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CHAPTER XSVlll—Continued.

“There you are, that’s just it. I see

what you’re thinking 1 again. It’s just
because I tvas afraid of bringing
thoughts like yours into everybody’s
head that I haven’t dared to speak. I’ll
tell yon the whole job in a few words.
I meant cutting it. I was sick of hang-
ing about hero doing nothing, and l

meant clearing off once for all. But
I’d no coin, and I couldn’t go empty-
handed; and then as those beggars at
the millhad ruined me I determined

to try and help myself to a littlepay-
ment. I know every inch of the place,
as you know; and on that Friday
night, I knew where to start when I
wanted to get in. I waited tillall was

right and clear, aad made for that
window in Watercourse lane. I sup-
pose somebody spotted me—though I
didn’t see anyone about—and mistook

me for Tom Roylancc. But more like-

ly they got put up to it by somebody
else, as you’ll think when I’ve told

you all. Well, I got in easily enough,
and made for the office—you know the

way—across the blowing-room and up
the stairs and through the long rooms

where the old machines are running.”
“Iknow,” said Mary, nodding her

head in her eagerness.
“Iwent quietly, of course, and when

I got to the door of flie office I hap-
pened to catch a chink of light coming
through the keyhole. This gave me a

bit of a start, I can tellyou, for I didn’t

know what the dickens to make of it.
I waited a bit, listening like a cat, and

couldn’t hear a sound. Allwas stillas

a tomb. Then I remembered the glass
door between the two offices, and I

crept to the door of Gorringe’s room.

This was shut, but all seemed dark as

death inside; so I opened it and went
in. It was empty, and I crept on tip-
toe and peeped through into the other

room, and when I saw what was there

you might have knocked me down with
i feather.”

“What was it?” asked Mary, breath-

lessly, as the other paused a moment.

“Old Coode was at the table sitting 1
in his arm chair, with his body doubled

forward, and his head resting face

downwards on his left arm, which lay
on the table. The table itself was lit-

tered with papers and books, except in

¦me space near him, where there was

any amount of money in gold and sil-
ver and notes, which he seemed to have
been counting when he had dropped
asleep. The sight of that money ju*t
woke up the devil in me, and 1 gazed
\nd glared at it and at the man, tillI
swore I would have some of it, no mat-

ter what the consequence might be.”

Mary shot a swift and questioning
look at him at this.

“Wait,” he said, noticing it. “Don’t

be in a hurry to suspect. I told you
this was no murder. I waited a long
lime; don’t know how long. He never

moved so much as a finger-nail, and

this gave me an idea. I was desper-
ate, and ready to risk his waking. But

first I hit on a plan to make sure he
was asleep. I scraped my foot and

made enough noise to have attracted

his attention if he had been only
thinking; but not enough to wake him
from sleep. He never moved, and I
was glad. I didn’t want to hurt him;
but I meant having the money.

“Well, I turned the handle of the
door between the two rooms, where I
was standing, and to my joy it was un-

locked. I opened it, and keeping my
eyes riveted on the motionless figure,
ready lest he should wake and catch

me, I crept up to the table. The first

thing I did was to turn down the gas,
so that if he should wake it would be
less difficult to identify me. Then I
made certain that the other door was

unlocked, and I left it ajar to render

my escape the easier. Then I turned

again to the table, and my eyes gloat-
ed over the rich haul I was going to

make. I took some gold and silver
coins, and crammed them into my

pocket, and then, in some clumsy way,
I touched the right hand which was

lying among some papers. The effect
of this frightened me nearly out of my
breath. The hand and arm slid slowly
off the table, and hung listlessly and

nervelessly at the man’s side, while
some papers and coins which the hand
had dragged down in falling, clattered

and rolled over the floor in a way that

made me start with terror and put my-
•eelf in a defensive position, expecting
-each second that he would awakeD and
discover me.”

“Didhe not?” asked Mary.
“No;and the strange unnatural still-

ness made me think there must be

something wrong. I went to his side,
and bent over him to listen to his

breathing. But I heard nothing. Then

Iventured to take the hand that hung
by his side and laid a finger on his

pulse. It was motionless. I thrust my
hand then on to his heart. It had

stopped. I lifted the man’s head, gazed
into the face. It was set and rigid and

white; and the eyes were fast glazing
with the dullness of death. The man

was as dead as a stone. I dropped the

head in horror, and it fell back into

the same position on the left arm. I

was alone in the place with a dead

man; and it flashed on me that if

caught robbing the place, they would

say I had killed him. I grew cautious

instantly, and taking only a few more

gold coins and aa much silver as I

could easily carry, I turned to creep
from the place of death. Then my
blood seemed to freeze withinme, for,
when I reached the door, I heard foot-

steps coming through the mill toward

the office.”

He stopped and trembled as if in

memory of that spasm of fear.

“Go on,” said Mary, whose interest

was intense. “Who was it?”

“I didn’t know what to do for the

minute, butwith a big effort Imanaged
to creep back into the dark room—Gor-

ringe’s office —and just got the door

shut and locked, when some one came

into the room where the dead man was.

He stopped dead on the threshold, as if

in surprise at seeing Mr. Coode there,
and as he stood staring *t the still

figure by the table, I recognized Reu-

ben Gorringe.”
“What?” cried Mary. “Reuben Gor-

ringe!”
“Reuben Gorringe. Listen. He evi-

dently didn’t know what to make of

matters; but after a moment he went

up to the figure and touched the shoul-

der, calling his name. I watched him,
and then I saw in him the change,
which had no doubt shown in me, as it

dawned on him gradually that the man

was dead. He felt the pulse, laid his

hand on the heart, and looked into the

eyes, as Ihad done, and then rushed

from the room, as I thought, to get as-

sistance.”

“Well?” said Mary.
“It flashed on me then that I was in

a worse fix than ever. If he brought a

lot of people there I was sure to be

found, and then I should be safe to be

convicted of robbery, and perhaps of

something a deal worse. I opened the

door and ran out after Gorringe, in-

tending to escape the way I had come

in, but I had barely crossed the room

when I heard him coming back as

quickly as he had gone. I ran back

again like a cat. He had changed his

mind. I could see that by his face,

though I little thought, then, what he
meant to do. He was white and stern,
and looked as much likea devil as any-
one well could. As soon as he came

in he began to make the closest exami-

nation, evidently to satisfy himself

that the other was dead. Then I saw

him search among the papers on the

table and watched him pick out a lot

which he laid on one side.”

“What papers were they?” burst

from the listening girl.
“Don’t know. Couldn’t see that.

But he gave the grin of a devil when

he was looking at them. He did not

look long, however; he didn’t mean

wasting time. As soon as he saw he’d

got what he wanted, he shoved ’em in

his pocket, and set to work to carry
out his plan. He went to one of the

cupboards in the place and took out a

short broken bar.”

“Ah, I see now!” ejaculated Mary,
unable to restrain her feelings, as she

remembered the discovery in Tom’s

cottage.
“Eh? See what?” said Gibcon,

breaking off in surprise. “Icould see

what it was clearly enough because he

carried it up to the gas light to exam-

ine it. I didn’t dream what he meant

to do, even then; but I soon saw. He

turned the body over—it had slipped
on to the floor after his close exam-

ination of it and then he got to

work and bashed the head and face in

with the broken bar with terrific

blows, struck with all his force. It
was a sickening job to watch, Ican tell

you. He seemed to find it bad, too;
for as soon as he finished, he shied

the things in the room about quickly,
to make it look as if there had been a

bit of a rough and tumble scrimmage,
and turned over the chairs, strewed

the papers all over the place, and was

just going to turn the lamp out when

a thought seemed to strike him. He

took the broken iron bar he’d been

using, and wrapped it up in some of

the papers which he had stuck in his

pocket. Then he turned off the gas
and pitched the lamp, shade and all,
into the general wreck of things that

lay strewn all about. After that, he

went out and shut the door behind

him, and I heard him go out of the

mill.”

“The villain!”exclaimed Mary.
“Ah, you’d have said that right

enough if you’d been in the fix in
which he left me in that night. Not

only was I alone with a dead man in

the place, but with a man that not one

in ten thousand could help thinking
had been murdered. I nearly died of

fright when I thought what would

happen to me if I were caught either

in the place or getting out of it. Iwas

never so skeered in my life. I crept
out of the room, thinking no more

about the money, I can tell you. I

just struck a match and had a look at
the ghastly work which Gorringe had

done; and a beastly sight it was. He
had just beaten the face and head out
of all recognition and I fled away hor-
rified. I got out of the mill somehow,
after starting a dozen times and then

rushing back in fear. But nobody saw

me, and I crept into my lodging and
into bed. That’s what happened on

that Friday night in the mill.”

“What a villainous traitor!” cried

Mary, when the other had finished.

“And there he was coming to me all
the time, pretending to be fullof desire
to help me in getting Tom acquitted,
although unable to see how he could

possibly' be innocent. That iron bar
he hid in Tom’s cottage, wrapped up in
the papers which were taken from the

mill. What foul treachery!”
At that moment there was a knock

at the door of the cott&ge, and the ser-

geant of police, who had more than

once shown much friendly sympathy
with the girl, and had been present at
the interview between, her and Tone,
earn* in.

**lhare news for yon, 9fary,"he said,

“some official, some private. Officially,
I have to go round at once to the police
station to see the superintendent about
last night's business. Unofficially, I’ll
tellyon what’s up. Mr. Gorringe is all

but dead, and he’s made a most extraor-

dinary statement to show that Mr.

Coode wasp’t murdered, but that he,
Gorringe, found him dead in the office

and knocked in the mill-owner’s face

that he might seem to have been mur-

dered; and after that, he got to work

to plant the whole thing on Tom Roy-
lance, first making up the evidence

and then actually gettinghim arrested

by having you followed. It’s a rum

story, and no mistake; but it'll free

Tom Roylance, whether it’s true or

not.”

“It’s true! Here’s some one who can

bear it out,” cried Mary. “He was in

the mill that night, and saw all that

happened. He has just told me.”

“What were you doing there, Gib-

eon?” asked the sergeant, suspiciously
turning to him,

“Watching Gorringe,” was the short,
dry answer.

“Well, you'd best come along, too.”

“What about Savannah?” asked

Mary.
“She’s all right, so far at least as

being under lock and key is concerned;
for, of course, she’s locked up. But

she’s just like a mad woman,” said the

sergeant.
“She may well be like one,” ex-

claimed Gibeon, “for she is one! Her

name’s Lue3 r Howell, and she was shut

up in Wadsworth asylum and ought to

be there now—aye. and would be there,

too, if there hadn’t been a bit of

clumsy fooling on some one’s part or

other. She’s already committed one

murder.”

“Ah! there’s not much doubt about
that. Gorringe won’t live many hours;
that’s the truth. Well, it serves him

right in a way,” added the sergeant,

sententiously. “He’s been using her
as his tool for his own purpose. But

come, please. The super’s waiting;
and supers are apt to be short-tempered
when they’re kept waiting, especially
when they’ve been up a good part of

the night, and haven’t had breakfast.”

And with that the three went to the

police station.

CHAPTER XXIX.

TOM 13 FREE.

It made a strange story when all was

known; and when Mary had learnt it

all, she wondered first that she had

not seen throughout the hand that had

guided everything, and afterwards

that she and Tom had escaped ship
wreck.

Reuben Gorringe had planned all.

When he had learned that Mary and

Tom were to be married he set to

work to ruin his rival and separate the

two lovers. Knowing the thread of

irresolution and susceptibility that ran

through Tom Roylance’s character, he
threw in his way the girl Savannah

Morbyn, or. as he knew her,
Lucy Howell. He had known her be-

fore she was in the asylum, and hear-

ing of her release just at the moment

when he wanted a tool of the kind, he

had forced her to do his will by hold-

ing his knowledge of her madness and

herdread of the asylum over her head.

Her great beauty and strange, subtle

charm had fascinated Tom against his

better sense, as Gorringe had thought
they would; and under his orders Tom

had been lured to the brink of ruin.
The of his secretaryship had

been falsified; all his savings had been

lent to the girl; and she it was who,
learning where the money of the sick
fund was kept,had stolen it just at the
time when, acting on a cunningly
given hint from Gorringe, the other

men had swooped down and demanded
an investigation.

The theft at the mill had also been

concocted by Gorringe.and he had insti-

gated Mr. Coode to drive Tom from the

village in disgrace. Then it was that,
going by chance to the mill, the mana-

ger found the old man dead, and the

idea had occurred to him of making it

seem as if a murder had been commit-

ted, suspicion for which he could fas-

ten on Tom. How he carried out the

design is known; manufacturing bit

by bit the evidence in such a way that
he alone knew it; the price of his

silence being the hand of the girl, fpr
love of whom he had planned all.

One great flaw, and one only there

was, in his plans.
Savannah Morbyn, or Lucy Howell,

had fallen inlove withhim. He had had,
therefore, to simulate an affection for

her; and it was this which had foiled
his plans. In consequence of the

pressure which she brought to bear

upon him, he had had to force matters
to a crisis with Mary, and Lucy Powell,
who had often been at -the millat

night when the two were laying their

plans for Tom’s ruin, had followed him

on that night, and had thus heard

enough of his love for Mary to show

her that she herself had been de-

ceived.

Barely had these things been ex-

plained to Mary when a messenger
came from Gorringe. He was dying
and wanted the girl to go to him. At
first she was unwilling, remembering
all his wrong; but afterwards she con-

sented.

He was at the very point of death.

That was clear, even to her. His face
was pallid, his lips bloodless, and his
brow clammy with the dew of death.
His eyes, looking unnaturally large
and deep sunken beneath their shaggy
black brows, were fixed on the door,
and seemed to brighten a little—very
iittle—when the girl entered. His

hand, which lay on the coverlet, made
a faint motion, as he attempted to
raise it: but he was too weak to stir it.

She went to him and, answering the

appealing look she thought she read

in his eyes, bent over him to catch any
few faint, feeble words he might wish

to be able to say.

“Forgive me.” The words came very
olowly in a voice so low and husky
that she could barely hear them.

“Iforgive you,” sho said, taking his

hands.

Eis eyes fixed upon her face and his

Hps moved as if he would have smiled
the thanks he could not utter.

Then, after a loaf pause, he seemed

to gather himself for another effort,
and the girl felt his hand move slightly
in hers.

“Glad to die now,” came in a broken
whisper. “Ilove—”

That was all she eould hear, but the

eyes rested on herewith a more restful
and contented look than she had yet
seen; and they gradually closed. He
had fainted from the effort of even

saying so little, and while the nurse

and doctor came to restore him Man-
icft.

It was better he should die. if only
he could be brought to repent; and
she was glad she had been able to
comfort him at the last. She was very

thoughtful as she walked home to her

cottage to get ready to go to the po-
lice court to hear her lover released.

But when she entered the cottage
she cried out with delight and sur-

prise, for Tom caught her in his arms

and strained her to his breast.

“How is this, Tom? How are you
here so soon?”

“The magistrates met earlier than

they had arranged; as soon as the new3
was known. They thought I had been

punished long enough for doing noth-

ing; so they set me free as soon as possi-
ble, and I came here straight to you.”

“Never to part again, lad, eh?” she
cried. “Let me get near to your
heart.”

“Never to leave it again, my wife,”
he said, partly echoing her words.

. Within a week they were man and

wife—just two days after the wretched
woman who had so nearly separated
them had been taken back to Wads-
worth asylum.

Allthe village were at the wedding,
for everyone seemed anxious to show
some kind of reparation to Tom for
the wrong that had been done in sus-

pecting him. No one was more eager
in this than Mr. Charnley. lie insisted

on arranging for all the little festivi-
ties by which the marriage, quiet and

simple enough itself, was celebrated

by the mill hands after the bride and

bridegroom bad gone away on a bridal

holiday which he made them take.
That was only a very small part of

what he did. He was determined,hesaid,
that Tom should have some cause to
remember with pleasure even the black

time of the fearful charge made against
him; and, as compensation for all,
he nut him in Reuben Gorringe’s place
as manager of the mill. And manager
of the old W alkden millhe is this da}'.

[the end.J

MIKE AND THE BEAR.

Bruin Didn’t Fancy Being Prodded witha

Pitchfork.

In “The Heart of the White Moun-
tains” the following bear story iB told in
the words of an old stage driver. “There
used to be,” he said, “a tame bear over

to the Alpine house, in Gorham. One

night the critter got loose, and W>
cal’lated he’d took to the woods. Any-
how we hunted high and low, but no

bear.

“Waal, you see, one forenoon our

hostler, Mike, went up in the barn
chamber to pitch some hay down to the
horses.

“Mike hadn’t no sooner jabbed his

pitchfork down, so a.s to get a big
bunch, when it struck something soft-

like, and then, before he knew what
ailed him, the haymow riz right up
afore him, with the tremendousest

growl cornin’ out on’t was ever heerd
in any maynagery this side of Noah’i
ark!

“Waal, the long and short of it was

this: That air bear had buried hisself
under the haymow and was a-snoozin’

it, comfortable and innocent as you

please, when Mike prodded him in the
ribs with his pitchfork.

“The fust any of us knew, we see

Mike come a-flyin’ out o’ the barn
chamber window and the bear arter
him. Mike led him a length. Maybe
that Irishman didn’t streak it for the
house! Bless you, he never tetclied
the ground arter he struck it!

“The boys couldn’t do nothin’ for

laughin’; and Mike was so scared he

forgot to yell. But he got away into
the house. That bear turned savage
arter that, and was so hoppin’ wild wo

had to killhim.

“Ifanybuddy wants to make Mike

fightin’ mad any time, all’tthey’ve got
to do is to ask him to go up in the
barn chamber and pitch down a bear.”

—Young Sportsman.

Slaughtered for Their Pelts.

An idea of the enormous number of

fur-bearing animals annually slaugh-
tered for their pelts may be gained
from the following figures of skins

offered for the January sales s

London: One million five hundred

thousand muskrat, 550,000 Australian

opossum, 220,000 raccoon, 200,000 skunk,
175,000 mink, 105,000 opossum, 50,000
wallaby, 80,800 fox, 30,000 marten, 32,-
000 nutria, 20,000 wombat, 14,000 beaver,
8,600 cat, 6,000 bear, 5,000 kangaroo,
5,000 lynx, 8,600 Thibet lamb, 8,400
wolf, 2,800 dry-hair seal, 1,100 badger
and 1,000 Russian sable, a total of near-

ly 3,000,000 skins. This is exclusive of
the regular offerings of sealskins Jan-

uary 15, which, according to advices

received by the Furrier, comprise
28,900 skins, all except 3,200 of which
are from northwest coast seals.

An Aluminum Fiddle.

An aluminum violin invented and

patented by a Cincinnati musician is

highly spoken of both by players and

critics. It is made of the same shape
as the ordinary violin, but looks, of

course, like silver, and is exceedingly
light. Many advantages over wood-
en violins are claimed for it. One was

used in a concert in Indianapolis a few

days ago, and a newspaper critic com-

ments that, while it seemed to lack in

vibratory power it had peculiar quali-
ties, which added greatly to the bril-

liancy of tone.

A Heartiess Mother-In-Law.

Mrs. Van Million—But, Mr. Mari-

gold, if you marry my daughter how

.do you and she expect to live without
money?

Jack Marigold— Do you mean to say
that you would allow your sou-in-law
to starve? —Frank Leslie’s Weekly.

The new Simplon tunnel from Brieg,
in Switzerland, to Isclla, in Italy, will
be twelve and a half miles r

SLAVES OF THE KEYBOARD.

Fite and thirtyblack slave*.
Half a hundred white;

&U their duty but to sin*
For the queen’s delight

’*ow with throats of thunder
Now with dulcet tips,

Vhileshe rules them royally
With her finger tips.

she quits her palace
Allher slaves are dumb;

Dumb with dolor tillthe queen
Back to court is come;

Dumb the throats of thunder
Dumb the dulcet lips'.

Lacking all the sovereignty
Of her finger tips.

Dusky slaves and pallid,
Ebon slaves and white.

When the queen was on her throne,
How you sang to-night;

Ah! the throats of tbunderl
Ah! the dulcet lip*!

A*! the gracious tyrannies
Of her finger tips!

Silent, silent, silent.
Allyour voices now;

Was it then her lips alone
Did your lips endow?

Waken, throats of thunder! t
Waken, dulcet lips!

Touched to immortality
By her finger tips!

—Musical Record.
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THE H. A. R. D.
OAST IRON SECTIONAL BOILER
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hanging, thus sc-
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Write for particulars to,
Globe Steam Heater Co.

Manufacturers, North Wales. Pa.

HUMPHREYS*
Dr. Humphreys’ Specifics are scientifically and

carefully prepared Remedies, used for years In

privato practice and for over thirty years by the

people with entiro success. Everv single Speciflo
• special cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purging or rodnolng
the system and are in fact ana deed the fcov ere leu
Remedies of the World,

W* COR**. PRICK*,

I—Fevers, Congestions, Inflammations.. ,iij
it—Worm*, Worm Fever, Worm Colio 23
3 Teethlngi Colic, Crying, W'akefulnoss .28
4 Diarrhea, of Children or Adults 28
V—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis -jg
8- Toothache, Facesche. 23
9 Hendnohoa, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. .23

10—Dyspepsia, Biliousness, Constipation. .25
11— Suppressed or Pnluful Pcrloda... .28
12— Whites, Too Ptofuse Periods 23
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness 25
14—Salt ltheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions.. .25
15—Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains 25
10— Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague 25
19—Catarrh, Influensa, Cold Inthe Head. .25
BO— Whooping Cough 25

S7—Kidney Diseases 25
88—Nervoua Debility 1.00

80—Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bed.. .25

HUMPHREYS’ WITCH HAZEL OIL,
“The Pile Ointment."—Trial Size. 25 Cts.

Said by DrnrcUU, or •out po.t-p.ld on rorolpt of prtea
Pm. Himrnm' lUwoiL (144 page.,) mailed rase.

BCUPIUIKYS'BID. CO., mailtWilliam St., ItW TOEK,

S pecTFi cs.
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U 1 ACQUAINTED WITH THE GEOGRAPHY OS THE COUNTRY Will

MUCH INFORMATION FROM A STUDY OF THIS MAP OF THE

3REAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
(0.,5. 1.4 P. and 0., K. 4N. R*ys.)

West. Northwest and Bouth-wost It lnoludes
nmOACJO, JOLIET, BOOK ISLAND, DAVEN-

XOINEB, COUNCIL BLUFFS. WA-
TBBTOWN, SIOUX FALLS, MINNEAPOLIS.
BT. PAUL, ST. JOSEPH. ATCHISON, LEAVEN-
WORTH, KANSAS CITY, TOPEKA, OOLOBADO
SPRINGS, DENVER., PultßLO, anc( hundreds oi
prosperous cities and towns—traversing 1vast areas
of the richest farming lands Inthe west.

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS
Leading all competitors In splendor and luxury
or aooommodationa (dally) between CHICAGO
And OOLOBADO SPRINGS, DSNVEB and PU-
EBLO. similar macnlfloant VESTIBULE TRAIN

g>
(daily) between OHIOAQO and COUNCIL

TB (OMAHA), and batweon CHICAGO and
AS CITY. Modern Day Coaches, elegant
Oars (serving delicious meals at moderate
restfUl Declining Chair Oars (seats FREE)

slace Sleeping Oars. The direct line to

NELSON, HORTON. HUTCHINSON. WICHITA.
ABILENE, CALDWELL, and all points InBoutlv
ern Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Tex*

rltory and Texas. California Excursions daily,
Oholoe of routes to the Pacific coast.

Tha Famous Albert Lea Route
Buns superbly equipped Bxpresn Trains, dally,
between Chicago, St Joseph, Atchison, Leaven-
worth, Kansas City, and Minneapolis and Bt
Paul. The popular tourist line to the scenic resorts
and hunting and fishing grounds oftho northwest
Its Watertown and Sioux Falls branch traverses
the great “WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT” of
Northern lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and East
Central Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee offers
facilities to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cinr
oinnati and other Southern points.

For Tickets, Maps, Foldors. or desired inform*
tion, apply at any Coupon Tidket Office, oraddress

K. ST. JOHN, JOHN BEBASTIAN,
Gen'l Manager. Gen’lTkt 4 Pass. Agt

CHICAGO, ILL.

—TAKE THI—-

JVTOKTOINr HOTJTB

—BBTvrxxn

—e— CHICAGO —LAFAYETTB -h

L9UISVIUE | INDIANAPOLIS

and all points SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Cara,

Forfrther Information apply to any Conpoa
Ticket Agent, or address

J-A.3VIEfcJ BAKKER,
General Paaseuger Agent.

Menon Block, Chicago.

J. IF YOU HAVEACOOD j

:/|€||) Advertise
k*£a GET ,T

PITC nMlniSicteS
H I V CAN be CURED.

i We willSEND FREE by
R I n mail a large TR.' \L BOTTLEj

m also, a treatise on Epilepsy. DON’T
m SUPPER ANY LONGER! Give Post OS,
¦ fice, State and County, and Age plainly,

’

Addnms, The HALL CHEMICAL CO.,
9900 Fail mount Arcauo. Philadelphia,

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th* editors of McClure’s M*f*»
line aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

Most Interesting Knowledge
and to make every line in the mag»*
fine both instructive and

tainlng.
100 n*N AND WOnBN FAMOUS IR

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will ke
represented In McClure's Magazine, eltbav
ga authors at articles er as participants fes
dialogues end Interviews, gr as subjects 2
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel.
A ROMANCE OF THE

•OUTH SBA3, by Robert
Lenta stevensea and Lloyd L. Rfl
Osbourne, will rua through four W {P*
¦umbers, beginning with Jan- Ug\ mjO
•ary. This story is one of thrill- jFy
ing adventure and mysterious
happenings, reminding one of ( TSs/ )»"Treasure Island," and of “The
Wrecker." rnmimm

William Dean Howells
Will contribute a serial stasjp

to run through three numbers.
YJKj more especially for younger*
IrV /j readers, and, like all hit storien

HVO Jp tor young people, It will be jug
**Intere,tinr to thdr ciders.

k
Short Stories

Itonc will be contributed by ma^t
Well-known writers, among others i

Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Harris,
Cenan Doyle, Frank R. stockton.

Harriot Prescott Spofford, “Q”
Clerk Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and I. Zangwlll.

Real Conversations.
Interviews,' Intimate Personal Sketches, iat|

Studies of Orest Hon In Action, will conthran
to be marked features of coming Issues. Undag
this heading are announced the following ¦

D. L. rtOODY, tha Han and hla work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUfITIONDw
This is the first complete study /""V
»f Mr. Moody's career which

baa ever been prepared.

Gladstone, 7f//v s

As a Leader of Mon, f /ft Vy
By HAROLD PREDBRIC.

,

Philip D. Armour.
By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour Is pew

bebly tho greatest merchant la the history of tho
world. He Is alto a great philanthropist. Thio
article will present the many sides of hla active

bias, and willbo fully illustrated.

Bismarck,
Jjf At bis Qreateot,

ARCHIBALD FORBMk

It/ Ruskin at Home.
iL-~ By n. H. BPIBUIAMk

Pierre Loti,
A personal sketch, by |g-yvSR

rUDAriB ADAH, (it Yft.

Alphonse Daudet, , t'V-i.Afi&lk
ssr~ '§l2?
Andrew Carnegie
Archdeacon Farrar,

Dumas, the Younger.

V Y\ Cemlle Fla mar lon,

CHARLES A. DANA

wxmihr/111 or* the subjects of articles |g
the form of interviews, in which

¦kTjjHR the nutter is mainly autobiev

Wggl&yglKjjr graphical. These articles in many
cases give full length portraits
of their subjects, the stories *

nma their lives, struggles, achievm

Hants and mcrmssi. These articles willbe fully
Illustrated.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements abov%

Important contributions, some of which are uniqsg
are In preparation byi

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward.

WilliamDean Howells, Bret Harts,
Hi H. Boyesen, 11. da Blowltz,
Thomas Nsison Page, Prank R. Stocktons

W. B. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Parras*
Robert Loula Stevenson, Charles A. Dana.

Oosrgo W. Cable. Ollbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future;
Articles under this bead willdeal with the Mam

Velsof Science, and Interesting subjects in the fioldg
•f Railroading, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating tg

the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLB FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely
articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Portrait

ure. Stranger than Fiction, which have proved at

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming i.tnm,

Tha regular pries of McClure’s Ilagazian
is

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yea*

How to Get this Magazine.

We Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. 5, McCLURE, Limited,

»P 743 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,

Whereby We Can Offer tha

People's Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MA6AZINI

la Combination for Only

$2.25 a Year, Payable In Adv|icia
E/ Subscribing for Om |

People’s Pilot
Yon O.n Have this Splendid Magaxlna

tar Oul> gi.SS a Year, or tOlfiCents

a Copy. Adaresß

PILOT PUBLISHING CO,
V) NSSELABK, IND.


