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CHAPl'EK XVI.—{Continued.) 
Mouths passed, >nd not another word 

did be hear irom hi« old cl iRsmate. 
Ho grew very restless. The whole thing 

«s< preying upon his mind. 
He decided that he must hare some oc-

cnnHCisp' Young Bellmont and others 
otitis acquaintance bad gone to Con-
pa«. 

His father suggested that it would be a 
id idea for him to follow their ex-
P»«-

Tfaa suggestion struck him favorably; 
l*it tttere was one great drawback. 

The member for the district m which 
fliey resided had too strong ahold on his 
owtitaeDcy to be easily shaken off. 

Ones morning, when he happened to be 
his Catber's private room at the bank, 
d while he was considering the matter, 
Lelderly gentleman entered and asked 
'• nee the President. 
WiaosD immediately arose to withdraw. 
"NO,DO!" exclaimed the stranger; "don't 

0), sic. I beg. My business is not of a 
nature. I merely oiled to ask a 
n cr two about the Sedley farm—a 
:&ellent piece of property in Box-

t*uy-_ One of my constituents is anxious 
Co boy or lease it, and knowing I was to 

is New York to-day, requested me to 
* here about the matter. 

Tfci next dav Warrou Lslatid left New 
armed witu the instructions he had 

ied; and, further, with a letter from 
Emerson Sweetland, M. €., to Nathan 
Metcalf, Estj. 

On reaching the Roibury station he 
took a carriuge to his own farm, which 

ins; * young man appeared to be writing, 
while several perhoua lounged in com
fortable seats around the room. 

About the'piano was a group which 
chiefly attracted the attention of the 
spectator in the tree. At the instrument 
was gravely Boated a young girl of some 
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"That gentleman is the owner of the 
fans," etniled the bank president, nod-
•dtog toward Warren. 

"Too, air? I thought " 
"Biiuy son, sir, Mr. Warren Leland," 

-explained his father. "The property was 
loft him by his grandfather." 

•To*, yes; his mother's father, James 
SEDFAY. I knew him very well; and I 

' your mother, too, young man, long 
B ehe became Mrs. Leland. My 
i is Sweet land—Emerson Sweet land." 

"Ak!" exclaimed the elder Leland; "the 
•wirbetof Congress from the Third Con-
MCtieut District." 

"kxactly, sir; but for not longer than 
i present term, I hope. I am heartily 
1 of it, and am anxious to spend a 
r«r two abroad." 

smiled Warren, "I suppose it's 
•etuyervongh to find a successor? 

"Jffofc ep easy as you think, there are so 
owny qualifications required. What a 
pity ffou are not a citizen of Connecticut, 
«»a living on your farm at ltoxbury. 
lodging from your looks, you're just the 
•UML we want, provided your politics are 
ottcighft." 

"Mo trouble on that head!" exclaimed 
tte older Leland, quickly; "they are the 
wwe as your own, Mr. Sweetland." 

"Then, why not think of it?" asked the 
•OanRiessman. "I have .a year longer to 
•satre; that Will give you time to gain a 

i in the district. You can live in 

•'etf 

yomr own house, and turn farmer, you 
«ww." Then with a comical look and 

tCrthice: 
""Good gncious! What am I saying? 

'Uniiog you to come up and, live on the 
fleStey farm when I am, he*e to buy Or 
liaaac that very farm for a friend." 

"*iOon't let that thought disturb' you," 
BaSed Warren. "I certainly should not 
tiiak of railing, and I am hardly pre-
jsp.aaaC.to consider an offer for a lease." 

"llien what do you say to the .other 
Fglait? Ton mustn't be surprised that I 
vtafeetso much interest in your mother's 

•She was what we call a right smart 
gvrt,'sua [ always liked her." 

"I am much more inclined to consider 
<fca6 proposition favorably," responded 

. • jr- y4vi'-'. . 

SaSif'S-'tf."", 

Wall, then, I'll help you." 
m*Bn.t.-won*t it be nphill work to prepare 

myself; get acquainted, and be able to 
" nmore the convention in a year's time?" 

'Ob, dear no; not with my help, and 
vU» help of one other party." 

- ""And who may that other party be, if I 
mwuV/" 

*X>f coarse yon mny. It's Nathan Met-
«riE,<he«r.'iele of Hoxbury, the.mo>t im-
portn^,man in the distriot, though not as 
•weattby fes some others." .. 

*H>tHsn Metcalf," repeated Warren, 
«g Okongh to fix the name in his mind. 

**Ses; and my first advice, to you, young 
tfl go and live on your farm, und 

<cmaq«er Nathun Metcalf." 
*Io 4e that I must know something 

wbemt bim. What kind of a man is Mr. 
KetealE?" 

"Ha is a clever fe' low—a very clever 
fslkw, indeed, nnd ull-powerful in his 
•Mtghtorhood, as I have said, lie is 
•oewiiial, as you will see, and well worth 
••buying. Then there's his daughter—a 
•ofamningSftibit jwoman. I ti lt yon, my 
•fldmd, you 'mast please ibem. for Met-
•edf is reajy.the master of the di«triot. 
Wfcy, I bMwMtnn his frieadshep, or 
«CM, «peh my word, I would have been 

. aCocited'to remain at home." 
"Bat, sir, $fi»k eihall I do to please this 

ipswerfol m-'ftjS? f 
h&. 
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|Pe is, as I tell 
jjha^'' never been 

. b'ilHkW«irtror of- New 
' and our other large cities. It only 

• riawls a little taot to flatter his views on 
points. We al^itya <Bee<L a,. JiUle 

Spat in this world; J'odn'g:man."''••• 
mMrn.t his daughter. Mr. Sweetland?" 

•N M0 the dqtace! - 3To|i, must tlh.ft 
ll«K^ ^roirsWps he^, Hhd 'sbe" 

wmmMXBB him Completely, although he 
^pnmbles.^littfejsometitnea." } , v • r 

"And of'a wbmin is she"? 
opleadid woman, a glorious woman 

—A vadowi 'f^inewhat ipious,, but very 
Wt taforMed—a woman of gireat' merit, 

' Bat whft course must Itake to please 
i lady? ' " 

'What course.? By Jove, young man, 
ik aak a''great many ..questions. I am 

_ m gntss with them always. It is a 
ttNt I can't understand; bat you, my-
jawig fri^4^> yoa have little need to be 
teatcucted in that matter. You can't fail 

on liave only to make 
; Btit.ybii will know 

to do it—von will conduct yourself 
"y, I am sicre. •' . 

Yen, cafjivat4» Metctilf afi'd-Ms dan^h-
• tor. These me my first i struci tons. An < 
bol l! to lileaiw) them h^th nay sooae at-

slNtiMi 1 OW&B LettA* :ii * i ' 
•"And who is Miss Lester?" 

e about her just now. But miud! it 
>wiU plea e them if you pay her some at-
Maation." 

Mr. Sidnev Lelnnd now a«ked tbe Con-
•Msman how longJiflLpfoposerf fc renuain 
jKthe citv, and^ Sii t¥at he-dij 

expect to le^g^jiiinT thlrtiesrt daV"in-
" on his taking dinner with them and 

•••Mining over night. , 
Mr. Sweettaud consented, and-tjie con-

••i: Arnault on thus brokau uff was jp^ii^wed in 

tm ple.ise 
yaorself 
•kv I 

lay at 6ome distance from the oenter. j twelve "years; immediately behind her 
•« u:i ' j-—j stood an elderly man, remarkable for his 

wonderful physique—his head bald, with 
a crown of white hair, and bushy, dark 
eye-brows. 

He played the violin with skill and 
dignity. Seated near him was a man of 
about fifty, with the most benevolent faoe 
imaginable, who played the bass viol with 
great gusto. 

Between them stood the singer. She 
was a pale brunette, slight and graceful, 
and not apparently more than twenty-five 
or twenty-six years of age. The some
what severe oval of her face was relieved 
by a bright pair of black eyes that 
seemed to grow larger as she sang. One 
hand rested gently on the shoulder of the 
girl at the piano, and with this she 
seemed to keep time, pressing gently on 
the shoulder of the performer to stimu
late her zeal. And that hand was de
licious ! 

The hymn of Palestrina had succeeded 
the Prelude of Bach. It was a quartette, 
to which two new voices lent their aid. 
One of the new singers was a young lady 
of about twenty, quietly dressed, and 
divinely beautiful, albeit, there was an 
indescribable expression of sadness on 
her face. 

The benevolent gentleman laid aside 
his bass-viol, stood up, took off his 
glasses, and his deep, rich voice completed 
the full measure of the melody. 

After the quartette followed a few 
moments of general conversation, during 
whioh, after embracing the young girl 
pianist, who immediately left the room, 
the principal songstress walked to the 
window. 

She leaned out as if to breathe the fresh 
air, and her profile was sharply relieved 
against the bright light behind her, in 
whieh the others formed a group around 
the young man at the table, who seemed 
preparing to read what he had written. 

The lady leaned from the window, 
gently fanning herself as she looked now 
at the sky, now at the dark landscape. 
Leland imagined he could distinguish 
her gentle breathing above the sound of 
her fan; and leaning eagerly forward for 
a better view, he canaed the leaves to 
rustle slightly. 

She started at the sound, then remained 
immovable, and the fixed position of her 
head showed that her gaze was fastened 
upon the oak in which he was concealed. 

He felt the foil awkwardness of his 
position, but could not judge whether ar 
not he was visible to her; but, under the 
danger of her fixed regard, he passfed th_> 
most painful moments of his life. 

She turned into the room and said, in 
a calm voice, a few words which brought 
three or four of her friends to the win
dow; and among them Leland recognized 
the elderly gentleman with the violin. 

The moment was a trying one. He 
could do nothing but lie still in his leafy 
retreat—silent and immovable as a statue. 

The conduct of those at the window 
went far to reassure him, for their eyes 
wandered over the gloom, with evident 
uncertainty, convincing him he was but 
suspected—not discovered. 

But they exchanged animated observa
tions, to which the party most interested 
lent an attentive ehr. 

Suddenly a strong voice, which he rec
ognized as belonging to him of the violin, 
rose over them all in the pleasing order, 

"Loosen the dog!" 

While making this transit he considered 
to himself that the path of ambition was 
not exactly ono of roses, and that it .was 
hard for him, at the outset of his enter
prise, to encounter two faoes as disquiet
ing as those of Nathan Metcalf and his 
daughter. ' 

CHAPTER XVn.; 
A DELICATE SITUATION. 

On carefully looking over the ground 
young Leland determined to wait a little 
before presenting himself personally to 
Nathan Metcalf; He sent him Mr. Sweet-
land's letter, however, accompanied by a 
neat note of his own, statin? that he was 
unexpectedly recalled to New York, but 
th it he should soon return, and wouM do 
himself the honor of paying his respects 
at the earliest opportunity. 

He then hastened to the city; after giv
ing ont that he should take up his resi
dence at the farm, as soon as the bouse 
could be made habitable; and on reaching 
New York, sent up an architect and a 
whole army of workmen to make' the 
necessary alterations and repairs. 

At length their work was completed and 
Leland was informed that his country 
house was ready for his occupation. 

He decided to take possession imme
diate y, and on the very day that Cora 
Elliston had the talk with Oscar Slyme, 
started for Roxbury. 

He reached the village in safety, and 
found Seth Gridley, the man who had 
charge of the farm, in waiting at the sta
tion, with a very decent country turnout. 

Leland at once took his seat in the car
riage. Seth followed,. and the horses' 
heads were turned toward the center. 

Passing through the village they struck 
a long and solemn avenue, shaded by 
elms, interlacing their thick branches, 
and leading directly to the Sedley farm. 

Presently they reached the house. The 
front door was open. Leland entered, 
and received a hearty welcome from Mrs. 
Seth Gridley, the housekeeper. 

Seth then showed him to his own cham
ber, and when he declared himself ready, 
conducted him to the dining-room. 

Mrs. Gridley had passed half the pre
vious night in slaughtering various dwell
ers in the poultry yard, and the results 
of the massacre now successively ap
peared swimming in butter. The young 
man manas6d to get through the meal at 
last, however, and even found himself in 
good spirits after it. 

He sought for Seth, found him in the 
great kitchen nssisting his wife, and 
strove to glean from him some informa
tion of the Metcalfs. But the farmer, 
like every genuine Yankee, held it as a 
tenet of faith that he who gave a plain 
answer to any question was a dishonored 
man. . 

With all possible respect he let the 
young gentleman understand plainly that 
he was not to be deceived by his att'ected 
ignorance into any belief that Warren 
Leland did not know a great deal better 
than he who and what Nathan Metcalf 
was, where he lived, and what he did; 
that Warren Leland was his employer, and 
as such was entitled to his respect; but 
that he wasaNew-Yorker, and—as Nathan 
Metcalf said—all New-Yorkers were friv
olous jesters. 

Leland, who had taken an oath never to 
get ecgrv, kept it now, drew from a cigar 
a fresh supply of patience, picked up his 
hat and left the room. 

For a few moments he leaned over the 
balustrade of the veranda and looked 
around. 

The night, clear and'beautiful, envel
oped in its shadowy veil the wide-
stretohing fields, and a solemn stillness, 
strange to,a New-Yorker's ears, reigued 
around him, broken only at intervals . by 
the distant bay of a houud, rising sud
denly, and anon dying into peace again. 

His eyes becoming used to the darkness, 
Leland descended the veranda steps and 
§;issed into the broad avenue, which was 

arker and more solemn th'>n a cathe
dral aisle at midnight, aud thence into 
another road into which it led him by 
chance. 

Strictly, speak ng. Leland bad never, 
until now, been out of the city, for wher
ever he had previously gone, he haa car-
tied its bustle, worldly aud artificial life, 
play, and the races with him; and the 
watering-places and the seaside had never 
shown him true country life. 

It gave him a sensation for the first 
time, bat the sensation was not an agree
able one. 

As he advanced up this silent road, 
without residences, without lights, it 
seeme t to him he was wandering among 
the desolate sites of tome lunar region. 
This part of Kew England recalled to him 
the worst cultivated parts of Germany. 
It wore a rustic and savage character, with 
its dense shrubbery tufted grass, dark 
valley* and rough roads. 

Wandering on to an eminence, his eyes 
Bwept but a l'resh horizon of apple trees 
and wh< at fields, and he was about to tarn 
back when a strange sound suddenly 
arretted his steps. It was a concert of 
voice and instruments, which in this lost 
solitude seemed to him only a dream, or 
a miracle. 

The ,music was good—even excellent. 
He recognized a Prelude of Bach, arrang
ed by Gunod. He could not have been 
more astonished if he'had suddenly seen 
the Grand Opera House set down in front 
of him. 

Filled with curiosity and led by the 
melody he heard, he descended cautiously 
the little hill, like a kind's son in search 
of the enchanted princess. The palace 
he found in the middle of the path; in 
the shape of the back wall of a dwelling, 
,w)jiich fronted on another road. One bf 
the upper windows on this side, however, 
was open; a bright light streamed from 

:itt .an4 thence he doubted not the sweet 
sounds came. 

AViththe accompaniment of the piano 
-andstringed instruments rose a fresh, 
flexible woman's voice, chanting the mys
tic words of the \ oung master with such 
expression; and power as would have given 
even him : delight. Leland, himself a 
musician, was eapable of appreciating 
the masteirly execution of the piece, and 
was'so much struck by it he felt an irre-' 
si-tible desire to see the performers, es
pecially the singer. 

With this impulse he climbed the little 
hedge bordering the road, placed himself 
on the. top, and found himself several 
feet above the level of the lighted win
dow. He did not hesitate to use his skill 
as it gymnnst, u<-quired nt Yule, to raise 
himself to one of the branches of an old 

;oa; stietcliin • ac o>« the lnwn; but dur-
liig. tfte aseeut he could not disguise from 
himself that his w.<v H -.^rcely a dignified 
ppsition for ' l>e fn.u e member of Con-, 
grfss irom the iii-tii -t. 

He almost langho.i aloud at the idea of 
being surprised in this p sit ion by the 
tirrible Aietcali, or his daughter. 

He established himsell on a la'g'1,leafy 
branch, directly in front o. the open win
dow, >nd notwithstanding that he was «t 
» respectful distan'-e. his glance could 
readily penetrate into the chamber where 
the concert watt taking place. 

A dozen per-ious, as he judged, were 
there assembled; several women, of dif
ferent ages, were se ited at a'table work-

yji-t 
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PBEPABI&G FOB AN OBDEAII. 
The next dhy after the conferenee|bV-

tween Cora Elliston ahd ^h^ privat^-sec"*-
retary, in the librai4, they niit ageing 
and directly afterward' Slyme started fo« 
Koxbury. • ' * 

On his return he reported that; he had 
arranged everything to' the best of his 
ability; that Warren Leland had not yet 
made his appearance at the Metcalfs'; 
that his own house was nearly, if not 
quite, completed; but, so far as he could 
learn, the young man had- not yet taken 
up his abode there. 

He might, he said, give np the idea and 
not live there at all; or even if he did, he 
might hot form the acquaintance of any 
of the Metcalf family; but should he do 
so, he, Slyme, would be informed at 
once, and then Mildred would be sum
marily removed, as they had agreed in the 
morning. 

"Why do yon say he may give up the 
idea of living in Boxbury after all? 

"There is some talk of his leasing the 
plaoe to a wealthy party, who, now that 
it < is refitted, is very anxious to get pos
session of it" 

"Do yoa believe there is anything in 
it?" 

"I don't know." 
"You had better go to Boxbnry again 

before this week is out," said Cora, after 
a moment's thought. 

"I think it would be a good plan my
self," rejoined the secretary. 

But the very next day he received a 
telegram, from the Senator, calling feim, 
peremptorily, to Washington, and ne was 
obliged to leave that same evening. 

As he passed down the broad staircase 
he glanced back, and saw Eugene Cleve
land entering Cora Elliston's boudoir. 

He gnashed his teeth with rage, and 
went away with murder in his heart. 

Days and weeks passed, and still the 
Senator's wife lingered in New York. 

It was almost six weeks after Slyme's 
departure. It was nearly six o'clock in 
the afternoon and Cora awaited Engene. 
who was to come after leaving the pub 
lishing house down town. 

There was a sudden knock at one of the 
doors of her room, which communicated 
with her husband's apartment. 

It was the Senator himself, who had 
unexpectedly returned from Washington. 

She remarked with surprise, and even 
with fear, that his countenance was 
strangely agitated. 

"You heie, Sherwood?" she exclaimed. 
"What is the matter with you? Are yon 
ill?" 

"No," replied the Senator, "not at all." 
"Your return is sadden and unexpect

ed," she said. 
"No doubt." 
He placed himself before her, and 

looked at her some moments before 
speaking again, his eye3 rolling in their 
orbits. 

"Cora!" be said at last, with a painful 
smile, "I must own to you my folly. I 
have not lived since yesterday—I have 
received such a singular letter. Would 
yoa like tj pee it?" 

"If you please," she replied. 
He took it letter from his pocket and 

gave it to her. The writing was evident
ly carefully disguised, and it was not 
signed. 

"An anonymous letter?" said Cora, 
whose eyebrows were slightly raised, with 
an expression of disdain; then she com
menced reading the missive, which was 
as follows: 

"A true friend, Senator, feels indignant 
at seeing your confidence and your trust 
abused. You are deceived by those whom 
you love most. 

"A man upon whom you have heaped 
favors, and a woman who owes everything 
to you, are united by a secret intimacy 
which outrages you They att impatient 

for the hour when they oaii divide youi 
spoils. 

"He who regards it as a pious duty to 
warn you, does not desire to calumniate 
anyone. He is suretbat as yet your honor 
is reBpeoted by her to whom you have 
confided it, and that she is still worthy of 
your confidence and esteem. She wrongs 
you in allowing herself to count upon 
the future, which your trusted friend 
dates from your death. He seeks your 
widow and your property. 

"Xhe poor lady submits against her 
better judgment to the fascinations of a 
man who, as is well known, has already 
betrayed at least one confiding woman. 
But he—this man, your friend, your rela
tive, almost your son—how can'he excuse 
himself? Everr honest person must be 
revolted by such conduct, and particular
ly he whom chance informed of the fact, 
and be who obeys his conscience in giv
ing you this information." 

Cora, after reading it, returned the let
ter to her husband. 

"Sign it Oscar Slyme," she said. 
"Do yoa think so?" asked the Senator. 
"It is as clear as day," replied the lady. 

"These expressions betray him—'a pious 
duty to warn you'—'has already betrayed 
at least one confiding woman'—'every 
honest person obeys his conscience.' He 
can disguise his writing, bat not his 
style. But what is still more conclusive 
is that whioh he attributes to Eugene 
Cleveland—for I suppose it alltides to 
him—and his private prospects and cal
culations. This cannot have failed' to 
strike you, as it has myself, I suppose?" 

"If I thought this vile letter was his 
work," cried the Senator, "he should 
leave my employ. I would kick him out 
of the house." 

"Wny so? It is better to laagh at it!" 
The statesman commenced one of his 

solemn walks up and down the room. 
Cora looked uneasily at the clock. Her 
husband, intercepting one of theqe 
glances, suddenly stopped. 

"Do you expect Eugene to-day?" he in
quired. 

"Yes, I think he will call after business 
is over." 

"1 think he will," responded the Sena
tor. with a oonvulsive smile. "And do 
you know, my dear," he added, "the con
temptible idea which has haunted me 
since I received this infamous letter?— 
for I believe that infamy is contagious." 

"You have conceived the idea of watch
ing oar interview?" said Cora, in a tone 
of indolent raillery. 

"Yes," assented her husband; "there— 
behind that portiere—as in a theater; 
but, thank God, I have been able to re
sist this base intention. If ever I allow 
myself to play so mean a part, I should 
wish at least to do it with your knowledge 
and consent." 

"And do you ask me to consent to it?" 
asked Cora. 

"My dear wife," said the Senator, in a 
sad and almost supplicating tone, "I am 
an old fool—an overgrown child—but I 
feel that this miserable letter is going to 
poison my life. I shall "no longer have 
an hoar of peace and confidence. Do you 
wonder at me? 1 am an honorable man, 
but I have learned that all men are not 
like myself. There are some things 
which to me seem as impossible as walk
ing on my head, yet I see others doing 
these things every day. What can I say 
—how can I tell you? After reading this 

SerfidionB letter I thought how yon had 
elayed coming to me, and I could not 

help reoollecting that your intimacy with 
Eugene has greatly increased of late." 

"Without doubt," said Cora. "I am 
very fond of him." 

"I remembered also your being with 
him that night in the snuggery, during' 
the grand party. When I awoke you had 
both an air of mystery. What mysteries 

^could there be between yon two?" 
A- "You shall know it at the proper time." 
^""Finally, I swear to you that I suspect 
jHeither of you. I neither suspect yon of 
wronging me—of disgracing me—or of 
soiling my name—God in heaven help 
me! 

"But if you two should love each other, 
even while respecting my honor; if you 
love each other and confess it—if you 
two, even at my side, in my heart—if yoa, 
my wife, my nephew, should be calculat
ing with impatient eyes the progress of 
my old age—planning your projects for 
the fature, and smiling at my approach
ing death—postponing your happiness 
only for my tomb—you may think your
selves guiltless! But no, no; this would 
be shameful!" 

[TO BE CONTINUED. 1 

When Girls Are Engaged. 
Yon have a little band aronnd the 

third finger of your left hand in which 
is set a turquoise, and when it was put 
there you remembered that the Hindu 

id: "He who hath a turquoise hath a 
friend." Now, that's what you have in 
the man you love best, and whose wife 
you are going to become—a friend. He 
is your sweetheart, your lover, it is true; 
but because to you his heart seems best 
worth having, his love the richest gift 
you can possess, you will not vulgarize, 
as many girls do, the tie that binds 
you. It is true you go with him alone 
to hear some wonderful music or look 
at some fine pictures, but I hope it is 
not true that when you ate at a party 
or in your own home you two pair off 
and make yourselves the objects for 
silly chatter and idiotic jesting. 

He can love you with his whole heart, 
but he must net make you an object of 
ridicule. He can think you the most 
unselfish girl in the world, but he must 
not show his own selfishness by expect
ing: you to devote, your evenings ex
clusively to him, ignoring those who 
are at home. Let him come in and be 
one of them—there's a dear five min
utes when he can speak to you, when 
he can kiss you on the lips that he 
knows are only the gates to sweet, pure 
speech, and when he can whisper the 
lovely nothings that mean so much to 
you both. Then, too, don't let him feel 
that he must give up all his friends for 
you; don't accept valuable presents 
from him, and don't assume an air of 
proprietorship with him. Tell him 
nothing about your family affairs, for 
the secrets of the household do not 
qven belong to the man you are going 
to marry. Guard yourself in word 
and in deed, hold his love in the best 
way possible, tie it firmly to you with 
the blue ribbon of hope, and never let 
it be eaten away by that little fox who 
destroys so many.loving ties, and who 
is called familiarity.—-.Ladies' Home 
Journal. 

Sot a Journalist. 
Millionaire—You ask for the hand of 

my daughter. You are a journalist, I 
believe, and journalists, I am told, can 
scarcely earn their salt. 

Young Editor (with dignity)—You 
mistake, Bir. I am not a journalist; I 
am a newspaper man. 

"Oh! Keep a news-stand, I presume. 
Good, paying business! Take her, my 
soa, and be happy." — New York 
Weekly. 

.•sapp* 

G. SATRANG, 
/ / 

—DEALER IN— 

Groceries, Provisions, Crockery, Glassware, 
Boots and Shoes, 

DRIED FRUITS, 
t CAWED GOODS, . 

VEGETABLES, \ 
MJACCO, etc. 

Oetll and so© ou.r» prices 
Main St., Canton, 

i' ^ r 'ilXSsSfiS- :1V: 

IZ>. S. •\7Vr-^LjrDO, 

—DEALER IN— 

FLOUR, GRAIN AND 
• Highest market price paid for all kinds of grain. 

CANTON, ' * * SOUTH 

CANTON crrv ill"! 
**' "jl 

FLOUR ftND FEED 
We have opened a flour and feed store 

in Canton and have for sale our celebrated. ?1|I 

Also Graham Flour, Corn Meal, Ground Feed, Shorts, Bran, Screen- ' , 
ings, Corn, Oats, etc. Goods delivered to any part of the city free. i'ArtSa 
Give us a call. 

D0N0H0 & HENDERSON, 

j:," 

Canton, S. B. 

Thos. T. Brady, 
of Beresford, will make 

iial Prices To Farmers, ^ 
On a bill of goods. Call and see him. 

• v 
. - • 

M. E. RUDOLPH, 
Attorney at Law. 

Practice* in all the Courts of the State. 
Notarial and Collection Business given care

ful attention. 
CANTON, - SOUTH DAKOTA. 

Farmers Trade Specially Invited. 

HOTEL AND RESTAURANT, 
A. D. HYMER, Prop. • 

- ' * i 

Board by day or Week. Meals 25e. 
-

CANTON, SOUTH DAKOTA. 

N. C. STUBBERUD, 
Canton, Lincoln county, keeps a full line 

of Mens, Womens and childiens shoes 
for summer and winter wear, 

that sell cheap. • 

C3-. O. Bray, 
—Proprietor of— 

THE GATE CITY LIVERY. 
Keeps a first class outfit of livery rigs of every 

description. One of the best equipped 
barns in this state. Sale and 

boarding department in 
connection. 

E. END 5th ST., - - CANTON,S. 

I^n-ULmi-buir^© of s,ll 3-sz.in.ciE3, 

Organs and Sewing Hnes 
Sold at BED ROCK PRICES, come and sec. 

* 

CANTON, 
ANDERSON BROS. 

SOUTH DAKOTA. 

B. Schmidt & Co., 
Beresford, South Dakota. ' 

Dealers in all kinds of Heavy and Shelf 

Stoves, Tinware Barb wire, Paints, Agricultural Impliments, etc. 
Give us a call and we will guarantee you prices. 

O. T. HELGERSON. 
Owns this space. He handles a large vari
ety of farm machinery, mowers, reapers, 
binders, Aultman & Taylor threshers, hullers 
and engins, corn plows, stirrings plows, and 
all kinds of binding twine, oils and repairs. 
If you call on him for what you want in the 
machinery line he will treat you well and 
supply your wants according to hoyle. 

0. T. HELGERSON, 
,C: 


