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THE CRANK,

it was su unkempt fellow, with s shock of su
bura hair,

Who came to beard mo as I sat defenseless in
my lair;

He bad s satchel inone hand, plumb full of
dynamite,

Axnd in his hinder pocket was a box of melinite.

His other hand held Lrmly a right ugly-looking
stick,

‘With poisoned prickers on it that would makse
8 cobra sick:

Ana’'twixt his teeth he held a knife—its edge
was very keen.

In short, his aspect it was such as turned my
visage green.

1 asked him what his business was He mod-
estly replied

He wanted me to let him have my daughter for
his bride,

And sixty million dollars, and a two-four trot-
ting horse.

And did Irun? Idido't! I justanswered him:
“Of course! ¢

“'T'll let you wed my daughter and my cousins
and my aunts—"

T had no female relatives and so could take the
chance—

“And 'stead of sixty millicus, since the sum,
my friend, 's for you,

Suppose we make it more; let's say an even
eighty-two?

4 nickel on account to bind the bargain is the
thing,

And you can have the lady when you've bought
the wedding ring;

And while we're getting in the gold from
brokers and from banks,

I'l draw a draft on Bonner for his trotter
Nancy Hanks.”

“The fellow }ooked me in the eye, and laid his
weapons down;

e bit the nickel viciously, as cockneys bite a
crown,

“To seo if it was genuine and not a counterfeit,

And then passed gayly down the stairs and out
into the strect.

-And I am now possessor of a baz of dynamite,

A poisoned club, a bowie and a box of melinite,

Which cost a nickel only, so that, faras I can
see,

“The crank is not so profitless as he is thouglt
to beo.

And I would say to millionaires, and others
who are scared,

In days like these 'tis well that all for cranks
should be prepared.

Lay not up stores of pistols; for the case they
rarely serve -

8o well as does one nickel aund a little bit of
nerve.

~Johr Kendrick Bangs, in Harper's Weckly.
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CHAPTER VIII—-CONTINUED.

Whoever the men might be, she had
mo wish to meet them, and she turned
back till she could find a spot where
she could hide and let them pass. She
knew the path well; and remembered
that a few yards back there was an old
shed, into which she could hide. She
ran back therefore, quickly and light-
ly, and hid hérself to let the men go
by. She heard them coming on, talk-
ing angrily. More than once they
seemed to stop in the path and stand
together, speaking in lower tones. She
could only hear a word now and then,
and generally that was an oath. Next
she recognized one or two of the voices
to be those of some of the more desper-
ate and reckless of the strikers.

When they came to the gap in the
hedge by the shed. through which
Mary herself had elimbed to get out of
their way, they stood together in a
group; and the girl could just make
out the dim outline of the five or six
figures standing and gesticulating and
talking earnestly together.

Then without giving Mary time to
guess what was intended, two of them
got through the gap in the hedge and
walked up close to the shed. One of
them turned to the rest and said, in a
voice of irritation:

‘“Yes, yes; of course it’s here that
he'’s coming; where else could he come?
Aren’t the things all hidden here?
Come in and let us wait; we don’t want
to be seen, do we?”

And the girl had only time to shrink
back in a corner of the place before the
men entered the shed.

CHAPTER IX.
MARY ASHWORTH'S PERIL.

Mary Ashworth was a girl with
plenty of courage, but she was nerv-
ous and frightened enough as she
shrank back in her corner, whilst the
men clustered in the opening of the
shed, talking together in low tones.

At first she was too alarmed even to
attempt to listen to what was said.
She tried to think what would be the
best course for her to take—whether
to make known her presence at once
and trust to the men letting her go
without trouble, or simply to rely upon
the chance of their not noticing her,
and so to wait until they had gone.

It was a difficult position. The
chances of their letting her go without
trouble, supposing she declared her
presence, were very small. On the oth-
er hand, the shed was too dark for her
to be discovered, and if she kept quiet
an opportunity might offer for her to
creep out of the place without being
seen. Thusthe hope of escaping un-
noticed, eoupled with the fear of con-
sequences should she make herself
known, decided her.

She crept into a corner of the shed;
close to her was a heap of hay, and she
resolved to get behind this, so that if
by chance a light was to be brought
into the place she would be less likely
to be seen

She waited anxiously, watching
keenly every motion of the group of !
men. and when she found they all

Jjoined in talking or laughing, their at-
tention being thusabsorbed, she moved ,
an inch or two at a time. Thus tho !
noise they made prevented them hear- |
ing her movements. In this way little |
by little she managed to crawl behind |
the heap of fodder and crouch down. |

After a time the girl began to listen '
eagerly to what was said. !

“What time was Gibeon to be here?
It’s past it now, ain’t it?” asked omne of
tke men.

‘*Not later than nine o’clock,” replied
snother. ‘““He ought to be here by
uvow.”

“He's always late,” growled a third.

‘#h. and ke takes precious 2ood cave

to Lo out of tlie way when 4he fun be-
gins, tvo,” said one, whom Mary recog-
wized as Jack Dilworth, the man who
had attacked Tom. ‘‘He kept eut of
the way t'other night when we tried
to square accounts with that young
blackleg, Tom Roylance.”

“Black-and-blue-leg, you should say,
Jack,” said another, laughing at the
reference to the other’s injury.

‘““‘Aye, curse the young devil,”
growled the man, angrily and fiercely,
in reply. “I’ll make him sorry he ever
met me that night. See if I don’t.”

“Shut up, Jack; what do you want
making Such a devil of a row for?
We've got  something more to talk
about than a touch of the calf of your
leg.”

‘‘H—sh!” cried a man, warningly,
who wasstanding outside. *“I can hear
some one coming. H—sh!”

There was silence among them in
an instant; and Mary heard some
one go past, whistling as he went. It
seemed to her that he was hurrying.

She deliberated a moment whether
she should call for help; but consider-
ation showed her that such a course
would be foclish.

The next minute she was more than
glad she had kept silent.

‘‘Here cames Gibeon,” eried the man
who was looking out.

‘“Are you there, lads?” asked the
newcomer. ‘‘Did you see him?”

““Who?” cried one or two together.

“Why, that knobstick, Tom Roy-
lance. That was him just went by.
I've been dogging him.”

“Why the devil didn’t you knock him
in the head?” burst from Jack Dil-
worth; ‘“or call me to do it if you
were afraid.”

‘‘Because there’s a worse business in
store for him than a cracked skull,
Jack; as you yourself ’ll see, before
this job’s over,” answered Gibeon
Prawle, with an oath.

“What’s that?” asked the other
eagerly.

*“What do you say if we put the
whole job on to his shoulders?”

“That 'ud be a goodun,” cried one or
two with a laugh. “But you couldn’t
do it, could you?”

“Couldn’t I? Well, wait a bit and
see. But now, what about things? In
the first place, I've got news for you,
and nice news it is, too.”

*“What is it?” cried some one when
he stopped.

“Why, that a lot of cowards mean
going back to work in a day or two,
and that they’ve been to Gorringe and
sold us. It’sall through those hands
who wouldn’t come out when they
ought to have done, and that Roylance
is at the bottom of it all.”

“Curse him,” said one or two, suiting
the action to the word.

*Don’t be in a hurry to send him to
hell,” said Gibeon, with an ugly laugh;
“there’ll be a little bit of bother worth
keeping him on earth for a bit longer
yet. I know a thingertwo. You
leave him, and if ho don’t get more
than paid out in full, my name’s not
Gibeon.”

“Scerve the hound right,” said the
others.

“PBut now, to business,” said Gibeon.
““Are we still all of the same mind
and determined to deal out justice to
the man who has treated us in this
way?”

‘“Yes, of course we are, mate,” said

one of the men, impatiently. “What
else are we here for?”
“Good,” said Gibeon. ‘‘Have you

thought any more about how yon mean
to do what’s wanted to be done, Jos?”
he asked, turning to one of the men,
whose name was Jos Hamer.

‘‘Aye, lad, that’ll be all right. You
give me ten minutes, or at the outside
fifteen, in the engine room, and I'Il
bet my last tanner that there won’t be
no work inside the place for a month—-
or six months, for that matter. All
you've got to do is get me inside, and
then leave me to do the rest.”

*“We’ll manage that. Young Ben
Druce was to have watched to-night;
but he’s off; and so old Ben takes his
place, and you know what sort he is'
for his beer. He’s been guzzling all
the afternoon, with Tom Carter here,
and he’s tight now, isa’t he, Tom?”

‘“Aye, lad, that he is,” said the man
addressed, with a laugh at his own
cunning. ‘“He’s more'n tight — ha's
downright boozed, and as muddle-
headed as a fool.”

‘““You can get Jos inside, can’t you,
Tom, without his being seen by old
Ben?” 4

‘“Ben wouldn’t sec an army to-night,”
replied the man. “I'll get him inright
enough, and go and talk to Ben all the
time he’s there. Stand him another
pint, maybe. Start him on the booze
and he’s like a train going down grade
with the brake busted.”

““Then our part will be to keep a
sharp look out all round to see that no
one comes in the way,” said Gibeon.
*You’ve got the key that .you want,
Tom?”

*“What, on me?” answered Tom Car-
ter. ‘“Not me. Tain't very likely as
I’'m going to walk about with such an
ugly bit of evidence as that in my
pocket. What do you take me for?
But it’s all right.”

“Where is it, then?”

‘““Why, here, to be sure; along with
Jos’ tooks. But it isn’t good enough to
walk about with things like them,
is it?”

“All right. I only meant to make
sure that everything was in order. It's
a bit too early to start yet. You're
sure you can do what has to be done in
the time you say, Jos?”

‘‘Sure, of course Y am. Do you think
I'm a fool?”

‘‘What are you going to da?” asked
Jack Dilworth, in a surly voice.

“Never you mind. What I’m going
to do won’t take no lives and won’t
break nolimbs. Andif Tom Carter here
manages the job properly, so as I can
get in and out again without leaving
any traces, and if you chaps keep a
sharp look out, and save as from any
awiward littleinterruptions, we shall

be all snug away home and ia bed be-

- fore anything happeus. And when it '

do happew—well,” he added, with a |
sniff and a short dry laugh of self sat- |

. isfaetion, ‘‘the whole blooming wa- |

chinery wsn't be worth an old mule
frama Zhat'eall™ ’

“Well, you needn’s de so blessed se-
eret about it. Only take sare your
time fuse don’t set the place on fire,
else you may do the paffer just as good
a turn as you want to do him a bad
one—through the insurance money. I
don’t like your dynamite; it's pesky
stuff to handle.”

“It won’'t set it on fire, lad. never
fear; and it ain’t dynamite that I'm
going to use. Butit’ssomething that’ll
do the job all right, don’t you fret. I
know what I'm after,” said the man
who had been addressed as Jos.

“Well, 'm hanged if I see what
we're wanted for at all,” growled Jack
Dilworth.

“Don’t you? Well, do you think I'm
going to work the thing all myself for
you to benefit? Not me. We stand in
this little matter all together, sink or
swim. If you're afraid, ycu’'d better
say so, and be quick about it.”

“Who said I was afraid?"’ answered
Dilworth, hotly. “If no one was more
afraid than me, it would be all right.”

“That’s all right,” npaid Gibeon
Prawle, quickly, interpos’ng to make
peace. ‘“There’s nonced to talk about
anyone being afraid, Jos, nor of any-
body standing out. The boss has done
us all a bad turn, and we owe hima
grudge for it, and mean to pay him.
Now, what about that clew to show
Tom Roylance’s hand in this?”

“I'd like that for my part of the busi-
ness,” cried Dilworth.

“It’ll be done all right, lad, don’t
you fear,” said Gibeon. “There are
some of us who don’t love him a bit
more than you do. We’re jast going to
see that something belonging to him
is found by the watchman to-night in
a way that shows he must have been
hanging round the place.”

“It’ll take a clever bit of spinning to
make much of a yarn out of a bit of
short staple stuff like that,” said one
of the men.

‘“That’s as it may be,” answered Gib-
eon. ‘‘But when things are in the
state of flurry and excitement that'll
come after this business, folks ain’t
going to be too dainty about their sus-
picions. But now it's time we were
thinking of moying. We’d better not
go out altogether. You four, who have
got to act as scouts, had better go off,
two together. I shall follow you, and
Jos and Tom will come on when we
have made certain that the coast is
clear. Have you got the tools?”

“They’'re in the corner there, just
buried a bit out of sight,” answered
Jos.

“Can yon manage without striking
a light? There might be somebody
about.”

““Yes; I can do all right, I think,” he
said. ‘I know where to put my hand
on them.”

As he spoke, Mary, whose eyes had
grown accustomed to the darkness, saw
him turn in her direction, and her
heart sank within her when she heard
him moving straight toward the corner
where she was hiding.

She held her breath, and her heart
beat so loud and so fast that she was
afraid it might betray her as it
throbbed and thumped against herribs.
She kept as motionless as death, in
the hope that the man might be able
to get what he wanted without notic-
ing her presence.

He groped along, muttering some-
thing about the darkness, and feeling
his way by the side of the shed. When
he was within a few inches of her he
stopped, and she  heard him, and al-
most felt him, stoop down and begin
to clear away the hay from the ground,
not a foot from where she crouched.

She could hear him breathe. Then
he began to move a little of the earth
flooring of the shed, and some of it
actually lay upon her dress.

He rose for a moment, and Mary felt
him standing close to her. Then she
was conscious that he was stooping
over her with his hands stretched out
and down, and the next instant she
felt his fingers touch first her hair and
then her shoulders.

Knowing she was discovered, she
sprang up to make a rush from the
place, while the man cried out:

‘“By God, lads, look out; there’s some
one in the shed.”

The next moment the girl-felt her-
self caught by the arm, a light was
kindled, and Gibeon Prawle, holding
it over his head, glared into her face,
while the other men gathered round
her with surprise, fear and wrath
stamped upon their faces.

CHAPTER X.
FACE TO FACE WITH CERTAIN DEATIL

‘““Mary Ashworth!”

The exclamation burst from several
of the men simultaneously, and for a
time the fear which held the girl made
her unable to spealk.

“What were you doing here, yon
spying hussy?” said Jack Dilworth,
pushing in front of the rest and thrust-
his lean long features into hers. “How
came you here?”

“I wish to go,” said Mary, as firmly
as she could. But it was a difficult
task even to seem collected.

“I daresay you do, my lass; but
you're not going any more for that,”
cried Dilworth, with a brutal laugh.
‘“‘Anyways not yet. We didn’t expect
the pleasure of your company, you
know; but now you're here you’ll have
to stop.”

' The girl’s answer to this was simply
to treak away from the group and rush
to the entrance of the shed.

But Jos Hamer put himself in her
way.

‘‘You can’t go, my lass, till this tan-
gle has been cleared,” he said, quietly.
**You don’t seem to see that this is a
serious business.”

*If you force me, of course I can’'t
resist seven men.”

*No, you're right you can’t; and so
you'd better not try. We're none of us
in a mooi to be pilayed the fool with,”
he added, meaningly.

“What do you mean to do, then?”
asked Mary.

*“That’s just what we haven’t sattled
yet,” he replied. “You'd best go in-
side and wait. while we talk this thing
out.” And there was that in his voice
and maunner which urged Mary to do
what he said.

She walked 1o the back of the shed
and waited while the men talked to-

e

r ’
gether with kushed and saxions sager 'T H 1T
It was not until that moment eweenee———"

ness.
that she realized fully the real char-
acter and danger of the situation.

But she reflected then that the men
had placed themselves in her power.

She knew nothing of the criminal law, |

but she could not but be aware that

what they had been plotting to do |

amounted to a terrible crime. Thus
she felt that probably she held their
liberty in her hands. At first she had
thought of nothing escept that
she would be able possibly to prevent
them carrying out their plan—and this
she had determined to do at any risk
to herself; but her chief pleasure bad

been that she would certainly be able |
to save Tom from the suspicion of hav- |

ing had any share in the work

Now, however, the exceeding gravity
and danger of her position flashed
upon her. Her peril would be great
indeed if these desperate men, who
had put themselves in her power, be-

lieved she had played the spy in order |

to betray them.

It was a relief when at last they
turned to her and began to put ques-
tiors. Hamer was spokesman, and his
manner was stern, hard and sharp.

“Who sent you here to spy on us?”
he said, bluntly and suddenly, turning
to Mary. “If you tell us all, we may
let you go.”

‘‘No one,” answered the girl, readily
“I was not sent here by anyone, and
did not come here to spy.”

“How came you to know we were

|

|

going to meet here? Don'tlie,” he said, |
|

roughly and warningly.

“I did not xnow you were going to
meet. I came here by chance—quite
by chance.”

‘“‘But you were here when we entered.
How was that! Ifow came you to be
near the shed at all?”

“I tell you it was all by chance.
was walking on the footpath outside,
and was going back to the village
when I heard your voices I didn't
know who you were, and had no fancy
to be met by anyone, so I turned back
and came in here to wait while you
passed. Then you came in, and I
couldn’t get out.”

““‘So you stopped and listened to all
that passed? Did you hear all that was
said?”

“I heard a great deal.”

*“Ah!” cried several of the men

**“Why didn’t you go when you found
we were talking about matters that
didn’t concern you?”

“I had a reason,” said the girl.

‘‘Ah! hear that!” cried some of the
others again, this time angrily.

‘“What reason?”
tioner.

**I shall not say.”

“You'd better. It won’t pay to trifie
with us.”

“I shall not say,” repeated Mary,
firmuly. She was determined not to
bring Tom’sname in if she could help it

*“Ah, I thought we should come to
some secret reason directly. Isuppose
you were told to say that by those who
sent you.”

*‘I was not sent,” sald Macy. ‘I have
told you the truth.”

asked her ques |

|
|
|
|
|

1 H

i

“Are you going to tell the whole |

truth?” asked the man.

“Yes, to those questions which 1
choose to answer.”
‘“Well, then, what did you mean to

do if we hadn’t caught you before wo
left the shed?”

“I meant to try and stop you from
carrying out your plot to destroy the
machinery of the
Mary, boldly.

‘‘You meant to betray us, did you?”
asked the man, and his voice was hard-
er and his manner harsher than before.

“I meant to save the mill and my
means of earning my living.”

[TO BB CONTINUED.]

NICE DISCRIMINATION.

How George Most Admirably Vindicates
the Roarding House.

“George” is a handsome bearded col-
ored man, not black, but of a Spanish
complexion, who is managing man—
buyer, butler and general factotum—
for a Boston lady who keeys an, expen-
sive boarding house ‘‘on the Hill.” The
manners of George, who was bred in
the south, are perfect—at once self-re-
spectful, easy and flattering to each
boarder’s feeling of personal! conse
quence. ;

He is one of the rare men who are ar
ways deferential and never servile.
Though but a head-waiter, he might
well be called a gentleman. That he
has a very nice discrimination ip lan-
guage this true anecdote will show.

‘The point on which George is touchy
s the reputation of the boarding hous®
in which he is so trusted, so liked an‘
80 much the managing man. Ie is as-
siduous in maintaining the table on a
liberal scale, and seeing thatno board-
er lacks anything or waits unduly for
any attention by reason of the neglect
of the minor servants, who are all
women.

1f they are all busy, George ‘‘fills the
gaps.” Thus it chanced one day, not
long ago, that he leaned deferentially
over the shoulder of a new boarder and
said: ‘““Apple-pie and ice-cream, sah.”

The new boarder is somewhat deaf,
and long accustomed to less liberal
boarding houses. Not sure that he had
heard George aright, he looked around
and said:

‘“What? Apple-pie or ice-cream?”

‘“No, sah, not here, sah! Apple-pie
and ice-cream, sah,” said George, with
admirable suavity and perfect vindica-
tion of his boarding house from possi-
ble suspicion of being one of those
places ‘where they offer the guests
nothing more than a choica between
dishes of dessert.—Youth’'s Commpvanion.

. New Cookery Idesa.

It has been recommendad to ada
boiled cider (about a gill of it) to fruit
cake to preserveit and keep it moist.
Simmer carefully about five quarts of
sweet cider vntil it is reduced to one
quart. Put it into fruit jars while hot

RoMAN enamels which foreign travel-
ers Wsed to bring home in everything
from brooches to boxes, are seen again
in bracelets.

POULTER was the man who sold

fowls; his name may be recognised m

Powlter, Pultér and Puliter

mill,” answered |
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Portable . . . .

Stéam . . .
AND

Hot Water

Heater

Thoroughly tested during
nine seasons, Simple, dura-
ble, economical and safe.

Made of steel. Hundreds
in use giving good satisiac-
tion.

Pleases both Steam Fitter
and user,

THE H. A. R. D.

CAST IRON SECTIONAL BCILER

For steam or hot water
heating.

All the fire sur-
faces are either
vertical or over-
hanging, thus se-
curing  perfectly
clean fire surfaces,
making it the most §
desirable cast iron [
boiler in the mar.
ket. Burns hard
and soft coal,

All our heaters |
are fitted with good %
shaking grates, and
are noted for per-
fect combustion of ,
the gasses.

McCLURE'S

MAGAZINE
For 1894,

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

Best Literature

...AND THE..,

Most Interesting Knowledge

and to make every line in the magae
sine both instructive and entem
taining.

100 NBEN AND WOMEN PAMOUS N
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
represented In McClure’s Magazine, either
a8 authors of articles or as participants I

dlalogues and Interviews, or as subjects of
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OF THEB

Werite for particulars to,
Globe Steam ¥eater Co. |
Mnnuhcturen.r North Wales. Pa. {
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HUMPHREYS’

Dr,; Humphreys' Specifics are scientifically and i
earefully pre Remedles, used for years in
prtnlto p:'::t c:‘und for overE thirty ’yatra by the ,
people with entire success. Every single Specifio |
a 1-\ fal cure“{‘or th:; dlse'uo nlmt;-t‘l.n8 e |

ey cure without drugging, purging or reducin
the system and are in fact ws w&ho Sovereu:
Remedies of the World.

»o.

OURKS. PRIOKS,

1-Fevers, Congestions, Inflammations.. ,23
2—-Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colle.... .35
3—-Teething; Colle, Crying, Wakefulness 235
4—-Diarrhen, of Children or Adults. ..., W25 |
7—Coughs, Colds, Bronchits. ............. 23
8—-Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache...... 25
9-Headaches, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .25

10-Dyspepsia, Billousness, Constipation. ,
11-Sappressed or Painful Poriods. ..

12—-Whites, Too Profuse Perlods,.......... =25 ‘
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness...... 285
14—-8Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions . .25
15—Rhecumatism, Rheumatic Pains ..... 5 |
16-Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague...... 23
19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Head. .2
20-Wheeping Cough .... oo 30

27—Kidney Discnses ..
28-Nervous Debility.. 1
30-Urinary Weakness, Wetting Ded.. .23
HUMPHREYS' WITCH HAZEL O0IL,
““The Pile Ointment.”—Trial Slze, 25 Cta.
BSold by Druggists, or sent post-pald on receipt of price,
Dr. Huxrurkys’' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FRER,
HUNPHREKYS' MED,CO., 111 & 118 Willlam lL, NEW YORK,

SPECIFICS.

_IAMaN

NACQUAINTED WITH THE GEOGRAPHY OF THE COUNTRY WILL
OBTAIN MUCH INFORMATION FROM A GTUDY OF THI8 MAP CF THR

Y

GREAT ROCK

ROUTE

(O,R.L.&P. and 0., K. &N. R'ys.)

West, Northwest and Bouthwest. It includes
DAVEN-

NE LIS
, COLORADO
prospero itd andtorwn-—tx;o' m‘}nl;uﬁ‘“m
70 us citios aversing vast areas

of the richest in tho west.

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS

Leading all competitors in splendor and luxurz
of . between OHICAG

accommodations (daily)
and COLORADO nﬁnv , DENVER and PU-
EBLO. Similar t VESTIBULE TRAIN

service ‘M between OHICAGO and COUNOIL
BL/ ( and between CHICAGO and
KANBAS CITY. Day Coaches, elegant

delicious meals at moderate

Chair Cars (seats
Th

N, HORTON, HUTCOHINSON, A,
AB and all &mu in Bouth-
ern Nebraska, Kansas, Co! In Ter
ri and Texas, Ex

Choice of routes to the Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Express Trains, dail

, Bt. Juseph, Atchison, l.uvoz:

;oﬂh. Eansas Olty,
‘P
hunting end fishing grounds of

Its Watertown and Sioux Falls branch traverses
m “WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT” of
N Towa, Bouthwestern Minnesota and Eas)
Oentral Dakota.

The Bhort Line via Seneca and Eankakee offera
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Clny
cinnati and other Bouthern points.

¥or Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired informes
tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket , or addresy
E. ST. JOHN, JOHN SEBASTIAN,

Gen'l Manager. © Gen'l Tkt & Pass, Agt.
ILL.

CHICAGO,

"MONON ROUTE

~TAKE THE—
MONON ROUTE
—BETWEEN —

—p— CHICAGO —:i:— LAFAYETTE —p==
LOUVISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS
and all points SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Cars,

Forfrther information apply to any Coupon
Ticket Agent, or address .

JAMES BAREKER,

General Parscnger Agent,
Monon Block, Chicago,
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SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Leuls Stevenson and Lloyd
C:zbeurne, will run through four
Bumbers, beginning with Jane
wary. This story is one of thrill.
ing adveature and mysterious
happenings, reminding one of
“ Treasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker.”

William Dean Howells

W1l contribute a serial storg!
to run through three numbers,,
more especially for younges
readers, and, like all his storles
for young people, it will be juss,
a8 Interesting to thelr elders,

Short Stories

X4

Mowslts will be contributed by maap
well-known writers, among othess ¢
| Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harrls,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harriet Prescett Spofford, * Q"
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwill,

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and)
Btudies of Great Men In Action, will continue
1o be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this heading are announced the following :

D. L. NMOODY, the Man 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 pres
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 active
Ities, and will be fully illustrated,

Bismarck,

At his Createst,
—RY

ARCHIBALD FORBES.

‘W, Ruskin at Home.
By . H. SPIELMAN.

Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
MADANE ADAIN.

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

and

CHARLES A. DANA

are the subjects of articles im
the form of interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autoblos
graphical, Thesearticlesinmany
cases give full length
of their subjects, the atories
thelr lives, struggles, achieve.
ments and successes, These asticles will be fully
fllustrated. '

Famous Contrlbﬁtors.

In addition to the special announcements above,
fmportant contributions, some of which are uniqus
are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
Wiillam Dean Howells, Bret Harte,
“‘ "Q ..’“' ﬂ- ‘. B'Wlﬁl.
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. E. Henley, ' Andrew Lang,
Deland, Archdeacon Farras,
Robert Louls Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,
George W. Cable. Qitbert Parker,

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

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portraits
ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved se
popular, will continue tocharacterize coming issues,

‘The regular price of McClure's lNagazine

15 cents a Copy.

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements
‘With the Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,
OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,
‘Whereby We Can Qler the

People’s POt

AND McCLURE'S MAGAZINE

In Gombination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advancaq

B, Subscribing for the

. People’s Pillos

You Csu Have this Splenaid Magasine
tor Ouly 81.85 o Year, or 03 Cents
s Copy. address

PILOT' PUBLISHING CO\




