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LUKE JUDKIN'S CHEERFUL END.

AN EAST VILLAGE STORY,
“Tough? He's all made o* whip-cord, I
well ye. Last? O course he'll last. Ain't
he over ninety a‘ready T Smart? Sec'm
out there now a-playin® eroky—he an'
Henery Green! Henery is a babe as com-
pared with Luke, an’ Henery is over sev-

Ko more

enty-five.  Ye'll never open the new cem-
tery with Luke, I tell ye. “Tain’t no use
waitin'.""

The undertaker moved a quid of tobace-
co slowly from one side of his long lantern
jaw to the other as he replied, dubiously,
“The new cimetery folks say thet the folks
to East Village ain't respondin’® as they
hed ought to the new enterprise.”

“*Wall, they hedn't ought to cal’late on
old Luke, anyhow."

The speakers sat on the steps of Enoch
Johnson's store in  East Village, and
looked across the green to where two old
men were playing croquet—a game not
yet extinet in the mountain farming di:-
tricts of Vermont. Pretty soon a quarrel
seemed to spring up between the players;
loud words rang out under the elms, then
came a flerce interchange of blows. The
undertaker and Enoch Johnson stood up
on the store steps to wateh the contest at
better advantage. Presently Enoch said,
as if apostrophizing : *Thet Luke Judkin's
the consarndest, cussedest, peskiest old
eritter! Henery is hurted, an® here comes
Luke with a broken mallet.  Shouldn®t
wonder of he'd say Henry was all to
blame. Spry? Ain't he spry! Dye ever
hear about his dog*? He's cuter than old
Luke himself. Here the old reskill comes,
H'lo, Luke!"

“H'lo, Enoch! How's folks """

Luke Judkin briskly walked up to the
store, holding thw  parts of u broken mal-
let handle in his bands. He was a picture
of that agile, athletic old age which so
often obtains at the present day among
the *hill farms" in Vermont. His nose
und chin betrayed o lndicrous  intimacy.
His back was bent with the weight of
years. His hauds had grown into long,
unsightly claws. The day was hot, and it
was mid-day, but the sun at 110 degrees
only suficed to pleasantly warm the bald
head of the old man, whose sharp little
eyes in their cavernous  sockets gleamed
up at the storckeeper in keen recognition.

“Been a-playin’® eroky ?"  answered
Enoch, not replying, according to East
Village etiguette, to the old man's inguiry
concerning his *folks."

“Yen; beat Henery Green three games
runnin’,” said Luke.  *“*Would'a beat the
forth, only Hvlu-ryhilu- said 1 cheated,
blinked savagely, like

‘Tw'an't no sich a t “ﬂ.!" and his eyes
the eyeballs of an

antiquated parrot.

more 'n’ no le

“I didn't cheat no
than he did.”

“Come to blows, eh "

*“Yes. 'T'wa'n't nothin'. Struck our
mallets together a leetle.  Say, Enoch,
measure me out a cent's wuth o glue—
vax broke my handle.”

“I'd like to see the cent,” drawled
Enoch, slowly rising amd slowiy meander-

ing in the store for the glue.
ke took a scat on the steps, near the
undertaker, and

‘lﬁwm-(hnl to wipe his
perspiring fuce with his shirt sleeve, The
undertaker looked him over profession-
ally a mc nt; then  said, musingly :
“*Luke, what is yourmeasure?  Five fom
seven an’ a barf, or five foot eight an' a
harf 7" He put the question casually, as
if not personally interested,

“Mr. Stapples, you got money in thet
new com'tery enterprisa, “ain’t ye

Mr. Hmlmhm allowed e had *a few
hundernd,” .
“*Waal, "tain't nothin' to you what 1 |

measure. | cal'late 1 ken tire out any
coem'tery enterprise as has started 1o East

VilllllT'- an' when 1 deeccase 1 purpose
bein® buried to Weston.™
“sSho!” Mr, Stapples leancod over and

picked up a straw, to  conceal his fecling
of disappointment 1 vexation.
“1'moagin all th ww-fangled  patent
iron moniments an® iron fixin's, an agin’
all this ‘ere flummery folks is talkin®
about, The old-fashioned marble head-

e to wit
1 tendered the cash. Yes, i
now, Enoch, le's have the glue,”
: h-ll'v the hlll..ll.nko'.l !.hrmk kf-n
| et the char up to the savin's bank.
| Luke -hnlr sl =
*No hill, no glue,” insisted Enoch,
“Waal, no glue, no eent ! replied Luke,

“Slml.rul ver old games, ain’t ye!™ said
| Enoch: and he sheepiszhly handed over
the glue and walked back into the store,
while Luke Judkin grinned.
I *“Luke's got fc-. Enoch, [ see timtender
| the cash,” said the undertaker.
| Enoeh stood in the doorway, shutfled his
| feet a little, and looked foolish. 5

“He dllus do get the better o most,™
said Enoch. “But some day, mark my
word, Luke ‘1l get fetehed up short. Some
un will take an® thrash hi and tough as
he is, he'll wish he was a darmn sight
tougher, then,™

Luke said nothing. Placing the gine in
hix breeches pocket, he walked rapidly
across the green toward his barn.

“He's smart,” ejaculated  the  mmder-
taker, “an’ no mistake: but 1 eal'late the
new cimetery's smarter'n. him. It ken
wait longer'n he ken, an' he knows it. 1
cal'late I did them folks a good turn when
1 put ina word about the brass band an’
the oration. Luke kinder pricked up his
cars, | see,” .

Enoch shook his head,
vou folks yet,” bhe said. *He'll trick ye
some way." Shading his eyes with his
hand, Enoch looked down the road.
“Darn me ef his dorg ‘ain’t come back
home agin! Ther's one smarter'n Luke
to East Village. "Tain’'t no man: it's a
lorg! Yas, Luke's cute, but his dorg
he's euter'n Luke.  But hoth on ‘e are a
sair, Lamd! see thet dorg sneak home,
1idin® behint thet hedge, knowin
guns, he's hin sold agin fer tive dollar -
the bill ye see Luke hev —an’ comin® home
fer to be sold agin! Why, Luke's made
forty dollars outen thet plinter inside o°
three months, to iy sartin knowledge,”

The undertaker laughed. “*Make money
outen a dorg”? No! G'way!™

n\".p_ﬂ

“Tle same dorg 7"

“Yep., [ see ‘msell the p'nter yestiddy
to Hank Spink. Hank’s a feller as won't

“No: he'll beat

with the dorg in his n « him a-lookin’
kinder' knowin® at old Luke, an® n-waggin®
of ez il ez thoe' he knowed what to do
without bein' told. Now he's back, an’
Luke'll try an’ sell ‘'m agin to some fool
afore the week's ont,™

“I swan! Thet's cheatin'.”

“*Cheatin®? Luke'd cheat the store teeth
omten his granther. Why, he's the cuss
they renegaded into the war for palmin’
off shoe-pegs on government hosses fer
outs, An' ye m'Fh‘ to hear him brag o°
them war times! 1 shouldered a gun, but
he never saw Dixie's land *cept asa sutler,
an' now he's a livin® off a pension as he

it because he elaimed he was injured in
the Wilderness, bein® throwed heavy in a
wrasthin' match—he war allus wrastlin®
and spraining a shoulder-blade, which e

‘s five dollars a4 month far ever sence,
E-rlmpu thet fivesdollar bill was dorg
money : perhaps it was guviiment money ;
guess likely dorg money -1 dun know .

“Pour mw out a gallon o' molasses,™
said the undertaker, as he rose to go.
“Guess of Luke's a reskill we don't want
ier open our new cimetery with no such
carrickter, 'We'd better be lookin® around
fer a corpse as we ken praise up without
lyin® about. Sho! The villa 5 so dern
healthy, an® we've waited an® waited, an®
spent our money ;" and the undertaker
heaved a deep sigh.

“*Waal, better look fer another corpse
as ain't a reskill, an® hasn't sold a dorg
over a dogen times,"” laughed Enoch, as
the molasses slowly drained from the
hogshead into  the undertaker's jug.
*Luke would spile any cemetery. Guess
folk* to Weston won't thank Luke much
fer his choosin®'. Guess likely he'll be
forced to try the new enterprise after all.™

An empty farm wagon drove by in the
dusty road, making a great clatter, and
obscuring i.nlu-'n house and barn across
the wn in a clowd of dust,

When the dust rose and they could sec
beneath it, Luke could be seen leading his
winter into the barn. He seemed to be
n somewhat of a hurry, and the de
proving unwilling, he loed the anima
quickly back into liu' house. At the same
moment a horseman rode furiously up to
the: store, threw himself off his horse, and
shouted to Enoch, who stood on his door-
step, scarcely ten feet away: “H'lo,
Enoch! Seen anything of my plinter 1
bought o' Luke Judkin fer live dollars 7

*Cheap dorg!™

grinned Enoch, in re-
ply.
“Bought “im last Thursday, an® here *tis
Tuesday, an' the dorg ran off, 1 suspect
A back. Ef the consarned
s gone an' done e, 1°10- 1101
The speaker, a tall, thing athletic young
farmer, gave a quick swing to his arm as
her spoke, indicative of the punishment he
would inflict upon. old Luke
found delinguent,
“Hank Spink, you'd orter know better'n
to try an® buy thet dorg,.  Moenny hez tried
i, said Enoch, **an’® not one on em’s ever

stuns is plenty good *naflf. Ther's alto-
gether too much faney lixin® to the new
cem’tery.
cem’tery —yes1 be! an® of the old berryin®- |
ground’s full, as they say, I'm a-goin’ 1o |
Weston,” |

ssho!"” again ejaculated the undertakoer,
in an undertone.  “*Shouldn’t think you'd
like to make yourself so unpopular.

“What's folks to East Village ever done
for me? [ ain’t a-goin’ to do nothin® for
them —no [ ain’t.*

“*We hed hopu«d,” urged the undertaker,
*that you'd open our new cimetery, an’
we cal-lated t* have the Weston band.™

“*Tain’t no use argufyin'!™ said Luke,
stubbornly.

A band, an’ o adress |
an’ Presbhyterin ministe

w the Methodist
s, softly smiled

i dnm.
I'm agin fountain play into o | dorg’s too smart.
| few minnits AR,

r. Stapples.
ke moved uneasily on the step,

“A adress makin® mention of your noble
carrickter, an® praisin® of it, an’ makin®
out as how you were a great philanthro-
peed,” smiled Mr., Stapples, affably.

“A what ist?" asked Luke, quickly
turning his sharp, discrediting  eyes full
upon the undertaker,
. **A phi-lanthropecd
s a sorter magnit.”

Old Luke began to clinekle well within

I cal’late one what

himself. “M'a magnit'n East Village !
be: grinned.  “Why, I can’t get trusted for
n bag o’ oats!™

Enoch came out with the glue done up
in a bit of brown paper. *Guess ye hurted
Henery, ye old sinner,” said he, lumkiuq
BOTOSS green. *There's Marier a<doin
his bead up in a banksher. Look*s though

ull :-.f‘:
“*He'd no  bis-

ak was cracked —darn  me
don’t!” .

“Hope ‘tis,"”" said Luke.
ness to cheatedd. Why, croky ain't
uo fun :li_ ye cheat some ; an' Henery,
he's wuss'n I be."

“Waal,"” said Enoch, slowly, *folks
know yeou! an' 1 ssi Henery's most
wise in the right. + Luke, here’s the
glue: now where's the cent 7%

0O Luke felt about in his breeches
pockets for some moments, apparently to
no »» Then he felt in his boot-top

out a dirty and much-mangled
five-dollar hill.

- Enoch; give me four doller an’

ecents change®™ — and  Luke

Led much suecess, You caren’t buy thet
Hank;: you carrn’t do it! The

barn now."
*Well, 1 guess 1 boughten the dorg; an®

|
| ' hew the dorg, or ' hey the law onto
Luke!™
'he undertaker smiled, “Maebbe: as
o ken arrest adorg ! he said. “As for
f‘nk--. he Cain’t done nuthin'; it's the
dorg's fuult.”
Hank Spink scratehed his head, 0
ain’t no lawyer shark, but wss 1 know

‘null to know thet dorg's bou
paid for; an' he's my dorg, an' I’
outen Luke's barn, or Luke gets a
one or Cother!™ said Hank, angrily, strid-

in
wl.l.rih- house and dingy gray barn.

The others followed, Enoch was alto-
gether too much interested in the event of
the “dorg® "tendin® his stores, Perceiving
his departurs:, u p young urchins,
strolling homeward from a bath and swim
in a neighboring stream, stole  into the

4 ‘im

store and slyly  helped themselves  to

n ball=" and ‘lasses cakes in the
window. Not content withg these sweets,
they danubed their faces with flour, and ar-

rayed themselves in the yell u
suits which hung over the counter,
But if the urchins were having a good
time, the illcconccaled look of amuseiment
in honest Enoch's face as he crossed the
wn also showed that he oo was  enjoy-
ng himself, perbaps equally well, *1'd
like to s how Hank'll go to work," he
langhed. *Hank's mad, an’ Luke ain®t
no mateh for him in a bare stand-up light.
But Luke's |l‘il'k§‘.l Hank'll never git the
r.

paualin

dorg! You see, Stapples, it'll take a
sheriflf an® a posse to feteh the dog away
an' 1 was u-lp_lln' to say, a hull  jec

an’

\ im! Luke ix gnme, l‘l':v is,
suess ho's got the dog  hid away by this
time. Sho! here he comes! Now what's
he a-doin®
Enoch's genuine admiration for old
Luke's shrewdness found vent a moment
lnter in a bhearty slap upon his thigh.
Luke advanced toward Hank Spink with
hearty treble “*How-ter-doo 7** and a hand-
shake which, by its warmth of feeling,
guickly disarmed the =talwact young
armer. “*So-ye fu o tic the dorg

ury to hold

handed up the bill.

up, did y¢ 27 Waal, he's come home, Yes,

« BUre as |

stand no nonsense neither. Hank dray off -

Judkin if |

Yeu, [ see thet dorg not |
Guess he's to Luke's |

hten an’ |
ickin’, |

across h - green toward Luke Judkin's [

*Waal, he's an® low *bout the yard
some'ores, Hank. [ see im chasin’ *hout
like's though he was glad to got hack an’
get vittles agin.,  Hi, Snapper! Snap!
Don't see “im now ‘zactly.”

Old Luke gazed about the yamd and at
the house furtively, as_if he expected the
dog to look out at him from a sec il
story window and wink. But Sunap i s
no appearance at a window or elsowhere,
and ank Spink shoved his lean hands
far Jdown in his breeches pockets, with:

“*Look a-here, i
stand no foolin', [ want thet dorg, [ paid
fer him fair, an® 1 do admit he was a dern
cheap dorg for the price.’”

“*Well, tarnation! Keteh the dorg an’

| take ‘m away. 1 ain’t got nothin® to do
| with the « . The dog’s your'n; take ‘'m
IIW;I ¢ of he's here,” replied Luke's high
trebile,
“Waal, he's here, [ guess, of he ain’t

| hid,” said Hank, inconsogquently. *Come,

now, feteh him out ™

| At the same moment the door opened

and & rommnd chubby woman, with very

| black bead-like eyes and little black ring-

| dets, appearrd.  She only stoml in the

| open doorway long enouch to make up a
fiaee at the slmnau men in the dooryard,
exclaim, *Land " and retire again within
the house, as if provoked beyond all de-
sire for further discovery.

“Marier's mad’s a wnit, already,

laughed Enoeh, soffo roce, to the sunder-

i taker; “an’ see them men trackin® up her

clean floor!™

| Hmlr H}-iuk hadd entered the poreh at

| the side of the house, and Luke had fol-

| lowed him. They walked the length of
the porch, which bad been fﬂmlal{.o eandcd

| that morning, and Hank placed his hand
on the lateh of the door, when old Luke

| placed his hand on him.

|

|

*'Tain't no use goin® in an® upsettin
n-w-ry.t'hina in this house on ‘count of a

:lurt..

“Leggo me!™ answered Hank. *I'm a-
goin® to hev thet dorg.an® 1 cal’late no one
ain’t goin® to stop me !

Luke placed himself before the door.

“*1'm a-goin' to stop any man openin’ mr
dooran® enterin® my house withouta search
warrint, Yes, I be!™

*Oh, you be, bhe ye
the old man a thrust aside.
at each other,
ing for a **side hold,” when, guick as a
flash, the old man threw Hank over his
=houldor, landing himm a gomd twelve paces
on the grass. As Hank lay there sprawl-
ing on the turf, Luke, pale with his effort
amd with fanger, shook his fist over his
prostrate foe,

“You'll never git thet dorg, Hank, onless
ye ken wrastle better'n thet ! Then he
put his hand suddenly to his heart, *Goad
A'mighty ! he exclaimed, in a hoarse
whisper, as Enoch ran forward. **Some-
pen’s broke inside! Run an® feteh Marier!
Some one go for the doctor! I'm—1'm
I'm— He ﬁu hev his dorg.’

The old man sank to the floor of the
porch, and rolled over on one side, a
ghastly whiteness spreading over his face,

“He's dead—dead as a nit!™ eried
Enoch, aghast.

“No, he ain't,” =aid the undertaker,
kneeling by his side. *“*He's only fainted.
Hunk, you run fer the doctor, e ir's
a murder case. Guess ye'd bette kinder
let the doctor know, Hank, an® then yeoun
lite out, an’ keep hid away. I'll testify
“twant your fault bein® throwed thet way,
but yeou hed orter got a sarch-warrint-
yes yeou hed !

Hank took the hint and went out of the
gunl. much erestfallen and quaking with
'ecar. Although he fancied he heard a
dog's whine come out to him from the
house, he did not stop to  look . nor
attempt to whistle after him, the fatal
cause of all his trouble that day. He left
worid with the doctor and oped back
to his little hill farm on the mountain-
side, a sadder and a wiser, if a dogless,
man.

The doctor worked over Luke for an
hour. Aunt Marier, with a scared look,
madle 1l and poultices, for which there
coild be no possible use ; but, on being so
informed, only made more groel and more
poultices, as if hy way nflpl'nt'illu her=e1f
useful in an emergeney, if for no other
PAsOL.

Luke Judkin *“*came roumd.™
weoeek e was out again, the hard, knotty
old fellow. But he was not the same man
he was.,  ** *Pears like 1 hain't got long fer
to live," he said, witha |m-lum-m:ly whine,
“My innards ain't righl. ‘Pears my or-
gins is twisted inside,’

But however great the c-lmugma wrowght
by his last “*wrastle® on Luke's body and
insides, his mental change and moral re-
generation were something astonishing.

“He ain't the same cuss" said Enoch,
as he sat on his threshold, two weeks
kater, with one or two farmers, and
glanced across the green. “He's sorter
meachin® an® wilted down —no spunk left!
| Lavnd ! he as uster be kinder feelin® round
ter do somethin® mean ter his neighbors,
and make ‘em feel mean  ter him, why,
he's turned right round ! Guess e won't

T

After a

Luke: 1 ain't a-goin’ 1o

Amd Hank gave |
glared !
There was a little sparre- |

he has, didn'’s feed ‘nufl new eemetery with tune, *John

vittles. ’-.h- dh%m gr-‘tgrnz. pv;

much, the he likes i wo | ers, hy

he's run off, 1 s’pose, Certea,  Old Luke w
“Yes, I come arfter the * Mr. | day had a most cheerful ] e bev

J’l‘ v “"“tbln was hrashed | emnly—* “u-w'm w.pld-

man's . ‘we hev a

and nn.hrl over his ears, No | lanthropeed!™-—-J. 8 W. in Harper's

nmllnlnlm'm Werlllil hhm ™ Weskdy. e

uastor, hie callaricm abirt and s A ISuaavy Siltwe.

to sell the govoermment the stone for the new
library building, said: *I once saw a man
in this city more disappointed than But-
ler. He was a Mul Sellers sort of o
chap, who told me that he had discovered
a stone that was absolutely impervious to
heat, a genuine  fire-stone, ')“t:-t what was
wantedd  in government ildin, of
course, because of its durability, and, con-
sequently, with mlilions in it. 1 asked him
to bring me samples of the stone, He
came next day with three or four little

cubes. It was winter, and 1 had o base-
burner glowing in the room with rat in-
inglass doors, 1 opened one of them,

stirred up the coals, and thrust two pieces
of the stone far down in the mass. Then
I judicions=ly retired to a far corner of the
room amnd awaited rosults.  They came in
about twenty seconds.  There was an ex-
plosion, which burst every pane of isin-
glass in the stove. My man stood there
aghast with both hands upraised, while he
mend : :I_?; thunder! Another nadllion

l

|
|
]

BIELENBERG & GO

Wholesale and Retail Dealers

|

IN—

' Beef, Mutton and Pork,

| CRNMNE, ETC.

| Anaconda, .
1

l:[T R N l-rl‘lYlR E:-na

TH.EHRET'S

: 100 Bedroom Suits,

| One Carload of Springs,
Iresses,

One Carload of Mat-
100 Bedroom Suits,

| One Carload of the Finest Parlor Furniture
| ever brought to Montans.

" A FULL LINE OF OFFICE DESKS.

Bookeases and Secretaries,

PRENCH CHOP HOUSE,

! FIRST STREET, ANACONDA.

F. B. HUGHES & CO,

PROPRIETORS,

| Splendid meals served from 3 A. M. to 12 P. M.,
at prices from 25 cents up.

Good Lunches Served at any Hour
of the Day or Night.

Don’t Forget the Place,

First Street, Near Oak.

FOR

Carriages,Buggies,
HARNESS,

SCHUTTLER WAGONS

The Most Select Stock in Anaconda, go to

BARRETT & JACKY'S

live long. No! Folks =says he’s paid ; MAIN STREET.

up all  his  debts, \\':mf. he*s  paid |

my ‘count every  cent, an’ he  went |

an’ paid fer Marier's-——thet's his fourth | FAIR DEALING REASONABLE PRICES
wife, yeou reklect? sister's  echild’s |

schoolin® down to Northtfiekl. An® ez fer
thet dorg o hizen, Hank got him back all
right; yes, an' Luke, he's teying fer to act
on the square.  Why, there's Mr, Stapples

————

a~omin! Dead? Luke Judkin dead?
Why, I want ter know! Thet's news!
Whew ™

| wir ago,” said the
cross the green to

for ice. “*Passced

“Yeu: died half an
i undertaker, who can
the store with a
away peaceful like. exn, yos, | were on
hand ; happe 1 s, Luke's dead at last,
| The strain's what killed hime,  Yes, looks
peaceful an’ like a saint,™

“ cal’late he's a saint ‘nough now,"
| sighed Enoch, with a New Englander's
| readiness to canonize all deccased per-

sons. *“*He were wicked at times, were
| Luke, but mostwise he were so dern smart
| thet ye hed ter f--rrzi\" ‘m.  An', waal,

what ef he did sell his dorg over a dozen
times? Wa'n't it half the dern dorg's
fault? Dead? Waal, ye don’t say so!’

'

|

1t were part the dorg’s fault,” replicd
the undertaker:; *buat ef T <tan' here
a-talkin’, Luke 'l spile, an® all thet theps
waceful ind of hizen will go for naught.
‘“..‘-..r s i corps=e look so mild and
roul-tempered. klunt looks =our, r.
ohinson ; but Luke, he smiles away, as of
he hed a casy death, kinder poassod over
the river, as they say, an' larfim’ an'
smilin® good-by: an® it’s jest hit the cime-
tery folks off right, tew, Mr. Jolimson—jest
right. Oh, we llniuluui ofl the rosmdways=
neril as ‘nl.n ws from seventy-tive to one
hundred dollars *1] buy ; yes.”

Luke's was indeod a grand funeral  for
East Village.

at last, and there was some hidden winks
over the fervid eloguence of Rev. Mr.

perhaps, to the last fortn

than the previous five-and-e
But the band was on hand
repertoire, though contain
nusie, vee the
aginable,

ﬁ.“t in time, an' we shell give Luke a big
X

There was some simirking
over the patent fact that the “new  eeme-
tery folks® had got the botter of old Luke

Scrooby as he praised the high character
of the deceascd —ecominms  bitter fitted,
ht of his life

hty years.

and its narrow
im; no funeral
reatest  satisfaction im-
Was it not auspicious to open

 J. P. DUNN,

CHOIC
|

|

—DEALER IN —

E GROCERIES.

HAY, GRAIN

~AND—

Produce of all Kinds.

FIRST ST. ANACONDA, MONT.

GOOD GOODS COUNRTEOUS TREATMENT

EXCURSION

TO

COLUMBUS, O.

The Montana Centrai Railway
will sell tickets to Columbus, O,
September 11 to 14 inclusive, at a
single fare (868.15) for the round
trip on account of the Sovereign
Grand Lodge I. O. O. F. conven-
tion.

|
|
|

Good returning until Septem-
ber 30. For further particulars
apply to W. Pinkham, Grand Rep-
resentative Sovereign Grond
Lodge, or M. C. ticket office.

Gen. George A. Sheridan, speaking in
Washington the other day about Gen.
Butler's disappointment at not being able

-

-~

FRASER § GHALMERS, -

—CHICRKRGO—

MINING MACHINERY | |

And Machimery for the Systematie Reduction of Ores by Amalgamatiou,
Concentration, Smelting and Leaching, Builders of the Homestake, Gran-
ite Mountain, Drum Lummon, Anaconda, Blue Bird, Lexington and Bi-
Metalic Companies’ Reduction Works.

v

HOISTING ENGINES ,;

(Geared and Direct Acting,

Prospecting and Development Hoists,

Builders of

IMPROVED AIR COMPRESSORS,

—AND-—

+ Wire Jramways -

True Vanning Machines and Embrey Concentrator. Elecetrie Light Plants.
Agents for Rand Rock Drills and Compressors, Otis Elevators, Knowles’
Pumps, Root Blowers, Kingsland & Douglas Saw Mills, Pennsylvania
Diamond Drill and Mfg. Co. Baragwanath Heaters.

SHAY PATENT LOCOMOTIVES,

United States Electric Light Co. New Haven Machine Tools.
Reducing Valves,

Mason

L. C. TRENT,

GENERAL WESTERN MANAGER.

SALT LAKE CITY, UTAH.

Sole Western Agents for

Tyler Wire Works Double Crimped Mining Cloth.

E. C. FREYSCHLAG & CO.

Burt & Packard and Laird, Schober & Mitchell's
FINE SHOES AND SLIPPERS.

CLOSING OUT SALE

— O —

CLOTHING

~~ AND—

FURNISHING GOODS.

Laro,ScHoBER® MITCHELL.

Desirin
Goods and
continue our sale of Clot

sold.

prices before you buy and save money.

to close out our entire stock of Clothing aud Furnishin
andle nothint{l but Boots and Shoes exclusively, we wi

ing at Actual Cost until every garment i
If you need a suit, a pair of pantg, or an overcoat, See ou

i
5T,
L] “

1
. o‘r

by James McNulty i
'rs8 with the finest hmml:ofu ty is now pre-

Domestic, Imported and Key West Cigars

To be found in the eity.

FRUITS AREND  CONFECTIONERY
Fresh and choice. A well assorted stock of STATIONERY.

JOS. F. MURRAY, Main Street, Anaconda.

E.C FREYSCHLEAEG & CO.,
Next Door to Bank, :

Anaconda, Mont.

JOS. F. MURRAY.
Having purchased the business formerly conducted
pared to furnish his custome

————— ]

Suits Made to Order at Moderate Prices.
Jackets and Ulsters a Specialty.

Ladies’

FRONT STREET,
Three Doors Below Grand Central Hotel. Cleaning snd Repairing P

ANACONDA * §
romptly Attended to.




