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CHAPTER ll—(Continued.)

Here Same laughed hysterically. and

at once brought the whole Morin upon her

unlucky head, and acted as a kind of

Mghtnlag-conductor to Mrs. Brabazon’s

/wrath.
“Ypu laugh! You dare to laugh, miss!

But it U only what I could expect from

''you. I believe you were in bis confidence,
and knew all about it. I’m sure you en-

cmoged him In, his abominable conduct.

Wil had hc hayiv always been a heavy
"trial to me. You had a letter this morn-

ing; be so good as to hand it over."

"I cannot, Mrs. Brabazon,” replied

Esrne, tremulously; “it—it—is private,”
glancing appealingly at her stepmother.

“And full of abuse of me. no doubt.

Well, you may keep it,” making virtue of

necessity, “and make much of it, for it

4s the last you will receive! Every other

I fiud in the post bag I shall burn. Mark

my words! into the fire it goes.”
“Florian and Gussie,” said Esme, tim-

idly, glancing from her brother to her

slater, "are neither of you going to say

anything? Won't you speak for Teddy?”
she asked, piteously, “or is it to be left

to me? Mrs. Brabazon, surely you can-

not forget that Teddy is our brother, and

willalways be so as long as he lives. He

Is not dead to us—at least, he is not dead

to me—and I hope he will be spared for

the next fiftyyears. I think it only right
and honorable to tell you that I willnev-

er give him up, that I shall write to him

and receive his letters, and meet him

and speak to him whenever I get the

chance! Ills being a soldier makes no

whatever; he is jny brother all

the same. It was not his fault he could

not-pass; he did try, and be wanted so

much to be a soldier.”

“What do you say to this tirade, Au-

gusta?” demanded Mrs. Brabazon, turn-

ing on Gussie with a portentous frown.

”1 think it Is all very dreadful about

Ted, of course,” she stammered; “but he

la my brother,” looking hard at Esme,
as though endeavoring to borrow some of

her spirit.

“And you, Florian?” demanded Mrs.

Brabazon, in an awful, hollow voice.

“Oh, ifyou want my opinion," returned

that gentleman, carefully stirring his tea,

“I think Ted is a confounded ass, and

has made a regular fool of himself, and

all that sort of thing, and it's no end of a

bore. I would pass him non' if I met him

In the street,” pulling up his collar as he

spoke, and feeling that he was a very

important, dignified, illustrious young

man.

"Oh, Flo!” exclaimed his youngest sis-

ter. reproachfully.
“Now, you have your brother’s opinion,

Esme, the opinion of the head of the

house, I hope you are satisfied," said

Mrs. Brabazon, with malicious triumph.

"Ypu see he is, as usual, quite of my way

of thinking! If Teddy bad behaved re-

spectfully, I know that Florian would

have done something for him, and used

his interest with his influential friends;

he has always been such a good, generous

brother."

Thus Teddy fell into disgrace with his

people; his name was erased from the

family roll, and written down instead in

nearly everyone’s black book.

Two years passed by, and during these

two years there have been some little

changes even at Baronsford. Esme was

now nineteen, prettier than ever, but stiff

and shy in general society. Gussie, on

the contrary, seemed born for the social

circle, was always the center of a little

knot of swains on these occasions, and

had played havoc with the affections of

several susceptible young men. Mrs.

Bra bason still frequented stately houses

and stately dinner tables, and had saved

a sum of money that would have made

Miss Jane exclaim “most unaccountable,"
had she seen her banker's book. Time

has not stood still with Teddy. Here

is his last letter. It lies on the school

room table beside Esme:

“From Troop Sergeant Brown, York, to

Miss E. Brabazon:

“My Dear Esme —Always the culprit!

you need not tell me that. I’ve written

to you at least ten times in imagination;
long letters, too, but 1 suppose that does
not count. I have news for you, good
news. You know that for a long time 1

was instructor in the riding school, and

now I am promoted to be troop sergeant,

which, by the way. I suppose is Greek

to you, old lady; but I dare say your

mind can grasp the word ‘promotion.* I

am getting up the ladder at last. The

colonel hinted to me the other day that

it I went on as I had commenced he

would be happy to recommend me for a

commission; so we begin to see daylight.
I hope to see you early in the autumn,
before we embark for foreign service; we

are next on the roster. I shall come

down and lie perdue at Mother Swoffer’s;
it would never do for you to be seen

parading about in public with a sergeant

of lancers. It will be a case of ‘meet

me by moonlight alone,* but that will be
better than nothing. Only fancy, Esme,
I’ve,not spoken |o a lady for two years.

Give my love to Gussie and Aunt Jane.

Do you know that she sent me £25 lately
in a very crabbed little letter? Never

¦nind, she shall be proud of me yet.

“Tour affectionate brother, • <
“TEDDY B.”

CHAPTER 111.

“She hasn’t been here, has she?” pant-

ed Gussie, thrusting sn eager, red face

Inside the school room door. “No,” with

a gesture of relief, “Isee she has not,’*
now Introducing her whole person in

walking costume; tossing off her hat as

she subsided into the nearest chair, and

altogether presenting an aspect of the

wildest exdtement. “Ithought I’d be the

first. I ran,** putting her hand to her

side. “Such news!’*

“Upon my word, Giuaie,” said her sis-

ter, gasing at her with calm, dispassion-
att eyes, “you only want a personal at-

tendant, and *Jew straws in your hair,
to lookA cfMDntete lunatic^*-, -J ' .

“But you haven’t heard my news! You

don’t know what I have to tell you!” re-

turned Miss Brabazon, exultingly.
“Your news,” contemptuously. “1 know

the style so well! Mrs. Bell has got a

new bonnet, and all Maxton is shaken to

its center. You are about to inform me

that Lady Louisa has had a fit, or—or—-

could it be that Mr. Vashon has again

made you an offer of his hand and

heart?”

“You are getting quite hot, 1 declare!

quite hot!” cried Gussie, rubbing her"

handy ecstatically. “It’s a wedding in

the family, but I am not to be the vic-

tim.”

“No?” in an accent of surprise; “then

it must be Flo?"

“No, no, no,” each no louder than its

predecessor.
“You don't mean to say that Mrs. Bra-

bazon—” with, a gesture of horror.

“Not Mrs. Brabazon," laughing and still

rubbing her hands, “though 1 would not

mind it it were! I would ’give her away’
with pleasure. Try again.”

“Then there’s no one left but Aunt

Jane," said Esme, looking at her sister

dubiously.
“And pray, what do you call yourself,

my dear?” impressively; “it is you—you,
who are going to be married. Now, then,”

folding her arms, putting out her under

lip, and shaking her fringe with a ges-

ture of decision.

“I?” pausing and surveying her sister

with bewildered eyes, her mouth slightly
parted. After a silence of a clear sixty

seconds she found speech. “Only that 1

know that you are almost a teetotaller,

your whple appearance and conversation

would warrant the suspicion that you had

been visiting the Barley Mow!”

“Barley Mow or not, you arc going to

be married, Miss Esme Brabazon!”

“Well, if I am, it is certainly the first

I have heard of it,” ironically, “which is

curious, not to say unusual. And pray

who is to be the happy bridegroom? Have

I the pleasure of knowing him, even by

sight?”
“No, you have not,” exultantly. “Yes,

yes!” hurriedly, in answer to the expres-

sion of her companion’s face. “I’m quite
sane and perfectly serious, although it

sounds quite too unaccountable, as Aunt

Jane would say; but,” clearing her throat,
“you are aware that Uncle George is

dead?”

“Well, considering that I’ve known that

fact for quite three weeks, and that 1 am

at present making our mourning, your

news is something astonishing,” sarcas-

tically. “Uncle George is dead; I’m go-

ing to be married! Do try and think of

something else, or is it a new game?”
“Be qtiiet, Esme; you arc just as bad

as Teddy. The will has been found, after

a long search, in a coat pocket—of all

places! and particulars have come by the

afternoon post. Mr. Bell has been over

to Byford and brought our letters ”

“But to the point, my good girl, if there
is one!”

“The point is that he has left two hun-

dred a year to Sopp and the parrot, twen-

ty pounds to each of ua for a mourning
ring—-

“And this has turned your head," broke

in her sister. “How I wish he had left
us the money instead!"

“Do let me finish,” cried Gussie, with
an angry little stamp. “1 want to be the
first to tell you! I’ve kept the last as a

kind of plum; listen,” gesticulating ex-

citedly. "All his money in the funds,
forty thousand pounds, goes to you and
Miles Brabazon; and here is the cream of

the whole thing, provided—you—marry—-
each-other within six months of his de-

cease. Now, is not that news for you?
What do you call that but a wedding in
the family?" she demanded triumphantly
of her sister, who stood staring at her
with pale, wide-eyed astonishment.

“Itis not true. 1 don’t believe it. It’s
a joke,” she said at last, in a faint voice,
gazing at Gussie with a look of horrified

incredulity.
“It’s quite, quite true; beautifully, de-

lightfully truef’ returned the young lady.
“Come and let us have a dance of jubi-
lee,” humming a waltz, and seizing her

stupefied sister around her waist, and

beginning to whirlher about the room.

“Stop, stop, stop, Gussie!” she cried,
breathlessly; "are you in your right
senses?” holding her fast, and gazing in-
to her flushed face and sparkling eyes.

“Are you serious? Just let me look at

you!” drawing her toward the window.

"Perfectly serious,” she panted, "and

nearly out of my mind with joy. You

will have a nice little house in town, a

Victoria for the park, lots of dances and

dinners, at which your elder sister,
charming Miss Brabazon, will be the

piece de resistance.”

“Poor old gentleman! I always thought
he was odd; very queer, indeed,” re-

turned her bister, slowly.
“Miles is tn Burrnqh, I believe,” said"

Gussie. “I wonder what he will think
of this legacy!"

“Think—what every one must think,”
returned Esme, decidedly, "that Uncle

George was mad!”

“Not a bit of it, my dear. I grant you
he was odd, eccentric. Mrs. B. once

wanted Aunt Jane and Flo to have him
looked after and locked up, but it would
have been utter nonsense. Because a

man wears queer clothes and devours hot
curries and Arabian and Persian love

tales, it does not naturally follow that be
Is a lunatic. He was perfectly well able
to manage his affairs, and was very sharp
about money.”

“Well, it’s no business of mine,” said

Esme, shrugging her shoulders; “only I’m

sorry he made such a foolish will.”
“Foolish will!”cried Gussie. “What

do you mean? It’s a beautiful will.Don’t
tell me that yon are not going to marry
Miles Brabazon—not going to jump at

him and the legacy.’’ ¦•S Wa ‘ % J
“Icertainly am not. What a way you

talk. Jump, indeed!” getting rather red,
and stoopinf to pick up her scattered
work. “I would not marry him on any
account, nor he me; we are not crazy. We

have not, as the say, ’Spiders in

our garrets,’ like poor old uhcle George.”

“He will marry you fast enough, once

he sees you," observed Gussie,
“I don’t know anyone an pretty any-

where, though you are my own sister, and

I say it, as shouldn’t. Everybody thinks
you are the prettiest girl in TiWrnshire,”
boastfully.

“The prettiest girl in Thornshire” took

not the least notice of this brilliant com-

pliment, but begad to shake out, fold up

and put away her unfortunate work, evi-

dently incapacitated for any further in-

dustry that afternoon.

CHAPTER IV.

Let us now adjourn to British Burmab,
and pay a visit to the other legatee, Cap-
tain Miles Brabazon. A single flight of

imagination will land us In Rangoon,
without undergoing forty days’ torture

on the high seas.

“1 only wish I had your luck, that’s all!

But I always knew you were born with

a silver spoon in your mouth, and that

Dame Fortune had her eye on you.”
The speaker, a young man in polo cos-

tume, long boots and dangerous looking

spurs, was sitting on a teak-wood table
iu an easy, degage attitude, with his cap

set on the side of his close-cropped sandy
head, a polo stick in one hand.

The gentleman upon whom Dame For-
tune was supposed to “have, her eye”—
also in polo garb—was sunk in the depths
of a Bombay chair, an expression of

growing dissatisfaction upon his naturally

gay and good-looking countenance. He

held a large blue letter in his hand, and

the ground around him was littered with

papers and envelopes; evidently the Eu-

ropean mail had just come iu. The young
man with the boots and spurs is Mr.

Gee, the other Captain Brabazon, both

oflicers in the Royal Marchers, at present

luxuriating in the- climate of British

Burmah. They are friends, and partners
in the straggling wooden bungalow in
which we find them.

“Luck, indeed,” growled Captain Bra-

bazon, angrily, crumpling up the letter

and thrusting it into his breast pocket, “I

sec no luck in it; quite the other way!”
“Willye listen to him!” cried Mr. Gee.

“Have you not always had enough for

your modest wants?”

“That’s because they were modest,” re-

turned the other, promptly.
“Have you not had the best of health,

even iu this beastly climate? which is

enough to undermine the constitution of

a rhinoceros! Have you not had speedy
promotion? Haven’t you youth?” paus-

ing a second for breath.

"Go on; don’t shirk it! Why not say

beauty at once?” suggested his compan-

ion, encouragingly.

“Well, I’lleven go as far as that,”
generously, “though that was not what

I was going to remark; but everyone

knows, yourself included, that you’re a

good-looking fellow, and quite one of our

show men. And you have actually the

cheek to sit there calmly and tell me to

my face that you are not a lucky fellow,
when bank on the top of all this comes

a thumping legacy of forty thousand

pounds. I only wish I had half your com-

plaint, that’s all!”

“I wish to goodness you had,” return-

ed the other, sulkily. “You seem to for-

get, my clever and very sanguine friend,
that I’ve only a half share in the booty,
a half share and a better half. Sounds

like a pun, eh? You have overlooked one

little detail, matrimony, and that if I

don’t marry this girl within six months

all the coin goes to a college in Calcutta.

Did you ever know such an old hunks?”
Now standing up, walking to the doorway
and leaning against one of the posts,

“Why the mischief could he not divide

the money and leave us each half?” he

demanded, angrily, of his friend.

“Ay, why, indeed?” rejoined Mr. Gee.

“It all came of my tipping him a ten-

pound note.”

"Your grandmother!” ejaculated Mr.

Gee, with a laugh of the rudest incred-

dulity.
“Great-grandmother, if you like, but

it’s a fact! When the old chap came

home from India, with pots of money, he

was awfully afraid of being set upon by
hordes of needy relations. A bright idea

struck him. He hastily retired to a shady

suburb in London and set up as a pauper.

In other words, sent round a begging let-

ter for a little help, to keep hinr from

want in his old age. Rather grim kind of

joke, eh?”

"Rather,’J returned Mr. Gee, admiring-
ly; “and not a bad idea.”

“Any old fellow who was capable of

that would be capable of anything, this

will inclusive," exclaimed bis nephew,
emphatically. “However, to go on with

my story. Mrs. Adrian Brabazon, my fu-

ture stepmother-in-law, pleaded poverty;
Aunt Jane made no excuse of any kind,
doubtless she smelled a rat; and 1, being

just then rather flush of coin, sent him

a tenner, with a promise to do what 1

could; for, after all, he was my father’a

brother, and I could not let the old beg-
gar starve,” apologetically.

(To be continued.)

The Gift that Fritz Sent.

When good-natured, easy-going Frits

asked his American wife to go down-

town and pick out some little present
for his sister in Germany he sighed.
He had squandered his fortune, but his

sister still had hers, which careful Teu-

tonic management bad aided and swell-

ed to a beautiful degree. The Ameri-

can wife knew nothing of her sister-in-

law, but she fully appreciated the lim-

itations of her own finances as well as

lhe difficulty of sending a gift so far

as Germany, so she went to repository
for woman’s work and discovered there

a dainty bag of chamois leather em-

broidered with wreaths of forget-me-

nots and emblazoned with the one

word “Money,” to indicate its use as a

secret purse to be worn about the neck

for safety In traveling.
It semed an innocuous little gift, but

Fritz nearly went Into hysterics of de-

light when he beheld it “Ach! the

very thing,” he gasped. “Iwould not

write and ask her—no! but ’Money*
and ‘forget-me-not,’ ach! It is the ftiost

beautiful reminder!”

At that the American wife protested
and would fain have withheld the pres-

ent, but Fritz was firm. <lt was sent

to Germany at Christmas. Last week

a lovely substantial check came In ac-

knowledgment The old lady had appre-

ciated and understood the gentle hint

and hereby bangs a fruitnil suggest

ti°nt\_g V-Jjk JF

The Adams homestead at Quincy,

Mass., has been restored under the di-

rection of the Quincy Historical. Be*
otaty.

PLOT IN GOEBEL CASE

WITNESS SAYS NEGROES WERE

TO COMMIT MURDER.

Bergt. Golden's Story of Conspiracy to

Kill Democrats la Wit-

nesses and Lawyers at the Trial Are

in Fear of Assassination.

The trials of Caleb Power* and other

Republicans for the alleged assassina-

tion of William Goebel are almost certain

to involve Kentucky
in the worst feud

ever known in the

State. Already the

Republicans of Lon-

don have publicly an-

nounced that no

Democrat can ever

make a public speech
in that town. Ac-

cording to a corre-

spondent a leading
Republican of Lon-

don said: “Ifa Democrat comes to Lon-

don to make a speech a committee will

wait oi; him and tell him that he cannot

make a Democratic speech there, and if

he insists he will be shot as soon as he

rises to begin his address.”

The examining trial of Caleb Powers

was continued at Frankfort Monday be-

ford Judge Moore. F. Wharton Golden

went on the stand for cross examination

by the defense. Golden, in his testimony
Saturday, told of the alleged plot to kill

Goebel. During the hearing he said:

“John Powers told me they had two nig-
gers here to kill Goebel. They were

Hockersmith and Dick Coombs.” The

morning of the shooting,” continued Gold-

en, “John Powers said to me, ’Goebel

is going to be killed this morning.’ 1

said: ‘This must not be done. We must

go and see Caleb.’ John Powers saw

him; I didn't.”

Golden, who claims to have been a

friend to Secretary of State Caleb Pow-

ers and his brother, John Powers, for

years, gave testimony
that was particularly
damaging to John

Powers, but he also

brought in the names

of mdny others, in-

cluding Charles Fin-

ley, W. H. Culton

and Claimant Gov-

ernor Taylor, in his

story of the bringing
of the mountaineers

to Frankfort previous
to the assassination. Mr. Taylor, how-

ever, was not directly implicated. Gold-

en’s testimony tended to show that a plan
was made to bring several hundred “reg-
ular mountain feudists” to Frankfort',
who would, if necessary, as Golden ex-

pressed it, “go into the legislative hall

and kill off enough Democrats to make

It our way.” The testimony did not show

that the alleged plot to kill Goebel was

part of the original plan, nor did it con-

tain the names of those who conceived

that idea. It did show, however, that

Caleb Powers gave Golden money with

which to pay the way of the feudists to

Frankfort.

Witnesses and lawyers figuring in the

trial of the Goebel suspects are living in

daily fear of assassination. Col. Jack

Chinn has received

many threatening let-

ters, while Attorney
Campbell, chief pros-

ecuting counsel, says

he does not expect to

be allowed to live

through the trial.

It is now alleged by
the prosecution that

the murder of Goebel

was the result of a

plot, cunningly exe-

cuted. The plot, it is

said, involves Chief Justice Hazlerigg

and Judge Poynter, of the Court of Ap-

peals. The State asserts it can show

that it was the purpose of the plotters to

killGoebel Monday instead of Tuesday,
but on that day he was surrounded by
so many friends as he walked into the

State House that it was impossible to

get a good shot at him.

SHERIFF SUTER.

W. H. CULTON.

CAPT. DAVIS.

TRUE TO HER FIRST LOVE.

Romantic Reunion of Lovers Who Quar-
reled and Separated.

The marriage in Waterbury, Conn., re-

cently of Thomas Connors and Margaret
Fit'zmaurice is the culmination of a ro-

mance in which there are love, a quarrel,

separation and happy reunion. A dozen

years ago Connors and his bride were

sweethearts in Ireland. There came a

quarrel over some trifling matter and

they drifted apart. Nether would speak
the word of reconciliation, though each

eagerly awaited a chance to meet it with

pardon. Mr. Connors came to America

and settled himself in Chicago. There

he became a good mechanic and saved his

money against the time he should hear

from Margaret. She waited two years

and also came to America, finding a home

in Waterbury.
Here Patrick Driscoll, a thrifty wire

worker, paid court to, her,' but she would

not give him'her promise. “He ‘was per-

sistent, and she at last, thinking that

her first lover had gon© out of her life

for good and all, accepted Mr. Driscoll.

Their wedding day arrived, but the bride-

to-be was not at the altar.' She could not

forget..the old love. ' .’
’

?¦

The story of the wedding that failed

got into the papers, and so Mr. Connors

heard of Margaret. He wrote, telling
her of his long years of faithfulness, and

asked her to pardon him. and-.reinstate

him in her affections. The wedding 're-

cently was the result.
‘
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News of Minor Note.

The Farmers’ National Congress will

meet at Colorado Springs, Colo., on Aug.
21.

The San Francisco Board of Health

has decided that the Chinese who died

receatly under suspicious circumstances

had genuine bubonic plague.

Living animals have been newly dis-

covered at a depth in the ocean of two

miles greater than any hitherto reached.

Gretna Mennonites, strong Boer sym-

pathizers, attempted to burn Hie Queen’s
effigy in Winnipeg, but were prevented
by the threats of Englishmen.

An order waa received by » Cincinnati
concern by cable from an English firm
sos nearly (>00,600 British «ag» to b<
shipped as soon as they can be made.

The Philippine naval station has stead-

ily grown, until there are now forty-eight
vessel* on! the stattaa, and ls £h&e Arit*
twenty-eight are of considerable size.

CHicaeo. iMoiAHaraLin • Louiavu.ua hv.

Rensselaer Time-Table,
Corrected to May 8,1899.

South Bound.

Nj. 31—Fast M«U..... 4;48n,m.

No. 5-Louisville Mail, (daily) 10:55 a. m,

No. 33 Indianapolis Mail. (daily).. 1:45 p. m.

No. 39—Milk accomm., (daily) 8:15 p.m.
No. 3—LouisvilleExpress, (daily).. 11 p. tn.

•No. 45—Local freight 2:40 p. in.

North Bound.
No. 4—Mail, (daily).... 4:30 a.m.

No. 40—Milk accomm., (daily) 7:31a.m.

No.32—Fast Mail,(daily) ......
9:55 a.m.

“No. 30—Ciu.to Chicago Ves. Mail.. 6:32 p.m.
tNo. 38 —Cin. to Chicago 2:57 p.m.
No.. 6—Mail and Express, (daily)... 3:27 p. m.

•No. 46—Local freight 9:30 a. ni.

No. 74—Freight, (daily) 9.09 p. n».

•Daily except Sunday.
{Sunday only.

No. 74 carries passengers between Monon
and Lowell.

Hammond has been made a regular stop
for No. 30.

No. 3/ and 33 now stop at Cedar Lake.

Frank J. Reed, G. P. A.,
W. H. McDozi.. President and Gen. M'g'r.

Chas. H. Rockwell, Traffic M’g'r.
CHICAGO.

W. H. Beam. Agent. Rensselaer.

pfhaßansselaeTstaamLaundry.i
? TELEPHONE MB. KELLEY BROS. Propr’a. ?
/ Office Ndrth Side of Public Square. Zl

•<> Good work, prompt service, close attention to details,
? machinery, expert help, are making The Rensselaer Steam

> Laundry one of the m .Northern Indiana. Our constant

< aii>< « co give our patrons work; that cannot be excelled. c

asu. .J ?
\ iattlttS' Lace Curtain work, agencies....? Rose £awn, S

/ Woolens without shrinking. ’

[ Shelby* Wh't'tld \

> Please tell your friends about the quality of work you get. ?

• ~ 1 .. j

alfiMl
EVERY WOMAN

iMsattMasnesdsa reliable, waathly, ngnlatlM medielne. Only hirnliiMfi
UwparMt drugs shMidbaoMd. Ityou want th*beet, gel

Dr. Peal's Pennyroyal Pills
They aalaaad ymik The paetne (Dr. Pad's) MvwfitaM*
aeint, aay hara, fix .aS.

B. F. FENDIG, Druggist, Rensselaer, Ind.

WHEN IN DOUBT, TRY They hove stood the teetof jeer*.

OTQrtUA 4 ana have cured thousands ot

B Y Alnilnf] (W * rtA *F/>cases of Nervous Diseases, such

V VlilWllV Debihtv, Dizziness. Sleepless-
0 fR IPllll I -

ness and Vxncocele Atrophy
W W 1 ADAIH I Theyclear the brain, strengthen
S nvnill•

the circulation, make digestion
J&I perfect, and impart a healthy

vigor to the whole being. Alldrains and losses are checked permanently. Unless patient*
are properly cured, their condition often worries them into Insanity, Consumption or Death.

Csßswtegfwy Mailed sealed. Price ft per box; 6 boxes, with iron-clad legal guarantee to cure or refund the

MB wtwll Money, (5.00. Send for free. book Address.

B. F. FENDIG, Druggist, Rensselaer, Ind.

' New Undertaking

i In Horton buiidine, one door

i west of Makeever House, with a

' comple e and first-class stock of

; FUNERAL FURNISHINGS

1 I respectfully solicit a share of the

i public’s patronage and guarantee sat-
isfaction iu every respect. Calls

promptly responded to day or night,

A. B. COWGILL,
Residence at Makeever House. ra ont w

eThe
Needle
and the

Hook

make the

simplest and

best Sewing
Machine
on earth.......

Fitted with

Bicycle
bgzz

-

ar 'ngs HbJSI
the Lightest WolgggOW
Running Sew-

ing Machine
in the World...

YouCanhot Afford

to do your sewing on the old style shuttle

machine when you can do it BETTER,

QUICKER AND EASIER on the new

No. $ WHEELER & WILSON.

The Wheeler & Wilson is Easy Run-

ning,' Rapid, Quiet and Durable. No

Shuttle, No. Noise, No Shaking. See

It before buying.-

Agent or dealer wanted for this territory
andvieinity. For particulars address Wheel,
erA Wilson, Mfg.Co., 80 * 82 Wabash Ave;,
Chicago, Ills. ; r ..

I Bl H 1

Caveat., e' ,

s

d

co

r

d

<lC
'?

l

l7
kS ‘~',aine<l a,,d a “Pal !

i OußOrncKiaoreosiTcU?SJ»«TiENTOr*ecn
; and we can secure patent in less time than those l ;
I Send model, drawing or photo., with descrip-1 !
yfirni. We advise, U patentablc or not, free of [

fro.t thetj's.”

£o**.MtXur omcc. Wmhinoton, O. c."

COUNTY OFFICERS.

Clerk Wm. H. Cobver
Sheriff Nate J. Reed
Auditor W.C. Baitcock
Treasurer R. A. Partisan.
Recorder Robert B. Porter

Surveyor ....Myrt B. Price
Coroner TruittP. Wright
Supt. Public Schools .Louis H. Hamilton
Assessor John R. Phillipa

COMMISSIONERS.
Ist District Abraham Halleck
2nd District .Simeon A. Dowel)
3rd District Frederick Way mfve

Commissioner's court—First Monday of
each month.

CITY OFFICERS.

Mayor... .....Thomas J. McCoy
Marshul Thomas McGowan
Clerk Schuyler C. Irwin
Treasurer.... C.C. Starr

Attorney .Harry R. Kurric
Civil Engineer ...H. L. Grambin
Fire Chief.... Edgar M. Parcel*

COVNCILMBH.
Ist ward .G. E. Murray, Chas. Dean.
2nd ward John Eger. C. G. Spitler
3rd ward J. C, McColly, J. C.Gwiu

JUDICIAL.

Circuit Judge Simon P. Thompson
Prosecuting attorney Charles E. Mill*

Terms of Court.—Second Monday in Febru-
ary. April,September and November.

COUNTY BOARD OF EDUCATION.

TRUSTEES. TOWNSHUW.
Robert S. Drake Hanging Grove
A. W. Prevo Gillam
John F. Pettit Walker
Samuel R. Nichols Barkley
James D. Babcock Marion
Marcus W. Reed Jordan
Jackson Freeland Newton
C. C. B’erma Keener
J. C. Kanpke KankakM
Albert S. Keene Wheatfield
John A. Ijimborn

. .Carpenter
George W.Caster. Milroy
B. D. Comer. *

............................
Union

TOWN OR CITY
J. D. A11man..... Remington
J.F. Warren ...Rensselaer
Edward T. Biggs Wheatfiai l
Louis H. Hamilton, Co. Supt Reusie aer

CHURCHES.
First Baptist—Preaching every two weeks 1
at 10:15 a. m. and 7 p, tn; Sunday school at-J
0:30: B. Y. P. U, 6 p. m. Sunday; prayemi
meeting 7 p. m.

Free Baptist—One service every Sunday
morning and evening, alternately. Prayer
meeting Tuesday evening. A. C. F. meets
Sunday, (1:30 P. M.

Christian—Corner Van Rensselaer and
Susan. Preaching, 10:45 and 8:00; Sunday
school 8:80; J. Y. P. S. U. E., 2:80; S. Y-
P. S. C. E., 6:30: Prayer meetingThursjjtj
7:30. A. L, Ward, pastor. Ladles’ ffiMM
Society meets every Wednesday afternoon’
by appointment.

Presbyerian—Corner Cullen and Angelica.
Preaching. 10:45 and 7:30; Sunday school
0:30; Y. P. S. C. E., 0:30; Prayer meeting,
Thursday 7:30; Ladies’lndustrial Society
meets every Wednesday afternoon. The
Missionary Society, monthly. Rev. C. D.
Jeffries. Pastor.

Methodist—Preaching at 10:45 and 7:30;
Sunday school 8:30; Epworth Leagne Sun-
day 6; Tuesday 7; Junior League 3:30 al-
ternate SundaV; Prayer meeting, Thursday
at 7. Rev. H. M. Middleton. Pastor. Ladies’
Aid Society every Wednesday afternoon by
appointment.

Church OF GOD-Corner Harrison and Elza.
Preaching 10:45 and 7:30; Sunday school
8:30; Prayer meeting. Thursday, 7:30; La-
dies’ Society meets every Wednesday after-
noon by appointment. Rev. A. H. Zilmer,
pastor.

Catholic Church-St. Augustine’s. Corner
Division and Susan. Services 7:3oand 10:80
a. m. Sunday school 11:30 p. m. Rev.
Father xhomasMeyer pastor.

LODGES AND SOCIETIES.
Masonic—Prairie Lodge. No. 125, A.F. and

A. Mm meets first a.nd third Mondavsofeach
mixith. J. M. Wasson, W. M.; W. J. Imes,

Evening Star Chapter—No. 141,0. fe.S..
meets first and third Wednesdays of each
month. Maude Spitler, W. M.; Hattie Dow-
ler, Sec’y. >

Catholic Order Forresters—Willard
Court, No. 418, meets every first and third
Sunday of the month at 2 p. m. J. M. Healy
Sec’y; George Strickfaden, Chief Ranger.

Magdalene Court-No. 386. meets the
2nd and k > Sundays of each month. Miss

?"*'¦ «¦ *•=
Odd Fellows—lroquois Lodge, No. 144, I

O. O. F.„ meets every Thursday. E. M.ltar-
cels, N. G.; S. C. iFwin, Sec’y.; , I

Rensselaer Encampment—no. 201, I. o.
O, F., meets second and fourth Fridays of
each month. J, M. Cowden,C, P.; J. R. Van-

. natta. scribe,
Rensselaer Rebekah Degree Lodge—

No. 346. m -ets first and third
month. Miss Delma Nowles, N, G.; MaJ*
Belle Adams. Sec’y.

10. of Foresters—Court Jasper, No. 1703,
Independent Order of Foresters, meets sec-
ond and fourth Mondays. J. ~N. Leather-
man. C. D. H. C. R;C.L. TbOrntop, R. S.

Maccabees—Rensselaer Pent, No. 184. Kr ,
•O. T. MlMeets Wednesday evening. F. W.
Clssei, Commander; Isaac Porter, Record

Pythian—Rensselaer Lodge No.
. 82,

Knights pf Pythias, meets every Tuesday,
C. Robinson, C. C.: N. W. Reeve, K. of R’
* S.

Rensselaer Temple, Rathbone Sisters,-
No. 47, meets 2d and 4tn Thursday, 2

every month, Mrs. Lulu Htiff, M. fi. c’
Mrs. Josie Woodworth, M.TH R. C.

Grand ARMY.-Rensselaer Post No. M G.
A. R. meets every Friday night. J. A. Burn-
han, Post Commander, J. M. Wasson, Adju-
tant. .•

Rensselaer Women's Relief Corps—-
meets every Monday evening. Mrs. J. C. «

Thjirnton, President; Mrs. Ella Hopkins. ;
Robert H. Milhot CiRCLE-Meets every S

Holly Council.—No. 7. Daughters of Lib- ]

rnan of America.^meets I

h\ra?
d and'Thjrci


