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CHAPTER Vlll.—Continued.

“To find Miss Patten, of course.”

“On, goodness! I wish we could!”

iflggled Mrs. Minny.
“What?” cried Oliver.

“It’s her turn, Mr. Oliver. She has

mn away.”
“Not withyou? You are not alone?”

“Why, of course. Who was there? I

think it is mean of you £o look cross,

when I came to keep your name out of

my troubles, because the doctor wrote

it would ruin all your political pros-

pects. You helped me once, and lam

coming back to a man I—l 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-

fied 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

tellyou? Aunt Hannah stole the baby,
She ran away herself this time. Oh,
do hire one of those cunning cabs, and

we’llgo for a drive, and I’lltell you all

abou,t it.”

“The hansoms would be too cold, Mrs.

Minny. We will take this carriage,”
be said, calling one; and slie, very well

pleased, got in with the dog while ho

deposited her luggage on the front seat.

“You see,” she said, leaning back on

the cushioned seat 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 l

‘ook him; and Aunt Hannah knows so

many rules for bringing up children

that Iwas nowhere with my own child.

Old maids do, you know. Then he got
to look more like Hen—M. de Restaud

—every day; and that was a trial.

Aunt Hannah said he was just fretty,
iut 1 thought him de Restaudy. I sup-

pose I am awfully wicked, but I was

glad Aunt Hannah wanted him. Then

•;here was—” Mrs. Minny hesitated

and looked away; a faint blush colored

Aer round cheek—“a red-headed young

nan who took me riding—horseback
riding. lam sure there is no harm in

that. A homely young man,” she

idded, seeing the shadow on Oliver’s

/ace, “not nice at aU; but one must

nave some friends. And then one

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
xt having to come back; so maybe I

was mean to Aunt Hannah. One day
she and the baby and its clothes disap-
peared, 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

that letter,” he said, stiffly.
“Oh. she wouldn’t read it; 1 couldn’t

,/et her to; and, just to tease because

*he said my behavior was scandalous,
x kissed the letter and hid itaway.”

“’Well, this Is a nice affair,” said

Oliver, smiling a little because Mrs.

Minny was so gayly happy. “Idon’t

®ee what ew aro going to do. I thought
your aunt would bo with you, so I hur-

ried on to prevent your coming. It

wonld not be safe. Your—Mr. de

Bestaud has grown worse—l think Is

losing his mind. I came to send you to

France, to the old general, where

probably MUs Patten has gone. Now

too are elona Da Bestaud has » spy

following an I am sure; be had In

Denver, and—” Oliver could not say
bis worst suspicions.

“Itwillbe brought out in the court,
this nice little ride and everything,”
chirped Mrs. Hinny, “like the chops
and tomato sauce in Dickens, and

everybody willthink me dreadful.”

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

“Now, please don’t be cross,” her

pretty mouth quivered and her eves

filled, “just as we were having such a

lovely time. I can'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 you'd come to see me

in my coffin. The Troublesome little

lady would be troublesome no more,

,but stilland quiet as you'd like her to
Be, 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. Tho

thought that your kindness 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,” cried Oliver,

his voice trembling, “my dear little

girl. It breaks my heart. Dr. John

was cruel to write such nonsense; he
was too eager to serve me. I don’t

want office; and I would face the slan-

der of the world to spare you a mo-

rdent'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

§mile:

“Now we've made up—haven't we?

—and you are just as nice as yon 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; so 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 ihucliand

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 witha broom,
saying: “Scat, you dog! there, you’ve
waked the baby again.” Now his dear

mistress was like her old self, and he,
Skye, though he never would tell, had

seen Miss Hannah and that baby slink-

ing away from tho house in Maine like

criminals, and he had never noticed

their departure by one small bark, for

fear they might return.

“Iam very hungry,” said Mrs. Minny
as the carriage turned back to the city,
“and, as my dog is hungry too, itwould

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. He 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?” eta Still, Mrs.

Minny enjoyed everything so much,
Oliver forgot bis 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.
“Ithink 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 following; 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 tho Insane asylum. Funeral in 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:

“TellMrs do Restaud. They need not come

on—too late for funeral. Was unconscious,
left no message. Glad you aro 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.
So 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 outcast dog slinking
through the alleys of a city.

CHAPTER IX.

Mra Minny was oddly pale and quiet
when Oliver met her in the hotel par-
lor. She looked as if she i>*d not slept;
and his heart throbbed at the pain he

had caused her. Of course she had

worried about her strange position and

the trouble in Denver on aeoonnt of it

He oonld tell her at least the fear at
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.

“Itis always horrid in Chicago,” she

said, mournfully. "I shall hate this

hotel, too; they would not let me have

Skye in my room; they put him in some

cellar, and he was not like himself

when I took lfira for a little walk be-

fore you came.”

Oliver had a bunch of roses he hud

bought for htr on his way, but it

seemed even heartless to off?? them to

such an afflicted being. However, he

sat down beside her on the sofa and laid

the flowers on her lap.
“Thank .you.” she said, mournfully.

“Idon’t think I ought to wear them.

The chambermaid asked me if I was a

skirt-dancer. ”

The gloom settled on Oliver now.

“She was impudent,” he said, cross-

ly. “You see how impossible it is for

a 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 know! I looked

for you in the register.”
“You were down in the office?”

“Ihad to go down for my dog and to

tell them how mean they were,” Mrs.

Minny said, wearily. “And you don’t

know what an awful great ghostly
room they gave me, fullof closets and

wardrobes and places for people to

hide. I burned the gas all night and

I had dreadful dreams.” She bowed

her head over the Gowers 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 forehead.”

She looked at him thoughtfully.
“When you are smiling I thinkyou are

the kindest friend in the world. I

guess I am cross myself. Do you know,
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

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. He'd wake

me up by staring at me—testing tho

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,” be asked, gently,
“that those fears are very childish?”

“Of course,” she said, briefly,“l know

I am not sensible; you, Aunt Hannah

and Dr. John call me frivolous; yet I

have tried to do right. I came here on

my way to save your good name, and I

get scolded. I tried to go home once, the

time I was so 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 mouth as she saw the

wrinkle on his forehead.

“Iwish 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

teU 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-

tilI 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.
“Youare cruel to me.”

“Minny,”he drew nearer and took In
his firm warm clasp her little hand, “I

must tell you something—something
that willshock and grieve you. Try
and be brave. ”

’•Not the little bebyr* atu pi *

•ously. “He is not deadi”

“No, no; bat some one is dead —one

that you feared, almost hated, andnoit
must forgive amt try to think kindly
of —tiie man whose name you bear—”

She gave a frightened cry and hid

her faco against his sleeve. lie could
feel her tremble and quiver, but she
made no sound. What must he do?
Would she faint? How did women act,

anyway? He put his arm around the

cowering figure and tried to look into
her face. She was ghastly pale,
in her eyes a cm lous frightened look.

“My dream, Mr. Oliver!” she cried,
shuddering. “Oh, he will keep his

word; he will haunt me always. 1
shall go u.ad from fear. Last night
that was him. lie looked just as he
used to when he wcko me up making
faces. I am all alonrt. What shall I do?

Oh, if Aunt HaiTnah were only hero! I

could creep up to her in the night. She
is so bravo; sh 6 said she wouldn’t be
afraid of him, living or dead.”

“Minny, you are talking foolishly,’’
said Oliver, sternly. “No dead person
comes back. I am ashamed of you.
And to be so silly, so heartless, whon
that poor soul is lying dead!”

“You don’t know anything about the

dead; no one docs,” sho gasped. “My
grandfather was drowned at sea, and

that night lie came and knocked at

grandmother's door—liis old knock-
three times. Even Aunt Hannah says
that story's true. I can’t be sorry—-

truly, I can’t. 1 was afraid all the time;
and he was so dreadful. I gave him
all mamma’s, money, and he took her

jewels, everything of value. lam not
a hypocrite, Mr. Oliver; I can’t make

up sorrow just to please you.”
“Idon't want you to,” lie whispered,

close to her ear. They were alone iu a

corner of the big room, and no one

could see. “I spoke hastily' because I
hated to think of that dream and bow

3r ou would make yourself bellow ho
came back.”

[TO EH CONTINUED.J

“
ITHINK HE IS REALLY GETTING FOND

OF YOU.” SHE SAID, TENDERLY.

SHE LOOKED AT HIMWICKEDLY.

BISMARCK’S HUMOR.

He J'vfnseil a Pardon, Hut rat's the

Amount of the l ine.

Jhe following as an illustration of

Prince Bismarck’s good humor: After

he had accepted tho ministry of com-

merce tho pT-inee was struck by tho in-

significance of many matters ho had to

decide. If, for instance, anybody had

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 tho re-

mission of the fine, to obtain tho con-

sent of two ministers—tho minister of

finance and the minister of commerce.

Bismarck 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 tho un-

der secretary of state reported to tho

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 tho fine wore

converted into imprisonment. Ho

therefore begged Bismarck to sign an

immediate report, advising tho king to

pardon tho peddler. Tho prince em-

phatically refused to do so, for, said

he, if the king had to be advised to

use his right of pardon inallsuch cases,

justice would become a dead letter.
Tho peddler has simply not to pay the

fine, and must cscapo imprisonment ia
order to save himself and family from

absolute ruin. The under secretary of

state then referred to tho traditional

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

“Allright. I’llgive 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 knows the name of the

actual creator of the bit. Mrs. Barry-
more was one of tho brightest women

on the stage, and it is always safe to

attribute a witty thing to her mind, for

she was equal to anything. Sho was

talking to a young Englishman in

Memphis one day, when the foreigner
spoke of what he called tho 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 argu-

ment, “if you folks aren’t a bit care-

ful we’llsend an army over here and

wipe your country off the • globe in no

time.”

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

He Could Stand It.

A church organization in Maine in-

tending to give a performance of some

oratorio were a little alarmed about

the cost of the thing. Accordingly the

director of tne chorus suggested to tho

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: “0, never mind him; he’s

dead.”—Washington Star.

It Wasn’t Ills Razor.

The king 1 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, contenting himself with once

more placing himself upon record at

touching the subject of the interfer

enco of women in affaire *f state.—-Pa

trait Tribane

r*it: MINOR POUT.

farararr Ixj a siap'a bcrd and sing a bcme’jr
6onff,

ft*a r.ntils of r'oin ccmraoa folk, their bum-
drum rithter i vroug,

Than stand or.cn Parunssu3 with a scroll of
flame unfurled

And Invest my tongue with eloquence to thrill
a waiting world.

fd sing cf cturdp? farmer lads about their daily
toil,

Ac brightly gleaming plowshare as it tarns

the mellow soil.
Che wealth cf goiden harvests that in barns

and stacks i 3 stored.
And the fruitage of tho orchard, brown Octo-

ber'a precious hoard.

Td sing the fall of twilightas the sun sinks In
the west,

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

The bliss cf fond young lovers under evening
skies in June,

And the sweet and foolish nothings said beneath

the yellow moon.

Tho Joys of careless childhood and tho pains
and griefs of age,

The histories and mysteries that fill life’s

storied page,
The days all glad with sunshine and the hours

of doubt anti gloom
Through which we all must Journey from the

cradle to the tomb.

Xet others sing of chivalry and deeds of days
of old.

•Of battles grand by sea and land, of knights
and warriors bold:

The lowly rhymes of present times are dearer
far to mo,

And I hold these songs are sweeter for their

simplor melody.
-—Myles P. Friable, in Ladles’ Eomc Journal.
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. Hot Water

.Thoroughly tested during
• Bnfn I nine seasons. Simple, dura-

•- ble. economical and safe.

Jfi I.jSsENaßaimAm Made of steel. Hundred*
in use giving good tausiac-

—'kjSßP Pleases both Steam Fitter
an 4 user.

THE H. A. R. D.
OAST IRON SECTIONAL BOILER

All the fire sur-
F#ri '^T,,o' l*o*

faces are either
_

heating.
vertical or over-

hanging, thus ae-

Curing perfectly
clean fire surfaces,
making it the most *» » igfjii>«Kll
drsiiahle cast iron •' ts -?,
boiler in the mar.

ket. Hums hard Syj :,jh, fra. 1IjPfßSfftjtßßk.
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All our heaters
are fitted i\ ihgood
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feet combustion of

the gaaaea. w-jS^S

Write for particulars to,
Globe Steam Heater Co.

Manuracturcrs. North Wales. Pa.

Humphreys*
Dr. Humphrey*’ Bpeclflcs are scientifically and

carefully prepared Remedies, used for years In
private practice and for over thirty years by the
people with entire success. Every clngle BpocLfle
a special cure for the disease named.

They cure without drugging, purging or reducing
tb» system and arc in fact and deed the feotereluu

Remedies of the World,

pe, OURRS.
SRICwa

I—Foyers, Congeatlona,lnflammations.. .25
a—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colic 25
3Teothlnßl Colic, Crying, Wakefulness ,25
4Diarrhea, of Children or Adults 25
T—Cough*, Cold*. Bronchitis 25
8-Nournlgla, Toothache, Faceache 25
o—Headaches, Side Headache, Vertigo.. ,25

10— Dyspepsia. Biliousness, Constipation. ,25
11— Suppressed or Painful Periods... .25
12— Whites, Too Profuse Periods 25
IS—Croup, Laryngitis, Hoarseness 25
14— Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Eruptions . .25
15— Rheumatism, Rheumatic l’alua 25
16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague 25
19—Catarrh, Influents, Cold Inthe Head. .25

BO—Whooping Cough 25
27 Kidney Disenses 25

28— Nervous Debility 1.00

30—Urinary Weakness, Wetting Bod.. .25

HUMPHREYS’ WITCH HAZEL OIL,
“The Pile Ointment.”—Trial blze. 25 Cts.

Bold by Dmschts, or sent |io.i-|i»ld on receipt cf prion
Dr. UcKrusKis' Uixun (Ist page,) usii.ru rasa

kCSTIUIKTS’ USD. CO., 11l *113 Williamfit-, HEW TOM,

SPECIFICS.

WAOOUAINTED WITH THt atOOHAPHV OP THE COUNTnv Wilt
9 STAIMMUCH INFORMATION FROM A fITUDVOPTHIS MAP CKTHI

SREAT ROCK ISLAND ROUTE
(a, R. I,«LI’,and 0., K. & V. E’ys.)

West. Northwest and Southwest. It Includes
OHIOA.GO, JOLIET, HOOK ISLAND, DAVEN-
PORT, DRS MOINES, COUNCIL BLUFFS, WA.

rahJOWN, BIOUX FALLS, MINNEAPOLIS.
,BT. PAUL, ST. JOSEPH, ATCHISON, LEAVEN-
'WORTH, KANSAS CITY, TOPEKA. COLORADO
SPRINGS, DENVER, PUEBLO, and hundreds of
hioaperous cities and towns—traversing vast areas
ofthe richest farming lands in the west.

SOLID VESTIBULE EXPRESS TRAINS
Leading all competitors In splendor and luxury
of accommodations (dally) betwoen OHIOAOO
and COLORADO SPRINGS, DENVER and PU-
EBLO. Similar magni&oent VESTIBULE TRAIN
lorvice (dally) between CHICAGO and COUNCIL
BLUFFS (OMAHA), and between OHIOAOO and
KANSAS CITY. Modern Day Coaches, elegant
Dining Oars (serving delicious meals at moderate
prloas). rsstftU Reclining Chair Oars (seats FREE)
and Palace Olespinc Oars. The direct lino to
NELSON, HORTON, HUTCHINSON, WICHITA,
ABILENE, CALDWELL, and allpoints InSouth,
era Nebraska, Kansas, Colorado, tbo Indian Te*»

ritory and Texas. California Excursions daily.
Choice of routes to the Pacific coast.

The Famous Albert Lea Route
Runs superbly equipped Express Trains, daily,
between Chicago, St. Joseph, Atchloon, Leaven-

worth, Kansas City, and Minneapolis and St.
Paul. The popular tourist line to tbo scenic resorts
and hunting and fishing grounds of the northwest
Its Watertown and Sioux Falls branch traverses
the great “WHEAT AND DAIRY BELT” ol
Northom lowa, Southwestern Minnesota and East
Central Dakota.

The Short Line via Seneca and Kankakee offers
bollltios to travol to and from Indianapolis, Clnr
clnnatiand other Southern points.

For Tickets, Haps, Folders, or desired informs*
tion, apply at any Coupon Ticket Office, oraddress

I. ST. JOHN, JOHN SEBASTIAN.
Oen'l Manager. Gen'l Tkt A Pass. Agt

OHIOAOO, ILL.

* *

—TAXITH*~

TvTOIsTON ROUTE

—BSTWSEH—-

—a— CHICAGO —!— LAFAYKTTK

LOUISVILLE | INDIANAPOLIS

and all polpta SOUTH.

Pullman Sleeping Cars,

Elegant Parlor Caro,

Forfrther information apply to any Coupon
Picket Agent, or address

TA-IVfICEa BARKER,
General Pui* at uger Agent,

Uonon Block, Chicago.

Jl if you have A GOOD j

a£,Business>^

JfeSsr
it

llmrJ F Ho * ¦ (9
:mM)iAdvertise

vyANP GET it

¦¦lTC n^SicteS
ft. I I g CAN be CURED.

We will SEND FREE by
¦ ¦ man a large TRIAL BOTTLEj
¦ alsb, a treatise on Epilepsy. DON’T

9 SUFFER ANYLONGER J Give Poat Oti
a fice. State sad County, sod Age plainly,

'

**>»•* THE HALL CHEMICAL CD..
MCO VaiiMuntAvvaus, tfhlUdelphio.p*,

McCLURE’S

MAGAZINE
For 1894.

Th* editors of McClure's Msf*
Bine aim to publish the

Best Literature
...AND THE...

*

Most interesting Knowledge
»nd to make every line in the mag**
line both instructive and ent***

taining.
100 row AND WODHN FAMOUS IN

LITERATURE AND ACHIEVEMENT will be
raprssented In MeClore’s Magoilns, cither
u authora of articles or an participants I*
dialogues and Interviews, er os sahUcU 4
articles.

Stevenson’s New Novel,
A ROMANCE OF THE

•OUTH SEAA, by Robert
Leals Stevenson and Lloyd L
Osbourne, will run through four W
lumbers, beginning with Jan- Vra jjM
Bsry. This story is one of thrill- wT
tag adventure and mysterious Sfy*
happening*, reminding one of t TV/
** Treasure Itland,” and #f “The 'NuV'*
Wrecker.” *

William Dean Howells
ddHBWh Will contribute a serial steep

ATV,A te run through three number*;
YSNf* <rx\. more eapecially for younger

/j readers, and, like all his storlsa
KV Jp for young people. It will be jiug

VtKyjwv u iaterestlng te their elder*.

,
Short Stories

will be contribatad by ms^
well-known writers, among others i

Bret Harts, Joel Chandler Harris,
Conan Doyle, Frank R. Stockton,

Harriet Press,tt Spofford, *•

Q“
Clark Russell, Rudysrd Kipling,
Octave Tbanst, and I. ZangwlU.

Real Conversations.
Interviews, Intimate Personal Sketches, sad

Studies of Orest Hsu In Action, willcontlnoo

to be marked features of coming Issues. Under

this heading are announced the following t

D. L. IIOODY, the flan and his work, by
PROFESSOR HENRY DRUiITIONDw.
this is the first complete study
•f Mr. Moody’s career which wtSial
has ever been prepared. Mf.gf*

Gladstone,
As a Leader of Men, f /ff
By HAROLD FREDERIC.

Philip D. Armour.

By ARTHUR WARREN. Mr. Armour Is pso.
bably the greatest merchant la the history tt tha
world. He Is also a great philanthropist, Thla

article will present the many side, of his sods*

kiss, and will be fully Illustrated.

Bismarck,
W tM At bis Qreatast,

ARCHIBALD FORBMb

IRuskin at Home.

By n. H. APIBLfIANk

Pierre Loti, jgl
A personal sketch, by S

JIADAnB ADATL

fUpbonss Daudst,

Julss Vsrns, |
Eordou,

Andrew Carnegie '

Archdsscon Farrar,
*****

? —>v Damns, tbo Younger.

U T\ CantlU F Umarlea,

CHARLES A. DANA

¦EIDMkTw *re ***• *ub^ecU ot articles M
tha form of iatervlews, In which

MHl|c rVfIF the matter la mainly sutoblo*

¦Ngraphical. These articles In many

“,e * Kiro full length portnlii
of thslr subjects, the stories si

as their lives, struggles, achieve,

meats and sueewsm. Them articles wUI be fully
Rhastrsted.

Famous Contributors.
In addition to the special announcements above,

Important contributions, soma of which art unique
or# In preparation byt

Prof. Henry Drummond, Herbert D. Ward,

WilliamDoan Howells, Bret Harts,

Hi H. Boyesen, (1. ds Blowltx,
Thomas Nelson Face, Prank R. Stocktsm,

W. B. Henley, Andrew Lang,

Margaret Deland, Archdeacon Parra*
Robert Louis Stevenson, Charles A. Dana,

fleorgo W. Cable. Ollbert Parker,

Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

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

vela of Science, and Interesting subjects inthe field!
ts Railroadisg, Electricity, Ships, Arts Relating if

the Prolongation of Life, Explorations, etc.

NOTABLE FEATURES of the Magazine: Timely

articles, Papers of Adventure, Progressive Port rath

are, Stranger than Fiction, which have proved sa

popular, willcontinue to characterize coming iasoam

The regular pries of McClure’s rUgszlne

15 cents m Copy. sl-5o a Yeast

How to Get this Maaazlne.
. . t\-»

Wo Have Made Special Arrangements

With the Publishers,

S. 5. McCLURE, Limited,

»P 745 AND 745 BROADWAY, NEW YORK,

Whereby We Can Offer the

People's Pilot
AND McCLURE’S MA6AZINI

la Combination for Only

52.25 a Year, Payable in Advance*

E/ Subscribing for the

People’s Pilot''
You Otti Have this Spleadld- Magaslne

isr Oul> 11.15 a Year, or ioH Cents

a Copy. Address

PILOT PUBLISHING CQk
VJ-NSSELASO. IND.


