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sweetest of them!

EXPERIENCE.

Hope tulfilled, Isovght to find
In my life path dimly lined,
For I thought I saw it wind
lcarly through,
But the icng, long years have taught me,
By the sorrow they have brought me,
That my way and God’s were two.

In my youth, life dreams werc brighs,
‘With no tinze of shadow blight
EBrioging in its dreary pight

Care and woc:
But the happy youthful dreaming,
‘Wasalas too fond a seeming,

To be realized below.

In the mingled doubts and fears,

In the misty rain of tears,

Falling through the weary years,
I have found—

Not the bright and sweet ideal,

But the strong and bitter real,
With the present measured round.

How the seeming good and ili,
Of our living shsll fuldll
His own tender loving will,
Is not shown.
Starry hopes are ever flecting,
Life ideals lack eompleting,
And the meaning is unknown.

But from all the bitter-sweect
Of a life work incomplete,
In my heart this lesson meet
Is enshrined:
God His finite plans doth fashion,
With an infinite compassion,
And a purpose ever kind.

Though we may not lift the screen,
From the mysteries unseen,
And the mystic bond between
Life and death;
Yet God willeth, and God knoweth,
All His love around us floweth,
And the key of life is faitA.
=Maria U. Drake, in Youth’s Companioa
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CHAPTER IX.—CONCLUDED.

She drew away from him
nantly.

“I am not a child, Mr. Oliver, and you |
In some
things, in suffering and worry, I am |

must not treat me as one.

older than you are; and few women |
could come out unscathed from the !

horrors of that ranch. I did. I kept
my reason because I was frivolous and
had my little dog to love, and a
bright ‘sunshiny day would chase all
my night terrors away. I'd say, ‘Min-
ny, it's good just to be alive.” But al-
ways I have been afraid in the dark;
when I was a child queer faces used to
peer at me, faces circled in yellow
light. As I grew older, I was more
afraid of them, and slept in a lighted
room. At the ranch Henri used to
crawl up the porch and peer in the
window with a mask on, until I shot
one night; then it was not so funny.
It amused him to torture me.

understand. But I shall not go to Den-
ver. It would be a mockery.”

“Dr. John telegraphed you need not
—you must not come. ShallI tell yon
eny more?”

“No.” She rose and scattered the
‘yetals of one of her flowers on the car-
pet, brushing her dress with a tremb-
ling hand. *“Ner wiil I put on black.
I shall go home. What is my home,
Mr. Oliver?” she cried, accusingly.
*“You have brought me here; I was do-
‘mg your bidding. My aunt has left
@e; she has taken my baby. The man
I married is dead; he has no interestin
me but to haunt me. Everybody is
gone. I who have made all the trouble
«m left to hear it alone. If she comes
osack she will know of this—my being
here; she will distrust me; even Dr.

«ohn will. Iseem to have grown old
snd wise, and, oh! so tired of the
world!”

“Come here, Minny,” he said, in a
trange tone. She started and looked
mto his face. It had a different ex-

pression somehow, yet the gray eyes |

were very kind, and there was a tender
smile about his mouth. She hesitated,
then she returned to the sofa, sitting

MRS. MINNY LEANED ON HIS SHOULDER.

gingerly at the extreme end. He
turned so as to face her, but sat no
aearer.

“Minny, we are both culprits—inno-
cent ones. We have been punished
long enough. If I thought—butIam
twice your age, you have not been
happy in bondage, and it would be
‘bondage still, though a loving one. No

red-haired young men in it, no wild !

journeys alone, no drawing back when
once entered in. If I dared to dream,
I would hope that you cared for me. I
‘would say, Minny, I love you; letusgo
away from our troubles and have a
Jong vacation. It is dreadful to tallk
Yhis way in the shadow of death, hut I
eannot let you go back to Maine alone
ir to the terrors there in that lonely
house. I do not know where your
sunt is, or when she will return; and
1 people should talk of this time, I

uld silence them if yon were my
vife.”

She was strangely quiet, but he saw
the roses iremble on her breast.

*“You talk, Craig,” she said, sadly,
“‘as if this were part of your sacrifice

- | for helping me once, for being a kind
friend.”

“How cruel women can be—even the
How, can I be dif-
ferent, when I must remember the
«dead in Denver? Yet, Minny, I could
talk love ta yon; other women have

i

indig- :

Iwon’t |
tell you any more, because you can’t !

szid I aid thav thing well, and T did
not care for them; your little finger is
more precions to me than all the wom-
en [ have ever known.”

She sizhed and moved a little nearer,
8 blush on her fair cheek.

“Even to touch you, to take your
hand, scems dreadful,” he cried, hasti-
ly. “Whata coward custom makes of
us all! 1f it were a year, now, instead
of aday. Let the worst come.” He
took her cold little hand in his and
drew her to his side. *‘‘Shall we go
forth on our holiday, Minny, leaving
no address, forgetting the past, and be
as if the world were new and we but
Just ereated?”

“You talk nicely now,” she said,
slowly, holding herself erect and state-
ly in spite of his restraining hand,
*but you said bondage, and that has
frightened me. I have been scolded
so much and driven about; I want to
be loved and made a friend of. If you
would be as sweet as on that ride, if
you_"

He drew her close and pressed his
lips against that soft round cheek,
blushing so prettily now.

“Try me, Minny. I swear to yom
those dear eyes shall never shed tears
from any word or act of mine. I have
loved you since you.came out in the
light that dismal night and I thought
you a little girl.” :

“And I loved you,” she whispered,
lifting her tousled head from his arm,
“‘when you looked so disgustedly
emazed at things in that ranch that I
told you, and all of a sudden smiled on
me 28 you are smiling now. Craig, 1
mean to try and be grown-up and good
always.” -

‘‘No, no; just be yourself. And, now,
dear, go smooth your hair and get your
i things on. We will'be married in the
quictest way. I know a couple of fel-
lows I can get for witnesses; we can
pick them up on the road.”

She jumped up, all rosy and smiling.
At the door she 1ooked baclk. “May I
take the dog, Craig?” she said, hesitat-

| ‘may I?’ we are comrades, you know.
By the way, tell the chambermaid to
pack your trunk. Pay her. We will
go away in the early afternoon. 1
| want to be free from all memories.”

l She kissed her hand asshe ran away, |
{ and he, somewhat dazed at the turn |

|

{ street with unseeing eyes. In his
| heart, though, he was happy, delirious-
{ lyso. He had loved her from the first,
! and there had been few holidays in his
 busy life.
! ghastly specter lying at the morgue in
! Denver, and for months live for love.
| The world lay all before them; they
i would put the past by.

{  “I will steal my happiness from life,”
he eried. ‘“Let the world condemn
me. I can fight her battles; and no
man knowing my story and hers, see-
i ing her frightened, tortured by that
! maniac’s memory, would do otherwise
than I do now.”

Mrs. Minny appeared in her jaunty
| traveling-suit, her sealskin jacket, a
| dainty dotted veil over her hat, and
her dog under her arm.

“I never get married like other peo-
ple,” she said, cheerfully. “Look at
‘me in these clothes; and the other time
I had on an old dress, too.”

Oliver winced. ‘“Perhaps at the third
you’ll have betier luck, my pet.”

“I have said something awful, I sup-
pose,” she laughed, ‘“butI am so happy
I don’t care, and I said good-by to that
ghost room. Oh, I'm so glad I've got
| somebody alive to be with!” .

‘ “I believe you are going to marry me
iout of fear,” he said, as they drove
along in the carriage. :

‘You don’t think that, sweetness,”
i she said, contentedly; ‘and you have
| got your lovely look. You always were
| like a man out of a novel to me. A
city bachelor, Aunt Hannah says.
Won’t she be surprised? but, do you
know, she said I had leanings towards
you all the time?””

Mrs. Minny was very reserved when
the two strange gentlemen joined

was being read trembled a little, until
Skye yawning dolefully--he had not
slept well, poor dog, in the hotel
cellar—made her smile, and she was
radiant when the solemn ceremony
was over. They were married in a
shabby parsonage of an out-of-the way
church, by an underfed parson in
threadbare clothes, and Minny’s gen-
erous heart rejoiced when she caught
a glimpse of a fifty-dollar bill Oliver
paid for the few moments’ talk that
meant so much—the ceremony that is,
after all, the strongest link in the
chain of human happiness.

Oliver had told his two friends some-
thing of the events preceding this
strange marriage, so they were tactful
enough to say the right things at the
little dinner the four had in the very
| private room where Minny had eaten
. the day before. Skye behaved pretty
i well, and_the only cloud on his mis-
! tress’ brow was when one of the

strangers stupidly asked if the dog
. was going on the wedding trip.
i ‘‘Of course,” she said, decidedly.
i ‘‘Of course,” echoed Oliver, meekly,
- and the two guests smiled the old, old
smile of the married man who knows.

“It was a little like Hamlet,” Minny
whispered when she and her husband,
and of course the dog, drove to the
depot—*‘the wedding-feast.”

He laid his finger lightly on her lips.
**Sweet, there are things best unsaid.”
i “You will find me so full of faults,”

she sighed, in remarkable meekness.

“Skye, give me your paw; this is your
new papa, and if he gets cross, why, I

can pet you. It will be no new experi-
ence to you, unhappy dog.”

| ThenOliver laughed and hugged her.

| “What a child you are!” he said.

{ At the depot he sent a telegram to

' Dr. John::

! “I have murried Mrs. de Restaud We are
off on a trip, and want to hear nothing from
Denver.
four months. Have sent word to Jones &
Bailey to take my casca. Iam happy, and sho
is divine. We kave the dog along.

“CRAIG OLIVER "
When, after two months’ absence,
Oliver telegraphed Dr.Jehn to forward
his mail to 8t. Augustine, the first lwt-
ter he opened was cne addressed «

ingly.
He smiled. ‘‘Of course,” he said, re- |
signedly. ‘“You don’t have to ask

{ matters had talken, lopked out on the |

He would forget that |

them, and when the marriage service |

Tell my clerks I won't te home for |

himself from Newcastle, Ms Mrs.
Minny leaned on his shoulder as he
read:

“DEAR MR OLIVER: The first thing I saw
on my getting home from Parjs, France, was &
letter in my niece Minny's unreadable hand-
writing, whici she says is Italian, but is as
hard to read as 9 picket fence, I would have
wrote rizht away, but the house was in sucha
muss {rom shiftless people—I left some Baileys
in charge of it—that [ bad to turn to and g %0
housecleaning before I could live in the place.
I made out that Mipny is married to you, and
most likely on the very day ber first husband
was being buried Ido hope tolizs here won's
leara of it; my family has given the village
more to talk about than they ever had before,
and they are dragging me over the coals now.
Most of 'em knows I've been to France, and
they pester me to death inquiring round.

“I guess you about felt obliged to marry Min-
ny to tcke care of her, and I foresee she set &
store by you be ore her first hugband died
I was right, too, in questioning you about her.
Well, folks' ways is different nowadays. 1f I'd
nad Niece Minny’s bad luck with one man I
never £hould have taken another one.’

(Oliver looked back.into the rosy face leaning
over his chair. “Well, Minny?"

“You dear thing,” cooed Mrs. Minny, witha
soft little kiss, *‘she don't dream how lovely

BUT HE DOES LOVE HER, AND S0 FONDLY.

youare! Read on. I don't care. Aunt Han-
nah's letters are like cold shower baths—they
send chills all over you and little stings, but
malke you feel good ufterwards.’)

“I am sure, though, you, being well on in
years, can regulate Minny's conduct, and be
stern with her, too. Mrs. Poole is mighty bit-
ter towards Minny for her goings-on with Sam
and says he's taking to smoking cigars and
{ playing billiards since she rode with him and
: acted so flirtatiously. But Minny didn't do
| much,”
| (‘‘Aunt Hannah's reienting,” laughed Mrs.
Minny.)
| *“And that Poole hoy ain't hal? baled, any-
| way: none of the Pooles ever were. I want
| you to see that Minny wears her rubbers when
| it's wet, and takes care of herself; for her
{
|
|
]

mother's folks i8 weakly, and her mother
died of consumption,”

(Oliver drew his wife to his knee, and,
dropping the letter, looked at her anxiously.

“1he Pattens are awfully long-lived,” she
said, merrily. “Don't be a goose. She didn’s
think I would hear that, you know."

“I shall take you to Dr. John,” Le said,
seriously, “when we get home.™

“I like him so0o much!” she myurmured. “In
my trunk I have his smokg-cap; I'll give it
back, now I have you I kept it to remember
t our ride by."

Oliver took up the letter again.)

“I can't have no regrets that Mr. de Res-
taud is dead. He was a dreadful profitless
man to everybody, and made Minny unhappy
enough. Ihope he had change of heart afore
he died in that asylum; but Dr. John wrote he
didn’t know anything. It was good of Dr. John
to go there and stay by bim: there ain't, to my
mind, many men angels walging about on
earth, but the doctor’s one of 'em. Before I
forget it, bring him with you when you come
down next summer, as I hope you will come,
Mr. Oliver, for I set a store by you on account
of your kindness to the poor child."”

(“You see she pats you on the back now,”
chirped Mrs. Minny.)

‘‘Before I close my letter I must teil you

about my visit to Paris, France; and, though it
seemed heartless to take Frankie away, Minny
is honest aboutitand she will tell you I done
right. I was mortal afraid Henry would steal
him off, and, as ho is a croupy child, he would
get his death; so I just took him myself across
ocean to Henry’'s folks. I wa’'n't much sick on
the voyage, nor the baby, but was bothered
most in France on account of foiks not under-
standing me. Howsomever, there was some
Philadelphia people along that 1 got acquainted
with, and they set rae right, for they could taik
with the French. Finally, when I got to the
general’s house, coming in a cab that charged &
mortal bill for waiting, on account of me being
interested in talking, I found the general in—a
fine old man, too, and he could talk English
reasonable well, I up and told himeverything,
keeping Frankie on my lap. ‘Now,’ says I, ‘it
you don't want this poor little child and treat
him as your own, I take him to my home, for
: I'm well-to-do, and the little creetur’s growed
| into my affections.” Goodness me, he knowed
most of it, that man Lewis having kept him in-
formed. He set right down and talked friendly
as possible, said Minny ought to have come to
him, he would treat her as a daughter; then his
eyes filled with tears,and he took little Frankie
in his arms, and told me their Alphonse was
dead, and his eldest son’s wife was a helpless
invalid who wept night and day. I took my
things and went wupstairs with him to
her room—such a grand house!—and there she
was & pale little creetur, that could only jab-
ber in French; but baby smiled on her--babies
! knows any language—and she shook hands
kind with me, and the upshot of the matter
was I stayed two weeks in their house, till
Frankie got acquainted with the new nurse. I
forgot to tell you I never thought of that cab
till I was ecating dinner three hours after-
wards, and I jumped right up and was running
out, but Henry's brotier, a respectable, sol-
emn-looking man, sent one of the help out, and
a bill there must have been, but he wouldn’t
let me settle. 'Fore I left, news of Henry's
death come and upset them all, and then Lewis
and Annette was expected, and as I didn't
want to sce them two—especially him—I went
sway. They sent a cordial invite for Minny to
come, but I told them I guessed she’'d like
America best, as I do. where you can tell what
folks say when they are talking.
! “The general give me to understand they
| would legally adopt Frankie,and I told 'em you
would sign any documents—as I know you
would—for the boy’s sake. He will have a fine
property some dav. I was awful lonesome go-
ing home. My old arms was empty and I cried
myself to sleep lots of nights,

“I will now e¢lose. Be good to Minny, Mr
Oliver, and come down early and stay all sum-
mer. Yours to command,

“HANNAH PATTEN.”

Sometimes, as the years glide by,
Mrs. Minny’s arms are empty, too, and
her heart yearns for the little baby
over the sea. No other child has come
to her, and her husband frowns at the
mention of a journey to France; he is
jealous of even the little hold the lost
baby has on her affections; so there is
a thorn in her bed of roses. Skye, too,
1s old and sleepy; or is it herself who
has no desire for play? Is she becom-
ing grown-up and different? Will he
love her just the same, perhaps more?
He must tire of her childishness. But
he does love her, and so fondly.

Oliver, on his part, saw the decay of
his political prospects with calmness.
He heard one day et the club some-
thing they did not wish him to hear.
A knot of men were discussing the
i rousibility of his securing the nomina-
; tion for governor in the coming elec-
| tlon.

' “Never in the world,” said one of his

friends. “There is some swory about
his wife; she does not ge in society at
all—a pretty little thing. I wonder,
thongh, how a man can throw away
his future for a pretty face.”

“What was wrong?” asked another.

“I'm not sure,” answered the first.
“I do know he married her the day
efter her husband—that erazy French
fellow De Restaud—died, and that he
ran away with her one night from her
home up in the North park. Oliver
had a shooting-box there. Yon
couldn’t make him governor; regular
exodus of our wives to the east; they
never would call on her.”

The words stung Oliver a little; but
that evening, when his wife went to
meet him at the door, wearing a little
yellow gown, too, as in that night in
the past, with Skye at her hecls, he
smiled in content. How infinitely
small were all honors men might give
man beside the real heart-happiness of
love! He thought he wonld rather be
married than be president; and he
blessed the kindly fate that led him to
the valley of the Troublesome and
the little Troablesome lady there.

THE END.

TROUSERS THAT WERE A TRAP,

Anecdote by the Retired Burglar Who |

Lifted More Than He Could Carry.

“I went one night,” said the retired
burglar, “into the room of a man who
had his clothes stacked up on a chair
alongside the bed, with the trousers
thrown on fop in a careless sort of way,
as though he had been too tired or too
lazy to straighten 'em out. The vight-
hand pocket
reached into it. There was a pocket-
book there, but when I tried to pull it

out my hand was held on the sharp !

point of a dozen wires.

“You've seen those mousetraps with
little cone-shaped wire tunnels for the
mouse to run his head into? He can

get his hcad in easily enough, but !
when he wants to pull it out the ends !
of the wires stick into his head and |
Well, this man |

neck and hold him.
had fixed up a contrivance like that in
his pockket. I could have freed myself
by taking a little time and using a
little more patience, but I said to my-
self: ‘Why not carry the trousers off
and take my time about it? I gath-
ered them up and started. Tt was a
mistalke; I hadn't gone six feet before
I felt a little tug, and the points were
pulled into the hand deeper ‘than
ever. Of course [ knew at once what
it all meant; there was a cord attached
to one of the trousers’ legs and the
other end of it was tied to the man’s

hand, and that was what I had brought |

up against.
*‘He was out of bed in a minute. I
made a bluff at him, but hampered as

I was with practically only one hand, I |

really wasn’t in it at all, and in less

than two minutes he had me tied up |

waiting for the police.”—St. Louis Re-
public.

Mr. Coffey and His Grounds.

Perhaps the best specimen of wit
that has enlivened a Hamilton county
court in many a day was that emitted
like a flash from John Coffey, the at-
torney, who had been guilty of a good
many things that had disturbed the
serenity of bench and bar. Mr. Coffey
was counsel in a case which had alreacy
been postponed some two or three
times at his request. It was before
Judge Outealt. Again Mr. Coffey asked
for postponement. The court remind-
ed him that it had already been post~
poned several times at his request.

‘‘Have you good grounds for wishing

another postponement?” asked the |

cours.

‘“Yes, sir; I have,” replied Coffey.

“What are they?” asked the court

“Coffey grounds, your honor.”

*‘Coffee grounds?” repeated the judge.

‘“Yes sir,” said John,

Then the judge goton his dignity,
and reminded the lawyer that he was
trifling with the court.

‘““Your honor,” said Mr. Coffey, ‘‘there
was a small addition to my family last
night, and I submit, your honor, that
this is good grounds for asking fora
postponement.”

Did John get it? Well, rather.--Cin-
cinnati Times-Star.

How She Fald ¢ Yes,”

A Lancashire lady has been relat-
ing a rather pretty story about a faec-
tory girl’s way of answering a mar-
riage proposal made to her. The
young woman could not write or read
writing, and one day, says ¢he lady,
she brought a letter to me to read it
for her. It contained an offer of mar-
riage. I happened to know that the
writer was a deserving young artisan,
so I said to her: “Now, you must con-
sider this matter very seriously, and it
you like to come to me when you have
made up your mind, I will write a re-
ply for you.” A day or two after
wards I met the girl again, and asked
her if she wanted me to answer the
letter for her. “Oh, that is all right,”
said ths girl, looking radiant and
pleased. ‘I've settled it; I answered
myself.” “Why, how did you do it?”
Iasked. And then she told me that
she could make a capital “I,” and that
she stuck on the paper a piece of wool
after it for “wull”—“I wool.” Surely
one of the quainest acceptances of an
offer of marriage ever penned!—York-
shire Post.

Where Prejudice Lay.

An old negro being on trial, his law:
yer challenged a number of the jury
who, his client said, had a prejudice
against him.

‘‘Are there any more jurymen whe
have a prejudice against you?” in:
quired the lawyer. ‘“No, sah, de jury
am all right, but I want to challenge
de judge.”—The Green Bag.

Easy to Do.

Sta—I shall never forget the night
you proposed to me. Yom seemed
scared to death, and when I sald “Yes”
and kissed you, I really think I
touched your heart.

He—Very likely. Iknow my heart
was in my mouth at the time,—N. Y.
World

THE sugar production of Louisiana
has increased eighty-six per cent. dur
iug the last five yeara
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. oo.THE BATTLE CREEK CARRIAGE COMPANY . . . .

Manufacturers of strictly High Grade Light Vehiclos,

—~Battle Creel, Michigam.

Craceful in Design, Never
Rattles, No Breakage,
Perfectly Balanced.

the horse's back.
Prices surprisingly low. Address,

THE DEXTER WAGON 00. -

The Golumbia Road

EHB front end ot the body Is flexibly snpporred
swinging action of the'springs, discennects the body from all the motion of the shafts, ax
Wheels, and thereby accomplishes perfegtly comfortable and satisfactor
bodr hnngs low, is easy of access, and when loaded, is perfectly balanced, leaving no pressure on
i Sells lnxrefcrence to any other Cart on the market, and pleases every customer,
MANUFACTURERS OF HIGH GRADE PIANO

BOX BUGGIES, ROAD WAGONS AND CARTS,

Gart No. 55. & %

)

by the two sarmps which, in combination ‘with

lea
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CAINTOIN, OIITIO.
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passenger as for two.
onnoothercart,. . . . .,
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i § Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtained, and all Pat-
ent business conducted for MooeraTE FEES.
OUR OFFICE I8 OPPOSITE U, 8, PATENT OrricE
and we can secure patent in less time than those
remote from Washington,
| Send model, drawing or photo,, with descrip-
| §tion, We advise, if gntentnblo or not, free of
i @charge, Our{feo not due till patent is secured,
i € A PampuLET, “How to Obtain Patents,” with
I cost of same in the U, 8, and foreign countries
sent free, Address,

{C.A.SNOW & CO.

OPP. PATENT OPrFicE, WASHINGTON, D, C.

Cor. 4th & Columbia Sts., La Fayette, Ind,

Practical Business Methods, No ing from Text-Books,
Rates moderate, Normal course, erlf?or'(‘:ub‘u o

J. CADDEN, President,

I}
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Your satisfaction
. . 18 our success.

We are making a speclalty of our No, 16
e = = SINGLB o « »

3% HARNESS %

All hand finished, Made out of No, 1
Oak stock, stitched 7 and 3 to inch, with
scord end. In nickel or imitation rubber,

Special Offer!

We will sell two sets of this No, 16 Har- &
ness, retail price of which is §15.00 per
sct, also one doz, No. 1 Buggy Whips,
retail price $15.00; two fine embroidered,
knotted fringe, shell pattern, Lap Dus$.
ers, retail price §3.00 & piece, for

$32.20, F. 0. B.

Danville, 111,

We guarantee these goods in every re-
spect and anyone purchasing them that
are not satisfied return the goods and we
will refund the money. Address,

Northwestern Harness Co.,
% DANVILLE, ILL.

P

THE KING 3 -
3 WASHER.

The most perfect of all wash-
ing Machines, and does
extra fine work for the
following reasons:

Pirst. The strips are one-half round and

. no sharp corners to tear and cut the

« . clothes; it has all the larest improve-

+ o ments; extra largesize. . ., , ., .

Second. Has a splash board which is an

. « advantage over other washers. It also

+ » protects the operator, . , . . . . ,

Third. There s no lost motion, , , . .

Fourth. The bottom is galvanfed sheet

o o iron,rubberpacked. . . , ., . .

Fifth. Made of the best yellow poplar,

« « Its finish is durable and attractive, It

« » islow in price for a first-class machine,

s . Toseeltistobuyit. . . ., . ooy

Live agents wanted In every
town.

Liberal discounts allowad.

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

Frank S. Bechtel,

Manufacturer HANOVER,
York Co., Pa.

Monroe Cart Comf)any 3

« « Manufacture a superior Riding
Cart. The springs are quickly ade
justable to be as casy riding for one
To be found

Also Road Wagons and Buggies.
Prices reasonable. Send for Catalogue.
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CART INO, 20.

Clgar Dealers and Saloon Keepers
ATTENTION!
The King of all slot machines is our famous

AUTOMATIC * NICKEL MYSTERY”
cigar vending machine

REEEIEELR REEEREEEEER

It is the modern money maker, Will
rent, delight your patrons, ornament ’:Ic’
business, and help you on to Easy S tis
; lx;e that ci;u\ bie used to as Tl:uch aae

& saloon as in a cigar store, e
l=. wild over it. Dg;'t fail to write &: prices
further particulars at once, Address,

The ‘ Magic” Automatic Machine Co.,
N. T, Weser, Mgr. Butler, Pemna.
Agents Wanted. Liberal Terms,

@~ Do you want to make money 9
If s0 the Automatie ¢ Fortune Telling*®
Machine is what you want, go test fne
centive to trade ever invented. SWM at
the rate of 500 per cent a month. Just the :
for Cigar Sto Billlard Rooms, News,
.Stands and all p! where cigars are for sale,’
¥or Ice Cream and Confectionery pariors Bu
big dfawing card: also a big money maker
Drug Stores and Soda Fountains, As a

maker it can’t be beat, and the biggest
Yoomer on the market. Made to work both.for
nickel or a cent just as you want it. Don't f-:

to order one at once. For terms
particulars address the
Butler Automatic Machina Co.,

Mala Offce 118 W, Jefferscn 5., Butler, P
Agents wanted. Liberal terma.
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