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CHAPTER XXL—CONTINUED

“Why?” asked the girl. “Why seri-

ous or desperate? What is known to

anyone? What is suspected except by
you?”

“You don’t mean that unkindly, I

hope; though you are strange to me

to night,” he said. “How can I be

anything else than suspicious? Think

for a moment. There was the quarrel
with Mr. Coode, the breaking into the

mill, the finding of the neckerchief,
the taking of the papers, the discovery
of that steel bar wrapped in one of the

missing papers, the flight, and now the

unwillingness to give any intelligible
account of his movements.”

“I didn’t say there was any unwill-

ingness,” said Mary, frightened by
the staggering accumulation of facts.

“No. you did not say so, lass, I know.

But can I suppose you would not have

been ready enough with the explana-
tion if he had given you one? What I

have said has frightened you; and you
are pale at the mere mention of these

facts. But I have not wished to ter-

rify you; only to try and let you see

bow other people will look at them

when they are known."

The girl hung her head and bit her lip
tn agitation for a minute, yet thinking
deeply and intently. Then she lifted

her face and looked at her companion.
“When they are known. Will they

be she asked, in a voice

that was unsteady and low. “Why
weed they be Jtnown?”

“What do you mean?” asked the

man by way of reply.
“Most of those things are known

only to you,” she said. “Why, then, is

it necessary to speak of them?”

Reuben Gorringe rose from his chair

and walked once or twice with hasty
steps up and down the little room.

Then he stopped by the side of the girl.
“You would have me continue to

keep all this as a secret?” he asked,
and bent over her as he spoke.

“You have said you are our friend—-

fours friend and mine.” She looked

up in his face, and spoke in e plead-
ing, supplicating tone. “Can ycu not

do this out of your friendship’ I

tnow he has never done what is said

against him. I know it; I feel it in

my heart. I would not ask this if I

did not know that Tom’s heart in this

'3 as innocent as my own. He could

not do such a thing. There can be no

harm therefore in not increasing the

difficulty of proving his innocence.

You are not bound to speak out what

you think. Ah, Mr. Gorringe, do help
us. For God’s sake, help us.”

She rose at this, and, standing by
him, took his hand and carried it to

her lips, and looked imploringly into

his eyes.

“Bo you know all that yo i are ask-

ing me to do?” he asked, rather

hoarsely.
“I am asking you to help one who is

innocent from the dangers of injustice
ind wrong,” she said.

“What if he be guilty?” he asked.

“Then think what 1 am doing. lam

helping to set at liberty a man who

eould do such a deed as this—and to put
you into his power.” His voice sank to a

whisper as he said this, and his eyes
avoided her troubled gaze for a mo-

ment. “That is asking me to do what

frightens me,” he said. “IfI know

that he were innocent —if I knew it, I

say; if all were explained to me —it

would be different. But the fear that

you, whom of all women on this earth

I would give my life to keep from dan-

ger, might possibly have to encounter

such a risk, stays me. If he is not in-

nocent. and my silence sets him at lib-

erty, I am the instrument of putting
you into the power of a man who could

do a deed of this awful character.”

“1 am not afraid,” said Mary, with a

smile which was eloquent of her con-

fidence in her lover’s innocence. “So

you need not be.”

“You do not look at these facts as I

do. No, Mary, it cannot be. Until I
know that you would not be endan-

gered 1 cannot keep silence. Listen;

my belief is this: De went to the mill

wishing to convince Mr. Coode of his

innocence of the other charge. They
discussed it, quarreled, and probably
in sudden fierce and violent wrath he

struck the blow which proved fatal. I

willnot even to save Tom Roy lance,
subject you to tbe risks which simi-

larly sudden violence might mean.”

“Would you rather that an innocent
man suffered?”

“No, omy I would rather that the

whole case were fully inquired intc

and the truth discovered.”

“You are hard, very hard to move,"
she cried.

“If am hard, it is for you,” he said,
bending over her. “You know why I

have taken this interest in Tom. It is

not for him, or for his sake. He is no

more to me than the click of a shuttle.
It has been for you, and for you alone,

my lass. You know how I love you;

you know I am a man who never

changes, and that that love I will
never alter. It is my life. When I
aaw him neglecting you, I said never

a word; though I hated him for the

misery I knew he was causing to you,
and I would have hounded him from

the place. But I held my hand for

your sake, lass. I had schooled myself
tillI could wish and plan and scheme

for your happiness, even with another

man. I meant weH by Tom; and then

that ugly business of the sick fund

money cropped up. I smoothed it over

—for your sake, lass, not his. Then

the mill accounts were wrong, and I

tried to make things right with Mr.

Coode. It was never my fault that

things went as they did. The moment

there was a chance I meant Tom to

come back; and still it was all for your
sake, Mary. I would have done fifty
times, aye, five hundred times as much,
if it meant your happiness. For I

loved you, my lass, ah, as a lass has

rarely been loved in this world.”

He stopped as though his emotion
had overcome him.

“This will be for my happiness,”
said the girl, awed by the strength of

passion which had inspired the man’s

words.

“Nay,nay; ifTom has done what I fear
he has, it might mean, not happiness
for you but constant danger. There

is but one thing that would let me do

what you ask.”

“What is that?” cried the girl, a

quick, eager light flashing from her

eyes and illumining her face, as she

rose and stood by his side.

“Ifyou consent to have his guilt or

innocence left unsettled by keeping
these facts concealed, you must be

ready to accept the consequences of

leaving the issue in doubt.”

“What do you mean by consequen-
ces?” asked Mary.

“You must act as if he could not

prove his innocence.” The man’s voice

was hoarse and hollow with nervous-

ness as he said this.

“Well? What does that mean?”

“That in the first place you two must

keep apart.” Then came a long silence.

The girl broke it.

“Vou mean that the price of your
silence is to be our separation?”

She spoke in a hard, clear, cutting
monotone.

“I mean that if he cannot prove his

innocence, I dare not trust you to his

keeping,” answered Reuben Gorringe.
“Is there anything more?”

“Ilove you, Mary,” he burst out. “I
love you with allmy heart and strength
and soul. I will give up my life to

make you happy. If you are parted
from him, I can offer you a shelter in

my heart. You shall never know a

shadow of care or misery. I will give
up my life to you, my love. Trust me,

my darling, and I swear that you shall
never repent it.”

He shook with the force and rush of

his passion, and as he bent over the

girl the sweep of her hair as it touched

his face made him tremble with ex-

citement.

“Would you marry a girl who can-

not love you, and who might grow to

hate you tor the manner in which you
had won her consent?”

He knew from the words that she
had seen his purpose. But he cared

nothing for that now.

“Ilove you,” he said. “Such love as

mine must find its counterpart. But I

care nothing for that. I love you.
That is enough for me. Give me your-
self. Let me have you with me al-

ways. To be able to see your face, to

listen to your voice, to try and win

your love. That is enough. My God,
I would be content to marry you

though you hated me like sin or

shame.”

Mary was silent. Not because she

doubted herself, or doubted what her

answer would be. But instinctively
she began to feel that there was some-

thing she did not understand —some-

thing that was not on the surface.

“I cannot answer now. Give me

time to think, and leave me now,” she

said.

Reuben Gorringe took her hand and

pressed it to his lips, and when she did

not seek to withdraw it his heart beat

quick with exultation.

CHAPTER XXII.

TOM S STATEMENT.

All that night Mary wrestled with

the problem which Reuben Gorringe
had set her.. Strong as her faith in

Tom’s innocence was, what Gorringe
had said had been sufficient to make

her understand the extreme danger in

which he stood, and the dire need for

his having a shrewd and clever man to

defend him. She saw, too, what a vast

difference it would make if the evi-

dence which Reuben Gorringe alone

possessed were kept secret.

Yet, what a price was that asked for

silence. Could she pay it? If there

were no alternative—if no other means

remained for saving Tom’s good name

and honor —she vould do it.

But there was no time in which that

issue could be put to the test It was

the most hopeless feature of the whole

plan that she had to say at once what

course she would take. It was not to

be a last and desperate course; but she

had to judge for herself what would

be the probable results of a trial in

which the evidence would be produced,
and to decide before it could be tried.

Out of all the confusion of thought
one determination came. She would

see Tom, get the whole of the facts

from him and then try to judge of the

chances.

Early the next moming she went to

the police station, and succeeded in

making arrangements to see him be-

fore the case came oi before the mag-
istrates.

To her dismay, however, she was not

permitted to see him alone. She spoke
to the police sergeant who was to be

present, asking him to leave them to-

gether.
“We are lovers,” «he said, simply;

and she looked so piteous that the man

—who himself was unmarried and in

love—was touched.

“J must carry out my instructions;
but—” and here he looked cunningly at

her—“lain’t got eyes in the back of my
head, and whispering ain't forbidden.”

Thus Mary gained her way despite
the law, and when the lovers met they
had an eager, whispered conference.

She told him what Reuben Gorringe
had said about a lawyer. Then she

questioned him.

“You must tell me what passed on

that Friday night, Tom.”

"I tcld you I would rather not,

Mary,” he answered.

“But my dear, I must know. It

must all be made known. You will

have to account for all your time on

that Friday might.”
Tom hung his head, as if ashamed to

speak.
“You'll hate me, lass, when you

know, and may be turn from me: and

then I won’t have a friend left in the
whole blessed world.”

“Tom, Tom, don’t even hint such a

thing. Who should be your friend if

not I, your promised wife? Tell me

all.”

“Iwas with Savannah all that even-

ing.”
The words came out slowly and re-

luctantly, as if dragged against his

will.

“With Savannah!” cried Mary, in

astonishment.

“I’d best tell you the lot, my lass,
and then you’ll see why I’ve been

ashamed to mention it. After you and

I parted, and I had promised to stop
and face out the matter of the money,
I meant to keep my word. I did, in-

deed —” Mary kissed him to let him

feel that she believed and forgave
him—“Iwaited a bit, and then started

to go to the mill, as I told you I would,
to have a talk over the matter with

Mr. Coode. I was going there when I

met Savannah. I don’t know how it

is, but she has always had a sort of in-

fluence over me. I don’t know what it
is. When I’m away from her, I can’t

understand myself; but when I’m with

her, she can make me do pretty much

what she pleases.”
“She shall never do that again,

Tom,” whispered the girl, pressing his

arm.

“She stopped me going and made me

go with her instead. We stayed near

her cottage for a time, and presently
we walked away—l don’t know what

time—and went along the Presburn

road half-wily to the town, I should

think; and then—well, I can’t tell you
all that passed. I don’t rightly know

myself, I fancy. But the old idea and

longing to run away came over me.

She said she knew about the robbery of

the money and that I was disgraced if

I stayed in the place; and—well, my
lass, it’llhurt you to hear me say it,
maybe; but you wanted me to tell the

truth—she made me promise to go

away with her for good, and I was

that beside myself that I was hot and

eager for her to do it.”

“What, then?” asked the gii% who

was trembling in dread of what had

yet to come.

“Imust have been mad, lass, I think.

Anyway, I did just what she told me,

and asked never a question. She told

me to go back and get such things as I
cared to have with me, and then to

walk over to meet her at Presburn and
to go on to Manchester by the early
morning train.”

“Yes,” said Mary, again in the same

low, trembling Voice.

“We parted at a spot close about

three-quarters of the way to Presburn

—it must have been somewhere about
ten o’clock. I was home this side of

midnight—and I’ve never seen her

since!”

“What?” cried Mary, in a vary differ-

ent voice.

“I’ve never seen her since,” he xe-

peated. “Ihurried home, said a few

words to my father to prepare him for

what he would hear of' my running

away from the charge of theft, and

with Savannah—for I knew itmust all

come out—and got away out of the

house as quick as possible. I thought
you might be coming, and I dursen’t

face you—mad though I was—and I

rushed back as quick as my legs would

take me to Presburn. But I could see

nothing of Savannah. I lingered about

the streets all through the night until
the dawn, and with the earliest train

was away to Manchester. But I saw

nothing of her, and have seen nothing
since. That’s the truth, lass, on my
honor.”

The telling had been painful enough
for them both; and at the close Mary
remained buried for a minute in deep
thought. Then she lifted her arms

suddenly and threw them round the

man, embracing him with such pas-
sion and fervor as he had rarely
known.

She clung to him thus until she re-

covered her self-command.

“Time’s nearly up.” said the police
sergeant at this moment, and without

turning his head to look round.

This served to quicken the girl’s
thoughts.

“There are some questions I must

ask,” she said. “We must try to keep
calm. How came you to place a small
steel bar behind the books in your par-
lor? I found it on the Sunday after

you had gone away.”
“A small steel bar,” he said.

“There’s not such a thing in the house
that I know of. Where do you mean?”

She told him aH, except that she had
found blood stains.on it; he repeated his
denial of any knowledge of the thing,
and was full of surprise at what she
said.

“Did you ever get hold of the papers
relating to that money affair?” she
asked him. “One of them was around
the bar.”

“i never saw them except in Mr.
Coode’s hands on Friday afternoon.
Certainly I never took them.”

“Itis strange, very strange,’” replied
Mary. “Another thing I told you—-
that a witness swears you were close
to the mill on Friday night. You
were seen breaking in somewhere
about ten o'clock, and that a handker

chief of yours was found elose by tha

very spot. Can you suggest anything
to show where this mistake can be
cleared up?”

“Certainly, I can. Savannah herself
willprove that I was not near the mill.
I did not leave her on the Presburn
road until past ten; and then I’d six
miles to walk back to Walkden Bridge.
That is clear enough.”

“And the neckerchief?”

“Igave it to her,” he said, “Igave it

to her some days before—one night
when we were walking together”—he
made the confession shamefacedly and

reluctantly—“and she had not re-

turned it.”

“You gave it to Savannah?” cried

Mary, somewhat excitedly. “But if

yon gave it to Savannah now came it
in the mill that night?" she asked.
“Itis reckoned as proof of your hav-

ing been there at a wrong time on a

wrong errand. What about Savannah?”
Tom looked at his companion, and

his face was pale.
“Ihave been asking myself that ques-

tion ever since you told me yesterday
at Manchester about the scarf having
been found,” he said.

“I’m sorry to interrupt you two,"
said the police sergeant, turning and

coming to them; “but time’s more than

up.”

“Good-by, Tom, then,” cried tho
girl, throwing her arms around his

neck and kissing him passionately and

hastily. “Keep heart, dear, and we’ll
soon have things all cleared. God bless

you, sweetheart," and with a smile of

loving confidence she hurried away.
The chief thought in her mind was

that at last all fear of Savannah’s in-
fluence was at an end, and being a

woman that assurance gave her infin-
ite pleasure.

Then she puzzled over what could

possibly be the meaning of that neck-
erchief being found where if was. If
it meant anything serious to Savannah,
she would be sure to deny that Tom
had ever give* it to her. The same

reasoning applied to her evidence about

their having been together in the

evening and until so late; and Mary
pondered long and anxiously over the

best way of approaching the girl with
the view of getting from her the

truth.

(TO BE CONTINUED.]

Badly Broken Up.
Some very amusing testimony was

introduced a few days ago in one of

the numerous “sidewalk cases” against
the city being tried before a referee.

The plaintiff, who had slipped on an

icy sidewalk some time during last

winter and had received quite severe

injuries about the back, was a colored

man, and one of the witnesses was a

companion of his. This witness, it

seems, had assisted the plaintiff to his

home after the fall and bad also
assisted in nursing him back to health.
At the request of the plaintiff’s attor-

ney the witness gave something of a

detailed statement concerning the ap-

pearance of the injuries which the man

had received.

“You say the plaintiff was injured
about the back?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What was the appearance of the in-

juries?”
“Well, sah, his back was all black

and blue.”

“Well, yes, I don’t doubt that,” re-

marked the attorney, as he looked at

the dusky face of the plaintiff, “but

his injuries. What did they consist of?

That is, how extensive were they?”
“Well, I hain’t no doctah, sah, but I

should say his injuries consisted of

compound fractions. They appeared
to me that way.”—Rochester Democrat

and Chronicle.

Thing’s That Fish Swallow.

Not long ago a fish merchant found

the amber mouthpiece and a portion
the meerschaum stem of a pipe in a

codfish he was dressing fora customer.
At Scarborough the writer saw a

child’s coral which, not half an hour

before, had been, on the most unde-

niable authority, taken from the gullet
of » good-sized conger. That bright
objects attract the attention of fishes
is undeniable, and at one of the great
London clubs a silver spoon was found

in a fine salmon. The spoon had upon
it the crest of a well-known noble-

man, and inquiry showed that the lat-
ter had been cruising about in his

yacht in the very district in which it

had been caught. The voracity of the

pike is notorious, but a year or two

back in a loch of the canal at Caton,
near Lancaster, England, a huge pike
was caught which had swallowed an

assortment of hardware, including
some pieces of tiny toys, a spinning
ball and hooks attached complete, an

old-fashioned two-penny piece and the

head and part of the handle of a tack

hammer.—Waverley Magazine.

Horse Power of the Whale.

An interesting study of the horse

power of the whale has been made by
the eminent anatomist. Sir William

Turner,of the University of Edinburgh,
Scotland, inconjunction withMr. John

Henderson, the equally eminent Glas-

gow shipbuilder. The size and dimen-

sions of a great whale, stranded sev-

eral years ago on the shore at Long-
riddy, furnished the necessary data

for computation of the power neces-

sary to propel it at the rate of twelve

miles an hour. This whale measured

eighty feet in length, twenty feet

across the flanges of the tail, and

weighed seventy-four tons. It was

calculated that one hundred and forty-
five horse power was neoessary to at-

tain the speed mentioned.

Volcanoes for Sale.

According to an advertisement con

tained in the Danish Government Ga-

zette, published in Copenhagen, two

big volcanoes are for sale. They are

situated in Iceland and are the princi-
pal attractions of the island. The
owner asks for them the sum of four

hundred dollars apiece—not an exces-

sive charge for anyone who may have

use for them.

Irish railways carry a larger propor-
tion of first-class passengers than any
other country in the United Kingdom
England heads the litiL in tlrrd-claM

passengers.

THE THORN TREE.

A ragged thorn tree in a pasture bare,
With leafage scant and sere,

Stretched its gnarled branches to the restless

air

Tear after fruitless year

Tear after year a checkered shade it cast

On each stray passerby.
And braved with ragged strength the winter

blast

As unafraid to die.

No summer robin yet had built its nest

Where every twig grew strong
With rugged life, lest in its tender breast

The thorn should kill the song.

It bore some sparse sad apples, darkly red—

Strange as a soul born mute,—

“Ashes of life,” our sweet Elaine had said,
The only Dead Sea fruit

There was a fancy in our gossip rife—
Of romance but a bitter part—

That the tree's thorns had wounded its own

life

Draining to death its heart

Our merry maid then, with a rough branch
crowned.

With rain of singing words.
Pulled the dark fruit and cast iton the ground

To woo the winter birds.

Then all at once, upon that mountain place,
A vesper thrush began its hymn.

Its sweetness melting in our maiden’s face,
Making our cold eyes dim.

And that strange tree put on a grace divine,
Accepting so its life of loss,

As ifthat one bird note had been the sign
And blessing of the Cross.

—MillieW. Carpenter, in Springfield (Mass.)
Republican.
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cinnati and other Southern points.

For Tlckotfl, Maps, Folders, or desired informa-

tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or address

K. ST. JOHN, JOHN SEBASTIAN,
Gon’l Manager. Gen’l Tkt A Pass. Agt.

CHICAGO, ILL.

—fr-. a

—TASK THB—-

ivroMOisr route

—BZTWBKX

—s— CHICAGO —LAFAYETTE

LOUISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS

and all points SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Care.

Forfrther information apply to any Coupon
Ticket Agent, or address

JAMES BAIRKELR,
General Passenger Agent,

Menon Block, Chicago.

J. IF YOU HAVE A GOOD Jf

’/OgZIFNOf oV/c

;fBn Advertise
Mz

ahd get it

|”ITQMWSictas
1 I | CAN bo CURED.

We will SEND FREE by
¦ mail a large TR.’ AL BOTTLEr

¦ ¦_•’’*, a treatise on Epilepsy. DON’T
SUFFER ANYLONGER! GlrePostOf.

IV sicc
t

State and County, and Age plainly*
’

THE HALL CHEMICAL CO.,
MO falmeuM AvsniMb THl*delgMa,2fe

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th* editors of McClure's Mag»*
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
,nd to make every line in the mags-
sine both instructive and enter*

taining.
100 HBN AND WONEN FAMOUS IN

UTERATURB AND ACHIEVEMENT will bo

represented In McClure's Magazine, either
as authors of articles ar as participants Im

dialogues and interviews, ar as subjects «2
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCB OF THE

SOUTH SEAS, by Robert
Leals Stevenson and Lloyd L
Osbourne, will run through tour (7
numbers, beginning with Jan-

Mary. This story is one of thrill- JjEx
tag adventure and mysterious

happenings, reminding one of ? )s
”Treasure Island,” and of •• The •

Wrecker.”

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a serial etesp

XjAyj \ to run through three

VKf* more especially for younger
ro *<,er "> and . llka *llhis storle*

-Aj tor young people, it will bo Just
VXXcdkL as Interesting to their elders.

k Ovy? Short Stories

¦*•«¦• will be contributed by
Well-known writers, among othesa I

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

Harriet Prescott Spofford. **Q”
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanst, and I. Zangwlil.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, an*

Studies ot Orest Hen in Action, will contlmaa
to be marked fsaturea of coming issues. Under
thia heading are announced the following i

D. L. nOODY, the Han and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUHMONIK
This is the first complete study

it Mr. Moody’s career which AjgkD*
has ever been prepared.

Gladstone,
a Leader of Men,

'

/fl
By HAROLD FREDERIC. ,

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour to yre.
bably the greatest merchant In the history of th*
world. He Is also a great philanthropist. Thia

article will present the many aides ot his adiw

Wes, and willbe fully Illustrated.

Bismarck,
y 4m At hl* Greatest,

\ Zfll —sv

ARCHIBALD PORBBR,

Ruskin at Home.
s,C—. By h. H. SPIELMAN.

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by ir-T-'AxR.

HADAHB ADAH. Vk

Alphonse Dsudst,

Jules Verne, | "T’W
ftardou, ,

Andrew Carnegie
Archdeacon Farrar,

Dumas, the Younger.

ff Y\ Camlie Plamarlou,
and

CHARLES A. DANA

oMGr Mil lhe subjects of article* k|
WC* CflMf tbe f°ra> of interviews, In which

¦Hmg. TUHf the matter Is mainly autobio,

graphical. These articles inmany
cases give full length portrait*

thek subjects, the stories el
tas their lives, struggles, achieve

¦rati and uicr****s. These articles willbe fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcement* abova,

Important contributions, some of which are unlqug
are In preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drammend, Herbert D. Ward,

William Dean Howells, Bret Harts,

H. H. Boyesen, fl. de Blowit*,
Thoma* Nelson Page, Frank R. Stockte*.

W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon

Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

Ossrgs W. Cable. Gilbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

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

trelsof Science, and Interesting subject* Inthe field*
•f Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating I*

the Prolongation of Life. Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
•rflcles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait*

ure, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved e*

popular,.will continue to characterize coming israafc

Ths regular price of McClure’s flagazhM

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

Hnw to Got this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With tbe Publishers,

S. S. McCLURE, Limited,

OF 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,

Whereby We Can Offer th*

Peoples Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MA6AZINI

In < wmblnatlon for Only \

$2.25 a Year, Payable in Advances
e . . . _ . ..

By Subscribing for the

People's Pilot
You Cm Have this Splendid Magaxina

tor Oul> 11 85 a Ye*r. or lutfi Cents

a Copy, address

PILOT PUBLISHING C(X

Pi NSSELABR. IND.


