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CHAPTER Xll—Continued.

Before she had finished her mother

came in.

“Bless the girl, what’s the matter?”

cried Mrs. Ashworth.

“I’mgoing out. My Tom’s in trouble,
.and I’m going to him. Some villains

stare to f.ay he’s stolen some of their

paltry money, and I’m gdtog to see

what it means. I’m going to him.”

“You can’t do that,” said Savannah,
quietly.

Mrs. Ashworth looked from one to
the other of the girls in wonder.

“Who says that?” replied Mary,
laughing scornfully. “Who’ll stop
me? Where my Tom is there I’llgo.”

“You can’t go to him now where he

is,” said Savanna!'; again.
“Why not?” said Mary, her face

flushing.
“Where is he, then?” asked Mrs.

Ashworth in the same breath.

“He’s probably m gaol by this time,”
•answered Savannah; and at the words

Mary cried out, and would have fallen

in her weakness if her mother had not

caught her and half led, half carried

her back to her chair.

Her weakness lasted only a minute,
however, and then she sprang up and

cried:

“I don’t care where he is. Where

my Tom is, there I mean to be,” and

with that she turned to leave the cot-

tage.

CHAPTER XIII.

MARY’S SUSPICIONS.

“Stay, Mary; you had better hear all

I have been told before you go.”
Mary turned back, as though she

thought the suggestion good.

“Yes; I should like to hear it. When

did all this happen?”
“Not long before T fame here,” an-

swered Savannah.

“Did Tom send you to cell me?”

“No. I came because I thought it

would be better for you to hear it from

me than from anyone else.”

“Tom Roylance a thief and in pris-
on,” ejaculated Mrs. Ashworth, lifting
up her hands in amazement.

“Silence, mother,” cried Mary, an-

grily. “Tom is no thief, and those

who have dared to put him in prison
willhave to pay for it. But now, Sa-

vannah, what is it these slanderers say

against my Tom?”

“They say that a week or two back

something in the accounts was noticed

that puzzled them. They said nothing
at the time, waiting to see what hap-
pened. Then they decided to make a

sudden examination into the books,
ahd to see whether the money was

right. They came —at least, they went

to the cottage
—”

“Were you there?” asked Mary,
quickly, noticing the slip the other

made in the use of the words.

“Iv-as sitting with the old man, and

had been reading to him,” answered

Savannah, flushing slightly as she

spoke. “Well, they asked at once for

the books and for the money, and

went into the thing then and there.

They were in the front room, and after

a time Tom came back to where I was

sitting with his father, and he looked

•very angry and agitated. He went to

a drawer, unlocked it and took out a

cash box.

“Iheard him exclaim as he took it

Into his hands, and then he cried, sud-

denly:
“‘My God! I’m ruined! I’ve been

robbed! My cash box has been broken

open I had all the money of the sick

fund init, and every shilling is gone!
They’ll think I’ve robbed them.’

“Atthat moment one of the other

men came to the door, and asked Tom

if he would take the money into the

next room so that they could count it

and check it.
“ ‘Murstone’—it was Murstone, the

over-looker, you know him, Mary—-
‘Murstone. I’ve been robbed,'said Tom.

‘The box is empty, and every shilling
has been taken away!’

“Slurstone smiled a hard, disbeliev-

ing, mocking smile, which drew down

the corners of his mouth, whilst his

•eyebrows went up, "nd he shrugged
his shoulders as he answered:

“ ‘That’s unfortunate.’ in a tone that

showed he didn’t believe a word of

what Tom said. ‘But come, let us get
back and tell the others of your mis-

hap.’
“ ’Tom’s eye* blazed with rage at

the other’s tone and manner, and I

thought he was going to strike him.
But he kept his temper, and followed

Murstone out of the room, holding the

empty cash box dangling from his
hand as he walked.

“ ‘Poor fellow. I Ditied him.’

“They did not come in again for

flome time, and his father lay back

wondering what it meant When Tom

came he was alone.
“ ‘l’mgoing out for a bit father.’ I

could read in the troubled look in hia

eyes that something very bad was the

matter.
“ ‘What is the matter?’ I asked him,

getting out of earshot of the old man.
“ ‘There’s trouble and a strange mis-

take about the business of the sick

fund monpy. These men think I’ve

taken it and they say they must give
me in charge. Of course, I can’t stop
them if they like to do so. But we

shaH probably go over at once to Pres-

burn and see the head man there and

have the thing threshed out straight
away. If I don’t come back to-night,
try and prevent my father from worry-

ing too much, and make some exeuse.

But I may be locked up. I ean’t tell

yet.’
“And with that he went out like one

dazed and half stupefied.”
“Did he send no message of any kind

to me?” asked Mary, jealously.
“No. He said no more than I have

told you,” answered bavannah.
“Then I’ll go down to bis cottage

and see whether he has come back yet.
Are you coming?”

The two girls left the house together,
and on the way to Tom’s home Mary
plied her companion with questions.
When they reached the cottage Tom

was not there. He had not been back.

“I’llwait,” said Mary, quietly, and

she took off her hat and jacket and sat

down.

“You’ve no call to wait, Savannah,”
said Mary, somewhat ungraciously,
after a time.

“Why are you angry with me,

Mary?” asked Savannah, in her soft-

est voice. “Tom asked me to stay
with his father untilhis return, if he

does return to-night. That is why I

am here. But you and I must not

quarrel at a time like this.”

Mary turned to her companion and

said readily:
“I was wrong, Savannah. Forgive

me. But I am full of anxiety about

this; it frightens me. There must be

some conspiracy against Tom. He is

so good-natured and open and trustful

that anyone can impose upon him. I

wish he would come.”

After a time she ros« and made some

supper for the invalid, who spoke very-
little, but lay and watched her as she

moved about the room. The old man

turned to Savannah:

“Willyou read to me, child? You

willsoothe me.”

The girl went to the side of the bed

and took up the book that was lying
there —it was a copy of the “Pilgrim’s
Progress”—and as soon as Alary had

finished her preparations began read-

ing aloud from it.

Mary sat apart nearer the door,
waiting and listening for Tom’s com-

ing. Presently, she crept gently from

the room and went to the door of the

cottage to wait there. This was about

ten o’clock: she knew there was a

train from Presburn about that time.

After a little while she saw her lover’s

tall figure coming up the street. He

was walking slowly, and his head was

bent as though he was in deep thought.
She gave a sigh of relief when she

saw him, for she had begun to fear

that his not coming might mean the

worst. She went to meet him. When

he saw her he stopped and started.

“Mary, you here?”

The tears were in her voice as she

put out her hands to take his, wanting
to make him feel her sympathy.

“I heard there was some trouble,
Tom. Savannah told me.”

“Why did she speak of it? She said

she would not.”

“Not to me?” She was hurt to think

he should wish to have a trouble

kept secret from her and known to

another.

“Idid not want to trouble you while

you were ill, Mary,” said Tom, reading
her meaning in her question.

“Iwould far rather know itat once,”
she answered. “It is only a cruel

kindness to keep your troubles from

me.” Then she took his arm, and clung
to him and wondered and grieved that

he did not kiss her. If she had had a

trouble, it would have been so sweet,
she thought, to have been able to tell

him and to kiss him for the ready
wealth of sympathy which would be

given to her. Such sympathy as her

heart was bursting to pour forth.

•“Let us go in,” he said, after a mo-

ment’s pause, in which he had felt em-

barrassed.

“Can you speak of this before your
father and —and Savannah?” asked

Mary.
“You must not stay in the night air,

lass; you’ll get chilled. Oh! yes; I can

say anything before—them.” Mary
guessed what he had meant to say,
even before he added, as if to explain
away her thoughts: “Savannah knows

everything already.”
They went in, and Marywas relieved

to see he was brighter than she had

thought.
She half hoped that matters were not

so bad as she had feared. But the first

words he spoke killed her hope. They
were addressed to -Savannah in answer

to the searching, anxious look that she

directed upon him with th e one-word

question: “Well?”

“No, it is not well,” he answered,
playing on the word. “Itis not so bad

as it might be. But—,” and he looked

across to where his father lay.
“He is asleep,” said Savannah, inter-

preting the look.

Then Tom drew the two girls across

the room, and in a low voice told them

the result of the journey to Presburn.

They had not found the man whom

they had gone over to see.

As soon as Tom began to speak of

the matter, Mary read in his eyes and
voice and manner how real and terri-

ble was the trouble, and how deeply he

was suffering, and she longed in her

heart to have the task of comfortirig
him. But Savannah’s presence checked

her. »

“What is it they say against you,
Tom*?” she asked. “I mean, what is
the actual charge they make?”

“That I have stolen the money of the

fund, Mary. That 1 am a thief. Yon

know I have to collect certain aub-

Bcriptioas, and they—well, it ia Mur-

stone who fas doing it— seem to have

got hold of the idea that I have been

making the accounts all wrong, and

that I haven’t accounted for some of

the money.”
“What a disgraceful shame!” she

cried, angry and indignant at the mere

accusation against him. “Howmuch

money is it that—”

“That I have stolen?” he said, when

she hesitated for a moment to find a

word to use.

“Tom! How can you even joke about

such a thing?” she exclaimed. “I

mean, how much do they say is

missing?”
“The amount they speak of now is

about twelve or thirteen pounds; but

—but that is not all.” He stopped and
sighed heavily.

“What else is there?” asked Mary,
laying her hand gently on his arm,

while her heart bled at the sight of his

troubled eyes.

“They dare to suggest that the books

have been wrong for a long time, and

that there is much more money than

that altogether.”
“Well, you can put the books into

somebody's hands to-morrow, and

show that’s a lie,” said Mary.
“They’ve taken them to-night.”
“Tom, you surely never let them do

that! Why, that’s like admitting that

things are wrong.”
“Itwas the only arrangement they’d

consent to,” he answered, as if feebly
excusing his weakness.

“But about the money,” she said,
after a pause. “Did you give them
that as well?”

“How could I dothat?” he exclaimed,
rather irritably. “Didn’t Savannah

tell you that ithad been stolen out of

the cash-box?”

“Was it the fund money that was

stolen?”

“Yes, Mary; of course it was,” he

answered, again speaking irritably.
"Don’t you understand? You know I

put the money always in that cash-

box just as I collected it, and kept it

there until I paid it over to Lee when

he came from Presburn. When Iwent

to get it this evening, to show that it

tallied with the accounts, it was gone.
That’s the whole thing in a nutshell.”

The tone in which he spoke hurt the

girl. It seemed as if he resented her

questions.
“But if it was only twelve or thir-

teen pounds—you have more than that

in the savings bank, Tom; and you can

give them that, can’t you? Surely
they cannot punish you because some

one has stolen the money from you.

That, at the worst, would be your
loss, not theirs. Bad enough, of

course; but not nearly so bad as—as

the other.”

This seemed to disconcert him more

than the former questions. He turned

away his head, and Mary fancied she

detected a quick glance flashed be-

tween Savannah and him.

“You don’t understand it, Mary.”
His voice was a trifle more unsteady
than it had been before. “Itold them

that the money was in the house and

in the casb-box.”

“But if you have the money to give
them, how can it be serious? Money is

money, and twelve pounds taken out of

the savings bank is the same to them

as twelve pounds taken out of a cash-

box. Surely that’s all they want.”

Again there was an awkward silence.

Tom turned away and leant his head

on his hand in an attitude of dejection.
Suddenly he faced round, looked at the

girl as if she were accusing him. and

said —trying again to assume anger in

order to cover his confusion:

“Yes; it's all very well to talk like

that. ‘lf I had the money;’ but what

if I haven’t the money? And I have-

n’t.” He looked at her half-defiantly
and yet half-shamefacedly.

For a moment Mary could not re-

ply. She glanced into his face, then

into Savannah’s, and then dropped her

eyes lest he should read the doubts and

fears which his words had raised.

Doubts, not of his honesty—she had no

doubt of that; but of something that

was even more to her. She knew that

only a few weeks before he had had

some twenty or thirty pounds of sav-

ings, just as she herself had; for they
had talked over all their little money
matters like brother and sister. Now

vague, disquieting fears as to what he

had done with it, connecting them-

selves indefinitely in her thoughts with

her growing doubts of Savannah,
troubled her. ‘ But none of this feel-

ing showed itself in her reply.
“Then you should have relied on

me, Tom,” she answered, and her face

as she spoke glowed with a smile that

cheered and warmed the heart of the

man. “That will soon be put right.
You must have been strangely
troubled, dear, to *orget me at such a

time. We must get rid of this bother

first, and then we’ll see about who
broke into your cash-box. Will you
take this money to Murstone in the

morning—or at any rate tell him you
have the amount, whatever it may be,
that the books make out to be due?”

“You are very good, Mary,” said

Tom, very gently.
“Nay, nay; it’s but what I’d look for

from you. I’m glad we’ve had the

talk. I shall sleep to-night now. But

I must go.”
Then she and Savannah left, and

Mary walked home with a heavy heart

for all her words.

The more she thought of the inter-

view-recalling Tom’s manner, and
what he had said, and piecing it to-

gether with his neglect of her during
her week of illness—the more she was

troubled and harassed and restless.

An instinct seemedto warn her that
the worst trouble lay underneath the
surface, and that it was of a kind
which threatened to wreck all her hap-
piness. Of the particular trouble

about the sick fund monev she no

longer felt much anxiety. That could

easily be replaced. What she feared
was a trouble that no money could

avert

CHAPTER XIV,
FROM BAD TO WORSB.

In the morning Mary took her sav-

ings bank book to the mill. At break-
fast time she saw Reuoeu Gomnge,
and asked nim to let her have ten

pound* at once, to be paid back ae

soon as the money could be got front
the bank. Gorringe was only too glad
for her to come to him—glad to let her
feel the advantages of the possession
of money.

“Ten pounds, Mary? Of course I wilt
Is that enough? Here, take back your
book,” he said, without having at-

tempted to open it “There need be
no talk of such a thing between you
and me. What I have willalways be
half yours. You have but to ask;” and
he smiled as he handed the book out to

her, with a bank note for ten pounds.
“Iwish you to see, please, Mr. Gor-

ringe, that there is money in the bank
—more than enough to cover this; and
if it can be done, I should likeyou to

have security for the money. I am

going to draw thia bum out at once,
and should like you to have the order
*or it. if that impossible.”

“What a little business woman you
are, to be sure,” he said. “But I'll

trust you for that amount if you don’t

want more, without prying into the

secrets of your banking account,
child,” and he smiled again.

“There’s over forty pounds there,
Mr. Gorringe,” said Mary, with quiet
firmness.

“Very well,” he said. “Iknow yO«
are in earnest. You won’thave me for
a friend, I suppose, so I must be con-

tent to be your man of business. This
willdo it.” He had been writing while

bespoke. “There you are, Mary. Sign
that and all willbe legal.’’

“Thank you,” she said. “Iwillgive
it to you the moment it comes.”

“You are very welcome; but of course

you know that,” he said.

He had acted very wisely in yielding
to Mary’s wish to give “security” for
the money, and he had pleased her as

much by his manner of doing the act

as by the act itself.

She took the ten pounds, together
with some which she had at home, and

gave it to Tom, telling the latter to

pay it at once to Murstone, or at all

events to satisfy him that the amount
shown to be due was ready to be paid
over at any time; and when she had
done this she felt lighter hearted than

fpr some hours previously. The work
hours passed rapidly in the pleasant
anticipation of being withTom, for the
latter had promised to see her directly
after the mill closed in order to tell

her all that passed.
About five o’clock, however, Reuben

Gorringe came to her with a look of

concern and seriousness on his face,
and asked her to come as soon us pos-
sible to the office, as he wished to see

her particularly.
“What is it?” she asked. “Is any-

thing the matter?”

“I can’t tell you here; come to the

office,” answered Gorringe. “It is seri-

ous.”

She stopped all her looms almost as

soon as he had left, and followed him.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

THEY MUST NOT LOOK.

Communities Where It Is a Kin to Gaze

at the Face.

In the Wyoming territory there is a

colony of one hundred and thirty souls

in the Cheyenne reservation, who deem

it a mortal sin to look upon the face of

any human being. Both men and women

wear masks day and night and never

by chance do they gaze upon the faces

of one another. They teach morality
in the severest manner, not permitting
two sexes tc even dwell in the same

valley. This custom is also observed

in the islands of New Britain, wfiere a

man must not only not speak to hia

mother-in-law, but it is considered sin-

ful for the son-in-law or mother-in-

law to look each other in the face. If

by chance the son-in-law meets the

lady in question he must hide himself

or cover his face. Suicide of both par-
ties is the outcome if the rule is

broken.

The White an<i Silent Nuns, known

as Bernardines, a religious sisterhood
at Bayonne, in the southwest corner

of France, close to the Pyrenees,
founded by L’Abbe Castac, hold no

converse with human beings. Within

the Buddhist monasteries there are

frequently ascetics who for years to

gether have no intercourse with the

outside world, but sit inconstant silent

meditation, receiving their food

through a hole in the door. Hermits

in China tear out their eyes with the

idea that by closing the two gates of

love they open the gates of wisdom.

A Monster Crab.

The titan of the land crab family is

Birgus latro, commonly called the

“purse crab,” a resident of the island!

of the Indian and South Pacific oceans.

Mature adults are frightful looking
creatures, fully two feet in length and
from eight to fourteen inches across

the back, capable of “rearing back”

and pinching a man hip nign when

acting in defense, which they are not

slow to do if molested. The pinchers
are, of course, in the first pair of legs,
which are large and powerful; the

second and third pairs are armed with

but usingle claws, while the fourth
pair (which are much smaller

than either the second or third and
not one-tenth as strong as the “pincher
carriers”) are provided with a pair of

weak little nippers. A fifth pair of

legs, but so small as to simply be use-

less rudiments, are attached to the

body near the abdomen.

A King's Three Coffins.

Of Attila, king of the Huns, it is said

that his body was placed in three

coffins—the first of gold, the second of

silver and the third of iron. Allof his

arms, the trappings of his horses and

the thousands of mementos which he

had gathered in his campaigns were

buried with him. History further

states that “all the captains and slaves

who were emploved to dig his grave
and bury him were put to death, so

that none might betray the last rest-

ing place of Attila, the greatest of al)

Huns.”

He Should Be

Ke—What is the differeuce between

the admission to a dime museum and

the admission to Sing Sing?
She—Don't know. What?

He—One is ten cents and tKa ether t

sentence. See?—Truth

WEDDINU BELLS.

Oh. blithely rins. ye wedding bells,
From out the upper air.

Oh, sweetly sing the song that tells

Of a blushirg bridal pair;
Un joyful wing, and echoing tell.

From organ voice and lyre,
The story of the dame’s farewell.

The blessing of the sire.

Tell of the bride, with modest mien.
The groom of bearing proud;

Of trustingly clasped hands unseen,
*

Of heads at the altar bowed;

Of smiles and tears, of hopes and fears,
Of emblem, troth and vow.

Of prayers that all the coming years

May be as bright as now.

Oh, wedding bells, ring full and clear.
In softened tones and low;

Ring benedictions on the ear

Of those who outward go;
Ring comfort for the old home-nest,’

Ard for its rooftree dear,
"Whether a cot or palace, blest

With plain or goodly cheer.

Ring, wedding bells, once and again,
In melody sublime;

Ring joyfullyand in refrain

Throughout all coming time;

Oh, ring and sing of the happiness
That to mankind is given

In homelife joys, in wedded bliss,
Foretastes on earth of Heaven.

—Clark W. Bryan, in Good Housekeeping
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Control Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee offers
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Clz»
clnnatl and other Southern pointe.

For Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired Inform*,
tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or address

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

CHICAGO, ILL.

lltlil ii ¦
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—TAKZ THZ—

ROUTE

—BZTWZEM—-

—CHICAGO —LAFAYETTE

LOUISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS

and all points SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping; Cars,

Eleitant Parlor Can

Forfrther information apply to any Conpon
Ticket Agent, or addiess

JAMEH BARKER,
General Panstuger Agents

Monon Block, Chicago.
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f"ITQBWSicM
CAN be CURED.

? We will SEND FREE by
¦ ¦ mafi a large TR.’ XL BOTTLEY

< ¦ alto, a treatiae on Epilepsy. DON’T
¦ SUFFER ANY LONGER I Give Post O&
¦ fice, State and County, and Age plainly.

*

MALL CHEMICAL CO.,
MflOFainoouM Avean

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

The editors of McClure's
line aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the maga*
sine both instructive and ent«M

taining.
100 rtBN AND WOHEN FAMOUS IR

UTBRATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will b«
wprv**uted tn McClure's Magazine, elthoy
as authors of articka ar as participants la
dialogues and Interviews, or as subjects <4
articles.

”

New Novel.
**

A ROMANCE OP THE
•OUTH 6EAS. by Robert
Laato Stevenson and Lloyd L vSA 1

C: bourne, willrun through four
¦umbers, beginning with Jan- MV
¦ary. This story is one of thrill- AvCx ’
Ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding on aof f A '
“Treasure Island,” and of •• The
Wrecker.” in inn

William Dean Howells
WIN contribute a serial ataMf

to run through three

zS B,Ore especially for youngs*
jpV /j readers, and, like all his storist

K\\ toT y°“ n V People, It will be just

T
**Interesting to their elders.

Short Stories }
WHI be contributed by

Well-known writers, among oihtM t

Bret Harte, Joel Chendler Herrie,
Conan Doyle, Prank R. Stocktoa,

Harriet Prseeett Spofford, “Q"
Clerk Russell. Rudyard Klpllag,
Octavo Tbanet, and I. Zangwill.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, aafl!

Studies of Great Hon In Action, will continue

to be marked features of coming issues. Under
this heading are announced the following i

D. L. HOODY, tho flan and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfinOND.
This Is the first complete study /“•¦k
•f Mr. Moody’s career which

has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
Kt ¦ Leader of Men, fI(f 'Jy?

•
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

A
I

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour to pew*

bably the greatest merchant in the history of th*
world. He Is also a great pliilanthropist. Thia
article will present the many sides of his active

teles, and willbe fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
V

hl* areßtMt «

x. Aal —sv

ARCHIBALD PORBBIL

Ruskin at Home.
mLns By ru H. SPIEUWL

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by

HADAHB ADATL AX

Alphonse Daudet,

luka Verne, |
flardou, i
Andrew Carnegto ¦

Archdeacon Farrar.
X-—-V. Duma*, tho Yaungar.

fl Y\ Camila Flamarloa,

CHARLES A. DANA

woMSyjfc are the wbicct * anklrn Im
HupSmflS the form of interviews, in which

MMbILj ftMr tbe viatier is mainly

graphical. These articles in many
cases give full length portrait*
of their subjects, tho atones sfl

¦m their Uvea, struggles, achieva-

Bents and snoctaMs. These articles wUi ba fully
Rluat rated

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements abort,

fanportant contributions, some of which are uniqat
are in preparation byi

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,

William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,
H. H. Boyeaen, fl. de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Pago, Frank R. Stocktai.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland. Archdeacon Farrar,
Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana.

George W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.
Articles under this head willdeal with the Ma»

Vela of Science, and interesting subject* in the field*
es Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating If

the Prolongation of Life. Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrate-

Ore, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved at

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming izsuofc

The regular price of McClure's Hagaziaa

' cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

How to Get tills Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Puhi (she re,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 74s BROADWAY, NBW YORK*

Whereby We Can Offer the

F6ODI6S Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MAGAZINB

Id < ombtnation for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Advance

Subscribing for the

FCODIB’S FIIOI
Toe Cm. Have this Splendid Magaalne

tor O«b ti» a Year, or UH Cents \
a popy adaresa

PILOT PUBLISHING CO,
MNSSBLAia. INK.


