness and bilious

disorders. They ward off diseases and
tone up the whole system. Sold by
Dowty & Becher.

The beast that goes away, never wants
blows.

Dr. L. Rader, of Fulton, Kan., says: “I
have been practicing medicine for 27
years. Many times I have prescribed
Chamberlain’s Cough Remedy and do
not believe it has an equal in the mar-
ket.” It is a certain cure for Coughs,
Colds and Hoarseness. It is a splendid
expectorant. It contains no opium,
chloroform or any injurous substance,

50 cents a bottle. Sold by Dowty &
Becher.

The hard gives more than he that hath
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Your pot broken seems better than my i

whole one. %

The Rabies Cry for It, o '
And the old folks laugh when they find '
that the pleasant California liquid fruit |
remedy, Syrup of Figs, is more casily |
taken and more beneficial in its action |
than bitter, nauseous medicines. It isa
most valuable family remedy to act on
the bowels, to cleans the system. and to
dispel colds, headaches and fevers. Man-
ufactured only by the California Fig!
Syrup Company, San Francisco, Cal
For sale only by Dowty & Becher. i

I had _ra-tie:r:k__uf my firo brown |
bread, than borrow of my neighhnrf
white. |

tivod Wages Ahead.

George Stinson & Co. Portinnd, Maise, ean
give you work that you can do and live at home,
making great pay. You are started froe. Capi-
tal not peeadidd.  Both sexss. All amas.  Cur this
out and write at once: no hasm will e done if
you conclude not to go to work, aflter you learn
gli; :Eixmumm frve. BHest mm.:‘:wk nni‘
- ———— ]
Fear keeps the garden better than llmi

gardener. o )

I am selling “Moore's Tree of Life”
and it is said to give the very best satis- |
faction. Dr. A. Heintz. 30-6m3 ‘

Better good afar off, than evil at hand. :

Bueklen's Arnica Salve. |

Tue Best Sanve in the world for Cuts, |
Bruises, Sores, Ulcers, Salt Rheum,'
Fever Sores. Tetter. Chapped Hands, !
Chilblains, Corns, and all Skin Erup-
tions, and positively cures Piles, or no '
pay required. It is guaranteed to give |
perfect satisfaction, or money refunded. |
Price 25 cents per box. For sale by
Dowty & Becher. july27 |

l

THE CHZA
ASK YOUR GRODER FOR THCM:
SH CCHITLNT, 6T,LOVIS, MO

R I
09 & 171 W. Ninth St., KANSAS CITY, NO.
The only Specialist in the City who is a R

Groduate in Medicine. Over 20 years’ Practice,
12 years in Chicago.

THE OLDEST IN AGE, AND LONGEST LOCATED.
Authorized by the State to treat

Chronle, Nervoasand * Dis-

eases,” Seminal Weakness (might |

pers) Sexnal Debility (lues of »erwal

), Nervous ty.

Biond Uievrs mas i tevery

all _troubles or diseases in either

male or female. Cures teed

or money reflunded. Charges low. nds of

cases cured. Experieoce ls important. All med)-

w.m"“ ndedlwupcn'ml ppointed

ng pou n m ™ n

, and are furn edrudy’;«uu. No

runolog drug stores to have uncertaln pre-
cines used. Nodetention

filled. No mercury or Injurious med}-
from business. Patlents
at a distance treated by letter and express, medi-
cines sent everywhere free from gaze or break-

age. State your case and send for -
sultation free and confidential, personally or by

letter.

A 64 page For Beth Sexes, sent
iHlusirated x sealed In plaln envel
for 6¢. in stam Every male, from the age

15 to 4, shoold read this hook.

RHEUMATISM
THE GREAT TURKISH RHEUMATIC CURE.

A POSITIVE CURE for RHEUMATISM.
5o fuils

for 2y case this trestnseat
eure or beip. Greatest discoverr in nnnals
of medicioe. One duse relief :
dosea removes fever and pals lu jointe;

Cure compieted in 5w 7 days. state-
mrut of case with stamp fur ¢irculars |
Call, or address |

Dr.MENDERSON,100 W.9th 8¢ KansasCity, Mo. |
|
|
i

|
|

]
!hnn One Hundred |

Thoraand spplicatiors for patents in
the Uniied Htates and Foreign conn-
tries, toe publichers of the Scientifie
Mm' continue tm &8 solicitors
La, caveals, (ra TRATZS, CODY-

18, ot for the United States, acd
ents in Canada. England. France,
Germany, and ail other countriea. Their experi-
ence is unequaied and their facilities are unsur-

to

FOR

{ sound in all its varied
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BEAST!

Mexican
Mustang
Wi.ilgjmem

Sciatica, Scratches, | Contracted
Lumbago, Sprainas. i Muscies,
Strains, | Eruptions,

Burns, Stitchas, Hoef Ail,
Scalds, Stif Joints, | Serew
Stings, Backache, ! Worma,

i Galls, Swinney,
Bruises, Sorea, Saddle Galis,
Bunions, Spavin Piles.

THIS COOD OLD STAND-BY
aceomytsbes for everybody exactly what Ja. Lumed
forit. Oneof the reasons for the grest poj alarity of
the Mustang Linfwent is found inits wulversal
applicabllity. Evorybudy needs such a niedicine.

Tho Lamber:man needs It in case of accllon®.,

The Hounsewilte necds It for genoral family v,

The Canaler necds it for his teamsand his men.

The Mechanic needs it always ou bis work
bench.

The Miuner needs it in case of emergency.

The Pleneer needsit—can't got along without tr.

The Farmer needs it In his house, bls stable,
and his stock yarl.

The Steamboat man er the Boatman needs
it in lberal supply afloat and ashore.

The Herse-fancier needs Ii—Ii I3 bis Lest
friend and safest reliance.

The Stock-grower needs 1t—1t w.ll save llm
thousands of dollars and a world of 1rouble.

The Rallroad man needs it and will need i1 oo
long as his life 13 2 round of accldentaand dange:s

The Backwoodsman needs it. Thero !s notis
Ing like it as an antidote for the dangers to lfv,

! limb and comfort which surround the ploneer.

The Merchant needs itabout his store smoog
his employees. Accidents will happen, and when
these cume the Mustang Liniment is wanted stonce.

Keepn Bettle Inthe House, "Tis the best of
economy.

Keep a Bottle in the Factory. Iaimmesliate
use in case of accident saves pain and loas of wsges.

Keep = Bettle Always ln the Stable for
ase when wanted.

PUBLISHERS’ NOTICE.

An Offer Worthy Attention from

Every Reader of the Journal.
YOUR CHOICKE OF FOUR GO0L PAPRRS, VRER

SUNSHINE: For youth; also for those of ald
ages whose hearts are not withered, isa Sand
sume, pure, tseflul and most interveting paper;
it is published monthly by E . Allen & U,
Aungusta, Maine, at 0 cents o year; it = hand
somely illustrated.

DAUGHTERS OF AMERICA.  Lives fallof

| usefulness are worthy of reward and imitation.

*“The hand that rocks the cradle roles the worsd,
through its gentle, gnidiog influence. Emphal
ivally a woman's paper i all branches of bes
work und exalted station in the world, “kter
nal fitness™ is the foundstion from which to
build. H ly illustmated.  Published
wonthly by True & Co., Angusta, Maine, st 4
Nt per year.

THE PRACTICAL
LADIES' FIRESIDE
senetical, sensible m will prove s boon to sl
otisekeepers and who read it. it hasn

boundless field of usefulnees, and its shility sp-
pears equal to the occasion, It is st nnd
wents,  Haondsowe
Iy illustratedd. Published monthly by H. Halletr
& Uo., Portland, Maine, st 30 eenls per jear.
_ FAKM AND HOUSFEKEEPER. Gomd Farm.
ing, Good Housekeeping, Good Cheer. This
kandsomely illustrated peper is devoted to the
two most important and poble industries of the
workd-— farmi in all it brunches—housekosg:-
ing in every department. 1t is able and up 1o
the: progresstve times:; it will be found practical
snid of great genemm! usefulness Pulslistios!
monthly by George MNtinson & o, Portlasd
Muine, at 5 cents per year.

¥ We will send free for one yenr, whichever
of the above named papers mny be chosen, to sog
one who pays for the JovexaL for one yenr o
ndvance. This applies to oar sudseribers sod wll
who may wish to become suheeribers,

2~ We will send free for ane year, whichaver
of the above papers may be chosen, to uny sub.
seriber for the JOURN AL whose subserijtion may
not he pad up, who shall pay ap to date, or be
yond date: provided, however, that such pay ment

HOUSEKEEPEK AND
COMPANION,  This

| whall not be less than one year.

+ ¥ To anyone who hands us payment on w -

count, for this paper, for thires yenrs, we =3al!

menl Frewe for one year, all of the aloss dese sibed
papers; or will semd one of them fonr yewes, o

| two for iwo yeurs, as mny be prefernsd,

papers waacl we

+ 2 The nbuve described

| offer fres with ours, are among the bes! asid eet

stuccessful publislusl.  We specially recommend
them to our subscribers, amd believe all will
tind tlw;u of real asefulness and great intersst,

| | 1

Columbus, Neb,

in the Patent Uffice on short notics. Terma very
reasonable. No charge for ezamination of wmode!
or drawings. Advice by mail free
Patentanbtrined th Munn & Co.arenoticed
inths SCIENTIFIC A AN, which has
the largest circulation and is the most intluential
EWIW of ite kind published in the worid
advantages of such & notice every patentes

This large lendidly illust=2ted nowsnaper
Ao i i
sdmitted te be the Last papar devocd w0 wieace,
mechanics, inventions, engicees.ns ~arks and
other departmenis of indust..al rropress, pub-
hested in any eountry. It ermeains thes names of
all rt'ntm and titie of ewary invention patental
each wenk. Ty 1 funr mooths for vne dollar
Sold by ail newsdealers.

If you bave an invention tn patont write ta
Munn & (o., publi heis of Scientiie Americas,
sl Broad York

Drawings and specifications prepared and filad F
1

way, New

k about pateuts mailed free |

THE AMERIGAN

MALAZINE.

BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTRATED.

This Magazine portrays Ameris
ecan thought and life from ocean to

ES shop cppasite the © Tattersail,”

LOUIS SCHREIBER,

Backsmih ad Wogn Mok

'All kinds of Repairing dome on

Short Notice. ies, Wag-
ons, ele., made to order,
and all work Guar-
anteed.

' 810 sell the world-famous Walter A.

Wood Mowers. Rea Combin-
ed Machines, esters,
asnd Self-binders -the
best made.

on
fltve S0 COLUMBUS, 2im

ocean, is filled with pure high-class
literature, and can be safely we

PRIGE 2Gc. OR $3 A VEAR BY WAL

Sampls Copy of eurremt number mailed upom re-
ceipt of 25 cta.; back numbers, 18 cts.

Premium List with eclther.
Address

R T. BUSE & SON, Pullishers,
130 & 132 Pearl St., N. Y.

TWARDED ure fhose

o rewd this and then act;

them frem their howmes  cod  families,  The
profits are Jarpe agd sture for cavery industrious o
person, many have male and sre pow meking
several hundmd doliars 8 month. 1 is casy for
any one (o make 35 and spwerds per day, who is
wiili.nu to work. Either sex, young or old; capi-
tal not peeded: we start you. Everything pew.
No special ability requirsd; you, . can do
it a5 well as any one.  Write to us at ooce for

each side. This gave rise to a most im-

nothing.

fall particulars. which we mail free. !
Stinsea & Co., Ma. m.‘

" Health

forr 3000 ment by il prerae] o reced
WEGUARQATEE SIX BOXES

To eure nny case. With euch wid

for six boxes, necompanied with $3.00, we will

send the purchaser our written guarantes to re

fund the money if the treaiment dows not effech

& cure.

u-ey:‘,_dﬂr?m scle mﬁu&-"mm &

BRALM r

s Wealth !

Di. E. €. West's NERVE AND Brus Tueay-

MENT, 8 gunranteed specific for Hysteria, Dizei-
frem,
- Headache, Nervous Prostestion ennssd Hie the tse
of n!w-l.--I or tobeeco, Wakeofulnes Moental Do

Convaltions, Fits, Nervous Neuralgin,

ireericd, Softemizoe of the Boun resulting in ip- ==

sanity and boading to misery, deesy aud denth,

el
wh + Premature Old Age, Barrenness, Lass of power
they will hod hosorable sn- o eithor sex, [evoluntary Lossos nned Speri ot
ploymant thar «will net ke orrhoes enused by overexertion of the brain self

abtine o oover tmadulgenes,

Exch box coutains
me month’s treafment. 1002 box, or six boxes
of price.

us

M. K. Tersew & Co,
Pablishers? o



