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GOOGLY-GOO.
3¢ mornings, bright and easty,
When the lark is on the wing
4nd the robin in the maple
Hops from her nest to sing,
¥rom yonder cheery chamber
Cometh a mellow coo—
Tis the sweet, persuasive trebls
Of my little Googly-Goo!

‘The sunbeams hear his music
And they seek his little bed,
And they dance their prettiest dances
Round his golden curly head;
Schottisches, galops, minuets, E
Gavottes and waltzes, too, 32
Dance they unto the music
Of my googling Googly-Goo,

My heart—my heart it leapeth
To hear that treble tone;
What music like Ay musie,
My darling and mine own!
And patiently—yes cheerfully
I toil the long day throughe
My labor seemeth lightened
By the song of Googly-Goo!

I may not see his antics

Nor kiss his dimpled cheek;
Imay not smooth the tresses

The auvnbeams love to seeks -
It mattereth not—the echo

Of his sweet, persuasive coe
Recurreth to remind me

Of my little Goegly-Goo.

And when I come at evening,
I stand without the door
And patiently X listen
For that dear sound once morey
And oftentimes I wonder,
*Oh, God! what should I do
If any ill should happen
To my little Googly-Goo!"*

Then in affright I call him—
I bear his gleetul shouts!
Begone, ye dread forebodingg—
Begone, ye killing doubts!
For, with my arms about him,
My heart warms through and through
With the oogling and the googling
* Of my little Googly-Goo!
—Eugene Field, in Ghicazo Record.
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CHAPTER IL—CONTINUED.

‘“Is anything the matter?” she asked.
*You seem out of sorts. What is it?
Anything wrong at home?”

*No, not more than usual,” he said.

“Your father’s not worse, is he?”

“No. He was asking for you, though.
He misses you when you let a day
pass without coming in. He al-
ways says there’s something about
you that seems to make his pains
less racking,” and he smiled in a
pleased way to the girl, who smiled
back.

‘“That’s his way. He's a wonder to
bear pain, and no mistake. I'll go in
to-night. DBut if it’s not that that's
worrying you, what is it?” *‘Is it about
the mill?”

“Yes. It's that lazy fellow, Gibeon
Prawle, again. Iwish the fellow were
out of Walkden Bridge altogether.
You know the way he can talk to the
folk, and how he can turn them this
way and that. Well, he’s got the sack
to-day, and he vows he can bring out
the men unless Gorringe takes him on
again. And you know Gorringe.”

‘“He's the last man to give way in
such a thing.”

“That’s as plain as a loom, but I'm
thinking there may be trouble,” and
Tom’s brow was puckered with a good
many frowns of perplexity.

*What was Gibeon discharged for?”
asked Mary Ashworth.

‘“Why, because he’s a lazy, loafing,
do-naught; and Gorringe, who does
k¥now when a man works and when he
loafs, swears he won’t have him about
the place doing naught but getting the
rest of the hands all in a tangle. So
he paid him off to-day and bundled
him out of the place neck and crop.”

*“So he is a lazy fellow, everybody
knows that,” said Mary, energetically,
““and most will be glad he’s gone.”

‘“He's not gone yet, and that’s the
mess.”

“But what is it to you or to anyone
else, Tom, whether Mr. Gorringe keeps
him on or sends him away?”

“Oh, if you belonged to the union
you’d know how to answer that ques-
tion yoursclf. This is how it stands:
“ibeon has got the ear of all the officers
of the society, except me, and he can
make them believe that Gorringe has
sacked him, not because he’s an idle
chap, but because the boss knows he is
powerful in the society, and is aiming
& blow at the union through Gibeon.
Do you see that? Well, if he succeeds
in that—and I'm pretty well sure he
will—he may easily get ’em to make it
& union job, and then there’ll be mis-
chief. Now you see why I'm a bit
worried.”

‘‘But why does it affect you so much,
Tom?” asked the girl. ‘“You surely
aren’t deceived about Gibeon being idle
and a loafer?”

‘“No, not likely. But, then, dan’t
you see, a fellow must stick by the
union. Even if your cause isn't as
good as you'd like it to be, you must
take the good yarn with the bad in
that matter. You see, as local secre-
tary, I'm scarcely a free agent, my
lass, in such a matter. I'm no cham-
pion of Gibeon; but, then, I feel that I
can scarce go against the society. It's
pull devil, pull baker in my case, and
no mistake.”

‘‘But you can tell them your opinion,
can’t you, Tom?” asked the girl, who
had grown grave at the way her com-
panion had spoken.

*“Yes, I can do that; but I haven't
the gift of the gab that Gibeon has, nor
a tithe of the influence he has, either.”

*“What shall you do?”

“I'm thinking [ shall stand out
against Gibeon, at any risk, iass; and
that’s the truth, though if things came
to a pass I shan’t fancy playing ‘knob-
stick.’ I reckon that’s only another
name for traitor.”

*I don’t sece why a man’s a traitor
for doing what he thinks is right,”
said Mary Ashworth, firmly. ‘I know
ii T were sure a certaln course were the
right one, I'd take it 1 the face of
snything.”

*Oh yes; you yiris are always so jol iy
firm about ‘doing snat's right—wnan
You dou't have w do it,” answered
Tom Roglance, & little irritably.

o him, it was a vezy great matter

Teven

to think of taking sides against
his fellow unionists.

“I didn’t mean to annoy you,” said
Mary, gently—seeing at once that her
answer had grated on him. *“I only
hoped to strengthen you in doing
right. I know it will be a big wrench
for you to go against the rest.”

“I don’t say that I shall do that.
There may be no cause.”

“When is it to be decided?” asked
Mary.

‘““We’ve a meeting to-night; and it’s
close on time, too.” They had turned
in their walk and were now near to
Walkden Bridge again. ‘‘There’s Gib-
eon.”

The man of whom they had been
speaking, Gibeon Prawle, caught sight
of them at the same moment, and,
crossing the road, came tewards them.

“Will you go round and see father,
Mary?” asked Tom, hurriedly, before
the other man joined them. ‘“And
don’t tell him aught about this busi-
ness.”

‘“‘Good evening, Mary; good evening,
Tom,” said Gibeon Prawle, as he joined
them. He was a good-looking man of
some six and twenty,with bold, regular
features, vnder a mass of curly fair
hair. “You're coming to the meeting, of
course, Tom?” he said and then turned
to Mary. ‘I suppose Tom here’s been
telling you I'm in disgrace” — he
laughed noisily as he said this—‘and
that Reuben Gorringe thinks he can
kick me out of the mill. The hound!
But the man who kicks a stone wall
mayhap will break his foot rather than
the wall. He’s just like a beggar seton
horseback, but instead of riding to the
devil he wants to make the horse kick
other folk there. It’s only the other
day he was a hand himself, for all his
currish pride. Butit's strange tomeif I
don’t make him sorry he ever inter-
fered with me;” and an argry, malig-
nant expression made his face any-
thing but plrasant to look upca.

“I hope you won't hurt others in
your plan torevenge yvourself, Gibeon,”
said Mary, firmly.

*“That’s like you, Mary. Always
hard on me;” and he tried % laugh
lightly to cover areal vexation. *You
never would give ma credit for auxm
thing but doing the wrong thing in the
wrong way. DBesides, as Tom will tell
you, this is not my question only; it’s
a society matter. Gorringe knows I've
worked hard for the union, and he’s
got a knife into me in consequence.
He hates the union like poison.”

Tom and Mary interchanged rapid
glances.

*It seems to me it's a question be-
tween you and Mr. Gorringe, and no-
body else,” answered Mary; ‘‘and if
you bring anyone else into it you’ll be
doing what you have no right orcall to
do.” .

‘“Yes, that’s a woman’s vievs of all
society bothers,” answered Gideon
Prawle, lightly. ‘‘But Tom here
knows better, don’t you, Tom?”

‘““Tom agrees with me,” said Mary,
quietly; and at the reply Gibeon cast a
rapid and rather vindictive glance at
the other man, and said, shortly:

“Well, its not for you or Tom here
to settle, but for the society to decide;
and it’s time for the meecting. Good
night, Mary, Better feelings to you,
and less bitterness;” and with that
they separated.

CHAPTER IIL
THE THREATENED STRIKEB.

Tom Roylance had not at all unier-
estimated the strength of Gikeon
Prawle’s influence over his fellow
workmen. Ie told the facts of his dis-
missal in a skiilful manner, so as to
leave as far in the background as pos-
sible the manager’s real motive in dis-
charging him; and he cleverly made
the most of every grievance of which
he had ever heard.

In addition to this he primed onc or
two of his special friends to back him
up, and to declare that the society had
no choice but to make his quarrel
theirs and to insist upon his being
taken on again.

*“I haven’t paid my money to the so-
ciety for ten years and more,” said
one, ‘‘to be trod on like this; and I
ain’t going to stand it. We aren’t
worms, are we, for Gorringe to tread
on us; nor slaves, for him to thrash,
just as he likes? What I say is this,
that the life of a man ain’t worth 1liv-
ing if he’s got to feel as a manager can
just talke the bread out of his mouth
and leave his wife and young ’uns
without bite or sup, just when he
pleases. And it comes to this, as we
aren’t safe, not one of us, if we'ra to
be bullied here and sacked there asa
manager chiooses. A man’s a man, I
say, and ought to be treated as such,”.
and the approbation that greeted the
spealter showed that he represented
the views of several who were present
-—the majority, as it seemed to Tom.

“*I suppose we don’t deny as Gibeon
has done a lot for the society, do we?”
asked another man, and the question
was answered in a way that made the
subject of it glance rather triumphant-
ly at Tom. “Well then, if he’s stuck
by the society, I say the society should
stick by him. We ain’t cowards, are
we, to be afraid o’ one man?”

Things' continued in this way until
several of those present had spolken,
and at last they turned to Tom Roy-
lance and asked him his opinion.

“I've no manner of doubt about what
we ought to do,” said Tom, readily,
speaking in a firm, decided voice.
‘“This is Gibeon Prawle’s matter and
no one else’s. The reason he’'s been
sacked is one which those who've
worked with him know perfectly well
—he don’t do the work properly. He
knows that well enough,” and Tom
looked resolutely round ata number
of the men who murmured and mut-
tered their ubjections, and then turned
and faced Gibeon, who jumped to his
feet eagerly to contradict what was
said. ‘“Let me speak,” said Tom,
‘“you've had your turn. All that has
been said about the other matters is
right envugh,ne doubt, but it’s naught
to do witia Gibeon. I speak for myself,
end I say l've always had good pay
from Gorringe for good wark, and
there ain’t a man ean say otherwise.
And I've always fourd him willing to
listen to anything in reason. My vote
Il ba given for letting Gibeon settle

[ the Job for himself; and I shail stand
by the boss.”

There was some little applause when
he sat down. Pluck will always wina
cheer, and it was a plucky speech, and
made one or two who thought with
him speak their minds.

But there were more on the other
side, and after some rather heated
talk they appointed a deputation to see
the manager on the next day, to try to
get Gibeon Prawle reinstated.

Reuben Gorringe met the men read-
ily enough; but world not give way an
inch.

“No, no, my men. You know me and
you know my ways. When I say a
thing I mean it. Gibeon Prawle’s a
loafer and not a worker, and there’s
no room in any mill or shed in my care
for men who shirk their work. This
is a matter between him and me, and
the society’s got naught to do with it.
All the other little things you've men-
tioned we can talk about, and I'll do
all T can to meet you. But I won’t
take Gibeon back. Mr. Coode”—this
was the proprietor of the mill—‘‘and I
have.talked over this matter of Gib-
eon, and he’s left it to me absolutely;
and my answer is this, if I shut the old
mill up till it drops in ruins, I won't
have him back.” -

And from this position nothing could
move him. :

And the men wentaway with grave
faces and consulted, and then came
back and began to talk of striking.

“You can strike if you wish. To-
morrow if you like,” said Gorringe,
resolutely. “It’ll make no difference
to me. Every hand who’s ever been
in the place knows that for good work I
give good pay; and that in every matter
I can meet youm in, I meet you. But
you shan’t force me to take back a
lazy, gabbling loafer. It's not right.
I've no quarrel with the society; and if
you force one on me I shall fight you.”

When they pressed for arbitration,
he said it wasmo use. He would not
consent to agree to any arbitrator who
tried to prevent him from getting rid
of a lazy workman.

But he saw that many of them were
on the side of the discharged man,
and he made his arrangements accord-
izgly. He judged as accurately as he
cueld how many of the men were like-
ly to go out, and he arranged to bring
a number of non-unionists from a dis-
tance to take their places.

There was much debating, and long
and anxious discussion; but at length
it was resolved to send in the notices.
There were several dissentients, and
among them Tom Roylance, who was
encouraged in his attitude by Mary Ash-
worth.

Before the climax was reached and
the struggle came to a head, Gibeon,
who heard of this, sought herout to try
and gain her to his side.

‘““Mary, why are you against me?” he
asked her, when he met her as she was
leaving the mill, one evening.

“I am notagainst you, Gibeon. What
do you mean?”

‘“Yes, you are; and you're trying to
set others against me, too, Tom Roy-
lance.”

*‘It is not against you I am acting,”
she said, ‘“but I want to prevent youn
having the chance to hurt others.
This is your quarrel, and yours only;
and you know it. Trying to bring
others into it will do you no good
and will injure them.”

“I know that you are against me—
aye, lass, and seem to have been so
always. Why don’t you like me?”

“I've given you no reason to think
that,” said Mary, simply. “I hope I
have not been unkind to you, or to
anyone.” ;

“I don’t mean that. You couldn’t
be unkind to any living thing,” he
said, earnestly. “But you don’t like
me. Why can’t I have your good will?
Can’t you try and take my part now?”

*No, Gibeon; not in this,” answered
Mary, candidly.

They walked a few paces in silence,
and when they reached Mary’s cottage
he followed her inside.

‘“Don’t you know that I want

you to be on my side?’ ‘‘Don’t
you see why this thing hurts
me?” He began to speak with more

warmth of feeling than he had yet
shown. “Don’t you know, or can’t you
guess that what hurts me is that I shall
have to leave Wallkden Bridge?”
““Well, the world is wide, and if I were

than be cooped up here all one’s days.”

‘*‘Ah, but suppose there was a reason
why it was a pleasure to be ‘cooped
vp,’ as youcall it.
some one from whom one doesn’t want
to be driven away. What then?”

*‘Oh, oh, I didn’t know that was the
state of the case. Whoisit?” she asked,
half banteringly.

But the next instant she repented the
question; for Gibeon Prawle seized her
hand in his and ran his arm round her
waist, holding her close to his side
while his words came thick and fast.

‘“It’s you, Mary. I've tried to make
you feel it, to make you know that you
are more to rue than all the world be-
« sides. I love you, Mary, my darling.
You can do with me what you will. If
you love me, and will be my little wife
I'll work hard for you as I have never
worked yet. Ah, Mary, my—"

But as soon as Mary recovered from
her astonishment she struggled to free
herself from his grasp. “Don’t,
Gibeon. Let me ' go!
alone.. Don’t touch me! I've never
said aught to you to make you speak
in this way to me. Don’t touch me
again,” she cried, as he tried to take

me hate you,” and she shuddered with
an involuntary gesture of repugnance.

*‘Do you mean that?” he asked, look-
ing at her steadily.

“Yes, I do. Of course, I do. When
did I ever say a word to make you think
I could marry you?”

‘“Then you won’t marrry me? And
you mean to quarrel with me? You'd
rather do that, eh?”

*“I don’t want to quarrel with you or
with anyone, Gibeon. But I can’t
marry rou.”

**Yod mean to marry Tom Roylance.
I suppose?’ The words came very
angrily, sounding like a threat.

%o marry, and if you weren’t a coward
! you'd be ashamed to sag such a thing.”

| reason of the British embargo on Amer-

aman I'd rather see something of it °

| can you not tell me, thern, of some one
Suppose there was |

';very respectable general practitioner
{ named Jenner on the other side of the
| strect. I think I may recommend him.”

| must be well-nigh a saint, but Samuel

Leave we |

her again in his arms, “or you'll make | .y oy challenged party, you havea '

“Idon’t m2zn to ask you who I am |

*“Yes, that's Mke & Wa Trying &
fence an awkwara question with a bif
of big talk. But see here, you won*
warry him. So you may look out, bott
of you.” |

The girl smiled scornfully, but di¢
not answer, i

“Ah, you may smile. But if I chose |
to open my mouth he wouldn't carry |
his head half so high as he does af;
present, I can tell you. And as for the |
strike that's coming, he may look tc !
himself. If he thinks, or you think |
that he will be allowed to turn knob :
stick, you are both mistaken. I came:
to you to-day to try and make peacc!
between us all. I didn’t mean to let
my tongue and my feelings run away
with me, but you won’'t have peace, |
and so there’s an end to it.”

Mary said nothing while he was'
speaking, but the instant he had
finished she went to the door and
opened it. |

“Go,” ske eried, pointing to ths door. '

Gibeon Prawle looked at her, speech-
less with anger, his handsome face
frowning and flushed with rage. Then,
twisting his cap in his clenched hands,
he exclaimed: £ :

“Do you-mean to turn me out like 2
dog, without even a kind word or a
look?” he asked. |

“Ican have no kind words for any-
one who has said what you have, to-
day,” answered Mary, resolutely. “But
I bear no malice.”

leaving the room, and as he was mov-

to come over him, and he threw his
arms round her and clasped her tightly !
to him as he exclaimed:

*“You shall kiss me then, Mary, even
it you won't throw me a kind word,”
and he drew her to him and strove to !
press his lips to hers. i

She struggled with all her strength
to escape from his grasp, and, finding
she could not, called out loudly for
help. |

‘“You'd better yield to me,” cried the
coward, between his teeth, ‘for my
blood’s up, and I won’t answer for the
consequences.” |

‘“‘Help, help!” called Mary, rencwing
her struggles.

Then the door of the cottage was
thrown open quickly, hurried steps
passed alomg the passage, and Tom
Roylance burst into the room.

In a moment he had thrown himself
upon Gibeon Prawle, and, seizing him

sued, in the midst of which, Gibeon, '
suddenly breaking away from the
other man, pushed him back on to a
chair, and with muttered curses and

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

Washington Relics.

The ancient Black Horse inn in Del-
aware county, about sixteen miles
from this city, contains a couple of
notable relics that were higbly prized
by Col. Lines, the genial and widely
esteemed proprietor who died re-
cently. One is an autograph let-
ter of Washington’s, presented by &
citizen of Fairfax, Va., to the colonel
when he was on duty there as a union
officer in 1862. The other isa bust por-
trait of Washington, painted by Gil-
{ bert Stuart, a replica of the cele-
brated portrait in the Boston athe-
neum. Aside from apparent evidences
of Stuart’s style, the pedigree of the |
picture 1s perfect, having been handed |
down in the family of Mrs. Lines from |
an ancestor, a once prominent mer- {
chant of this city, for whom Stuart |
painted it. The portrait is painted on |
bed ticking instead of canvas, the lat- |
ter having been rendered extremely
scarce at the time it was painted, by !

ican commerce.—Philadelphia Record.

A Great Master.
Sir William Jenner, the distingulshed |

Andrew Clark, that other great Eng- !
lish physician, who has recently died. |

kindness to his servants, who used to
stay in his service for yecars at a time,
and who regarded their master as
nothing short of the greatest man in
the world. One day a gentleman in
urgent need of Sir Andrew’s services
learned from Jeames that it was im-
possible to see the eminent physician
except by appointment. *‘DBut it is
most urgent,” cried the caller in dis-
may. ‘‘Quite impossible, sir.” “Well,

els¢ near at hand?” “Well, sir,” re-

plied Jeames, reflectively, ‘“‘there is a

Sings While Breaking Colts.
The man who can sing ‘‘Rock of
Ages” while training a bucking colt
who is almost jerking his head off

. Richards, the veteran horse trainer of
' Hampden park, does this regularly.
! He drives a great deal in West Spring-
| ficld and soothes his new and nervoas

colts by singing Gospel hymns. He

rarely loses his temper, and forty

years’ experience has, taught him that
| “the confidence of a horse in his driver
'is'a great deal better than his feas "—
i Springfield Republican.

A Familiat Weapon.
!  An Irishman in France wa. chale
i lenged by a Frenchman to fights duel,
' to which hereadily consented, and sug-
gested shillelags.
“That won't do,” gaid the second.

| right to choose the arms, but chivalry
' demands that you shonld decide upou
| & weapon with which Frenchmen are
| familiar.”
‘*Is that 80?” returned the Irishman.
“Then, begorra! we'll foight wid guil-
lotines.”—Broolklyn Life.

One Talse Note.

A visi‘or to the world’s fair reporta
that he saw a countryman standing
before the bust of a woman in a col-
lection of statuary. The woman was
represented in the act of coiling her

. hair, and as the visitor came up the
' countryman was saying to himself:
“No, sir; that ain’t true to nature;

The man had to pass close to her on

ing away a sudden temptation seemed }
|
|

by the throat, a desperate struggle en-

threats rushed out of the room, I

Sir Andrew was well known for hisI '

she 2in’t got her mouth full of bsir
! pins.”—Youth’s Companion.

|
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money -and his spare
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STUDY AT HOME
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HUMPHREYS'®

Dr. Humphreys’

Specifles are scientifically and
earefully prepared I&

modles, used for years in

| private practice and for over thirty years by the

people with entire success. Every single Specifie
& speclal cure for the disease named.

They cure without dmsgin&. Juming or reducing
the system and are in fact an the Sovercign
Remedies of the World,

wo. QURRS, PRIORA,

1—Fevers, Conqestions, Inflammations.. .23
L—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colle..., .23
8—Toething; Colle, Crying, Wakefulness ,23

4-—-Dilarrhea, of Children or Adults...... 25
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16—-Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 205

19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. .2

20-Whooping Cough ........ooovemnviinne 25
27—Kidney Disenses ...........cooovneres 25
28—-Nervous Debility...........oovvinnnns 1.00

30-Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed.. .25
HUMPHREYS WITCH HAZEL OIL,
¢ The Pile Ointment.”—Trial Bize, 25 Cts,

Bold by Drugglists, or sent post-pald on receipt of prios
Dr. HuxpPuRkys' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FRER.
HUMPHREYS' MED, CO., 111 & 113 Willlam S¢t., NEW YORK,

SPECIFICS.

Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtained, and all Pat.
ent business conducted for MopeRATE FEES.

OUR OFFICE IS OPPOSITE U, 8, PATENT OFFiCE
atent {n less time than those

and we can secure
remote from Washington,
Send model, drawing or photo,, with descrip-

tion., We advise, if patentable or not, free of
charge. Our {ee not due till patent is secured.

A PampHLET, “How to Obtain Patents,” with
cost of same in the U, S, and foreign countries
sent free, Address,

C.A.SNOW&CO.

OPP. PATENT OFFICE, WASHINGTON, D, C,

| Wrecker.”

 William Dean Howells |

Cor. 4th & Columbla Sts., La Fayette, Ind.

Practical Business Methods, No Copying from Text-Books
Rates moderats, Normal course, Write for Catalogue to

J. CADDEN, President.
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McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894,

The editors of McClure's Magae
tine aim to publish the

Best Literature

«...AND THE,.,

Most Interesting Knowledge

and to make every line in the magae
gine both instructive and entes
taining. |

100 MEN AND WOMEN PAMOUS IN
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
represented in McClure's Magazine, ecither
a8 authors of articles or as participants n

dlalogues and interviews, or as sublects
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.

A ROMANCE OF THE
BOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Lenis Stevenson and Lioyd
O:bourne, will rua through four
sumbers, beginning with Jan-
wary. This story is one of thrill
ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding one of
" Treasure Island,” and of * The

Will contribute a serial

sty
to run through three numbers,
more especially for younger|
readers, and, like all his storles

for young people, it will be Juse,
as interesting to thelr elders,

e Short Stories |

Mowelts will be contributed by masg:
well-known writers, among others

|

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris, |

Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,
Harriet Prescett Spofford, *‘ Q"

Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,

Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwilil, .

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and!
Studies of Great en In Action, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this heading are announced the following i

D. L. NMOODY, the an and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIIIIOND.
This is the first complete study
of Mr. Moody’s career which
has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,

As a Leader of Men, { :
By HAROLD FREDERIC. /
Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr, Armour is pre=
bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world, He is also a great philanthropist. This

| article will present the many sides of his actiwe

Ities, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,

At his Qreatest,
— RY

ARCHIBALD FORBES.,
» Ruskin at Home.

& By M. H. SPIELNAN.
Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
NMADAMNB ADATL

Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Sardou,
Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Younger,

\ Camile Flamarion,
B and

1 CHARLES A. DANA

#lL are the subjects of articles in
the form of interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autobjes
graphical. Thesearticles in many
cases give full length portraits
of their subjects, the stories of
thelr lives, struggles, achieves

| ments and successes. These articles will be fully

fllustrated,

Famous Contributors.

In addition to the special announcements abowe,
fmportant contributions, some of which are unique
are in preparation by:
Prof. Henry Drummeond,
William Dean Howells,

Herbert D, Ward,
Bret Harte,
. de Blowits,

Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. E. Henley, Androw Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farras,

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,
George W. Cable. Qilbert Parker,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

Articles under this head will deal with the Mas
velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fielda
of Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating te
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timelyp
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrais
ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved se
popular, will continue to characterize coming issues,

‘The regular price of McClure’s Nagazine
oo Y il
15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yeann

How to Get this Mauazlns.v

We Have Made Special Arrangements
‘With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,
OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORNK¢
Whereby We Can Offer the

People’s Plios

AND McCLURE'S MAGAZINE

Iz Gombination for Only P

182,25 a Year, Payable in Advancey

B, Subscribing for the

Feople’s Pilob

You C.su Have this Splendid Magasine =
for Quly 81.23 o Year, or 103 Cents =
a Copy. adaress
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