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“If I wasn't afrald o losln' me
job—" the boy began sullenly as he
faced the conductor with clenched
fiats,

Garvin of No. & had brought him
futo the bagguge car by the ear—an
organ that bhad been at once soundly
cuffed. But the little trainboy was as
game as he dared to be,

“I'm mindin' me business all right,"
he ended lamely,

“Shut up! No Impudence from you,
yon curly-headed nlley-brat!" Garvin
towered over him, lngeringly, an
though to give him time to Interpret
his narrow, threatening look,
s cussed good notlon to kiek you of
at Pawlings and let you sleep on &
station Dbench for the rest of the
night. That's what you deserve. It's
the llkes o' you that's always keeping
us in hot waler,
other scare like that—!"

Briggs, the baggngeman, looked up
from a trunk check he had pretended
to read,
had peased through an ordeal, grimly
holding his emotions In gubjection, He

hurled a half whispered oath at the |

rear door, threw down the trunk be-
fore him, and sat upon it. For a mo-
ment he looked at the sturdy young-
ster us he stood In the middle of the
car swaying to the roll of it. The
Jaunty blue uniform, the peaked cap
tilted slightly backward, the lowered
brows, the set expression, the curly
blonde bead, the face fiushed by con-
tact with the winter winds, the legs
apart, the determined lttle fists rest
ing upon the hips—the whole com-
manding attitude recalled sea-going
days to Briggs. Why, Pokes might
hayve heen Captaln Corgon In
ture, scorning the ralls of a gale-swemt
bridge!
Ha llked him for hls courage; he
liked him because he darad to be him-
sell. They had sll been proud of
him, except Garvin, ever since the
night of the Incldent that gave Pokes
his name; the night the begoegled,
gpinsterlooking person  had  bitingly
objected ta  having “uopurchasable

produels poked into her lap,” and the
youngster had rewurned  her  [psult
with Kindness, looking to her every
conmifort in an unobtrusive way for the

riest of the run, bringing fee water to
her, moving ber luggage, and showing
the hundred and one litle attentions
that an unescorted woman pecds In
traveling, And he had crowned his

victory by palitely refusing to accept
her generous tip when he had carrled
her two heavy grips from the car at

Cleveland and placed them In a eab
But something bhnd come over

Pokes. He wasn't llke his old self.

Briggs had notieed It; and Briges

would admit himself a nons oo ob.
serving man, Pokes wes losing his
nerve, and to Briggs, nerve was the
Ereater part of true manhood.

"I'm & blt ashamed of you, Pokes.”

Briggs sald at last
matter anyway?™
“Steps was fey. | knew that, 1'd
'’ been all right If he hadn't yelled
his Jungs out. 1 dida't understand

“What was the

what he yelled and | turned w find
out. Ay feet went under. But I had
a grip on the guards all right. He
makes meé sore’

“l was only waltin’ for you to give
the cue and I'd "2’ landed him one he
woulidn't forget quick.”

"And we'd "a' been lald off,"

Briggs srared at him as though he

had heard wrfight, “What do you care
for that? There's elways a place In
the world for the fellow what's got hie
nerve with him. T guess | worked a
few before | ever thought of rail-
roadin’, and I guess Il work till the
horn Dblows, rallroadin’ or no  rall-
roadin®.  You might think, to hear you
talk, that the only chance you was
ever goin® to have was to sell stlcky
stuff 1o suckers. Aln't you got no am.
bitlon about ye? You don't suppose
you're goin’ to be a trafnboy all your
Hfe, do ye? Where's yer nerve, any-
way 7" ‘

“It's takin' more o' my nerve to hold
this job down, jus' now, than it would
take to loge 1"

Briggs turned to his waybills, but In
doing so he saw how emplty the eor-
ner was where Pokes kept his wares.
His curlosity was arpused.

“Why, ye're sold out, ain't ye?” he
unked,

Pokes aflirmed with a nod.

“Well, what are yo jumpin' off at
the statlons for, then?”

“I'm logkin for a telegram, for one
thing—"

"Telegram!” dublously. “"Now who's

“I got |

Just you give me ln‘|

with the face of a man who |

minia: |

He was very proud of Pokea. |

| thetic murmurs, the whispers of his

agoln' to telegram you Ia root, as they
say? Got a giri?

For once Pokex looked st the taunt
ing Hriggs, and he looked at him
witheringly, almout
“Naw,” he sald, “but | got & mothor,"

“Have yo!* In felgned astonlshment,
“And what's up with her?"
| For a full minute the boy was ullent
and then there came & word from
somewherae down In his  throat—
"Slek.”

Briggs suddenly felt ashamod of
himsell, not so much for the taunting
tone he had used, but rather that he

the beginning. ‘There was plenly of
sympathy tn the makeup of Briggs,
but It hnd held aloof from the heatr of
trugedios too long and had chilled
with the ludolence of disuse. The
whole thing became quite clear to him
now; perhapas for the first time In
his Ufe the youngeter's heart had
been eaught between the bumpers of
lova and duty. Clreumatance Wwas
forcing him Into premature manhood,

“I guess the Mum'ly ‘Il lvok out fer
her all right," Briggs suggested, at
lust,

"Aln't no fam’ly. Jus' me an' neigh-
bors. They took her to the hospltal
‘fore [ left Inst night an' sald they'd
telegram me If she pulled through

“Too bad,” Briggs venturad sofily;
“1 wouldn't worry over it. If any mes-
| sage comes the operator will hand it

on, ['ll speak to Garyin about It."”

But the suggestion waa scorned. *1
ain‘t askin' fuvors of nobody—"specinl
ly him"™

"No news Is good news, th' say. |
| wouldn't worry, see¢ln' you've sold out
| aguin tonight.

“Doctors aud things costs money
Aln't you ever been sick?™
Why I been
everything from quinine to consul-
tations; they're *bout the worst things
a fellow can have™

Pokes nodded. “That's what she's
got, one o' them new things lke that.
Goin® to have her ‘pendage cut out—
er suthin'. But she ain't goln' to be
no free patlent! She's goin’' to pay
her way, she Is," doggedly. “I'm goin'
to wire some money on ahead.”

“I've noticed,” Briggs observed
thoughtfully, “that you ocan pretty
near tell what it's goln' to cost to get
rid of It by the name ther glva it
Now, mumps, for Instance, s cheap;
you see that's just a common name,
amd you can get ten cents worth of
something in the drugshop, that's guar-
anteed to cure. But look out fer yer
pocketbook when the medicine men
begin to spin ont them heavy Latin
things lka hydrocadoodlum or pipo-
nitls, When you get such things as
them, it's about up to you to jerk the
cord three times and send the brakie
buck with a red flag."

Pokes wns leaning agalnst the
ellding door looking out Into the snow-
flaked gloomw, and In the darkness out
there he seemed to see an alley, an
ambulinee, a crowd of curlous onloak:
érs, a pplleeman, uniformed hoapital
attendants carrying a stretcher down
& narrow stalrway, followed by =&
white.capped, gray-gowned nurse, and
a little old womnan with drawn and
wrinkled face—Mrs. McDermot, the

| “Bet yer lfe 1 have,

steadfnst one, who had cooked and
walched by the bedside during the
long, long days, sacrificlng her own

housework in loving sympathy for the
woman whoee form was faintly out-

lined beneath the sheet-covered
stretoher—his  mother! Agaln he
hedrd the questionings, the sympa-

old playmules as they stood by, proud
to have the friendship of a boy who
could wear & uniform and be an in-
tegral part of the morbld attention.
Then he saw the snesr upon the face
of Mrs., O'Brierly, the “alley-grouch
as In her halt-drunken volce she cried,

contemptuousaly. |

had not understood the sltuntion from |

“TIl ke In the station before the
tralo stops. Ho won't soe me, It's a
fixesminnte stop. That'll give me all
the time | noed. Ate we on time ™

“Ten thirty-one and & balf” Briggs
wan looking at his watch, "Due there
In half & minute, We're Just right,
We leave at thirty-seven, unless we
tlde—and 1t doesn't look that way;
wa just passed the up switeh”

A whistle of the engine notified the
craw that they were approadhing tha
dintion, ‘The train begnn to respond
to the steambrakes, Hriggn wheeled
a truck nearer the sliding door,

"I often wondered," he sald, “why
they singletracked the road from
Pawlings to Milsford, Guess the con.
slruotion gung must have struck at
Pawlings and nrbitrated at Milsford,”

Pokes turned toward the forward
door, through which the great giit
pumbers of the tender rocked to and
tro between fleetlng gusts of steam,
geomingly suspended io the darknoss,

Hriges, standing beneath the saffron
glare of the overhead Mght, neglected
hig work for thé momaent, to watch the
youngster as he pussod ont tn the
snow-filled platform.

Pefora the train had stopped Pokes
wus running rapldly toward the tele-
graph office.

Garvin, alighting from the traln,
caught a gllmpee of him and cursed
Quietly,

A solitary passenger left the train,
climbed Into u waiting sleigh, and
Jingled off Iuto the white night.

Briggs dumped & trunk out upon a
truck and mentioned the weather to
the truckman,

And the night relapsed Into sleep,
disturbed only by the labored broath-
Ing of the lron monster ahead.

Garvin glanced at his watch by the
light of the moon and looked alowly
up and down the long llne of Pull
mang. Then he looked thoughtfully
doyn at his watch agaln, The track
wan his own all the way to Gainaboro,
a full 20:mlle run. There was nothing
to prevent him moving out of Pawlings
two minutes ahead of sohedule—and
losing that Infernal kid for one night
at least. It would be a good lesson to
him to have to sleep on a hard bench
for the night: It might teach him bet.
ter things than jumplng on and off
moving tralng., He swung his lantern
to slgnal the brakeman ahead, who,
half startled by the unexpected move,
almost forgot his own lantern ln hie
haste to rench the whistlecord.

Meanwhile Pokes had approached
the little grated window In Pawlings
station, It took him a half-minute to
get the operutor's attention, for night
buslneas was rare at Pawlings.

Finally Hoagson looked up. “Hello,
Pokes!" was his greeting.

"Any telegram for me?™

“Now, who the—"

“There isn't? Well,
money, $10, to Mre. McDermot, Sa:
maritan  hospital, Cleveland. And
bow wmuch fs It?" There wns some-
thing inclsively businesslike about the
youngster, and Hoagson twisted him-
self out of his Jazy attitude, arose
from his chalr, and came to the win-
dow.

By now the neslstant operator had
wheeled the trunk of the solitary pas-
senger Into an adjoluing room and
bad caught a glimpse of the boy out-
side the grated window.
"Hello, Pokes!" waa his Jovial greet-
Ing. "Got any chocolates left?*
“Come on, please hurry!" Pokes In-
slsted. "I min't got muy time to lose.
This ls very Important.”
A telegraph-sounder began to click
raplidly.
“"Awlul sorry, Poltes,” Hongson
drawled ns he thrust the two five-dol
lar bllls under the g(ating. “but thore
lsn't & wessage for you and we—"
“PL! PL! PL! ,8alem's ecalllng
you, Hoagle!” the asslstant broke In.
Hoagson continued his drawl—"And
this Isn't a money-office. You ecan
send that from Gainsboro, 1 think.
Try it” And he turned to his tele-
graph key,
The usslstant shouted scross the
room, “Hurry up, kid! There goes
nine without you. Run lke hell!"
Pokes quickly gathered up lhis
money und shot a glance al the station
clock, "I thought so0,” he sald, as he
ran toward the door, “Sce that! Two

please wire this

“Bah, it's only another wan of thim
Ihrains on ug poor taxpayvers!' l-Ielr
remembered how he had been tempted |
to strike her down and had thought
better of [t He had reallized then
what It would mean to have his moth-
er come back to the alley with the
staln of free-patlentshlp upon her, and
he resolved to pay the price, be It
what it might. Indeed, he had galled
the doctor aslde and directed that he
send in the bill for it all, and, wring-
ing a hasty promise from Mrs, McDer-
mot to telegraph him should anything
#erious occur, he had hurrled off to |
the depot. It was satlefying now, to
know that Mrs. McDermot was with
her; it was not like being alone In a
row of Iron cots fllled with other suf-
ferery, strangers who had no time for
aught else than themselves and their
miseries,

His ear began to pain him where
Garvin had cuffed it, but he gulped
down the bitter lump fn his throat
and turned once more to Briggs.

“Moon's comin® out,” he sald.

Briggs came over to the window to
entisfy himsell. "By jimmy, that
#treteh of rollin® white 18 pretty, ain't
It? We're geitin® near Pawlings;
there'n the old log mill up to its neek

in snow." Pokes turned his collar up
and butioned his eont. DBriggs stared
at him. “Yer not goin® fo try it again,

are yve? Garvin's o mighty mean cus-
tomer when his dander's up. Don’t do
it, Pokes"
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minutes ahead. D'ye see 17" and he
was gone,

The men at the statlon watched him.
breathlessly until they saw him swing
upon the rear platform of the last car,
& dead conch the traln usually carrled
to Gainsboro,

The platform was covered with
sleet-crusted snow. The car bhad
probably been the first of an east-
bound train that had fought through
the bllzzard of the day before.

He tried the door, hoping agalnst
hope that some one had forgotten to
logk 1t, but it was either locked or
frezen tight. He sat down in the snow
upon the upper step, put his feet
across, and braced himpelf agalnst the
car. The whole world seemed to be
going wrong with him lately, and he
thought it wouldn't matter very much
to him to have to ride 20 miles, thinly
elad, If 1t weren't for the chance of
catehing cold and being Inid off on the
slek llst—just when his mother need-
ed him most.

He watched the Pawlings station
diminish behind him. The progress
was slow, the tracks treacherous, the
train heavy, and the grade steep, The
first mile consumed fully five min-
utes,

Suddenly as the train slowed more
decidedly, a tiny red light, emerged
from the distance, It might have been
the switeh:light at Pawlings—yeat 1t
seemed to be quickly moving, up and
down, {rom side to side.

Pokes knew that No, 9 waa the last
night train west. There ocould be
nothing behind them, unlees It might
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coming toward him. He could see a
man running with It now, slipping and
falllng ny he came onward, but waving
It always, excitedly. ESomethiog was
wrong! .

He looked up at the signal-cord
above him, and paused. What If he
should make a mistalie—just when his
mother needed bl most! He thought
of the possibility of an necldent, a
head-on crash, of the Hves of the
sleeping passengors—then of Garvin,
rod with anger!

Then he gave
qulek jerks, The train came to a halt
pnd the man with the Inntern stag
gered up Just as Garvin leaped from
the platforin,

The Inntern carrier hnd a messago
from the train dispatcher. A special
was coming from Cloveland and Qur
vin was fo take the slding at Pawlings
and walt for il to pass

sghead of tme, Garvin had missed the
orders. When he learned that it wag

boy in hls arms The traln  wos
backed to the slding and just got in
out of danger ns the speclal swept
by. The collection taken up by the
passengers more than pald the %hos
pital biL for Pokes' mother,
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IN COAL

By ARTHUR M. CHASE

(Copyrighted by Short Storles Co., Litd)

The door of my outer office opened
sharply and a deep voloa addressed
the office hoy,

“Stund over agalnst the window, son-
ny, for I've brought contagion. Is the
boss In? Yes? Then just wait til)
I give him & seare.”

Thera was o heavy tread ncross the
floor and & shrewd, ruddy face under a
battered derby hat peered In at me.
My visitor, with an elanborate air of
caution, advanced dlowly, dlsclosing
underneath the ruddy face a weather-
beaten overcomt buttoned up to the
chin, and beneath that again a weather
beaten, skimpy skirt, worn however
with the untrammeled grace of a palr
of trousers,

“Come in, Mrs. McGonlgle,” I eried.
"Glad to ses you. How are you?

“Up and doin',” she replled, extend-
Ing & blg, mittened hand, "1 was just
after warnln' your Dboy, -for three-
quarters of meo family Is down wid the
whoopin’-cough. The balance, me old
man, is In the hospital aslong wid
Jerry McCafferty on account of an ar-
gument on the coal question. Fe's
doln' nicely, thank ye. Yes, MoCaffer-
ty got all that was comin' to him; but
the end of it was the two of them
threw each other into the hold of the
Peaceful Btream and there was some
damage doné in the shape of broken
bones. Me old man broke an arm und
a rib; Jerry, he broke an arm and
two ribs. Yes, it's n bad thing to have
the purvider of a poor famlly smashed
that way., But,” sald Mrs, McGonigle,
sltting down and liberating a sigh that
fluttered the papers on my desk,
“that ain't all.”

“What did I do? Well, Mr. McNa-
mara, it was just the llmit, I outs wid
me scissore and outs off me halr,
There wasn't much of it, but I hated
to lose it. And I snenked ashore wid
a pair of McGonlgle's pants In & news-
paper. In a tennymint house I made
a change and [ went on uptown wid

the bell cord two

|
Iy leaving Pawlings three mlnums

the Initiative of Pokes that had pre- |
vented a collision, Garvin grasped the |
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door marked “President,” and widout
bein' asked, in 1 stepped,

“'Who let you In here? says a
sharp jookin' feller behind n degk, ‘T
can’t see anyone, I'm very busy.'

“T'm lookin' for Mr. Courtenay,
presldent of the Wyomin' Valley rall-
rord. Are you him? nses L

““Yes,' sea he, very mnappy.

“*“Well, Mr. Courtenay,’ 1 ses, ‘me
eaptain of yer canal boat Charity. 1
Just thought I'd run up and see If
there was anythin’ ye wanted done.
I'm & willin' man for wark,' 1 ses,

"Well, he hardly looked at me.

department,’ he ses, scratehin’ away
wid a pen,

“l lald me hand on the door knob:
but thinkin' that as long as I'd come
I'd make all the Impreéssion T could, I
asks very perlits:

“*Where is Mr. Wilson, sir?

“I thought he'd fly over the top of
the desk at me.

“*Go out into that ofMoes,' ha bawls,
‘and ask, ask, ask.'

“*Thank ye, sir,’ sea I. And I'd
opened the door when he gives a yelp:

“'Great heavens, who cut yer hair
for ya?

“I put up me band like a shot and
there was a fistful of It that me scis-
sors had skdpped, hangin' over me coat
collar, I gave It & quick twist, llke
a woman would, and feit for & halrpin,
And then—ye could have knocked me
over wid a poke of yer finger.

“'What In thunder!' ses the presi-
dont, staring wid all his eyes.

“I got hold of mesalf.

*‘Me barber 1s an Eystalian’—I be
gins, but he begina to snicker. And
the harder I looked at him the worse
he snickerad.

"‘Ye seem to sea somethin' funny,
I ses. But he only kept on snlockerin’

“Ye may be the prealdent of a rall-
road,” I sea ‘and 1 don't forget yer
place or mine; but don't me gigglin' at
me. I'm an honest and respectable
man,’ 1 ses; ‘and I'd ask ye not to be
enlckerin’ at me, Mr. Courtenay. Cut
it." I ges. ‘A workingman has feelin's
ae well as yo, If he's a man.’

“And wid that me petticoat fell out
of the uswspaper,

“l got out of that place somehow,
and | stamped out to the elevator wid
all the clerks starin’ at me. And never
a word,

"'T'was the next day I read a plece
in the paper about the coal famine in
Bayport, a place a bit of the way up
the sound: how the schools was closed
and the churches runnin' wid one sery-
Ioe a week and the people put to it
to keep warm wild gas and oll and
wooden sldewnlks,

* ‘Now, here's the foollshness of the
rallroads,’ sessl, "holdin' boatloads and
boatloands of conl down hers In New
York, when there’'s a place like Bay-
port whera they want it bad, and
would pay for it. Why, take this old
Charity—ehe had 200 tons of hard
coal, egg slze, In her—‘up at Bayport
she’d be worth four dollars & ton,
anfely, more than here.

“And | figgered wid a pencll that

me petticoat in the newspaper. And )
me n decint, middle-aged woman.
"Where waa I goin'? To the offices
of the Wyomin' Valley rallroad. And
who should I go to see? Bure, the
main gazeyboo, the president hlmself.

8o I into the big offices and past all I gave It up. Besldes, it was all fool-
nga Ishness,

them little scribblin® clerks to a

be & special or an extra engine, and,
agaln, moyving traing are never sig-
tmiled from behind. The red light was
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would come to $800. I had some ldea
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'golid wid him. But when {t came to
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the edueation you will soon demund, You may gel other pduestion and do WRLL,

but yau ean get a Bliss Business Education and do nerremn.

Whean, in lessy than

fix months, wa can gualilty a youug man under twently, and earniog no salary, to
nil n 87600 por month position; & girl of nineteen with us but elghit monthy, now

drawing §1200.00 per yenr;: n sohool teacher, who took the combined course, for s
seorataryship now paying him G000 s yenr, don't you think it s time I:h.t y ol

waore lelting us Mt
HOLDING GOOD POSITIONS.

you for n good positlon~ALL BLINS GRADUATES ARE

We will teach you to avercome your inferiors, rise above yoor eqnals, kud eom-

pote with your superiors. We will make
and auklst you Lo s position that will pay
eont mord than you can earn now.

you tan times more valunble to yourseif
you b 100, MO mud purhaps even 30 por

Places obtained for students to earn board while in sattemidance; ralliroad fare

to the ity allowed ; and to the first repre
per cent dedueted from reguiar rates,

New clagses formed sach Monday., W
marvel at the records of sucoess our stode
to Judge what wo catl dofor you. Addres

coLuraus, o

sentatiye of nny town s discount of five

rite for the "Sonl of Fortune.” Yon will
nts nro mnum. and will be botter able
s, Dept. O, -6t

Bayport than me; and if e didn't, |
what was to keep him from takin' my
idee and glvin' me the bounece at the
same Hme? Bo that settled that

“But the next mornin' as [ was
washin’ me face—which Is a grand
time for idees to come to you—I was
hit wid a good one. Why not take
the Charity up to Bayport on me own
hook? QCould I do it? Of course, for
the Charity aln't one of your common
canal boats that has to be hauled
by a tug or a mule; but she has a 1it-
tle engine that turns a little splashin’,
thumpin’ wheel under the stern and
pushes her along about as fast as a
slow man can walk. And could 1 sell
the coal? Well, if the paper told the
truth the people of Bayport was ready
to buy and I'd be ready to sell ‘

“Well, the first thing to do was to
got the Charity out from between the
other canal boats and tied up near the
end of the pler, so's I could sneak
when I got ready. So I pald a visit to
Mrs. Mayer, me next nelghbor, and
told ber all about the turrible whoop-
in' cough me childer had, and the con-
tagion, and how I couldn't help fearing
as her childer would catch it. Waell,
the upshot of that was the Charity got
a new berth out pear the end of the
pler and Captain Mayer helped me &
good deal In makin® the shift

“Shall 1 tell you how I ran the boat
that night? Upon me word I dom't
know, [ may be a bigstrong woman,
and fit to take the measura of MecGon-
igle, as mome say, but me heart was In
me mouth more than oncet that night.

"How we got through Hell Gate |
don't know, whether ‘twas by luck or
miracle; The Charity is an unhandy
boat to handle in a current like that; |
and what wid me no knowin' the way

(‘..ont_lnuod on Page Eirht,

MONEY

AT 5 PER CENT
ON FARM
PROPERTY

We are still loanlng raoney
st the sbove rate.

WE ALSO WRITE

FIRE AND TORNADO

Why not hoy an Edison phonograph
for Christmes? You can get them at

Riley's drng store,

AND AnLL I

DISEASES OF THE RECTUM

Dr. MeMallan sanounoes b0 the professin and the

publie thal he wakes 8 epeckally of Luima idloacs
-l ol lias st T ywire womstand supaticnies K pain

ol g desention froos business  Disibdor, it , |
Fioed mnid Skin Disesses anid Dieweses of Wooe
WEITE FOR BOOK OF R¥CTAL DISEAETS (rRIT) i
| wndd ideresamanin of publimts ctired  Esballiabed 10

.DR. J. J. McCLELLAN |
t Dottaek Bullding. CUHI“BUS, ¢ :

| 44 East Broad Streot
= J

RARE CHANCE!
Big Pay for Solicitors!

—*Q——

THE CINCINNATI WEEKLY
ENQUIRER is offering Five Thou-
sand Dollars in cash premiums to
solicitors, in addition to a liberal
commission that is more than ample
to pay one's expenses, besides af-
fording a living profit, while en-
gaged in the work of soliciting sub-
scriptions.

THE WEEEKLY ENQUIRER
isnow atwenty-four page magazine-
style paper, chuck full of reading
most ble to any well-ordered
home. ﬁh issue contains a ser-
mon by Pastor Russell, an essay by
Dr. Madison C, Peters, a serial and
short stories, natural history,
eral news aud special record
litical and national affairs that are
of interest to all people, cut patterns
for Jadies and youths, and miscella-
neous matter, all of high moral in-
fluence; also market reports from all
commercial centers, and veterinary
columns,

The editor's aim being to present
the reader with an exceptionally
good family journal of superior
merit, free from all matters that an-
tagonmemom!ity. justice and truth.,

To circulate such a paper, all

well-meaning persons
i § e
. » ntheu civic and po
i |
. wﬂhhiamahm.&mnofdoing
BH““K"‘HT & l“ﬂl.ll 2 | a good turn for the community, at

3




