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treame lowness, so that
. either see each other uninterruptedly

l.&ﬁ'ﬁbilﬂ’. add a tablespoonful each
5 flour, vinegar and anchovy sauce, half
:'a teaspoonfu! each of
e
2 apilk. Place the salmon and lobster in.
& a pie dish with a few pieces of butter,
' ~pour over the sauce when
o thick, and cover with a thin paste.
" Buake in a hoi oven for half an hour.
“Mashed potatoes or rice may be used
: T‘or a cover, instead of the paste.—
. Good Housekeeping.
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A BOX FOR SHIRT WAISTS.

How to Make One—An Ultra Smart
Pincushion—An ldea in
Table Ceniers.

Now that the shirt waist forms an
integral part of every woman's ward-
robe a box for holding them without
erushing becomes a necessity. These
may be made at home by anyone, with
a little ingenuity. A soap or cracker
box. which may be obtained at the
nearest grocery store, affords the
foundation. This is covered inside and

sout with pretty figured cretonne, us

ing an interlining of any old soft ma-
terial on hand. The cover of the box
is treated in the same way, then fast-
ened to the boex with brass hinges,
Brass handles complete the outfit, and
the bOx is an ornament to any bed-
rcom. Sachet powder of the favorite |
perfume may be tacked inside, and
mwiladyv's shirt waist will emerge from
their hiding place crisp, fresh and
fragrant.

The ultra smart pincushion is a roll
that can he spanned between the
thumb and first finger, but it lengthens
indefinitely sometimes, reaching out
the full limit of the dressing table from
right to left. It isof richsilk, delicate-
Iy embroidered or hand-painted, and
finished all round with double and even
triple frills of silk and lace. The veil-
ing fad hsas invaded the pincushion
ranks: and silk and satin are
overlaid with dainiy folds of silk mus-
lin that frequently have profuse dee-
orations of their own. A scarlet satin
cushion of this Kind has a mousseline
de soie cover edged in lace and dee-
orated with a hand-painted rose and
leaves of natural size. Delicate silks
are draped in white set vrun with nar-

cCovers

ruw ribbops eaught here and there
with celusters of long loopedbaws, The |
full table leagth pincashion, which Is
more a matter of than
ktility, is the centrai tigure of a set,
the smaller cushionz preserving tlhe
general form of decoration, but rang-
ing in size fo very minute patterns, de-
voted, by the way, tolittle ribbon pins.
Table centers are no lenger the new-
est things, certuinly. but they are still
much used and are made of all kinds of
material. The soft crcam silk, Huffed
into billows, edged and crossed with
trails of smilax, with sprays of roses,
either all of one color (though varyice
in shade) or harmonizing in tint, laid
on it, would dook exquisite with the
silver lamp, especiaily if you had a
rather high basket filled with roses |
loosely arranged as if falling out of it, |
a trail being wreatherd round the han-
dle and kept in place with a deftly tied
bow of satin ribbon for the center
piece. Deecorations appear to vary
now between extreme height and ex-
guesis may

uirrnament

over or under the decorations. The
epergne. if a really handsome one,
might very well be used if artistically
decorated either with fruit or trails
of roses and smilax. . The fact is, there
is not any very definite fashion in table
decovations just now, but everyone
uses what seems best and most artistie
in their own eyes and most convenient
for their resources.—Philadelphia
Timexz.

BURNT WOOD AS AN ORNAMENT

1t Is Very Easy to Acquire the Knack
of the Art Useful—How
it Is Domne,

The decoration of wood by the appli-
cation of heaied irons is an art of lonyg
standing, and many interesting ex-
amples of old work are occasionally to
be found. For a trifling sum a com-
plete apparatus may be bought, which
includes a platinum point that is kept.
heated while the work is in progress,
not by electricity, ax many Buppose,
but by fumes of benzine, which is sup-
plied by pressure on a rubber bellows
which is connected by tubing to a bot-
tle half filled with benzine. When be-
ginning the work, the point should not
be heated in any flame but that of an
alcohol lamp. Any other lame would
be liable b sinoke and ruin the point.
In burning outlines remember that to
make a broad, firm Iine it is not neces-
sary to press. The lines are to be
scorched. not incised. The point is
held and guided mveh in the same man-
ner as a drawing pencil, but some little
practice is needed {0 enable the worker
to pass it smoothly and readily over
the wood, the tendency of all begin-
ners beiug to aliow it to rest and make
dots. No discouragementi, ‘however,
must be felt at this, as with a little
practice the manipulation will become
easy. and the worker be able to make
dark or light strokes at will. Bold out-
lines and strongly burned backgrounds
come out well on ordinary white wood-
en articles, such as tables, stools, chairs,
bowls, plates, racks, etc.— Florence
Fetherston, in Ladies’ Home Journal,

Salmon and l;;h:l(‘l: Ple.
Take a small can each of salmon and
lobster, drain the liquor into a farina
of

pepper and
g-'rllteﬂ lemon peel and a cupful of

slightly

. - Flntur_ﬂl Ten. !
sver a handful of the whole seed,

ch has been carefully cleansed. with
water, and let simmer for two
. Strain off the liquor, and add

| sprawled her ignominiously upon the

} and

face.

THE UNWRITTEN LETTER. |

Che streets of the city seemed fille@ with
delight
And glad with the babble of joy,
Gay voices of plecasure made merry the
night
And dwelt in the thoughts of a boy.
t'he reefs of distress in that ocean of strife
Were hid in its sparkle and feam,
And youth found no time in the laughter
of life
To write to the loved ones at homa.

He loved them, ah yes! for he knew they

were true

And would serve him in sickness or
health,

No task but their hands would mo3t joy-
fully do

To aid him in want or in wealth.
At morning and evening they whispered
his name,
Though far from their paths he might
ream,
Yet found he no time in his pleasures—for
shame!—
To write to the loved ones at home.

A message—'"‘vour mother is dead"—and
she died
With the name of her boy on her tongue,
And oh, for the letter her heart was de-
nied!—
The song that can never be sung.
And all through the years he was angry at
fate,
Quite after the manner of men,
But oh! 't was forever and ever too late
To write to that mother again.
—Nixon Waterman, in L. A. W. Bulletin.

An Army Wite.

BY CAPTAIN CHARLES KING.

[Copyrighted, 1896, by F. Tennyson Neely.]

SYNCPSIS.
Chapter I.—Fannie McLane, a young
widow, is invited to visit the Graftons

at Fort Sedgwick. Her sister tries to dis-
csuade her, as Randolph Merriam (whom
che had jilted for old McLane) and his bride
are stationed there,

Chapter II.—Fannie McLane’'s wedding
causes family feeling. A few months later
she, while traveling with her husband,
meets Merriam, on his wedding trip. It is
this meeting that the following chapter de-
scribes.

CHAPTER 1L.—CONTINUED.
They were running swiftly dovn
grade mow, following the windings of
the San Mateo, but she made a rush
for her section, grabbed the
some silver-mounted bag that lay jus!
within reach, and with bowed head and
bent form was hastening on, when the
forward trucks struck a sharp curve,
the big tar gave a sudden lurch that
tumbled her into the section directly
in front of the blissful couple, and

hand-

front seat. The occupant of the other
was a snoring commerc:] traveler. Her
bag dropped in the crash, fell to the
floor. and burst open, and before ghe
could recover herself or its contents,
the man in gray had sprung to her aid,
had bundled an escaping scent-flask
other trifles back into the recepta-
shut its silver lips with a sgap,
and. bowing courteously. endeavored
to restore it. Averting her face—cov-
ering it almost with her handkerchief—
she strove to rise and go her way. but
the car still swayed and swung. He put
forth a helping hand to lift her to her
feet, but she did not see it. Serambling
out, still hiding her face, she scized
again her satchel, and, never locking.
never speaking., hurried past him and
disappeared at the forward end of the
car, leaving Merriam gazing blankly,
fixedly after her.

“Didn’t she speak to you at all?”
asked the bride, a moment later, as
Merriam, with a strange, dazed look
on his face, returned to his seat by her
side. “I'm afraid she’s dreadfully hurt,
for her knee struck the seat-arm ever
so hard.”

And still Merriam could not speak.

“What is it, Randy ?" she whispered,
ifter a moment’s anxious study of his
“You look so—unlike yourself.,”

With an effort he pulled himself to-
gether. “Did you see her face, Floy,
dear? What was she like?"

“Why, she's a bionde with-—T only got
a glimpse, Randy—she’s a blonde with
light bhair and BLlue eyes. She might
be pretty. Why. dear?” And the dear
rame so timidly.

“T thought- -1 had seen her before,
but it’s impossible—absurd. Go onand |
tell me what Mrs, Grafton wrote you,
sweetheart. Never mind the capsized
blonde just moav.”

Jut he himself could “mind™ no one
else when, half an hour later, there
rame tripping down the aisle from the
fadies’ toilet-room a slender, graceful,

tvlishly-draped with such a

- antly-pretty  girl-woman face- a
fair, ~weet blonde, with lovely curling
hair, e brightest of big blue eyes, the

cle,

figure

rosiest of tiny mouths, with glimpses |

of snow-white teeth as she smilingly ap-
proached and, with infinite grace, held
it a prettily gloved hand.

“To think that 1 should have been
irere in time to tender my congratula-

tions! Won't you present ‘me to Mrs.
Merriam 2™

And Randolph Merriam, for once in
his life, was utterly at a loss what to
say or do. Ile could hardly speak. Ie
could hardly breathe. “Floy,” he final-
ly said—and his tone was strange and
coid-—“this is Mrs. McLane, of New
York, an old—aequaintance,” then
turned away as Mrs. McLane effusively,
delightedly bent over' that she might
shake hands with the bride.

It was early evening—too early for
twilight effeets, yet the shadows were
falling thick on Florence Merriam’'s
wedding-day pefore the setting of the
glowing sun.

CHAPTER IIL

Two days afiter the receipt of the an-
neuncement of Janny Hayward's en-
gagement to Mr. McLane and a few
wecks before the marriage, Randolph
Merriam had left Fort Sedgwick in com-
mand of a detachment of cavalry es-
corting a government survey to the
Mescalero range. It was not his tour.
The detail belonged to Ilarrison. a
youuger officer, who had been saving up
all winter for a two-manths’ leave and
a chance to spend his savings at the
great exposition at Chicago. A relent-

a’ little Jemon for flavoring, and
af quantity of sugar.—St. Louis |

— e a—— ———

' mother, Heaven bless her!

. clinging to her husband’s

1asa colonel would alloyv him no leave, |
: 7 o -

because it was his.turn for field duty,
and because so many officers wished to
go to the fair that it was out of the
question as 1o expect anyone to offer to
take the detail for him. The detach-
ment would be in the field at least three
months, possibly four. Harrison, con-
sequently, was the bluest man at Sedg-
wick, and said more hard things about
governmentsurveys,and moreimproper
things.th:m could well be recorded here,
fiverybody had been congratulating
Merriam on the final receipt of what the
lawyers didn’t “scoop” of his little leg-
acy, and for two weeks he had been as
happy as Harrison was miserable,
Then, to the utter amaze of everybody,
just the day before it was time for the
command to start it was announced
that Harrison's application for leave

had gone forward approved, and that |
Merriam had asked for and been grant- |

ed the luxury of a three or four months’
jog through the roughest and most for-
bidding of mountain ranges. He had
even got the colonel's permission te go
ahead and wait for the detachment at
the old mission on the Santa Clara, and
had started late at night, accompanied
only by an orderly. People couldn’t be-
lieve their ears,and the post commander
rejoiced in the possession of a secret
even his wife couldn't coax out of him
—the conscienceless, crabbed old
erank! as one of his garrison, not sub-
ject .to court-martial, deseribed him.
The adjutant had to admit that Mer-
riam had been closeted with the K. O.
nearly half an hour, and had looked
black and blue both, but no blacker, no
bluer, when he-came out than when he
went in. No, he did not think thatany-
body else had complained of Merriam's
owinghimmoney. He did not think any-
body had had a word to say against him.
The old man had simply sent for the ad-
jutant right after the interview and re-
marked: Mr. Blossom, you can tell
Mr. Harrison he may submit that appli-
cation for leave and I'll forward it ap-
proved. Mr. Merriam has my consent
to take that escoet in his stead.” But
hadn’t he told anybody?® Didn't any-
body know ? were the very natural gues-
tions asked. No. Merriam®s one inti-
mate and chum in his regiment was Bill
Whittalkesr, and Bill was away up at
Santa Fe at (e time, a witness before
vrt=martial. Merriam wasa

- - 1 .
ad TeEeTnl |

freqient

ters, 2id everybody krew talht in his
own regiment he had nowarmer friends
than Capt. and Mrs. Lawrence Hayne,
of the Riflers, and Merriam had had a
long talk with Hayne before calling on
the colonel. DBut no one who knew
either Hayvne or his charming wife ever
thought of trving to extract from them
information as to other people's person-
al affairs. Old Duxton, the dragoon-of-
the-old-army-sort of a Jievtenant colo-
nel, did try to pump the
but was mostcoolly and civilly snubbed
for his pains. Buxton was a man Hayne
never spoke to except in the most
formal way. There had been some
trouble between them ever so long ago,
when Hayne was a voung second lieu-
tenant and “Bux™ the senior captain of
the —th cavalry. The softening touch
of time had effaced much of the bitter-

ness of that old, old story. Hayne had !

twice been stationed at the same garri-
son with Buxton, and found it awkward
to preserve the rule of nonintercourse
with a field officer who was frequently
in command. so ke spoke respeetfully
and courteously to his senior whenever
they met, but the courtesy was as cold
and the meetings as rare as he could
make them. Bux, however, “bore no
malice,” as he said, and wasquite ready
to be magnanimous and forgive Hayne
for what had transpired in the past, but
then Buxton, not Hlayne, had been the
offender. Indeed, Buxton was a pachy-
derm on whom snubs had little effect.
He believed Hayne knew why Merriam
had asked for his most undesirable de-
tail, and so importuned him with eager
inquiry-—all to no purpose. Harrison
blissfully went on to Chicago and Mer-
riam out to the Mescalero, and was no
more heard of or from for several weeks,
Then the news came that he was se-
riously ill with mountain fever at the
cantonment on Catamount creek, and
Bill Whittaker was hurried thither.to
take over the command.

In 4 week there came a letter from
him to Capt. Hayne, and this was what
it said:

“I found the dear old boy conval-
escing, but woefully limp and weak.
Tremaine says he was wild as a loon
when the men brought him in. They
saw that he was burning with fever for
days, and begged him to go to the can-
tonment for medical attention. but he
bade them mind their own business
and obstinately stuck to the work. The
gentlemen of the survey soon saw that
he was going flighty and, later, delir;-
ous, and they took the responsibility of
telling the sergeant he must be sent
thither. They made a fore-and-aft lit-
ter by lashing saplings together, hitched
on a couple of pack-mudes, roped Ran-
dy inside the thing, and made a four
day march of it. Luckily, Tremaine
had a capital medical officer and Ranfiy
a splendid constitution. The fever bhad

a big start, but Dr. Wells and Tre-
maine’s people were utterly devetfed

to him, and pulled him through, but
you mever saw such a living skeleton.
Dr. Wells says he will mend rapidly
row, as he ‘eats about six square meals
a day and is hungry between times.
Mrs. Tremaine nursed him like a
and now
Miss Florence reads to him by the
hour.”

And at this point in Whittaker's in-
nocent missive, Mrs. Havne., who was
arm and
reading with him, snddenly looked up
in his face and said: *“Oh, Lawrence!
wouldn’t that be—almost ideal®”

“Floy™ Tremaice, as she was called
in the regiment, was an only child, born
and reared in the Riflers. Two years
of her life had been spent in the east at
school, but with that exception it had
known no companionship or association
outside the garrison that was the tem
porary home of her father's company.
An open-air, joyous, healthful life it
was, admirable for nerves, arteries and
‘digestion, yet destructive to complex-

visitor at the Haynes’ quar-,

captain. |

-

———

. ing races down the Catamount.

‘jon, for at 15 Ficy Tremsine was g4

|

brown as a Navajo, when they took
her to St. Anne's to school, where she
was promptly dubbed “the Squaw.”
The first six months there, despite the
fact that her mother was near at
hand, took a good deal of heart out of
Florence and some of the prairie tan
from her face. Her bhig. soft brown eyes
grew even more eioquent and pathetie,
and her pretty mouth gained some wist-
ful lines about its sensitive corners.
She did not take to city girls, nor did
they to her, until her father eame in
on leave. and, noting the change in
his precious child, took counsel with
an old Manhattan friend, ordered a
swell riding costume forthwith, and
bade her join the class at Dickel's acad-
emy—not that she needed teaching to
ride, but the exercise and open air to
be had in the daily demure canter in
the park. One or two of the girls were
quite dashing horsewomen, and excitcd
the envy and admiration of their class-
mates by the ease with which they took
the conventional leaps at the hurdles
and Dbars; and when one of them.
flushed with triumph, after receiving
the compliments of the master, reined
up beside our silent Florence, on a
rainy afternoon when their ride had to
be had within doors, and rather patron-
izingly queried: “Ah, don't you do
something of this sort out on the plains.
Miss Tremaine?” Florence reddened a
bit and said. “The children do some-
times,” which led to prompt inquiry as
to her meaning. and the explanation
that the cavalry horses and even the

Indian ponies would take such obstacles ;

in their stride and hardly rise to the
leap at all. Asked to illustrate. she
put her bay at the hurdles, clearing
them like a bird; then. turning to Miss
De Ruyter, she =aid: “You noticed
even this horse hardly had to spring.
Now if Mr. Dickel will let me have the
bar a foot higher T can show vou where
he has to exert himself a bit;” and she
did, and no other one of the girls dared
attempt it. Then she asked to have
her saddle removed and rode her horse
over the hurdles bareback., and when
he was going at an easy canter abont
the ring amazed the class by leaping
lightly off and on again. he¥ slim.
sirong yvoung hands grasping the mane,
yet never dragging upon the rein. This
made her envied, but hardly enviable,
for the erstwhile champions of the
school gave it out that zhe had been
a “child wouder"” in some far-western
circus. It wasn't until Flo's second
year at St. Anne's that she began to
find eituer friends orappreciation there.
When she left at the close of that sec-
ond year, there was one set at least
amone whose members she was well-
nigh pvorshiped. She had not finiched
the course. She needed at least one

** Florence reads to him by the hour.”

more year, said the tzachers, but it
couldn’t be. Tremaine had listened to
the tempter, invested his scant savings
in a Colorado mine tuat for one year
gave dividends galore, and then—gave
ovt. There could be no separate es-
tablishment maintained on the pay of
a captain of infantry, who was keeping
up a heavy life irsurance. Florence and
her mother were recalled to the Riflers,
and, to still further promote the econ-
omy demanded by their misfortune,
Capt. Tremaine begged to be allowed
to go to the cantonment on the Cata-
mount, relieving with his compsny a
like force that had been there in exile
over a year. People at regimentai head-
quarters thought it absolutely heart-
less in him to take Mrs. Tremaine and
dear Florence to such a desert, so near
the Navajos to the north, and so ex-
posed to danger from predatory bands

But neither Mrs. Tremaine nor Florenee
shared their views. Floy was to have
her books, her birds. her horse; her
mother could direct her reading, and,
as for companionship, there was Mrs.
Lee, the wife of their first lieutenant;
she was barely 25, and a charming young

matron; and Jimmy Crofton, their
junior sub, was engaged and would
soon bring his bride out to join. She

didn't doubt that they would have a
perfectly lovely time, hunting, fishing,
exploring in the mountains, and rid-
Flor-
ence’s face would glow with enthusi-
asm; it would become transfigured,
radiant—yes. almeost pretty, said some
of the ladies—so proud ¢id she seem
to feel at sharing her father’s lot. So,
though few ,agreed that Florence was
a beauty, all decreed that she was a

tromp, a fond and dutiful daughter, a |

sweet, sunny-natured child, who would
walke a lovely woman and wife one of
these days. *“Only,” said Mrs. Flayme,
with-a world of tenderness in her tone
—*“only I hope it may be the right man.
Girls with those big brown eyes love so
deeply.”

The cantonment turned out to be
something of an Eden as an army post.
Tour companies had once been sta-
tioned there, so there was lots of roowa,
but after the last lot of Apache ma-
rauders had been trenslated to the
shores of the Atlantic, matters aborig-
inal quieted down in Arizona and west-
ern New Mexico. The cavalry were
needed elsewhere, and could not easily
be supplied at so isolated a post; so the
two troops were marched back to the
valley of the Bravo, and then, soon after
Tremaine moved thither, it was decided
to recall one of the two infantry com-
mwands maintained there; that sent

‘have your ears bored.
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and left only the Tremaines, the Lees
and Dr. Welle, for Jimmy Crofton’s
fiancee's father had got him away on
detached service; and this was the
commissioned society left at Catamount
when Randy Merriam, borne in a litter
delirions and wearing the willow jor
Fanny McLane, was brought in to be
nursed and coddled back to health
again, and Tremaine made ready for
him a big, airy room under his own
roof.

Not for six weeks was Randy able to
ride again, and states have been lost
and won in less. There is little need of
dwelling on the progressive stages of
the unpremeditated siege. Billy Whit-
taker got there comparatively early in
the game, when convalescence had just
begun to be assured—when Florence,
shy and soft of voice, was just begin-
ning the daily readings aloud to her pa-
tient—readings which, as such, began
soon to shorten, though reader and au-
dience remained long and longer in
each other's presence. By and by the
book was but a superfluity. It lay un-
opened in her lap, as she sat, with
downcast eyes and flushing cheeks, be-
side the hammock wherein her hero pa-
tient lay, and the anxious mother noted
how, little by little, the girl's soft, sil-
very tones would become hushed—how
his voice, deep and strong again, yet
tender and subdued, would take up the
thread of some old, old story; and one
day in alarm she fled to her husband’s
study, for Florence was weeping in her
room.

“Do not interfere by look or word,”
said that wise man., “He will be well
enough to rejoin his fellows in the field
next week, and they'll soon get over it:
If they don’t—they can get married.
That will put an end to it.”

“But think,” persisted his better half
“it’s Florence I'm troubled about. Jt’s
she who may not soon get over it. Ilers
i= a deep—"

But here the captain arose anc
amazed his wife by taking her in hi:
arms and speaking with a choking sot
in his voice:

“Don't talk of it, Dot!™ he said. “I'm
the one to blame. I'lever thought ol
Iirownie as anything but a child until
three days ago. I've been praying you
wouldn’t sce it—that there'd be nothing
more to see, but—" and here the gray
stubble about the captain’s month be-
gan to twitch and work convulsively,
ind he had to stop.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

TRACKING THIEVES.
How DMalefactors Are Ran Down in
India.

In India the great enemy of thieves is
the khoji, whose name
“searcher,” or “tracker,”” and
business is to track criminals by their
footprints, These trackers are trained
to their calling from youth,and:become
exeeedingly expert. They are an es-
pecial terror to the cattlesstealers, who.
in. the panrts of the Punjabadijoining the
Indus and other large rivers, where
much grazing is carried on, are very
plentiful. They mateh their cunning
agaiost that of the tracker, but they
have to be very clever to throw fhim off
the scent.

One of their fricks is to catch a
buffalo, drive itirto the river and, cling-
ing to its tail, guide it in the way they
desire to go. By this means they ave
quickly carried down the current, and
leave no telltale footprints. But the ruse
is not always suocessful, for the reason
that the tracker thinks nothing of dis-
tance, and is likely to come upon the
tracks fanther on, when the thief is
forced to leave the stream,

A good tracker will follow a thief.
yard by yard, for a hundred miles, and
come up with him in the endd

In one instance a burglar was thus
tracked until! the searcher reached the
lockup of a village R0 miles from the
starting-point. Inside the building was
the man the had set out to find. The
police of that place bhad cbserved a sus-
picious-looking character walking
about, carrying a small bundle, and had
promptly locked him up. An examina-
tion of the bundle brought to light
Jjewelry worth several hundred rupees.

Ouve particularly good tracker was
especially useful beeause of his local
knowledge. He was engaged to find a
burgiar who had ecarried off some

signifies

whoese

jewelry.. As soon asthe trackersaw the |
of Apaches from across the Arizona line. ¢

trail he =aid: *It is Se-and-o. Go to
his house in yonder village and you will
find him.” The officers went, and came
upon the thief in the act of breaking up
the jewelry.

In ove instance the tracker’s skill al-
most cordemned an innocent man. Two
sheep belonzing to a governiment official
had been stolen.and the footprints were
found: to be theose of a man employed to
lodk after the publie gardens.

The man was arrested, but when the
track was fo!lowedy up it was found tc
end opposite the police barracks, where
the skins cf the sheep were €iscovered.
As it scemedlunlikely that a thief wouldl
deposit his booty under the very eyes
of the police. a further investigaticn
was made,and it was eventuallly proved
that the sheep 'had been taken by the
police, who, to throw the trackers off
the scent. had stolen and worr the
gardener’s boots.—Chambers’ Jourral.

A Qualified Juror,

“You look tPfoubled.” said a St. Lonis
mah to a neighbor.

“I am bothered about that boy ef
mine." ’

“What’s the matter with him?”

“ile is so stupid he can't learn to read
and write, and doesn't seem to have
good sense. What will become of him
when he grows up?”

“I wwouldn't worry about him. He
will be all right. He will have 2 steady
job on juries at $2 a day. That"s more
than many a bright young man can
earn.”—N. Y. World.

Used to It.

Van Gabbler—I see the fashion is
coming in again for ladies to wear ear-
rings. I suppose now you'll have to

Miss Ennui—I'm used to that—Tit-
Bita. |

Capt. Thompson back to-headquarters, |

mmG.B.Vuh. Co.

Office Hours : 81:013:.!.:1005’»‘

GEO. W. DAVIS

- DEALER IN —
Furniture, Window Shades, Ol
Cloths, carp;ts. Mattresses,
te.

. i

Spectal attention given to Ondertale
Ing and Bepairing.

MaN StRxey, - - - - Parms, Kv,

HOUSE AND LOT AND BLACK-
SMITH SHOP FOR SALE.

DESIRE to sell my house and of,
with blacksmith shop, at Jacksos

Ja, Ky. I will sell for half cash, bal
ance in twelve months. For furthes

b , address, or call on
T BENJ. F. SHARON,
tl_aoct-th

Jacksonville, Ky.
e — p——

SEPRING 1898,

TREES'! PLANTS!
VINES!

The Bluegrass Nurseries offer :
thing for Orchard, Garden, Lawn, Neo
Awents,

Strawberry and general nursery ea$
alogue on application to

H. F. HILLENMEYER,

Lexmwagron, Kv,
Telephone 279.
= ~

CARL CRAWFORD. ALVA CRAWFORD,

CRAWTFORD BROS,

BExpert Barbers

——

Shop corner Mam and Fifth Sts,

JOHN CONNELLY,
PLUMBER;

PARIS, KENTUCKY,

Work guaranteed satisfactory. Calls
promptly answered. Your work s
solicited. Prices, reasonable.

DR. CALDWELL'S

YRUP PEPSI

CURES INDIGESTION.

CARSAPRARR & ORID 2.

TIME TABLE.

EAST BOUND,

Lw Louisville...... 8:30am 6:Mpm: ' ¢
Ar Lexington ... 11:15am R:40pm

Lv Lexingtou.....11:2%am 8:50pm 8:30am

Lv Winchester....11:58am 9Zipm %15am &

Ar Mt Sterling...12:225pm :30pm %502 7.00pae
Ar Washington... G:mam S:4Upmy

Ar Philadelphia._lV:15am 7.05pm.

Ar New York......12:40n'n 9:08pmm

WEST BOUND.,

Ar Winchestsr, ... 7:30am 4:50pm M’):lm
ArlLexingion....... 8:00am 5:20pm 7:55am S:45pne
Ar Frankfort....... :llam §:30pm
Arshelbyville... . 10:0lam 7:20pm.

Ar Loulsville.... ..1L00am §:15pm.

Trains marked thus + run daily es
cept Sunday; other treins rua daily.
brough Sleepers between Louisvil
Lexington and New York witho
change.
For ratea, Sleeping Car reservations os
any information: call on
F. B. Carr,
Agent L. & N. R. K.

o —

.

i, Grorax W. BARNEY, Paris Ky
Div. Pass. Agent,
Lexington, Ky.

The COAST LINE to MACKINAC

=3+ TAKE THE 4—<—

DETROIT
PETOSKEY
CHICAGO

2 New Steel Passenger Steamers

The Greatest Perfection attained in Boad
Construction—Luxurious ipment, Artistig
Furnishing, Decoration and’ Efficient Servica,
- insuring highest degree of

COriFORT, SPEED AND SAFETY.

Foum Thirs rER WEEK BETwEEN

Toledo,Detroit # Mackinac

PETOSKEY, ““THE S00,” MARQUETTE,
AND DULUTH.

LOW RATES to Picturesque sod
Return, including Meals and Berths. From
Cleveland, $48; from Toledw, $15; from Detoois,

$13.50.
EVERY EVENING

Connecting a* Cleveland with Earliest Trains
r all points Hast, South and Southwest and ak
Detroit iorall points North and Northwest,

EVERY DAY BETWEEN _

Send for Illustrated Pamphlet, Addyess
Ao A. BCHANTZ, . ». a., DETAOIT, MNOW.

The Betroit and Cleveland Steam Nax. Ga.

The Shortest Line and

The Rest Servlge between
Cincinnati and the Summes
Resorts of the Great Lakes.

Betweer Detroit and Cleveland

Sunday Trips Jure, July, August and September Oniy

Cleveland, Put-in-Bay # Toleda

!
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