
MATT
A TALE OF A CARAVAN

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.

CHAPTER 11.—Continued.

“At the present moment I am en-

camped in a spot where, in all proba-
bility, I shall remain for days. I came

upon itquite by accident about mid-

day yesterday, when on my way to the

market town of Pencroes; or, rather,
when I imagined that I was going
thither, while I had, in reality, after

hesitating at three cross-roads, taken

the road which led exactly in the op-

posite direction. The way was deso-

late and dreary beyond measure—-

stretches of morass and moorland on

every side, occasionally rising into

heathery knolls or hillocks, or strewed

with huge pieces of stone like the

moors of Cornwall. Presently the open
moorland ended, and we entered a re-

gion of sandy hillocks, sparsely orna-

mented hero and there withlong, harsh

grass. If one could imagine the waves

of the ocean, at some moment of wild

agitation, suddenly frozen to stillness,
and retaining intact these tempestuous
forms, it would give some idea of the

hillocks I am describing. They rose

on every side of the road, completely
shutting out the view, and their pale,
lividyellowness, scarcely relieved with

a glimpse of greenness, was wearisome

and lonely in the extreme. As we ad-

vanced among them, the road we were

pursuing grew worse and worse, tillit

became so choked and covered" with

drift and sand as to be scarcely recog-

nizable, and I need hardly say that it

Was hard work for one horse to pull
the caravan along; more than once, in-

deed, the wheels fairly stuck, and Tim

ind I had to pull with might and main

to get them free.
‘ We had proceeded in this manner

tor some miles, and I was beginning to

realize the fact that we were out of

our reckoning, when, suddenly emerg-

ing from between two sand hills, I saw

• wide stretch of green meadow land,

and beyond it a glorified piece ®f

water. The sun was shining brightly,
the water sparkled like a mirror, calm

as glass, and without a breath. As we

appeared a large heron rose from the

apot t>n the waterside where he had

• been standing—-
“Stillas a stone, without a sound,

Above his dim blue shade—-

>nd sailed leisurely away. Around the

lake, which was about a mile in cir-

cumference, the road ran winding till

tt reached the further side, where more

eand hills began; but between these

6and hills I caught a sparkling glimpse
hf more water, and (guided to my con-

clusion by the red sail of a fishing
smack just glimmering on the horizon

line) I knew that further water was- -

the sea.

“The spot had all the attraction of

complete desolation, combined with

the charm which always, to my mind,
pertains to lakes and lagoons. Eager
as a boy or a loosened retriever I ran

across the meadow and found the

grass long and green, and sown with

innumerable crowsfoot flowers; under-

neath the green was sand again, but

here it glimmered like gold-dust. As I

reached the sedges on the lake-side a

teal rose, in full summer plumage,
wheeled swiftly round the lake, then

returning splashed down boldly and

swam within a stone’s throw of the

shore; when, peering through the

rushes, I caught a glimpse of his mate,
paddling anxiously along with eight
littlefluffs of down behind her. Then,
just outside, the sedges, I saw the

golden shield of water broken by the

circle? of flsing trout. It was too
much. I hastened back to the cara-

van and informed Tim that I had no

intention of going any further -that

day, at least.

“So here we have been since yester-
day and, up to this, have not set eyes

upon a single soul. Such peace and

quietness Is a foretaste of Paradise.
As this is the most satisfactory day I

have yet spent in my pilgrimage, al-

though it bears, at. the same time, a

family likeness to the other days of

the past fortnight, I purpose setting
down, verbatim seriatim, and chrono-

RATTHER EMBARRASSING.

logically, the maimer in which X eooo-

pied myself from dawn to sunset.

“6 a. m.—Wake and see that Tim has

already disappeared and folded up hie

hammock. Observe the morning sun

looking in with a fresh, cheery coun-

tenance at the window. Turn over

again with a yawn, and go to sleep for

another five minutes.

“7:15 a. m.—Wake again, and dis-

cover, by looking at my watch, that,
instead of five minutes, I have slept an

hour and a quarter. Spring up at once

and slip on shirt and trousers; then

pass out, barefooted, into the open air.

No sign of Tim, but a fire is lighted
close to the caravan, which shadows it

from the rays of the morning sun.

Stroll down to the lake and, throwing
off what garments I wear, prepare for

a bath. Cannot get out for a swim on

account of the reeds. The bath over,

return and finish my toilet in the cara-

van.

“8 a. m.—Tim has reappeared. He

has been right down to the seashore,
a walk of about two miles and a half.

He informs me to my disgust that

there is some sort of a human settle-

ment a life-boat station.

He has brought back in his baglet, as

specimens of the local products, a doz-

en newlaid eggs, some milk and a loaf

of bread. The last, I observe, is in a

fossil state. I ask who sold it him.

He answers, William Jones.

“8:80 a. m.—We breakfast splendid-
ly. Even the fossil loaf yields susten-

ance, after it is cut up and dissolved

in hot tea. Between whiles Tim in-

forms me that the settlement down

yonder is, in his opinion, a poor sort of

place. There are several whitewashed

cottages and a large, roofless house,
for all the world like a church. Devil

the cow or pig did he see at all, barrin’

a few hens. Any boats, I ask? Yes,

one, with the bottom knocked out, be-

longing to William Jones.

“Tim has got this name so pat that

ny curiosity begins to be aroused.

‘Who the deuce is William Jones?’

‘Sure, thin,’ says Tim, ‘he’s the man

that lives down beyant, by the sea.’ I

demand, somewhat irritably, if the

place contains only one inhabitant?

Devil another did Tim see, h 6 explains
—barrin’ William Jones.

“9:80 a. m.—Start painting in the

open air, under the shade of a large
white cotton umbrella. Paint on till

1 p. m.

“1 p. m.—Take a long walk among

the sand hills, avoiding the settlement

beyond the lake. Don’t want to meet

any of the aboriginals, more particu-
larly William Jones. Walking here is

like running up and down Atlantic bil-

lows, assuming said billows to be solid;

now I am lost in the trough of the

sand, now I re-emerge on the crest of

the solid wave. Amusing, but fatiguing.
Suddenly a hare starts from under my
feet and goes leisurely away. I re-

member an old amusement of mine in

the west of Ireland, and I track Puss

by her footprints—now clearly and

beautifully printed in the soft sand of

the hollows, now more faintly marked

on the harder sides of the ridges. The

sun blazes down* the refraction of the

heat from the sand is overpowering,
the air is quivering, sparkling and

pulsating, as if full of innumerable

sand crystals. A horrible croak from

overhead startles me, and, looking up,
I see an enormous raven, wheeling
along in circles and searching the

ground for mice or other prey.

“Looking at my watch, I find I have

been toiling in tlie sandy wilderness

for quite two hours. Time to get back

and dine. Climb the nearest hillock,
and look round to dispover where Iam.

Can see nothing but the sandy billows

on every side, and am entirely at a loss

which way to go. At last, after half

an hour’s blind wandering, stumble by
accident on the road by the lakeside

and see the caravan in the distance.

“4 p. m.—Dinner, Boiled potatoes,
boiled eggs, fried bacon. Tim’s cook-

ing is primitive, but I could devour

anything—even William Jones’ fossil

bread. I asked if any human being
has visited the camp. ‘Sorra one,’ Tim

says, looking rather disappointed. He

has got to feel himself a public char-

acter, and misses the homage of the

vulgar.
“Paint again tillsix p. m.

“Abeautiful sunset. The sand hills

grow rosy in the light, the lake deep*
ens from crimson to purple, the moon

comes out like a silver sickle over the

sandy sea. A thought seizes me as the

shadows increase. Now is the time

to entice the pink trout from their

depths in the lake. I get out my fish-

ing rod and line, and, stretching two

or three flies which seem suitable, pre-

pare foi* action. My rod is only a

small, single-handed one, and is difficult

to cast beyond the sedges, but the fish

are rising thickly out in the tranquil
pools, and, determined not to be beat-

en, I wade in to the knees. Half a

dozen trout, each about the size of a

small herring, reward my enterprize.
When I have captured them, the moon

! is high up above the sand-hills, and it

! is quite dark.

“Such is the chronicle of the past

j day. By the light of my lamp inside

] the caravan I have written it down.

! It has been all very tranquil and un-

| eventful, but very delightful, and a

| day to be marked with a white stone,

I in one respect—that from dawn to sun-

j set I have not set eyes on a human be-

ing, except my servant.

“Stop, though! lam wrong. Just as

j I was returning from my piscatorial
! excursion to the lake, I saw, passing

j along the road in the direction of the

j sea, a certain solitary horseman, who

! accosted me not too civillyon the road-

I side the night before last. He scowled

j at me in passing, and, of course, recog-

| nized me by the aid of the caravan.

! His name is Monk, of Monkshurst, and

; he seems to be pretty well monarch of

| all he surveys. I have an impression
: that Mr. Monk, of Monkshurst, and

: myself are destined to be better, or

; worse, acquainted.’

CHAPTER 111.

! MATT SUAfcS TIER FIRST APPEARANCE.

| “Eureka! I have had an adventure

at last; and yet, after all, what am I

talking about? It is no adventure at

all, but only a commonplace incident.

This in how it happened*

*T wait seated this morning before

my easel, out in open air, painting
busily, when I thought I heard a

movement behind me.

“Ishould have premised, by the way,
that Tim had gone off on another ex-

cursion into the Jones territory, on

the quest for more eggs and milk.

“I glanced over my shoulder and

saw, peering round the corner of my

white sun-shade a pair of large, eager

eyes—fixed not upon me, but upon the

canvas I was painting.
in the least surprised, I thought

to myself: ‘At last! The caravan has

exercised its spell upon the district,

and the usual audience is beginning
to gather.’ So I went tranquilly on with

my work and paid no more attention.

“Presently, however, fatigued with

my work, I indulged in a great yawn,
and rose to stretch myself. I then per-
ceived that my audience was more

select than numerous, consisting of

only one individual—a young person
in a Welsh chimney-pot hat. Closer

observation showed me that said hat

was set on a bead of closely-cropped,
curly black hair, beneath which there

shone a brown, boyish face freckled

with sun and wind, a pair of bright,
black eyes and a laughing mouth,
withtwo rows of the whitest of teeth.

But the face, though boyish, did not

belong to a boy. The young person
was dressed in an old cotton gown, had

a colored woolen shawl or scarf

thrown over the shoulder;!, and wore

thick woolen stockings and rough
shoes, the latter many sizes too large.
The gown was too short for the wearer,
who had evidently outgrown it; it

reached only just below the knee, and,
when the young person moved, one

caught a glimpse of something very
much resembling a delapidated garter.

“The young person’s smile was so

bright and good humored that I found

myself answering it with a friendly
nod.

“‘Howare you?’ I said, gallantly. ‘I

hope you’re quite well.’

“She nodded in reply, and, stooping
down, plucked a long blade of grass
which she placed in her mouth and be-

gan to nibble—bashfully, I thought.
“‘May I ask you where you came

from?’ I said. ‘Imean, where do you
live?’

“Without speaking, she stretched

out her arm and pointed across the lake

in the direction of the sea. I could not

help noticing then, as an artist, that

the sleeve of her gown was loose and

torn, and that her arm was round and

well formed, and her hand, though
rough and sunburnt, quite genteelly
small.

“‘lfit is not inquisitive, may I ask

your name?’
“‘Matt,’ was the reply.
“‘ls that all? What is your other

name?’
“‘l’vegot no other name. I’m Matt,

I am.’
“‘lndeed! Do your parents live here?’
“‘Got no parents,’ was the reply.
“‘Yourrelations, then. You belong

to some one, I suppose?’
“

‘Yes,’ she answered, nibbling rap-

idly. ‘Ibelong to William Jones.’
“‘Oh, to him,’ I said, feeling as fa-

miliar with the name as if I had known

it all my life. ‘But he’s not your
father?’

“She shook her head emphatically.
“ ‘But of course he’s a relation?’

“Another shake of the head.

“‘But you belong to him?” I said,

considerably puzzled. ‘Where were you
born?’

“‘Iwasn’t born at all,’ answered

Matt. ‘I come ashore.’

“This was what the immortal Dick

Swiveller would have called a ‘stag-
gerer.’ I looked at the girl again, in-

specting her curiously from top to toe.

Without taking her eyes from mine

she stood on one leg bashfully and

fidgeted with the other foot. She was

certainly not bad looking, though evi-

dently a very rough diamond. Even

the extraordinary headgear became her

well.
“‘I know what you was doing there,’

she cried, suddenly, pointing to my
easel. ‘You was painting!’

“The discovery not being a brilliant

one, I took no trouble to confirm it;
but Matt thereupon walked over to the

canvas, and, stooping down, examined

it with undisguised curiosity. Present-

ly she glanced again at me.

“‘Iknow what this is!’ she cried,

pointing. ‘lt’swater. And that’s the

sky. And that’s trees. And these litre’

—for a moment she seemed in doubt,
but added, hastily—‘pigs.’

“Now, as the subject represented a

flock of sheep huddling together close

to a pond on a rainy common, this sug-

gestion was not over complimentary
ito my artistic skill. I was on the

point of correcting my astute critic,

when she added, after a moment’s fur-

ther inspection
“ ‘No, they’re sheep. Look ye now, I

know! They’re sheep.’
“

‘Pray don’t touch the paint,’ I sug-

gested, approaching her in some alarm.

‘ltis wet and comes off.’

“She drew back cautiously; and then

as a preliminary to further conversa-

tion sat down on the grass, giving me

further occasion to remark her length
and shapeliness of limb. There was a

free-and-easiness, not tc say boldness,

about tor manner, tampered though it

was with gnsta at hawhfnhaea ¦, wfciat
began to amuse me.

‘“Can you paint faces?’ she asked,
dubiously. "•

„

“Ireplied that I could even aspire te '
that accomplishment, by which I on

derstood her to mean portrait-paint
ing, if need were. She gave a quiet
nod of satisfaction.

“

‘There was a painter chap who j
came to Abcrglyn last summer, and be

painted William Jones.’

“‘lndeed?’ I said, with an assump-
tion of friendly interest.

“‘Yes. I wanted him to paint me,

but he wouldn’t. He painted William

Jones’father, though, along o’William

Jones.’

“This with an air of unmistakable

disgust and recrimination. I looked

at the girl more observantly. It had

never occurred to me tiU that moment |
that she would make a capital picture
—just the sort of ‘study’ which would

! fetch a fair price in the market. I

adopted her free-and-easy manner,

| which was contagious, and sat down 1
i on the grass opposite to her.

“‘l’llteU you what it is, Matt,’ I

| said, familiarly, ‘l’llpaint you, though
the other painter chap won’t.’
“‘You will?’she cried, blushing v?ith

I delight.
“‘Certainly; and a very nice portrait

1 I thinkyou’ll make. Be good enough
j to take off your hat, that I may have

i a better look at you.’
| “She obeyed me at oneo and threw

j the clumsy thing down on the grass |
' beside her. Then I saw that her head j
i was covered with short black curls, j
i clinging round a bold white brow un- i

1 freckled by the sun. She glanced at !
me sidelong, laughing, and showing
her white teeth. Whatever her age

! was, she was quite old enough to be a

' coquette.
“Promptly as possible I put the

question: ‘You have not told mo how

old you are?’
“‘Fifteen,’ she replied, without hesi-

tation. N

“‘Ishould have taken you to be at

least a year older.'

"She shook her head.
“‘lt’s fifteen year come Whitsun-

tide,’ she explained, ‘since J. come

ashore.’

¦ “Although I was not a littlecurious

to know what this ‘coming ashore'

meant, I felt that all my conversation

had been categorical to monotony, and

I determined, therefore, to reserve fur-

ther inquiry until another occasion.

I Observing that my new friend was

now looking at the caravan with con-

siderable interest, I asked her if she

i knew what it was, and if she had ever

seen anything liko it before. She re-

plied in the negative, though I think

she had a tolerably good guess as to
the caravan’s uses. I thought this •

good opportunity to show my natural

politeness. Would she like to look at

the interior? She said she would,

i though without exhibiting much en-

, thusiasm.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

“MAY IASK WHERE YOU CAME FROM?”

Prize Liar of Angora.

Angora has the curious reputation
of having gained a prize offered to

the man who could show himself to
be the greatest liar in the world. A

former sultan —so runs the story—of-
fered a golden ball for lying. Many
lied to him, but tlie sultan replied that

he could himself lie better. Finally
an old man fromfAngora appeared be-

fore him with a large jar on his shoul-

ders. “Your father,” he said, “bor-

rowed a jar like this fullof gold from

my father, and said that you would re-

pay the gold to his son.” “Impossi-
ble,” said the sultan. “If the story be !
true,” replied the pilgrim, “pay your i
father’s debt; if impossible, I have :
won the golden ball.” The sultan at |
once awarded him the prize, and there |
still lives at Angora a man who is sup- j

posed to be a descendant of this inge* |
nious liar, and who is known by the I
name of Altcntopoghlon, the literal |
rendering of which name is “Son of the

golden ball.”—London Truth.

Poisons and Poisoners.

j Sixteen Chinese emperors are report

; ed to have cCed by poison.
Nearly forty Turkish sultans and

Arabian caliphs died by poison,

j Until the English occupation, poison-
! ing was very common in India,

i Hemlock poison was a Greek mode of

execution. Socrates died thus,

j Nero tried to poison himself to e»- j
cape execution, but the dose was not

sufficient.

The Toffania poison was described

I in a papal bull as “arsenic distilled in

aquafortis.”
! Nearly two hundred Greek generals

and statesmen are named who commit- j
: ted suicide with poison.

Charles 11., of England, is supposed
by some historians to have been pois-
oned by a jealous mistress.

| During the middle ages poisoning,
especially in Italy, was regarded as an

1 entirely justifiable means of getting i
rid of an enemy. —St. Louis Globe-

I Democrat.

“A Loafer at Large."

A young business man, formerly of

Cleveland, but now located in the west,
has recently been east, says the Cleve-

land Plain Dealer, and in coming
through West Virginia had a little

spare time at one of the stations. As

he promenaded up and down for exer-

cise a tall, lank specimen of a native {
sidled up to him with tJie remark:

“How’d ye!”
“How do you do, sir?”

“Don’tlive in this part uv th« kontry, j
mebbe!”

“No, sir.”

“Travlin’ man?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Ever in this kentry before?"

“Oh, yes!”
“What line are ye in, stranger!”
“Ihold the position, sir, of loafer at !

large!”
The stranger eyed him long and earn* j

estly, then suddenly remarked;

“Gosh! stranger, but I’d like to have

your job!”—N. Y. World.

As It Sometimes Happens.

“Who was the best man at your wed-

ding?”
“The man I married. Now, who wa4

the best man at yours?”
“Tha man I wanted to nutrrj.

,,—LilA

RESPONSIBILITY.

SU4 tite window my bird doth fly,
P»r beyond ranch of my Tiaton’s strata,

Boldly he satis to the bright, blue sky.
Tot willbe come back to me again—

Bn ok to my lowing and outstretched hand
taaek t» my suture and my command

Without a sigh
I see him fly,

Be win come to me by and byl

Out from my bosom a thought doth fly,
Over the ocean it sails afar,

'When blooming shores in sweet rapture lie,
Through the wide heavens from star to star.

Or, midst the shados of the silent land,
Yet heeds my bidding and my command.

I ask not why
It seeks to fly,

It willcome back to me by and by!

Out from the precious and scanty dole

Time measnres me, golden moments fly.
Swift they speed to their destined goal,

Bearing each lost opportunity..
Flown are the winged and shining hand.
Never to hearken to my command

Shall I ask why?
We must, for aye,

Meet in eternity by and by!
—Zltella Cocke, in Youth s Companion.
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t ing education.

STUDY AT HOME!
THROUGH THE

SPRAGUE UNIVERSITY

Of CORRESPONDENCE INSTRUCTION,
I CotnpridmfthsUtdiaf correspondence schools IcthcworM. j

SUBJECTS TAUGHT.
IIIlf The School of Law prepares pupil* foradmission J

I
LPi II ***• hy *n extended, thorough course. Has j

-
1 *", over x,600 student* in every part of the country, j
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HUMPHREYS’
Dr. Humphrey*’ SpeelUos aro scientifically and

Carefully prepared Remedies, need for years In

private practice and for over thirty years by the

people with entire success. Every single Spcclllc
a «l>eclai cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purging orreducing
the system and are in fact ami aeeu the (sovereign
Remedies of the World.

HO. curbs, rniora.

I—Fevers, Conwstlons, Inflammations.. .23 '
U—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic 25
3—Teothlugi Colic, Crying, Wakefulness .25
4—Diarrhea, of Children orAdults 25
7—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis 25 '
8-Neuralgla, Toothache, Foceache 25
9—Headache., Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .25

10—Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation. .25
11— Suppressed or Painful Period.. . .25
12—Whites, Too Profuse Periods ZS
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness 25
14—Salt llheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions . .25

15—Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains 25

16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague 25

19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold In the Head. .25

SO—Whooping Cough 35

37—Kidney Discuses 35

38—Nervous Debility 1.00

30—Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed.. .25

HUMPHREYS' WITCH HAZEL OIL,
“The Pile Ointment.’’—Trial Blue. 25 Cu.

Sold by Prussia!,, or ..lit Jjoil-},aid on receipt of prloe,
Dn. Iti-MrHEuvt’ Manual (MS |,.su,) iiau.su runs.
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Specifics.
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Ous Office is Opposite l>. 8. Patent Office l !
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« remote from Washington. j>
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],t!on. We advise, If patentable or not, free of!

charge. Our fee not due tillpatent is secured. , i
5 A Pamphlet, “How to Obtain Patents,” with i'
], cost of same in the U. S. and foreign countries ];

isent
free. Address,

, >C.A.SNOW&CO.
Opp. Patent Office, Washington, D. C. i>

Awwmmwwwwwwwwwwil

Cor. 4th & Columbia Sts., La Fayette, Ind.
Practical Builnen Method*. No Copying from Text-Books.

Kate* moderate. Normal court*. Write for Catalogue to

J. CADDEN# President.
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WITH THE OEOQRAFHY OF TM« COUNTRYWILL

OBTAIN MUCH INFORMATION FROM A STUDY OF THIS MAP CF THI

GREAT*ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
(0.,8.Ltr. ando.,K. AN. R’ya)

West. Northwest and Southwest. ItIncludes
gHIOAGO, JOLIET, NOOK ISLAND, DAVEN-
PORT, DBS MOINES, COUNCIL BLUBES, WA-

TERTOWN, SIOUX BALLS, MINNEAPOLIS,
BT. PAUL. ST. JOSEPH, ATCHISON, LEAVEN-
WORTH, KANSAS CITY, TOPEKA. OOLOEADO
SPRINGS, DENVER. PUEBLO, and hundreds oi
prosperous cities and towns— traversing vast areas
ofthe richest farming lands in the weat

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS
Leading all competitors in splsndor and luxury
of accommodations (dally) between CHICAGO
and COLORADO SPRINGS, DENVER and PU-

EBLO. Similar magnificent VESTIBULE TRAIN
service (dally) between CHICAGO and COUNCIL
BLUBBS (OMAHA),and between CHICAGO and
KANSAS CITY. Modern Day Coaches, elegant
Dining Cara (serving delicious meals at moderate

prices), roatful Reclining Chair Cara (seats FREE)
and Palace Sleeping Cars. The direct line to

NELSON. HORTON, HUTCHINSON, WICHITA.
ABILENE, CALDWELL, and all points in South-

ern Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Ter-

ritory and Texas. California Excursions daily.
Choice ofroutes to the Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Runs superbly equipped Express Trains, daily,
between Chicago, St. Joseph, Atchison, Leaven-

worth, Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St.

Paul. The popular tourist line to the scenic resorts

and hunting and fishing grounds of the northwest.
Its Watertown and Sioux Balls branch traverses
the great "WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT” ol
Northern lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and East
Central Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee offers
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati and other Southern points.

Bor Tickets, REaps, Polders, or desired Informa-

tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or address

E. ST.JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
Oen'l Manager. Genl Tkt. dtPass. A&L

CHICAGO. ILL.

...

WEBSTER

*OOO more Wtrda and nearly 2000 more lllti*
trations than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside.

•id by all Booksellers. Illustrated Pkmphlsl
*

sent bee.
lURBIAN g CO^Fub’n.ByiiugfieU.Maas

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th<? editors of McClure’* Mag»*
line 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 nEN AND WOHEN FAMOUS IN

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will ba

represented In McClure’. Magazine, either
u author, ol article, or ui participant, I*
dialogues and Interviews, or as suhJoct* wi
article*.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd L JvsA
Ccbourne, will run through four Ty
numbers, beginning with Jan- nm

•ary. Thi* story is one of thrill-

Ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding ooa •( ?

a
“Treasure Island,” and of “The SuK *

Wrecker." *"-«¦»

William Dean Howells

jm Will contribute a serial stores
\ to run through three numbers,

aor * especially for younger

Jivt Q readers, and, like all his storle.

ra'sv' JZJ for young people, It willbe jusS
** lntere,lln * to their elders.

i »T*Vy\
Short Stories

NmOa will be contributed by many
well-known writers, among others i

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harrl.,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

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

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, end!

Studies ol arcat Hen In Action, will contlnu.

to be marked features of Coming issues. Under

this heading are announced the following :

D. L. riOODY, the nan and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUnfIOND.
This Is the first complete study /****%,
as Mr. Moody’s career which

bos ever been prepared. M,

Gladstone,
A* a Leader of Men, I/[7 y\f
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour Is pro-

bably the greatest merchant In the history ol tha
world. He is also a great philanthropist. This

article will present the many sides of his activ-

ities, and will be fully illustrated.

/T\ Bismarck,

w
At his Oreatest,

ARCHIBALD PORBBH

Ruskin at Home.
By n. H. SPIELHAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by ipyOcSß.

HADAHE ADAH. (M ygk
Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Veras, |
Sardou,

' ,
Andrew Carnegie

Archdeacon Farrar,

y . Dumas, the Younger.
H TV Camlle Flamarton,

CHARLES A. DANA

Mil *re tb* *ubiect * ot articles <•

i.VraWk?%wiw ti‘e form of interviews, in which

rilßtathc matter Is mainly autobio-

graphical. These articles inmany

aßite ca “*B' ve *ul* * P°rtraltt
of their subjects, the stories ol

Osm their lives, struggles, achieve

menu and succesoct. These articles willbe fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements abovet

Important contributions, some of which are uniqud

ore in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Word.
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H< H. Boyesea, H. de Blowltz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Praak R. Stock tom.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Long,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar.

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

Ceorge W. Cable. Clilbert Porker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head will deal with the Mass

vels of Science, and interesting Shbjects inthe fields

of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating to

the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait*

ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved so

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issues.

The regular price of McClure’s riagaztaia

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Year.

How to Get this Magazine.

We Ha,ve Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK«

Whereby We Can Offer tha

People’s Pilot
(HD HtCLDDE’S IUDUINB

In t/omblnatlon for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advance

By Subscribing for th#

People's Pitot
You Can Have this Splendid MagaotaraA,

for Onlj 11.25 a Year, orK>V* Cents \
a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO.

RUNSSEIABO, INO. ,


