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THE VILLAGE PHILOSOPHER.
Down at the corner grocery store

sat Billings. Haft a dozen more
WwWere grouped about the stove that day
To hear what Blllings had to say.
«wmTaint my fault I was born so late.”=
Here Billings lit his pipe—“It's fate;
Yes, fate that shapes the lives o' men
An' tells 'em what to do an’ when.

“The ones who used te win success
Would find hard sleddin’ now, I guess,
In tryin’ fer to write their name
High on the deathless scroll o' fame.
Fer any man with brains can see
Things ain’t like what they used to be
Back vonder when the world was new
An’ there was everything to do.
“Fact is, to-day there ain’t no chance
¥er anybody to advance.

The things worth doin’ has been done;
rhere’'s nothin’ left fer any one.”
Here Billings paused and took a few
Long, lingering whiffs, and softly blew
The smoke in clouds above his haad,
And thought a while, and then he said:

“Now there's Columbus: s'posin’ he
'as one of us to-day, he'd see

e ain’t no worlds a-loafin’ 'round
sort o' waltin' to be found.

1klin with "his key a2a’ kite
ouldn’t interest s a mite,

Fer little childrad fn their play

Are doin’ eX he done, to-day.

-
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printin' press, the railway train,
ships that plow the ragin’' main,
the telegraph an’ telephone,
An’' all things, were once unknown.
Then all a feller had to do

Was just to think o' something new
An’ tell it to the people, when

They'd class him with the brainy men.
“Some folks say we've as good a show
As what they had long ago

Fer findin' out things. That's all bosh;
Leavin's is all we've got, b'gosh!

It's blamed discouragin’' to me

To sort o' glance about an’ see

The easy things that men have done
That made "em famous, every one.

“
The

“An’ say! I purty nearly hate

The man who dares to intimate

The wise men who have passed away

'Was smarter'n what we be to-day.”

Here Billings puffed his pipe a while

And then with something like a smile

He added: “‘Guess they’'d got the worst

Of it if we'd a’' got here first.”

~Nixon Waterman, in Saturday Evening
Post.
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CHAPTER 1.
THE TRAGEDY OF THE PARK.

Dick Barnett, the schoolmaster of
ZExton, cast a parting look at him-
gelf in the cracked mirror over the
little washstand, added a few final
touches to his toilet, and sighed.

“Not much of a place to leave,” as
he turned and swept the barely-fur-
nished room with a glance. ‘“But,
still, m sorry to go.”

He was a slender young man, with
& keen, intellectual face, and ecar-
ried himself with a certain dignity,
as became one who had been five
years the village schoolmaster. He
was only 24, but looked much older,
as the result of hard work and study.
He did not always intend to remain
& simple pedagogue.

As his glance lingered on the faded
hangings, the uncomfortable-looking
haircloth furniture, the faded rag
carpet, it rested on a small trunk
in the middle of the room, and he
frowned.

“I wonder what can keep the fel-
low?” he muttered. “He promised
me faithfully he would not disap-
point.”

Just then a timid knock sounded
on the door and presently a man en-
tered, a rough, ungainly fellow, in a
dirty canvas suit, whose wild hair
end beard made him resemble one of
those grotesque toys that are sold

about the streets during the holi-

days.

“Well, here I be,” said the new-
comer, in a deep, bass voice.

“Very good, Jim. Now, you will
take this trunk to the station, with-
out saying whose it is. Let no one
know I am going. Understand?”

“Sure.”

“Here is for your trouble,” and
from a slender purse the young man
passed over a silver piece, which the
other, after biting, thrust in pocket.
Then he shouldered the trunk, and,
with a “Good-night, guv’nor,” went
out with his burden through the
door.

Barnett waited until he heard the
man’s steps on the front porch, then,
with a parting look around the room
that had been his home for five
years, he blew out the lamp and

slipped down the stairs and into
the night.

He made his way rapidly along the
country road, which, without “the

moonlight to guide him, he could
have traversed safely, he knew it so
well. Passing a few dark houses, he
came at last to the entrance of an
extensive estate, and paused for a
moment kefore the great iron gate.
It seemed to him that the stone lions
bearing shields on _the pillars on
each side of the way were grinning
At him derisively. “I wonder if I
shall ever see this place again,” he
murmured. “Am I acting for the
best? I hope so.” Then, as he saw
s faint light still glimmered in the
gatekeeper’s little house, he passed
rapidly on. Further he found a hole
in the tall hedge, and, wriggling
through, entered the park.

It was evidently not the first time

that he had found his way into the

#'ounds in this mﬁm*m
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for here, where the old trees inter-

laced, not a gleam of moonlight pene-
trated the place. y

Yet he walked on
without stumbling through the
blackness, coming presently to an-
other hedge, scarcely higher than
his shoulder. A silvery radiance
shone over this part of the park.
Here he paused for a moment to
listen, then stepped back again into
the shadows., There was the sound
of rustling leaves, and then a man
appeared in the moonlight.

Dick could only make out that he
was tall and ragged, for his face
was in the shadow of an overhang-
ing bough. Only for a moment did
the stranger stand there, when he
turned and made off in the direction
of the house, the lights of which
could be seen gleaming in the dis-
tance.

“What can that ruffian be doing
here?” muttered the schoolmaster,
as he came out into the path again.
“A poacher, no doubt, after Ellison’s
fish. Better buy such things than
have a stocked lake to attract all
the wandering vagabonds in the
country.”

He approached the hedge again,
peered cautiously over, and, catch-
ing sight of something white in the
distance, uttered a low whistle. The
young woman, for such the white
object was, running forward, opened
a gate in the hedge near at hand,
and came toward him.

“Oh, Dick!” she began, impulsive-
ly, lifting her face to his, “what does
it—what can it all mean?”

“I will tell ™ you—but not here.
Come, we are far too near the house
to talk in peace,” and he drew her
away into the shadows, but still in
sight of the moonlit path.

Finding a fallen tree, he pressed
her to sit down, and then took a
seat beside her.

“Now, then, tell me quickly. Don’t
you see, I am burning with anxiety?”
she said.

“There is little more to tell you
than that I think it best to go away.
It is only a question of time before
I should be sent. Your mother has
learned of our attachment, and she
could easily break 4t off, she be-
lieves.”

“She little knows me,” replied the
girl, firmly. *“After all, what can
she do?”

“Well, the first step would be to
get your father to discharge me, and
that, I believe, he contemplates do-
ing, though he has been friendly to
the last. Still, she could persuade
him. I feel sure of it. Then, you
see, I would have to go anyway.”

“But what is to become of me—
what am I to do?” almost in tears.
She was little more than a child,
barely 17. “I don’t want you to go—
I won’t have it!” with a stamp of
the foot.

“My dear, I am acting for the
best,” firmly. “My usefulness here
is over, and to remain would only
make matters more disagreeable for
you, as well as me. I am going to
the city, where there is some chance
for me to show my ability, if I have
any. There is no chance for me to
rise here, and when I have made a
competence, and am in a position to
take care of you as you deserve,
why, we will marry, in spite of the
world.”

“And will that be very long—very,
very long?” she asked, in a doleful
voice, that caused him to laugh.

“Not long, if the world appreciates
my transcendent genius,” with a
flippant air. “Not long, if hard work
and application will lift me tc a re-
spectable place in society.”

“Still, T think it is very mean of
you to go,” poutingly.

“Don’t think it is not a wrench
for me to part from you.”

But the girl refused to be com-
forted, and it was only through lav-
ish endearments and many promises
that she became more composed and
reasonable, and began to share his
view, that it was for the best.

“But we can’t part this way,” she
protested. “I must give you some-
thing to .remember me by. Just
wait here for a moment until I run
over to the house. I shall not be
gone long,” and, before he had a
chance to protest that a souvenir
was not necessary, she had flitted
away out beyond the light into the
shadows.

After she had gone he found him-
self listening to the myriad voices
of the forest, that seemed to fall
with irritating reiterance on his
ears. He felt far from being in a
cheerful mood, not knowing what
the future might bring forth, or if,
indeed, he ever should see her again.
It was sucH a breaking away from
old ties, this starting out, after the
placid years he had spent as the vil-
lage school-teacher. Sometimes he
wondered if he was fit to wage a
good fight beyond there, in the hum-
ming city. Well, at least, he was
not without courage, and, if he went
down, it would be to fall fighting.

How long the girl was! It seemed
to him that she must have been
gone for hours. Perhaps she had
been detained, and it would_ be im-
possible for her to return. -Still,
knowing what a passionate little per-

mach to having her own way, it
would be a difficult matter for them
to have kept her back. Finally, he
could bear the waiting no longer,
but rose and stepped out to the edge
of the trees, looking anxiously in
the direction of the house. It would
be really too bad if their last meet-
ing should be so woefully curtailed.

A step behind him, and, as he
turned, it was to face Mrs. Ellison.
Even in that light he saw that her
face wore an angry expression,

“What are you doing here?”

He did not answer, for the sur-
prise of the meeting had checked

his speech. She was a tall, hand-

some woman, and wore an evening

cron she was, and accustomed pretty
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dress that displaged her fine arms
and bosom. In the moonlight, with
the dark trees around, she was a
picture for a painter.

She was swinging a garden hat
back and forth in one jeweled hand,
with an angry gesture, thep, stamp-
ing her foot, she repeated the ques-
tion:

“I ask you again, sir, what are you
doing in these grounds?”

“It may be that I came to take a
last look at the house—of my friend,
Mr. Ellison,” he stammered.

“You might have spared yourself
the trouble—since it is my house and
not his,” which was true, Dick knew,
since the wife had the fortune. *“And
now, since you have seen it, go!”

“Yes,” replied the young man, but
making no move to leave.

“I know that it was one of the
family you came to see,” she con-
tinued, with rising anger. “I conm-
gratulate Mr. Ellison on his protege.
A fine guardian for young people,
truly. Sneaking in here, like a thief
in the night, to see my daughter,
who is too young to know better.”

“Your daughter will never suffer
at my hands, madam,” the anger ris-
ing within him, which he dared mnot
give vent to.

“Enough! We will not discuss
that matter. Your presence here is
a sufficients answer. And now I in-
sist agaim om your going. Do you
want me to appeal to the servants?”

“I—I will go. I will go,” mur-
mured poor Dick, as he moved away,
cursing his misfortune in having en-
countered this beautiful fury at such
a time. Once he looked back, only
to find that she was still standing
in the path looking after him. She
doubtless meant to remain there un-
til she was sure that he was on his
way out of the park. With a sigh
he went on his way, until a turn of
the path hid her from sight.

Then he stopped for a moment to
consider. Should he not be able to
return by a circuitous way to the
place where hewas to wait for Grace?
What would she think if she arrived
there and found that he was gone?
Was it not worth braving even the
anger of Mrs. Ellison to try and see
her again? While he was consider-
ing the matter an agonizing cry in
a woman's voice rang through the
woods. Had something happened to
Grace? Without a moment’s hesita-
tion, he dashed back over the road
he had just traversed. It was only
a short distance before he almost
stumbled over the figure of a woman
on the ground. It was very dark at
that point where she lay. He
stooped and picked her up, carrying
her into the light. It was Mrs. El-
liscn. Her eyes were closed, a
strange pallor on her face. He laid
her gently on the bank at the side
of the road. Had she fainted? It
was strange that he should be the
first one to come to the assistance of
a woman who had been abusing him
but o few moments before. Had the
excitement of that short interview
so worked on her nerves that she
had fainted? What was to be done?
It was an embarrassing position for
him to be in. There was mnothing
that he could do to help her, and yet
help was needed. Should he call for
assistance? There seemed to be noth-
ing else to do; he could not leave
the poor woman there, even if she
had insulted him.

Then, as he leaned over her, hoping
to see some signs of returning con-
sciousness, a shuddering feeling of
terror crept over him. There was a
strange stain on the white silk waist,
a stain that, as he watched, seemed
to be spreading slowly—slowly.
Filled with horror at the sight, and
the consciousness that he was in the
presence of the victim of a tragedy,
he looked around him with frightened
eyes. Then he turned instinectively
to his hands—they felt warm and
strangely moist. With a feeling of
overcoming faintness, he stooped
hastily and began to hurriedly clean
them on the grass. It seemed as if
—it seemed as if the stains would
never come out. '

He was rising, eager to be on his
way to the house and warn the peo-
ple of what had taken place. Then
he felt a strong hand grasping his
shoulder. He remembered trying to
wrench himself free. Then the con-
fused sound of many voices, the flash
of lanterns and impreecations, in
which his name was mingled, then a
blow that mercifully seemed to dis-
pel all these distorted visichs, and a
grateful oblivion that hid everything.

CHAPTER II.
IN THE SHADOW OF THE BARS.

The landlord of the Bluebell inn
of Exton was dozing in a corner of
his cafe one morning, moodily medi-
tating on the dullness of business
and the appalling temperance of the
natives, when he was startled by a
deep voice calling out:

“Waiter, a pint of champagne!”

Mr. Peter Bowersox was on his
fecet, rubbing his eyes, and wonder-
ing if the voice was a part of his
dreams. Not since he had started
in business in that too abstemious
village had anyone surprised him by
such an order. He looked, expecting
to find a bediamonded traveler who
had strayed into his inn for want of
a better, but found himself facing a
small, gray-bearded man, elad in a
snuff-colored suit. His hands were
red and knotted, he wore a shock-
ing bad hat, while his dusty and
bulbous shoes showed that he had
not come in town in a carriage.

Peter thought he must have heard
wrong until the order was repeated,
with the pleasing addition, “Make
it a quart.”

Then Mr. Bowersox realized that
he was confronting a pleasant real-
ity, and not a dream, and at once set
down his guest as a prince travel-
ing in disguise. It did not occur %o
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a promounced Yankee twang.
The wine was secured from its fiy-
blown eminence behind the bar,
where it had served for many years
as an ornament. After it was duly
opened, the stranger displayed his
princely character when he invited
the landlord to share its contents.

The stranger smacked his lips with
gusto over the vile decoction of
gooseberries and alcohol, to the
great delight of the host, who was
afraid the first taste of the beverage
might be the cause of a violent out-
break. It warmed his heart to meet
with a customer so easily pleased,
for the natives of the place were
not very considerate of his feelings,
He was a shrewd enough judge of
human nature to know that the
stranger was there for a purpose, sa
he waited respectfully to learn what
it was.

“It seemed to me as I ecame along
that there was a great deal of ex-
citement going on in the town for
such a quiet place,” began the man
in the snuff-colored suit. “What'’s
up? Some political matter on
hand?” And he looked the landlord
over keenly with his sharp, black
eyes.

“No wonder they’re flyin’ ’round
like hens with their heads eut off.
There hain’'t been such doin’s, I
guess, sence the town was started!”
exclaimed Peter, who dearly loved
to retail gossip.

“Ah!” and the stranger took ad-
vantage of the other’s enthusiasm to
drop the contents of his glass on the
floor.

“There was a murder committed
up to the big house. You might have
passed it on the way down. Got two
stun critters on the pillars on each
side of the big gate.”

“Yes, I passed it.”

“Ellison’s wife, it seems, was walk-
in’ in the park t'other night ’bout
ten o'clock, and she néver come back
alive. Was struck down right in the
path near the house. Just one blow
—she never spoke again.”

“Bless me, what a tragedy for s
quiet place like this!”

“Ye may well say so. The folks
is wild. It'll go hard, 'm afraid,
with the school-teacher.”

“What had he to do with it?” and
the little man seemed to prick up his
ears, as if a point of interest to him
had been reached.

“Well, they think he done it—and
everything points that way. Ye see,
the Ellisons had one child—a daugh-
ter.”

“Ah!” The little man pushed his
glass aside, drew himself closer to
the table and looked at Mr. Peter
with such a piercing expression that
the good landlord for a moment was
speechless. :

“Well, what about this daughter?
Why don’t you go on, man?”’ ex-
claimed the stranger.

[To Be Continued.]

THE H\ARNESSBD CYCLONE.

An Illustrative Instance of the Tri-
umph of Mind Over the Per-
versity of Matter.

It was during the portion of his
career when he lived in the valley of
the South Fork of the Big Sunflower
river that Henry Plymshaw, the in-
ventor, made his most notable in-
vention. This invention had to do
with cyclones, writes H. V. Marr, in
Harper’s Magazine.

One afternoon Inventor Plymshaw
saw a splendid specimen of a funnel
cyclone coming over the prairie, and
he called to me and said we would go
out and study it, since it was evident
that it was going to one side. The in-
stant the cyclone sighted us it came
straight in our direction. We
weren't prepared for this exactly, so
all we could do was to run. We were
just on the point of giving up, when
a most extraordinary thing happen-
ed. Curious thing. Sort of natural
too. That ecyclone stepped down a
50-foot well. And there it was.
Only one leg, and that down a 50-foot
well in the middle of a sheep pas-
ture., If it had had two legs no doubt
it could have scrambled out, but it
couldn’t make it with one. Couldn’t
do anything but revolve. And it did
do that. 1 never saw a cyclone re-
volve like that one. Mad, apparent-
ly, because it had missed Plymshaw
and me, and got caught. So it just
buzzed around like a top. Nothing
in the world to stop it.

Moest men—mere men of action—
would have been satisfied at getting
away and not having to revolve with
the houses and lots; but not Plym-
shaw. No; he got to thinking, and
what was the result? Put a belt
around the stem of that cyclone
just at the top of the well, set up a
dynamo, strung wire, and ran all the
machinery and electric lights in that
part of the country.t Regular Ni-
agara for power. Going yet. Noth-
ing to stop it, youn see. Wonderful
what a thing mind is!

A Composition on Man.

" In a school here the children were
asked to write an original compo-
sition. Here is part ¢f what a little
girl wrote:

“Man was made before woman.

“When God looked at Adam he
said: ‘I think I can do better if I try
again,” and he made Eve.

“Boys are a trouble.
out everything but soap.

“My papa is so nlee that I think he
was a little girl when he was a little
boy.”"—Little Chronicle
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ftnows His Stage Business.
Foote Lighte—Is the manager up-
to-date? '
Sue Brette—Sure; he’s just intro-

duced a game of ping-pong in the |
. Jcwoon. Sl S

Lalcony scene in

through trains. If you contemp

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

the Liquor Habit.

It is now generally known and under-
stood that Drunkennees is a disease and
pot Wioakness. A body filled with poi-
son, and nerves completely shattered

“by periodical or constant use of intoxi-

oating liquors, requires an antidote
capable of neutralizing and eradicating
t rohon. and destroying the ecraving
for intoxicants. Sufferers ruay now
cure themselves at home without pub-
lcity or loss of time from businesa
this wonderful “HOME GOLD CUR
which has been perfected after many
years of close study and treatment of
inebriates. The fsithful use acco

to directions of this wonderful discovery
is positively guaranteed to cure the
most obstinate case, no matter how hard
a drinker. Our records show the mar.

velons transformation of thousands of

Drunkards into sober, industrious snd
np%ht men.

VES CURE YOUR HUSBAN DS1
CHILDREN CURE YOUR FATHERS!
This remedy is in no sense a nostrum
but a specific for this disease only, and
is 80 skillfully devised and dpﬂ red that
it is thoroughly eoluble an easant to
taste, so that it car be given in a cup
of tea or coffee without the knowledge
of the person taking it. Thoussnds of
Drunkads have oured themselves with
this priceless remedy, and as many more
have been cured aud made temporate
men by having ths “CURBE” adminis.
tered by lovieg 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 deludged
by apparent and misleading ‘‘improve-
ment.” Drive ont the disease at once
and for all time. The “HOM< GOLD
CURE” {s sold at the extremely low
rrioo of One Dollar, thus placing with-
n reach of everybody a treatment more
sffectnal than 1 he others costing $25 ta
$50. Full directlons accompany each
package, Special advice by skllled phy-
sicisns when requested without 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 2833 Market Btreet,
Philadelphia.

%ll correspondence strictly confiden:
ial.

Cheap to CGalifornia.
The Burlington’s Very L.ow One-
Way Settlers’ Rates.

B day duaring March and April,
E?“ZO rom St. Louis, $33 from

cago to California terminals via Bur-
fington Route, Denver, Scenic Colorado
ind Salt Lake City.

Special through tourist sieepers
to San Francisco and Los Angeles
personally cond over the above
route ( h Colorado’s wonderful

icenery b yltht) every Wednes-
day and Friday night from St.
Louis and i Secure through

berths at the earliest date during this
tush, in these Burlington excursions, the
best of all to California.

Two great Coast trains daily with free
thair cars,

Northwest Rates.

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

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

Home-Seekers’ Excursions.

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

Do us the favor to write us of your pro-
rosed trip and let us advise you the
owest 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, Ohije. St. Louis, Mo,

HOWARD ELLIOTT,
General Manager, St. Louis, Mo.

To Cure A Cold in One Day

T'ake Laxative Bromo Quinine Tablets
All druggists refund the money if if
lails to cure. E. W. Grow’s signature
1 on each bos. 23c. (j256-1yr)
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Travelers to California

Naturally desire to see the grandest and
most impressive scenery en route. This
u 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 of
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 via the line over Marshall
Pass and through the Black Canon of the
Gunnison, thus enabling the traveler tq
ase one of the above routes going and the
other returning. Three splendidly equip-
ped fast trains are >perated to and from
the Pacific Coast, wiich carry through
standard sleepers daily between Chicago,
St. Louis, Denver and San Francisco.
Dining car (service a la cartc) on all
> ate 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 place to stop 18 at the Reed
Hotel.
Bourbon county people, and is undex
the management of genial James Con-
aors, formerly of the Fordham Hotel,
in this city.
steam, and the table is at all times sup-
olied with the best the market affords
Make it your home.

1t is headquarters for Paris and

The house is heated by

14jan-tf

For 28 cents in stamps, you can 8
Jee trial of Wilson’s Tobacco
Has cured thonsands.
Corr. WiLson,
(ll-w,l‘m

T,
;{;m : Office No. 3 B:cul'x.

T. PORTER Smb

5 BrROADWAY, - -

PARIS, KY.

(‘q W. DAVIS,
o
FURNITURE, CARPETS, - -

Day 'Phone 137.

This preparation contains all
fligestan
food. Itgivesinstantrelief and never
fails to cure., It allows you to eat all
the iocod v2u want.
stomachs can take it. By its use many

thousands of dyspeptics have been

cured after everything else failed. I
prevents formation of gas on the stom=

&ch, relieving all distress after eating.
Dieting unnecessary. Pleasant to take,

it oan’t help ‘

Office Hours
Phone 342.

McMILLAN,
DEeNTIST,

.y

NON-UNION A

RELIABLE FIRE INSURANCE AT
LOW RATES.

W. SHACKELFORD,

® Contractor and Builder.
P. 0. BOX O.

WALL PAPER, Etec.

Fnners]l Furnishings. Calls for Ambn.

lance Attended Promptly,
Night 106.

My agency insures against fire,

wind and storm—best old relia-
ble prompt paying companies—
pon-union.

W. O. HINTON, Agt.

e ———————————————

Kodol

Dyspepsia Gure

Digests what you eat.

of the
and digests all kinds of

The most sensitive.

but do you good

*reparedonly by E. 0. DeWrrr & Co., O
Tho 81, bot .e’o.mmmm&aol"&?
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CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

PENNYROYAL PILLS

G"’o"d L2 % L

Bafe.
g:o-hl‘s‘.‘nfa "~I': Iﬁ%& n

2{ returm Mail. 10,000
1 Drogglats,

10HESTER OHEMIOAL OO. :
1Y Square, PHILA,, PA
Montion thls papon >

let us advise you the least
printed matter, free, ete.

street, Cincinnati, O,

St. Louis. Mo.

The Burlington’s New Fast Den-
ver Train.

Its * Nebraska-Colorado Express,”.

now leaves St. Louis 2:15 p. m., arrives
at Denver 3:15 p. m. next day—thres
hours quicker.

Travelers arriving at St. Louis in the

worning have a half day for business or
visiting in the World’s Fair City; at
8:15 p. m. next day they are in Denver
with the afternoon in the city, befors
leaving for the Coast via Scenic Colo-
rado. No other through train to Den~
ver offers such a remarkably convenient =
achedule.

The Burlington’s other Denver train

leaves St. Lonisat®p. m

Personally conducted California Ex-

cursions from St. Louis every Wednes-*
day night i
via Seenio Colorado.

shrough tourist sleepera

TO THE NORTHWEST.

“The Burlington-Northern Pacifie

Express’” 18 the great daily
train to St. Louis and Kansas City te

Montana, Washington, Tacoma, Seattls,
Portland. k

i TO THE WEST.
The Burlington runs the best equipped
e%meph.’

wains to Kansas City; St. ;
Umaha, St. Paul, Minneapolis, Denver.

Write us of your proposed trip and
W. M. Shaw, D. P. A., 408 Vine

L. W. Wakeley, Gen'l Pass'r Agent,

8t. Louis, Mo.

H oward Elliott. General

trial of Wilson’s
Tested for 14 years and always success-
'fFL Send to Corp. WiLsay, Calvert,

exas, 1

We are pué-nred
sod Repair on'i.
good as new. »
“DAarge. :
Prices yewsonable. Give us

SEND 823 cents and get a full,
Morphine Cure

(3ljan-tf)

hi a8
W actory, or no
Work done when promised.




