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BY DAN DE QUILLE.

L
: THE ARTIST'S STORY.
About three years ago I was on a sketch-
\g tour in the Swiss Alps. At the town
M Thun, which is about a mile from the
ake of the same name, I made the sc-
intance of Silvio Baroli, an Italian
put my own age, and likewise an artist
ged in sketching the scenery of the
antry. Thun being a town of about 5,000
bitants, and swarming besides in sum-
r with tourists, because of its being the
starting place for travelers in the
nd, my Italian friend proposed that
)y seek more quiet quarters somewhere
In a day or two we found what we were
‘search of in a lone and quiet chateleton
southwestern shore of the lake. We
d every accommodation and conveni-
we required in our new home, and
from it in a short walk could reach the
‘picturesque region lying about the Stock-
Aiso in less
an an hour one of the little steamers
ring on the lake would carry us to any
int we wished to visit.
our jaunts it occasionally hap-
d that I had finished my task of
nsterring to canvas the bit of landscape
which I had taken a fancy, while Silvio
still at work upon the view he had
At such times I would wait until
completed his picture, standing
d him and chatting, The first time
80 I saw to my surprise that he was
ing with left hand. 1 remarked
t he was the first left-handed artist 1
d ever seen at work.
Bilvio merely said that he found that his
hand better obeyed his will and more
rurately rtuponthounm his thought
n did his right.

On a subsequent occasion 1 observed to
my astonishment that while his left hand
as delicately formed as the hand of a
with tapering and shapely fingers,
 right hand was a huge and clumsy
, with knotty and crooked fingers,
ed with nails thick and pointed like

2 of a beast of prey. Further, 1 saw

it the back of the right hand and wrist
covered with a shaggy growth of red

r. A coarser looking hand I had never

0

- At the moment Bilvio’'s whole soul was

| in his work, but turning presently he evi-

noted the direction of my gaze, and
my look of astonishment, for he

pm. 1 remembered then that it was
gounstant habit to so carry his nght

3
“Parning my eyes again upon Silvio's
te and shapely leit hand, as the slen-

i 'mot wonder he believed that hand most

g of transferring to canvas his artis.

,"r inspirations,

In the Old World one encounters de-
it_vofe\‘er_\' kind imaginable in the
man species—has it thrast into view,
od, in every town; but this coarse
pd upon & young man so trimly built
d handsomely molded in every other re-

by

AR g7

dformations I had yet seen.
at the conclusion that the big,
hand must be a strange kind of birth-
. ' This might account for the hair
it being red, while Silvio had a fine
of dark brown hair and a mustache
same color,

nding Silvie Baroli so sensitive in re-
to his deformity | refrained from

g

L)

i

. when waiting for him to 1t the
ishing touches to a piece of work, al-
ys seated myself on his left at some dis-

gﬂ‘

or loitering akout our inn he always car.
ried his right hand hidden in |
or deeply buried in the side pocket of his

Silvio and 1 strolled together almost

‘daily among the mountans or along the

Aar or Simmen rivers and became firm

friends, holding as we did much the same |

potions in regard to art, and particularly
nduape work. One day when we had
seated ourselves in a shady nc
Jooking a beautiful little valley |
eurve of the Aar, Silvio sudd
e and said :
] have observed for a long time that
have wondered greatly at the differ
in the appearance of my right and
hands, and that apparently you have
ved at the conclusion that my coarse
hand is a natural deformity. 1
this to be your thought because in
goodness of your heart you have re-
frained from speaking of it ves, even
from curiously looking at it
is, indeed, a sore subject for me.
o and horror of my lite. 2
“Although to speak of that hateful hand

ok over-

1t is the

: ; see it stared at by strangers, or even (o

paze u it myself, always gives me pain,
now--that we have come know each
other well and to be friends—I pro-
pose to explain that w has long puz-

zled you.

“’l{;g coarse t hand, with its
crooked and k fingers, is not really
my own, though see it attached to my
body. Although in many things it serves
me as a hand, and to that extent is useful,
yet there is no good understanding be-
tween me and that hand. It was thrust
upon me without my knowledge; aye,
without 'my knowledge or consent was
thrust upon me. I hate, loathe and mis-
trust it, and it in some way seems to have
become aware of the fact. Ah, it is a cun-
ning, murderous and treacherous hand!

*“You look astounded, as well ycu may,
when I tell you this is not my hand; and
{‘ou probably think me unbalanced men-

lly when hearing me speak of it as I
have done, yet all [ have told you is the
.simple and exact truth. It is not my
hand. Itisthe hand of a brigand—the
hand of Ugo Carcano, the bandit and fifty
times murderer! [t is the hand of a man
now in his ve-—a man that I killed, and
with this very hateful, coarse, brutal hand
—his own hand!

“Look at that demon claw, and now
look at this, my own natural hand—a band
I was born with. You see at once that
between me and such a hand there can be
no such thing as sympathy or right un-
derstanding—nothing in common. Be-
sides all this, it is a hand at least ten

ears older than I am—is flesh that was
in the world ten years before I was born!”

After this outburst of feeling Silvio was
silent for some moments. He then turned
to me, and in a calmer tone said: “I have
told you that this was the hand of a rob-
ber and murderer, and I will now tell you
how I came to possess it.”

Il
THE STORY OF THE MAN WITH THE DEMON
3 HAND.

““Five years ago I was happy as a young
lieutenant in the Italian army. I was at-
tached to a troop of bersaglieri (sharp-
shooters) and carbineers. The duty for
which my troop was detailed was that of
huuting down and exterminating the sev-
eral bands of brigands thai infested the
country bordering upon the Apennines. dn
this service we ranged the mountains, from
the Col de Tenda, in the Maritime Alps, to
the pass of Borgo San Sepalcro, near Arez-
zo, moving at times through the valley of
the Pescara, which flows between the two

have seen most of the thirteen passes of
the Appenines—Arcano, Cisa, Troja, Po-
tenza, Aquila, and several others. For
over two years I was constantiy in the
mountains.

We had frequent encounters with the

Abruzzi. In the pursuit of brigands I |

i jelly
brigand bands and succeeded in the exter- |

brain was already busy with a for
making 8 d ex nt, mﬁ: fur-
therance of his design he told me he hoped
to save my arm by bringing together
uniting and building upon the sever
pieces of shattered bone. He said it
would be a tedious operation, but he
would keep me 80 well under the influence
of ansgsthetics that I would suffer no pain.
He had under him a skillful assistant, and
he said that, working together, they would
make every possible effort to give me a
good and useful arm.

“This was all I knew in regard to Carl’s
intentions, or to the condition of my
wounded arm for over two months, ex-
cept that from time to time I was told it
was doing well. Carl appeared to
wonderfuﬁy elated that he was succeeding
so well in my case; but he always so man-
aged as to prevent my seeing my arm.

“When at last the bandages were re-
moved, and [ was permitted to see my arm,
T was astounded. I knew not what to
think of the transformation I had under-

one. [ saw there what I now hold out

fore you. I turned to Carl Voltzand

expressed my astonishment at the strange
appearance of my bhand and wrist.

“*What!" cried he, ‘you do not like its
appearance? Why, it is my masterpiece.
It is a triumph of surgical science. Itisa
great surprise [ have for many weeks kept
in store for you.’

“Then exultantly he told me how he
had managed in order to give me a good
sound arm and hand. He said my arm
had been amputated, but he had given me

a good, serviceable one in its stead. It |
| was the crowning triumph of his lifé.

1 had now as my own, he said, ‘the stron
right hand of Ugo Carcana!’ He h
made the bandit chief give up his right
hand for my benefit.

“Carl then proceeded to tell me that he
had promised Carcano his life and liberty
on condition that he submitted to have
his right arm taken off, and that he would
swear upon the cross to reform and I
an honest life. As the fellow was as
as dead—would otherwise be shot without
ceremony or delay—he acce life and
liberty on the terms pro >

“Next Carl gave me a full account of the
operation of transplanting the hand and
wrist of the bandit to my arm—of every
nice bit of work done by himself and assis-
tant. How they had brought us together
in a room, the temperature of which was
kept at blood heat, when the bones of my
arm and those of the bandit’sarm had
been sawed off at precisely the same angie.
Then how the veins and arteries were at
once telescoped and side-spliced, and the
tendons united with threads of sinew taken
from my amputated arm; and how, all

{ this being done and the bones wired

in place, the arm was placed in a sort of
case and covered with a peculiar kind of
antiseptic jelly of his own invention. This

e c{aimod to be far superior to a
covering of plaster of paris, it being tough
and elastic, and being slit through when

THE ROBBER FELL-SHOT THROUGH THE BRREAST.

mination of some of them. We generally
made short work of all we caught. We
shot them down like wild beasts wherever
we came upon them in the mountain fast-
nesses. If we took a prisoner it was only
to extort from him information that we

very great service.

““The most dreaded, daring and power-
ful of the brigand gangs was that headed
by Ugo Carcano. He led us many wild
chases. He was a chief of wonderful cun-

! ning and infinite resources.
! ness of brigandage he was matchless. Not
| only had he a strong party of followers in

i to send him early information of ap
i Whil | :

ot. I thought one of the most singular |
1 tinally !

% that would wound him, and, there- |

I observed that when out walking |

his bosom |

iN
¥ 1)
nly turned to |

That hand |

In the busi-

the field, but he also had a host of confed-
erates among the shepherds of the
mountains, among the charcoal burners of
the lower ranges of hills and among the
peasants of the many small valleys. There
were in Ugo Carcano’s band ontlawed men
from all these classes—men who had
friends and relatives among the peasants,
the charcoal burners and the mountain

wholly engaged in honest pursuits, could
always be depended upon by C
spies, and, spread abroad as th

throagh all the land, they served as

‘hile the people in the wval-
Is were merely secret
freres, who took no
any of those in tt
as auxiliari
in his engagen hments
of troops sent sgainst b hil
| apparenily engaged
| robber band, we were
! campaign in & bostile ¢

b fingers deftly manipulated a brush, I |

s WDO SOOnm sCatters
sumed their sever oocupat
pursued the ban 1t ;
fastnesses of them

| tune !

| his gang he was ca

Into our camp A pris
“In the fight l had n

| tered below the elbow

| The arm was so bad

{ surgeon at onoe
possible to Ihis surgeon was a
highly educated, gifted and skiliful voung

| German named Carl \ 3 2
tered the Italian arm

with our troops, ra

Carl Voltz had

surgical operat

He had su i

the professior

and which they |

justifiably daring

{ should not have been

There being at

and being an et

Carl had come to

tachment in the

find opportunities for the
skill

“Carl Voltz was about my
We were soon on ter
mate friendship. The
dared to propose ope
taking out injured or

done 2

splicing and ingrafti

tained that with due
| or even & whole limb, migh
fully ingrafted. In the case of't
of a finger he had suco eat
ambition was to next operate on a whole
arm

“When 1 was wounded and Carl saw
i that I must lose my arm, he was deeply

grieved, for at that time we were
{ two brothers. He, however, did not tell

| me that 1 must lose my right arm, His { baving engrafied upon

. s _ '®© | whole operation was
required. His life was in our bands; if |
he ransomed it it was by doing us some |

berdsmen. These accomplices, apparently |

rcano as |

| ation for some
He afterward told me his report of the case |
was discredited in Germany, and begged |
me to go with him to Berlin and exhibit

he | my spliced arm in

ies |

{ his request.
» a mere whim of false pride I had |

aAs |

congealed, it ;:r—miued of being opened

| for the examination of the limb from time

to time. Sections of veins and arteries
taken from my dismembered arm were

| utilized as sleeves in uniting the larger

blood vessels of the two arms, and the
rformed sospeedily
that the bandit’s hand and wrist were still
of the same temperature as when severed
from his arm when joined to mine.

**As | looked at the hand that had thus
been ingrafted upon me I felt that I would
have much preferred a stump to being
provided with a member that was to me
so disgusting. However, Carl Voltz was
so delighted with the success of his ex-
periment that I as much as possible con-
cealed from him my real teelin

“Carl, however, read something of my

disgust in my face, and let me know that |

he thought me very ungrateful and fool-
ishly vain. His skill had given me a good
and useful hand, and I not only did not
appreciate what he had done for me, but

| was actually ashamed of that which he

considered his greatest achievement in his

| profession.

“To mollify Carl's displeasure I did
many things which he suggested, in order
to show that I had full use of the hand and
every finger of it. He was in ecatasies, and

| immediately proceeded to write out a com-

plete description of every part of the oper-
Berlin medical journal.

proof of the trathful-
ness of the account he had published.

*1 was by this time 80 ashamed of my
hand and so abominated it that I would

s wreferred hlowing out my brains to | . .
have prefer 2 oo e o 5 | anxious to take"him with me. for I saw the

puiting it and myself on exhibition. Carl
never forgave my refusal to comply with
it appeared 0 him that

him of fame and fort-
i me that I was

that without

he had fastened

ing that was most
had shed the life
ings—a hand that

rately robbed

| from its own proper tenement.

the dead robber and marderer. He seemed
to live in that linnd ?ng ;o‘l:;;lv:r mw

h possession O . ot
fo o to fear ‘ho'd‘ his ﬂ'enduhmls-i.m, av-
ing eftected a ent, wou spossess
::; soul and uf:np its abode in my

rthly tenement. -

““sz brigand chief’s dying curse seemed
to be working, to be taking effect upon me.
At night, in my dreams, Ugo Carcano was
ever present. Standing at my bedside he
held up the stump of his arm and de-
mnndog either the restoration of his hand
or a dwelling place in my body. These
night terrors soon began to tell upon my
health, and b{" atll:ce Of:pbvn(‘ﬂ:n l' lvht\
the army and the couniry that kept the
image of the dead bandit almost con-
stantly before my eyes.

“] had always been a lover of art, and
having some skill in landscape painting
my tgoughu very naturally turned to
these mountains. I hastened hither and
resumed my long neglected pursuit of
painting. 1 at once discovered that I
could do nothing with my right hand.
The clumsy, uncouth Dngers would not
obey my will. With the least relaxation
of the vigilant surveillance I wasobliged to
maintain over them the brushes would
drop from my hand. There wasno feel-
ing for them in those ill-made fingers
Between that hand axnd my mind there
was no s mps(hy. was not sorry to

nd that yzhu was so. Had it been other-
wise would the painting have been really
my own? Would it not have been work
by the hand of Ugo Carcano? I wanted

no community o rssion with that
hand. To my deliggt I found upon trial

| that my left hand readily obeyed every

impulse of my mind. Into it seemed to
have been transiated all the oid skill of
my lost right hand.

“Since I have been in these mountains
engaged in my old loved pursuit of study-
ing and painting the beauties of nature I
have regained my health, and to a at
extent my former peace of mind. ﬂ'is
now only of nights that my old troubles
come to annoy me, and that but occasion-

{ ally, except at the dark of the moon.

Those monthly attacks I cannot escape.
Then I must

on my rd against m
demon hand. o X

“You look surprised when I say I must
be on my guard against the hand, and
may think that constant brooding upon
my misfortune has unsettied my mind;
but, my friend, that hand really is dan-
gerous—nothing can be more cunning and
treacherous. I lon§ ago discovered it to
be unsafe for me to leave a pistol, poniard,
or weapon of any kind on a table or chair
within reach of my bed. If I doso Iexper-
ience in my sleep an awful feeling of im-
pending danger—a nightmare of the most
agonizing description. The brigand chief
stands over me exuliting like a demon. Ha,
ha, at last I have you! he seems to shout.
Yes, now you shall die—die by my hand—
the hand you robbed me of! With these
and similar threats Ugo Carcano stands
at my bedside as he appeared in life when
in battle, except that his eves are as coals
of fire and his features are lighted up with
lambent flames. I am frozen with terror
and unable to move or in any way rid my-
self of the threatening and ul figure.
I feel that I am in gmsdanﬁr and strug-
gle unceuin%zy to arise and betake myself
to flight. When at last I awaken I find
that the hand—the still living flesh and
blood of the dead brigand-—has reached
forth and obtained possession of pistol or

niard and is holding the weapon at my

reast or forehead.

“No mastter how dangerous the inn or
other place in which I am lodging may ap-
pear, I no longer dare leave a weapon near
my bed. Indeed, I have found that it is
not safe to have a weapon anywhere in my
sleeping room. I can only venture to have
weapons about me in my waking moments
and when I am out traveling the mount-
ain roads: even then I often feel a horrid
and startling thrill in that brigand hand
when it clutches a pistol. At times those
knotty and crookm‘rﬁngen seem in mur-
derous mood to stiffen upon the weapon,
and it is with difficulty that I can make
them obey my will and relax their hold.

“Now, my friend, from what I have told
you of my sensations, waking and slee:
g, you will readily perceive that this
hand of a dead man fastened upon me
makes life a burden. It permits me no
moment of perfect rest and ease, nor will
it ever do so while I carrvit. Soon I
shall rid myself of it. I shall sever the
bond which now unites me to one in the
grave. When I leave these mountains I
shall go directly to Paris. There, selecting
some skillfal surgeon, I shall engage him
to rid me of this hand of a murderer—the
demon gift which Carl Voltz was at sach
pains to bestow upon me. Not a single
shred or fiber of the hated fesh of Ugo Car-
cano will I permit to remain with me.
Then, when I am myseif alone in every
drop of blood and granule of desh—then
I shall have peace of mind and not before.
This I feel and know. I must rid myself
of my parasitical demon. Ah, my frien
I dread these dark periods in each month!
Those I cannot ei_uge. Then it is that
the apparition of the brigand appears at
my bedside, and then it is that mf‘?f»: and
vengetul spirit well nigh drives my soul
> | A dark
spell is coming soon; I shall endure that—
one more—then fly at once to Parisand a
new life!”

IIL
THE HORRIFLE FATE OF SILVIO BAROLLI, AS
TOLD BY THE ARTIST.

In a day or two after this strange story
was confided to me by Silvio Baroii, I left
Lake Thun for the headwaters of the Aar
in the Bernese Oberland. I tried in vain
to induce Silvio to accompany me. 1 was

shadow of his coming “dark period
gloom of hisface. He woul

the chatelet. Then I understood
had resolved te there make his st

Al
chatelet he would fight this
I ascended along the con
10 near where it rises
snows of
(peak of terror).

in th

The Shreckkh

. | between the Finstaarhorn an

life to a course of

had marked out.
ith some show 1

ast farewells had
n looking wist-
1 given me.

tted being |

ft Italy the de-

0N t‘j was ordered |
iderahle distance |

( tains.
discovered

inded and attacked it,

s completely by s@rprise.

sht I was brought face to face

d almos
zed the savage featur
He held 8 pist
1 as 1 advanced 1
dix bullet through

(LY JOr Loe
surgery, had part of

began to feel a dread

| “My God, Silvio

| period” he h

% ;. .\:wl !
of 1t—a horror of |
me for lile a pastof | then,

horn, and being confronted by so many
grand peaks and so many st ¥
scenery, both beaut Y
for a time almost oygrwhel

{ Isettled down near the G

south end of Hasli valley
mained sketching for over &
At the end of the time me
cended to the town of Thu
dowr the lake, at once
» I had

r | crimson grass vetch
| every spring. E

i never again see Silvio Ban
he proprietor. “Why, have vog
udden and stran i
cried I, great!
dead! My ¢
that he -
“Ah!

did he die?™ cried I Yer,
asked, I felt sure that in his dreadad “°d
d fallen s victim to his hay
ing demon—the dead owner of that
hand! g

“Where did he &
his room. It was Y

u have not heard it,”

il tell you the story of

death of your friend: F
me consider—four days a

as o

WeaAry. we waited
and then knocked at huis a:\*?,“e\:';’
RO response t0 our ca
Knockings, we became al
open the door of hischamber.

H i \ A‘\V i, I
ng his throat. He w

coid. His discolored face, distorted

iures and widely SIATng eves were |

frightful to look upon.
- i1stable who was called
rangled himseif. To have done
¢ have possessed a will almaost
superhuman.’
“The officer took hold of Baroli's hand
10 remove it. He made the effort and
arning w us, said with a shudder:

- man’s rag bag!
i hear yourself rustle in silk, you proud

! once lived a crow, wk
! yery day Polly Pock
! road on her annual tramp,

| crow was he

! wonderf

death* ™ |

even as [ !

in said: |

‘My God, the hand still holds to the throat
with the grip of a vise!”

“It was even so. The arm and ﬁl!::gen
had stiffened in the death grasp. Even
after it had been forced a\u{ the hand still
returned to the throat, until in laying out
the body it was bound down to the breast.

“And, sir, a wonderful thing! That
right hand was not at all like the left
one. The left hand was that of a gentle-
man, but the right was the coarse, hairy
hand of a peasant—a hand, the fingers of
which were knotted and twisted from toil.
There was a long scar running diagonally
round the arm,  The officer said it looked
as though the hand had in some way been
s?limi upon the arm-—a thing impossible,
1t was only a singular kind of deformity,
air.”

T

As the landlord thus speculated- I sadly
mused upon the fate of my friend. *“Poor
Silvio,” thought I, “the dying curse of the
bandit has taken effect. That demon
hand grasped his throat as he slept and
the gnarled and sinewy fingers did not
even relax their hold when life was ex-
tinet. The hand of the bandit had exe-
ruuid the threat its dying owner had
made.

Counting back I found it was in the dark
of the moon—poor Silvio’s time of dread
~that the vengeful and ever watchful
hand had risen up, throttled my friend in
his sleep and destroyed him. :

“They tell a silly tale of a ghost,” said
the host, breaking in upon my reflections;
“of a ghost seen when your friend lay a
corpse the night before the funeral.”

“V‘ho tells such a story ?”" I asked.

“The watchers—those who watched by
the body.”

“And what is their story ?"

“‘Oh, a very silly one, indeed. They sat
in a room adjoining that in which the
body lay. About midnight two of these
watchers went into the room where lay
the dead. They went to see if the candles
by the corpse ‘were still burning and all
safe. As they stepped into the room they
were astonished at seeing a tall, wild-look-
ing stranger standing beside the coffin.
They say he was a one-armed man
and had a red handkerchief bound
round his head. They were about
to demand of the infruder why he
was there alone with the dead, when he
took a step or two toward them and
vanished. The two men had not been
greatly disturbed at seeing the stranger
standing beside the coffin, but when he
disappeared while in the act of coming
toward them in the brightly lighted room
they were terrified beyond measure. With
faces white as chalk they dashed back
into the room where their fellow-watchers
were sitting and as soon as they could
speak told what they had seen.

“All presently mustered courage to go
into the room where the body lay. To
their horror they found the great hairy
right hand loose and again at the throat
of the corpse. One of their number had
the courage to lay hold of the hand and
try to pull it away. At the instant he did
so there rang through the room a wild,
fiendish, ‘Ha, ha, ha!’

“All rushed forth and, shutting them-
selves up in the adjoining room, did not
sge:xdn"veumre into the chamber of the

““And was the hand found loose in the
morning?"’

“Yes, it is undeniable that the hand
was found loose and at the throat of the
dead man, but then, for all that, the
watchers were a silly, cowardly set. When
they told their story to the priest he
laughed at them.”

WITCHES IN VIRGINIA

Continued from page 9.

magnetism which in the days of her youth
and beauty brought to her feet lovers,
husband, friends and admirers is now
exerted in putting evil spells upon people;
in cursing them with all manner of blas-
Fhemxes. and every person who knows her
ears and shuns her.

It is said she quarrels as fiercely with
the ghosts of her mother and sister upon
their frequent visits, as she ever quarreled
with them in the flesh.

, A little boy told me that when he built
fires for Mrs. Roland a few years ago she
told him to‘‘Set a chair quick for Lucy,”

u?_n one occasion.

Vhen he did so he heard distinetl
rustle of a silk dress, and Mrs.
recting her eyes to the apparently vacant
chair, set up such a querulous scolding ot
Lucy's ghost as to frighten him nearly to
death.

‘*Stay in purgatory,” she said, “or else
you'll have all those silk dresses so creased
and glazed that they won't do for House-
You only com2 back to

the
Roland, di-

hussy: and Satan can have no revenge, be-
cause vou burnt yourself up here!"

o sreat many times,” said the child,
“would she thus receive her ghostly visi-
tors. Sometimes they would come to look
over the family jewels, and then there'd
be a great fuss,
relatives robbed her, and she acquainted
Lucy with the fact. Once Lucy slapped
the witch’s jaws, the sound of which the
boy heard distinctly; and the red print of
a hand showed plainly on the paﬁid old
cheek.”

Lucy was actually burned alive in that
ugly old square house. She was burned in
her kitchen fire place, and only one shoe
inside of which was a foot, proved that
fiesh. blood and bone had perished there

in the pile of blackened ashes on the !

hearth. The Kkitchen is now the abode of
lights and shades: and since the witch has
been unable to hire a cook or command
ong by witch-power, she has left it wholly
to these uncanny occupants: and there
the village folks are willing it shall re-
main.

Patsey Worly was a witch who
drunk. She wore enormous hoops and
danced on the streets of this old town for
“treats.”” When Patsey appeared and
with her curtsy began her dance, which
was an exaggerated one-figured Sir Roger
de Coverly, you had better stop in your
walks and see it through and afterwards

nger shop or better |
hat 1s, if you did not want |
!

still at the bar
to be “bewitched.”

Polly Pockets was a local witch twenty | -
No one knows what became of |

years ago.
her. In acertain ne hood, however,

h was captured the
ts appeared in the
which she

made through several counties, filling

! capacious pockets with articles beg
i

she trampe The youth who caun

Ot-i1Kke VOIce, tO De sure,

{f the words were foreign. it |
talk it certainly could. This |

i was at once slaughtered,

and thereafter never again was Polly

| Pockets to be seen, though she had been a |
le since forty |
| vears agone, returning ss regularly as the |
C { corners |

familiar figure of the ways

fence
S, GraxT

in the

nd how often it is told! Suf-

fering for years with blood
poison and blood taints; trying
various nostrums in vain; travel-
ing far to see high priced physi-
cians; spending hundreds of dol-
lars; and, at last,

Falling BackonS.S. S.

This was th2 experience of Mr. F.Z. Nelson,
apromizent and wealtdy citizea of Fremong,
Nebraska He suffered for years with
scrofula: and it continuad $o grow worse in
spite of all treatment. Finally four bottiesof
cured him He writes: “Words
it are ‘nadequale Toexpress my
Je and favoradle opinion of Swift's
Spesific.”
Book om Rivod aad Skin Diseases Free.

THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

ause certain of Mrs. R's |

got |

d to find that she talked! |

{ fnendstouseit™

LATOUR &

Are You Looking for
Bargains?

Are you looking for reliable and
honest goods at bottom prices, if so
call on us. We cannot sell you
goods below cost. We cannot afford
it, but we guarantee that we will sell
you straight, honest new goods as
cheap as they can be sold.

NOTICE THE FOLLOWING QUOTATIONS

Ladies’ Lisle Thread Gloves, 10e;
worth 25e.

Ladies’ Lisle Thread Vest, 10¢;
worth 25¢.

Ladies’ Lisle Thread Vest, extra
quality, for 50¢; sold elsewhere

for $1.
Ladies’ All-Silk Vest, for 50¢ and 75¢.
50¢ Ladies’ Fast Black Hose Reduced

3 to 25e.
$1---A Genuine $1.50 Real Kid Glove

for $1.

It will pay you to look at that glove
before making your purchase.

SPECIAL PRICE IN MUSLIN UNDERWEAR

We carry the best line of muslin
underwear; all Eastern makes.

We have Chemises at 25¢ and 50e.

We have Drawers well trimmed at
25¢ and 50¢.

We have Gowns well trimmed at 75¢
and S1.

Which are usually retailed for twice
as much. Our stock is complete with
all kinds of novelties in the Fancy
Dry Goods line, and it will be inter-
esting and profitable to call on us and

Examine Qur Goods
and Prices.

LATOUR & 0

LEADERS IN FANCY DRY GOODS,

FRONT AND MARION STREETS.

If you have a .
COLD or COUCH,
or leading to

acute
CONSUMPTION,

SCOTT'S
EMULSION

CONSUMPTION,
Scrofula, and asa Flesh Producer

there is nothing lixe $COTT'S EMULSION.
It is sold by all Druggists. Let noone by
profuse explanation or impudent entreaty
induce you to accept a substitute.

M. SELLER & CO.,,

Refrigerators!

-

IS POSITIVELY THE

BEST AND CHEAPEST

IN THE MARKET.

CALL AND EXAMINE BEFORE PURCHASING,

&

714 SECOND STREET, BOSTON BLOCK.

RETURN TO
WIDDICOMB FURNITURE Gy
GRAND RAFICS. Mikdls

(ESTABLISHED 1867,)

Dealers in all kinds of RooZag
= Sheathlog Feits, Etc.

Felt Composition and Gravel

Also agents for the Black U

) Bruch Bous, 23 (runerid §

SEATTLE, "WASH.

PAPER NAPEINS, §3 PER 1,000,

TEA AND COFFERE. &

Seomd St et Sevra aad Univrsiy,

LEVY BROS

T IMPORTERS ANDJOBBERS (O

(IGARS AND TOBAGE

| Smokers’ ArticLES, ETC
111 COMMERCIAL ST, TERRY-DENNY BUILDING.

THaE

, SR
GRraND HoTEL,

E MYER & CO, . . Proprietors.,

The only first-class centrally located hotel in the city.

The largest and finest umgle rooms on the Coast.

t-rate restaurant in connection.

H. FELITZ,

Manufactarer of and Dealersia

Awnings, Flags, Sails and Cover

The Leading Hoase of the Northwest.

The Peerless Refrigerator

125 YESLER AVE., SEATTLE, WASH:

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS IN

914-924 West Street, Cor. Madison, Seattle, Wash. P. 0. Box 1,281
TELEPHONE 4486.

vealed Remedy™” has won for it the

name of Woman's Friend.--It is unl- | — —_— e S
LILLY, BOGARDUS & CO
'Moore’s Revealed

formly successful in relieving their
delicate ailments.

Remedy

Stands peeriess as the nsatural remedy
peculiariy adapted to the wanis
of womankind.

WHAT ONE LADY SAYS,
SEATTILE. Jan. 2o, 38gz.
*7 wast you to publish my testimonial for
MooRE'S REVRALED REMEDY, for it has deen &
grand thing for me, for it has cured me of head-

' became chilled, for the last Sfteen years. Ilhave

INCORPORATED.)

901 FRONT STREET.

UNION HARDWARE COMPANY,,

(Sgrcessors 10 Campdell & Atkiosexa), Whoiesale and Retall Dealers in

201 FRONT ST]QFE'Z‘.

! terns

Mark Ten Suie Bazaar!

Japanese and Chinese Fauney Goods,

o} 891

of Matting. thirty-five Carios, silk, and 200,000 Paper Napkins, f

| Kobe, Japan. Very cheap. Come and inspeet.

J. M. FRINK, Superinteadent.

WASHINGTON IRON
FOUNDRY, MACHINE AND BOILER SHOPS.

J. READMAN, Secretary.

WORKS COMPAYY,

Works. Grant Stree: Eridge. Between Norman and B Streets

| Warehouse Corner West and University Streets—Baker's Wharf.

WHOLESALE DEALERS IN

HAY, GRAIN AND FEED.

Burned out and reduily doing dasiness a2 the same oid stand
Teliephone

W. A. HASBROUCK & CO,

 DRUGGISTS AND PHOTOGRAPHIC STOCK D

aches, from which I have suffered, whenever I |

suffered perfect torture for twenty-four bours at |

& time, sometimes retching for three hours with- !

out any rest. and usable to help from any of
the numberiess remedies tnied. Now I am free
from this suffering. for at the first symptom of

704 FRONT STREET.

Italso kascured me of constipation. My husbahd |

| saysit has saved his life, aud be would mot be |
{ without it. Weare both so happvover it we can- |

Bot say esough ia its favor, and advise all our
MRS, JAMES GLEASON,
Coe. mhndl'-:km_ Scatde, Wash,
_ SrForsycdyal &ruggiss,

- : $ - -
R RSE TN aac s raeay | Lhe Seattle Transfer Compan;
| “Moore's Revealed ™ and that is the end of jt. |

MAIN OFFICE THIRD AND WELLER STREETS,

Hacks and Cals, Tele

hone 234, A. D. T.
Baggage, Telephone -4

« 612 Norh

Ofice.
3 o Third sStreec
Freight and Drays, Telephone 359, Warehouse.

STORAGE AND INSURANCE AT LOWEST

Second St. Cor Marion
Just reecived thirty different pat=

~ STANDARD FURNITURE COMPANY, &
FINE AND MEDICM FURNITCRE AND BEDDING, UPEOLSTERY GOOM |

—

THE JOHN SCHRAM COMPANY
 STOVES, TINWARE AND PLUMBERS SUPPLES, METALS, POMPS B *

'BUILDERS' HARDWARE, TRON AND STEEL

Garriages and Wagos Woed Work Maser ais, Mill aad Logze s Supplies, Backeye Mowers

g




