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r HE MUSIC OF
THE BELLS

' By Harriet Prescott Spofford
Harriet Prescott Spafford

« OU'LL not be goin’ a great
ways this threatenin' weath-
er an' the dark so early?”
said his wife anxiously, look-

ing out on the gray river, where the

whitecaps were running against the
tide. Sk

“Not too far,” sald the fisherman.

“Tomorrer bein' Chris'mus,” added
the wife, “'twould be a sorry Chris'-
mus an’' you not comin’ in safe.”

“I allus have come in,” sald Joe. “I
ain't much fear but what I allus shell.
I wouldn't misg my Chris'mus,” getting
into his long boots, “fer the best fish
swimmin'. Got the turkey ?"

“Down sullar on the swingin’' shelf—a
big gobbler. You want pertater stuff-
in'?’

“Waal, I do’ know. Which you want?
Chestnuts an' things is tasty 'ith sum-
mer savory. Here, you fix this string.
8is can get the chestnuts ter the cor-
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White Horse Baked Beans
With Tomato Sauce.

“Oh, the boys went nuttin' along the
fall, an’ I got quite a few set by. I'll
put some raisins in. There's some left
over from the ples.”

“Them pies 'll go right ter the spot.
Lots o' cider in 'em? Got some turn-
overs for the stockin's?”

“An' a bunch o' w'ite grapes aplece."
threading her needle to sew on a loose
button for him. “They'll have things
ter the Sunday school tree, but I'd like
'em ter have good times ter hum ter
remember bimeby.”

“An’' so," looking up with a gleam of
mischief in the blue eyes, “you've been
a-wastin’ money on S18"—

“I did jest git her a little fur collar,”
sald the wife hesitatingly.

“Sho’, now, you don't suppose I be-
grutch anything to 8is? Didn't you git
nothin' fer the boys?”

“Yes,” she sald again doubtfully. “I
know wo hadn't orter, but Chris’'mus
on'y comes oncet n year, an' they did
80 want ‘Robinson Crusoe' and ‘Pil-
grim's Progress,’ an' it keeps 'em ter
hum nights. An' I'll make my ole bun-
nit an’ shawl do"—

“You're a good mother, Mary.”

“You can't be children but oncet,
you know,” biting her thread off.
“There!”

“I know, an' I don't want ter be.
W’en I remember the lickin's I had all
over the place, I don't want ter be a
child ag’'in, My mittings dry? I'd ruther
be a grown man ’'ith you fer my wife
than all the children in Christendom.
You're a good wife, Mary. Bf ever 1
have Peter’s luck an' ketch a fish ’ith a
plece o’ money in his mouth, I'll dress
you like a queen, now, you bet!l”

Mary stood on tiptoe to kiss him.
She would have liked to say that she
would rather have him for a husband
than all the kings going, but she was
a woman of few words. Only the color
springing to her’ cheek as she twisted
up her dark hair, only the sudden
flame in the dark of her wistful eyes,
spoke for her, and as her husband went
out with his basket and lines, striding
down the lane like a young glant golng
to fight the foe, he was saying to him-
pelf: “I never see anything like Mary's
eyes, Bomelow they allus do make me
think o' stars on a summers night—
pitiful sort o' stars. George! This
ain't goin' ter be any summer's night,
though; reg'lar squall”

And Mary, looking after him, was
saylng to herself: “I never. do watch
him out o' sight In that boat ’'thout
feelin' 's ef I'd never lay eyes on him
ag'in!"

But there was too much to do before
dark to waste time at the windows.
The children would be swarming in ai-
rectly, and there were the doughnuts
yet to fry. ‘Jimmy likes hands, an’' 8o
does Dave, an' Johnny lkes rings,"
sald the mother to herself, “an’ Bissy
likes the hole, so I'll cut out all sorts."”
And she had just set them aside and
brushed up the stove and laid the table
when the young persons stamped In
covered with light snow. “Land! You
don't mean ter say it's snowin'l” ex-
claimed the mother.

“Jest a spit,” sald Jimmy.

“I hope that's all,” said she, golng to
the door and looking up the lane and
down the harbor.

“Say, ma,"” sald Johnny as she came
back, “'did you know Sis was goln' up
ter 8t. Paul's ter help ter put up the
green tonight?”

“W'y, o' course I knowed. All her
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“An' me, ma!" cried Johnny, spring-
ing into her lap, svhile 8is ran to get
there first.

“\Without any one o' you,” she said,
half laughing and half crying.

“You're the best mother I got!” cried
Johnny, * . :

“1 declare,” she sald then, ‘“‘you ain't
half et your suppers. An' it's time the
lamp was lighted, The dark shuts down
like a dish cover these days. If you'ro
goin’ ter see 8is up ter St. Paul's, you'd
better be off, though. An' you wait an'
come home with her, Jimmy.: You put
on your comforter now. You got your
artics, B1s? Yes, I do wisht your father
was in. There's the light ter the point
blazin’ up. My land, how it's come on
ter blow! You all be home early now
or I'll be reel worried.”

“Don’t you fret, ma,” said Jimmy.
“We'll tnke care o' 81s."”

“Bring her back fer a Chris’'mus pres-
ent,” echoed Johnny.

“We'll be home in time fer the
stockin’s,” called. Dave, but their gay
volces came back to her on the eddy of
the wind that puffed out her light as
she held the door open. *“‘You go right
in, ma. You'll ketch cold,” Jimmy
shouted back.

“An' 1 guess that's all pa ‘Il ketch,”
Johnny added, walking backward.

She watched them a moment in the
twilight, trudging on with the wind be-
hind them, scuffing the snow, pushing
onc another, tumbling Gown and rolling
over and up again and filling the alr
with their happy outery, and she
caught a little of their jollity as she
shut the door and relit her lamp and
went about her tasks.

But the jollity presently grew faint.
“He certainly ’d orter be in now,” she
said, going again and again to the win-
dow, where under her shading hand
the flakes whirled and soared and fell
and slanted by like sparks of fire. “I
do’ know. I declare I'm main fright-
ened. I never folt jest so shaky an'
limp in my life,” she said. *“Oh, Joe,
Joe, ef you don't come back'"—

Bhe went into the bedroom presently
to find the stockings, and as she darned
o small hole she thought of Bis up at
St. Paul’s among the green boughs and
felt a little awe as she saw her helping
at the last wreaths about the chancel,
with the old aisles llke the alsles of
some dim, sweet wood, all green and
dark and spicy. *“I guess I know how
mothers feel w’'en their sons are
priests,” she sald, and then suddenly
the bell rang out, the old cracked bell,
giving a glad, rolling peal on the full
of the gale. “That's my Jimmy,” she
thought. “He's jest makin' that bell
praise God. My! It jest takes me
right inter church, 'ith the hemlock
boughs an' all the woody, cool green
things there."

And then another bell, one much
more close .at hand, rang out like a
roaring echo. “It's the Old Bouth!”
she exclaimed. “I vum, I believe them
boys have clim' the Old Bouth belfry
in spite o' me! My, my! That's the
North church—no; it's the Oldtown.
My soul ter graclous, it's both o' them!
That's my Johnny, then. An' that's
Dave. I suppose the sexon's let ‘em,
an' they've got some o' the other boys
along."”

Precisely that had happened, for
when the sexton of St. Paul's began to
tell Jimmy what to do the other boys
crowded round, jostling and pushing,
and Jimmy gave Johnny a kick, and
Johnny transferred it to Dave, and
Dave hit out all round, and a scuffle
and scramble followed that would have
ended In open disgrace if the sexton
had not ordered them all out and awa,
without benefit ot clergy. s

And at this Jimmy, remembering that
there were other bells in town, had in-
stantly organized several rival bell
ringing parties, and they started at full
run to get into the meeting houses the
best way they could and make the
belfries rock and drown out St. Paul's
by all the superior metal of the bigger
bells, and when one of the lads heard
the peal of the other sound out like the
boom of fire bells and answered it, with
the pedl from his own steeple tossing
out npon the dark, thelr hearts were
almost bursting withthe delight in the
clash and clang and roar beating out
the air about them.

“I wisht their father was hearin’ o
'em,” the mother said again, pressing
her face against the cold glass, while
the snow drove by something less fu-
riously. *'T'would reely tickle him, It's
mighty pretty music. Jest hear the
echoes! Oh, Joe, where be you?’ And
as the bells pealed-on she was walking
up and down the little house, stopping
at every turn to peer through the pane,
to open the door and feel the blast,
more than once to cry out with a volce
that the wind pressed back soundless,
making her feel her helplessness before

the great forces of nature which be-

BSunday school class is goln’, an' I ex-
pec’ Bis ter behave reel pretty,” with a
fond look at the flower sweet little
girl.

“And the saxon's ast Jimmy"—

“Sexon,” sald the mother instructive-
ly.

“Sexon, then, 's ast Jimmy ter ring
the bell fer him tonight. Wisht 'twas
me,”

“I wisht he'd ast me,” sald Dave,
tugging at his boots,

“There's more bells than one in
town,” said Jimmy,

“By gum, that's so!"

“Waal, they ain’'t your bells,” sald
their mother, “an’ you'd better keep
away from ’‘em. Come; here's the
beans all baked ter a crisp. My!
Don't they smell good? Come; I want
ter git the rest back ter keep hot fer
your father."

“I wonder what they ring the bells
fer Chris'mus eve anyway,” said Dave,
with his mouth full

“Ter scare off the bad spirits, ter be
sure,” answered Jimmy.,

“There ain't any bad Bpirits,” said
Bis.

“'Less'n ourselves,” suld the mother,
“I ‘guess they ring the bells because
they're glad Christ was born. I'm sure
I be, an’' so's your father.”

“Say, ma, s pa a good man?"

“John Markham, ef you're ever half
as good ag"— .

“He don't go ter church.”

‘‘He dono his churchgoing early. He
loves God, an' he loves his nelghbor,
There ain't a better man walks this
footstool"”—

“Say, I'm glad he's pa,” sald Johnny,
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i “So'm L" sald his mother, “af' I
Beer. It is a fact that you can get a fine cold ARl N e e
treat at ttin’ reel thick outside, an! he'd orter

ed his trawls set long ago. I didn't
feel ter let him go anyhow w'en I see
it sed fallin' weather an' the wind
risin’. Waal, he knows all they is
about a boat, an', as he says, he allus
has come In."

“T'guess pa's all right, ma,” sald Jim-
my, pushing back his chair and coming
and putting his arms round her neck.
“The sen aln't run yit that's goin' ter
swamp him,"”

“You're ma's great boy, ain't you,
Jimmy?” said the lttle woman, I
ing her cheek down on the rough :
“She 4o’ know where she'd be 't
you.” X

“An' 'thout mel” gaid Davy, his rosy
faco pecring M_.;ﬁ_the other shoulder,

»
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numb and destroy, shutting the door

and walking up and down again as she

wrung her hand and pausing at every
shudder of sash and door to listen.

“Oh, what sort o' a Chris'mus eve 18
~ this?" she cried. "‘Oh, Joe, Joe, Joel”
| But even while the bells were ringing

it seemed as if the wind were falling.
i “Jimmy said it was jest a spit,” she
murmured. “P'raps he's right, one o'
them quick squalls o' snow, but one o'
them can founder a ship taken una-
wares, an', oh, it must have took him
unexpected or he’d be homel”

What a long, Interminable hour it was
before the great, glad uproar of the
bells was over! And then presently she
was sure it was time the boys and Bis
were at home, and without staying to
imagine they were plunging and slip-
ping and rolling and snowballing to-
gether on the way, the wind having
abated as suddenly as it had arisen, she
felt that everything had come to an end
and husband and children allke were
lost to her, and, full of a wild unreason-
ing panic, she was crying like one pos-
scssed when the door burst open and a
chorus of glad volces smote her—sweet,
oh, sweeter, clearer than the peal of all
the bells. Meanwhile, out in the bay,
Joe had found his trawls much richer
than he had expected, and he was so
busy in stripping them and in baiting
and in setting them again that he gave
little heed to the rising of the storm till
its fury was all about him. * "I'won't
last long lke this. Them suddent ones
£0 as they come. Jest keep her head ter
the wind,” he said to himself. “She'll
ride it out.” And then the snow was
wrapping him, blind and thick, and all
at once the dark had fallen. “Waal”
he muttered, “ef one o' them concerned
big coal steamers don't come rippin'
along I'll weather it. It's a tussle, but
we're good fer it, ef the stick Lolds,
Pleasant an' me."” 3

It 'was a tussle. It took all his will
and all his strength to keep the boat
trimmed to meet the squall and riding
on the top of the great seas that came
roaring und hissing on and only just
fell short of washing over and fllling
the little Pleasant, and when the furl-
ous hour was past he would have given
all the rake of fish to lle down in the
bottom of the boat and get his breath.

The sca was still rolling, in long
swell succeeding swell, and the snow
was falllng In a thick sheet through
which- not a glimmer of light pen-

etrated. Only a wide, faint dimness
scemed to Bwim up grayly from th

v

great tops and hollows about him. Hi
felt that the boat was drifting, but he
could not tell in what direction. Ho
thought perhaps the tide was running
in, but as he looked about him there
was nothing by which he could make
sure. The Ipswich light, he said, ought
to be just out here. The revolving
ruby and gold of the light at the shoals
ought to be on the other hand. Plum
{sland light ought to be over his shoul-
der. If he could but sec a spark of
one of them, he would know how to
shape his course, but there was not a
ray over all the wido welter of the wa-
ter through all the dim vell of the snow.
He felt as If he had gone blind. He
listened for the dull blare of the whis-
tling buoy, but the snow muffled every
sound, and one wave tossed him still
to another.

It had grown cold. The snow stung
now liko sleet. Rope and sall were stiff
with fce. By George, it'll be my wind-
in' sheet!” he exclalmed, and he fell
back in the boat, and the thought of
his wife’s terror and grief struck him
to the heart like a knife. It was Christ-
mas eve, and the children would be
capering and carrying on, opening oys-
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“Didn't | say 1 alluy come homer”

ters on top of the stove, roasting chest-
nuts and apples and looking over thelr
shoulders for hiw to be coming in the
door, and he would never be coming in
the door again. \WLit would become
of them? O God, what would become
of them? Ile gave a great sob, a sob
of pity for them and for himself, and
in the naxt moment he caught his
breath !n irrepressible alarm, for here
was music. Certainly, then, he would
soon be dying, dying of the cold and
storm. They heard music when they
died. Here it came again—bells! Ah,
what a great wide surge of sound, one
moment resonant on the black air, then
repeating itself in a whisper, a sigh!
Again it came, a shower of tones,
skimming over the water llke a flight
of gray and silver gulls, and now one
strong clash and ring and roll rose
above them all-the Old South bell—
and with that came the steely flash of
the North church bell, the hum of the
old town bell, the quaver of St. Paul's.
And then the wind sung In, blowing
the sweet alarm all back to shore
and closing the lanes of the mist and
snow through which they had sifted,
ana only a faint exquisite echo sighea
and died away.

But what matter? Now he knew
where he was—Balisbury sands to the
left of him, old Newbury to the right.
About ship and up sail, up sail for the
channel across the bar! Blowly he
brought the boat round. Here was old
Newbury now on the left; here was the
North breaker, singing like a nest of ca-
gles, oft Plum {sland; yonder, on the
right, rose the scrcams of the great
Bouth breaker, sucking down the Salis-
bury shore; here was the roar of the
waves tumbling on the bar. A spark
gleams with a wide, hazy halo through
the snow—Plum island light; another,
the Bug light, the harbor lights! He
knows every inch of the way now. The
channel grows clearer. The Pleasant
1s good for it. He steers through foam
and fury; he sweeps by the Hump sands
and Black rocks into stiller water; he
rushes straight to the mooring.

The children were just knocking the
snow off their fcet at the door as he ran
up from the wharf. Good was the touch
of solid earth, and sweecter than any
strain of music.in his cars was his
wife's shriek of joy. “Didn't I say I al-
lus come home?' he cried joyously,
catching her {n his arms.

“Oh, Joe,” she sobbed, “ef we live n
hundred years we shan't ever have
such a Chris'mus eve as this ag'in!
Comeg, children; come right in out of the
snow, I guess you've had frolic enough
tonight. I s'pose it was you rung the
bells.”

“You bet it was!" sald Jimmy, un-
winding his copforter.

“Waal,” said Joe, slamming the door
behind them, *’tain’t often work an’
play does the same thing, but your frol-
ic-did a lot of work tonight, fer of I
badn't heard them bells there 'd ‘a’ been
Do father an' no Chris'mus in this
house. Got a bowl o' coffee, wife?
George! I could eat the hu)l bean pot!”

The Yucatan Toe,

The toes of civilized people have lost
much of thelr cunning as helpful mem-
bera of the body in any work that ro-
quires skill. The Maya pcople of Yu-
catan, however, have kept the free and
easy use of the toes In dolng many
kinds of work. It {8 said that the Maya
women, who always go barefooted, will
pick up a pin from the floor as casily
with thelr ocs as with their fingers.
An archreologlst who spent some time
among that péople in the interest of the
Peabody museunn of Harvard univer-
sity tells the following anecdote of his
landlady at Chichen Itza:

Coming info the house one day, the
Amerlcan noticed that the plg lind been
rash enough to trespass upon the do-
main of the mistress of the liouse, The
woman was in close pursuit of the in-
truder, but piggy would look in any di.
rection other than toward the door,

Had she been compelled to stogp and
selze the animal with her hand the out-
come of the chase might hayve been
doubtful. Mayan training, however,
gave her a great advantage, She reach-
ed out her foot us the pig ran by, sefzed
bim by the tail between her greant toe
and the sccond toe, and with a graceful
swing of the leg she luuded the pig
some yards beyond the threshold.

When told by the American that he
bad never seen the thing done in his
own country, the Mayan woman re-
plied that it was as easily done with
the toes as with the fingers.

It Was Not All There.

A couple of old philosophers Uving in
the country were one day discounrsing
on mind and matter with thelr backs
.to the fire und thelr faces turned to-
ward the table, which wans belng set
for'dinner. That morning the servant
had caught a rabbit in the warren be-
longing to the master of the house and
was about to serve it up in the form of
& mow. :

“0Oh, no,” suld ore phllisophcy; “mind
and matter cannot blend.”

“Still,” roplied the sceond, “rome great
intellcets have thought the contrary.”

“That is an crror.  And, look here;
when I gaze upon this rabbit, which
only this morning thought, moved and
obeyed the instincts of its kind, I can-
not for a moment doubt the existence
of those two elements which enter into
the composition of every creature en-
dowed with life. No; a thousand times
no! The whole rabbit 1s not there."”

Just_then the cook entered the room.
She was observed to blush and grow
fldgety. At last she said in a trembling
volce:

“You are quite right, sir. I shouldn't
have told; but, as you have guessed the
fact, I admit that it {sn’t the whole rab-
bit. There I8 a plece missing out of the
back, which I gave to my cousin of the
twenty-seventh of the line, who arrived
yesterday.'—Papillon,

Joke Kot on the Farmer,

The scene was o Brooklyn rapid
transit car, Uptown in Brooklyn a pas-
senger got aboard, onc who bore in his
tanned and seamed face, brown and
guarled hands, bent shoulders, whisk-
ers growing from his neck, not his face,
and in his clothes the evidence that he
wans a countryman from the agricultur-
al “decstricts.”” The conductor was flip
and smart. To him the countryman
handed five pennics as his fare. The
conductor, disgusted, showed his feel-
ings in tho way he regarded the pennies
in his palm. He went up to tho motor-
man and back again, stopping to tell an
acquaintance sitting fmmediately in
front of the countryman of the agricul-
turist who carried pennies. Then the
acquaintance thought he would hayr
some fun with the countryman. ‘Wink-
ing to all about, he turned to the old
man, saying:

“Say, old man, did you eyver get up in
the night and shoe horses?”

Without a change of countenance,
but most promptly, the old man replied:

“No, but I have shooed chickens in
the daytime.”

BEverybody roared except the ac
quaintance, who immediately called on
the conductor for a transfer to the
croastown line.—Brooklyn Ragle.

THE EXPERT CASTER.

Macing His Fly In Not Mere Chance,
but a Fine Art.

The art of casting is in {tsclf simple
and may be readlly acquired by any
painstaking fisherman. The rod passes
only through a quadrant; it starts par-
allel with the water and, coming to
the perpendicular, stops. The motion
18 a quick, rigld jerk as fast as it can
be made, and the rod does the rest.
The motion forward is at the beginning
a gradual feeling for the tension of the
line—that 18, when it s about to
straighten, Once this is assured the
movement increases in rapidity from
butt to tip, the result belng much the
same a8 driving at a peg with a long
handled hammer—slow at the start
and quick at the finish, the bend of the
rod being first at the butt and gradual-
ly ascending to the tip:

In casting nothing is left to chance
by the expert caster. He knows exact-
ly where he wants to put his fly, with-
In a foot or two, and puts it thero, the
feathered barb traveling past him at
from six inches to four feet above the
water, a8 he may elect; although it may
go above the shoulder if desired. In
some long cnsts one may see the fly
pass below the hip. Indeed the degree
of command one can gradually acquire
18 really wonderful.

A single cast where fish are located
i8, a5 a rule, sufficlent. They will rise
at once, and if the fisherman fs an ex-
pert at dropping his fiy he can bring
fish' to the spot from somea: distance.
One may frequently see fish attracted
from a point so far from the fly that
they break water two or three times
before taking the hook. On the other
band, a fly awkwardly dropped will be
taken with a lelsurely grab, the fish
slmply sucking it in, and the exhilara-
tion of n spirited rise 1s'lost. The more
expert a fisherman is at fly casting the
more thoroughly he enjoys the sport.—
Colller's Weekly.

A Little Too Clever.
8ir Charles Napler was at one time
governor of Gibraltar. ' One day by
some mischance he mislaid the keys of
his safe. Search being unavailing, he
sent down to the cngineers' yard to
know if they had a man capable of
picking a lock.

A certain sapper, whose skill at lock
picking was well known, wag sent t
the goevernor's house, and, with the aid
of a few pleces of wire, he very shortly
succeeded in vpening the safe. Napler
was amazed at his celerity, but said
nothing.

Next morning the sapper was sent
for by his colonel, who handed -him a
five pound note and informed him that,
by Napler’s order, he was to return fo
HEngland, for homg service, by the next
boat, as the governor did not think it
safe to keep n man on the rock who
could pick the most complicated lock
as casily as he could eat his breakfast.

Our Common Woe.

“Beg pardon, 8ir,” remarked the man
who was hanging to strap No. 1, “but
do you get off at the next corner?’ -

“I don't see that it 18 any of your
business,” replicd lis fussy neighbor.

“Well, no,” admitted the mild gentle-
man, “but I was merely going to re-
mark that 1 get off there and if you
will be 8o kind as to lift I'd like to take
that foot with me!"—Baltimore News.

The Artist,
Palette—De Auber {s the most ego-
tistical chap I eyer met.
Brusher—How’s that?
Palette—Why, every time he paints a
landscape he imagines he flatters na-
ture.—Chicago News,
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TIME TABLE.

Traln No, 2 leaves Manchester at § a. m, ar-
rives at Onelda at 5:30 8. m. Conneocts

th west bound C. 4. W. No.
Returning leaves Onelda at 5:35 a.m,
arrives at Manchester

Traln No, 4, leaves Manchester at 7;

arrives at Onelda at 7:45 8. m,, con-
nects with east bound O, G, W. No.
6. Returning. leaves Onelda at 7:80
8, m., arrives at Manchester at 8:90

a.m.

Traln No. 6, leaves Manchester at 8:45a, m.
rives at Onelda at 9:14 a.m,

with the north bound C. M. &
Bt. P,, No, 22,

ing leaves
Onelds at 9:20, arrives at Manchester
at9:50 &, m,

Traln No. 8, leaves Manchester at 2:65 p. m
rives at Oneida at 2:40 p, m,

Ar-

(AT

un ul
turning at 8:00 p.
arrives at Manchester at 3:42p, m.
Train No 10, leaves Manchester at 4:55 p.
Arrives at Oneida at 5:90 p. m.
nects with south bound C. M.
:.. No, 21.

e

JOHN L.SULLIVAN,
Gen. Traffic Manager.

Through tickets for sale at Manchester to all
points in North Ameriea,

ILLINOIS GENTRAL R. R.

TIME TABLE.
_______ MainLine Passenger Tralns.

North Bound | Bet Godar Rpds
Arrive— ! and Manchester

No. 334 séw-.m

No. 860 I:ME.ln
All above train

5 ﬁl B CAITY passengers,

‘O
4Dally ExceptSunday. .
Y e S PIRRON. Biation Ant.

Nos 5 &6 run between Dubuque and Albert

Nos.31 £32 run between Lg and Dubuque

Nowl.llheonnemon through to Ft Dodge by train

New traln 4 makes same stops east of here

No, 2 exi that east of Rockforda it

East ord, Genoa & Coleman,

18 o through vestibule train

Car from to Rockford. No 2 &

stop at Dyersville between Manchester

buque.| g
No 84-6-1-8 & 31 Run dallv Sunday Include

NEW SHORT LINE

Umaiia - Minneapols
~dd §t. Paul

Illinols Central betweon Omaha and Fort
meonnec,uggmmwml‘l.“u
hnl.nnlobnhmnnnrlng..ﬂl.
Ly, Omaha Lv. 8t. Psul
7.36 p. m.
Ar, Minn
7.30 8. m,
. Bt Paul
8.00 a.m.
A fast vestibule night
Uifough Puliman slooping car 3
Ly, Omaha
7.00 &, m,

“THE lAr Minneapolls

“THE
LIMITED"

EXPRESS" 7.00
Bt

Fast day train
ARIOURDPRIIOR Car 800

102 gn \l%t‘&l appiy to
0. A, Robinson, Ageat, Onelda,

B.C. R- & N. Ry
CEDAR RAPIDS TIME CARD.

MAIN LINR GOING RAST AND SOUTH,

190
H No. 8 Fast 3
P8 NG, 18 BUR- & DavapL Fase 387 5

0 2—Pullman
S divoden RS,
go. % m and
Joliet ta Ohlcags,

Ngt.—night,
MAIN LINE GOING NORTH.

A
883

IOWA FALLS DIVISION,

m ...Jows & Minn Pass,.....9:00 & m
l.m..l!nn:ohl Pass. . 19:0 8 m

A OITY, DAVENPORT,BURL. AND CLINTON,
e Burl, & Is Olty Pass..... 0008 pm

.Clin., Is Pass....7:15am
e Bar s 1 Oy ‘

hesesendi$0 P
daily between

est Liberty.
0. G. FARMER, W.H.DUTTON,

JN
Gen’l & Tkt ot Agent
RS B e s D 1

=
8v

S5
4

ce|
lup:ldl and

LOW-RATE-EXCURSIONS

Twice each month, on specific dates, the Iili.
vols Central will sell at reduoed rate
from golnu op its line north of , roundtrip
Homeseekers' Excursion tickets oer-
its lines in Ka

py of the iomuutan' Guide

the rumm o f the

ress J. F. Merry, A.G.P. A, 1.0, B,

2, Jows. r%r"ln!orvnmon- rd-

address P.g‘i nﬂdw
e n‘: Chloago."

INVESTMEMTS
IN
SOUTHERN LANDS

Ruch {nvestments are not speculstive. The
Market snd

South snot & new s m%
fucllities are adequate and first class, 0
thatanding

?llml\e is mild and favorable. Notwi

10, Inclusive, concerning the bl

In Kentucky, Wess Ww."l

'}m‘{a the Illinols Cen!

, for homescekers and investors, address
the undersigned. X

J.F.M R
Ass'tGon'l Pasa'r Agent1.C. R, R,
Dubuque, Iowa,

!muéh Sleeping Oar from Ohicago
to Jacksonville, ¥la,, via
LU B R

commenelng Sundsy January. 11,
1003, a through sleep! ’eu from Oht-
cago to Jacksonville, Fis , will. be run
on the Illinois OCentral ‘Dixie Fiyer,

Leavs
0408 m x&?’c’ém.niugﬁ hn:;';'
13: A m Noo.lonlnnb Ex. 3

M. & O. Excursion Rates.

Manchester to  Seattle,—Portiand,
Tacoms, Wash., Vancouver, Victoria, -
B, C. aud reture via, Manchester &
Onelda Raullway. Dates of ssle Aug.
1et to 14th, good for return until Ooct:
16th, * with stop-over frlvllegu,.u
many pointe. Call upon Jno, L. Sulli:
van, at M, & O. M In.

National Kncampment G. A, ﬁ..—
Manchester .to San

£50.00 : ¢
1.os Angeles and Pacific Coast points:
and return. . Tickets will be on sale at
the Manchester & Onelds Rallway
depot Aug. 1st to 14th, good for re-
turning Oot. 16th, with stop-over privl
leges and excelient train service. Call
upon Jno. L. Sullivan, M, & O. depot;
anchester, lowa.

FARM LANDSI

If you are lookln*tor.‘::‘mo ofcan i

investment, do not
farm lands in the N

ABSTRAOTS,
REAL ESTATE,

LOANS a0

OONVEYANOING.

Office: In First

W, DONNELLY, M,

Physician and Surgeon,

Froprietorof tae =

Dealer in
% Bations !‘ﬁi_,x)oi.

PATENTS]

To keep your feet dry
during during the wet
weather this spring. We
can suit you in quality
and price. ' Also rubbers
“rof all kinds. :

National

Y

R

T e




