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THE 8CY FROM TOWN.

Lant nizght a bev game here from town
'To ¥ a week er so,
Becausc his maw is all run down
And necds a vest, you know.
His name is Ceeil, and he's eight,
And he can't skin the cat—
His maw calls him “Pet;”
To have a name like that.

I'd hate

He wears a collar and a tle
And can’'t hang by his toes;
I guess that I would rearly die
If I had on his clo's;
He cant’ ride bareback, and to-day,
When we slid on the straw,
He ast if roosters help to lay
The eggs I pick fer maw.

When our old gander hissed he run
As though he thought he'd bite,

And he ain't ever shot a gun
Or had a homemade Kkite;

He never milked a cow, and he
Can’t even drive or swim—

I'd hate to think that he was me,
I'm glad that I ain’t him.

He thinks it's lots of fun to pump
And see the water spurt,
But won't climb in the barn, and jump,
For fear of gettin’ hurt.
His e¢lo's are offle nice and fine,
His hair's all over curls,
His hands ain’t half as big as mine,
He ought to play with girls.

A little while ago when we
Were foolin’ in the shed
He suddenly got mad at me,
Because 1 bumped his head.
There’'s lots of things that he ecan’t do,
He thinks that sheep'll bite,
And he's afraid of ganders, too;
But he can fight all right.
—3. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald.
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¢ The Man Who Wouid -
¢ Not Be Saved. :
:: BY HENRY OYEN.
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N almost dismantled, forsaken,

adobe house stood alone near the
edge of the sand-plain in the midst
of a werld of sand, sun and moun-
tains.

To the east a range of squalid
black rocks rose intp a precipitous
mountain range, striving with their
dark foreboding presence to subdue
the exuberant gladness of the bril-
ilant sunshine. To ‘the west the mo-
notonous yellow level stretched out
like 1 #awny carpet, to where a slight
350 in the land caused it to meet
the sky as sharp and distinct as a
placid lake meets the sandy beach.

On the side of the shack nearest
to the mountain side stood a new
freshly-painted army ambulance; a
note of modernity interluded in a
world-old symphony of sand, rocks
and atmosphere.

Crosswise on the tongue of the ve-
hicle, limp as a half-filled grain bag,
lay the form of a man clad in the
stripeless trousers of a private sol-
dier, and near him, in a tangle of
gear and harness, lay a pair of the
mule team that he had but recently
driven.

At first glance it was easily dis-

cernible that man and mules were
but recently dead from gunshot

wounds, and here and there a bullet
had torn its way through the sides
of the ambulance, ripping off splin-
ters and exposing the white wood be-
neath the dark paint. On every hand
were unmistakable signs of strife.

Within the adobe house Second
Lieut. Horton, recently Cadet Hor-
ton, of West Point, now stationed
at Fort Pratt, was hurriedly making
preparations to resist the band of
Apaches: who swarmed amongst the
black roecks and took occasional pot
shots at the house, until the officers
at Fort Pratt would become alarmed
at the non-appearance of the ambu-
lance, and send a force over the trail
and rescue him and the girl who was
with him.

The devoted mescaleros who squat-
ted behind the rocks were in no haste
to rush im and finish the game which
they had so securely trapped.

They had two mute witnesses up
there among the rocks, two who
were just as dead as the private who
lay across the ambulance tongue, to
testify te the marksmanship of the
man in the house, and the rest were
in no frame of mind to risk their
lives by exposing themselves to his
fire.. There was much time. There
was but one man in the house—and
a woman. Long before the troop
had arrived from Fort Pratt they
sould have easily disposed of the
man, looted the ambulance and scat-
tered out gver their almost untrace-
able trails among the mountains.
And the woman? Well, Suilateau,
their chief, would probably accept
her as his share of the loot and add
her to his already generous list of
wives. .

So they erouched closely down be-
hind their shelters, and leisurely
satisfied their instincts for long-
range shooting.

Horton, quite well aware that the
trait of self-preservation—the terri-
ple dislike to be the “first through
the breach”—wus exceptionally well-
developed in the race to which those
among the rocks belonged, hoping

that by giving them an exhibition of
his shooting he might cause them
to delay their attack at close quar-
ters until the dark afforded them a|be very close to each other in this
cloak, and by that time—well, if the
men from Fort Pratt had not put in
‘appearance before then, there would
in the Xne of second

pe 2 vacancy
*ieutenants.

. So Horton carefully directed the
girl to a corner where the walls ap-
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| that he had only begun to fight, and
: | by his demeanor attempted to live

peared strongest and hastily began
loop-holes, and organized

i himself into a garrison of one to
fight a score,

The bright sundight which caused
every speck on the mountain side to,
stand out wonderfully vivid, mate-
rially aided him, and after he had
found the correct range he managed
by carefully shooting at every ex-
posed redskin to force a \'e{y whole-
some fear into the soul of the enomy.
The girl, entirely inefficient to ren-
der any aid, sat silently watching
with a wonderful kind of interest the
boy who was doing all that man
could do to save his life and her
own. Occasionally a bullet bored
through the mud wa2lls and sent the
dry mud flying in their faces, but
the range was great and the walls
stopped the majority of the bullets,
The hours seemed to come and go,
to them; a dozen times Horton had
momentarily ceased his fire to listen
for the welcome thud of hoofs, and
as often was disappointed. It was
in reality but an hour before he sud-
denly discovered that his supply of
rifle ammunition had been expended,
and that the six charges in his pis-
tol were his only remaining articles
of defense. The girl saw this as he
discarded the rifle and drew the pis-
tol, and felt her heart sink as she
realized the situation. She saw him
as he gazed searchingly out over the
plain in an effort to discern a bit of
friendly blue, and saw the despair
which no man can hope to conceal,
come into his face and snuff out the
bit of hope and dignity brought
there by the joy of well fought com-
bat.

Horton carefully examined each
precious charge in the pistol, striv-
ing to force himself to think calmly;
and all the time an unknown voice
repeatedly asserted. that further re-
sistance was entirely useless. Still,
possessed by that wonderful Anglo-

Saxon courage which grows more
and more rebelliously firm as the
fight goes more and more to the

enemy, he quietly informed the girl

the lie.

Instinet, however,
that his cheerfulness entirely
assumed, but by neither word nor
look did she betray this knowledge.

Silent, not voicing vain regrets,
nor weak vindietives, they stood, liv-
ing for the moments that reeled off
with fearful regularity, each fraught
with the question of life or death.
Occasionally Horton, from force of
habit, glanced at his timepiece, and
each time he slightly shook his head.
The wary Apaches, noting that the
white man’s terrible rifle was stilled,
had stolen down to the last fringe
¢f rocks that offered them protec-
tien, and were making visible prepa-
rations for a rush. Still, they knew
that the blue-shirted cavalrymen had
an uncoinfortable habit of shooting
terribly fast and accurate at short
range, with the pistol,. and so they
still hesitated.

ITorton, closely watching their
every move and carefully weighing
every circumstance, reluctantly de-
cided that the time had come to
make the girl aware of the hope-
lessness of their situation.

“It's all up with us now, I'm
afraid, Miss Jordan,” he said, quiet-
ly. “They're getting ready for a rush
out there, I see, and when they try
that, 'm afraid T won’t be abie to
hold them off. I'll only have time to
fire probably a couple of shots, then
they’ll—

“I know,” she said, quickly, as if
the privilege of speech was a relief
after the long pulseless wait.
“We’ll be killed. - Well, you’ll find
that I'm not afraid to die.”

told the girl
was

The boy became visibly embar-
rassed.
*“'Tisn’t that,” he said, drooping

his eyes to the floor. “They won’t
kill you, you know, Miss Jordan;
’tisn’t their style with white women.
They'll—they’ll let you live; you un-
derstand, don’t you, Miss Jordan?”

For a moment she did not compre-
hend, then when the revelation
dawned upon her all her composure
and self-possession gave way.

“My God, they don’t really do that,
do they?” she cried.

The boy nodded.

“Oh, it can’t be,” she said, clasp-
ing her hands as the fearfulness of
the boy’s disclosures grew upon her.
“I'd sooner die a hundred times.”
She stopped suddenly, for her eyes,
roaming furtively, had fallen upon
the pistol in the boy’s hand, the only
lethal weapon remaining to them.
Her gaze rose steadily to his frank
eyes, and for a moment they gazed
at each other, each fully cognizant
of the other’s thoughts. The boy
grew sick at heart, for there yas a
world of pleading in the girl’s eyes.

“You will, won't you?” she said,
abruptly. “You’ll surely spare me
the fate of falling into their hands
alive.” It was a weak little plea, a
plea which told of all’ hope for life
departed, and only a wish remaining
for decent death.

Horton walked to a loop-hole and
scanned the plain in an effort to find
one clew upon which to hang a single
thread of hope. But nothing new
appeared to disturb the never-ending
monotony of the landscape. Then
the hope died in his breast.

‘It shall be as you wish, Miss Jor-
dan,” he said simply.

“Thank you,” she said.

He stooped and reverently placed
her hand to his lips. He would have
also spoken, for they had come to

short moment of awful trial, but an
unknown odor of sanctity held him
in reserve. He held her hand for a
moment, then dropped it and turned
to the door.

It was a pathetically heroic tableau
they presented as they stood there,

The afiernoon sun came slantingly
in through the rude windows and
cast strange, golden lights and dark
shadows upon them.

Outside the sun shone on the yel-
low sand and the black rocks as it
had shone from the beginning, and
a breath of sun laden breeze coming
into the room mocked them with the
song that the world was still good
to live in.

The girl stood with clasped hands,
gazing straight towards from where
the fatal bullet would come, per-
fectly resignmed and fearless to meet
her God; the boy with bowed head,
subdued by the duty imposed upon
him, stood facing the door, idly roll-
ing the cylinder of the revolver be-
tween his thumb and finger, waiting,
waiting.

When the first naked braves
bounded up to the door with rifles
held at ready, he fired twice, quick-
ly, at the foremost, then as more
came forward to take the fallen's
places, he turned and skillfully shot
her through the heart. When he
turned to meet his fate Horton
feared for a moment that his senses
had left him.

The foremost Apache fell a wrig-
gling heap in the doorway as if
struck down by a swift and powerful
hand, and almost simultaneously one
more fell likewise.

It was some seconds afterwards
that the rifle reports coming up
from the mountain pass where
Lieut. Thompson and his troop—
traveling towards Fort Pratt-—were
firing, dismounted, told Horton that
he was saved.

For a moment the new lease of life
fairly exhilarated him. Then his
eves fell upon the form of the girl,
as she, a white, still heap upon the
mud floor, lay beside him.

After all, Thompson and his men
were too late. He was not to be
The girl was dead, and he had
no right
The first trooper to enter was a
lightly-mounted  private, and he
found them lying almost side by

saved.

slae.

Lieut. Thompson, when he
them, remarked that there would be
two more scores for Horton’s com-
pany to even up when it came their

saw

day to recken face to face with
Suilateau’s mescaleros.—Overland
Monthly.

Somewhat Chramatie.

A Virginia reader sends a story
told by the late Alban S. Payne
(“Nicholas Spicer”) as an actual oec-
currence. It concerned a hard-riding,
hard-drinking young Englishman who
settled near Linden, that state, in
the expressed hope that the rustic
surroundings would prove an aid in
ridding him of his abnormal thirst.
But he clung to his old habits, and
soon became a connoisseur in moon-
shine distillations, rather preferring
them, after a time, to those bearing
the government stamp. His face was
a mingled purple and sunset-red, the
joint product of whisky and an open-
air life; and he had nothing of charm
apart from his faultless manners to
offer the pretty mountain girl who
consented to become his wife. One
afternoon he was carried home pret-
ty well mussed up as the result of a
fall. The gravel of the roadside, the
green of the grass and the smear
from some cuts added to the color-
fulness of his countenance; and the
young wife, when Dr. Payne arrived,
rushed out on the porch, screaming:

“0, doctor? doctor! go in to him—
quick! He has all the diseases of the
rainbow!”—Philadelphia Times.

Don’t Hurry.

Any one can hold out a dumb-bell
for a few seconds; but in a few more
seconds the arm sags; it is only the
trained athlete who can endure even
to the minute’s end. For Hawthorne
to hold the people of The Scarlet
Letter steadily in focus from Novem-
ber to February, to say nothing of
six years’ preliminary brooding, is
suxely more of an artistic feat than
to write a short story between Tues-
day and Friday. The three years and
nine months of unremitting labor
devoted to Middlemarch does not in
itself afford any ecriticism of the
value of the book; but given George
Eliot’s brain to begin with, and then
concentrate them for that period
upon a single theme, and it is no won-
der that the result is a masterpiece.
*Jan van Eyck was never in a hurry,”
says Charles Reade of the great
Flemish painter in the Cloister and
the Hearth. “Jan van Eyck was
never in a hurry, and therefore the
world will not forget him in a
hurry.”—Atlantic.

A Family Jar.

Mrs. Timmins—John, I must say
you are the narrowest-minded man I
ever saw. You have an idea that no-
body is ever right but you yourself.

Mr. Timmins—Better look to home.
Were you ever willing to admit that
anybody was right who differed from
you?

“That’s an entirely different thing,
and you know it, John Timmins.”—
Boston Transeript.

Old Saws Sawed Over.

Fortune knocks once at every
man’s door, but, like one woman call-
ing upon another, she takes good
care that most of us are out.

A reoster crows loudest on his own
kopje.

Truth crushed to earth will rise
again, but a dough cake won’t.

A husband is judged by the late
hours he keeps.—Ohio State Journal

Temptations.
“You have sueh a cozy home hﬁre."
her caller said.
“Yes,” she replied. “Sometimes I
almost feel like giving up my eclub

subdued by the calmness of despair,

l;,'ymrk'nr;ul ving ia it for a while.”—

ey Hne

SCHOOL AND CHURCH.

While their pupils are holiday-mak-
ing from May 1 to September 1 many ot
the Swiss ecantonal schoolmasters
round Zermatt take situations in the
hotels as waiters or porters.

A Paris review recently printed a
letter written to a French priest, in
which Tolstoi declared that there
were two professions inconsistent with
true Christianity—the military and
the priestly.

Mrs, Urquhart Lee, of Chicago, has
the distinction of being the only wom-
an in thke country teaching parliamen-
tary law. She is the new appointee to
the chair of parliamentary law in the
University of California.

Among the reminiscences of the class
of 02 at Yale is the story of a stout
and healthy looking member, who was
told by his tutor that “he was better
fed than taught.” *“You teach me; I
feed myself,” was the retort.

The society, known as the Mission to
Seamen, in England, has now 74 mission
stations all over the world, and main-
tains a staff of over 100 paid workers,
in addition to a large number of hon-
orary helpers. It provides 105 special
churches and institutes for the sole
use of sea-going men when ashore.
Last year nearly 20,000 services, Bible
readings or meetings for prayer were
held by the society workers, and were
very largely attended.

Among ‘the advanced degrees given
by Columbia university at the last
commencement none perhaps repre-
sented more energy and perseverance
than that of master of arts bestowed
upon Moses Leonard Frazier. Mr.
Frazier is a negro. He is said to be the
only one ever graduated from the
school of political science of Columbia.
He was born in slavery in New Orleans
42 years ago. He chose the business
of hairdressing and chiropody and
made money.

Bartlett. Young, this year’s presi-
dent of the Yale University DBanjo
club, is of Chinese parentage, though
born in this country. His father, Dr.
Young Wing, graduated from Yale in
1854 and later married a Miss Kellogg,
member of a prominent Connecticut
family and a famous beauty of her day.
He lived in Hartford for many years,
being on intimate terms with Mark
Twain, Charles Dudley Warner and
other notable literary persons, and
only returned to his native country on
the death of his wife a few years ago.
Atthe time of his boy’s birth Dr. Young
was a special envoy of China in Wash-
ington, and therefore the young man
is held to be a Chinese, though born
in this country. :

ITALIAN OF THE ASH DUMP.

Where This Foreigner Gets Fuel for
His Fire and Many Articles
of Utility,

There is a value to everything, and
the Itahan is cognizant of the fact,
although the value is small. He gath-
ers cinders, wood, rags, bottles, pa-
per, rubber and leather shoes, and
old tin cans, all of which have been
thrown away by others. Sometimes
two or more families unite in making
their collections, and disposing of
them, forming in a small way a trust
or cooperative industry, says the
Christian Endeavor World.

The coal and wood they utilize for
fuel in their homes, and turn the
other products of their labor into
money in the following way:

The old shoes and rubbers are sold
to a shoemaker, usually another Ital-
ian, and bring from five to 25 cents
a pair, the prices varying according
to their condition. The shoemaker
repairs them, and disposes of them
again as secondhand.

The rags and paper are sold to the
wholesale junk dealer and usually
bring about six cents a hundred-
weight for old paper and anywhere
from ten to 80 cents a hundredweight
for rags.

The bottles are washed and dis-
posed of through the same agency.
The price of bottles fluctuates, an
average being one dollar a hundred;
but the Italian seldom sells on a
“bear” market.

The bopes are sold to the fertilizer
factories, two dollars a ton Dbeing
paid.

The tin cans are sold to Youndries,
where the solder and tin are melted
off and the iron sheets are melted
up and sash weights made from them.
0ld tomato cans and fruit cans bring
three dollars a ton, and it takes more
than 4,000 of these cans to make a
ton.

There must be some money made
in this business, for an Italian resid-
ing in New York ecity pays to that
corporation the sum of $30.000 a year
for the privilege of picking the above
mentioned commodities (trimming,
they call it) from the scows that
bear the city’s ashes and garbage to
the sea.

Meaning of a Red Sumnset,

A red sunset is hailed with delight
by people who are going to take a
holiday the next day. But the reason
why a red supset should indicate fine
weather the next day is probably con-
sidered by, few. It is very simple.
Watery vapor in the air affects the re-
fraction of the light, and where there
is a large amount present it largely
cuts off the red rays. When, therefore,
the red rays are freely transmitted
the amount of moisture does not ap-
proach the rain point, and therefore
the chances are strong that the weath-
er will be fine during the next 24
hours.—Chicago Chronicle.

They Knew Her,
She—They held a mirror over her
face to see if she was alive. I don’t
understand that.

she'd open her e

He—Why, yon;:. if she was alive
ok in it e
. N 4 5 - I I-- i "'%

THRE HOME GOLD CURE.

An Ingenious Treatment by whiech
Drunkards are Being Cured
Daily in Spite of Them-~
selves.

No Noxiuous Doses. No Weake
ening of'the Nerves. A Pleas-
ant and Positive Cure for

the Liguor Habit.

It 1s now generally known and under-
stood that Drunkenness is a disease and
pot Weakness. A body filled with poi-
son, and nerves completely shattered
by periodical 6r-constant use of ntoxi-
cating liquors, requires an antidote
capable of neutralizing and eradicating
thbis poison, and destroying the craving
for intoxicants. Sufferers ruay now
oure themselves at home without pub-
licity or loss of time from business b
this wonderful “HOME GOLD CUR
which hes been rr!ectod after many
years of close study and treatment of
inebriates. The faithful use according
to directions of thie wonderful discovery
is positively gmaranteed to cure the
most obstinate case, no matter how hard
a drinker. Our records show the mar-
velous transformation of thousands of
Drunkards into sober, industrious snd

np%bt men.

VES CURE YOUR HUSBAN DS!
CHILDREN CURE YOUR FATHERS!
This remedy {8 in no sense a nostrum
buta o for this disease only, and
issos Iltnlg devised and prepared that
itis thoroughly soluble and pleasant to
taste, 8o that it can be given in a cup
of tea or coffée without the knowledge
of the person taking it. Thousands of
Drunkads have oured themselves with
this priceless remedy, and as many more
have been cured and made temporate
men by having the “CURE” adminis-
tered by loving friends and relatives
without their knowledge in coffee or
tea, and believe today that they discon-
tinved drinking of their own free will.
DO NOT WAIT. Do not be deladged
by apparent and misleading “improve-
ment.” Drive out the disease at oncs
and for all time, The “HOM< GOLD
CURE” is sold at the extremely low
price of One Dollar, thus placing with.
in reach of everybody a treatment more
affectual than ' he others costing $25 to
$50. Full directions accompany each
package, Special advice by skllled phy-
siciane when requested withont extra
charge. Sent prepaid to any part of
the world on recelpt of One Dollar. Ad-
dress Dept. H 612 EDWIN B. GILEY
& CO., 2330 and 2832 Market Street,
Philadelphia.

g ?ll correspondence strictly confiden:
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Cheap to Gglifornia.
Fhe Burlington’s Very Low One-
Way Settlers’ Rates.

Every day during March and April,
)11111{7 $30 from St. Louis, $33 from
Chicago to California terminals via Bur-
Jngton Route, Denver, Scenic Colorado
ind Salt Lake City. .

Special through tourist sleepers
to San Francisco and Los Angeles
personally conducted over the above
route (through Colorado’s wonderful
icenery by daylight) every Wednes-
day and Friday night from St,
Louis and Chicago. Secure through
berths at the ‘earliest date during this
rush, in these Burlington excursions, the
dest of all to California.

Two great Coast trains daily with free

cars,
Northwest Rates.

Cheap Settlers’ rates to the far North-
west daily during March and April 1902,

“The Burlington-Northern Pacific
Express’’ is the only through train carry-
Ing through equipments from St. Louis
ind Kansas City to the upper Northwest
region.

Home-Seekers’ Excursions.

These are run the first and third Tues-~
fays of each month to the entire West
ind Northwest. Ask agent for details.

Do us the favor to write us of your pro-
posed trip and let us advise you the
iowest cost, the best route and trains,
send you printed matter free and assist

you.”

W. M. SIzAW, L. W, WAKELY,
D.P.A. 406 Vine st, Gen’'l Pas.Agt.,

Cincinnati, Ohjo. St. Louis, Mo,

HOWARD ELLIOTT,
General Manager, St. Louis, Mo.
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To Cure A Cold in One Day

Take Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets
All druggists refand the money if it
lails to cure. E. W. Grow’s signaturs
1 on each box. 25c. (j25-1yr)

! -

Travelers to California

Nsturally desire to see the grandest and
most impressive scenery en route. This
ou will do by selecting the Denver &
io Grande and Rio Grande Western
‘““The Scenic Line of the World,” and
‘“The Great Salt Lake Route,” in one o1
both directions, as this line has twe
separate routes across the Rocky Moun-
tains between Denverand Ogden. Tickets
reading via this route are available either
via its main line through the Royal Gorge,
Leadville, over Tennessee Pass, through
the Canon of the Grand River and Glen-
wood Springs or viathe line over Marshall
Pass and through the Black Canon of the
Gunnison, thus enabling the traveler to
ase one of the above routes going and the
other returning. Three splendidly uip-
fast trains are sperated to ande(}rom
e Pacific Coast, which carry through
standard sleepers daily between Chicago
St. Louis, Denver and San Francisco.
Dining car (service a la carte) on all
through trains. If you contemplate such
a trip, let us send you beantifully illus.
trated pamphlets, free. S. K. Hooper,
G.P. & T. A., Denver, Col.  (18martf)

WHERE TO STOP.—When in Lexing.
ton, the pl_aeoto stop 18 at the Reed
Hotel. 1t is headquarters for Paris and
Bourbon county people, and is under
the management of genial James Con.
nors, formerly of the Fordham Hotel
in this city. The house is heated b)'
steam, and the table is at sll times sup-

tied with the best the market affords
g(nke it your home. . 14jan-tf

Fo:lsmhho:mps.m can get a
sree trial of Wilson’s T &un
Has cured thousands. T

Corp. W:lm |

(31- jan-4f)

.. TaLxto T. Porter Smith MQ _

AND RETURN

FROM ST. LOUIS, FOR THH
ELKS’ GRAND LODGE
MEETING.

Ticketson sa.. 4. ust 7 to 10, limited
tember 30. The trip Salt Lake City ove;
the Denver and Rio (n. ie and Rio Grandg
Western,

“The Scenic Line of the World,”

is the most beautiful in America. No Eyro.
re;n trip of equal length can comgaro 13\:
t of nov
marlstt

in grandeur of &cenery or wealt
interest

Queen @ Crescent)
ROUTE
Excellent Through Service
from Cincinnati to

All Important Southern Cities,

CHAS. W, ZELL, D. P. A,, CINCINNATI, O.
W, 4. MURPMY, W. C. RINEARSON,
GEN'L MANAGER., GEN'L PASS'GR AGENT,
CINCINNATL.

- ——

Homeseekers’
Excursions

alifornia

AND

Great Southwest.

$33 from Chicago
$30 from St. Louis
$25 from Kansas City

One Way, second class, daily, during March and
Avpril, to San Francisco, Z,os Angeles and other
California points, also to Prescott, Pheenix and
other Arizona points.

One Fare plus $2 Round Trip

March 4 and 18, .April 1 and 15, May 6 and 20.
From Chicago, St. Louis and Kansas City to Kane
sas, Oklahoma, Texas, Colorado, New Mexico,
Arizona and California.

Corresponding rates from East generally. Ask
your home agent. Through sleepers and chair
cars to California over the Santa Fe, the comforte
sble and quick way to go. Write for free illus«
rated land pamphlets.

These Spring excursions will enable you to
gersonally inspect the many advantages offered

omeseekers and inyestors in the great Southe
west and California. Particular attention is in-
Vted to irrigated lands in Arkansas valley of
Colorado, Pecos and Rio Grande valleys of New
Mexico, Salt River Valley of Arizona, and Sam
$oaquin Valley of California.

Oenenl_ Passenger Office
The Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe R’y System,
CHICAGO

e ————

NEBRASKA
THE LAND
OF PLENTY

I wonder why it is that so many
men spend their days working hard
on rented farms, barely making
enough to get along, with no great
prospect ahead of owning their
own homes, when within a few
hours’ journey is a land of plenty
—Nebraska—where all kinds of
grain and fruit can be raised with
the least amount of labor; where
cattle and hogs fed on corn bring a
handsome profit; where the climate
is healthful and churches and
schools abound; where land is
cheap and can be bought on very
easy terms.

Think of this, and if you want
information about the country send
to me for “The Corn Belt,” a
beautifully illustrated monthly
paper that tells all about Nebraska,
and also for “The West Nebraska
f}ra.zing Country,” an interesting
illustrated booklet containing a
large sectional map of Nebraska.

On the first and third Tuesdays
of each month during the balance
of this year cheap excursion
tickets will be sold over our road
to Nebraska, so that people may go
and see for themselves. Ask your
ticket agent about this,
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