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CHAPTER XXII.—(Continued.) 

He admired her like a rare plant, a 
%eaati£gi object, an exquisite work, in 

V which nature had combined physical and 
moral grace with perfect proportion and 
harmony. Bis deportment as slave near 

. her was not long a performance. 
Our fair renders have, doubtless, re

marked an odd fact, which is| that where 
• reciprocal sent.ment of two feeble hu
man beings lias reached a certain point 
-of maturity, chance never fails to famish 
<• fatal occasion which betrays the secret 
-of the two hearts, and suddenly launches 
the thunderbolt which has been gradually 
gathering in the clouds. 

This is the crisis of all love. 
This occasion presented itself to Clnra 

Denton-and Warren Leland in the form 
of an anpoetic incident, with which the 
rag-picker and his little grandchildren 
were intimately conneoted. 

It was the end of the month. Leland 
kad gone out after dinner to take a ride 
m the neighborhood. Night had already 

' fallen, clear and cool; but as he could 
not see Mrs. Denton that evening, he be
gin to think only of being near her, and 
wit that unwillingness to work common 
<to lovers, striving to kill time, which 
kung heavy on his hands. 

He hoped also that violent exercise 
might calm his spirit, which had never 
'been more profoundly agitated. Still 

t and unpracticed in his pitiless sy fi
le was troubled at the thought of a 

so pure as' Cl^ra Denton. To 
(rample on the life, the repose, and the 
heart of such a woman, as the horse 
teamples on the grass of the road, with as 
little care or pity, was hard for a novice. 

As strange as it may appear, the idea 
«f marrying her had occurred to him. 

;• Then he said to himself that this weak
ness was in direct contradiction to his 
principles, and that she would cause him 
to lose forever the mastery over himself, 
and throw him back into the nothingness 
of his past life. Yet, with the corrupt 
.inspirations of his depraved soul, he fore-
•uw that the moment he touched her 
kindt with' the lips of a lover, a new 
-sentiment would spring up in her soul. 

As he abandoned himself to these pas-
•ionate imaginings, the recollection of 
Amy Brownell came back suddenly to his 

•-memory. 
He crew pale in the darkness. 
At this moment he was passing by the 

edge of a piece of woods a portion of 
which had been cleared. 

It wag not chance alone that had di-
.sected him to this point. Clara Denton 
tared this spot and had frequently taken 

there, and on the preceding evening, 
accompanied by her daughter and Mil-

-dred Lester, Had visited it with him. 
The site was a peculiar one. Although 

•mot far from houses, the woods were very 
wild, as though a thousand miles distant 

4ram any other place. 
r . You would have said it was a virgin 
^forest, untouched by the ax of the pio-
-jieer. Enormous stumps without bark, 
•trunks of gigantic trees, covered pell-
rjnell the declivity of the hill, and barri-
•eaded here and there, in a picturesque 
vmanver, the current of the brook which 
wan into the valley. 

A. little higher up the dense wocd of ' 
tufted trees contributed to diffuse that j 

/ religious light half over the rocks, the , 
brushwood, and the fertile soil, and on ! 
the limpid water, which is the charm and j 

: horror of old, neglected woods. i 
In this solitude, and on quite a space 

«f cleared ground, rose a poor cottage, j 
This was Jennie's home, and here her ! 

.children and her father lived with her. | 
Hie old rag-pioker interested Clara j 

JDentpn greatly, probably because, like j 
' Leland, he had a bad reputation. She j 
• loved the children, too, who, though ; 
dirty, were beautiful as angels, and she 

r pitied their mother. 
The little ones had been quite ill. j 

-Clara had helped to nurse them, and ap- ; 
^parently they had recovered; indeed, only ; 
•ihe evening before, Leland and the party ' 

". him had met them wandering in the • 
is, careless and happy aa children 
it to be. ! 

Leland slowly walked his horse over 
the rocky and winding path on the slope 
of the hillock. This was the moment 
-when the ghost of Amy Brownell had, as 

/»it were, risen before him, and be believed 
jjhe'eotild almost hear her cry. 

All at once this illusion g .ve place to a 
.^-strange re ility., .The voice of a woman 
.. plainly called him by name, in accents of 
•*aistrese: I 

"Mr. Leland, Mr. Leland!" 
^Stopping his hor^e on the instant, he 

felt an icy ah odder pass through his 
frame. , . 
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f CIIAl'TKK xxril. 
AT THE KAG-PICE.EBS' COTTAGE. 

"The same voice rose higher i nd called, 
fhim again. 

He recognized it as the •voire of Clara 
>Denton. 

Looking around him in the obscure 
V light with a rapid gluncr, he saw a lighc 
•shining through the foliage in the direc
tion of Jennie's cottage. 

Guided by this, he put spurs to his 
horse, crossed the cleared gro nd up the 
hillside, and found himself face to faje 
with. Clara. 

She was standing on the threshold of 
cottage, her head b.ire, and her beau

tiful hair disheveled under a longblick 
•eiL She was giving a farm l and some 
thaaty orders. 

When she. saw Leland approaching she 
came toward him. 

"Pardon me," she said, "but I thought 
1 recognized you, and so I callcd * ou. I 
«am so greatly distressed—so d.stressed! 
'The two children of this poor woman ure 
. sick again—they are dying! What is to 
*>be done? Come in—come in, I beg of 
-yon!" ' 

He leaped to the ground, secured his 
horse, andfollowed Clara into the cott'ge. 

The two children were lyiog side by 
side on a little bed, immovable, rigid, 
.-their eyes open and their pupils &tran«ely 
• dilated, their faces red and agitated by 
strange convulsions. 

They seemed to be in the agony of 
<death. 

A doctor was leaning over them, look-
-'ing at them with fixed, anxious and 
despairing eyes. 

The mother was on her knees, her head 
clasped in her hands, and weeping bit-
«erly. 

At the foot of the bed stood the rag-
pieker, with his savage mien—his arms 
ezossed and his eyes dry. He shuddered 
ait intervals, and murmured in a hoarse, 
hollow voice: 

"Both of them! Both of them!" Then 
.fea relapsed into his mournful attitude. 

The doctor approached Warren quickly. 
"Mr. Leland, said he, "what can this 

be? I believe it to be poisoning, but can 
detect no definite symptoms; otherwise, 
the mother should know—but she knows 
nothing! A sunstroke, perhaps; but as 
both were struck at the Eame time—and 
then at this season—ah, my dear sir, our 
profession is very useless sometimes." 

"Isn't it a relapse?" 
"No, no! nothing at all like the recent 

illness." 
Leland made further and rapid inqui

ries. 
They had sought the doctor, who was 

dining with' Mr. Metcalf's family an hour 
before. He had hastened, and found the 
children in a state of fearful congestion. 

It appeared they had fallen into this 
state when first attacked, and became de
lirious. 

Leland oonceived an idea. 
He asked to see the clothes the children 

had worn during the day. 
The mother gave them to him. 
The doctor touched his forehead, and 

.turned over with a feverish hand the 
rough waistcoasts, the knee-breeches, 
searched the pockets, and found dozens 
of a small fruit like cherries, half 
crushed. 

"A species of deadly nightshade!" he 
exclaimed. "That idea struck me sev
eral times, but how could I be sure? You 
cannot find it within sixty miles- of here, 
except in the vicinity of this cursed spot 
—that I am sure of." 

"Do you think there is yet time?" asked 
Leland, in a low voice. "The children 
seem to me to be very ill." 

"Lost, 1 am afraid; but everything de
pends on the time which has passed, the 
quantity they have taken, and the reme
dies I can procure." 

The good physician consulted quickly 
with Clara, who found that she had not 
in her country pharmacy the necessary 
remedies, or cotister-irritr.nts, which the 
urgency of the case demanded. 

He was obliged to content himself with 
the essence of coffee, which Jennie pre
pared in haste, and to send to New Mil-
ford for the other things needed. 

"To New Milford!" exclaimed Clara. 
"Good heavens! it is more than ten miles 
—it is night, and we shall have to wait 
probably three or four hours!" 

Leland heard this. 
"Doctor, write your prescription," he 

said; "my horse is at the door, and with 
him I can do the twenty miles in an 
hour; in one hour I promise to be here 
again:" 

"Oh, thanks!" exclaimed Clara. 
He took the prescription which the 

doctor had traced on a leaf of his pad, 
mounted bis horse and departed. 

The highway was, fortunately, not far 
distant. 

When he reaohed it he put spurs to his 
horse, and rode like the phantom horse
man. 

It was 9 o'clock when Clara Denton 
witnessed his departure; it was a few 
moments after 1*0 when she heard the 
trainp of his horse at the foot of the hill, 
and ran to the door of the cottage to 
greet him. 

The condition of the two children 
seemed to have grown worse in the 
interval, bat the doctor had great hopes 
in the remedies which Leland was to 
bring. 

She waited with impatience, and re
ceived him like the dawn of the last 
hope. 

She contented herself with pressing 
his hand, when, breathless he descended 
from his horse. But, womanlike, she 
threw herself on the animal, who was 
covered with foam, and steaming like a 
stove. 

"Poor Sultan," she said, embracing 
him' in her two arms—"dear Sultan— 
good Sultan! You are half dead, are 
you not? But I love you well. Go in 
quickly, Mr. Leland. I will attend to 
Sultan." 

And while the young man entered the 
cottage, she confided Sultan to the farm 
hand, with orders to take him to the sta
ble, and a thousand minute directions to 
take good care of him after his noble 
conduct. 

The doctor had to obtain the aid of 
Leland to pass the new medicine through 
the clenched teeth of the unfortunate 
children. While both were engaged in 
this work, Clara was sitting on a stool 
with her head resting against the wall. 

The doctor suddenly raised his eyes 
and fixed them on her. 

"But, my dear Mrs. Denton," he said, 
"you are ill. You have had too much ex
citement, and the air in this poor- plaoe 
is very bad. You must go home." 

"I really do not feel very well," she 
murmured. 

"You must go nt once. We "shall Send 
you the news. Your father's hired man 
will take you home." 

She raised herself, trembling; but one 
look from Jennie arrested her. For this 
poor woman, it seemed that Providence 
deserted her with Clara Denton. 

"No!" she said, with a divine sweet
ness; "I will not go. I shall only breathe 
a little fiesh air. I will remain until they 
are safe, I promise you," and left the 
room smiling upon the®oor woman. 

After a few moments the doctor said to 
Lei >nd: 

"My dear sir, I thank yon; but I really 
have no lurther need of your services; so 
you. too, may go and rest yourself, for 
you are growing pale also." 

Leland, exhausted by his long ride, 
felt suffocated by the atmosphere of the 
cottage, and consented to the suggestion 
of the physician, telling him he would 
not po far. 

As he put his fotft outside of the cot
tage, Clara, who was sitt ng before the 
door, quickly rose and threw over his 
his shoulders a cloak which had been 
brought for her. She then reseated her
self without speaking. 

"But you can .ot remain here all night," 
be said. 
• "I shou'd 1 e too uneasy at home." 

"But the night is damp and cold. Shall 
I make you a tire?" 

"If you wish, she said. 
"Let us see where we .can make this 

little fire. In the midst of the woods 
here it is impossible; we should have a 
conflagration to finish the picture. Can 
you walk? Then take my arm and we 
will go and' search for a place for our en
campment." 

She leaned lightly on his arm and made 
a few steps with him toward the forest. 

"Do jou think they are saved?" she 
asked. 

"I hope so," he replied. "The doctor's 
face is more cheerful." 

"Oh! how glad I am!" 
Both of them stumbled over a root and 

commenced laughing like two children for 
several minutes. 

"We shall soon be in the woods," said 
Clara; "and I declare I can go no farther. 
Good or bad, I shall choose this spot." 

They ^ere still quite close to the cot
tage, but the branches of the old trees 
wuich had been spared by the axe spread 
like a somber dome over their heads. 
Near by was a large rock, slightly cov
ered with moss and a number of old 
trunks of trees, on which Clara took her 
seat. 

"Nothing conld be better," said Leland, 
gayly. '-"I must collect my materials." 

A moment after he reappeared, bring
ing in his arms brushwood, and also a 
heavy blanket which he had found some-
were. 

He got on his knees in front of the 

rook, prepared the fuel, and lighted it 
with a match. When the flame began to 
flicker on the rustic hearth, Clara trem
bled with joy and held out both hands to 
the blaze. 

"Heavens! how nice it is!", she said, 
"and then this is amusing; one iwould say 
we had been shipwrecked. Now, Mr. 
Leland, if you would be perfect, go and 
see what the doctor says." 
. He ran to the cottage, and quickly 
returned. 

"Well!" she exclaimed. , > -
"A great deal of hope." 
"Oh! how glad I am!" 
She pressed his hand. . : . 
" Sit down there," she said. 
He sat down on a rock near her, and 

replied to her eager questions. He re
peated in detail his conversation with the 
doctor. She listened at first with inter
est, but little by little, wrapping her head 
in her veil, and resting it on the bough 
interlaced behind her, she seemed to be 
uncomfortably resting from fatigue. 

"You are likely to fall asleep there," he 
said, laughing. 

• "Quite so," she murmured—smiled, and 
went to sleep. 

Her sleep resembled death, it was so 
profound, and so calm was the beating 
of her heart, so regular her breathing. 

Leland knelt down again by the hearth, 
to listen breathlessly and to gaze upon 
her. 

From time to time he seemed to medi
tate, and the solitude was only disturbed 
by the rustling of the leaves. 

His eyes followed the flickering of the 
flame, sometimes resting on the white 
rock, sometimes on the woods, sometimes 
on the arches of the high trees, as though 
he wished to fix in his memory all the 
details of this sweet scene. Then his 
gaze would rest on the young woman, 
clothed in her beauty, grace and eonfiding 
repose. 

What heavenly thoughts' deseended at 
that moment on this somber soul—what 
hesitation, what doubt aBsailedtit? What 
images of peace, truth, virtue, and hap
piness passed into that brain full of 
storm, and chased away phantoms of the 
sophistries he cherished? He himself 
knew, but never told. 

The brisk craekling of the wood awak
ened her. She opened her eyeB in sur
prise, and as she saw the young man 
kneeling before her, addressed him: 

" How are they now, Mr. Leland?" 
He did not know how to tell her that 

for the last hour he had but one thought, 
and that was of her. 

The doctor appeared suddenly before 
them. 

"They are saved, Mrs. Denton," he 
said, abruptly; "come and see for'your-
self, and then return home, or we shall 
have to cure you to-morrow. You are 
very imprudent to have remained in these 
damp woods, and it was foolish of Mr. 
Leland to let you do so." 

She took the doctor's arm and re-enter- ° 
ed the cottage. The two children, now 
roused from the dangerous torpor, but 
who seemed still terrified by the threat
ened death, raised their little heads. She 
made them a sign to keep quiet, and 
leaning over their pillow, kissed them. 

"To-morrow, my darlings," she said. 
But the mother, half laughing* half enr-
ing, followed Clara step by step,: speak
ing to her, and kissing her hand. 

"Let her alone," cried the dootor, quer
ulously. "Go home, Mrs. Denton. Mr. 
Leland, take her there." 

She was going out, when the old rag
picker, who had not before spoken, and 
who was sitting in the corner of the room 
as if stupefied, rose suddenly, seized the 
arm of Mrs. Denton, who, slightly terri
fied, turned round, for the gesture of the 
man was so violent as to seem menacing; 
his eyes, hard and dry, weje fix^fl upon 
her, and he continued to" sqneSee^her 
arm with a contracted hand. 

"My friend," she said, although rather 
uncertain. 

"Yes. your friend," muttered the old 
rag-picker, with a hollow voioe; "yes, re
member! whatever comes, your friend!" 

He could not - continue; his mouth. 
worked as if in a convulsion, his fright
ful weeping shook his frame; he then 
threw himself on his knees, and they saw 
a shower of tears force themselves 
through the hands clasped over his face. 

"Take her away, sir," said the doctor. 
Leland gently pushed her out of the 

cottage and followed her. She took his 
arm and descended the rugged path which' 
led to her home. 

CHAPTER XXIV. 

AN ASTOUNDING PROPOSITION. 
It was a walk of fifteen minutes from 

the woods. Half the distance was passed 
over without interchanging a word. 

Once or twice, when the rays of the 
moon pierced through the clouds, Leland 
thought he saw her wipe away a tear. 

He guided her cautiously in the dark
ness, although the light step of the 
young lady was scarcely slower in the 
obscurity. 

Her springy step pressed noiselessly 
the fallen leaves—avoided without assist
ance the ruts and marshes, as though en
dowed with a magical clairvoyance. 
When they reached a cross-road and 
Leland seemed uncertain, she would indi
cate the way'by a slight pressure of the 
arm. 

Both were no doubt embarrassed-. by 
the long silence—it was Clara who first 
broke it. 

"You have been very good this evening, 
Mr. Leland," ulie said, in a low and 
slightly agitated voice. 

"Ah! I love you so!" said the young 
man. 

He pronounced these words in such a 
deep, impassioned tone that Clara Denton 
trembled and stood still in the road. 

"Mr. Leland!" she exclaimed. 
"Well?" he demanded, in a strange tone. 
"Great heavens! What is this? Bnt— 

but it can be nothing. I must have mis
understood you!" 

"You did not, mariani. _ But I hnve said 
either too much or too little. I will en
deavor to explain the error." 

His toice was calm, but she recoiled a 
step or two and stood trembling before 
him. , 

"What I said just now," he went on, "is 
no more nor less than the truth. I love 
you—love you as you deserve to be loved, 
with all my soul aud might and strength. 
I never knew what love was before." 

Clnra stood there trembling, .but made 
no sign. 

"But don't fear that I would take ad
vantage of this solitude—of your loneli
ness. Believe me, you are sacred to me." 

"I have no fear," she whispered. 
"Oh, no! have no fear!" he repeated, in 

a tone of voice infinitely softened and 
tender. "It is I who am afr.iid—it is I 
who tremble—you see it; for since I have 
spoken, all is over. I expect nothing more 
—I hope for nothing; this xiight has no 
possible to-morrow. I know it. Your 
nusbandl darenotbe—yourloverl should 
not wish to be. I nsk nothing of you— 
understand well! I should like to'burn 
my heart at your feet, as on an altar— 
this is all. 

"Do you believe me? Answer! Are 
you calm? Are you confident? Will you 
hear me? May I tell you what image I 
carry of yon in the secret recesses of my 
heart? 

"Dear creature that you are, you do not 
—ah, yon do not know bow great is your 
worth, and 1 fear to tell you) so much 
am I afraid of stripping yon of your 
charms, or one of your virtues. If yon 
had been proud of yosrstl^ ao you have a 

right to be, yonw«V*d be less perfect, 
and I should love you less. 

"But I wish to tell you how lovable and 
how charming you are. You alone do not 
know it. You alone do not see the soft 
flame of your large eyes—the reflect;oa of 
your heroic KOUI onyour vo-ng but serene 
brow. 

"Your cliiirm is o< er everything you do 
—your slightest gesture is engraven on 
me. Into the most ordinary duties of 
every-day life you carry a peculiar grace, 
like a young priestess who recites her 
daily devotions. Your hand, yonr touch, 
your breath purifies everything—even the 
most humble and the most wicked beings 
—and myself first of all! 

"Oh, how I am astonished at the words 
which I pronounce, and the sentiments 
which animate me, to whom you have 
made olear new truths. Yes, all the 
rhapsodies of the poets, all the loves of 
the martyrs, I comprehend in your pres
ence. This is truth itself. I understand 
those who died for their faith by torture 
—because I should like to suffer for-you 
—because I believe in you—because I re
spect you—I cherish you—I adore you!" 

He stopped, shivering, and half pros
trating himself before her, seized the end 
of her veil and kissed it. 

"Now," continued he. with a kind of 
grave sadness, "go, Mrs. Denton; I have 
forgotten too long you require repose. 
Pardon me—proceed. I shall follow 
you at a distance, until you reach your 
home, to protect you—but fear nothing 
from me. 

Clara Denton had listened, without 
once interrupting him even by a sign. 
Words would only excite the young man 
more. 

_ Probably she understood, for the first 
time in her life, one of those songs of 
love—one of those hymns living with pas
sion, which every woman wishes to hear 
before she .dies. 

Should she die because she had heard 
it? 

She remained without speaking, as 
though just awakening from a dream, and 
let fall these words, soft and feeble, like 
a sigh: 

"My God!" 
After another pause, she advanced a 

few steps on the road. 
"Give me your arm as far as my house, 

Mr. Leland, she said. 
He obeyed her. and they continued 

their walk toward the house, the light of 
which they soon saw. 

They did not exchange a word—only as 
they reached the gate, Mrs. Denton 
turned and made him a slight gesture 
with her hand, in sign of adieu. 

In return, Leland bowed low, and with
drew. 

This man had been sincere. 
When true passion surprises the human 

soul, it breaks down all resolves, sweeps 
away all logic, and crushes all calcula
tions. 

In this'lies its grandeur, and also its 
danger. 

When this sublime folly possesses you, 
it elevates you—it transfigures you. It 
can suddenly convert a common man into 
a poet, a coward into" a hero, an egotist 
into a martyr, and Don Juan himself into 
an angel of purity. 

With women—and it is to their honor 
—this metamorphosis can be durable, but 
it is rarely so with men. 

Once transported to this stormy sky, 
women frankly accept their proper home, 
and the vicinity of the thunder does not 
disquiet them. 

Passion is their element—they feel at 
home there. There are few women 
worthy of the name who aTe not ready to 
pnt in action all the words which passion 
has caused to bubble np from their lips. 

If they speak of flight, they are ready 
for exile. If they-talk of dying, they are 
ready for death.. Men are far less con
sistent in their ideas. 

It was not until late the next morning 
that Leland regretted his outbreak of 
sincerity; for, during the remainder of 
the night, still filled with his excitement, 
agitated and shaken by the passage of the 
god, sunk into a confused and feverish 
reverie, he was incapable of reflection. 

Bnt when, on awakening, he surveyed 
the situation calmly and by the plain 
light of day, and thought over the preced
ing evening and its events, he could not 
fail to recognize the fact that he had been 
cruelly duped by his own nervous system. 

To love Clara Denton was perfectly 
proper, and he loved her still—for Bhe 
was a person to be loved and desired; but 
to elevate that love or any other, as the 
master of his life, instead of its play
thing, was one of those weaknesses in
terdicted by his system more than any 
other. 

In fact, he felt he hid spoken and act
ed like a schoolboy on a holiday. He had 
uttered words, made promises, and taken 
engagements on himself which no one 
demanded of him. No conduct could 
have been more ridiculous. 

Happily nothin? was lost. He had yet 
time to give his love that subordinate 
place which tb;s set of pliantapy should 
occupy in the life of man. 

He had been imprudent, bat this very 
imprudence might finally prove of ser
vice to him. AH that remained of this 
scene was a declaration—gracefully made, 
spontaneous, natural—which subjected 
Clara Denton to the double charm of a 
mystic idolatry which pleased her sex, 
and to that manly violence which could 
not displease her. 

He had, therefore, nothing to regret, 
althongh he certainly would have pre
ferred, taking the point of view from his 
principles, to have displayed less child
ish weakness. 

But what course Bhonld he now adopt? 
Nothing conld be more simple. He 

would go to Mrs. Denton, implore her for
giveness, throw himselt again at her feet, 
promising eternal respect, and succeed. 

Consequently, at about ten o'clock, 
Leland wrote the following note: 

"DEAB MADAM: I cannot leave With
out bidding yon adien, and once more de
manding your forgiveness. 

"Will you permit me? 
"W. LFLAND." 

This letter he was about sending, when 
he received one containing the following 
words: 

"I shall be happy, sir, if you will call 
upon me to-day, about four o'clock. 

"CIIAKA DENTON." 
Upon which Leland threw his own note 

into the fire, as entirely superfluous. 
No matter what interpretation he put 

upon this note, it was an <-vident sign 
that love had triumphed, and that virtue 
was defeated; for, after what had pasted 
the previous evening between Clara Den
ton and himself, there was only one 
course for a virtuous woman to take, and 
that was never to see him again. 

He soliloquized on the weakness of 
woman. 

fTO BE CONTINUED. | 
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Notarial and Collection Business given c'&rc-

• lul attention; V' ' 
CANTON, - - SOI-TII D.v($df.v.-' 

N.:C. STUBBEEUI)' 

Canton, Lincoln county," licmis a full...lii:c 
of Mens, Womens and chfldrcns-shoe* 

for summer and-; wki'.es^year; >;• :: 
•.••that sell-vln-ztji.'; 

Farmers Trad.e Specially Invited. 

PTE! W WTAIJIIM, .. 

'" ^^."'D.^YjfER., Prop. " '1 

Board- hf day or --Weok. Meals 25?. ' • 

CV.XTOisr/ : • - SOUTII DAKOTA. • 'WSJ 
' » 

G3-. C. Bray, 

—Proprietor of— 

Aii CITY LIYffiY. 
ICeeps a first class outat of liveryvfes cfe cvury : 

: description. One of the t>efS 
barns in t'ais state. . Sale 

taoai-dinjj department iri 
connection. ; 

E. END 5tjvSr., - - CANTON, Si D. f 

\\!W 

s.ii-i«Li2a.db3, ' 

.-j 
• Sold at.'BED. RGGiv-PRICES, 

r*:: • ;'J1 
CANToiT, .': j'VV'f. "';u - »'.*.u€OOTH*-B»K©TA. 

•  V - !  i ' f ; '  ns-' - i f -  tilt: - V  •  • -

. • v 

Stoves, TinvvTH=e--Bar-b"W-ir-e, Paints, 
Give 'u&'d c&M W'we will 

•- >• I:---'-. •>=••••; ; r-

O. T. HEbG 
. v •: • 

' >w 
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He Had to Explain. 
"Madam," said a dude, as he hob

bled up to the kitchen door 'of a farm
house, "your butter's awful strong." 

"What do you mean, sir?" shrieked 
the farmer's wife, as she flourished the 
churn-dasher. 

"Oh, excuse me! I meant to say 
that your goat hit me a thundering 
bump just as I attempted to pump a 
drink of water. No offense intended, 
madam, 'pon honah."—Areola iiecon4, 

0\^n^ tftisl ? £0e handu«^fi|a^^r|-

etj^ 

bindjE^'^ul^sail^Taidor tbresJi^rgt hwllers ISJ 
r it -.* :>;.»»!* ^ ^ r,,: „.:!l .r gg 

and;engms;, p 

all Kiiuls of l)iii<dmg JMd; IS 

If yoii call on hittrfot ^h^ in the 

machinery Iin?e lie 

supply your Wants ^brdtjjg to r 

J| 

•fcaha, 
i 

>r:Jtom 8 
,' farmer 
vj^When 1 

Pettlho 

A"- ' 

r'& <;!. 


