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CHAPTER VL

TOM AND SAVANNAH.

Mary Ashworth was very unhappy.
Her dislike and distrust of Savannah

Morbyn grew with every day that the

latter was at Walkden Bridge. Tom

had once or twice expressed some

vague wishes that the two should be

friends; but after a few days he

scarcely ever spoke to Mary about

Savannah. Mary knew, however, that

they were together.
Savannah made no attempt to look

for other lodgings, remaining with

Mary, much to the latter's secret

annoyance. It was difficult, however,
to tell her to go away; because none of

the women whose husbands were out

on strike would have her for a lodger,
among those with whom she

worked Savannah was unpopular.
But in the little circle she was all

kindness and gentleness, and especially
was she attentive to Tom’s father. She

would sit with the - old man by the

hour together, reading to him or talk-

ing to him about his favorite subject,
his son, and doing all in her power to

win the old man’s affection.

Tom himself, too, grew into a habit

of coming into the room where the

two were, and slaying there until Sa-

vannah left, when he declared that he

had better walk back with her, for

fear of her being molested by the

strikers.

When they were alone they rarely
spoke, and Tom tried to persuade him-

self that he was doing as he did from

a sense of nothing but duty. When

the millclosed he would go as usual to

Mary, either to her cottage or for a

walk with her, and showed more af-

fection towards her than before Sa-

vannah had come to Walkden Bridge.
He told himself a hundred times a day
how good a girl she was; and how much

she cared for him and he for her; and

how happy they would be together, and

how entirely she trusted him, and

what a brute he would be if he be-

trayed her in anything. And more

than once he determined that he would

ask her to hurry on their marriage.
He thought that if once everything

were settled, and no turning back were

possible, it would be all as it had been

before. He would not indeed admit

that anything was changed; but,
buried right at the bottom of his

thoughts, he knew there was a feeling
of which he was ashamed and afraid;

and it was that which led him to go
on repeating to himself the assurances

about his fidelity and love for Mary.
He was fighting a hard battle, and the

odds against him were many.

Mary divined only a very littljof

the struggle that was going on, but it

was enough to make her miserable.

Apart from the fear that Tom’s love

was slipping away—a fear that was in-

finite pain to her—she had the firmest

conviction that her instinctive dis-

trust of Savannah Morbyn was well

founded, but she could not breathe a

word of this to her lover; neither

could she find any means of ascertain-

ing the truth.

Another source of great anxiety to

Mfiry was the growing animosity
shown toward Tom by several of the

men who were out on strike.

“Is there anything fresh about the

strike, Tom?” she asked him one

•evening, when the hands had been out

about three weeks.

“No The men are fools,” exclaimed

Tom, somewhat petulantly. “Ican’t

“thinkhow they can be such idiots to

make so much of such a fellow as

Gibeon.”

“No chance ot a settlement, I fear,
is there?”

“Not the least. The whole business

seems to have fitted into Gorringe’s
hands as if be had planned it. Things
have been a bit slack, and if he'd kept
the concern going full work he might
have had the stuff on his hands. But

now the slackness just fits him. He

told me to-day he had enough applica-
tions on hand from really good work-

ers to fill up the vacancies twice or

three times over And he’lldo it if he
has to turn out more work, and then
these fools who have been duped by
Gibeon willsec what they’ve lost.”

“There’d be trouble if he were to do

that,” said Mary. “We don’t want to
see all new faces turning out the old

nMi In the village." She was think-

Ing of Savannah.

“He’lldo it rather than be beaten,”
answered Tom. “Besides, now the men

who are out demand that anyone who

has been taken on shall be sent away,
even ifthey do give in about Gibeon!”

“Iwish they were, for there’s been

little but trouble since they came,”
said Mary, speakingout of the fullness

of her thoughts.
“Itwould be a downright meanness

to cast them adrift in such a way,”
answer Tom, warmly, also thinking of

Savannah. Then, remembering that

perhaps Mary might see this, he flushed

slightly and said: “Well, in one way

you’re right. I wish the trouble was

over, Mary; we two should be more

settled, shouldn’t we?”

“Would you like to be settled, Tom?”

she asked, gently. She loved him, and,
womanlike, hungered for words of

love from him—despite all her doubts.

“Yes,” he answered, kissing her.

“I wish all were settled. I wish

it with all my heart. How would

you like to go away and leave all the

worry and trouble behind, and be mar-

ried away?” He asked the question
suddenly, breaking in upon a little

pause that had followed his previous
sentence.

The girl looked at him curiously and

questioningly, and then, with a sigh
which she concealed by a smile, an-

swered:

“Why do you say that? You forget
there are the old folks. I can’t leave

mother. And, beside, you are doing so

well now at the mill. Why, there are

fifty things now to tie us moie than

ever to the Bridge. What made you
think of such a thing?”

“I don’t know,” he answered. “Of

course there’s no reason to do anything
of the kind. But at times—well, what

with this bother with the men and one

thing and another, I suppose one gets
worried sometimes. But of course it

can’t be. It would be silly.” And he

kissed her again, and then got up and

began to walk up and down the little

room.

Mary watched him, looking up from

the sewing she had in her hand; and

her face dropped a little when she saw

him glance at the clock and reach for

his hat. It was earlier than usual.

“I must go,” he said, and when she

did not answer he added: “I—lwant

to get in. Father’s not so well to-

night.” Then with an effort, as if the

little deceit tried him, he asked:

“Where’s Savannah?”

He knew she was with his father, and

Mary knew that he knew it.

“She went out soon after we came

from the mill,” she said. And when he

had left her she let her work fall on

her lap and sat buried in troubled

thought.
Tom went straight home, walking

very quickly untilhe was close to the

cottage, and then lounged as if

ashamed of having hurried, or not

wishing to be seen hurrying.
, Savannah Morbyn was sitting with

his father, and rose when Tom entered

the room.

“Imust go,” she said, directly, and

when she took the hand he held out

she clasped it tillshe felt it tremble;
and she looked into his eyes, her own

shining with a great luster.

He said nothing; he could find no

words. But when she had put on her

hat he showed that he was going with

her.

“Itis not safe for Savannah to be out

alone in these times,” he said to his fa-

ther, as if excusing himself.

“No, lad, no; go with her. She’s a

good lass,” said the old man. “A good
lass. Take care of her, Tom.”

“There’s no need for you to go with

.me,” said Savannah.

“I’mgoing,” was all Tom said; and

the look which she shot out of her eyes

at him made him thrill with secret,

guilty, shaming, yet glorious pleasure.
The two cottages were some distance

apart, lying in different ends of the

long village; and there was a back

way, a footpath, leading at the rear of

the cottages; not so near as by the

road, but much less frequented.
“Let us go by the footpath,” said

Tom, when they reached the corner

of the littlecross street that led to it.

“It is not so near; and Mary is

alone,” answered his companion, but,
as if in answer to his look, she turned

that way at once.

Tom walked by her side in silence.

He seemed almost afraid to speak;
afraid lest he should break the spell
which seemed to hold him. Merely to

be with her, to feel the wondrous

charm which she exerted over him, to

touch her as now and then he did as

they walked together, filled him with

too great emotion to let him speak.
They walked thus silently for nearly

half the distance, till they came to a

spot where the path ran between high
hedges and a stile divided two of the

fields one from the other. It was a

very secluded place, and in the deep
dusk of the evening everything was

still and silent. Savannah paused a

moment before crossing the stile, and,

by stopping, caused Tom to come

against her, when she put her hands

out and touched him.

In a moment—how it happened he

knew not —his arms were round her.

Carried away by the mad impulses that

drove him and sent the blood rushing
through his veins, he pressed her to

him, and, drawing down her face to

his, rained kisses upon her eyes and

pheeks and lips.
She lay in his arms at first, letting

him do as he would with her, her eyes
half closed, her head resting upon his

shoulder, and her face pressed to his.

Next, with a sudden burst of passion,
she clasped him half convulsively in

. her embrace and kissed him to the full

i as wildly and passionately as he had

i kissed her. Then she drew back and

! with « deep sigh buried her face in

: her hands and leant upon the stile.

All the time no word had been

' spoken between them, save an occa-

sional term of passionate endearment.

When at length she looked up, the

tears were in her voice.

“Why have you done this?”

“I love you, Savannah,” was Tone’s
answer. “Ilove you. There is do one

in the world like you to me.”

The tone in which he spoke seemed

to frighten her.

“You have no right to love me.”

Her voice was very soft and caressing.
“Iknow nothing of right. You force

me; you know it. There is none in the

world like you.”
She laughed a soft, musical, rippling

laugh; and the next minute sighed
heavily.

“Ah, you do not know me. You do

not know.”

“Iknow enough to love you, Savan-

nah,” and he went to her again and

placed his hand on hers. “Iwant to

know no more.”

At that she turned to him gently,
and, taking his hand, pressed it in her

warm, trembling fingers and kissed it;
and then placed it round her waist

while'she laid her two hands on his

shoulders, looking into his face tillher

warm breath maddened him, as her

kisses feD again on his lips. Then she

rested her head against his breast and

spoke in a low, bewitching, caressing
tone, in the softness of which there

seemed a faint strain of sadness:

“Do you really love me. Tom!”

He kissed her hotly as he murmured

an answer.

“Imean with love that lasts. Could

you bear anything for me? Could you
trust me—live for me—die for me?”

“Mylove knows no limits,” he said,
almost wildly. “Iam yours body and

soul; I swear it.” ,

“Can you wait for me? Supposing
there were something between us; a

bar, which only patience could move,

could you wait? Nay,” she said, laugh-
ingsweetly; “suppose it were nothing
but my willthat said, ‘I wish this,’ ‘I

wish that,’ ‘Iwish to wait’—could you
trust me?”

“You can do with me as you will,”
he said, kissing her. “My love is the

warp; you weave the pattern of the

weft as you please.”
“And what of Mary?” she asked.

“Ah, you start. It is she you love, not

me. Go to her,” and she made as if to

move out of his embrace. But he

would not suffer her.

“Youknow better than that, Savan-

nah,” he said. “I am yours now, for

good or ill, better or worse. And you
are mine. By God, you are mine!”

and at the words his passion broke out

again, and he showered his kisses upon
her.

“Can you wait?” she asked again.
“Ican do aught that you ask,” he

said.

“Listen, then. I will have no one

know of this yet. You must tell no one

tillI wish it. It must be our secret.”

“Nay, that cannot be. Why, I am

not ashamed.”

She drew away from him.

“Be it so,” she said. “Then I will

never be more to you than I was be-

fore I came here. We part now.”

“Itshall be as you wish, Savannah,”
he said, instantly, humbled directly by
the great power she had over him. “I

have no thought but to do as you
wish.”

“You willmake no sign to anyone,
nor tell anyone.”'

“Imust tell poor Mary,” he said, his

heart smiting him as he thought of her

and what she might feel.

“No, Mary least of all,” cried

Savannah, imperiously. “I will not

have it. Do as I will, all in all; or we

willforget this—this madness.”

And again he yielded, though reluc-

tantly.
Suddenly, they both started as the

sound of approaching footsteps reached

them, and on the soft night air Tom

heard his own name spoken in a man’s

voice.

Scarcely thinking what he did,
he drew the girl back into the deep
shade of the tall hedge and waited.

Two or three men came up hurriedly,
and as they passed one wa« heard to

say:

“We shall catch him after he leaves

tie Ashworths’ cottage. The young-
ster who was on watch said he came

this way with that fine looking lass

that bides at Ashworths’; so that he’ll

be leaving there maybe in an hour at

most. We’H get him then, and can

give him wliat such a knobstick de-

serves.”

Both the hearers knew that Tom

Roylance was meant, while Tom him-

self recognized the speaker to be

Gibeon Prawle.

CHAPTER VII.

VIOLENCE.

As soon as the men had passed out of

hearing, Savannah moved forward out

of the shadow.

“They are in search of you,” she

said to her companion, “and think you
have gone to our cottage. You must

go back now. Good night.’V
“And leave you to face them by

yourself? Yes, that’s very likely,” Tom

Roylance answered. “I shall see you
to the door of your cottage.”

“Well, there, the sooner wo go the

safer.”

They walked on then without a

reference to the passionate emotions

that had moved them both so strongly.
They scarcely spoke until they reached

the point where the pathway came out

again on to the village street.

“You will remember what I said

about silence,” said Savannah.

“Iremember,” said Tom. “It shall

rest with you to speak, or to say when

I may do so.”

“Good,” said the girl, impetuously.
“I trust you, Tom,” and she took his

hand and pressed it in her warm strong
clasp. “Now we must be careful; we

may come on those wretches at any mo-

ment. I wish you would go back now

by the way we have come. They won’t

look for you that way.”
“I shall not leave you tillyou are

safe indoors,” he answered.

They went on somewhat more cau-

tiously, looking about them and keep-
ing their footsteps as quiet as possible.

After they had gone some distance

in this cautious way, Savannah stopped
suddenly and, placing one hand upon
her companion's arm, drew him under

the shadow of the-fence by which they
were passing.

“Look. There they are,” she whis-

pered, pointing ahead.

“Ican see nothing," whispered Tom

tn reply, craning hi* neck and strain-

Ing his eyes in me direction In which
the girl pointed.

“Myeyes are good in the dark,” she
said. “I can see them plainly. There
are five men, or six. What had we

better do?”

“I will go forward and clear the
road. They'll soon go, whoever they
are, when they know I have seen

them.”

“They are moving off,” she said.

“Do you see? Some one has come up
to them.”

“Yes. I can make them out now.

Let us go.”
The pair walked quickly away and

gained the cottage without further in-

terruption.
As he left the cottage and walked

quickly along the village street, Tom

Roylance was soon deep in thought.
He was alternately deliriously happy
and abjectly miserable. As he felt the

girl’s kisses still lingering on his face

and the impress of her arms still cling-
ing round his neck, he was mad for
love of her. But when he thought of

having to meet Mary, to keep up the

old pretense of affection, and to allow

no sign of the change in him to appear
in his manner, he was wretched, and
hated himself.

He made no pretense now at self-

delusion or self-excuses. If he had

never seen Savannah, aye. if he could

have got away before the scene of that

night, it might have been all right.
But it was too late now. Whatever

the cause might be, Mary had never

roused in him such a tumult of passion
as this other.

His thoughts and emotions filledhim,
and he had forgotten all that had

passed, all he had heard and seen of

the men, and walked quickly along
plunged in deep thought. Suddenly
with a cry he sprang forward.

Just as he was passing a wmewhat

narrow entrance to a shed a heavy
cart was run out by a number of men

across the footway, without a word of

warning, and had he not sprung for-

ward with almost desperate agility he

would have been knocked down. He

turned quickly and recognized the men

as several of the strikers.

“Now, then, clumsy,” cried one of

them, with a coarse laugh, “what do

you want to get in our way for? Cun’t

we even run out a trap to wash it

without a cursed knobstick spying
round to see what we’re doing? Served

you right if ithad knocked you over.”

“That’s what you meant to do, you

cowards,” said Tom, who recognized
instantly that he had only just es-

caped a serious danger. The thought
of their cowardice enraged him.

“Look here, don’t you stand there

pouring out your drunk- abuse at us.

You’re drunk, that’s w.jat you are;

and you’d better look to it that we

don’t have to defend ourselves against
your violence. Don’t you run up

against me like that,” cried the speaker,
stumbling intentionally against Tom.

“You saw that, lads, didn’t ye? You

saw him try to shove me down. Why,
he can’t stand,” and with this he tried

to catch Tom off his guard and to push
him down.

But Tom was too quick for him, and

when the others approached he raised

the stick he was carrying and planted
his back against the wall.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

CHINESE NUPTIALS.

A Wedding Is Not I’uro Enjoyment for a

Celestial Bride.

It is no joke to enter the holy estate

of matrimony in China, says the Phila-

delphia Inquirer. After the sale of the

bride has been concluded, when the

wedding morning arrives, the bride is

dressed in a red gown, veiled with a

long red veil, and her face is doubly
hidden by an extra red band and

fringe. Thus attired she is taken from

her room, bids her mother good-by. and

is borne by two members of the bride-

groom’s family to his house. None of

her relatives accompany her.

When she arrives at her new home

she and the bridegroom sit opposite
at a table, eat and study each other as

attentively as possible. Then the unfor-

tunate bride is led into an inner room,

where she spends the entire day alone,

gazing at its red hangings, at the red

boxes containing her trousseau, and

listening to the revelry of the men in

the main room. At sundown all the

bridegroom’s masculine relatives are

led in and thrust a lighted candle be-

fore the face of the bride to see whai

she is like. This concludes the mar-

riage ceremony.

A Close Finish.

There is an amusing story told of the

early days of Longfellow’s career as a

sire that E. Watson Taylor tells, and

the young horseowner and handicap-
per declares that the tale was told to

him by one of the “old timers” of Ken-

tucky. “You know Longfellow was

not regarded as much of a success as a

sire at first,” says Taylor, “and many

cage rail-birds and paddock philoso-
phers declared that the horse would

prove a failure, as none of his sons or

daughters won stakes in their two and

three year old forms. Now, John Har-

per was just superstitious enough to
be alarmed over some of these stories,
and he determined that one of Long-
fellow’s get should be a stake winner
at a.ay cost. To accomplish the re-

sult Mr. Harper arranged a stake

called the LongfeHow stakes, in which

none but three-year-old Longfellows
were eligible. It was an ordinary race,
but the finish was quite close. Gen.

Abe Buford, who was one of the spec-
tators, drew a full breath and ex-

claimed: ‘By, gad, sah, them Long-
fellows cahn’t beat each othaw, sah.’"

—Detroit Free Press.

The Perversity of Youth.

“Bobby is attending to his piano les-

sons very faithfully of late,” said the

youth’s uncle.

“Yes,” replied his mother; “I don’t

have any trouble with him about that

now.”

“How did you manage it?”

“Some of the neighbors complained
of the noise his exercises made, and »

told him about it. Now he thinks it’s
fun to practice."—Washington S tar.

Gukat Britain consame* one-thii>
of the world’s orop of cottoa

*DAY UNTO DAY.*

MORNUfd.

How bravely fair the morning gleams!
The soul, aliame with waking dreams.

Gilds earth and luringsky,
Akin to all the pulsing hour

Of melody and conscious power

Too glorious to die.
Pure breath of morning, warm with troth,
Invisible when love and youth

And hope and heaven are nigh!

BOOS.

Fierce, brazen noonday on the shore,
Where need and greed strive evermore,
And wailings drowned tn babel-roar

Of warring voices rise.

The Bock of Ages trampled o’er;
Faith undermined by faithless lore.
Or, closed and barred the oren door

Of infinite surprise.
Nor dreaming all this babel-roar,
This noonday blare that mocks the shore,

A vexing echo dies!

EVENING.

How welcome falls the eventide,
Where only twilightshadows hide

And hushed the clanging mart

Past strife forgot in dream-blest now.
Lost loves caress the fevered brow

And woo the soul apart.
Too sad for joy, too glad tor tears,
The twilightmusic sooths and cheers

And sings: “Trust on, oh heart!”

MIDNIGHT.

Peace-brooding midnight on the sea;
A beckoning calm o’erarching, free—
Dim, fathomless, immensity—

And silence there abides.

And yet, though frail thy children be.
How blest from mocking shore to flee.

Adrift, faith-led, alone with Thee,
Great Buler of the tides!

Though darkness shrouds the midnight sea—

Undaunted by the mystery
Thy loving silence hides!

—John H. Jewett, in Springfield (Mass.) Re-
publican.
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HUMPHREYS’
Dr. Humphreys’ Specifics are scientifically and

carefully prepared Remedies, used for years in

private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every single Specific
a special cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purging or reducing
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GREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
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West, Northwest and Southwest. Itincludes
CHICAGO, JOLIET, BOOK ISEAND, DAVEN-
PORT, DHB MOINES, COUNCIL BLUFFS, WA-
TERTOWN, SIOUX FALLS, MINNEAPOLIS.,
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SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS
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NELSON, HORTON, HUTCHINSON, WICHITA.
ABILENE, CALDWELL, and all points in South-
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worth, Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St.
PauL Tho popular tourist lino to tho scenic resorts
and hunting and fishing grounds cftho northwest.
Its Wotortowu and Sioux Falls branch traversal
the great "WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT" o 1
Northorn lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and East
Central Dakota.

The Short Lino vis Seneca and Kankakee offers
faculties to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cin-
cinnati and other Southern points.

For Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired informa-

tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or address

E. ST. JOHN, JOHN SEBASTIAN,
Gen'l Manager. Gen’l Tkt *Pass. Agt.

CHICAGO. ILL.

<. g

fiwiwa
KodlfiAXY&CrilCASpriX

—TAKX THE—-

ISzrOKTOKT ROUTE

—BZTWZKX

—l CHICAGO -: LAFAYETTE -»

LOUISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS

and al] pointe SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Car*.

Forfrtlier information apply-to any Coupon
Ticket Agent, or address

JAMES BABKER,
General Paeseuger Agent.

Monon Block, Chicago.

J. IF YOU HAVE AGOOD

• F*NOT

;/jKK)ADYERnSE

m/
and °et |T

f"|TC«MiniSitas
L I I V CAN be CURED.

¦I I ¦ We will SEND FREE by
¦ mall a Urge TR.' AL

V also, a treatise on Epilepsy. DON’T
SUFFER ANYLONGER | Give Post Ofc

M fine. State and County, and Age plainly, *

THE HALL CHEMICAL CO.,
3660 Faimsennt Avenue,

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

The editors of McClure’s Mag*,
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the maga.
wine both instructive and enter*

taining.
100 nBN AND WOHEN FAMOUS Iff

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be

represented In McClure's Magazine, either
ss authors ot articles er as participants tab
dialogues and Interviews, or m subjects ed
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OP THE

SOUTH SEAS. by Robert

Louis Stevenson and Lloyd L
Czbourne, will run through four

numbers, beginning with Jan- ad
nary. This story is one of thrill-

Ing adventure and mysterious

happenings, reminding one of f VY/

“Treasure Island,'* and of “The

Wrecker.” '¦¦¦

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a serial steep

.A to run through three numbers,
more especially lor younger

JkK (Q readers, and, like all his stories

FA\< f°r youHfi people, it will be Juab
**interesting to their elders.

Short Stories
Hma> will be contributed by maay

Well-known writers, among others i

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

Harriet Prescott Spofford, "Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard KI pllag,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwill.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and'

Studies of (Treat Hen In Action, will continue

to be marked features of coming issues. Under

this heading are announced the following t

D. L. PIOODY, tho Han and his work, by

PROFESSOR HENRY DRUHrtONO.
This is the first complete study
bf Mr. Moody's career which

has ever been prepared. M/jgf

Gladstone.
a Leader of Men, ' f ff

By HAROLD FREDERIC. ,

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour la pm*

bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world. He is also a great philanthropist. Thin

article will present the many sides of his aebte

kies, and willbe fully illustrated.

/fTN Bismarck,
cv At hie Greatest,

v /Sni »v

ARCHIBALD FORBML

Ruskin at Home.

By H. H. SPIELFIANU

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

nADAHB ADATL MVk

Alphonse Daudet,

Jules Verne, |
frardou,
Andrew Carnegie

'

Archdeacon Farrar, *“**

s Dumas, tho Younger.

« T\ Camilo Flamarlon,

CHARLES A. DANA

MeJuNKjA are tb* *ub >ect * ol ‘nicies tab

the *or— interT *ews
-
ln which

fflOM. rLIHF the matter is mainly autobio-.

graphical. These articles in many

cases give full length portrait*

'^p’|vr of their subjects, the stories ot

Dm. their lives, struggles, achieve-

¦tents and successes. These article* will be fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements above,

tanportant contributions, some of which are unique

are in preparation by;

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,

William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, N. de Blowlts,

Thoma* Nelson Pnge, Frank R. Stocktea.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farrnpy

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this bead will deal with the Maw

velsof Science, and interesting subjects in the field*

of Railroadlag, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating tn

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 sa

popular, will continue to characterize coming issues,

The regular price cf McClure** nagazin*

is

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Year.

How to Get this Maaazlne.

We Have Made Special Arrangement*

With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORIQ

Whereby We Can Offer the

FeODIG’S Fllot
ANO McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

Is Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advance*

Subscribing for th*

hODIG’S PIIOI
Vo* Ost, Have this Splendid Magssln*

for (July Si .25 a Year, or UH Cent*

a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CO,
Wr NSSELABR, IND,


