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CHAPTER H—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’llgo in

to-night. But 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. I wish 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

know 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 willbe glad he’s gone.”

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

“Butwhat 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 yourself. This is how it stands:

Gibeon 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
a 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, don’t

you see, a feljow 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

n tithe of the influence he has, either.”

“What shall you do?”

“I’m thinking I shall stand out

against Gibeon, at any risk, lass; 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.”

“Idon’t see why a man's a traitor
for doing what he thinks is right,”
said Mary Ashworth, firmly. “1 know

if I were sure a certain course were the

rifht one, I’d take it in the face of

anything.”
“Oh yes; you girls are always so jolly

firm abou t doing nat’s right—wh-n
you don’t have u> do it,” answered

Tom Roylance, a littleirritably.
To him, it was a very great matter

even to thick of taking sides

his fellow unionists.

“Ididn’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 willbe 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 towards them.

“Willyou go round and see father,
Mary?” asked Tom, hurriedly, before

the other man joined them. “And

cion’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, under a mass of curly fair

hair. “You’recoming to the meeting, of

course, Tom?” he said and then turned

to Mary. “Isuppose 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 willbreak his foot rather than

the wall. He’s just like a beggar set on

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 aU his

currish pride. But it’s strange to me if I

don’t make him sorry he ever inter-

fered with me;” and an angry, malig-
nant expression made his face any-

thing but peasant to look upca.

“Ihope you won’t hurt others in

your plan to revenge yourself, Gibeon,”
said Mary, firmly.

“That’s like you, Mary. Always
hard on me;” and he tried to laugh
lightly to cover areal vexation. "You

never would give mo credit for any--

thing but doing the wrong thing in the

wrong way. Besides, 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.

“Itseems 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 or call to

do.”

“Yes, that’s a woman’s vievr of all

society bothers,” answered Gideon

Prawle, lightly. “But Tom here

knows bettor, 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 meeting. Good

night, Mary, Better feelings to you,
and less bitterness;” and with that

they separated.

CHAPTEK HL

THE THREATENED STRIKE.

Tom Roylance had not at all un icr-

estimated the strength of Gibeon

Prawle’s influence over his fellow

workmen. lie told the facts of his dis-

missal in a skillfulmanner, 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 one 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.

“Ihaven’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 liv-

ing if he’s got to feel as a manager can

just take the bread out of bis 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 as a

manager chooses. A man’s a man, I

say, and ought to be treated as such,”
and the approbation that greeted the

speaker 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 roan?”

Things continued in this way until

several of those present had spoken,
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 at a number

of the men who murmured and mut-

tered their objections, 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 enough,no doubt, but it’s naught
to do witn Gibeon. I speak for myself,
and I say I’ve always had good pay
from Gorringe for good work, and

there ain’t a man can say otherwise-
And I’ve always fouad him willing to

listen to anything <n reason. My vote

’ll be given for letting Gibeon settle

the job for himself; and I shall stand

by the boss.”

There was some little applause when

he sat down. Pluck wiU always win a

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 would 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 miH 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

aH I 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

millup 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’llmake 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 you in, I meet you. IMit

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 was no 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-

ingly. He judged as accurately as he

cotJd 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 inhis attitude by Mary Ash-

worth.

Before the climax was reached and

the struggle came to a head, Gibeon,
who heard of this, sought her out 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.
“Iam not against 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 you

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 willinjure 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 Walkden Bridge?”
“Well, the world is wide, and ifI were

a man I’d rather see something of it

than be cooped up here all one’s days.”
“Ah, but suppose there was a reason

why it was a pleasure to be ‘cooped
up,’as you call it. Suppose there was

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. Who is it?” 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’syou, Mary. I’ve tried to make

you feel it, to make you know that you
are more to me 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 willbe my littlewife
I’llwork 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! Leave me

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
her again in his arms, “or you’ll make
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 co quarrel with me? You’d

rather do that, eh?”

“Idon’t want to quarrel with you or

with anyone, Gibeon. But I can’t

marry you.”
"Yod mean to marry Tom Roylance.

I suppose?” The words came very

angrily, sounding like a threat

“Idon’t mean to ask you who I am

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

“Yes, that's like A taa. Ttyirg *
fence an awkwara question with a bit
of big talk. But see here, you won’!

marry him. So you may look out, botl
of you.”

The girl smiled seornfully, but die
not answer.

“Ah, you may smile. But if I chose

to open my mouth he wouldn’t carrj
his head half so high as he does al

present. I can tell you. And as for the

strike that’s coming, he may look t<
himself. If he thinks, or you think,

that he willbe allowed to turn knob

stick, you are both mistaken. I came

to you to-day to try and make peace
between us all. I didn’t mean to lei

my tongue and my feelings run awaj
with me, but you won’t have peace,
and so there’s an end to it.”

Mary said nothing while he wai

speaking, but the instant he had

finished she went to the door and

opened it.

“Go,” she cried, pointing to the 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 a

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.”

The man had to pass close to her on

leaving the room, and as he was mov-

ing away a sudden temptation seemed

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

“You shall kiss me then, Mary, even

if you won't throw me a kind word,"
and he drew her to him and strove to

press his lips to hers.

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, renewing

her struggles.
Then the door of the cottage was

thrown open quickly, hurried steps
passed alcag the passage, and Tom

Roylance burst into the room.

In a moment he had thrown himself

upon Gibeon Prawle, and, seizing him

by the throat, a desperate struggle en-

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

threats rushed out of the room.

[to bb continued.)

Washington Belles.

The ancient Black Horse inn in Del-

aware county, about sixteen miles

from this city, contains a couple of

notable relics that were highly 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 a

citizen of Fairfax, Va., to the colonel

when he was on duty there as a union

officer in 1862. The other is a bust por-
trait of Washington, painted by Gil-

bert Stuart, a replica of the cele-

brated portrait in the Boston athe-

naeum. Aside from apparent evidences

of Stuart’s style, the pedigree of the

picture is 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
reason of the British embargo on Amer-

ican commerce.—Philadelphia Record.

A Great Master.

Sir WilliamJenner, the distinguished
English physician, used to tell with

great gusto a tale of a footman of Sir

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

Sir Andrew was well known for his

kindness to his servants, who used to

stay in his service for years 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. “But it is

most urgent,” cried the caller in dis-

may. “Quite impossible, sir.” “Well,
can you not tell me, then, of some one

else near at hand?” “Well, sir,” re-

plied Jeames, reflectively, “there is a

very respectable general practitioner
named Jenner on the other side of the

street. I think I may recommend him.”

Sings While Breaking Colts.

The man who can sing “Rock of

Ages” while training a bucking colt

who is almost jerking his head off

must be well-nigh a saint, but Samuel

Richards, the veteran horse trainer of

Hampden park, does this regularly.
He drives a great deal in West Spring-
field and soothes his new and nervous

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 sea».” —

Springfield Republican.

A Familiat Weapon.

An Irishman in France wa. chai*

lenged by a Frenchman to fight a duel,
to which he readily consented, and sug-

gested shillelags.
“That won’t do,” said the second.

“As the challenged party, you have a

right to choose the arms, but chivalry
demands that you should decide upon
a weapon with which Frenchmen are

familiar.”

“Is that so?” returned the Irishman.

“Then, begorra! we’llfoight wid guil-
lotines.”—Brooklyn Life.

One False Note.

A visitor to the world’s fair reports
that he saw a countryman standing
before the bust of a woman in a col-

lection of statuary. The woman wm

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;
she ain’t got her mouth full as bair-

' pins.”—Youth’s Compantoa

GOOGLY-GO&

dt mornings, bright and early,
When the lark is on the wing

And the robin in the maple
Hope from her nest to sing,

From yonder cheery chamber
Cometh a mellow coo—-

*Tis the sweet, persuasive treblg

Of my little Googly-Goo I

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.
Gavottes and waltzes, too,

-

Dance they unto the music

Of my googling Googly-Goo.

My heart—my heart it leapeth
To hear that treble tone;

What music like thy music,

My darling and mine own!

And patiently—yes cheerfully
I toil the long day through—

My labor seemeth lightened
By the song of Googly-Goo!

I may not see his antics

Nor kiss his dimpled cheek; '
I may not smooth the tresses

The sunbeams love to seek:
It matlereth not—the echo

Of his sweet, persuasive cor

Recurreth to remind me

Of my little Googly-Goo.

And when I come at evening,
I stand without the door

And patiently Ilisten

For that dear sound once more]
And oftentimes I wonder,

"Oh, Godl what should Ido

If any 111 should happen
To my little Googly-Goo!”

Then in affright Icall him—
Ihear his gleeful shouts!

Begone, ye dread forebodings—
Begone, ye killingdoubts!

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 Chicago Record.
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'[Our Ornct is Opposite U. 8. patent OrriCE 1 !

[, and we can secure patent In less lime thtu those [

'[ Send model, drawing or photo., with descrlp-
[[tlon. We advise, if patentable or not, free of J
11 charge. Our fee not due tillpatent is secured. J >
1 1 A Pamphlet, “How to Obtain Patents,” with i 1
] i cost of same in the U.S. and foreign countries J
( i sent free. Address, , i

ic.A.SNOW&CO.
4 Opr. patent Office, Washington, D. C. '

Cor. 4th &Columbia

Practical Bualneu Methods. No Copying from Text-Booka
Sates moderate. Normal course. Write for Catalogue to

J. CADDEN* President.

UMAH
PIAOOUAINTEO WITH THE MOMAPHV OP TH, COUNTRY WIU
OBTAINMUCH INFORMATION FROM A STUOT OF THIS MAP OP THS

«o«r. 6

Tw'oMWq*

-Si

IREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
<a, a L a P. and C., K. ftX. B*ya)

-
West, Xorthwert and Southwest. Itincludes

CHICAGO, JOLIET, BOCK ISLAND, DAVEN-

PORT, DES MOINES, COUNCIL BLifEEB. WA-
TERTOWN, SIOUX BALLS, MINNEAPOLIS.

SPRINGS, DENVER, PUEBLO, and hundreds oi
bros parous cities and to wns—traversing vast areas
ofthe richest farmins lands inthe west.

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS
Idiadin. all competitors in splendor and luxury
of accommodations (dally) between CHICAGO
and COLORADO SPRINGS, DENVER and BU-
EELO. Similar magnificent VESTIBULE TRAIN
service (dally) between CHICAGO and COUNCIL
BLUETS (OMAHA), and between CHICAGO and
KANSAS CITY. Modern Day Coaches, elegant
Dining Oars (serving delicious meals at moderate
prices), restful Reclining Chair Cars (seats EBEE)

ABILENE, CALDWELL, and all points inSouth-
ern Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Ter-
ritory and Texas. California Excursions dailyt
Choice of routes to the Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Runs superbly equipped Express Trains, dally,
between Chicago, Si. Joseph, Atchison. Leaven*
worth, Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St,
pauL The popular tourist linoto the scenic resorts
and hunting and fishing grounds ofthe northwest.
Its Watertown and Sioux Palls branch traverses
the groat “WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT” oi
Northern lowa. Southwestern Minnesota and East
Central Dakota.

The Short Lino via Seneca and Kankakee oflbrs
Chcilitles to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati and other Southern points.

Bor Tickets, Maps, Polders, or desired Infbnnw
tian, apply at sny Coupon Ticket Office, oraddress

E. ST. JOHN, E. A. HOLBROOK,
OenlManagar. Genl Tkt. ftPaas. A<t>

CHICAGO. ILL.

WEBSTER

JOOO more W< rds and nearly 2000 more Ulna
trations than any other American Dictionary.

An Invaluable Companion
in every School and at every Fireside,

dd by ail Stoksellera. Illustrated PaxnphM
' sent free.

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

The editors of McClure'* Magas
tine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the mag*,

tine both instructive and enter*

taining.

100 nBN AND WOPIEN FAMOUS IF*
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT wiU to

represented In McClure’s Magazine, either

*s authors of articles or as participants I*
dialogues and interviews, or as subjects «*
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE • I

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert f
Louis Stevenson and Lloyd L '
Orbourne, will run through four

numbers, beginning with Jan- VwK
This story is one of thrill- jyPjz

Ing adventure and ¦yaterioua
happenings, reminding one of \

“Treasure Island," and of “Tbs ,
Wrecker." swi.im

William Dean Howells /
xfIMWWk WIU contribute a serial etesp

XJaLA ) to run through three

iTrsT* nlore especially for younger

/j readers, and, like all his stories
f°r y°un » people, it will be Jusg
a» interesting to their elders.

i Vyv Short Stories
•t»wva» will be contributed by

well-known writers, among others:

Bret Harte, Joel Ckendler Harris* |
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harriet Prescott Spofford, ‘<Q”
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and 1. Zangwill. '

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, an*

Studies of Great flen in Action, will continue
io be marked features of coming issues. Under
thia heading are announced the following i

D. L. nOODY, the Men and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfITIOND.

This is the first complete study
of Mr. Moody’s career which

has ever been prepared. 1&.

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Mon, ’ff
By HAROLD FREDBRIC. /

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour is ps**

bably the greatest merchant In the history of the

world. He is also a great philanthropist. Thin

article will present the many sides of hie acßv*

ities, and will be fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
W

h'* Dreatest,

\ by—

ARCHIBALD PORBUL

/ S/’ Ruskin at Home.

By H. H. SPIELnAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

HADAiTB ADAH. Yg.
Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Verna, |
Bardou,

Andrew Carnegie *

Archdeacon Farrar, •

Dumas, the Younger.

U Y\ Camilo Flamarion,

and

CHARLES A. DANA
<re aub iecU articles tn

tbe *or“ interviews, in which

the matter is mainly autobin.

graphical. These articles in many

cases give full length portraits

tbe *r subjects, the stories od

smm their Uvea, struggles, achieve

¦ants and succaaaes. These articles will be fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements abovat

Important contributions, some of which are uniqnb

are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
WilliamDean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, H. de Blowlts,
Thomae Nelson Page, Frank R. StocktMb.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrar.

Robert Louie Stevenson, Charles A. Denn,

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

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

Yeh of Science, and interesting subjects in the fields

es Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating M «

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 an

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming issuam

The regular price es McClure’s Hagazinn
la

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yeaxw

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 74S BROADWAY, NEW YORK*

Whereby We Can Offer the

PeODIG'S Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

In Combination for Only t

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advance

B/ Subscribing for the

People's Pilot
Fob. Ctu Have this Splendid Magaxln*

tar Only M 23 a Year, or 10% Cents

a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO.

WNSSBLABS. IND.


