When Gwenny Travers's photographs
came out to the station every one was in
love with them at om!e. and when, a
year afterward, It was announced t;ut
Miss Gwenny was lly expected, and
the colonel went doWn to Bombay to

meet her, there was great rejoicing at
Pukkapore.

Every male thing, from the brigadier
to young Dubbs, rejoiced, on his own
account, partly, and also on that of Mrs.

Travers, the colonel's wife, whose eldest
daughter Gwenny was.

Mrs. Travers was the mother and con-
fidante of everybody; a year before she
had been home on sick leave, and it
was on her return that the photographs
made their a;‘aranne. and began to be
one of the recognized interests of the
station. “Have you seen the colonel’'s
girl's photos?' “Which do you like the
best, the one in the riding-habit or the
one with her hair down?' “Isn't that
sallor hat vignette awfully fetching?”
People had hardly got over these com-
ments and criticisms before it was an-
nounced that Gwenny was really on her
Wway out; and then, of course, out came
the photographs again with renewed im-
portance that one might decide, now

that she was so near, what Miss Gwen-
ny was actually like.

When the date for her sailing was
fixed, Mrs. Travers began to fuss about
fixing up her room. “She must have the
pink room, Charles; it will want a lot of

doing up, but 1 shall begin at once,
and”—

“Not the pink room, my dear,” said
the colonel, from behind his paper, “the
little one beyond ours is more suitable.”

“Indeed, no; that's much too small for

any young lady, and I should like the
dear child to have a pretty, nice, cool
room that she can walk about in. Why,
at school she had & tiny little cubicle
like a cabin, and a giM thinks so much
of her own room. I can't think why you
have a prejudice against the pink room—
it will want an entire turnout, for the

Servants have crammed it with things
like a go-down, but you walit till Rosina
and I have got it in order, and you'll be
Quite astonished how pretty it will be.”

“I'd rather she had the smaller one,”
persisted the colonel, and, though he
did not give any reason, his face wore
& perturbed look, which was out of keep-
ing with the trifling occasion of differ-
ence, but his wife had rustled away to
take counsel of Rosina, the little Portu-
guese lady’'s maid, and the pink room
might be looked upon as a settled ques-
tion.

By the time the colonel started for
Bombay the room was ready, and very
pretty it was; the rather faded pink of
the walls had been renewed, there was
& brass bedstead and white aspinalled
furniture, white curtains and pink sash
ribbons to tie them up;: new matting and
& bookcase, and a shelf for photographs
running around like a dado. Mrs. Tra-
vers and Rosina even aspinalled the
huge wooden cupboard built into the
wall, and Mfade a smart pattern of
Christmas cards to outline the panels;
then all the ladies came to look at their
handiwork and admire it and talk about
Gwenny's coming.

“Wasn't this whnere”—Alrs Trent said,
and then stopped; Mrs. Dogle, the doc-
tor's wife, had trodden on her gown.

“Yes,”” Mrs. Travers hastened to ex-
plain, full of her own prowess, “this was
where we used to keep all sorts of stores
and boxes and things; the room was
much too good for that; only the colonel
filled it up with things the year 1 was
at howe. 1 had such work to clear it,
but Rosina and 1 have worked wonders,
don't you think?”

Mrs. Bogle assured her that the effect
was enchanting; Mrs. Trent held her
tongue and examined the curtains, and
then they all went to tea.

Two days after Gwenny arrived, and a
week later every one was agreed that
neither the riding-habit’ nor the sailor
kat portrait was “in it” with the Miss
Gwenny who sat smiling in her mother's
drawing room, making that always
pleasant place a perfect paradise to the
brigadier, who was a disconsolate wid-
ower of eight months' standing, and to
young Dubbs, and to all the various
grades, ranks and variety, civil and mil-
ftary, who filled the wide interval be-
tween that zenith and the nadir of Puk-
kapore male society. ‘

The beauty of Gwenny Travers was
that she smiled on all alike, and that is
a very great and uncommon point of
beauty. especially in an Indian military
station:; the brigadier was a pompous
old bore, Dubbs was a timid young ass,
Mrs. Bogle was a good-natured gossip,
and Mrs. Trent a mal a propos tattler;
but one and all received the same pleas-
ant treatment—friendly, modest, .=in-
cere—from the colonel's daughter, and
the first week of her arrival spread mer-
rily along with a continuous round of
merrymaking, to welcome the young
lady who had galvanized the dull little
place into life. Then, as a natural con-
sequence, came a whole crop of pro-
posals from everyvbody, all directed at
the self-same lady. The brigadier took
to wearing primrose gloves without
graduating toward Hope Reborn by any.
of the legitimate stages of half-mourn-
ing, and then as suddenly left for Cash-
mir: little Dubbs, after galloping his red
pony, Ructions, over from cantonments
five days 2 week, on some excuse or
other to the colonel’'s house, turned his
gteed’'s head about, and was met gloomily
cantering in the opposite direction when
everybody else was golng to the tennis
ground. It was the same with nearly
evervbody, and everybody felt a little
low and reactionary in consequence, and
applied for leave almost in a body. Af-
ter that there was a general settling
down, and Gwenny Travers and her
mother began to taste the sweets of
home life and companionghip; the elder
woman grew young again in her daugh-
ter's society, and both the colonel and
she felt that the years that were past,
the struggles and anxieties of their earl-
fer married life, were as nothing now
that “the girl” had come home.

It was Major Danvers, the colonel's
right hand man, who first discovered
that Gwenny was not looking herself at
all; in fact, had altered very considera-
bly in the couple months she had been
in India, a fact which her father and
mother, in their increased happiness, had
never observed. At first he Kkept the
matter to himself, and watched the girl
closely., wondering if any love affairs,
which had been common property on the
station, had really affected her, and
sighed to think oi certain long-deferred
expectations at home, which kept him a
poor man and a bachelor. Presently he
made so bold as to ask Mrs. Travers if
the heat were not very trying to Miss
Gwenny; she had grown so pale and so
quiet now that the first excitement of
her arrival was over, and, though she
was as sweet and pleasant to every one,
there seemed something lacking in the
spontaneity of her enjoymeant, and
Gwenny, coming into the room at the
moment, the suddenly awakened mother
flew at her with a hundred questions of
eager anxiety. Gwenny pot them all
aside, and Major Danvers go. up to go,
feeling heorribly guilty at the storm h.e
had raised; there was a look !> the giri's
eyes, too, as she bade him good-bye,
which haunted him. Was she appealing

Had anything frightened her®

He strode off to his quarters feeling puz-
zled and vexed with himself—what a
fool he had been to put his flager lﬂtﬁhl
ladjes’ pie, and what a goose the
colonel's wife was not to take things
He had only meant to
a4 she had flown

'

‘lars of poor Kettering's death should

for a moment and slowly cast a "nger-

isband. “He fs a capital soldier and
2‘-“ man, I know, but he's dml:
tauche. Now, poor, dear Charley Ket-

ng would raver have sald such a
:!'ltlnx-u If & mother hadn't the sharp-

eyes of anybody in the world for her
Own daughter. Did you ever think,
colonel, what a couple Gweeny and poor
Charley would have made if he had
llevd? He used to call her his little wife
years ago, before she went home to
school. Ah, dear, dear, India takes the
best of us.”

The colonel's wife was a very charm-
Ing woman, but she was not keenly ob-
Servant, and it had never struck her
that allusions to poor Charlie Ketter-
ing. who had died during the year she
was at home, and whom the colonel had
nursed in his last {llness, was specially
distasteful to her husband. .

The next time Gwenny met Roger
Danvers at the tennis ground, and could
fpeak to him for a moment unobserved,
shp. sald: “Don’'t put ideas into mam-
ma’'s head, Major Danvers. Indeed, I'm
nl! right, only a little tired sometimes.”

‘1 was so sorry, Miss Gwenny, for the
commotion I had raised. I could have
shot myself afterward, when I saw that
I had frightened your mother and an-
noyed you; but, forgive me for repeat-
Ing it, you are looking very differemt,
and—are you sure there is nothing the
matter?"”

“No-0o, nothing; that is—oh, if you've
noticed, it must be oticeable"—and
Gwenny's face grew suddenly pink and
her eyes filled with tears. “It's the nights
here, Major Danvers. I don't know
what it is, but they are terrible—al-
ways the same kind of terror, and the
same figure' —

She stopped in confusion.

They had walked to the end of the ten-
nis ground, and were practically alone;
even Mrs, Trent would not have been
&0 tactless as to disturb them, and as
they leaned against the railing Danvers
could feel the shudder that shook the
girl's slight frame.

“Do you mean that you dream, and
dream always of the same figure?” he
asked, In a low voice.

“I don't know if it is a dream, or if 1
am awake when the thought comes to
me, but it is something horrible—in my
room,” Gwenny said in shaken, jerky
tones. “I think 1 go to sleep all right,
and it is later that it comes on. Oh, I
can't tell anybody; let us go back to the
others,” and she turned to walk back,
but Danvers saw that her face was ashy
white now, and her eyes distended with
real fear.

“*One moment,” he said, detaining her.
“Can't vou tell your mother?"

“I want to, but she took such pleasure
in making that pretty room for me, and
now I can never enter it without the
dreadful feeling coming over me, and it
seems—oh, it seems as if I were going
mad."”

“Nonsense, Miss Gwenny: you musn’'t
say such things, even in jest. You must
tell your father, then.”

The girl looked full at him as the tone
of command struck her. She was a sol-
dier's daughter, and answered to it at
once,

“Papa? Do you think I could? He is
always so busy, and I never thought of
daring to trouble him; but I could more
easily explain it to him than to mamma,
I think.”

“Then do it at once;
Gwenny, to-night without fail,” the
young man said, almost fiercely, for
they were nearing the others now, and
Mrs. Bogle's pince-nez was fixed like a
burning glass upaon them. “Promise''—
and Gwenny promised in a quick whis-
per, for there is one thing a girl cannot
resist in a man, and that is a sudden
exhibition of masterfulness.

Like other powerful animals, it is per-
haps a good thing they do not know
wherein their strength lies,

About 10 o'clock that night, as Dan-
vers was smoking and fancying he was
reading in his quarters, Colonel Travers
came in: the vyounger man guessed in a
moment something of what had brought
him. and jumped up nervously with the
expectancy of an explanation in his face,
“1 want you to come up to the bunga-
low with me, Danvers; I can tell you
what about as we go, only look sharp,”
and a moment later the two men were
striding quickly over the white moonlit

promise me,

road.

“My girl spoke to you this afternoon
about something — something that
troubied and disturbed her, and you teld
her to come to me. No, you did quite
rightly,” as the major would have ex-
plained his seeming interference-—‘‘quite
rightly; it is myself I blame for my
blindness till now. She came and told
me this evening all about it, and now 1
want vour help to see me through some-
thing that requires more than one man's
nerve and evidence. The poor child tells
me that every night since she has been
here—since she has slept in the pink
room, she has dreamt—she suppos2s it
to be a dream—of a figure which stands
beside her bed and urges her to come
away, to follow it; in short"—

“A ghost?' Danvers asked; he was
gorry for poor little Gwenny in this, to
him, self-inflicted torture; but he did
not believe in ghosts.

““As the figure turns away from her
bedside she invariably sees its face—and
it is the face of a hanged man, Dan-
vers."”

“Whew!
story.”

“I think not; even her mother doesn't
know it. It happened, as you Kknow,
when my wife was in England, and I've
taken the utmost care that the particu-

Some one has told her tha

never come to her ears—Rosina, the
maid, is new; the old story of Kattering
being seen has quite died away. 1 was
averse, it is true, to Gwenny having that
room, but my wife had set her heart on
it, and I thought it would make Inore
stir to explain than to let it pass. Arnd
all these weeks the child hias been suf-
fering in silence. She says that after it
has shown her its face it melts away,
as it were, into the big corner cupboard.
What do you gay to that?”

“The cupboard where he hanged aim-
self, sir?”

“The same.”

“What do you mean to do, colonel?"

“My wife has gone to ved with a head-
ache., I told them to make me up the
dressing-room bed, and I would slecp
there, as I had some accounts (o go
through and might be very late. I have
just sent Gwenny to bed with a Jdos2 of
bromide that will keep her fast and
sound for the next nine hours. She was
very brave and good about slceping
alone in the room that she so fears und
dislikes. but I promised her that this
should be the last night of it, and that
1 would watch her and Kkeep her 3sale.
Here we are'—softly tiptoeing across
the veranda, and letting uimself in at
one of the drawing room windows—"]
am going to open Gwenny's door there
across the passage, and shall sit and
watch—and you can remain nere, just
within call; smoke if you like, but lont
drop off to sleep if you can help it; and
if I see anvthing 1 will call, and you
must come and bear witness.” _

Danvers hardly knew whether to laugh
or not at the colonel's simple, ghost-
trapping preparations; but, after aull,
they were sensible, matter-of-fact mens-
ures, which would reassure Gwenny to-
morrow morning when she awoke after
a long, refreshing sleep, and learnt that
the spell was broken and nothing super-
natural had been seen.

About two hours later: “Danvers,
come!” sounded a hoarse whisper across
the passage. Roger was at the colonel's
side in a second.

What was it? In the faint light of
the Dbedroom, where -~ a night-lamp
burned, aided by the rays from the pas-
sage-lamp outside. the two watchers in
the doorway could see a slight, shadowy
figure on the farther side of Gwenny s
bed—a figure that was strangely famil-
jar to them both, for, though but its side
and shoulder were to them, they rveog-
nized the bearing and shape of Thuriie
Kettering, the smartest young fellow the
regiment had ever known. The thing
stooped over Gwenny's pillow and held
out its arms, but the girl lay perfactly
still, her face hidden from Lhem, and
after what seemed an hour of Lorror it
lifted itself up erect and i{uarned away.
Then at the bottom of the bed it Falted

room, moving iis

tae
il it looked (ull in
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last seen it elgl.tecn months before, ivid
and terrible from its own suicida! sct.

“Hold rack—bold back! Don't wake
Gwenny; . might kill her,” the colonel
entreated, as Roger struggled bard to
dash into the room; the figure wae
gEone—gone even as they looked, msiting
away in the direction of the great cor-
ner cupboard which Mry. Travers had
decorated for her daugh*sr. “Here, reip
me with this,” and stepoing across to
Gwenny's bed he lifted on: end of the
little mattress on whizn the girl ley,
and signed to Danvars to take the
other,

“We'll have her out of this.” And
without another word they carried her
&cross the passage to the colonel’'s dress-
Ing room, and laid her, just as she was,
on the colonel's bed. Haur father lovked
at her anxiously. “No, I lL:lieve its gl
right; the bromide nasn't failsd me;
whatever that devilish thiv- was, to-
night ghe has not seen it. And to th nk
that we have let her suffer this without
finding out. Gad, man, whv conr'r »ou
gpeak? What do you think it was™

“I don't think, colonel--J know it was
Cha.rlie Ke;tterlms."

Next morning Gwenny woke up very
late for breakfast and told her father
that she had a splendid night—not a
dream nor a sound had disturbed her, as
he might see for himself, if it was he
who had carried her bodily into the
dressing room. How in the world did
he manage to lift her and her mattress
like that all alone? But the colonel kept
his own counsel, and sent Rosina to
bring her her own toilet necessaries, for
he could not even bear that she should
enter the pink room again. And in the
course of the day, such was the colonel's
talent for organization, Mrs. and Miss
Travers found themselves packed on a
visit which had long been impending,
but which was now decided on all in a
hurry, as the drains of the bungalow
were found to require immediate atten-
‘tlon. And when, some weeks later, they
returned to Pukkapore it was to find the
colonel establigshed in brand new quar-
ters, for the engineer had given his ver-
dict that the old bungalow was quite
too hopeless a job (0o spend money over.
The two ladies are immensely pleased
with the change—Mrs., Travers because
she likes her drawing room, Gwenny be-
cause she likes her bedroom better; the
girl has recovered her roses and her
gpirits, and has forgotten, or pretends
she had forgotten, that afternoon’s con-
fidence to Roger Danvers on the tennis
ground—perhaps this is only because the
major is “8Sir Roger"” now—the old uncle
in England having considerately died
“by last mail"—and seems a little
strange at first. But Danvers is biding
his time—the colonel knows his secret—
and the colonel's lady looks more favor-
ably on the baronet than she did on the
major, and has not been heard to com-
pare him unfavorably with poor Charlie
Kettering for a long time. Whether
Charlie Kettering les quletly in his
grave, or still haunts the dismantled
bungalow, neither Danvers nor the
colonel cares to inquire. Luckily Puk-
kapore is a stirring little station, where
the recollection of poor Charlie's sad
end during the fever which suddenly
rendered him temporarily irresponsible
has been wiped out by many happler
events.—G. B. Stuart, in the Argosy.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

The weight of evidence goes to show that
the vulture obtains knowledge of the pres-
ence of food by sight alone.

The British Parliament imposzed a tax on
bachelors in 1685, and again in 1795. The im-
post was repealed early in this century.

The great wall of China is 1,200 mlles in
length, It is 20 feet in hight and in thick-
ness 25 feet at the base and 15 at the t1op.

Cats and several other animals have a
false eyelid, which can be drawn over the
eyeball, either to cleanse it or to protect it
from too strong a light.

Cotton manufactories are found in nearly
every State except the extreme Northwest,
though the principal seat of this manufac-
ture has always been in New England.

A railway bridge, the largest cantilever
bridge in the world, spans the river Forth
with two spans, each of 1,700 fest. It was
erected at a cost of nearly $20,000,000,

In Mexico amnd Slam as well, judge, jury
and lawyers all smoke in court, if they
wish to, while a case is being heard. Even
the prisoner is not deprived of his cigar or
cigarette,

. 2. Bradford, a banker of Augusta, Wis.,
has contracted blood poisoning from the
habit of wetting his fingers on his lips when
counting bills. He has been obliged to go to
the hospital for treatment.

There is an example of the conservatism
of European rallways in the ado that is be-
ing made over the adoption of a French
road, the Chemin de fer de 1I'Ouest, of the
American system of checking baggage.

Of the total American population born of
native parents, 32 per cent. were earning
wages when the tenth census was taken,
The proportion of bread winners among our
immigrants is larger than among the native
population.

The Egyptians believed that the soul lved
only as long as the body endured, hence
their reason for embalming the body to
make it last as long as possible. It is esti-
mated that altogether there are 400,000,000
mummies in Egypt.

Caged lions and tigers, pumas and jaguars
take no notice of the men and women pass-
ing in front of them, but let a dog be
brought anywhere near the cage, and they
show their savage nature at once and spring
up, glaring out savagely.

The most numerous of the professional
classes in our country when the tenth census
was taken was that engaged in education.
There were 227,710 pedagogues, who taught
the young American idea how to shoot in
the most approved fashion.

London's fire brigade is largely recruited
from the navy, The wages vary from {1 4s
for the fourth class to £1 15s for the first
class men, while the officers In charge of
stations receive from {2 28 to £2 10s per
week, with rooms, lighting and firing.

What was regarded as a very fair esti-
mate placed the loss to Arostook, Me.,
farmers in consequence of the great slump
in prices of potatoes this spring at $275,000,
These are the figures sent out from the
Agricultural Department at Augusta.

The true origin and meaning of the ex-
pression O. K. is said to be as follows:
More than a century ago the best tobacco
and the best rum came from Aux Cayes
(propounced O, K.), and the best of any-
thing was designated Aux Cayes, or 0. K.

According to the last census there were
50,000 Germans, 26,000 Americans, 24,000 Rus-
stans, 2100 Poles, 21,99 French, 14.0% Scan-
dinavians, 10,000 Italians, 10,000 Dutch and
Belglans, 7,00 Swiss and a considerable
number of other nationalities in England.

Coffee planting promises to be the great
industry of British Central ca. The ex-
port of coffee in 1833, about™i5,00 pounds,
was nearly double that of 1882, that of 1894
was nearly double that of 1823 and 182 “can
now be definitely expected to double that of

In sawing through a white oak log three
feet in diameter.a few days ago, a sawyer
at Blanchester, O., came across the date
1780 carved in the wood near the middle of
the log. The figures were very distinct.
The carving was doubtless done when the
tree was young.

It is sa'd that In Virginla there are
1,000,000 acres of waste land, or land that s
not under cualtivation, more than there is
under cultivation, while in Neorth Carolina
there g double the land not cultivated that
is cultivated. Illino!s has 4,000,000 of its
30,000,000 that are idle.

The Presbhyterlan Church of the United

tates of America has a membership of
788,224. This denomination clams 6,717 or-
ganizations, and worships in 6,663 churches,
seating 2,225,044 people. It also utilizes 556
halls, seating 57,8% peonle. The value of the
church property is 374,455,200,

The Germans have a beautiful word in-
stead of Keeper or housewife; they say
“housemother.” The youngest maid or
matron who takes care of the home ‘has
earned the title of housemother, as if she
were the owner of everything, and every-
thing locked up to her in return.

The following works were by the ancients
esteemed the seven wonders of the world:
The Pyramids, the tomb cf Mausoleus, the
Temple of Diana, the hanzlng gardens of
Babylon, the Colossus of Rhodes, the ivory
and gold statue of Jupiter mpus, and the
Pharos, or watch tower, of pt.

According to the trials of carrier pigeons
recently made in the American navy, these
birds are l'kely to prove very usefu
in carryving dispatches. Only 10 per cent, of
the pigeons sent off falled to yerurn *home,”
and some of the “homers"” covered
of ocean at a speed of 30 miles an hour.
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Bt Harte Told This, bat

F. H. B, in Chicago Tribune.

I think I met Bret Harte once. 1 am
not positive about it. In the days whens
Bret Harte was making a name for him-
self In the West I was a passenger In
the stage coach between Denver and pev-
eral towns in the contiguous section. On
that trip I fell In with a man who sald
he was Bret Harte. He came into the

stage after nightfall and somewhere on
the road between that hour and the break

of day he got out. Some time in the night,
in spite of the fact that the man was un-
usually interesting, I went to sleep. Sever-
al consecutive days of travel had worn
me to exhaustion and my condition yielded
to the demand of nature.

I have always regretted that it was so.
Since the name of Bret Harte has been
familiarized in two continents and since he
belongs to my own country, and having
read everything he has written, so far as I
now know, It is mosi annuying for me to
be in the doubt I am. His photographs
that I have seen do not solve the mystery.
for as I have already sald we—that is, the
man who said he was Bret Harte and my-
self—were vis-a-vis in a ramshackle con-
veyance on a rocky road in the depths
of a starless night, I could not see his face
with any distinctness.

He broke the ice by asking me If I I}ad
been In the country very long. It was my
first trip and I told him so. 1 soon learned
from him that he was famillar with it and
its strange people. But no man was ever
more loyal to his own than was this man
to those whom he afterwards immortalized.

For some time he Interested me. To be
more accurate, he interested me all the
time I listened, It was not his fault or his
lack of being entertaining that caused me
to drop into a state of forgetfulness. Be-
fore I was overcome I had asked him sev-
eral questions, to all of which he replied
satisfactorily. One of these questions I shall
never forget, not' because there was any
originality in it, but because it drew from
him a story which I have often looked
for in his writings, but have never
found. And that is one reason and the only

one I have, for thinking that the man may
not have been Bret Harte, for if it were
otherwise 1 think he would certainly have
woven it into one of his characteristic
sketches, I have one excuse now to offer
for attempting to give it. He—DBret Harte,
or whoever the man was—has neglected to
write it. The question I asked was this:
Are these people as sincere in jheir asser-
tlons for justice a3 they appear to be?

He answered without hesitation., He said
that no man had written or spoken of
them as they deserved. He assured me
that there had been no exaggeration of their
character. 1 shall noil attempt at this late
day to give the story as he told it. I could
not and do him the credit he deserves—
whoever he was. As 1 recall it it was
something like this:

In one of the mining camps—he named it
in telllng the story, but I have long since
forgotten that—was a man who had come
to the place unknuwn. That was nothing
in that country, It did not matter what a
man had been previous to sectling, or
where he hailed from. His record, his pedi-
gree, dated from the hour he hit the gravel
in the camp or began to live on the ranch.
There was an exception to this, too, as [
recall the story. If it came ‘to dight that
the man had been a hypocrite and was
continuing along that line retribution began
from the time of his first offense. But if he
had gone wrong somewhere else and had
come into the gulch to r®form and was
*“*square’” in his conduct from that time
till he had “passed In his checks” his past
“didn't count."

This man was predisposed to m certain
sort of exclusiveness which was in his
favor., The noisy man *“who talked with
his mouth' in that country was generally
spoited. At times this man would be missed
from the camp. He would be away three
days, a week, or occasionally three weeks,
He never made known the day of his de-
parture and he always came back in the
night, and no one knew he was back until
he walked out to his breakfast. It soon
came to be known that he did not want to
be questioned about his trips. When a
man in that country let an intimation of
that kind drop it was respected,

He never received a letter while he was in
the camp and no one ever saw him write
one. He mnever read a newspaper or a
book, and occasionally, when the news of
some event of national import was heard
of and discussed in the evenln[ﬁ he was as
indifferent as an Indian when he is posing.
He asked no questions., He had a name,
of course, but that has escaped me, But I
remember that he had been tagged with
some nickname or title, 1 have forgotten
which, and by that he was known in all
that section.

One morning, after he had been off on a
characteristic trip, he was found dead.
There were no doctors in the camp, and
su~h an official as a coroner was not neces-
sary In those days. The boys removed his
clothes and turned over the body several
times to satisfy themselves that he had
not ended his own existence. They looked
in all of his pockets, but there was not a
scratch of a pen or a pencil mark, and no
letters or memoranda. There wag in a
piece of tightly-twisted paper a little bunch
of hair. 1t was not braided, nor plaited,
nor tied with a ribbon nor a siring. But
the boys allowed that it was “‘some wom-
an's,” and they put it back in the greasy
bit of paper and into the pocket from which
it had been taken.

A committee took the bedy up on the side
of a mountain, dug a hole in the ground,
and “made the buryin'." Somebody stuck
a bit of a branch at the head of the grave.
The committee returned and reported to
the man who was a =ort of ruler in the
camp, and he gave it out that a little game
that had been arranged for was not to be

laved that night, and the postmaster was
old not to open the mail that day when it
should arrive. The usual season of mourn-
ing could not be carried out in this case,
but there was no business in the camp for
twenty-four hours.

That night the man who was in authority
called for volunteers to write, and one
voung man who had a face like a girl
stepped out. The others excused them-
selves on the ground that they could write,
but their “spellln’'” was poor. The voung
volunteer sald he could spell names of peo-

le and of towns if they were not too long,
ut that his “writin’ was bad. He was
instructed by the man in authority to
“write a piece for the paper about the dead
man, tellin’ where he is buried, and that
he didn't say nothin' about his intentions
to pass in his checks, and that he didn’t
have nothin' comin' to him-except a check
at the Golden Nugget for one drink, which
the friends of diseased ha. and would keep
till ealled for by his friends or his Kin.

The young man who drew the ticket for
writing the piece was excused from other
duty that day so as to give him a chance
to “do it ciean and decent.” And then the
“piece” was sent by courier to a town fifty
miles away, to a preacher, who was asked
to look it over and fix it so as it would
read all right in the paper.

It was printed and that was the occasion
of the editor of the paper getting one new
subscriber at the camp.

Several weeks after that a woman-got
out of the stage coach at the tavern where
the postoffice was a part of the business.
After she had talked with the man~in au-
thority a while he called together the com-
mittee which had buried the dead, and said
that the “lady had read the piece in the
paper as to the diseased and she would like
to see him."” The committee took her up to
the grave on the side of the mountain and
dug up the corpse. One of them said to her:
“You mayn't xnow him when you see him,
‘cause we didn't have no store clothes to
put on him.” Whereupon the “ladv" replied
that she reckoned she wouldn't know him
in a new suit, as ‘“her man' never had but
the one suit to his back. When the body
was exhumed the committee with‘q.—ew a
respectful distance while the “lady” satis-
fied herself. She called them and informed
them that “it was the same,”” and spoke of
certain “identification marks,” which the
committee verified. She returned to the
camp and had another conference with the
man in authority. That night a mass-meet-
ing was held, at which the man in authori-
ty told the people that the “widow of the
diseased was present in the flesh,” and that
she had news. He introduced her and she
told how the man had wronged her after
she had been sick so long, ard that he had
been in the habit when he would leave
camp of taking q}mrtx to the big town,
where he sold it. The quartz was the prop-
erty of the camp. She declared ghe had no
intention of spea ill of the dead, but
she had underst that he had died a
natural death “while playin’ faise,” and
that the camp had actually buried him,
which was contrary to the custom in such
cases,

After she had quit talkin
thority stood up and asked:
pleasurs of the widder of the dise

She sald she wasn't there to say anything
“ovil” of the dead. She protested e did
not rcome to create any disturbance, but
she said In just so many words that the
“diceased had fooled the community in
which he lived.”

The man in authority stood wup on a
cracker box in one corner of the room, and
the committee and the widow listened most
respectfully. The speaker was just as they

the man in au-
“What is the

aer

saw him
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but he ecked it. “This ain’t no 4th
July business,” he sald, “and It tain't no
meetin® to open up a new mine. We are
heie for solemner things than that. 1 will
ask the lady to step out for a few minutes.”

The “lady” was accompanled without by
one olﬁ: thelcgmhmmee. wl?o 'uh. instructed to
remaln wit er, “to kee er company."
Then the speaker mumetr .

“It's a sign when a man Is buried here
the same as if he was in the States, that
he were squar, and it's notice to the Record-
in' Angel that he's fiten to pass in. But
when he is buried on n* lamb, or left In
gulch with shot in him it's a sign that he
warn't in good standin' in the community
whar he lived, and, likewise, is a w 5
to thgem that's like him to number thar
days. It's the 'pinion of this court that the
committee that buried him take him up and
do to him what they orter to have done to
him in the first place. Is the court backed?™'

There was a low murmur of consent., The

er continued: “You've still got sand.

ut the widder of the diseased z2!n't to
know nothin' about it, fer wimmen allus
(tl?):;lg:ven a.t rtnl:;!n at thekl:l:t minit, an.gu :d.;

C wan 8 resgerec un to get
Now bring her in, and when the meetin' Is
aver and the widder of the diseased {s on
her way outen the camp, the committee will
do thar duty.”

When the “widder of the diseased” was
brought back the speaker, who had some of
the elements of a dinlomat in his rough
makeup, said to her: “Mum, the citizens of
this here camp has told me to tell you that
you have thar sympathy. But sympathy
wat ain't got any linin' to it, nor no but-
tons, nor nothin’, won't tote you very fur,
so the citizens have told me to give you the
followin', with thar speclally regards. Don't
say nothin’, Just take it and go.”

The speaker's “followin' " was a belt full
of gold. It was his own, but Bret Harte,
or whoever he was, told me that the speak-
er lost nothing by it.

That night the committee walited on the
gpeaker and informed him that they nhad
“comg!lled." They had *“‘dug up the dis-
eased,”” put a rope around his neck and
swung the body off a Iimb. And when it
had *“danced around so many es” thay
cut it down and put it back Int® the hole
and “kivered it up knee deep.”

The speaker grunted a disapproval. "He
said nobody would know but what the
“digseased had died decent.” *“*What's the
use _ot puttin® a mark on a man if yvou're
goin® to rub it out. That ain’t the way
they done with Cain. You ain't got no
right to change the law, as it was -unade
by him." And the speaker turned his tace
:pward and pointed in the direction of his

aze.

The head man of the committee apolo-
gized by saying that this was the first case
of the kind that they had handled, and
that they would do Fetter nevt time, They
were excused and returned to camp.

In the course of a few weeks another
woman came into camp and made inquiries
of a man about whose decath she had read
in the papers.

“What was he to you, mum?" asked the
speaker—the man in authority—the court.
» “Nothin’,” she sald in a girlish voice,

now, but he was once my hushand.”

“Who broke the splice? The speaker
saw she did not quite understand. *“Who
done the separatin’, him or you, and was
thar any legal proceedin's in the case?"

‘:Do you mean if we were divorced?"

“I reckon, mum, you've got onto my
meanin’, Yes.”

‘“There was never an He went
away from me when was helpless and
when my baby was four days old, and I
never saw him again, but I heard he was
here, and then they told me about his dying
here, and 1 have come, as you see, in the
hope that he may have left something for
m: ,child. God knows I want nothing of

“If you will excuse me, mum, the court
would like to ax you one question, hopin’' it
won't hurt your feeHn’'s, what's already
bruised too bad. Do you ever have the
hystericks, or do any faintin'?"

She divined his meaning. “T have stood
a great deal,” she sald. “Go on. I am not
afraid to hear anything.”

“Said_ like a real lady. You've got sand,
and it's all gold,” replied the speaker,
touched by the woman's heroism. “What
] wanted to ax you is: Are vou number
one or number two—which comes first?"”

For a moment there was no sound save
that of the leaves as they were fanned by
the winds of the mountains and of a musical
gurgle of a crystal stream that broke into
pearls against the rocks in a canyon. The
woman's thin, white hands, as transparent
as the petals of a rose, clasped her forehead.
Her eyes, blue like the cloudless sky, closed,
and a low =igh, like that which one hears
sometimes in the evening wind, escaped her
thin lips. She was carried out of the room,
but the speaker never knew whether she
was, number one or number two.

“1 reckon,” he said, as he plled up the
flowers of that strangely beautiful land on
her grave, I reckon it tain't none of my
business. That's for him to know.” And he
turned his face upward and his hand point-
ed in the direction of his gaze.

When thzt duty was over the committee
met again, and again they went up on the
side of the mountain and had another
“resurrection.” It was in the daytime, The
spealker went with them. When the bod
was taken out it was stood up, or fastened,
to a tree, anl six qluick reports of as many
riles muade the valley below echo. One of
the rifle balls had cut the cord which bound
the body to a tree and it fell forward,
pierced by the other five.

The commitie stood like regulars await-
ing orders. The speaker went forward and
felt of the wrist of the dead body. Then he
put one ear to the chest. Then he put
his hand over the heart. Then he walked
lack to the line where the committee
was standing like scentinels, “Fill up the
hole,”” he s=aid. It was not verv deep and
it did not take longz. They retu.ned to the
camp, and late that night, after a long
gtillness, one of the committee said to
the speaker: “Beggin' your parding, I
think we forgot somethin' this mornin’.”
 *“It’s purty late in the day to do any
thinkin’, but you kin =ay it, and be quick
about it,” said the speaker, whose face
looked like a thunder cloud.

“We forgot to put the diseased In the hole
before we fllled it in,” was the “‘think” of
the committeeman.

The speaker stood up and the light of the
campfire flashed over his face, and a smile
was there which was complete satisfaction.
“Jjt was not the intention,”” he said, and
he walked away to his hut and left the
committee alone by the flickering fagots.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

divorce,

Value of French.
Life.
“French enables one to express such
shades of meaning, vou know."
“Yes, 1 know. And such indelicate ones,
tOO."

As the Coming Woman Will De.

Harlem Life.

Ethel—=I—er—I wish—er—that is, I came to
ask if I might marry your son?

His Papa—Dear me! What have you to
support a husband on?

An Indorsement.

Washington Star.

“Is Bunkins as good as his word?" asked
one business man.

“1 guess he is,"” replied the other. “His
word isn't good for anything."”

On His Return.
Dgtroit Free Press. .
Mother—If yvou wanted to go fishing wh
didn't you ask me instead of running o
and going? ;
Johnnie (from experience)—Because 1
wanted to go fishin'.

Vindictive.
Puck.

Jess—Here comes that disagreeable Miss
Jones,

Jack—Don't you like her?

Jess—] hate her. Sometimes when we
meet I don't even kiss her,

Modern.
Puck.

Employer—I don't see why you should
ask me to pay you more money; you do
no more work than formerly.

Typewritist—No, sir, but, you see, I have
a husband to support now.

Not Fully Ordained.

Judge.
Clerk—I hear you've got a trolley line up
to your town now.
Uncle Silas (modestly)—Wa-al, yes; we've
got what they call a trolley line, although
we hain't had nobody killed yet,

No Drugs Needed.
New York Weekly.
Mrs. Ebony—Little
locked fast.
Dr. Darktown-Am dey locked shet or
locked open?
., doctah.”

“Dey is locked o
“Dat's easy cured. Put er piece er broiled
chicken between "em, an’ ef dat don't work,

try watermillion.”

Time's Changes.
Harper's Bazar.

“1 thought you sal about a year
that you would not e a bicycle, as
nusband did not like to have you
)'q_umlso Ir d.nlpicu" ous?”

“Well, why do you ride now?"

My husband
myseif

Caesar's jaws are
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send him to the | . asylum Instead

A Vietim of Cir.omstances.
is strange that a strong

M people
um,
n.:.\ut employer,
an' he's beert dead twenty years,

A Fair Question.

Roxbury Gazette,
Biil Bulizer—What Q'yer get for seats in

this theater?
Ticket Agent—We charge popular pricea
Billl Bulizer—Say, don’t yer think If yer
wuz ter drop them a little lower they'd

be just as popular?

Important Information.
Tammany Times.

A professor In the medical department
of Columbia College asked one of the more
advanced students:

“What Is the name of the teeth that a
human being gets last?"

“False teeth, of course.”

Her Answer.
Harper's Bazar.

Mrs. McBride (entering the kitchen)—
Bﬂq’mt. dldn't I see that policeman kiss
you! 3\

Bridget—Well, mum, sure an’ yez
wouldn’'t hev me lay mesilf opin to arrcst
for :eshtin’ an officer, mum.

The Invisible Sapply.
New York Weekly.
er. Astorbilt—] wish a genuilne imported
cigar.
oy—Very sorry, sir, but the boss is out,
1 don't want the boss; 1 want an im-
ported . Haven't you any 7"’

“Yes, sir, we've got two, but they're in
the safe.”™

AMATEUR GARDENING.

One of Its Unsolved Problems Is How

to Keep Pepper Out of Radishes.
Boston Transcript.

The experiences of the amateur gardener
in hls d':t year in the garden fnﬂer 8O
lo an intermission that he may be sald
to have forgotten all he ever knew about

ardening are full of thrilling interest.

n the first
fact that he treated & garden of sandy
loam, deeply underiaid with a porous
gravel, exactly as he used to treat one
of rich black earthy with a clayey subsoil,
and the result has been that about half
his stuff has simply been burned out of
the ound. Instead of raising his beet
and Jettuce beds above the general sur-
face, no doubt he ought to have depressed
them below it. Anyhow, his lettuce, which

he used to find one of the easiest things |

to -cultivate, refuses to germinate at ail.
After iInfinite pains about the selection of
seeds—aflter committing pages of Peter
Henderson's standard manual to memory
and digging and pulverizing and stamping
—he has three heads of very beautiful let-
tuce to reward his efforts. But his con-
science is clear; his obedlence to Hender-
iigzel ne\lrer lr;lngged. ;;ue as ]tl'ne needle to

pole, e stam on a his lettuce
seeds because Henderson told him 1o
stamp on them—and they all died. His
beets and oyster plants developed a singu-
lar characteristic. All the seeds planted on
the left-haad half of the bed grew beauti-
fully, and all these pianted on the right
half of It failed. Same soil, same seed,
same depth, same rolling, same conditions
as to moisture—yet the right-hand seeds
fail and the left-hand ones grow. This sur-
prising fact cannot be sent to Darwin,
because he is dead, but it ought to be taken
into adequate account by some great
naturalist or cosmologist. It takes more
;gan" an amateur gardener to account

r -

But the radishes! Having discovered
that all the radish seeds he planted came
up with great joyfulness and spontaneity,
the amateur gardener planted a fresh lot
as soon as each lot came up, s0 as to have
a nice succession of radishes for the table
through the season. The result has been
simply paralyzing. The first crop of rad-
ishes seemed to be ready to eat about
three weeks after they were planted.
They were placed on the table, and though
they seemed to be a trifle more peppery
than was strictly according to Henderson,
they were crisp, tender and refreshing.
The amateur gardener's bosom swelled
with joy as he ate these radishes, the

-fruit of his own labors and the reward of

his own consummate skill. Having re-
solved to keep an account with his gar-
den, the amateur enters up the ordinary
cost of three bunches of radishes to its
credit with great satisfaction.

In about three days more there are more
radishes ready for the table. More are
served. Then anocther iot comes on before
those that preceded it are all harvested,
Meantime the family appetite for radishes
seems 10 pall a little, and dishes are car-
ried away half filled. The amateur garden-
er puts out gentle hints as to the =atisfac-
tion that one takes when the choice results
of his labors are appreciated in his own
household. Then he gets an idea that peo-
ple at the table are worrying down more
radishes than they want, merely to please
him. The iron has entered into his soul.
Finally Betty comes running in from the
garden all aglow and says, “I've been
counting the radishes out there in the
ﬁround that are big enough to eat, and

ow many do you suppose there are?”
“How many, dear?” *“A hundred and
eighieen.”

And those hundred and eighteen radishes

becocme a nightmare to the amateur gar-
dener. He has already expressed an in-
tention to bunch them up and send them
around to his friends, but has been met
with the chilly question when he proposed
that, ““‘But what about the pepperiness, my
dear?” When one has set up as a gar-
dener, the faintest suggestion of pepper
about a radish is fatal to it as a gift arti-
cle. Of course no *“hot" radishes, no bit-
ter cucumbers, no watery peas can be
iven away. ‘“"Really,” the amateur gar-
ener says to himself, extenuatingly,
“these radishes are unjustly accused. Prob-
ably if they weren't ours we shouldn't =us-
pect them of pepper at all. Probably they
aren't a bit more peppery than a radish
ought to be. I shouid like to send one of
them to Hendergson and bhear what he
thinks about it. But the mere suspicion
of pepper spoils a radish to give away. It
has to be perfect or it can't go.” No doubt
he might bunch them up and turn them
over to the market man, but if the market
man's customers should actually find them
hot and the marke* man sHould say =0 to
the amateur gardener the humiliation
would be more tnan ne could bear. And
so, at last accounts, there were almpst a
hundred and eighteen radishes still in the
ground at the amateur gardener's place,
growing to a prodigious size and two or
three more sowings coming forward very
rapidly. Meantime the amaleur has re-
solved to write t0 Henderson before an-
other spring for a speclal ‘reatise on the
art of keeping pepper out of radishes.

SUNDAY EXCURSIONS,

Bloomingdnle Glens nnd Montezomn.

Every Bunday via the 1., D. & W. rail-
way; only $§1.50 round trip, including hack
fare. Traln will leave Union Station § o,
m. One fare between all other stations,
For other information, call e¢ity ticket
office, 134 South Illlinois street.

he Denvér Special.

On July & a speclal train, consisting of
sleeping cars apd free reclining chair cars,
will leave Indianapolis at 11:4 noon and
run th to Denver, Col.,, without
change. e route of the train will be Big
Four to St. Louis, Missouri Pacific to Pueb-
lo and Denver & Rio Grande to Denver.
The train will run through on fast time,
reaching Colorado Springs early Sunday
morning and Denver Sunday noon. Many
of the teachers will spend Sunday at Colo-
rado Springs. Those who Jdo not wish to
do so can continue on the train to Denver.
A uniform rate of 50 cents for meals has
been arranged for passengers of the special.
Ample stops for mcals will be made. Tick-
ets can purchased returning via a dif-
ferent route if desired. Tickets are good 1o
return until Sept. 1. Excursion rates from
Denver to all points of interest in Colarado.

attending the National Educational Con-
ventlon. For further information, reserva-
tion of berths and free reclining chair-car
tickets apply to ticket azents Rig Four
railway or to COKE ALEXANDER,
D. P. A., Mo. Pacific Ry.,
7 Jackson place, Indlanapoils,

Cook’s Imperial, Worid's ‘F:ir. “Hizhes: |

award, exceilent Champagne; good effer-
;:scenge. agreeable bouquet and deliclous
vor

TAKE

AYER'S

the Only Pl

Sarsapari
AT THE WORLD’S FAIR.

——

SAWS AND MILL SUMPLIES.

e e e e . et S e et e et~
E. C. & CO, Manufacturer and

ATKI N lt-.q,_;lﬂ»r of CIRCULAR, CROSA..
CUT, BAND and all othes

BELTING, EMERY WHEELS and
MILL SUPPLIES.

[llinols siree:, ons #juare south Union
Lton
BELTING and

SAWS emery WHEELS

SPECIALTIES OF

W. B. Barry Saw and Supply Co.

132 8. PENN. ST. All kinds of Saws repalred.

NORDYKE & MARMON C0.,

(EsTan. 1851.]

lace he finds Interest In the |

Founders and Machinists,

Mill and Elevator Ballders, In-
diauapolis, Ind
Roller Mills, Mill Gﬂﬂlﬁ Belt-
e L

ing. Boiting Cloth, Grain-clsaning
Machinery, .\ltddlu.. FPurifiers,
Portable Mills, ete, ® Silroets
cars for stock yards

 PHYSICIANS.

Dz, C. X. Fletcher

RESIDENCE 573 North Meridian street.
OFFICE 360 South Meridian street,

Oflce Hours—dtotol0a. m.; 2todp m; TR0 A
Telepliones—Ofllce, W73; md:noe. . »

Dr. W. B. FLETCHER'S SANATORIUM,

For Treatment of
Nervous nnd Mental Diseasea
. 124 NORTH ALABAMA ST.

Dr. J. A. Sutcliffe,
SURGEON,

OFFIC E—' East Market street. Hours—0to 108 mAJ
2003 p. i Sundays excepled. Telephbone 841,

PDr. MBravton,
OFFICE—2 East Oulo, from 0o i3 and iy
RESIDENCE—#$15 brosdway,

House Telephone 1279, OfMea Telaphons' (L

" Dr. Sarah Stockton,

227 NORTH DELAWARE STREET.

DR REBECCA W. ROGERS,

Disceases of Women nand Children.

OFFICE- 19 Marien Rlock. Office Hours—8 to 18
a.m.; 2105 p. m. Sundays—i ol p. m, at residonct—
2% Broadway.

REAL ESTATE, RENTALS, ETC.

A. GRAVES,.

Real Estate, Rentals, Insurance and Georgia Pioe
Lumber (n car lots. 57 Indiaua ave, (Freeman Offica. )

—— e ——

DYE HOLUSES,

A e e e e N et S e P e e e e S e P
LALE CURTAINS CLEANED AND REFINISHED
equal to new. Wedo onr work on the prem and
ou pay but one price, Nollingbam, )¢ a pair;
{)ouror Irish Point, 500; Brussels, §1; Fortierea, clean-
ed, $1.50 a pair—dyed, $2  Brill's Steam Dye Works, 33
and 35 Massachuseiis ave, and 8 North slreet.

ABSTRACTS OF TITLES.

Thedore Steing
Successor to Wi, C. Anderson,

ABSTRACTER OF TITLES,

8 EAST MARKET ST.
PATEANT ATTORNEY.

Chester DBradford,

PATENT .. AWYER.
Prac ces in all Federz) Courts and before the
Patent Office.
ROOMS 4 and 16 HUBBARD BLOCK,
Oor. Washingtlon and Meridian sts, Indianapolis, Ind,

FENCES,

ELLIS & HELFENBERGER,

MANUFACTURERSE OPF

- L
S oty

st V¥ e

-
Ty
Il.l:' SLITELT. |

Iromn aanncd Wire Fence
160 to 168 South Mississippl St
8. INDIAN IND.

lrou Vases, wilh reservolrs.

SAFE DEPOSIT.

Safe Deposit Vault

Absolute safety agalnst Fire and Burglar,
Finest and only vault of the kind in the
State, Policeman day and night on guard
Designed for the safe keeping of Money,
Bonds, Willis, Deeds, Abstracts, Silver
Plate, Jewels and valuable Trunks and
Packages, et.’.

§. A. FLETCHER & CO., SAFE DEPOSIT.

JOHN 8. TARKINGTON, ;
OPTICIANS. o

\;_'“__‘“
(": Q OP
SIN.PENNST. DENISON
INDIANAPOLIS-IND.

- == 2 - —
BRRASS FOLNDRY AND FINISHING
SHOPS.

e I I

Pioneer Brass Works,

Mfrs and Dealers in all kinds of Brass Goods,

and ligh: Castings. Car llearings a falty.

and Job Work promptly sttended to. 110 nati 114 South
Pennsylvania street, Telephoue G148

i SEALS, STENCILS, STAMPS.

——— L — e A

[y, o

- \CATALOGUE FREE .
1555 TEL.1386. 15 S.MERIDIANST.

SUMMER RESORTS.

|
 YWAWASEE INN

This Is the best accommodation cfered for |

LAKEWAWASEE ou B. & O R R, 113 milles sast
| of Chicage., $4.% round trip from Indiasapolis vis
| LE & W, or Big Four. A Dew and clegant hotel,
| equipped and condocied as a first-class somiser home,
Familiea s specially. No crowds or plenics. Finest
yacuting, beating, bathing apd Ashing. Tennis. Harts
splendid Orchestta. Hops nightly. For mtes and
copy of “Beautiful Wawases llustrated,” afdress M.
G. STIMMEL, Wawases, Ind, or eall on

Agents Big Four or L. E. & W, B, R, Indizsnapails.

——

MANSION HOUSE AND COTTAGES,
FISHERS ISLAND, XN Y., OFEXN JTNE 1Lta OO
1. Charmingly jocaied six miles seaward,
Loadon and Wateh Hillonlineof N V. & X. H R
andl Norwich Lige of Seamers; '::m
m

tions dally. Excellent boating,
fsland seven miles long. hotels have
provemenis: furnished cotiages to ront with  hotel agpe
vitce or for LonseReeping; desTiptive cireular,
W, . WHITE

—_—— . ——

Musico House

PIANOS

12004 0 K. Pon. S, nd

PEARSON’ _

BT
»

S

A

MUNNATAWKET HOTEL,

4

PR TR L R S e —

BUSINESS DIRECTORY.
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