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CHAPTER XXV—Continued,

“You want to anger me, Savannah,”
•aid Mary, at length; “and if it were

for myself that I am pleading you
would have succeeded. But in this

«ause I have no feeling but determina-

tion that the truth shall come out. I

want to win'you to speak the truth for

no reasons but love of the truth. Why
willyou persist ip keeping silent?”

“Oh, don’t sit maundering and drivel-

ling there. Go away. It’s a pity
you’re not both going to be hanged in-

stead of only one of you. If you want

• reason why I don’t mean to go up
•nd tellwhat you call the truth, and I

call lies, I’ll give you one. I hope
Tom willbe hanged. When it’s over

he’ll be a great deal happier out of the

•world than in it, especially with you,”
and she laughed again.

“That’s the reason of a mad woman,”
•aid Mary, firmly and deliberately.

In a moment all the assumed calm-

ness of the other vanished. She tossed

¦the work from her to the ground and,
with a fierce wrath blazing from her

eyes and flaming in her cheeks, rose

•nd faced the other.

“Take care! Take care! You may

gc too far,” she cried, stretching out

2»er hand and threatening Mary.
“There is a limit to my patience, and

ifyou go too far I won’t answer for my-
taelf.”

Mary returned her fierce, burning,
threatening glances with steady, un-

flinching gaze, watching every move-

ment the other made.

“You will not frighten me,” she

*aid, quietly. “I tell you again that

lif the reason you give for your strange
»nd guilty silence is what you really
think, you are a mad woman. The

proper place for anyone who takes

pleasure in the death of a fellow-

creature is the place from which Lucy
Howell escaped—a lunatic asylum.”

In an instant the other reeled as if

Under the force of a viglcnt blow. Then

*he recovered herself and, glaring
¦vengefully at Mary, with a storm of

passion disfiguring her handsome face:

“You she-devil, what do you mehn?”

The words came from between her

clenched teeth, and, rushing suddenly
and swiftly upon Mary, she seized her

iby the throat, as though to strangle
Iher, shaking her violently in the fierce

frenzy of furious wrath that possessed
ber.

CHAPTER XXVL

AT BAY.

The struggle between the two girls
was short and sharp. Mary was like a

child in Savannah’s grasp, and having
been caught unawares had not even

power to call out. After a single effort

she ceased to resist, and concentrated

all her power to prevent herself from

yielding to fear and from losing her

presence of mind.

Savannah’s flood'of passion ebbed

almost as suddenly as it had risen.

Her hands relaxed their hold, and, let-

ting the other slip from her grasp, she

hid her face and burst into a storm of

tears.

Mary felt instinctively that was just
the Critical momeat, inwhich the great-
est tact was necessary if she was to

hope to accomplish the object of her

visit; and she waited in silence for Sa-

vannah to speak.
Impulsively the latter dashed the

tears from her eyes, and turned to

Mary.
“Why do you come here to try me

like this? Why do you say such things
to provoke me and drive me out of all

self-restraint? Go away. If you are

hurt I am sorry; but anyone would

flare up at being called such things.
You brought it on yourself. Go away.”

“Willyou not say what you know

about Tom, Savannah?” asked Mary.
“1 am sorry, very sorry I angered you.
Hut if you will but speak what you

know, we can forget all this."

Savannah cast a quick, furtive,
auspicious look at Mary, which the

latter affected not to sep.
“Icannot, I catinott” she exclaimed,

¦wringing her hands and weeping again.
“You do not know—you cannot know.

Icannot.”

“You cannot! Why not? Who's to

prevent you? It is only the truth that

I want you to tell,” said Mary, aston-

ished at her answer.

“Ihave told the truth. Tom was

not with mo. d never spvf him that

night. I did not. I didin#- I did

not.” Sh«- repeated the Word?; rapidly,
and shook her head like a child the

While.

“Yes, you did,” returned ilary,
•almly. "And what is more, it will be

proved that you were together; and 11

you persist in swearing what is not

true you willbe put in prisonyourself.”
“Have you not had warninff enough?"

Savannah said, angrily. v “Do yon
want me to do yon a real misehief?

Go, before Ido it. I won’t be forced

to speak by yon or anyone. Go away,”
and she pushed back the chair on

which she sat as if making ready for a

fresh attack.

Mary’s heart sank then.

“Ihave tried to be your friend, Sa-

vannah, and yon won’t let me,” she

6aid, resolutely. “Itis not my fault if

yon drive me to other steps. The story

you can tell is necessary to prove Tom's

innocence, and tell it you shall, If it

has to be dragged from you. I know

your secret, and, if you willnot speak
without my using it, then I warn you
I shall use it. I will give you till to-

morrow night to make your decision.”

Savannah sprang to her feet.

“Go!” she cried. “You dare to

threaten me? If you want to leave

this room alive go at once, or I’ll

twist my fingers round your throat

again, and not to release them.”

“Iam going,” answered Mary, quite
Steadily. “Butremember what I have

said. I shall keep my word, and with

that she left.

Mary hurried home, and when she

reached there she began to feel the ef-

fects of the interview.
“Gibeon was right,” she said to her-

self. “Savannah is mad, and probably
she is Lucy Howell. But how is that

to help us, supposing she will not

speak?”
Then it flashed upon her that this

«onfirmation*of Gibeon Prawle’s story
was also jlproof that he had been mak-

ing Inquiries; and that she had

Wronged him in supposing he had been

merely wasting the time inorder that

Tom might get convicted.

This brought about a fresh revulsion

of feeling. If Gibeon was really
anxious to get Tom acquitted, i£ seemed

perfectly clear that he himself could

not be the murderer, since, as he him-

self had sa.id, he would have been a

fool to interfere and run the risk of

drawing attention and suspicion to

himself.

Next day she caught sight of Savan-

nah walking in the direction of the

mill. She was not at her looms, how-

ever, and when Reuben Gorringe came

to speak to her during the afternoon

Mary asked him whether he had seen

Savannah.

“I have not,” said Gorringe. “She

sent word this morning that she could

not come to work to-day. She is not

very regular now. What I want to

say is that Mr. Cliarnley wants to see

you in the office now. There is some-

thing fresh about Mr. Coode’s death. I

think it is good news.”

Mr. Charnley was the new proprie-
tor—Mr. Coode’s nephew and heir.

“Ishall have finished this cut in a

few minutes,” she said, pointing to

one of her looms, “and will come

then.”

Mary followed in about a quarter of

an hour, but Mr. Charnley was not in

the office.

“He has had to go out,” said Gor-

ringe, “and will not be back for an

hour or two. lie was sorry, but said

it must keep until he came back,” and

with that Mary went back to her

looms.

She waited anxiously, expecting a

summons to the office, but none came;
and when the day's work ended Mr.

Charnley had not returned.

“I am surprised,” said Gorringe..
“He was so positive and said ho must

tell yon to-night, as it was important.
I should think he willbe sure to find

some way of telling you. He may call

at your cottage.”
But 1 no message came until it was

growing dark, and then Reuben Gor-

ringe came himself with a letter from

tlie mill owner asking Mary to go to

the mill g,t once, as the writer had good
and important news to tell.

The girl was in a flutter of excite-

ment, and went at once. When they
reached the mill Gorriqge closed and

locked the yard gates behind them, and
did the same with the large heavy
doors which led in to the factory itself.

Then he led the way through the now

gloomy and deserted building to the

office.

“Where is Mr. - Charnley?” asked;
Mary, stopping on the threshold when

she saw the office was empty and tho

gas turned down.

“He must have gone out for a mo-

ment. Never mind, he’ll be here di-

rectly,” said Goi'ringe, leading the way
in. “Sit down.’*

“Washe here when.you left to come

to me?” she asked.

“Certainly he was. ¦ Don’t worry

yourself;” and having turned np the

gas he took, a position betwaifen the girl
and the door, leaning against the wall.

“Is there any fresh news, Mary?” he

| asked, in as indifferent a tone as h<j
<spuld assume. “You know tjiat lam

bound to speak at the next hearing, I,
cknn'ot put itoff any longer. Have you
found ont anything?”

“Ihave found out everything,” an-

swered Mary.
“How do you mean everything?”

| asked Gorringe, sharply.
“Iknow who murdered Mr. Coode—-

or at any rate I know who broke inta

the mill on the night of his inurder,”
answered the girL

“Who was that?”
“Gibcon Prawle. It was he who was

in the millthat night.”
“Wha,t!” exclaimed Gorringe, excit-

edly. ‘“No, it can't be; you’re mis-

taken,” he added after a moment, in a

quieter manner.

“No, lam not mistaken. He knows

that I know it.”

“But it’s impossible. It must be im-

possible,” said Gorringe.
“Why impossible for Gibeon if pos-

sible for Tom? How can that be?”

“Eh? Oh, I mean all the other things
prove that it was Tom. They all point
to one conclusion.”

“Then they are all Wrofig, os i said

they were from tho first.”

“How are yon going to prove that

Tom wasn’t in the mill, then?”

“BySavannah’s evidence,” answered

Mary, confidently. “X have found out
a means of making her speak tho

truth.”

“The deuce you hxT&T’ said Gor-

ringe, hastily. “You’venot been idle.”

Then with a slight laugh, as of annoy-
ance or admiration:. “What have you

found out about her?”

“The secret of her life,” said Man*

“Do you know anything of her past
life?” she asked. “Iwillnot tell you
all I know, because I do not wish to

betray her if she tells the truth. But

she is not what she pretends to be.”

The man stared long and earnestly
at the girl before he replied:

“You are wrong. The man who has

caused all this trouble is Tom Roy-
lance.”

“Well, we shall see. I say that I

have the evidence that will clear him

even from suspicion.”
“Evidence!” cried Gorringe, “what

evidence have you? If, as you say,
Savannah Morbyn is mad, bow wilLshe

be believed?”

“Mad!” cried Mary, looking at him

very suspiciously. “I did not say she

was mad. Do you think she is?”

“You said so—eh? Oh, well, I thought
you did,” answered Gorringe, with con-

tusion, which did not escape his com-

panion's notice. “Well, it's the same

thing if she has some disreputable
secret.”

“Idid not say even that it was dis-

reputable,” answered Mary. “But you
seem to have thought she was naad.

Did you?”
“How on earth should I know? I

know nothing about her and her se-

cret. But I say I should not accept her

evidence in Tom's favor against th<j

other evidence.” -

“It's not for you to say what evi-
dence may be given,” answered Mary,
warmly. “You are not the judge.
What I have now found out willmake
Tom’s innocence clear no matter what
other evidence may be given.”

“Do you mean that you do not mind

the evidence I have to give?”
“I mean that we shall prove that

Tom was not in the mill—was not any-
where near it when the deed was

done,” answered Mary.
“You set me at defiance, then?”

“Set you at defiance? What can you
mean? How strange you are. You

said before that nothing would please
you more than that Tom’s innocence

should be proved and that I should be

happy with him.”
“Iam not altogether well,” he said,

“I’m worried, too, a bit. You are

quite wrong about Savannah. I know

that she is quite respectable and is to

be trusted,” continued Gorringe, dog-
gedly.

“And I am sure she is not,” returned

Mary, with as much emphasis. “Now,
wherever can Mr. Charnley be? He

must have gone. I cannot stay. What-

ever it is he wants to say must wait till

the morning.”
She got up from her chair and walked

towards the door.

“Don’t go, Mary,” said Gorringe.
standing infront of the door. “Dob*6

go. It isn’toften I get the chance of

having you to myself. Stay awhile
here.” He spoke with gentle per-
suasion.

“This is no time for yielding to feel-

ings of friendship,” replied Mary.
“There is work to be done’—serious

and important work.”

“But Mr. Charnley will be disap-
pointed. Stay a littlelonger. It is such
a pleasure for me to have you alone,
all to myself; to look at you, to feci

you are close by me, to know you trust
me.”

“Icannot let you talk tome like that

again, Mr. Gorringe. I am Tom Roy-
lance’s promised wife.”

“But Tom is not free yet, lass. He
has to think about getting away from

this charge before he thinks of a prom-
ised wife.”

-“But I shall free him. Let me go,
please.”

“Icannot let you go like this,” he

said, his voice trembling. ..
“What do you mean?” she cried, a

shadow of fear for the first time cross-

ing her thoughts.
‘She was alone with him in a great

building, ina room shut away in the

very heart of the mill, Where not even

a sound could possibly reach the out-
side. .

,

“I mean that I cannot let you go
from me without an answer to the

questions I have been asking you for

some days. If I consent, not-to give
the evidence will you promise not to
see Tom'again?”

“No, certainly not—a thousand times

no! If you willgive the evidence you
must give it; though be sure it is evi-

dence,,., and riot such rubbish as’ you
made up at Tom’s cottage.” ~

“Made up at Tom’s cottage! I don’t

understand ydu.”
“Imean when you mistook red paint

for blood, and a broken piece of iron

with which he was making ah experi-
ment for a dangerous weapon.”

'

Without a word he turned to the

safe, and took out the packet she had

brought to him before. When he saw

what she had done he held it. out in

front of him, looking from it to the

girl and back again.
“Isee what you .have done,” he said,

in a hard, firm tone. “This is your
work to cheat me. You willrepent it,”
he said, deliberately.

“You have cheated yourself,” she an-

swered. “ButI have given you my an-

swer. I willgo.”
He was silent for a lengthy pause as

if in thought. Then he looked up and

spoke :>

“You have mistrusted me and tried

to trick me. You have succeeded in

that; but you have made my task
easier than f thought to find it, Mary.
I also have cheated you. It was I who

wrote the note in Mr. Charnley’s name ,
to get you here alone in the miU with
me. I also have succeeded. I have

brought you here to tell you that yys.
must be my wife. You are in my power
here; and if you willnot be mine, then
the consequences willbe on your own

head.”

He spoke with deep earnestness and

concentrated passion, made more im-

pressive by bis calm manner. She

Stepped back a couple of paces and
then faced him, her features white and
fullof determination.

“Do you mean that' you have lured
me here with a lie in order to try and
foroe me ta bo your wife?"

“Ihave brought fan here to tell yon
of my love, Mary," he said.

“Love!” she cried, with ineffable
scorn. “Love! Why, pyou are the

basest coward and villain I have ever

known.”

And she stood before the man, draw*
to her fullheight, and she looked him

dauntlcssly and resolutely in the face.

He gazed at her for a moment with

passionate admiration and love in his

eyes, and then rushed forward to take
her in his arms.

For amomentshe was panic-stricken,
but the next her eyes fell on the dead

ly iron bar which lay on the table,
she snatched it up and held it aloft

threateningly.
“Stand back!” she cried.

And Reuben Gorringe quailed before
the dangerous light which flashed
from her eyes, and for a moment hos
itated. Then he darted forward, and
with a quick movement wrested the
bar from the girl’s hand and tossed it

to the other end of the room.

Then he turned and faced her, and

stretched out his hands to take her to

his heart.

But she drew back as dauntlesslv as

ever.

[to bx coirrorrrm.l

A CANINE CASABIANCA.

Eow Spot Showed the Stuff of Which U

Was .Made.

“Spot” was a Brooklyn dog, without

noted ancestors or pedigree; but he had

something better —a worthy character.

, He might pass as a kind of Casabiancm

i-.umong dogs.
Each morning before going to busi-

ness illNew Yorkhis master conduct-
ed family worship, to which “Spot"
was admitted, though ordered to take
his seat on a chair and remain quiet
until his master shoufd tell him to

come down. The dog learned to obey,
and would not desert his place no mat-
ter who called, or what inducement

was offered, until his master allowed

him to move away.
One morning the master was sudden*

ly summoned away, and “Spot” wax

forgotten. Allthat day the poor fcl«
low kept his place; now sitting, again
standing, then, for a change, lying
down, but never leaving the chair.

His mistress tried to convince him that
it would be all right; and the children
tried to persuade him that his master
had forgotten to permit him to leave
his place; “Spot” remained where he
had been ordered to stay.

When the owner returned at night,
and was told of the dog, he hurried to
the room to see what “Spot” would do.
The dog was on the chair waiting for
his master, whose steps he recognized,
but ,he did not offer to jump to the
floor. Wagging his tail as though he
would tvag it off, the dog waited for

the command that should set him

free. ? When it was given, there was a

streak of dog between the chair and the

feet of the master. Then, at his own-

er’s feet, “Spot” gazed up into the face
of the man with a look that said plain*
ly: “Iobeyed, master, but it has been a

hard day. Please do not let it happen
again.”—St. Nicholas.

HINTS FOR GIRLS.

A Tallt on Manners and Customs Observed
at tho Dinner Table.

To be a pleasing guest it is neoes-

sary to do more than talk, and partio-
ularly necessary to abstain from any-
thing outre or uncalled for. A lady
came to lunch the other day who is re-

markable for a very tidy and well ap-
pointed table. After the meal she

took her napkin by the four corners

and shook the crumbs over her plate,
then folded it carefully and laid it

down as if itmight serve another turn.
The contents of the napkin did not
fall however entirely on the plate,
some of them reaching my teacup on

tho opposite side of tho table. There

is no necessity for a guest to fold the

napkin after using. It should be left

loosely on the table.

I think tho most awkward course at
a dinner table is the soup, and many
young ladies cannot bo tempted to

taste this appetizer from this very
fact. To sit erect, yet not to spiU the

savory drink, to take it from the fur-
ther side of the plate with the further

side of the spoon, to sip delicately from
the side without noise, isan art worth
attempting by our young lady novice.
Leaving the table leisurely and not ia

a huddled crowd is another difficult at-

tainment. I once heard a remark made
by a lady on leaving the table that
would have brought about confusion
but for the tact of tho hostess. The

speaker called loudly: “You may be
proud of your dinner, Mrs. Recherche;
it was awfuUy nice.” The hostass
smiling gravely said distinctly:
“Thanks,” then led the way out with
the guest, engaging her in deep con-

versation in order to draw attention
from the uncalled-for remark, and at
the &ime time not to disconcert the

guest.—Christian at Work.

Longest Sleep on Record.

The longest continuous cataleptic
sleep known to medical science wan

reported from Germany in the spring
of 1892; the patient—a Silesian miner
—having remained absolutely uncon-

scious for a period of four and a half

(4%).months. The doctors in attend-

ance could not report anything in the

way of symptoms which would sug-
gest that there was something out of
the ordinary in the man’s slumbers, ex-

cepting a complete rigidity of the
limbs. One peculiarity whichJ| was

much commented upon was that the
hair grew naturally during the whole

of the extended nap, but hie beard re-

mained perfectly stationary and life-
less.

Veal.

CXTsrfuge, the poet, while a student
at Cambridge university, affected a

peculiar stylo of conversation. At the
dinners in the hall where the students

dined, the veal served up was large
and coarse. Speaking of it, Coleridge
said: “We have veal, air, tottering o»

the edge of beef.”—Youth’s Companion

Those Useful Presents.

“Do you believe it is really ‘mom

blessed to give than to receive?* ”

“Why, yes, you don’t have to stor?
the stuff you give sw^y.”—DMralt
Tribune.

BUT, HE CAN’T TALK.

I am an old horse from a livery stable;
1 could tell a lot of things, if I were ablet
How, in the soft September night,
John Htnry found Euprcme delight
In driving me to Thompson's farm.
And back again with but one arm,

Although John Henry, when alone,
Was wont to drive withmore than one.

How, when the mow yellow light
Put golden edges on tr» night,
That gay and giddy Hiram Brown
Went driving just outside the town,
To where a bridge, beyond a knoll,
Could not be crossed, unless a toll
W ere paid to him: though there was none
When Hiram drove across alone.

How, when the sweet June roses bloomed.
And an the darkness was perfumed.
That sentimental Fairfax White
Would hire me every other Bight,
And through the lanes go driving glfw,
The meanwhile murmuring soft and low;
so whom Inever could exactly see

But Fairfax didn’t talk to me.

In winter time, across the snow,

With jinglingbells I’ve had to go;
And. though I’d puU the sleigh with ease,

We’d go so slow Td nearly freeze.

And yet in any kind of storm

That Henry Black kept nice and warm;

Except one night—he was alone —

Just why to me was never known;
I know he ran me out of breath,

*

And Henry nearly froze to death.

Oh! I’m an old horse from a livery stable;
( could tell a let of things, if I were able.

—Will J. Hampton, in Puck.

Are you going to buy a
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If you don’t ace what you want aak for it.

.dLcldL areas— —»

...
.The Battle Creek Carriage Company.

...

Manufacturer* of strictly High Grade Light Vehicles,

. - ¦—Crook, MiolaJLafttaw j

The Columbia Road Cart Ho. 55. i i
‘

< Graceful In Design, Never ARjnßfc
*oV Rattles, No Breakage, Fmtm ffy“

Perfectly Balanced. iV

fTHR front end nt the body Is flexfMv supported by the two simps which. In combination with th»

2* *winK»ng action of the Borings, disconnects the body from all the motion of the shafts, axle ana

wneeis, and thereby accomplishes perfectly comfortable and satisfactory riding qualities. Thg
podv lianas low, is easy of access, and when loaded, is perfectly balanced, leaving no pressure oa
tne horse s back. Sells in preference to any other Cart on the market, and pleases every customer*
Price, *urpri,in.lylow. *adr„,

MANUFACTURERS OF HIGH GRADE PIANO

THE DEXTER WAGON CO. -
BOX BuaS^o I?,‘o£rVo

oe ‘"T ’-

¦ ....

JjJonroe Cart Company *

ROCHESTER MICH. - - - -

. .
Manufacture a superior Riding / .A

Cart. The springs are quickly ad- I \

justable to be as easy riding for one I
passenger as for two. To be found A

Also Road Wagons and Buggies.
Prices reasonable. Send for Catalogue. o-AJBX aero. ao.

Mill
]! Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtained, and all Pat-j!
11 ent business conducted for Moor*ate Fact, i1

' I Oust Office is Opposite U. 3. patent Office l 1
\, and we can secure patent In less time than those 1 ]
11 remote from Washington. | >
11 Send model, drawing or photo,, with descrlp-1'
| tlon. We advise, if patentable or not, free of |
1 > charge. Our fee not due tillpatent is atcured. \

< I A PAMPHLET, “How to Obtain Patents,” with i 1
J, cost of same in the U. S. and foraign countries 1 ,
2 sent free. Address, , i

IC.A.SNOW&CO.
£ Opp. PAttNT Office, Washington, D. C.

Cor. 4th h Columbia Sts., La Fayette, Ind.
Builntat Methods. No Copyltf from T«xt>Booka»

lUWi moder&U. Norm*! court*. Writ# for Cftialofu* lo

J. CADDEN, President.

www.rAiMAm^r.r.r.vA’.vA&Mfe
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[Your

satisfaction

is our success.

We are making a specialty of our No. 16 j*j
-- - SINGLE - - 2

HARNESS
All hand finished. Made out of No. i A
Oak stock, atitched 7 and 8 to inch, with A
5 cord end. In nickel or imitation rubber. 2

Special Offer! j
Wo willsell two sets of this No. 16 Har- 2
ness, retail price of which Is $13,00 per jij
act, also one doa. No. x Buggy Whips, IS
retail price $15.00; two fine embroidered, •£
knotted fringe, shell pattern, Lap Dust* Ec

era, retail price $3.00 a piece, for jg
832.20, F. O. B.

Danville, 111, jS

We guarantee these goods in every re-

spect and anyone purchasing them that

are not satisfied return the goods and we ?!

willrefund the money < Address, 2 5

Northwestern Harness Co.,

DANVILLE, ILL.
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THE KING &

& WASHER.
The most perfect of all wash-

ing Machines, and does

extra fine work for the

following reasons:

First, itu strips arc one-half round and *
.

. no sharp corners to tear and cut the I
. . clothes; it has all the latest improve-
. . ments; extra large size

Second. Has a splash board which Is an

. . advantage over other washers. It also

. . protects the operator.
Third. There is no lost motion

Fourth. The bottom is galvan%cd sheet-

. . iron, rubber packed.
. . , , . , ..

Fifth. Made of the best yellow poplar.
.

. Its finish is durable and attractive. •It

.
. is low in price for a first-class machine.

. , To see It Is lo buy it

Llva agents wanted In every
town.

Liberal discounts allowed.

Write at once for prices, terri-
tory, etc. Address,

Frank S. Bechtel,
Manufacturer HANOVER,

York Co., Pa.

Cigar Dealers and Saloon Keeper*
attention:

The King of all slot machines itour famous

AUTOMATIC “NICKELMYSTERY”
cigar vending maefcta*

jHEjjijjyr f * aW* 'fiMtr

It is the modern money maker. Will par ye**
rent, delight your patrons, ornament your puce of
business, and help you on to Easy Street Itla*,
machine that can be used to as much advantag*
in a saloon as in a cigar store. The public is goal
ing wild’over it. Don't fail to write for pricesand
further particulars at once. Address,

The “Manic” Automatic Machine Co.,
N. T. Weser, M*r. Butler, Pnu,

Agents Wanted. Liberal Terms.

.If , jBI ¦

* I I ! ¦ I

ty-Doyou want to make money fi
If eo th* Automatic “Fortune Telling *»i
Machine is what you want. The greatest hs.,
centive to trade ever invented. Pays for itself at
the rate of 600 per cent a month. Just the thin*,
for Cigar Stores, Saloons, Billiard Rooms, New*
Stands and all places where cigars are for sola?
For Ice CreH/n and Confectionery parlors it Is *
big drawing card: also a big money maker foe;
Drug Stores and Soda Fountains. As a moons
maker it can’t be beat, and the biggest trade,
boomer on the market. Made to work both for a
nickel or a cent just as you want it. Don't fall!
to order’ one at once. For terms and furthet
particulars address the

Butler Automatic Machine Go.,
KBs OSes 118 V. JtSnta 81, Butin, I*

Agents Wanted. liberal terms,

1 UMMMSMAWMSMSMMMMMM*;

; .WEBSTER'S

il INTERNATIONAL ;
DICTIONARY; I

' '
a

Sucoeworoftbs 1
! * Ten years spent la!

i i revising, 100 editors j ;
'nfeJli 1 employed, more than 1 -

* -»'/ ' *yoo ’
ooo 1 ;

> I )* A Grand Educator ! !
L. WScti**/ I Abreast of the Times j !

f Alibrary in Itself !;

pfigsgi " Invaluable In the! >
household, and to the 1 '

L vSIm teacher, professional; !
man, self-educator. ,

Aakyour Bookseller to show itto you.
S

PrbhFhed by f
O.A C.MERTHAII X
W“Prnrt forfree nroepectn* containing spsdmen A

page*, illustrations, testimonials, etc. C
HP*Do not bt-y raprints of ande&t editions.
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