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» BETTER THAN GOLD.

=) ‘Wmlteon tha lips we kiss,

A finsh of joy on the cheek,
A grosp 1o the hands wo press,
! 's tone whon tho denr ones sponl;

_.' ', 'lgw thesa are botter, s thousand fold,

glittoring hoans of gold

" Mhe Lght of love in o shinine cye,
Dear arms that around us tw ne,
And penco that deepons b4 the years go by,

: &Mhnngad by the 0 ght of time:

thoso aro tho troasures of prico untold,
Hetter than heops of shinlng gold.

Pho swilt warm touch of dear Lttle hands,
The musio of olildish words,

Bweet voloos that ring froin morn till eve,
Like songs ot summer-time birds;

.+ 'QOh. thesa are tressures to keep snd told,

Baiter, far botter, than siiver ot gold,

The little homo with vine-clud door,
And song birds under the eaves;
e bowers where chilidbood's fairies sing.
To whisper of wind and leaves,
Aro better thin dustlos srand and old—
Are hatter than gifts of tuming geld.

Bo aposl, snoed sway, my childhood's dream,
Of treasures costly and rare:
il take whot wy loving Father gives,
With thanks for His tender oary;
He krowoeth bettor & thousand fold,
And giveth His ohildren the troest gold.
My, C. E, Figher, in Wea'ern Rurol.
—_— =

ALLEN GRAY;

—0R—

The Mystery of Tarley's Point

BY JOHN R MUSIOX,

ATTROR OF * WALTER BOWSFIELD,' ‘HRLEN
LAKEMAN," “BANKER OF BEDFORD,"
AND OiHER Bronies,

[ Copyrigited, 1558, by the A, N. fellogg News
paper Compuny,]

CHAP'TER IV,
THE STROLL—A MYSTIC HEAUTY.

To Allen Gray it seomed as if Strong and
Bimmons were constantly watehing each oth-
er, 1o thwirl oneanothor's plaus, However,
it may only have been by recident that Mr,
Btrong came into the office just an hour af-
ter his politieal opponent's visit. Having
seated himsel!, Strong said:

“There isn't any doubt, Mr. Gray, that
Simmons is onto my racket. He knows I'm
gwine to run for sheriff, an’ he'll beat mef
he kin."

41 don't think he knows any thing about
it, Mr. Btrong," said the editor,

“¥or mistaken; 1tell ye yer mistalen.
That man is just watching me all the time.
He's allers tryin’ to spile my plans, I be-
linve the devil owes me o spite an’ Is payin’
me off with bud nelghbors, Wasn't he in
hiere to-day?"

¥ Yes, but we were talking on o bhusiness
matber,’ said Alien, with some hesitation, “I
wanted to buy that corner lot of his,"

“Yedid. What did he ax yel"

% One thousand dollars.”

Mr. Btrong gave s prolonged whistle,
“That's more'n Lwice what it's wuth. 1
wouldn't give him threa hundred dol'ars
fur it} fur the house is no account at all.”

Three or four days later, when Mr. Strong

had atmost induced Allen to purchase some
of his property,Tom Simmons, having heard
of it, determined to “spoil the trade,” it he
had to Injure all the property in Turley's
Polnt to do so, A large number of the
‘oitizsens of Turley’s Point seemed to be
watching each other, trying to prevent
their neighbors’ success, even to their own
detriment, As nearly every body seomed
pulling ngainst every body else, the busi-
neas outlook of the villoge was not bright.

On Bunday afteruoon Allen Gray deter-
mined to sot all warnings and rumors of
danger aside und take a stroll to the hill on
which the mysterious stone house stood. It
was a dolightful doy, end he found the
woo I8 pleasant. The trecs wereclothed in
their nchest green, and wild flowers nodded
their saucy heads in the gentle breeze which
stole through the forest, The nimble squir-
rels ran before him, frisked about among
the branches or chatted from somo leafy
retreal. Ho followed an old disused car-
ringe road, once macadamized and an ex-
pellent thoroughfare, but now in a dilapi-
dated state, and partially overgrown with
grass. Tho grim old forest on either side of
him seemed dark and gloomy.

The distance was much greater than Allen

bed supposed. Though the top of the old |

stone house conld bo seen from the village,
he lost sight of it tho moment he entered
the wood. Having paused to rest at the foot
of along hill, he discovared a narrow but
well-worn path leading off ot right angles
through che trees, and decided to follow it
Through o forest of grand old moss-covered
oaks, winding about among huge masses of
rock which in centuries past hnd tumbled
from the bluff above, the path took (ts
course until he found himself ata delight-
ful spring of clear, cold water at the foot of
the hill. Hore Allen paused and gazed about
him.

On his right bencath o widesprending
‘beech was an old rustic seat. It had evi-
dently ULean there o great many  years.
Lovers may have sat there and breathed
vows with only the gray old forest to hear
them, long before ho was born.

At one tamo the whole forest scemed to
huve been o grand pavk, but allowed to
run wild, it had become o labyrinth of tun-
gled undergrowth snd vines. Throwing
hymself on the rustic seat Allen gazed into
the spring, which, gushing out from the
~aide of the hill, formed o sparkling rivalet
that glimmeored over a bed of many colored
pebbles, This cool retreat was s haven of
rost to the tired editor, and he flattered
himaelf that hero he might [frequently
find security from the persecutions and an-
noyinees of poets and politicians.

But the atternoon was wearing awnay, and
as he bad determined to visit that myste-
rious old stone house, he could waste no

| | more tine ot the spriog,

~ Ashe roseto return to the main road,
" something bright on the side of the path

 ‘caught his eye, Ho stooped to see what it

*was, and discovered & goldon chain partly

. covered with leaves and dirt. Hedrow it
*  put and found buried beneath the leaves,
~ but attached to the chain, n golden locket,

It was o lady's locket, and Allen know at o
gianoe that il did not belong to sny one at
urley's Point.

S What shall Tdo with It he asked him-
sell. “Keep it nnd advertise it! That is
best I ean do; but soppose 1 open it and

& poap within."
: his thumb on tho spring and
1id flew open, revealing ounly short
pe#s of soft, golden hair, which had evi-
gently beon clipped from the head of achild,

it roveals nothing,

The glove was too small and of a quality
too fine to belong to any of the women
whom ho had met in the

“Of two things I amcortain,” soliloguized
Allen. “There is a lady at the stone house
on the hill, and she takes strolls."

Allon bogan to wonder what kind of & per-
son sho was. Was sho young or old, heau-
tiful or ugly!

The top of the hill was reacked, and he
found himsel! on a broad platean with a
large, maguificont mansion before him: A
high wall, on the top of which were sharp
iron pickets, surrounded house and grounds

HE CAME TO A SUDDEN HALT

as far as he could see. The gate was tall,
| surmounted by » high arch supported by
pillars of stone, All the nursery stories of
enchanted castles which he had ever heard
or road came with wondorful freshness to
his memory. There was something so
| grand ond yetso woird in thet imposing
pile, renred as it seemed in the very heart
of the wilderness, that Allen was inspired
with a feeling of awe, if not fear, For some
time he stood gazing at the vast bullding.
Then be went o little nearer, and from o
slight eminence could seo fountains playing
on the lawn, while the gentle breeze camse
to him laden with the fragrance of sweot-
est flowers. Notwithstanding the grandeur
and beuuty of the house aud grounds, there
was something so weird and strange about
them thut he felt strongly inclined to ve-
treat,

“Oh, pshaw! 1 am getting almost as silly
and superstitious as the villagers," said
Allen o himself.

Aftor examining the front as well as he
couldl, be decided o walk completely round
it. Those people might have good rensons
for living lives of seclusion, and he would
not question their rights, That they were
people of refinement and taste tho palatinl
rosidence and fairy-like grounds were am-
pleevidence, They might bo even better
than represented.  The people at the village
had doubtless misconstroed their conduet,
and given their neighbors on the hill worse
names than they deserved.

With theso thoughts in his mind Allen
wandersd sround to the rear of the great
mansion snd haited. The great wall in-
closed about ten neres, and from what little
Allen could see of the grounds they seemed
in excellent order. The wall in the rear
was boards two inches thick and eight
feet high, und through the cracks the editor
hiad a very good view of the garden.

A well-worn path,leading from the garden
gate to the river bluff o fourth of a mile
oway aottraoted Allen's attention, and,
wearled with gozing at the house, he
thought to go to tho bluff snd watch the
sunset.

He had olmost resched the great clif®
when he'came to & sudden haltand stood
transfixed with amazement. There, stand-
ing ona grass plot, gazing neross the dark
river beneath, was s beautiful girl about
eighteen years of nge. Bhe was very prot-
ty, with large blue eyes, a woalth of golden
hair and a form which might have been the
envy of & scuiptor.

Her eyes were fixed upon the river, and
she was not yet awure of his presence. As
the rays of the setting sun fell upon this
angelic being, Allen thought he had never
socn ono so lovely, Thatshe was an inmate
of this wonderful house seemed to give an
additional charm to hor beauty, and he
found his heart beating with a hitherto un-
Jmown emotion.

At last the sun dipped behind the tree-
tops across the river, und, heaving u deep
sigh of regret, the young lady turned to re-
trace hor stops homeward, when she dis-
covered a handsowe young stranger stand-
ing in her path.

CHAPTER V.
ARMING FOR THE CONFLICL.

It was difficult to tell who was the most
confused, Allen Gray or the beautiful girl
before him.

Her dress and manner indicated culture
| und rofinement, and he felt that he must
 apologiza for his presance.

“I—1 beg pardon!'* he stammered, after

an awkward silence of a few moments. “I
| cams for 4 atroll to the biufl, not aware of
| your presence. Ihopo Ihave not annoyed
| youn
| There wus an honest frankmess in Mis
| voloe aud manney, more reassuring than
| his words, A chango from surprise and

terror to pleasure, ns instantancous os it

was remarkuble, came over her tace.
*Oh, don't blame yourself, sir,"" she sald,
in tones the sweetest that ever fell on mor-
| tal ears. What a delicious volce. how like
the chimo of a silver bell. Then, as if not
altogether recovercd from her surprise,
| she stammered: “I—=I was watching tho
sunsot.”

H1vis o dolightful view from here,"” suid |

| Allen, recovering ut once his self-posses-

slon. “1do not wonder that you came here |
|' to witnusa it; 1 came for the same purpose, |
| but seeing you, and not wishing to disturb i

you, remuained in the baeckground.”

beautiful eirl, her angelic foce wreithed
with smiles. *I frequently come to this
bluf¥ to visit the sunset, and the sconenever
grows old.”

do the same.”

“ You are the new editor ot the village,
are you moti' she asked, with charming
childlike simplicity.

He. You live in the stone house on the hill,
do you not?"

8he started, s death-like pallor swept
over her faco, and in & confused manner she
wnswored :

“ 'Yes‘ sir,"

It was puinfully evident that the stone
house on the hill was an unpleasant tople
to this young lady} therefore Allen deter-
mined to avold it. EHe began pralsing the
beauties of the sunset sky, the grund old
forest and delightful flowers.

I found some things to-day in my ram-
bles,” he at last said, * ond may be you can
tell me who is the owner” He drew
from his pocket the glove and locket. “Do

know whose these are?”

* You have lost much,"” answercd the

“No doubt, were I near enough, 1 would

“1am; myname is Allen Gray, and Tam |
editor and proprietor of the Western Repub- |

vorsstion, Iiseemed as if they had known
each other for years, Little heed was taken
of the flight of time. Twilight shades wera
long held in the background by the brosd
face of & full moon shuning from u cloudiess
summer sky. There was such & strange

fascination about each of the othor that |

they did not notice thay the stars wors
winking at them from the heavens above,
When Allen nsked what hiername was
another momentary confusion seemed to
come ovor her, as she answered Ze tha Cob
lina; bat by his sumirabile tact the confusion
was but momentary, dnd ahe was dissours-
ing as pleasantly as before. Those mo-
ments seemed to possess a world of pleasure
to Allen aud will never be blotted from his
| mamory. This loncly creature, whoso beauti-
ful face and gulden balr bathed in moon-
light sedmed angelio purity itself, pro-

| duced such au effect upon him as to elee- |

trify and change his wholo nature, Tho
dark mystery, which hung like s pallabove
her, seemed to only heighton the charm
which mnde hor so nttractive. |

Almost uneosciously they wullted down
the path to tie garden gate, Allen knew
not of what thoy talked, he only seemed to
realizo that he'was o the presence of one
on whose beauty ho could feast his eyes
forever, and to the music of whose wvoice
he would never grow weary of listening.

. Her disposition, when not frenghted with
a strange, mystorious dredd, was happy,
and herlaughter fell like rippling music upen
his enraptured ear. But all things must

have an end, und this churm, delightful os |

. 1t was, must be brolon.

They reached tho point where their paths
lay in different directions, one tothe gate of
thut great, gloomy old louse, the other
around the enclosure to the village,

‘1 must goin now," she spid, her face
becoming just a Hitle clouded. 1% is
growing quite late, and I can not longer re-
muin out."

' 1 ask your pardon if 1scem bold," said |
Allen, hoping to detain her but o moment |

longer, I um very lonesome in the village;
there s so little copgenial to my nature,
and I--1 hope we moy see cach other ocea-
slonally.” 3

Alternating flashes of crimson and pallor
of death swepl over her fuce, and in o voiee
almost choked with dread or confusion, ahe
stammored :

i Perhaps—wo shall 1"

Do you hope sol'’ he asked, his face full
of earnest cagerness,

“J—I—I don't kmow—I1 fear 1 do," she
stammered, & look of wild terrgr coming
over her face, which sorely purzled him.

Bhe left without anothér word. He
watched her as she tripped lightly down
tho path, and saw her occasionully press
her snow-white handkerchiefl to her eyes.
8he reached the grim old garden-gate,
which she unlocked, and turned her white
face to him for 8 moment, waved an adieu
with her small jeweled hand, and passed in
from his sight.

Allen heaved o sigh s she disappeared.
Dull, indeed, seemed the world when that
bright, sunny cresture hnd shut hergelf
within those gloomy old walls, He went
slowly homeward, bardly able to tear him-
self from that mysterious old castle-like
house, which bad become so wonderfully at-
tractive to him.

‘If sho is one of the ghosts that haunt
thut budding Iwould never be frightencd
from ity'"" ho said, as he walked down the
hill to the village.

1t was late, and the church bell was ring-
ing for evening services when he reached
home. He had been trained to regularity
in his attendunce at ohurch, so he hastened

away to the swmall house where the good |
people of Turley's Point met to worship. |

Like most ctiurches the members were not
wll 85 good as they should have been, and
even protended to be. oy

There he saw Tom SBimmons and George
Btrong, both belonging to the same depomi-
nation, who broke the bread of life and
sipped the emblem of the blood of the atone-
ment on the holy Babbath, and vext day be-
gan anew their hostilities and opposition to
eqch other’s plans.

Like one in the midst of a delightful
dream ana wholly oblivious to surround-
ings, Allen sat throughout the entire ser-
mon. The preacher, logt in the fog of his
own argument, was striving to wade
through some mystical proposition, which

¥ You do not intend running for any other
offce "

11 H&l\
“Yon won't ask me to support you for
uny thing exoept sheriff!"

l “ No, sir, I won't.” ‘
“:IW&], Hrl ;'ﬁ&" I think when th:
0 comes Vo yOU my support.
have detormined that the Western Hepublie
shall be mn independent periodical, and I

shall favor o home mon for shariff.”

| “That's all right, gin us your hand on's,"
sald Mr. Btrong, shaking Allen’s hand
warmly.

|  With hopes greatly revived le left the

affice.

#1 belleve if he had known that Tem
Bimmons intended being a candidate for
the Legislature he would havo foregone his
dosires for sheriff in order to beat his en-
emy."

That same day Tom Simmons entered
the editor’'s sanctum Lo announce thathe,
too, had decided 1o prin himeelf for the con-
flict,

¢ It'a mo use to wait longer. I'm goin' to
lnow the very worst right now,” said the
exelted politician. “Are ye goin' fo support
me fur the Legislature,”

“Do you intend rinping for any other
offfee?” Allen asked, shrewdly.

“No, o' course mot; I can’t run for two
offices at once."

“You only ask the support of the Western
Republic for you as o candidate for the Legls-
lature.”

“That's oll this time. When I run for
Congress o' course you'll stand by mei"

“That will be 8 long way in the future; for
the presentletus consider only your race
for the office of Ropresentative,”

“YWall, that's all the office I've got any
notion o' runnin' forian' what T want to
Imow is whether 1 kin depend on the West.
e flennblie standin® by mei”

“iVhen the proper time comesyou can "

“D'ye mean it

i 'Yos."

“Bhake!" oried the enthusinstic politician,
selzing the editor's hand. * Now ye won't
go buck on mel!!

* Certainly not; youare my man for the
Logislature,"

Yo won't support Strong!"

"1 shall support no one but yourself for
Representative, Mr. Bimmons, The Western
Republie will be for Thomas Simmons first,
last and all the time, and at the proper time
will s0 announce."

Mr. Bimmons' delight almost burst all
bounds, He laughed, slapped himself on
lLis knees and overflowed with self-congrat-
ulation on his own shrewdness in getting
whead of Strong, whom he supposed was as-
piring to the same position he was to attain,

1 was goin' to withdraw all my support
from the paper if ye went agin me,” said
Bimmons, s soon as he had somewhat re-
vovered from his wild ecstasy of joy, *‘but
now I'll stand by ye, I've got some money
left, and when ye want any draw on me."

Allen suggested that the mfluence of the
Wentern Republic mmght be broadened by
extending ita circulation. If Mr. Simmons
Imew of persons in the county who were
not subscribers it might be an excellent
plan for m to subscribe for them and
send the paper to thom. Bimmons thought
80, too, and paid for twenty-five new sub-
seribers,

Allen was acting i gond faith, and had
determined to support both Bimmons and
Strong for the offices to which they aspired,
but while they were arming for the conflict
be, as the knight who was to champion the
cause of each, thought it well to arm, too.

|70 BE CONTINUED, |

R e s (0
BABYLONIAN TOMES,

Rellos of Anclent Burlal Riles in the
Ruined Asiatio City,

The Babylonians believed, with all nations
of mntiquity, that the dead had the same
necds in the future worid ns during their
sojourn on earth. Death was in no sense
an interruption, but a continuation of life
under another form, and the traces of food

in old Babylonian cemeteries show that it |

was the custom in this region, as among
‘the Hindoos, Egyptinus, Greeks and Ro-
maus, to place the required nourishment on
the graves of the departed, though it is
likkely that the rites, from being at first cur-
ried out with the utmost seriousness, beonme
intime an wet of plety toward the dead,

he did not clearly understand himself, and#s much the same as we deposit flowers

Allen might be excused from attempting to
follow him.
| That night angels, with the sweotest
songs mortal ears had ever heard, hovered
over Allen Gray's bed. Masses of golden
hair and eyes of heaven's gwn blue were
about him. Onodearly beloved vision was
| nearer than sny of theothers, Her angelio
| face had upon it an expression of mingled
| pain and dread. 1In his great fear of losing
| her he stretched forth his hand imploring her
to remaln. Resson, even in sleep, secmed
to say that it was only o creation of his
| imagination—the result of a dreaming
i fancy - quickened by his recent interview
with the pretty girl from the mysterious
| house. It was the sad face of Bertha, but
| oy, how lovely! All night long she seemed
ever with him, and when he awoke her
image was still in his mind.

At his office, wherever he went, be saw |

| that sad, pale, sweet fuoe,
| “I'marmin’ for the fight,”" said George
Strong, on entering the office that evening,

* How ~what do you mean, Mr. Strongi"
usled Allen.

“I'yo got my fightin' rigon; I'm in the
field In yearnest, an'I'm s-gwine to make
the race, hit or miss; I'm bound to be
sheriff."

‘Wil you have any opposition 1"’

Y Courge I will," he answered, while his

“THAT'S ALL RIGHT; OIMME YOUR WAND ON
il

foce grew dark. “T'll have opposition us
long as he an' I both live,”

“To whom do you refer?”

‘Tom Simmons. He's my evil genius,
Whatever I undertake he tries to head me
off. Ef P'm about makin' a trade an’ he
finds it out he splleait. I've made many a
dicker he knew nothin' about, and I guess
T've spoilad about as many trades for him
as he has for me.”

I don't think be will be your oppotent,
Mr. Strong."

“Dh, yes he will,” was the firm reply.
“ He's allers been in my way, and allors will.
I want you tostand by me."

# For sheriff "

“ ?‘ll

on the graves of those who are dear to us,
A curious survival of this ancient custom
is to be found among the orthodox Jews,
who on the duy of the funeral place an egg,
with salt and oil, by the side of the corpse,
AL present the seérmon has, of course, &
purely symbolical significauce, but it s evi-
dent that the original purpose of these
articles was to serve as food for the de-
ceased. To this day Russians piously throw
pleces of bread on the graves of friends and
relatives, and one is strongly inclined to
suspect that the less commendable Russlan
custom—so graphically described in one of
Tourgueniefs novels—of combining a jolly
repast with @ funeral owes its origin to s
perversion by no means uncornmon of this
same rite, by which the food, instead of be-
ing offered to the dead, came to be con-
sumed by the living,
The large area coversd by Babylonian
| cemetories is worthy of remark. Burguhl
measures about 12,000 square feet, and
Fl-Hibba 15,000, and it is clear from this
that they must have served for entire dis-
tricts. Norisit at all unlikely that Bur-
guhl aud El-Hibbn are only parts of a vast
neoropolis — like those at Memphis and
Thebes extending overa locality that for
some reason was regerded a8 sucred to the
dead, and to which bodics were brought
from all parts of the empire, The Egyp-
. tians, we know, conveyed their desd hun-
: dreds of miles down the Nie, in order to
inter them in the holy ground of Memphis
| or Thebes, Thestory of Jacob's burial in
the book of Genesia is a reflection of this

The Oldest Furniture Store in To;ﬁ

Haviqg had 36 competitors and still lives.

1
.
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Furniture of a

11 designs can be :‘

had at our rooms at living prices.

Director.

Undertaking attended to with the usual
promptness, jaccompanied by a Funeral

RE®= ATRIING: A SPECIAILTY,

A. G. & G. L. COUCH.

SPECIAL BARGAINS!

Now offered by

N. P. ROBIN'SON,

The West Side Grocer.

Regular 60c Golden Syrup 42¢ per gallon.

Hixtra fine cooking Molasses at 50 & 60¢ per gal.
Case’s clean sweep 40c¢ Tobacco at 32c per 1b.
The best flour in the world at ordinary prices.

The finest prizes with Baking Powder ever offered

Also Fresh Roasted Coffee, Fresh Oysters, Fresh

Groceries and Provisions of all kinds at the low-

est living prices.

Goods Delivered Promptly in the Corporation.

Is the best Cart in the

— DOLAND'S —

NEW JOGGING CART,

market and will ride as

easy with a boy weighing 256 pounds as a man

weighing 250.

“White Bronze Monuments On Top.”

The only Monument made that preserves the
record for ages. “Inscriptions always legible.”

Portsmonth. N. H., White Bronze Sol-
thers’ and Sailors' Monument.

Buy the Bronze as it does not need replacing.

Over 30,000 now in use in

this country. The largest yey

made standing in the States

where granite is best known.

Now is a good time to order.
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EXLORSED BY

SOTENTISTS AS

PRACTICALLY (i

[elestrctible STONE.

1L SA—

R. N. GOODW

Send for
{{Price Liot & 5
Circulars.

Cver E0O0
Enautiful
Conlgns.

RANUMATTUARD BY
MONUMENTAL ERONZE COMPANY,
BRIPAEPUI, CON.

IN, Agt. - Wellington, O.

' custom.  To this day thousands of corpses
are brought yeorly from Persls and else-
where o Nedjof (near Kufa) of Arabs who
desire to rest in the ground consecrated by

the blood ‘of the murdered All—Harper'a |

Woekly.
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Whist Time Is It ?

Before you answer deduct o gquarler of o I

| socond or add o guarter. BEvery watch or
clock thit is supposed th be correct, that is
waurranted, that runs by o chironometer, is
| out of the way ot least n quarier of 4 sec-
ond in twenty-four hours. There is no such
thing a8 correct timo oo the fuce of tho
I: correctest of correct {ime dig o hole in the
| ground, take your watoh or clock along, get
some one o stand on the edge of the hole,
call ot “Greenwich time! " and then pull
tho hole in after you. There Is no vibration
| in the hole, and it is the vibration or oscilla-
tion of the earth that makes the chronome-
ter go wrong.

e ——
Pomsox for some ammals is food for others,
can cat henbane or hyooyamus, which
in to dogs and most othor animals.
and horses are not easily polsoned

eorth. Yes, that ia so. If you want the |

1 and 2-Horse

Wellington,

For the Latest Improved

Ensilage and Fodder utters,
IIorse IPo~xrers,

Tread Powers,

Corn and Cob Feed Mills,
T'eed Steamers,

Call on
G. E. TOWNSEND,

Olﬁ_o.

Sclentific,Common Senve

Treatment for Piles, and

all disensesof the Rectum

and Anus, without the

mnun. Rarely interfering

with the patient's ordinary dytles and

practicaily palnless, 8 A. M. %o 3:30 P. M.

L. D, HUDSON, M. D,,

51 ATWATER BLDG., CLEVELAND, O
e ST e ——

DRSELLERS ",
o COUGH ..

Tearn short-hand. OldBchool. B
ale ployed. E“ l-li'.
Quick work, Tharough Instroction,
writing and Penoisnsl nder the
man ent F. W, Willlag, late
snm*mm- artarol iTun. 3, Warren
ucwM %&:-rd!(ll‘l:lr "l:f (hsgm

aloguey s1ilen

WILLISS' COLLEGE SHORT-HAND.




