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WHEN THE CIRCUS COMES.

My heart 1t gits ¢’ throbbin’,

happy glee,
"N the days o' way back yonder comes a-rushin’
‘ over me;
I can see the clown a-winkin'—hear the rattlin’

o’ the drums;
!.hl like whoopin’ glory, when the

Cir-
Cus
Comes.

% git all in a quiver, jest don't have a bito’

with a thrillin’,

sense,

When 1 see them purty picters bein’ plastered
on the fence:

'N in my quiet slumbers I can hear the rat-tat-
tums

©1 the music, 'n the playin’, when the
Cir-

Cus
Comes.
“There's a kind o’ feller feelin’ that never will
belaid.
“Tween me 'n roasted goobers, 'a yeddish lem-
onade,
For they bring a recoleckshun o’ the bustle 'n
the hum
© the sleepy little village, when the
Cir-
Cus
Comesa
—Atlanta Constitution.

THE OLD MILL MYSTERY

By Arthur W. Marchmont, B. A.
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CHAPTER XI—CONTINUED.

Mary was the first to recover her
self-possession, and rose from the
ground with a feeling of intense thank-
fulness to God for the escape which
she had had from death. Gibeon
Prawle was unable to rise for some
time; but Mary, when once she had sat-
4sfied herself that he was unhurt, felt
that she need not stay longer with him.

‘“You can get home now, Gibeon,
<an’t you?” she asked.

*“Yes,” he replied .somewhat faintly.
“‘Are you going?”

‘““Yes, I want to get home. Mother
will wonder where I am, and this ex-
plosion will frighten her.”

‘“Mary,” he called to her, as she was
moving away, ‘‘are you going to say
anything about what you heard to-
night; or will you leave it to me?”

‘““Those men tried to take my life,”
exclaimed the girl, shuddering.” ‘I
had done them no harm, and should
have done nothing. But now I shall
anake no promises.”

“Don’t bring me into it, lass,” whined
the man. ‘‘Let me be a witness to
bear out what you say. I know all
the details. I could fix it on the others
there.” :

The girl’s lip curved in her scorn at
the man’s cowardice.

“I have saved your life for you; for
the rest, you must take your chance
with the others.”

‘“‘Spare me, Mary; for God’s sake
don’t bring me into it,” he called to
her as she walked away, and when she
did not answer he fell back on the
ground and almost wept in his alarm
and anxiety.

The girl’s nerves had been sorely
shaken by the events' of the night,
and she was anxious toget home. The
path lay near the scene of the explo-
sion, and as she passed she met num-
bers of people of all classes rushing
out from the village to learn the cause
of the commotion.

For a moment she stood amongst
them, listening to the expressions of
alarm and wonder that were freely in-
dulged in on all hands as the people
clustered round the site of the explo-
sion.

Presently, to her astonishment, Mary
recognized Hamer. He was moving
actively about, searching everywhere
among the debris, indulging in loud ex-
clamations of astonishment and curi-
osity as to what had happened. After
awhile, Mary observed two more of the
men, whose manner and looks were in
striking contrast to the easy indiffer-
ence of Hamer. They were pale, and
it struck the girl that they were search-
ing for what they fcared tofind. They
stood for a moment in conference, and
the girl judged from Hamer’s gestures
that he was endeavoring to reassure
the other two.

When they separated, Mary moved to
@ point where she could intercept them,
and then she approached them unob-
served.

Just as she reached them she over-
heard Hamer say to the others:

‘“Nonsense, men. Go away and sink
your fearsin a pot of ale, and find some
Dutch courage if you can’t manage any
of your own. How thedevil can either
of them have escaped? The girl
hadn’t a notion of the plank and she
was bound hand and foot, ever. if she
had; while that white-livered coward,
Prawle, couldn’t have got back his few
silly wits in time to tell her anything.
‘What chance do you suppose you would
have had if you’d been nur:ing that
‘machine? Why, there wouldn't have
‘been as much of you left clinging to-
gether as would cover a shilling. Bah!
I've no patience with skunks. Dead
tongues can’t clatter, that's the long
and the short of it.”

“No, you're right, Jos Hamer. Dead
tongues can’t clatter. But yon’re not
a murderer yet, for all your effort.”

As Mary said this, she moved ciose to
the three men and looked stecadily at
them. The two looked round as if
wishing to run away. But Hamer re-
turned her gaze sturdily, steadily and
defiantly.

“What do you mean? Who are you
«calling murderer? Who are you? What
do you want bothering me?”

“That indifference may do with
others. but not with me,” answered

the girl, firmly. Then as a thought
struck her, she added:. “All I say
Gibeon Prawle is ready to confirm.”

**The hound!® muttered the man.
‘Then, sullenly: *What do you want?”

Mary now thought how best she
could serve her lover. and framed her
conditions in that view.

- *I shall say nothing if by to-morrow

evening all the men who were in the |
shed last night have left the village, |
never to return. Those who stop will |
find themseclves in the hands of the

police.”

" worse, and for some days she suffered

CHAPTER XIT
“IHEY SAY THAT TOM ROYLANCE IS A THIEPR.™
On the following day Mary was un-
able to go to the mill. The strain
and the excitement o? the previous
night had made her ill, and she had to
keep her bed. In the evening she was

from a species of low fever. On the

third day Savannah told her that the

strike was over and that several of the

more prominent strikers had left the
e.

“Has Gibeon Prawle gone with the
rest?” she asked.

“No,” answered Savannah. ‘I hear
that he’s been round to Gorringe to
beg to be taken back again. But, of
course, he isn’t to be.”

“] should think not,” cried Mary,
“after having been the cause of all the
trouble.”

“Gorringe is in high spirits at having
beaten the men,” said Savannah. ‘“He
thinks he’s done it all. That'’s always
the way with your masterful men.”

“I’'m glad he’s won,” said Mary.

She had noticed a change in Savan-
nah’s manner towards her during the
days she had been shut up by her ill-
ness and it had made Yer thoughtful.

“Why are you glad? Do you like
him?” asked Savannah, quickly, look-
ing keenly and searchingly at Mary.

“Like him? What has that to do
with the strike? I am glad, because if
he had not won the strike would have
had to go on indefinitely. He would
never have given in.”

“Ugh! Sometimes I hate him!” cried
Savannah, flashing out into sudden
rage. ‘‘He’s a devil!”

“‘Savannah!” exclaimed Mary, in as-
tonishment at the other’s quick ve-
hemence. “Why, what has he done to
make you say that?”

“I hate him!” cried the girl again,
theanger flashing out of the depths of
her dark blue eyes while her face
crimsoned with passion. ‘I hate him!
If I had a chance I'd kill him!”

“‘Savannah, what is it? What has
he done to you to make you like this
to him?” said Mary, gently laying her
hand on the other’s.

“What has he done? Why, he— But
what is it to you?” she eried, snatching
her hand from Mary’s, and turning on
her with quick impetuons fury. “What
do you come sneaking and trying to
catch me tripping for, and saying that
which you think will give you a hold
over me, with your fawning touch and
your false softness? You are all false.
You are all against me. You are all
devils together.
me tripping—not till I had my way and
won my purpose. So don’t you think
it;” and with a loud, mocking laugh
she hurrried out of the room, leaving
Mary full of wonderment and fear at
her strange words and stranger man-
ner.

But Mary in the days of her illness
had a greater trouble than Savannah’s
eccentricity. Tom came only very sel-
dom to the cottage to ask after her;
and in all the week that she lay in bed
she did not once see him.

She saw Reuben Gorringe before she
saw Tom. He had called at the cot-
tage cvery day when he had learnt of
her illness, and had brought her fruit
and flowets and delicacies.

‘“‘You bave been ill, indeed,” he said,
taking her hand, and looking into her
eyes with a look of grave concern on
his dark face.

“And you have been winning battles
over the men,” she said, and smiled,
not very brightly, although the man’s
sympathy touched her.

“Yes, we have won. But it is as
much your victory as mine,” he said.

“Why? What do you mean?” This
with a quick look.

“That you took the same side as 1.
If you had gone against me I should
not have attempted to fight. You are
all in all to me still, Mary.”

The girl’s rather pale face flushed
under the look which accompanied
these words.

*“Mr. Gorringe”—she began.

“Stay. I forgot myself, Mary. Iam
sorry. I won’t offend again. I know
what you would say. But the look of
you so pale and weak and feeble made
me forget myself and my promise—
everything but my feelings. I am a
selfish brute. But there, it’s past.” For-
give me.” And he held out his hand.

She gave him hers for a moment, and
then withdrew it. She could not be
angry with him.

*“Now tell me,are you really stronger?
I want to know that particularly; I
have reasons.”

‘“Yes, I am quite strong.”

“What caused your illness?”

“I—I scarcely know. A chill, most
likely. Caughton the night when that
strange explosion took place. Did you
ever find out what that was?” asked
Mary, shuddering mvolunta.nly at the
recollection of the time.

“Never. ButI have my suspicions.”

“What are they?”

“I believe an attempt was intended
to be made upon the mill and that in
vome way, how 1 know not, it was
frustrated.”

Mary was silent.

‘“But there is another matter I want
to speak of. As the bother with the
people is now over, there’ll be no need
to take such care where the hands
lodge. You have done well to keep
Savannah Morbyn here so long, but
now she can look for some other place.”

‘““Are you going to keep her on at the
mill?” asked Mary.

“You would not have me turn away
those who stood by me in the time of
trouble, would you?” he asked, not
quite at his ease. “But there is no
reason why she should not get lodg-
ings elsewhere.”

“I don’t wish to turn her out,” said
Mary. ‘“Mother and I are used to hav-
ing her now in the house, though at
firat [ was a little scared at her goings
on at times. She’s a bit queer.”

*Eh? How do you mean abit queer?
What does she do?”

““Oh, she doesn’t do anything,” an-
swered Mary, with a feeble laugh.

,

“But she says curious thlngs ”

“Then the sooner she is ont of the
: house the better,” said Gorringe. and
Mary was astonished at the earuest-
. ness of his tone.

% nGorrlnge rose directly afterwards to

But you don’t catch |

“By the way, will you tell Tom that
the new mule frames will be in early
to-morrow, ard that the earlier he can
get at them the befter?”

*I will if I see hin,” answered Mary,
not meeting the other's eyes.

“Won’t he be in, then, to-night?”

“I don’t know,” she said, with a lit-
tle hesitation. “If it’s important you'd
better leave word at hiscottage.”
“Oh!” was all the reply that Reuben
Gorringe made; but Mary seemed to
read in it plenty of hidden meaning.
She blushed, and then, woman-like, be-
gan to make excuses for Tom.

““He has been so busy at the mill
lately that he has not had much time
to be here,” she said.

“Nay, not at the mill,” answered
Gorringe, his heart beating highat the
knowledge that Tom seemed to be
neglecting her. “I have notkepthim
late once. He must have some other
reason; some work at home, perhaps,”
he said.

But she understood the look he gave
her when shaking hands, and she felt
humiliated at finding herself in such a
position.

When her mother came into the

room she found Mary lost in her
dreams.
“Why don’t you marry him, Mary?”
‘she asked, after awhile, when she
heard that Gorringe had been in.
“Why don’t you marry him?”

¢ Why should I prefer him to Tom,
mother?” was her reply. “If you think
Reuben Gorringe is the better man,
you’re the only body in Walkden Bridge
that thinks so.”

‘““He’s a man that knows his mind,
whether he’s better or worse in other
things,” answered her mother sharply,

and that’s more than some other
folks seem to do. If he gets a bite, he
holdson. Look at his money, too.”

“What of his money? He’s only
manager at the mill.”

“Ah, maybe. DBut he’s got a shed on
his own account, and, I warrant me,
he’s got a tidy sized stocking and that
it’s pretty full.”

“Very likely. But I don’t want his
money. I can earn enough to keep me,
and 1'd rather die a weaver lass and
naught else than wed a man I couldn't
love.”

‘““Well, then, set to work and love
Reuben Gorringe. If you weren’t so
precious obstinate, you’d have done it
long since, instead of maundering on
with that Tom Roylance; fiddling and
faddling about and doing naught else.
I've no patience with you.”

Mary made no reply to this. She had
had more than one dispute with her
mother on the same subject, and there
had been high words between them oc-
casionally.

“Why don’t you do as I tell you,
Mary, lass?” continued Mrs. Ashworth,
after a pause in which she had waited
vainly for a reply

“] don’t want to talk about it now;
I'm not well enough,” said Mary.

But her mother did not mean to give
up her efforts to induce Mary to take
what she regarded asthe proper course
in regard to marriage. Moreover, she
had turned against Savannah, and
when Mary told her what Reuben Gor-
ringe had said about the girl seeking
some other lodging Mrs. Ashworth
was pleased.

“I’'m glad of it, that I am. I’ll tell
Savannah this very night what he'’s
said, and the sooner she packs the bet-
ter. And there’s no reason now why
we should keep her. Where is she
now?”

‘I don’t know. Maybe with Tom’s
father.”

“‘More likely with Tom himself,” said
Mrs. Ashworth, speaking at random in
her irritation, and having no particu-
lar meaning for the words.

‘“‘Mother!” cried Mary.

“Mary,” answered  the mother, imi-
tating her tone.

“If you don’t want to drive me outof
the room you won’t say such things as
that,” sald Mary, quietly. “They pain
me ” =

“All right, my lass, I won’t say any-
thing more.”

She was fond of the girl, and had no
wish to hurt her feelings. But she
was very anxious to see her married to
Reuben Gorringe, and was thus very
often a most injudicious advocate of
the latter’s cause.

She went now to the girl’s side and
bent over her and kissed her.

“I’'m sorry I grieved you, my lass,”
she said.

“It’s all right, mother,” answered
Mary, looking up, and smiling. “I

him. It goes against nature.
to wish it or speak of it again.”
“She went out of the kitchen then,

keeping her own opinion.

time of great trouble to the girl. She !
she was not able to go to the mill, and
indeed was compelled to stop in the
house.

Roylance only came once to see her,
and then only for a short time, during
the whole of which he seemed ill at
ease and quite unlike himself.

worths’ cottage on the day after Reuben
Gorringe had spoken about it. She
went away with scarcely a word,
simply telling Mary that she was going,
and where she had found lodgings.

Then came dreadful news.

Savannah had been to sit with Mary
two evenings, and on the evening of
the day before Mary intended to go
back to weok she came in a state of
great excikement.

‘SWhat's the matter,
asked Mary.

“Have you heard any ncws?” asked
the other.

“News? How should I hear news?
I have not been out.”

‘‘Has no one been to see you?”

ISNO ”

‘‘Have you seen Tom-—Tom Roy
lance?” asked Savannah.

“No. What of him?”

“Nay. That's what I would ask
| m"

“Is anything wrong, Savannah?

Savannah?”

What » 15 Tell me guick. Don't

[

keep me in suspense. What is it
Mary spolse rapidly and eagerly.

“I don’t know what it is,” answered
the other girl, not meeting Mary’s
eyes, which were fixed upon her face. |
“But I have heard.”

“Then what is it? Tell me. You
have come to tell me; why don’t you
do so at once? If he isnot ill, and
nothing has happened to hurt him, it
cannot be anything very serious. Is
he leaving the mill, or has he quar-
reled with Reuben Gorringe?”

Savannah bent her dark eyes on the
others’ face. At the look Mary seemed |
to feel a strange fear chill her heart, |
but she would not,show it, and smiled.

“What I have to tell you will be a |
shock to you,” said Savannah, deliber- |
ately. ‘“Can you bear it?”

“I can bear it better than your mys- |
terious silence. What is it they say, |
and who are ‘they?”

‘“Bhey say that Tom Roylance is a
thief,” said Savannah, in the same de-
liberate and impressive tone. |

Mary Ashworth burstinto a laugh. |

‘“Then they are fools, whatever they
are,” she said. “Tom a thief! Theideal
why it's preposterous!” Then her in- |
dignation rose fast. ‘“But who are
they who dare to take away his char- |
acter? And what is it they dare to say
he has stolen?”

*Money,” answered Savannah. “The
money of the sick fund of which he is |
secretary, and his accusers are the
trustees. The money is missing.”

‘“‘Shame on them!” cried Mary, fum-
ing with indignant anger. *“It's a
cock and bull story at the best. Where
is he?”

Savannah did not notice the ques-
tion.

“They say the buoks have been ex-
amined and are found to be wrong,
and that there is a considerable sum
of money which ougit to be tn hand,

and that they can’t get it. He hasn’t |
lt."

“Silence, Savannah!” crled Mary, l
with sudden, fierce ennrgy. “I'll hear

no more against him from anybody.
It’s ali a pack of lies fimm beginning to
end, and I won’t have it even spoken of
before me. Whereis he?” !
Without waiting for a reply the girl
rose from the easy chait in wlhich she |
had been sitting, and taking down her
hat and jacket from behind the door
began to put them on, her hands
trembling and quivering with sup-
pressed excitement.
{TO BE CONTINUYD.)
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CHANCE SAVED HiIS LIFE.

Mistake of a Camel Which BUre an Ancient
Grudge Against Its Master.

Revenge scems to be sweet even to |
animals. It is certain that they re- |
member for long spaces of time in-
juries they have received. An instance
of this is cited by a New Ynrk paper.

A few years ago it chaficed thata
valuable camel, working in #n old mill
in Africa, was severcly beaten by its
driver, who, perceiving that the camel
had treasured up the injury and was
only waiting a favorable opjortunity
for revenge, kept a strict watch upon
the animal. Time passed away. The !
camel, perceiving that he was svatched,
was quiet and obedient, and the driver |
began to think that the beating was
forgotten.

One night, after a lapse of several
months, the man, who slept upon a
raised platform in the mill, while, as
is customary, the camel was stalled in
a corner, happening to remain awake,
observed by the bright moonlight that
when all was quiet the animal looked
cautiously around, rose softly, and |
stealing over toward the spot where a |
bundle of clothes and a bernous thrown '
carelessly on the ground resembled a |
sleeping figure, cast itself with vio- |

lence upon them, rolling with all its | ern

weight, and tearing them most vicious- |
ly with its teeth.

Satisfled that its revenge was com-
plete, the camel was returning to his
corner, when the driver sat up and
spoke. At the sound of his voice, apd
perceiving the mistake it had made
the animal wasso mortified at the fail-
ure and discovery of the scheme that
it dashed its head against the wall,
and died on the spot. |

Martial Astronomy.

Men may be good soldiers without
being scholars, and it is also true that
men may be amusing when they are |
weighed down by the gravest responsi- |
bilities. |

On the evening before a solar eclipse |

 not long ago the colonel of a regiment |

and thus the discussion ended, as all | will come and explain the eclipse be-
the talk on that subject did, by each  fore the drill.

The next two or three days were a | usual.”

recovered her strength quickly, though | following order of the day:

. the colonel, there will be an eclipse of
But what perplexed and wor- |

ried her most was the fact that Tom

|

! shed.”—Youth’s Companion.
Savannah Morbyn left the Ash- |

know what you wish, but it can’t be. I | of Germu.n infantry sent for all his |
can’t marry a man without caring for | sergeants and said to them:
Try not |

‘“There will be an eclipse of the sun
to-morrow. The regxment will meet
on the parade ground in undress. [

If the day is cloudy the
{ men will meet in the.drill shed as |

The sergeants thereupon drew up the
“To-morrow morning, by order of

the sun. The regiment will assemble
on the parade grounds, where the
colonel will come and superintend the
eclipse in person. If the day is cloudy
the eclipse will take place in the drill

A Pum Feed. |

The guest at the hotel table was not |
satisfled by a great deal with the menu |
and he was bad mannered enough to |

say SO.

*Perhaps, sir,” said the waiter, po- | |
litely, ‘‘you’d like some of the rum
punch.”

“The what?”

“The rum punch, sir.”

‘“IVell, bring it on and let me see. I've
tried your rum meat and rum vegeta- |
bles and rum bread and a dozen more |
rum things you’ve got here and maybe
I won’t be disappointed in your rum
punch. Bring it on and be in a hurry

about it.”—N. Y. Recorder.

He Enew Jim.
Aunt (on a visit, distributing pres-

ents)—And wha is to have this pretty

little mouth organ?

Papa (with a sigh)—You had better
give it to Jim.

Aunt—Why?

| hanging, thus se-

| arefitted with good

| Leading all oompotlwu in
tions (

| tion, apply at any Coupon

Papa—Ile’ll smash it soonest.-~Boe
san Globe.
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heating.
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All our heaters
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Remedies of the World,
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! HUMPHREY® WITCH HAZEL OIL,

¢ The Plle Ointment.”-Trlal Size, 25 Cts.

Sold by Drugglsts, or sent post-paid on recelpt of pries
Pr. Huxrunsys' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FREE.

BHUMPHREYS' IID.OO.. 111 & 118 Willlam 8t., NEW YORK,
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McCLURE’S
MAGAZINE
For 1894,

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

Best Literature

...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge

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

100 NMEN AND WOMEN PAMOUS IN
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
represented In McClure's Magazine, either
as authors of articles or as participants

dialogues and Interviews, or as subjects
articles,

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OF THB
SBOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Leuls Stovenson and Lloyd
Ozbourne, will run through four
sumbers, beginning with Jane
nry. This story is one of thrill
adventure and mysterious \
hppenlm reminding one of :
“ Treasure lsland,” and of ** The 7 ’
Wrecker."” S

William Dean Howells

Wil contribute a serial story
to run through three numbers,’
more especially for younges
readers, and, like all his storles

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

o . Short Stories

Mawatte will be contributed by maiap
well-known writers, among othess

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harrils,

Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stocktom,
Harriet Prescett Spofford, ‘' Q"

Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,

Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwiil,

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and!
Studies of (reat Men In Action, will continue
to be marked features of coming issues, Undes
this heading are announced the following :

D. L. NMOODY, the Man and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUMIOND.
! This is the first complete study
of Mr. Moody's career which
' bas 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 active
kies, and will be fully illustrated,

Bismarck,

At his Qreatest,
— BY -

ARCHIBALD FORBES:
» Ruskin at Home.

PR By I'. H. SPIELMAN.
Pierre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
NADAMB ADAnN.

Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Bardou, I
Andrew Carnegle W Dendst
Archdeacon Farrar,
Dumas, the Yeunger,
Camile Flamarion,

and

CHARLES A. DANA

are the subjects of articles 9
the form of interviews, in whick
the matter is mainly autobiey
graphical, Thesearticlesin many
cases give full length
of their subjects, the atories
thelr lives, struggles, achieves
ments and successes, These articles will be fully
fustrated.

Famous Contributors.

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

/
Atudstans

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
Wiiliam Dean Howells, Bret Harte,

H. H. Boyesen, . de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Page, Frank R. Stocktes.
W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,
Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farras,

Robert Louls Stevenson, Charles A. Danas,
George W. Cable. Qilbert Parker,
Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

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

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

The regular price of“McCIm'l nuuho
15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

Row to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements
With the Puhlishers,

S. 5. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,
‘Wheareby We Can Ofter the

Peopie's P00

AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINE

It (ombination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advances

B, Subscribing for the

People’s Pllos

You Can Have this Splendid Magasine
tor Ouly 81 25 o Year, or i Cents
s Copy. m‘-

PILO'I' PUBLISHING

Vi NSSELAER, IND,




