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CHAPTER Xl.—Continued.

He put down the burden, and not

waiting’ for the silver piece that I

wishqd to give him he made a quick
movement in the direction of the fields.

The overseer abruptly withdrew.

The man who was seated had his

back to me, but by the looks of the

overseer he must have known that

there was somebody beside the truant

negro behind him. He rose and turned

round. It was a thin, bent figure, ina

flowered dressing-gown and slippers.
His hair presented that singular ap-

pearance caused by turning white in

patches and streaks, ilis face was

hollow and wrinkled; his eyes were

lusterless.

With the most apathetic expression
he looked at me, and seemed to think

that my appearance did not call for

question or remark. At least he made

none.

“Ibeg your pardon, sir,” T said. ‘‘ls

Mr. Pierce Bostoclc at home? Can I see

him?”

“The overseer attends to all busi-

ness,” he said, peevishly. “Go to him;
there he goes.”

“I have no business that he can at-

tend to. I must sco Mr. Bostock per-

sonally.”
“Must you, indeed?” He began to

rouse a little at the word, and show

irritation. “Where do you come from,

anyway, young man, that you think a

La Fourche planter can be made to at-

tend in person at the beck and call of

every interloper who fancies he has

business with him? What—”

His own talk, delivered in a feeble,
broken voice, excited him and brought
on a fit of coughing. He stamped with

vexation, and sat down on a bamboo

settee through sheer weakness.

“I am Pierce Bostoelt,” he said, when

he could find voice again. “What the

devil do you want?”

1 ought to havo expected this an-

nouncement, and to have been prepared
for it; but 1 felt very much at that in-

stant as though I had been following
a chimera. To be exact, I felt cold and

sick, and the hopes of long years van-

ished as a puff of smoke. And yet it

seemed incredible. This Air. Bostock

—this the hearty, ruddy, happy planter
who had crossed.our stony New Hamp-
shire fields ten years before, and

pushed out my horizon everywhere—-
this feeble, testy, drooping invalid?

My hopes were all turned to ashes on

the spot: yet I resolved to speak out,
and end the farce. He would not recog-
nize me, or would bid me begone if he

should. No matter —I would sec which

he would do, and then tear this cruel

leaf out of the book of my life, and

turn to other scenes.

“Well—are you dumb? What do you

say for yourself?”
“Mr. Bostock, lam Dorr Jewett. Do

you not know me?”

A very faint appearance of interest

came to his face.

“Jewett?” be repeated. “Ibelieve I

used to hear that name. Why, yes;

Amos Jowett was my schoolfe'low

when I was a boy. Dorr—Dorr? That

was my father's name.”

I saw that his mind was groping l for

memory, and I waited.

He motioned me to sit down with

him. He looked at me, but was silent.

“Amos Jewett was my father,” I

ventured. “Don't you remember com-

ing to our poor New Hampshire home

ten years ago, sir? Don’t you remem-

ber how kind you were to us? I was

the boy you took so much notice of.”

He heard me, and the mists seemed

dispelled from bis brain as by magic.
A look of surprised intelligence came

to his face.

"You Dorr Jewett?—little Dorr?

Bless me, how you have grown! I'm

not often glad to see anyone but my

child, ki these days; but 1 am glad to

see you. Is your father well?”

“Why, he died, sir, more than a year

ago. I wrote to you about it.”

“I never read letters now—nor pa-

pers—nor books. Not now. Yet Ido

remember a nice letter you wrote me

once, years ago. before—”

The change that came over that woe-

ful face terrified me. It was literally
black with rage, with fury, called up

by his own speech.
“Yes, sir,” I hastehed to say, “and

you answered it so kindly.”
“Did I? That is well; I am glad to

hear it. So you've come to look up a

wretched and lonely old man like me,
have you. bocausc I was kind to you?
Do you know, my boy, I don’t think

there’s another man in Louisiana, or

out of it. could neften me the way yon
have. I'm going to have you stay here,
now yo.u’ve come. Oh, yes, I do re-

member now all about the time I went

to Boston, and baok among the hills

where I was born, and how 1 found

you and poor Amos out in the fields,
and ate your good mother’s mush and

milk—”

His face seemed recreated. It ac-

tually wore a gentie smile.

.“But it was long ago, and life has

been hard and cruel with mS since, and

I had forgotten all these pleasant
things. Why, boy, it seems to me as if

you’d come to me from another world.”

He took my hand in his own thin

hand.

“You’llstay with me, Dorr Jewett,
won't you?”

I believe the tears came to my eyes
at the question. It v.as asked in a

voice which was the ghost of that

hearty, resonant tone that had long
sounded in my dreams. I told him

that I would stay awhile.

“Always, Dorr; I want you with me.

I remember, now, I asked you long

ago to come. lam rich, my boy; I’ve

got money, and plantations, and slaves;
but I haven’t any friends. Well, who

would I be kind to, if it wasn’t to

Amos Jewett and his boy? O! Amos

was my chum; he’d wrestle with me

and throw me; but he’d fight any boy
that tried to put upon me. I want

somebody to talk to; my girl can’t al-

ways be with me. Le Fevre is a good
fellow, but he’s never happy unless

he’s driving the niggers round. He

shall show you the plantation when

you’ve rested to-morrow —yes, that

willbe time enough. When you want

to go to New Orleans he shall go with

you; I never stir off the place. You’ll

see how tho cane grows—the old cane

and the new cane. Lo Fevre says he’s

got more than a hundred acres now

planted. lie’ll show you the sugar

mill, and maybe he can figure up what

the crop willbe this year. Good black

soil this. Dorr. This is better than

planting corn in the cracks of the

rocks up north, eh? No, you won’t

talk about going away, Dorr Jewett.”

So he rambled on, a wreck of mind

as well as body, continually striving
to struggle out of the gloom in which

he was involved, and to reach back-

ward to familiar faces and scenes.

A burst of melody shook the air; a

clear, pure voice, singing a merry
French song. Mr. Bostock raised his

head, and a new intelligence gave mo-

mentary luster to his eyes.

“Ah, that’s Coralie!” he said. “You

shall see Coralie. Here she comes.”

CHAPTER XII.

UCIITS AND SHADOWS.

Down the walk she came from the

house, light of step and graceful as a

fawn, clothed in pure white, with roses

in her raven hair. She was coming
directly to her father, when she saw

me. She looked from me to him; his

smile at once seemed to arrest her at-

tention.

“Why, papa, what has happened?”
she exclaimed. “Youare almost laugh-
ing! When did that happen before?”

“This is Dorr Jewett,” he said, “the

son of my old friend and schoolmate

in the north. Dorr, this is my daugh-
ter, Coralie. He willbe with us some

time, child. Everything must be made

agreeable to him.”

“Indeed, since he has made you

smile, papa, I hope he willstay long.
You arc very welcome, Mr. Jewett.”

With bewitching grace she extended

her hand. I took it, and new hopes
came to me. The world seemed bright-
ening.

We walked up to the house together.
We sat in the cool rooms with their

antique furniture. Mr. Bostock had

become passive and silent, from the

fatigue, I thought, of unusual emo-

tions. But I was rejoiced to see that

| he looked often at me, and that my

presence seemed to have a good effect

jon him. ,

I found Coralie charming, frank, un-

affected. She wished to be told about

the far northern states, their people
and their ways. All that I had to tell

interested her. Then she sang and

I played for me exquisitely. It was the

music of nature. The mocking bird’s

song that 1 heard that night in the

magnolias was not sweeter.

At dinner Mr. Le Fevre, the overseer,

came in, and we were made acquainted,
lie seemed a blunt man, but not rude,
and his reserve soon gave way to con-

versation. 1 saw from the looks of

the house-servants that he was no

more a favorite indoors than out.

The quadroon girl who stood behind

Mr. Bostoek’s chair and pulled the

cord that moved above the table a fan,
keeping a current of air circulating in

the room —this girl I once observed

“making a face” at the overseer, when

he was looking elsewhere.

“I hope you cIH not whip Jerry,” said

Mr. Bostock.

“No. sir, since you desired me not to.

But a thrashing would do the boy lots

of good.” i

“You are such a cruel man,” the lady
remarked.

“Ah, Miss Coral, you’ll never under-

stand how lazy these niggers are,

when they’re not followed closo. If it

wasn’t for me, your father wouldn't

have half a crop, any year. That

Jeremiah, for instance: he’d fish in the

bayou and play the banjo all day, il I

didn’t look af*cr him.”

“We do have better crops under Mr.

Le F« vre's management,” said Mr.

Bostock. “Still, I don’t sec why he

has to drive up the field hands so.

They get along better on other planta-
tions.”

“I’llshow you the difference when

the cane is cut,” said the overseer,

with his mouth full.

“I think Mr. Le Fevre would get on

easier with our people if he had al-

ways been at the south,” said the lady.
“May be so. Miss Coral. I’m a Penn-

sylvanian, and Icame down here fresh,
to learn about the niggers. I know

’em! They want bossing, and a good
deal of it.”

Weeks passed swiftly by, and I re-

mained at this delightful home. Re-

membering my promise, I wrote to Mr.

Dorion, giving him a full account of

affairs here, and of the condition of his

old friend. I willsay here, that the

subject need not be again referred to,

that, while my presence and the recol-

lections it recalled had a temporary
effect in withdrawing Mr. Bostock

from the clouds that enveloped him,
that unfortunate condition soon re-

turned. He was sunk in melancholy,
morose and peevish. There was never

a time when the sight of his child or

the sound of her voice would not cause

him to brighten for a moment, and I

could see that ho sometimes tried to

shake off his shadows and converse

freely with me. But the effort was

vain. The decline of his physical
health was bad enough; but it was not

to be compared to the changed condi-

tion of his mind. I watched him nar-

rowly, and I began to think that Mr.

Dorion was right. The man's mental

faculties were impaired; but there was

some mysterious terror, some haunting
dread back of that condition. He

would sit for an hour sunk in moody
abstraction, and when suddenly ad-

dressed would start, look wildly at his

daughter, and recover his sense of his

surroundings slowly and with effort.

Could all this be the result of remorse,
the punishment of conscience for the

slaying of Castex? No; for I recalled

Mr. Dorion’s shuddering description of

the ferocity with which his friend had
avowed that he meant tokillhis adver-

sary. My watchings, and my reflec-

tions by day and night, gave me no

clew to the mystery of the man’s de-

meanor, to the appalling change that

had come over him.

So the weeks passed. One week had

not gone when 1 was placed upon a

footing of charming, cordial friend-

ship with the beautiful daughter of

this house. We read together, she

often alotid from old French romances,

in the original. She played and sang
to me; she told me all about this

strange region, with its natural won-

ders. I told her of the White moun-

tains and the granite hills, the snow-

storms and the cold of winter. All

these things she had read of, but she

listened to my stories as though they
were leaves from some fairy chronicle.

And, most charming of all, wc would

wander by the moonlight through the

oak and magnolia grove; through the

wide fields green with the cane leaves,
to the edge of the impenetrable cy-

press swamps, where the cry of the

pelican and the splash of the alligator
could be heard.

Did I reflect as to whither all this

was tending? Did it occur to me that

the seed I was sowing could only come

to a bitter harvest of impossibili-
ties? In fact, I took no thought about

it. I let the dream go on —the en-

trancing, enrapturing dream!

But my time was not all passed in

this way. I became well acquainted
with Le Fevre, and found that he was

much more blunt than brutal; though
the negroes all stood in fear of him.

lie took me over the plantation and

explained the processes of cane-grow-

ing, cutting and grinding. We went

over to New Orleans, put up for three

days at the St. Charles, and examined

the wonders of the crescent river-

front with its forest of smoke-pipes
and the busy scenes of the levee. We

strolled in the French quarter of this

unique city, which, within less than a

century, has been under Spanish,
French and American government; we

visited the market; we rode in the sub-

urbs on the hard and shining shell

roads. Back again at the La Fourche

plantation, we went over to the ancient

French town of Thibodeaux, and dined

at an inn, where, except the bread, I

knew not the name of a single dish

that I ate.

It was to me a season of glamour, a

happy time, that I knew must end,
somehow; yet I was treated precisely
as thoqgh I were to remain forever. I

wished not to break the spell; and it

was only to test Mr. Bostock’s feelings
toward me that I said to him one day,
when we were alone:

“Ihave been with you six weeks; is

that not a pretty long visit?”

lie roused himself and looked

troubled.

“You don’t think of leaving me,

Dorr?”

“Why, sir—you know I’ve got my
own way to make, somewhere. This

is all pleasure and vacation.”

“You like it here, then?”

“Indeed I do, sir. Everything is

charming.”
“Stay, then. Itdoes me good to have

you here. Stay tillNovember, anyway.
I can’t have you go so soon. Do you
want money?"

“No, sir.”

“Tell me whenever you do. Enjoy
yourself all you can—and don't think

of going. I loved your father; I love

you.”
nis hand was laid affectionately on

my shoulder; a mist shone in his

weary eyes.
So that was settled—for a time. I

was not to leave him—nor Coralie.

But that night in my dreams the warn-

ing face of Mr. Dorion came to me,

and I seemed to hear his words again:
“There i 3 a fearful mystery hanging

over his past life. Ido not know, you
do not know, how you may become

complicated with it, if you persist in

going on.”

CHAPTER XIIL

TOE NEW PUODIOAh.

It was an evening of early Septem-
ber that tho first shadow fell upon my

pleasant existence at this home. Mr.

Bostock s habit was to retire early.
This night he had chosen to remain

up. and was sitting in his easy chair

upon the veranda. Coralie was at the

piano; 1 sat on the upper step, listen-

ing to the laughter and banjo-strum-
ming from the negro tpiarters. Le
Fevre sat lower down, smoking, en-

gaged in his own thoughts. There was

no moon that night, and the tall fig-
ure that came up from the road was

upon ns before we saw it

“Does Pierce Bostock live here?”
The voice seemed familiar to mo,

though I did not at first remember

where I had heard it.

“Yes,” said the overseer, gruffly.
“What do you want?”

“Iwant to see him.”

“Well, perhaps you can’t. I attend
to his business mostly, lie don’t see

strangers.”

“Iam not a stranger. I reckon he’ll
see me when he knows I am here.”

Mr. Bostock suddenly roused him-

self. “Who is that?” he asked.

“Yes, I think he’H see me,” the

stranger loudly repeated.
I heard a sigh from the invalid, a

deep-drawn, troubled sigh.
“Tell him to go away,” he faintly

said. “What makes him come here <to

annoy me? I don’t want to see him.”

“You hear, do you?” Le Fevre said,

standing in front of the stranger.
“What d’ye mean, coining here to

trouble a sick man? You go, or I’ll

find a way to help you.”
“O, very well. If Mr. Bostock won’t

see me, he’ll hear of me. May be he’d

like to have me take a turn around La

Fourche and talk with the planters
about old times. Good eveniug.”

He turned on his heel.

“Stop!” said Mr. Bostock. “Tellhim

to come in.”

He rose and walked into the parlor.
The stranger followed. Perhaps a due

regard for social propriety should havo

restrained me from following; but the

impulse to do so, growing out of my

recognition of the voice and my power-
ful interest in Mr. Bostock, was irre-

sistible. As for the pugnacious over-

seer, the sharp words that ho had had

with the stranger and the constraint

under which the planter was acting
were sufiicient reasons to cause him to

go in also.

{TO on CONTINUED.]

“THIS IS DOER JEWETT,” HE SAID.

“YES, ITHINK HE’LL SEE ME.”

MEDICAL LORE OF THE ORIENT.

Documents of tho Seventh Century Re-

cently Pound by a Missionary.

We have on more than one occasion

suggested that a vast field of medico-

historical research exists in oriental,
more especially in Chinese, territory,
and we have now to record an impor-
tant “find”in confirmation of our sur-

mise, says the London Lancet. This

time it is the region beyond our Cash-

mere frontier—the hill country be-

tween Chinese Leh and Yarkand—that

had been laid under contribution, and

the treasure-trove in question is due
to the sagacious inquiries of a Mora-

vian medical missionary, Mr. Weber,
whose station is at Leh.

He received it from an Afghan coad-

jutor—a past master in sucli investiga-
tion—and it consists of a series of man-

uscripts dating from the seventh centu-

ry A. D., and deals with medicine and

its traditionally allied subjects of

astronomy and witchcraft. The docu-

ments were handed by Mr. Weber to

Dr. lloernle, of the Bengal Asiatic so-

ciety, whose well-known skill in ori-

ental paleography at once recognized
their tenor, as also the material on

which they were written.

This latter is identical withthe paper
still used by the Himalayan tribes, be-

ing composed of the same vegetable
fibers and not of the birch bark em-

ployed for the writings brought to

England by Capt. Bowen. Dr. Uoernle
ascribes the good preservation of the

manuscripts first to the dryness of the

surrounding air and next to their hav-

ing been “sized” with white arsenic,

lie gives a translation of one of the

spells for inducing fever, presumably
as a punishment or in revenge—a spell
eminently charactistic of its Chinese

origin, and interesting not only to the

medical historian, but also to the stu-
dent of popular superstitions.

Old-Fashioned Dutch.

In Ilolland the people of the towns

have moved with the world and

changed their fashion of dressing as

the years wen
1, on. But in North Hol-

land, and away from the highways oi
travel, the people still wear the cos-

tumes their ancestors did when thet

settled New York. Perhaps the for

eign air comes principally from th*

sabots and caps. The sabots are uni-

versal—men, women and children

wearing these queer wooden shoes

Caps are unending in their diversity
It has been said that the women

of every town in that country hare

their own peculiar style of cap. Down

in Schcvingen the close muslin cap,
the bright, plaid shawl worn as a

bertha, the very white, whi\c aproa
and the clean print dress are really
not so unlike what a tidy workwoman

wears anywhere else in the world. In

the winter the neat Dutchwoman

wears a picturesque black short cloak

lined with a bright red.

B’e all enjoy praise which we do not

hear, and resent contempt? 1*hicliwo do

not see.

WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN.

She was never married, oar dear old aunt,
Our mother's old Aunt Bess:

W’e girls could never Imagine why.
Though wo often tried to guess.

Her sweet old face, her wistful smile,
And her eyes that seemed to say:

1 too had a lower once, my dears,
Ina long past yesterday.*’

W e were a party of merry girls
Who never had known a care;

Our heads full of lovers and love affairs.
And our hearts as light as air.

One evening, our youngest, our wlnsame Kate

(Her own wedding day was near),

Said: “Why had you never a wedding day?
Ah! do tell us, auntie dear.'*

But the sweet blue eyes grew sadly dim

With tears that did not fall,
And a faint flush tinged her cheek as sho

said:

“Mydear, he ceased to call ”

A sudden hush fell over us then—

Our heart-beats you might havo heard.
As she slowly rose and left tne room

With never another word.

Ah me! since that April afternoon
Inavo seen both shower and shino,

Katie married—and Winnie dead—

And a lonely herarth is nunc.

And oft in tho quiet evening hoar,
W rn the silent shadows fall,

I thl ik of my dear old Auntie Bess.
And her lover—who ooased to call.

—lLud Houston, in Chamber's Journal.
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prices), restful Reclining Chair Cars (scats FREE)
and Palace Sleeping Cars. Tho direct line to
NELSON, HORTON, HUTCHINSON. WIC JITA.
ABILENE, CALDWELL, and all points U. South-
am Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Ter.
ritory and Texas. California Excursions dally,
Cholco of routes to tho Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Runs superbly equipped Express Trains, dally,
between Chicago, St. Joseph, Atchlcon, Leuven*
worth. Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St.
Paul. The popular tourist line to tho scenic reeorta
and hunting and fishing grounds ofthe north wc st.
Its Watortowi. uni Sioux Falls branch traverses
the great “WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT" ol
Northern lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and East
Control Dakota.

The Short Lino via Seneca and Kankakee offer*
facllltlos to travel to and from Indianapolis. Cln*
cinnati and othor Southern points.

For Tickets, Flaps, Folders, or desired Informa.

tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or address

E. ST.JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
Geafl Manager. OenlTkt. APass. Aci.

CHICAGO. ILL.

WEBSTER

more W*rda and nearly 2000 more IF't*
trutinna than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
iu every School and at every Firceide.

Bold by all Bookseller*. Illustrated Pamphlet
sent free.

G. A C MERRIAM A CO.. Fub’rs,Springfield,Raw

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE

j For 1894.
Th<; editors of McClure’s Maga-

zine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE,..

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the maga-
*ine both instructive and enter-

taining.

100 HEN AND WOnEN PAMOL'« IN
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

represented In McClure's Msgaxine. cither
as authors ol articles or as participants ha
dialogues and Interviews, or as suhlects ad
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd f
Osbourne, willrun through four 'fil jfll
numbers, beginning with Jan- YkA mga

vary. Thi* story it one of thrill- 4^
Ing adventure and mysterious -yTj ’

happenings, reminding one of ?f\{ )m
"Treasure Island," and of •*The \W/•
Wrecker." ***’¦—¦

William Dean Howells
Will conlribute a serial story

r3IL»jS \ t° run through three numbers,

(Try \
more especially for younger

M Vy readers, and, like all his stories

JzJ t° T young people, it will be jus*
V as interesting to their elders.

(AvSV Short Stories
iinrua will bi contributed by many

well-known writers, among othen ¦

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris.
Conan Doyle, Prank R, Stockton,

Harriet Prescott Spofford, "Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwlll.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and

Studies of Orest Hon In Action, will continue

Id be marked features of coming issues. Under

this heading are announced the following :

D. L. HOODY, the flan and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUnfIOND.

This is the first complete study /“*"«.
•f Mr. Moody's career winch

has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men, •/f] yyf
Dy HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour Is pro-

bably the greatest merchant in the history of th«

world, lie is also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many aides ol his acU*w

(ties, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,

V 7 H
At his Qrcatsst,

ARCHIBALD FORBUL

I*/'4/- Ruskin at Home*

r
By Cl. H. SPIELJIAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by T7VxVC\

nADAHE ADAH. («
Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Vtrnt, |
fardou,

Andrew Carnegie ‘
*

_

'

Archdeacun Farrar,
omtm

§
Dumas, ths Youngar.

Camile FLamar ion,

CHARLES A. DANA

are the subjects ol articles U*

the form of interviews, in which

the matter is mainly autobio-

graphical. These articles in many

cases give full length portraits

of their subjects, the stories ol

Dm. their lives, struggles, achieve,

¦tents and successes. These articles willbe fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to ibe special announcements a bora.

Important contributions, some of which are unique

are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward.

WilliamDean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, H. ds Blowltz,
Thomas Nelson Page. Frank R. Stocktaa.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar.
Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

Goorge W. Cable. dilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head willdeal with the Mass

?els of Science, and interesting subjects in the fielda

of Kailroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating tv

the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles. Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait*

ore. Stranger than Fiction, which have proved sa

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issuca.

The regular price of McClure’s riagazln*

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Year*

Hnw to Get this Magazine.

Wo Have Made Special Arrangement*

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK.

Whereby We Can Offer the

People’s Pilot
AND McGLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advance.

By Subscribing for the

People’s Pilot
You Can Have this Splendid Magntln,

for Only J 1 2*> u Yeur. or 1 *V4 Ceuta

o Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO,
i RENSSELAER, IND.


