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vt MINOR POET.

Paramer e 3 simple bard and sing a homely
song,

e annuls of ploan commoa foik, the'r hum.
drum rizht oo 4 wrong

1
arassspa with o scroll of
ﬂ:m.e unfuried
And invesimy tontvre w

a wailing world.

€4 sing of sturdy farmer lads aboui their daily
toil,

{Be Brizhtly glcaming plowshare as it turns
the rmcliow soil,

€he wealth of gciden harvests that {n barns
and stacks is stored,

&nd the fruiinge of the orcherd, brown Ccto-
ber's precious hoard.

4 sing the foll of twilight as the sun sinks in
the west,

The hour when tired mothers lull their sleepy
babes to rest;

“The bliss cf fond young lovers urder evening
skics in June,

And the swcet and fcolish nothings said beneath
tke yellow moon.

Tko joys of carcless childhood and the pains
and griefs of age,

The histories and mysteries that fill life's
storicd page,

The days al} glad with surshine and the hours
of doubt and gloom

‘Through which we all must journey from the

cradle to the tomb,

et others sing of chivalry and dceds of days
of old.

{£Of battlecs grard by sea
and warricrs bold:

“The lowly rhymes of present times ars dearer
far to meo,

And I hold thesé songs are sweeter for their
simpler mclody.

-Myles P. Frisbic, in Ladies’ Home Journal

and land, of knights
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CHAPTER VIII.—CONTINUED.

““To find Miss Patten, of course.”

“On, goodness! I wish we could!”
glggled Mrs. Minny.

“What?” cried Dliver.

*“It's her turn, Mr. Oliver.
sun away.”

“Not with you? You are not alone?”

“Why, of course. Who was there? I
think it is mcan of you to look cross,
‘when I came to keep your name out of
ay troubles, beecause the doctor wrote
it would ruin all your political pros-
peets. You helped me once, and I am
eoming back to a man I—I hate—yes, I
do—and am afraid of, so no one will
say a word about you.” She looked at
him with triumphant virtue so satis-
fled and sweet he hung his head, the
words of reproach dying on his lips.

‘“Well, there’s the baby and nurse-
girl,” he said, hopefully.

“Why. no,” she laughed. “Didn’t I
tell you? Aunt Hannah stole the baby,
She ran away herself this time. Oh,
do hire one of those cunning cabs, and
we’'ll go for a drive, and I'll tell youall
aboug it.”

“The hansoms would be too cold, Mrs.
Minny. We will take this carriage,”
he said, calling onc; and she, very well
pleased, got in with the dog while he
deposited herluggage on the front seat.

‘‘You see,” she said, leaning back on
the cushioned scat as the carriage left
the noisy stone pavement and talking
was possible, ‘“Aunt Hannah got it
into her head that I did not love
Francois — the baby — enough. He
really did seem to fuss the moment 1
*ook him; and Aunt Hannah knows so
many rules for brimging up children
that I was nowhere with my own child.
0Old maids do, you know. Then he got
to look more like Hen—M. de Restaud
—cvery day; and that was a trial.
Aunt Hannah said he was just fretty,
“ut 1 thought him de Restaudy. I sup-
yose I am awfully wicked, but I was
¢lad Aunt Hannah wanted him. Then
shere was—” Mrs. Minny hesitated
and looked away; a faint blush colored
aer round cheek—‘‘a red-headed young
man who took me riding—horseback
riding. I am sure there is no harm in
that. A homely young man,” she
added, seeing the shadow on Oliver’s
face, ‘“‘not mice at all; but one must
cave some friends. And.then one
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1 THINK HE IS REALLY GETTING FOND
OF YOU,” SHE SAID, TENDERLY.

morning when she was making the bed
Aunt Hannah found your letter under
the pillow—your first one, not the ugly
one telling me it was my duty to come
back to my husband. Funny business
letters those, not like you or that
lovely ride we had. I was desperate
<t having to come back; so maybe I
was mean to Aunt Hannah. One day
.she and the baby and its clothes disap-
weared, and she left a note telling me
that I was not to search for her, for
the was going to put Frankie—that’s
what she calls him—in safe keeping.”

“I am sure there was no harm in
¢hat letter,” he said, stiffly.

“Oh. she wouldn’t read it; 1 couldn’t
Zet her to; and, just to tease because
she said my behavior was scandalous,
4 kissed the letter and hid it away.”

“Well, this is a nice affair,” said
Jliver, smiling a little because Mrs.
Minny was so gayly happy. “Idon’t
#ee what ew are going todo. Ithought
your aunt would be with yon, so I hur-
ried on to prevent your coming. It
wonld not be safe. Your—Mr. de
Restaud has grown worse—I think {s
losing his mind. [ came tosend you to
France, to the old general, where
probably Miss Patten has gone. Now
you maw slone De W has o spy

ith elcguence to tarill

following me I am sure; he had In
Denver, and—" Oliver ceuld not say
his worst suspicions.

“It will be brougzht out in tha court,
this nice little ride and everything.”
‘chirped Mrs. Minny, “like the chops
and tomszto in Dickens, and
everybody will thinlz me dreadful.”

**You are very thoughtless,” he said,
coldly.

“Now, please don’t be cross,” her
pretiy mouth guivered and keor eyes
filled, “justas we were having such a
lovely time. Ican’t help being jolly
because I don’t have to go back to him.
You know I thought how sorry you'd
be when I died of a broken heart and
his meanness and ynu'd come to see me
in my coffin. The Troublesome little
lady wounld be troublesome no more,
ybut still and quict as you’d like her to

, and old and sorrowful, for one day
of my old life with him would take all
the youngness out of me. Perhaps
your conscience would hurt you a little
because you had driven me back for I
would not have come but for you. The
thought that your Lkindness to me
would injure your good name made mo
miserable. Dr. John wrote how your
political prospects would be ruined—
political prospects is right, is it not?—
and you couldn’t be governor or any-
thing.”

“Minny, say no more,"
his voice trembling,
girl.

sauce

eried Oliver,
“my dear little
It breaks my heart. Dr. John
was cruel to write such nonsense; he
was too cager to serve me. J don’t
want office; and T would face the slan-
der of the world to spare youa mo-
nfent’s pain.”

She trembled so at his words he
stopped in the midst of a sentence, re-
proaching himself for his lack of self

control. They were silent a few mo-
ments; then she said, with her old
gmile:

“Now we've made up—haven't we?
—and you are just as nice as you were
that night, so please may my dog run
a little on the snow?”

“Of course,” he said, and set free the
small animal, who darted after birds,
barking joyously. Among the dis-
comforts of having an erratic mistress
were long confinement in cold dark
cars and surreptitious journeyings un-
der shawls and in baskets; o in these
latter days of sudden journeys and im-
prisonment Skye had grown to prize
his hours of freedom. Perhaps in his
heart, though, he willingly endured
nights in the baggage-car for the joy
of being rid of that red-faced, black-
eyed something who slept so thuch and
whom he must never waken with a
happy bark or jump. How many
times on account of that red-faced
thing who cried had his darling’s aunt
scouted him out of doors with a broom,
saying: ‘“‘Scat, you dog! there, you've
waked the baby again.” Now his dear
mistress was lilre her old self, and he,
Skye, though he never would tell, had
seen Miss Hannah and that baby slink-
ing away from the house in Maine like
criminals, and he had never noticed
their departure by one small bark, for
fear they might return.

*‘I am very hungry,” said Mrs. Minny
as the carriage turned back to the city,
‘“and, as my dog is hungry too, it would
be a good idea for you to take us to a
private room in some restaurant, where
we can feed Skye on tile carpet when
the waiter is out.”

There was nothing to do, of course,
but to accede to this demand; the very
fact that she was hungry appealed to
Oliver’s generous heart. IHe thought,
however, as they went up the stairs to
a cozy private supper-room, this would
sound unpleasantly to a jury. He
could even fancy the attorney for the
prosecution’s question: ‘“‘Did you, Mr.
Oliver, think this proceeding a proper
one? Does society consider it discreet
for an unmarried man to take a young
married lady to such a place in the ab-
sence of her husband?” ete. Still, Mrs.
Minny enjoyed everything so much,
Oliver forgot his fears, and was merry
enough in his way. The dog, gorged
with food, showed off his most amus-
ing tricks, which Mrs. Minny admitted
he never would do before when stran-
gers were present.

“I think he is really getting fond of
you,” she said, tenderly.

Oliver, aware of the silliness of it, but
pleased at that trustful glance, said he
hoped so.

He left Mrs. Minny at a hotel, regis-
tering her name and ordering a good
room for her, then with almost a sense
of relief walked to another hotel, a
long distance away. He hoped the spy
might be follcwing; once or twice he
looked behind, but there seemed no
one. At his hotel a telegram awaited
him. It was from a clerk in his office:

“Dr. Achorn telegraphed from Pueblo to you
in Denver, ‘Henri de Restaud died this morn-
ing at the insane asylum. Funeralin Denver.’
I telegraphed him you were in Chicago.”

A second telegram was brought Oli-
ver just as he was going to bed; it was
from Dr. John:

“‘Tell Mrs. de Restaud. They need not come
on—too late for funeral. Was unconscious,
left no message. Glad you are with them.

“JOHN ACHORN.”

Death had released the suit for di-
vorce; it would never be brought, and
the vengeance of a crazed brain was
over. With a quick beat of his heart
Oliver realized Mrs. Minny was free at
last; perhaps she could learn to care
for him some day—with a swift repul-
sion as he thought of the dead far
across the plains. Yet for once death
had been kind to.the living, and who
was there to mourn Henri de Restaud?
His mother died in his boyhood, his
father drove him from France, his wife
hated and feared him, his child would
never see his face, and his servants
were only kept by lavish payments.
S0 men may make a mockery of living,
a shame of days, may be blots on this
fair earth, useless in a useful world,
may cause but pain and sadness, and
go into eternity more friendless, more
wretched in their self-inflicted degra-
dation, than the outecast dog slinking
through the alleys of a city.

CHAPTER IX.

Mrs. Minny was oddly pale and quiet
when Oliver met her in the hotel par-
lor. She looked as if she bad not slept;
and his heart throbbed at the pain he
had caused her. Of course she had
worried about her struuge position and

the trouble in Denver on secount of s

He conld tell her at least the fear of
the divorce was over. Death had set-
tled the case. Yet it was hard to tell
her of that death. He hesitated, and
talked of the weather.

*It is always horrid in Chicago,” she
said, mournfully. *“I shall hate this
hotel, too; they would not let me have
Skye in my rcom; they put him in some
cellar, and he was not like himself
when I took fim for a little wallk be-
fore you came.”

Oliver had & bunch of roses he had
bought for hér on his way, but it
seemed even heartless to offar them to
such an afflicted being. However, he
sat down beside her on the sofaand laid
the flowers on her lap.

“*Thank you,” she said, mournfully.
“Y don’t think I ought to wear them.
The chambermaid asked me if I wasa
skirt-dancer.”

The gloom settled on Oliver now.

“She was impudent,” he said, cross-
ly. “Yousee how impossible it is for
8 young lady to go to hotels alone.”

“Well, you didn’t offer to come with
me,” she sighed: ‘‘you even went to
another hotel. Oh, I Lknow! I looked
for you in the register.”

‘“You were down in the office?”

“I had to go down for mydog and to
tell them Lhow mear they were,” Mrs.
Minny said, wearily. *“‘And you don’t
know what an awful great ghostly
room they gave me, full of closets and
wardrobes apd places for people to
hide. I burned the gas all night and
I had dreadful. dreams.” She bowed
herhead over the fiowers and sighed
again. “Roses make me think of
funerals; do they you?”

“I am sorry I troubled you with
them,” Oliver said, stiffly.

“Now you are cross, and you've got
that little wrinkle on your forchead.”
She looked at him thoughtfully.
“When you are smiling I thinlk you are
the kindest friend in the world. I
guess I am cross myself. Do youknow,
I dreamed Henri came into that room
last night. The bathroom had a lit-
tle window looking into the room, and
I dreamed he looked through this at
me and made dreadful faces. He used

-y
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BHE LOOKED AT HIM WICKEDLY.

to frighten me that way once”—she
blushed and hung her head then, and
was silent a moment—*‘when we were
first married, you know. Hec'd walke
me up by staring at me—testing the
power of the eye, he called it. I was
afraid, anyway, because my mother
had just died, and I had never seen a
dead person before. I can see her yet
in her coffin, so dreadfully waxen and
strange. Henri swore once over the
Bible that if he died first he would
come back and haunt me. After that
dream I couldn’t sleep, but lay shiver-
ing with fear until daylight. I must
go away from here to-day. Another
night in that room would frighten me
to death.”

She trembled so at the thought Oli-
ver felt his task doubly difficult.

“Don’t you think,” he asked, gently,
“that those fears are very chﬂdlsh?”

“0Of course,” she said, briefly,*I know
I am not sensible; you, Aunt Hannah
and Dr. John call me frivolous; yet I
have tried to do right. I came hereon
my way to save your good name, and I
getscolded. Itriedtogohome once, the
time I wasso sick; and even Aunt Han-
nah said I was brave then. When my
horse ran away in Maine I held on,
and that red-headed young man said I
was game.”

She looked at him wickedly out of
the corner of her eye. A little smile
curved hev pretty mouthas she saw the
wrinkle on his forehead.

“I wish that you could be serious for
a little while,” Oliver muttered. “I
want to talk to you about something
that concerns your future—something
that has happened.”

Oliver hesitated now; how could he
tell her? She listened with her eyes on
the carpet, a doleful expression on her
face. He went off on a new tack. In
an easy conversational tone he asked:

“Would- you not like to live in
France?”

“No,” she said, promptly; ‘I should
hate it.”

“Why?"

‘“‘Because—because,” answered Mrs.
Minny, picking viciously at one of her
roses, scattering the petals on the
floor: ‘“from Henri’s descriptions his
relations must be horrid. Then he or
they think America queer and not
nice; everything is France. I should
be mad a hundred times a day. The
English up in the park used to say:
“This blarsted country, you know,’ un-
til I felt like saying: ‘Why don’t you
go back to England and stay there?
To the De Restauds I should be the un-
pleasant foreigner our poor son mar-
ried; in my own country I am myself,
an American. I think it is very mean
of you to talk about my going to
France; and if that is the serious thing
you needn’t talk any more. If you are
going to be horrid I think I shall go
out and take my dog for a walk.”

How sweet she was in her willful-
ness! Oliver forgot his errand, looking
at the lovely childish face with its
pouting mouth and rebellious eyes.

“I think you are cruel to my poor
rose,” he said, softly. :

‘“You are cruel to me.”

“Minny,” he drew nearer and took in
his firm warm clasp her little hand, “I
must tell you something—something
that will shock and grieve you Try
snd be bn."

“Not the little boby?™ =ne wried, e
sously. “IHe is not deadi”

“No, no; bat some one is dead—onae
that rou fearcd, almost hated, and now
must forgive and try to think kindly

of—the man wuose name you bear—"

She gave a. frightened ery and hid
her face against his sleeve.

mate no sound. What must he do?
Would she faint? How did women act,

anyway? He put Lis arm around tha |
cawering figure and tried to look into |
pale, |

her face. She was ghastly
in her eyves a curious frizhtened look.

“My dream, Mr. Oliver!” she cried,
shuddering. “Obh,
word; he will haunt me always, 1
shall go v.ad from fear.
that was him.

faces. I am allalons. What shall I do?
Oh, if Aunt HHarmah were only here! I
conld creep up to her in the night. She

is so brave; she said she wouldn’t be |

afraid of him, living or dead.”
“Mipny, you are tall:iug
said Oliver, sternly.

“No dead person
comes back.

I am ashamed of you.

And to be so rlll) so heartless, whon |

that poor soul is lying dead!”
*You don’t know anything about tha
dead; no one does,” she gasped

grandfather was drowned at sea, and

that night he came and knoclked at !

grandmother’'s door—his old knock—
three times,
that story’s true.
truly, I can’t. 1 was afraidall the time;
and he was so dreadful. I gave him
all gaamma’s money, and he took her
jewels, everything of valua.
a hypocrite, Mr. Cliver;
up soirow just to please you.”

“I don’t want you to,” he whispered,
close to her ear. They were alone in a

corner of the big room, and no one |

could see. ‘I spoke hastily beeause I
hated to think of that drcam and bow
you would make yourself beliawe he
came baclk.”

[TO BE CONTINUTID.]

BISMARCK'S HUMOR.

He Iyfused a Pardon,
Amount of the Fine.

The following as an illustration of

Prince Bismarck's good humor:

significance of many matters he had to
decide. If, for instance, anybody hud
been caught illicitly hawking goods
and had been sentenced to a fine, but

had to be pardoned on the score of |

poverty, it was necessary, for the re-
mission of the fine, to obtain the econ-
sent of two ministers—the minister of
finance and the minister of commerco.

Bismarclk had taken special note of
a case of this kind. A peddler had
been sentenced to a fine of twenty
marks (about a sovereign), and the un-
der secretary of state reported to the
new minister of commerce that he
was a poor devil, who had to maintain
a wife and child, and would sink into
still deeper misery if the fine were
converted into i{mprisonment. He
therefore begged Bismarck to sign an
immediate report, advising the king to
pardon the peddler. The prince em-
phatically refused to do so, for, said
he, if the king had to be advised to
use his right of pardon in all such cases,
justice would become a dead letter.
The peddler has simply not to pay the
fine, and must escape imprisonment in
order to save himself and family from
absolute ruin. The under secretary ot

state then referred to the traditional’

practice, and appealed to the heart ot
his chief, who answered:

“All right. TI'll give the poor devil
the twenty marks out of my own pock-
et, but shall not have my signature for
the thing.”—Deutsche Revue.

American Wit.

When a story teller relates a clever
thing that was originated by an ac-
tress he always credits it to the late
Georgia Drew Barrymore, unless it
happens that he knowsthe name of the
actual creator of the bit. Mrs. Barry-
more was one of the brightest women
on the stage, and it is always safe to
attribute a witty thing to her mind, for
she was equal to anything.
talking to a young Englishman in
Memphis one day, when the foreigner
spoke of what he called the impudence
of the American people in presuming

to dictate terms to England in a mat- |

ter of such moment as the Behring sea
dispute.

“Why,” he said, to clinch his arga-
ment, “if you folks aren't a bit care-
ful we’ll send an army over here and

wipe your country off the:globe inno |

time.”
“What!” the bright actress said,
‘“‘again?”’—St. Louis Republic.

He Could Etand It.

A church organization in Maine in-
tending to give a performanee of some
oratorio were a little alarmed about
the cost of the thing. Accordingly the
director of tne chorus suggested to the
leader of the orchestra that had been
engaged: ‘“‘We've got to keep our ex-
penses down and I thought we might
get you to leave out the trombones.
You know they have only four meas-
ures in the entire oratorio, and if we
leave them out we can save at least
twenty-five dollars and no one would
be the wiser.”

The leader of the orchestra assumed
a tragic attitude and answered: ‘“That
would be an insult to the composer.”

Thereupon the chorus director ob-
served: ‘O, never mind him; he's
dead.”—Washington Star.

It Wasn’t Jis Razor.

The king was sore distraught. There
was anger in his royal heart.

“What, ho,” he roared. ‘““Why failed
the keen edge of my battle ax in to-
day’s conflict?”

The knight of the kitchen table
bowed him low.

‘““Your majesty,” he rejoined, ‘it is
reported that her highness princess
royal complained much of her corns
upon yestere’en, and does not to-day.”

The monarch swallowed his resent-
ment, contentiny himself with once
more placing himself upon record as
touching the subject of the interfer
ence of women in affairs of state.—~De

He could |
feel her tremble and quiver, but she |

he will keep his |

Last night |
He looked just as he |
used to when he woke me up making |

foolishly,” ‘

-‘\ly |

Lven Aunt [lannah says
I can’t bLe sorry— |

I am not |
I can't malke |

Nut Pave the |

After
he had accepted the ministry of com- |
merce the prince was struck by the in- |

She was ’
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Hot Water

e =« « « « Heater

Thoroughly tested during
nine seasons. Simple, dura~
ble, economical and safe.

Made of steel. Hundreds
X in use giving good satislac-

Plcnes both Steam Fitter
and user,

THE H.A.R. D.

CAST IRON SECTIONAL BOILER

For steam or hot water
heating.

All the fire sur-
faces are ecither
vertical or over-
hanging, thus se-
{ euring  perfectly
| elean fire surfaces,

mnkmg it the most

desirable cast iron
| boiler in the mar. [
ket. Burns hard ;
| and soft coal,

All our heaters
are fitted with good
shaking grates, and
are‘noted for per- i
| fect combustion of £2
the gasses.

‘ Write for particulars to,
Globe Steam Xleater Co.
Mnnufucturen. Norlh Wales. Pn

HUMPHREYS’

Dr, llumphrev-' Specifics aro sclentifically and
earefully prepared {emedlen used for years in
private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire succeas. Every slnslo Bpecifio
8 speclal qure for the disease named

They cure without dr\lgglnﬁ erg!ng or reducing
| thesystem andarein fact and deed the Sovereign
| Remedics of the World

»o, OURRS, rRIO®A
1-Fevers, Conqestions, Inflammations., ,23
2—-Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colle..., .25
8—-Tecthing; Colle, Crying, Wakefulness 25

| 4—Diarrhen, of Children or Adults...,., 28
|  9¥—Coughs, Colds, Bronchitls, ............. .25
S8-Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache, <23

9—-Hendaches, Sick Headachs, Vertigo., 253
10-Dyspepsia, Billousness, Constipation. 23
11-Suppressed or Painful Perlods... .23
12—-Whites, Too Profuse Perlods.......... . 25
13—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness..... . 23
J4—-Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Kruptions.. 205
15—-Rheumatism, Rheumatio Pains . .....
| 16—Maualarin, Chllls, Fever and Ague......

19-Catarrh, Influenza, Cold in the Eead, 28§
| 20-Whooping Cough......covnriesarannens 23
27—-Kidney Disenses .
28-Nervous Debility 1.00
30-Urinary Wenkness, Wetting Ded.. 23
} HUMPHREYS' WITCH HAZEL O0IL,
|
|
|
|

“The Pile Ointment,”-Trlal Bize, 28 Cts,

Sold by Druggists, or sent post-paid on receipt of prices
Pr. Huxrunkys' MANUAL (144 pages,) MAILED FRER.

MUNMPHREYS’ MED, CO,, 111 & 113 Willlam St., NEW YORK,
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GREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
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of the richest farming the west.

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS

Leading all tors in splendor and ]
b rrs g &"botvmon OHICAG
DENVER

&gommo and PU-
R R ]
Lms (O&u tween CHIOAGO and

O.
ern Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, the Indian Tem
ritory and Texas. slltomhﬂxcunlomdnﬂa
Choioe of routes to the Pacifioc coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Buns superbly equipped Express Trains, daily,

between OChicago, 8t. Joseph, Atchison, Leavens
worth, XKansas City, and Minneapolis and Bt.
to tho scenicresorts

P.‘nl.: ﬂusnd%hmc ounds of th: rthwest.

un e northw:

atortowre and Blou'xr Falls branch trave.

! g “&nn “WIHBAT AND DAIRY BELT”
orn Iowa. Southwestern Minnesota and

' '.l'homwrt Line via Seneca and Kankakes offers
facilitios to travel to and from Indianapolis, Cioy
cinnati and other Southern points.

For Tickets, Maps, Folders, or desired informas
tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, or addressy
E. ST. JOMN, JOHN SEBASTIAN,

Gen’l Manager. Gen'l Tkt & Pass. Agt.

CHICAGO, ILL.

i ~TAKE THE~
MOINOIN ROUTEB

~—BETWEEN—
mpe CHICAGO —i=~ LAFAYETTE —p=
LOUVISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS

and all points SOUTH.
Pallman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Cara

Forfrther information apply to any Coupon
Ticket Agent, or address

JAMES BARKER,

General Passcnger Agent,
Monon Block, Chicago.
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McCLLURE’S

MAGAZINH
For 1894,

The editors of McClure's MI..
sine aim to publish the

Best Literature

..AND THE,..

Most Intarastlng Knowledge

| and to make every line in the maga«

sine both instructive and entes
taining.

100 NEN AND WONEN PAMOUS IN
LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
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Stevenson’s New. Novel.

A ROMANCE OF THE
BOUTH 5EAS, by Robert
Leuls Stoevensom and Lloyd
C:sbourne, will rua through four
sumbers, beginning with Jan-
uary. This story is one of thrill.
Ing adventure and mysterious

bappenings, reminding one of
“ Treasure Island,” and of * The
Wrecker.”

Willlam Dean Howells

Wil contribute a serial Btog
to run through three numbersy
more especially for younges
readers, and, like all his storles
for young people, it will be juss
as interesting to their elders.

Short Stories

W ¢

auratiy will be contributed by maap
well-known writers, among othess s
Bret Harte, Joel Chandler Marris,
Couan Doyle, Frank R. Stocktos,

Harriet Prescett Spofford, Q'
Clark Russell, Rudyard Kipling,
Octave Thanet, and . Zangwill.

Real Conversations.

Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, and
Btudies of (reat en In Actlon, will continee
1o be marked features of coming lssues, Undesr
this heading are announced the following

D. L. MOODY, the Man and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUIMMNOND.
This is the first complete study
of Mr, Moody's career which
hes ever been prepared,

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men,
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN, Mr, Armour io pres
bably the greatest merchant in the history of the
world, He ls also a great philanthropist. This
article will present the many sides of his achw
ftles, and will be fully llustrated,

Bismarck,

At bhis Qreatest,
—RY

ARCHIBALD FORBEBS

» Ruskin at Home.
By I'. H. SPIELNAN

v

A
:| Plerre Loti,

A personal sketch, by
NADANB ADAnN.
Alphonse Daudet,
Jules Verne,
Bardou,
Andrew Carnegle
Archdeacen Farrar,
Dumas, the Yeunger,
Camile Flamarion,
and
CHARLES A. DANA
are the subjects of articles ig
the form of Interviews, in which
the matter is mainly autobles
graphical, Thesearticlesin many
cases give full length
of their subjects, the atories
thelr lives, struggles, achieves

[
ments and successes. These articles will be fully
WMustrated.

Famous Contributors.

In addition to the special announcements above,
Important contributions, some of which are unique
are in preparation by:

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,
William Dean Howells, Bret Harte,
H: H. Beyesen, . de Blowitz,
Thomas Nelson Pags, Frank R. Stocktem.
W. E. Henley, Andrew Lang,

| Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Farras,
Robert Louls Stevemson, Charles A. Dana,
George W. Cable. Qllbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

Edge of the Future.

Articles undey this head will deal with the Mags
veolsof Science, and interesting subjects in the fieldg
sf Railroadisg, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating 1@
the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

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

‘The regular prico of McClure’s Magazine
i T st

15 cents a Copy. $1.50 a Yean

How to 68_t this M_qullnc.

We Have Made Special Arnncé'lmenu
With the Publishers, -

S. 5. McCLURE, Limited,

DF 743 AND 743 BROADWAY, NEW YORR,
Whareby We Can Offer the

People’s Pliob

AND McCLURE'S IMBAZIII

In Clombination for Only

$2.95 & Yuar, Payable In Ad!amv.j_' '
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