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THE GRAY FROCK.
By ANTHONY HOPE.

(Copyright, 188, by A. H. Hawklins.)

The righta and wronge of the matter are
perhaps a ilttle obscurs, and It Is possible
to talie his side as well as hers. Or per-
haps there I8 really no question of aldes at
all, no need to condemn anybody; only an-
other instance of the difficulty people bhave
in understanding one another’s polnt of
view., But here, with a few lloes added by
war of Introduction, are the facta as re-
lated In her obviously candid and sincere
narrative.

Miss Winlfred Petheram's father had an
fncome from landed estate of about £5,000
& year, and spent, say, £6,000, or there-
abouts; his manor houss was old and beau-
tiful, the gardens delightful, the stables
handsome and handsomely maintained, the
housekeeping liberal, hospltable, almost
lavish. Mr. Petheram had three sons and
four daughters, but the sons were still
young;, and not the cause of any great ex-
pense.  Mra. Petheram was a quiet body,
the two girls In the schoal room were no
serious matter; In fact, apart from the
horses, Miifred and Winifred were, In a
pecunlary point of view, the most serious
burden on the family purse. For both were
pretty girls, gay and fond of soclety, glven
to paying frequent visits to town and coun-
try. and, in conseguence, needing many
frocks and a conslderable supply of down-
right hard cash. But everybody was very
comfortable, only It waa understood that
#t a perlcd gencrally referred Lo as “‘some

had played the deuce with the Manded inter-
est. The matter passed from his thoughts
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i & hasty clutch at her gown; & pall of dirty
water, standing In the passage, had threat-
ened ruln: she recolled violently from this
peril against the opposite wall and drew
awuy ngaln, silently exhibiting a long trall
of dark dust on her new gray frock. Har-
old laughed as He led the way Into a small
square room that opened from the passage.
“That's the parlor,” sald the old woman,
wiping her arms with her apron. “You can
flud your way upetairs; nothiog’s locked."

as he began to nollce how satisfactorlly | Anq ‘with this remark she withdrew by a

Jennie moved.

Winitred's lover met her in London, and
found her eyes still bright from the reveries
of her journey. Today was a gala day—they
drove off In a hansom to a smart restaurant
in Plecadilly, joking about thelr extrava-
gance. Everything was perlect to Winifred
except (a small exception, surely!) tha'
Harold failed to praise, scemoed almost noi

steop stalrcase leading underground.
“She's the carctaker,” Harold explained.
“Sha doesn't seem to have taken much
care,” observed Winifred, still indignant

to notice, the gray costume; it must have |

been that he looked at her face only!

“It's not a large house, you know,' he
sald at lunch, smiling at her over a glass
of Graves.

“Well, 1 shan't be wanting to get away
from you," she answered, smiling, ""Not
very far, Harold."

“Are your people still abusing me?"

He put the guestion with a laugh.

“They never abused you, only me.” Then
came the Irrepressible questlon: Do you
like my new frock? 1 put it on on purpose
—for the house, you know.”

Mechanlcally, without considering things
which she obviously ought to have consld-
ered, Winifred eank Into the designated
seat, laid her parasol on a small table, and
lenped her elbows on the same plece of
furniture as she held her face between her
gloved hands. The atmospbere again nas-
serted Its peculiar quality; she rose for a
moment and opeped the window; fresh alr
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day”’ there would be very little for anybody
except the eldest son. *‘Some day'' meant,
of course, when Mr, Petheram reluctantly
died, and thereby brought his family into
less favorable worldly elrcumstances.
¥From this brief summary of the family's
ponition the duty of Mikred and Winifred
{and, In course of time, of the two girls In
thé school room also) stands forth salient
and unmistakable, Mildred performed it
promptly at the age of 19 years. He was
the ssegond son of & baronet, and his elder
brother was sickly and unmarried; but like
a wise young man he took no chances, went
on the stock exchange and became exceed-
tngly well to do in an exceedingly tme:
space of time—something, In fact, “came off
in Bouth Africa, and when that happens ordl-

pary limits of time and probabifity are sus-
pended. Bo with Mildred all was very well;
and it was odds that one of the boys wo.uld
be provided for by his brother-in-law. Win-
ifred bad just as good chances—nay, better;
for her sensitive face and wondering eyes
bad an attractlon that Mildred's self-pos-
gessed good looks could pot exert. B|_:|.
Winitred shilly-shalfied (it was her !athe.rs
confidential afterdinner word) till she was
21, then refused Sir Barton Amesbury (in
itself a step of doubtful eanity, as was gen-
erally observed), and engaged harsell to
Harold Jackson, who made two hundred &
year and had no prospect except the doubt-
fol one of maintaining his Income at that
level—uniess,

{us, when .
s:nl;n or the workhouse awaited him; for

nds on the variety of genlus, Hav-
:::t::::n this amazing course, Winlfred
was resohute and radiantly bappy; her rela-

. tives, after the pecessary amount of argu-

their shoulders—the Very In~

tima ratio to which a softening
:r:fﬁﬁzo:l sesms 40 have reduced relatives
m"‘lwe:u manage £300 a year for her while
1 lve,” sald Mr, Petheram, Wiping his brow
and then dusting his “&ut h'? was just back
e "After that—
"?::hmﬂnermu. my dear?" Mrs. Pethenn?
suggested. But her husband shook hie head;
that little discrepancy above noted, between
five and six thousand a year, had pefore this
caused the insurance to be a very badly
.r:::ud Jackson—for In him the explana-
tion of Winifred's action must be mught-;
was tall, good-looking, ready of speech ao
decidedly agreeable. There WAS DO BEEred
slveness about bhim, and his quiet manners
repelled aoy suspiclion of bumptiousness.
But it canpot be deopled that to him W_iui-
fred's actlon did not seem extraordinary; he
Bimselt accounted for this by saying that
she, llke himsell, was an mmm:_ the bo.:m
by saying that he was “stuckup, Mr. I:
théram, by & tretful exclamation that in all
worldly matters he was n; tai‘lm!t h“o; :‘hee:;
ru
S b gl as convinced
had chosen for her own
2:‘;‘1::"“- had given bim his.
this she wmoat fully agreed, Of course, then,
all the shrugging of shoulders in the uni-
yerse could not affect the radiant content:
ment of the lovers, nor could it avert tl;e
swift passage of months which soon brought
the wedding day In sight, and made prepas
rations for it urgent and indispensable,
Married couples, even though they bave
only a precarious five hundred a year, must
live somewhere—no {deallsm s independent
of a roof; on the contrary. it centers round
the home, so Harold sald, and the word
home seemed already sacred to Winifred as
her ghance answered his. It was the hap-
plest day of bher lite when she put on her
dainty new costume of delicate gray, ook
ber parasol and gloves, matched to a shade
with her gown, and mounted into the smart
dog cart which Jennle, the new chestnut
mare, was to draw to the station. A letter
had come from Harold to say that, after long
gearch, bhe had found & house which would
sult them, and was only just & trifle more
oxpensive than the maximum sum they had
declded to glve for rent. Winlfred knew
that the delicate gray became her well, and
that Harold would think her loking very
pretty; aod shu was going to sce her home
aod his. Her face was bright as she klssed
her father and jumped down from the dog
cart, but he sighed when she had left him,
and his brow was wrinkled as he drove
Jonnte back., He felt himself growing rather
old: “some day" did not seem quite as re-
mote as it used, and pretly Winnle—well,
there was DO use In crylng over It now.
Winful girle must bave thelr way, sud It
wmas 50t bia fauls that confounded agliators
L ]
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I closely as drapery

about her gown and holding It round her as
clings to an antigues
slatue,

Mise Petheram's mccount of ¢he house, its
actual dimensions, accommodation and char-
acteristics, has always been very vague, and
gince whe refused Information as to its num-
ber in the street, verification of these detalls
has remaloed impossible, Perhaps IL was &
reasonably capacious, arthough doubtlesa not
extensive, dwelllng; perhaps, agaln, It was
s confined and well-nigh stifling den. Sue
remembered two things—first, its all-pervad-
ing dirt; secondly, the remarkable quality
which (as she alleged) distingulshed its at-
mosphere, She thought there were seven
venclosures,’” this term being arrived at
(after dlscussion) as a compromise between
“rpoms"” and “pens,’”’ and she knew that the
windows of each of these enclosures were
commanded by the windows of several other
apparently similar and very uclghboring en-
closures. Beyond this she could glve no ac-
count of her first halt hour In the house;
her exact recollection began when she was
left alone in the enclosure on the first floor
which Harold assertad to be the drawing
room, Harold bimself having gole down
stulrs to seek the old woman and elleit from
her some information as to what were and
what were not tenant'a fixtures in the sald
enclosure. “You can look about you," he
remarked cheerfully, as he left her, “&od
make up your mind where you're golng to
have your favorite seat. Then you shall
tell me, and I shall have the pleture of you
sitting there lu my mind. He pointed Lo a
wooden chalr, the only one then In the

room. “Experiment with that chair,’” he
added, laughing. ‘I won't be long, dar-
Hng.'"

The vision vanished; she was back in the
dirty little room again; she caught up her
parasol; a streak across the dust marked
where It had lain on the table; she sprang

up and twisted her frock round, craning
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#1 DON'T THINK I SHALL MARRY MR. J ACKSON NOW. MOTHER."”

was galned at the expense of spollt gloves,
and was welghted with the drawbacks of a
baby's crles and an Inquisitive womnn's
stare from over the way. Shutting the win-
dow agaln, she returned to her chalr—the
symbol of what was to be her favorite seat
in days to come, her chosen corner In the
house which had been the subject of so
many talks and so many dreams. There
were a great many flies in the room; the
nolse of adjacent humanity In street and
houses was miscellaneous and penetrating,
the alr was very close. And this house

was rather more expensive that their
caloulations had allowed, They had im-
mensely enjoyed making those calcula-

tions down there in the country, under the
old yew hedge, and in s!ght of the flower

beds heneath the library window. 8he re-
membered the day they did it. There was
a cricket match in the meadow. Mildred

and ber husband brought the drag over
and 8ir Barton came in his tandem. It was
almost too hot in the sun, but simply de-
lightful in the shade. She and Harold had
had great fun over mapping out their
£500 a year and proving how much might
be done with it—at least compared with
anything they could wannt once they had the
great thing that they wanted.

“Our home,"” he murmured, rather sentl-
mentally, It must be confessed. The ques-
tion about the frock he did not answer; he
was thinking of the home. Winifred was
momentarily grateful to a stout lady at the
next table, who put on her glass, looked at
the frock, and with a nod of approval called
her companion’s attentlon ¢o it. This was
while Harold paid the blll

Then they took another cab and headed
north—through Berkeley square, where
Winifred would bave liked, but did not ex-
pect to stop, and so up to Oxford street.
Here they bore considerably to the east, then
plunged north again and drove through one
or two long streets. Harold, who had made
the Journey before, paid no heed to the route,
but dalked freely of delightful hours which
they were lo enjoy together, of bhooks to
read and thoughts to think, and of an In-
timate sympathy which, near as they were
already to one another, the home and the
bome life alone could enable them fully to
realize. Winifred llstened; but far down in
her mind now was another question, hardly
easler to stifle than that about the frock.
“Whero are we going to?" would have been
Ite naked form; but she ylelded po more
to her impulse than to look about her and
mark and wonder. At last they turned a
sharp twist from a long narrow street lnto
» short, vnarrower street, where a wagon
by the curbstone forced the cab to a walk,
and shrill boys were playing an unintelligi-
ble, nolsy game.

“What gqueer places we pass through!'
she eried, with a laugh, as she lald her hand
on his arm and turned her face to his

“Pass through! We're at home,"” he an-
gwered, returning her laugh. “At home,
Winnle!" He pointed at a house on Lhe
right-hand side, and immediately after the
cab stopped. Winifred got out, holding her
skirt back from contact with the wheel,
Harold, in his eagerness to ring the doorbell,
had forgotten to render her this service.
She stood on the pavement for & moment
Jooking about her. One of the boys cried,

“Orickey, there's a swell!” and she lked
the boy for It. Then she turned to the
house.

“It wants & lick of palnt,” sald Harold
cheerfully, as he rung the bell again.

“1t certainly does,"” she admitted, looking
up at the dirty walls,

An old womas opened the door; she might
be sald, by way of metaphor, to need the
same process as the walls; a very narrow
passage was disclosed bebind her,

“Welcome!" sald Harold, giving Winil-
tred his hand and then presenting her to the
old woman. *'This ls my future wife,” he
explalued. “We've come to look at the
house. But we won't bother you, Mrs. Blld-
gett; we'd rather run over it by ourselves,
We shall enjoy that, shan't we, Winnle?"

Winnie's snswer was a little scream and

bher meck back; ah, that she had recon-
noitered that chair., She looked at her
gloves; then with a cry of horror she dived
for her handkerchief, put it to her lips, and
scrubbed her cheeks; the handkerchief came
away solled, dingy, almost black, This last
outrage overcame her; the parasol dropped
on the floor, she rested her arms on the
table and lald her face on them, and she
burst into sobs, just as she used to in child-
hood when her brothers crumpled a clean
trock or somebody spoke to her roughly.
And between her sobs she cried, almost
loudly, very bitterly: 0, it's too mean and
dirty and horrid!"*

Harold had stolen softly upstairs, meaning
to surprise the girl he loved, perhaps to let
a snatched kiss be her first knowledge of his
return. He flushed red, and his lips set
sternly; he walked across the room to her
with a heavy tread. She looked up, saw
him, and knew that her exclamation had been
overheard,

“What in the world is the matter?" he
asked in a tone of cold surprise.

It was very absurd—sahe couldn't stop ery-
Ing; and from amld her weeping nothing
more reasonable, nothing more adequate,
pnothing less trivial would come than con-
fused murmurs of “My frock, Harold!' “My
parasol!" 0, my face, my gloves!"” He
smiled contemptuously, *Don’'t you see?"
ehe exclaimed, exhibiting the gloves and
parasol.

"Sea what? Are you crylng because the
room's dirty?"' He paused and then added,
“I'm sorry you think it mean and horrid.
Very sorry, Winifred."

Offense was deep and bitter In his voice;
he looked at her with a sort of disgust; she
stopped sobbing and regarded him with a
gaze in which fright and expectation seemed
mingled, as though there were a great peril
ang just one thing that might narrowly avert
{t. But his eyes were very hard, She drlad
her tears and then forfornly scrubbed her
cheeks agaln. He watched her with hostlle
curiosity, appearing to think her a very
strange spectacle, Presently he spoke. *I
thought you loved me, O, 1 daresay you
thought so, too, till I came into competition
with your new frock. I beg pardon—I must
add your gloves and your parasol. As for
the house, it's no doubt mean and horrid;
we were going to be poor, you see' He
laughed scornfully, as he added, *'You might
even have had to do a little dusting yourself
now and then! Horrible!"

I just sat there and looked at him."
That was Winlfred's own account of her
behavior, It s not very explicit, and heaves
room for much conjecture as to what her
look sald or tried to say, But whatever the
message was he dld not read It. He was en-
grossed in his own Indignation, readler tohurt
than to understand, full of his own wrong,
of the mistake he had made, of her extraor-
dinary want of love, of courage, of the high
soul, Very likely amll this was a natural
enough state of mind for him to be in.
Justice admits his provocation; the triviallty
of bher spoken excuses gave his anger only
too fine an opportunity., He ecaslly per-
suaded himself that here was a revelation
of the real woman, & flash of light that
showed her true nature, showing, too, the
folly of his deluslon about her. Against all
this her look and what it asked for had
very little chance and she could find mno
words that did pot aggravate her offense,

“This s really rather a ludicrous scene,"
he went on, “lIs there any use In pro-
longing it?" He walted for her to speak,
but ahe was still tongue-tied. ‘‘The care-
taker needn't be distressed by seeing the
awful effects of her omisslon to dust the
rooin, but If you're composed enough we
might as well go.” He looked around the
room. “You'll be glad to be out of this,™
be ended.

“l koow what you must think of me,"™
she burst out, “but—but you don't under-
stand—you don’t see—""

“No doubt I'm stupld, but I confees |
don't. At least there's only ome thing I

WEDNESDAY,

ward the door. “'Shall we go?' he asked.
Blio led the way down stairs, her skirt
ngain held close and ralsed clear of her
ankles, Her care for It was not lost on
Harold as he followed her, for she heard
him Jaugh again with an obtrusive bitters
ness that made his mirth & taunt. The old
curetaker walted for them In the passage.
“When'll you be coming, £ir?" she asked.
“1 don’t know. It's not certain we shall

come,'”” sald he. “The lady Is not much
taken with the house.'

“"Ah, well!" sighed the old woman, re-
slgnedly.

For an account of thelr drive back to the
station materials are, again, sadly wanting.
“He bardly sald a word, and [ diq nothing
but try to get my face clean and my gloves
presentable,” was Winifred's history of thelr
journey. Hut she remembered—or chose to
relate—a little more of what passed, while
they walted for the train on the platform
at Buston. He Peft her for a few minutes on
pretext of smoking a clgarette, and she saw
him walking up and down, apparently In
thought. Then he came back and sat down
beslde her. Hls manner was grave now; to
judge by his recorded words, perhaps it was
even a little pompous; but when may young
mcn be pompous If vol at such criscs as
these?

“It's no use pretending that nothing has
happened, Winitred," he sald. "“That would
be the hollowest pretense, not worthy, I
think, of either of us. Perhaps we had bet-
ter take time to consider our course—and—
er—our relations to one another.”

“You don't want 10 marry me now?" she
asked simply.

*l want to do what is best for our happl-
ness,” he replled. *“We cannot forget what
has happened today,”

“I know you would never forget It,"" she
sald,

He did not contradict her: he Moked first
at his watch, then along tho platform for
the approach of her traln. To admit that he
might forget it was impossible to him; in
such a case forgetfulness would be a nega-
tlon of his principles and a slur on his per-
ceptlon, It would also be such a triumph
over his vanity and his pride as it dld not lie
in him to achleve, wuch a forgiveness as his
faults and virtues comblned to put beyond
the power of his nature. She looked at him,
and I smiled,” ahe sald, not secming her-
self to know why she bad smiled, hut con-
grlous that, in the midat of her woe, some
subtle amusing thought about him had come
into her mind, She had never been amused
at him before; go she, too, was getting some
glimmer of a revelation out of the day’s ex-
perfencé—not the awful blaze of Fght that
had flashed on Harold's eves, but a dim ray,
just enough to give cause to that puzzled
smile for which she could not explicitly mc-
count,

R0 they parted, and for persons who had
followed the affair at alt closely It Is hardly
necessary to add that théy never came to-
gether again, This issue wae obvious, and
Winifred seems to have made up her mind
to it that very same evening, for she called
her mother Into her room (as the good
woman passed on the way to bed), and
looked up from the task of brushing the
gray frock which she had spread out on the
sofa.

“I don’t think I shall marry Mr. Jackeon
now, mother,’ she sald.

Mrs. Petheram looked at her daughter and
at her daughter's gown.

“You'd better tell me more about it to-
morrow. You look tired tonight, dear," she
replied.

But Winifred never told her any more—
in the first place, because the family was too
delighted with the fact to rcare one straw
about how It had come to pass, and, in the
second place, on the more Important ground
that the thing was really too amall, too
trivial and too absurd)to bear telling—at
least to the family. Te me, for some reason
or other, Winlfred did t#ll It, or some of It,
enough, anyhow, to enable’ me, with the
help of a few touches of imagination, to
conjecture how it occurred.

“Don't you' think it was very absurd?"
she asked at the end of her slory. We were
sitting by the yew hedge, near the library
windows, looking across the flower beds to
the meadow; It was a beautiful day and the
old place was charmlng. “Because,'' she
added, “I did love him, you know, and it
seems a small thing to separate about,
doesn't 1t?"

*1f he had behaved differently—"' 1 began.

*1 don't see how he could be expected to,”
she murmured.

“You expected him to,” I said firmly.
She turned to me with an appearance of
Interest, as though I might be able to In-
tepret to her something that had been caus.
ing her puzzle. *“Or you wouldn't have
looked at him as you say you did—or smiled
at him, as you admit you did. But you
were wrong to expect him to, because he's
not that kind of man."

“What kind of man?"”

“The kind of man to catch you In his
arms, smother you in klsses (allow me the
old phrase), tell you that he unde“stood all
you felt, knew all you wera giving up,
“sn'lzed the great thing you were doing for
him.*

winifred was listening. I went on with
my imaginary ecene of romantic fervor.

““That when he contrasted that mean little
place with the beauties you were accustomed
to, with the beautles which were right and
proper for you, when he saw your dalntl-
ness solled by that dust, that gown whose
hem he would willingly—"'

“He pneedn’'t say quite as much as that,”
interrupted Winifred, smiling a little.

“Well, . or worda to that effect,” sald T.
“That when he did all this and saw all this,
you know, he loved you more, and knew that
you loved him more than he had dared to
dream, with a deeper love, a love that gave
up for him all that you loved next best and
second only to him; that after seeing your
tears he would never doubt agaln that you
would face all trials and all troubles with
him at your side. Don't you think it he'd
sald something of that kind, accompanying
his words with the appropriate actions—"
1 paused, i

“Well " asked Winifred.

“Don't you think you might have been
living In that horrid lititle house now instead
of being about to contract an alliance with
Sir Barton Amesbury?’

“How do you know I shall do that?' ghe
eried.

“It needs,’” I observed modestly, "little
skill to discern the approach of the ineviia-
ble."* 1 looked at her thoughtful face and at
her eyes; they bad their old look of wonder-
Ing In them. *“Don't you think that it he'a
treated the situation In that way—1' 1
asked.

“Perhaps,” she sald softly.
wouldn't think of all that,
an ldealist.”

I really do not know why she applied that
term to him at that moment except that he
used to apply it to himself at many
muments, But since It seemed to her to
explain bis conduct, there 15 no need 1o
quarrel with the epithet.

“And 1 hope,” sald I, *‘that the gray frock
wasn't irretrievably ruined?"

“I've pever worn it again,'” she murmured.
So 1 suppose It was rulned—unless she has
some other reason. But she would be right
to treat It differently from other frocks; it
must mean a good deal to her, although it
failed to mean anything except its own
pretty self to Mr. Jackson.

“But he
He was such

Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup ia the unfalllng
cure for a hacking cough. Price 26e.

Sybl Sanderson’s Hushband Dying.

NEW YORK. Dec. 6.—Antonio Terry, the
Cuban milllcnalre and husband of Sybl
Sanderson the Callfornia prima doune, |s,
according to private letters recelved lu
this city, dylug of liver complaint st Nice,
France. Mme. Terry, who was stricken with
paralysis six or elght mouths ugo, s re-

sce." Ho bowed and waved his hand to-
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By Charles F. Lummis

By Pouliney Bigelow
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State Treasurer Out Hunting for Men to
Guarantes His Integriry.

OMAHA CAPITALISTS ARE SOMEWHAT SHY

Loenl Hankers and Business Men Not
Inclined to Sign Unless the List
of Outside Names Is Ma=-
terinlly Stirengthened,

—

JOBBERS AND MANUFACTURERS

OF OMAHA.

EOILER AND SHEET IRON WORKS

—Dﬁrake, w“am'\'lilliams

Sucoecnsors Wilson & Drake,
Manufacturers bollers, smoke stacks and
preechings, pressure, vendering, sheep dip,
lard and woter tanks, boller tubes con-
stantly on hand, second  hand  bollers
bourht and sold. Bneelal and |\rrm1‘rt to
repairs in city or country. 19th and Plerce.

Btate Treasurer Meserve is in Omaha for
the presumable purpose of probing the dis-
positi.n of local capitalists in regard to a

will be required before he can enter on his
second term. So far, however, no definite
arrangements have been made and It I8 un- |

active canvass for bondsmen in Omaha until
he has secured definile assurances from the
rest of the state.

It {8 an open secret that the Omaha bank-
ers and business men who furnizhed a large
proportion of Meserve's bond two years ago
will not sign another document of the sort
unless it Is reinforced by decldedly betier
backing. One of the heaviest bondsmen said

osterday that it would be Impossible for
Meserve to get the same support In Omaha
unless the remalinder of his bond was ma-
terlally improved.

“The Omaha bondsmen,'” he declared,
“represent practically the entire responsibil-
ity of Mescrve's first bond. A big proportionof
the other bondsmen were men of doubtful
financial standing and it has developed that
in case of any difflculty the entire burden
would be thrown on us. I think Mr. Me-
serve understands that there must be a dif-
ferent program this time. We shall insist
on examiping his list of bondsmen before
we have anything to do with It and unleas
the remainder of the bond Is thoroughly
satlsfactory, we will not be responsible for A

ot
sisting him to furnish the new bond that

derstood that Mr. Meserve will not push ap |

| BOOTS-SHOES-RUBBERS,

merican Hand
Sewed Shoe Co

W f'rs § Jobbers of Foot Wear

WESTERN ACENTSE FOR

The Joseph Banigan Bubber Oo.

DRY GOODS.

‘M. E. Smith & Co.

E importers and Jobbars of

'\ Dry Goods, Furnishing Goods
AND NOTIONS

CREAMERY SUPPLIES
The Sharples Company

Creamery Machinery
Bollers, mm«:“‘-“-‘: pcl,‘f:.o.ie Wood Pal.
leys, Bhafting, ?"ﬂﬁi Butler Packe
7508 Jones 51.“ .

——

Rubbers and Mackintoshes.

Cor, Eleventh & Farpnam Sts.,, Omaha,

E.P. Kirkendall & Go

Bools, Shoes and Rubbers

Salsercoms 1108-1104-1108 Harney Btrest

E.H. Sprague & Co.,

CA. RIAGES.

dollar. This s not on account of any lack
of confidence In the Integrity of the treas-
urer, but it is simply a business proposi-
tion."

Several local bomlsmen say they have not
yet bheen approached by Mr. Meserve in re-
gard to the new bond, but it is pretty thor-
oughly understood that there have been suf- i
ficlent megotiations in one way or another !
to inform him of the conditions he must
meet. It 1s understood that a uumber of ,
the Lincoln names on the present bond will '
not be accepted by the Omaha men and that
the treasurer will Le compelled to obtain
pretty nearly an entlrely new lot of back-
ers outside of Douglas county,

'CASTORIA

Tue Kind You Have Always Bought

Bears the

Estab-
lished,

1858.

Blue Spiip Asdvsiivui—no Horse Motion,

Get & Slmpson Buggy with the Atkinson

Bpring—best und essiest rider o the world,
1408-11 Dudge Sirset.

ci_icouv
he American
Chicory Go.

Growsrs and manufacturers of all forms of

Clhlcory Omaha-Fremont-0'Neil
———

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES,

estern Electrical

Company
Flectrical Supplies,

Electric Wiring Bells and Gas Lighting
G, W. JOIINSTON, Mgr. 1510 Howard Bt

John T. Burke,

CONTRACTOR FOR

ELECTRIC LIGHT

and POWER PLANTS
424 South 15th St.

~ FRUIT-PRODUCE.
[Jnited

States
Supply Co ...
r108=r1r10 Harney St
SBteam Pum Engines and Bollers, Pipa,

Wind Ilrl?s. SBteam and Pl
Material, Belting, Hese, E'&E"“
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HARDWARE.

Lu-lllarlt Andreesen

Hardware Ce
Wholesale Hardware.

Bloyeles and lw:=;| Goods, M10-83-20 Hage

DRUGS.

Bignature of M__ m

CABTOIMIA.,
Bears the The Kind You Have Alwa

Bignsture
d L
CABTORIA.

Bears the Tha Kind You Hawe Ahwavs Bought

Bignature
of

CABTORNIA.

parted te he dmproving is baalth,

Boears the :I!n Kind You Hawe Mways Bought

Bigeatere
of

ichardson Drug Co.

go2-9o6 Jackson St

1. 0. RIOCHARDSON, Prest
0. ¥. WELLER, V. PresL

.E. Bruce & Co.

. m— p—

Druggists and Stationers,

“Quesn Beo" Bpeciaitien, 3
Cigars, Wine und Brandies
* Cornar Meh and Harney fStrass |

:_—'a;huafs"s;.jsxnﬁ'ez?:’;
J H.Haney & Co.
L Mf've
HARNBESY, BADDL¥M AND COLLARS

Jobbers of Loeather, baddlevy Merdware, Bl

We saliclt your orders. 1813 Howard 8§
——————
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STEAM-WATER SUPPLIZ],

(C rane-Churchill Co.

1014=10)8 Douglas Street.
Manufacturers and jobbers of Steam, Gas and)

Water Supolies of All Kinds




