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CHAPTER XXVIL
THE LIGHTNING'S PLASH IN THE CLEAR SBKY.

Flora had closed her eyes to conceal
her tears. She opened them at the in-
stant Slyme seized her hand and called
her “poor nngel.” ;

Seeing the man on his knees, she _oould
not comprehend it, apd only exclaimed,
simply: :

“Are you mad, Mr. Siyme?” ] i

“Yes, 1 am mad!” Slyme threw his hair
back with a romantic gesturc common to
him and, he believed, to the Eoels. “Yes,
I am mad with love and with pity, for I
see your sufferings, pure and noble
victim!" R

Flora only stared in blank astonish-
ment. A

“Repose yourself with confidence,” he
continved, “on & heart that will be de-
voted to you.until death—a heart into
which your tears now roll to its most
sacred depths.”

Flora did not wish her tears to roll to
such a distance, so she dried them.

A man on his knees before the woman
he ndores must appear to her either
sublime or ridiculous. Unfortunately
the attitade of Slyme, at once theatrical
and awkward, did not seem sublime to
Flora. To her lively imagination it was
irreaistibly ludicrous. v

A bright gleam of amusement illumined
her charming countenance; she bit her
lips to 1 it, but it sh out of her
eyes nevertheless.

One should never kneel unless sure of
rising conquerer. Otherwise, like Slyme,
he exposes himself to be laughed at.

“Rise, Mr. Slyme," said Flora, gravely.
“This book has evidently bewildered you.
Go and take some rest and we will forget
this; only you must never forget your-
self again in this manner.”

Slyme rose. He was livid.

" . Cleveland,” he said, bitterly, “the
love of . great heart can never be an
offense. ine at least would have been
sincere ; mine would bave been faithful ;
mine would not have been an infamous
snare!” - 3 ;

The emphasis of these words displayed
so evident an intention, the countenance
of Flora changed immediately. Bhe
moved uneasily on the lounge.

“What do you mean, Mr. Slyme?”

“Nothing, ma’am, which you do not
know, I think,"” he replied meaningly.

She rose.

*“You shall explain your mesaning im-
mediately to me, sir !” she exclaimed; “or
later, to my husband.”

“But your sadness, your tears,” cried
the  secretary, in a tone of admirable sin-
oerity; “these made me sure you were
not ignorant of it I”

“Of what? How he hesitates ! Speak,
man!” :

*I am not a wretch! I love you and pity

|—that is all;" and Slyme sighed

ly.

“And why do yomlty me?”

She spoke haug| ; and though Slyme
bad never suspected this imperiousness
of manner or of language, he reflected
Rurriedly on the point at which he had ar-
rived. More sure than ever of success,
after a moment he took from his pocket &
folded letter,

It was the one with which he had pro-
vided himself to confirm Flora's sus-
picions, now awakened for the first time.

In profownd silence he unfolded it and
banded it to her.

She hesitated a moment, then seized it.

A single glance recognized the wmh'l%;
for she nad often exchanged motes wii
Cora.

Words of the most burning passion
terminated thus:

“Always a little jealous of Flo; half
wvexed at having given her to you. For
she is pretty, and—but I! I am beautiful,
em I not, my beloved? and above all, I
adore you!” y
* Atthe first word Flora became fear-
fully pale. Finishing, she uttered a fear-
ful groan, re-read the letter, and re-
turned it to Slyme, as if unconscious of
what she was doing.”

For a few seconds she remained motion-
less—petrified —hereycs fixed on vacancy.
A worfde seemed rolling down and crush-
ing her heart.

Suddenly she turned, passed with rapid
steps into her boudoir; and Slyme heard
the sound of opening and shutting draw-
eIE.

A moment after she reappeared with hat
and cloak, and crossed the boudoir with
the same strong and rapid step.

Slyme, territed to death, rushed to
stop her.

“Mrs. Cleveland!” he cried, throwing
himself before her.

She waved him aside with an imperi-
ous gesture of her hand. He trembled
and obeyed, and she left the boudoir.

A moment later sho was on the avenue,
going toward Broadway.

It was now near midnight; cold, damp
weather, with the rain falling in great
drops. The few pedestrians still on the
broad pavement turned to follow with
their eyes this majestic lady, whose gait
scemed hastened by some errand of life
or death.

But in New York nothing is surpris-
ing, for people witness all maboner of
things there. Therefore, the strange ap-
&ounm-e of Flora did not excite any ex-

aordinary attention.

A few men smiled and nodded; others
threw a few words of raillery et her.
Both were unheeded alike.

Reaching Madison Square, she stopped
near the fountain. o sound of the
falling water eaught her ear. She leaned
against a tree, and gazed into the agitated
pool; then bowing ber head, she sighed a
groaning sigh, and turned back.

Hurrying up Fifth avenue, she passed
her own door, and soon reached the Ellis-
ton mansion.

Arrived there, the uufortun.te child
knew unot what to do, nor even why she
had come. BShe had some vague design,
@8 though to assure herself palpably of
her misfortune; to touch it with her
finger, or perhaps to find some reason,
some pretext to doubt it.

She drop down on the stone steps
and hid her face in both her hands, vainly
striving to think.

It was past midnight. - The streeis
were deserted; a shower of rain was fall-
img, and she was chilled to numbness.

A policeman passed by. He turned
and stared at the young woman, then
tockher roughly by the arm.

“What are you doing here?” he asked,
brutally.

She looked up at him with wondering

*I do not know myself,” she answered.
The man looked more closely at her,
discovered through all her confusion a

nameless refinement and the subtle por-
fume of purity. He took pity on her.
“But, madam, you cannot stay here,” he
rojoigwﬁ. in a softer voice. .

“You must have some great sorrow?”

“Very great.”

“What is your name?”

“Flora Cleveland,” she said, simply.

The man looked bewildered.

“Will youtell me where you live?” he
asked.

She gave the number with perfect sim-
plicity and perfect indifference. She
seemed to be thinking nothing of what
she was saying.

“Ah! just below here,” said the offi-
cer, :

“Yes,” she rejoined.

“Will you take my arm?”

She did so quietly, and they started
slowly down the street.

Eugene had just reached the house, and
heard with stupefii d surprise, from the
lips of the lady's maid, the details of his
wife’s mysterious disappearance, when the
bell rang violently.

He rushed out and met his wife on the
stairs. She had somewhat recovered her
calmness, and as he interrogated her with
a searching glance, made a ghastly effort
to smile.

“I was slightly ill and went out a lit-
tle,” she said. "I walked too far and am
somewhat tired.”

Notwithstanding the improbability of
the explanation, he did not hesitate. He
murmured a few soft words of reprorch
and placed her in the hands of her maid,
who removed her wei garments.

During that time he called the officer,
who remained in the vestibule, and close-
ly interrogated him.

On learning where he had found Flors,
:Zugne knew at once and fully the whole

ruth.

He went directly to his wife. She had
retired and was trembling in every limb,

One of her hands was resting outside
the coverlet.

He rushed to take it, but she withdrew
it gently, but with sad and resolute dig-
nity.

The simple gesture told him they were
separated forever.

By a tacit arrangement proposed by her,
and as tacitl{ accepted by him, Flora be-
came virtually a widow.

He remained for some seconds immova-
ble, his expression lost in the shadow of
s curtain; then slowly left the chamber.
The idea of lying to defend himself never
occurred to him.

His line of conduct was already ar-
ranged—calmly, methodically, But two
blue circles had already sunk around his
eyes, and his face wore a waxen pallor,

His hands, joined behind his back,
were clenched together; and the ring he
woratlpukled with their tremulous move-
ment.

After half an hour he stood in the door
of her chamber.

“Flo!” he said,

She turned her eyes gleaming with
fever upon him,

“Flo, I am ignorant of what you know,
and I shall not ask you,” he continued,
as he stepped into the room and ap-
proached her bed. “I have been very
oriminal toward you, but perhaps less so
than you think.

“Terrible circumstances bound me with
iron bands. Fate ruled me! But Iseek no
palliation, Judge of me as'severely as
you wish; but I beg of you calm yourself
—preserve yourself!

You spoke to me this morning of your
presentiments —of your maternal hopes.
Attach lyoursel! to those thoughts, and
you will always be mistress of your life.
As for myself, I shall be whatever you
will me—a stranger or a friend. But now
I feel thikt my presence makes you ill, I
will leave you for a time, but not alone.
Won;ld you wish Mrs. Morgan to come to
you?”

“Yes," she murmured, faintly,

“I shall go for her; but it is not neces-
sary to tell you there are confidences one
must reserve from one's dearest friends.”

“Except a mother?” She murmured the
question with a supplicating agony, very
painful to see.

He grew still paler. After an instant:

“Except a mother!” he said, “Be it so!”

She turned her face and baried it in the
pillow. y

“Your mother returns to-morrow, does
she not?”

She made an affirmative motion of her
head.

“You can make your arrangements with
her. I shall accogt everything.”

“Thank you,” she replied, feebly.

He left the room and went to find Mrs.
Morgan, whom he awakened, and briefly
told her his wife had becn seized with a
severe nervous attack, the effect of a chill,
The amiable lady ran hastily to Flora
and spent the night with her.

But she was not the dupe of the ex-
planation Eugene had given her. Women |
qqicfkly understand each other in their

riei,

: Nevertheless she asked no confidences
and received none; but her tenderness to

the stricken ons redoubled.

Dunng the silence of that dreadful |
night the only service she could render
her was to make her weep. |

Nor di@ those laggard hours pass less
bitterly for Eugene Cleveland. |

He tried to take no rest, but walked up |
and down his apartments until daylight |
in a sort of frenzy, The distress of this |
poor child wounded him to the heart, |

The memories of the past rose before |
him, and passed onward in sad proces-
sion. Then the morrow would show him |
the crushed daughter with her mother— !
her loving mother. * Mortally stricken in |
all her best illusions, in all her dearest !
hopes, in all connéction with the huppi- |
ness of life!

He found he had yet in his heart lively |
feelings of pity; yet someé remorse in his |
conscience.

Stnnqe to say, this weakness irritated !
him, and he denounced it to himself. l

Who had betrayed him? !

This question ngitated him to an equal !
degree, but from the first instant he%ad !
not been deceived in this matter. f

The sudden grief and half-crazed con- |
viction of his wife, her despairing atti. '
tude, and her silence, could only be ex- !
plained by strong assurance and certain
revelation. !

After having turned the matter over |
and over in his mind, he arrived at the |
conclusion that nothing could have !
thrown such clear light into his life save |
Clara’s letters. {

He never wrote to Mrs. Elliston, but '
could not prevent her writing to him, for |
to her, as to all women, love without let- !
ters was incomplete. |

But the fault of Eugene, inexcusable in

an of his tact, was to have preserved |
these letters. No one, however, is perfect,
and he was an artist,

He delighted in these chef d'ccuvres of !
p ssionate elognence, was proud of inspir- |
ing them, and he could not make up his |
mind to burn or destroy them. !

He examined at once the secret drawer l
where he hud concealed them, and by
certain signs discovered the lock had
been tampered with. Nevertheless, there
was no letter missing; the arrangement
of them alone had been disturbed.

His suspicions at once reverted to
Slyme, whose scruples he suspected were
but slight, and in the morning they were
confirmed beyond doubt by a letter from
the secretary to his employer.

In fact, Slyme, after passing on his |

- q

| is a great aflliction, it is true.

ﬁut a most wretched night, did not feel
his nerves equal in the morning to meet-
ing the reception possibly in waiting for
him at the Lelands’. His letter was
gkmm}{ penned, to put asleep suspicion
if it had not been fully aroused, and if
Flora had not betrayed him.
[C)It ennounced his acceptance of a luora-
tive situation, suddenly offered him in a
commercial house’in” Boston. He was
obliged to decide at once, and to start
that samo morning, for fear of losing an
opportunity which could not recur again.
It concluded with the liveliest gratitude
and recret. ?
Eugene could not very well reach his
brother-in-'aw’s secre to strangle
him; so he resolved to do the next best
thing. He not only sent him a friendly
letter thanking him for all his kindness
to his wife, but a handsome present in
addition as a testimonial of his sympathy
and good wishes!
_ This, however, was a simple precan-
tion, for he spprehended nothing more
from the venomous reptile, so far be-
n;_nth him, after he had once shaken him
off.
Seeing him de{)ﬁved of the only weap-
on he could possibly use against j.im, he
felt safe. Besides, sBo far as he¢ knew,

+ Slyme bhad lost the only interest L counld

desire to subgerve, for he knew thi: man
had done him the compliment of court-
ing his wife,

And he really esteemed him a little
less low, after discovering this gentie-
manly taste!

Ah! but the end was not yet.

CHAPTER XXVIII,

THE DAUGHTER AND HER MOTHER.

It required on the part of Eugene Cleve-
land, this same moining, an exertion of
all his courage to perform his duty asa
gentleman in receiving Mr. and Mrs. Le-
land upon their returnhome. But courage
had been for some time past his sole re-
maining virtue; and this, at least, he
sought never to lose. :

He received them most gracefully—his
father and mother-in-law as tbey de-
scended from their carriage snd entered
the broad hall. d

Mr. Leland was much broken in health,
The trip, which it had been hoped would
benefit, had only wearied him; and now,
on again entering his own door, he begged
to be at once assisted to his sleeping
room.

Mrs. Leland lingered in surprise at not
seeing her daughter there to meet them,
and cast an inquiring look upon Eugene.

He informed her that she had been a
little indisposed since the prooeding even-
ing. Notwithstanding the precautions he
took in his language and by his smile, he
could not prevent Mrs, Leland from feel-
in%n lively alarm.

o did not pretend, however, entirel
to reassure her, Under his reserved an
measured replies, she felt the present-
ment of some disaster. After having
pressed him with many questions, she
suddenly turned and hurried up stairs.

Flora, to spare her mother the first
shock, had quitted her bed and dressed
herself; and the poor child had even put
a little rouge on her pale cheeks. Eu-

ene, who had hastened after his mother-
n-law, himself openad for her the door
of her daughter’s chamber, and then
withdrew.

Allthat passed between them at first was
o silent interchange of mutual caresses.
Then the mother seated herself near
her daughter, drew her head on her
bosom, and looked into the depths of her

eyes. .
“What is the matter?” she asked sadly.
“Oh, nothing—nothing hopeless! on{y
you must love your little Flo more than
ever. Will you not?” 3
' “Yes; but why?” g
“I must not worry you; and I must not
wrong myself, either. You know why!” .
“Yes; but I implore you, my darling,

| to tell me.”

- “Very well; I will tell you everytkin
Bnt.,‘ mother, yqu must be as brave ugl

am. .

She buried her head lower still on her
mother's breast, and commenced to re-
count to her, in a low voice, without
looking up once, the terrible revelation
which had been made to her, and which
her husband’s avowal had confirmed.

Mrs. Leland did not once interrupt her
during this cruel recital. She only im-
printed a kiss on her hair from time to
time.

Flora, who did not dare to raise her
eyes to her, as though she were ashamed
of another’s crime, might have imagined
that she had exaggerated the gravity of
her misfortune, since her mother had re-
ceived the confidence with so much calm-
ness. But the calmness of Mrs. Leland
at this terrible moment was that of the
martyrs; for all that could have been
suffered by the Christians under the
claws of the tiger, or on the rack of the
torturer, this mother was suffering at the
hands of her best-beloved daughter.

Her beautiful pale face—her large eyes
upturned to heaven, like those they give
to the pure victims kneeling in the Roman
circus —appeared as though demanding
of God if He really had any consolation
for such torture.

When she had heard all, she summoned
strength to smile at her daughter, who at
Iast looked up to her with an expression
of timid uncertainity, embracinz her
more tightly still.

“Well, my darling,” said she, at last, “it
You are
right, notwithstanding; there is nothing
to despair of.”

“Do you really believe so?”

“Certainly, There is some inconceiv-
able mystery under all this; but be as-
sured that the evil is not so terrible as it
appesrs.”

My poor mother! but he has acknowl-
edged it?”

“I am better pleased he has acknowl-
edged it. That proves Le has yet some
pride, and some good yet left in Lis soul.
Then, too, he feels very muchafilicted; he
suffers as much as we do. Think ofthat,
Let us think of the future, my darling.”

They clasped each other's hands, and
smiled at one another to restrain the tears.
which filled the eyes of both.

After a few minutes:

“I must go to your poor father now, m
child,” said Mrs. Leland, “end then
would like to repose for half an hour.”

“I will accompany you to papa’s room,
Oh, Ican walk! I feel a great deal better.”

“I think you nhad better wait a little,
my dear. Your father is reposing after
the fatigues of the journey. I will come
for you by and by."”

“Very well, mamma.”

Mrs. Leland rose to leave the room. A

| the door she turned :

“Be sensible,” she said, with another
smile,

*And you also,” rejoined Flora, whose
voice failed her.

Mrs., Leland hastened to her own
private room, closed and locked the door,
raised her clasped hands toward Heaven;
then, falling on her knees before the bed,
she buried her head in it, and commenced
to weep de-p-iringlg

Flora, left alone in her room, dropped
upon her knees, clasped her hands, and
supplicated the Great Throne for stren
to bear the terrible trial through which
she was passing.

The apartment occupied by Eugene was
continuous to this chamber. He had been
walking with long strides up and down
the room, expecting every moment to see
Mrs. Leland enter.

¥
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As the time passed on he sat nimself
down and tried to read, but his thoughts
wondered. His ear eagerly received,
against his will, the slightest sounds in
the house. If a foot reemed npg)roncblng
him, he rose suddenly and tried to com-
pose his countenance. When the door of
the neighboring chamber was opened his
agony was redoubled. g

He caught the sound of a weary sigh,
then, an instant after, the dull fall of
Mrs. Leland upon the carpet. then her
despairing sobs.

Eugene threw from him violently the
book which he was forcing himself to
read, placing his elbows on the bureau
which was before him, held, for a long
time, his pale forehead tightened in his
contracted hands. When the sound of
the sobs abated and ceased, little by lit-
tle, he breathed freer. i

A little after midday he received this
note: X

“My husband’s health is hopelessly
broken. He has sent in his resignation to
the directors of the bank. He longs for
the country. Warren has placed his
house at Roxbury at our disposal, and we
depart almost immediately. If you will
permit me to take my daughter with me
for a few days, I shall be grateful to
you. AGNES LELAND,”

. He returned this simple reply:

“You can do nothing of which I do not
approve to-day and always.

“EUuGENE CLEVELAND.”

Mrs. Leland, in fact, having consulted
the inclination and the strength of her
daughter, had determined to remove her
without delay, if pos.ible, from the im-
pressions of the spot where she had
suffered so severely from the presence
of her husband, and from the unfortu-
?lte embarrassment of their mutual situa-

ion.

She desired also to meditate in soli-
tude, in order to decide what course to
take under unexpected circumstances.

Finally, she had not the courage to see
Eugene again—if she could ever see him
again—until some time had elapsed. It
was not without anxiety that she awaited
:;- reply to the request she had addressed

im. A
In the midst of the troubled confusion
ﬁ h°:t ic!eul.1 she boléov;d hfim capable of

most anything; and she feared every-
thing from him. 4
Eugene’s note reassured her.

* She hastened to read it to her daughter"

and both of them, like two lost creatures
who cling to the smallest twig, remarked
with pleasure the kind of respectful

.abandonment with which he had reposed
Ltheir destines in their own hand.

He spent the remainder of the day in
his counting-room, and when he returned
they had departed.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE REPTILE TURNS TO STING.

When Flora Cleveland returned to New
York and her home she there experienced
the painful impressions of the past, and
the somber preoccupation of the future;
but she brought there with her, although
in a fragile form, a most powerful con-
solation—her first-born child.

Assailed by griet, and even menaced by
new emotions, she was obliged to re-,
nounced the nursing of her li‘tle one;
but nevertheless she never left him, for
she was jealous even of his nurse, She
at lenst wished to be loved by him.

She loved him with an infinite passion.
She loved him because he was her own
son and of her blood.

He was the price of her misfortune—of
her pain.

She loved him because he was her only
hope of human happiness hereafter.

he loved him because he was as beau-
tiful asthe day. And it was true he was
s0; for he resembled his father—and she
loved him also on that account.

She tried to concentrate her heart and
all her thoughts on this dear creature, and
at first she thought she had succeeded.

She was surprised at herself, at her own
tranqguillity, when she saw Cora Elliston;
for her lively imagination had exhaustea,
in advance, all the sadness which her new
existence could contain.

But when she had lost the kind of tor-
por into which excessive suffering had
rlungod her—when her maternal sensa-

ions were a little quieted by custom—
her woman's heart recovered itself in the
mother's

She could not prevent herself from re-
newing her passionate interest in her
graceful though terrible husband.

Mrs. Leland did not return to the city
with her daughter, but remained in Rox-
bury, with her husband.

Flora wrote her quite often, however,
and told her everything that was taking
place. For this wise young woman, ma-
tured by misfortune, observed every-
thing, saw everything, and exaggerated
nothing.

She touched, in her letters, on the
most delicate points in the household,
and even on her husband’'s secret
thoughts, with accurate justice,

Eugene, as yet, wasnot at all converted,
nor near being so; but it would be Lely-
ing human nature to attribute to his
heart, or that of any other human being,
a supernatural impassibility.

If the dark and implacable theories
which Eugene Cleveland had lately made
the law of his existence could triumph
absolutely, this would be true.

The trials he had passed through did
not reform him, they only staggered him.

He did not pursue his path with the
same firmness; he strayed fro his pro-
gramme.

He pitied one of his victims, and, as
one wrong always entails anoiher, after
pitYing his wife, he came near loying his
child.

These two weaknesses had glided into
his petrified soul, as into a marble fount,
and there took root—two imperceptible
roots, however.

The child scarcely occupied him more
than a few moments every day.

He thought of him, however, and
would retnrn home a little earlier than
usual each day than was his habit, se-
creetly attracted by the smile of that
fresh face.

The mother was for him something more,

! Her sufferings, her youthful heroism, had

touched him. She b:came in his eyes
somebody.

He discovered many merits in her. He
perceived she was remakably well in-
formed for a woman. She understood
half a word, knew' a great deal, snd
guessed at the remainder.

She had, in fine, that blending grace
and solidity which gives to the conversa-
tion of a woman of cultured mind an in-
comparable charm,

She was a lovable creature, and it can
be understood that she might have many
attractions, even for her husband.

Yet, though he had not for one instant
the idea of sacrificing to her the passion
that ruled his life, it is certain, however,
that his wife pleased him as a charming
friend, which she truly was.

{TO BE CONTINUED.]

SaviNG is a practice best begun early
—and for this reason: It is a habit,
and like all habits, easily planted in a
child, but taking root with difficulty in
an adult. It is no kindness to teach
children to spend, unless you &an in-
sure them money to spend to their
lives’ end.

C. SATRANG,
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Groceries, Provisions, Crockery, Glassware,
Boots and Shoes,

: ‘}n“ RIED FR "m“ws",‘}
CANNED GOODS.
L VEGETABLES, $

Call and see our prices. g

Main St.,

Canton, S.’D.

J. ANDERSON.

P. J. ANDERSON.

Anderson BroSe

Wholesale and FHetail Furniturs,

Sewing Machines and Organs.

FURNITURE OF ALL KINDS, which we are prepared to fur-
nish at prices lower than the lowest.

CANTON, i wr it a gl atets

ANDERSON BROS.,
SOUTH DAKOTA.

i}

TyE PIONEER JEWELRY STORE.

Established 1869,

M. L. SYVERUD, Prop.

Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and Silverware, Musical Instruments.

Fine watch repairing a specialty. All work

CANTON, - -

warranted.

Sourm DAROTA

Thos. T.

Brady,

~of Beresford, will make

Special Prices To Farmers, -

On a bill of goods.

Call and see him.

M. E. RUDOLPH,
Attorney at Law.

Practices in all the Courts of the State.

Notarial and Collection Business given care-
ful attention.
CAxrTON, - - SouTH DAxOTA.

N. C. STUBBERUD,

Canton, Lincoln county, kgeps & full 'linc
of Mens, Womens and childrens ahoes
for summer and winter wear,

that sell chtap.

CA!('I‘O§, - -

Farmers Trade Specially In@itqd_‘. T

GOTEL AND RESTAURANT,

A. D. HYMER, Prop.

Board by day or Week. Meals 25¢.

Sourr Daxora.'

E. Exp 5th 81, - -

G C. Brays,

—Proprietor of—

THE GATE CITY LIVERY.

Keeps a first class outfit of livery rigs of every

description. One of the best equipped
barns inthis' state. Sale and
boarding department in
connection.

CaxToN,S. D.

T. L. Torgeson,

Beresford, South Dakota,

—DEALER IN—

Dry Goods and Notion§,

Groceries, Boots and Shoes.

Motto “Square dealing.” Come in and look
' us over. -

B. Schmidt & Co,

Beresford, South Dakota.
Dealers in all kinds of Heavy and Shelf

EARIDW ARESL

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

O. T. HELGERSO

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.
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