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CHAPTER IIL
THE CHASING OF GKORGE FENTON,
This is the story of whntGoorgo Fen-
ton did after be left me with the corpee
in Back RSaville street that awful
night I learued it chiefly from the ac-
count which the papers gave of the
chase by th= police, bat some of the de-
tails were told me afterward by Fenton
Limself  After he ran out of my sight
he had not sufficient presence of mind
to slacken bis pace, and the inevitable
result was that he attracted the partion-
lar atteution of the people he met. His
hat had fallen off; his coat, which was
flying open, disclosed his evening dress.
In his hand be still beld the hilt of the
dagger, while bis drawn, white face be-
trayed the mental agony he was under-
going  Even in Mayfair at that late
bour of the night such a figure rushing
along the street could bardly escape ex-
citing interest  \Who first started the
chase i¥ nnwmaterial-—probably some
loafer of the pavement—bat very soon
a crowd of resgecralic dimensious fol-
lowed up-n Lis boecis with cries of

"Sh.p, ) SRR
Thew ~acae gt drstfeil upon deaf ears,
but finuzllv e v gaiaed upon hing,
Fenren neem e avare of s pursuers,
He neaw - 0 T s Usred the
remauat{ H i, P i) e ‘llll
carriced. uid L ) goet rid of it
Seving o wa't ur L hi- haried the |
biis over i e o heritz o lese it
on i il v side, vat e altiedd too low,
4t the feet ol his {oremost

andd 1 il
ner, who stooped down to see what
This pnt o inoment’s pause into
r-uit, and that moment gave Fep-
He tled as 1t the furies
Lell were after hiam—as luck would
1t ran into no one—and after end-

the o
ton Iis chance
of
bave
less doubling and redoubling at lgngth

found himself in Oxford street hatless,
breathiess, quivering with excitement,
but the moment safe from pursuit. See-
ing an omnibus passing by, he juwped
upon it withont noting or caring for its
destinution. There was barely room for

hiin on the footboard, and bis neighbor |

strougly objected to being crushed.

“If I was youn, guva'r,” said he, *‘I
shonld wait fer the next un. Ten ter
one it'll bring your bloomin tile along
with it."’

Ouly then was Fenton aware that his
hat was missing. If be wisbed to escape
netice, it was evident he must get hold
of another, and that at once, so he im-
mediately entered into negotiations with
the speaker.

Do you think I'm a-goin to git a
missin word of a cold fer a bloke like
you? Not if I knows it. "’

‘1 suppose even your bat has its
price?”’ said Fenton.

“*Not bein a dookal coronet, it hain’t.
Do you think as ’ow I'd be seen in the
streets of London witbout a tile? I've a
reputytion to lose if you ’aven’t.”

“*What do you say to 5 shillings for
itf-" arked Fenton persuasively.

“Five bob fer my billycock! Five bob
fer Liuken and Penuk’s hexerbishon
prodoose!  You must tyke me fer a
bluomiz flat! Youn can ’ave the feather
in it fer that precise sum if you want
There’s a good deal of warmth in a py-
cock’s feather, although you mightn’t
think it "

‘‘Seven and six?"

“Seven and a tanper.  Well, that's
more reasonable It 'ud be a pity fer
you to tyke cold, a nice young man like
you, with a future afure yon. Seven and

gix does it. But what about the feather?
TI've tyken a likin to that pycock’s
plovine. I sits and watches it fer hoars :

ou wet Sundays [t seems to sorter re-
wiad we of the ryvebows 1 used to see
when 1was yoang and unspotted from
t,).',v world.

“Yon can keep your feather, * said
Fenton, and he put on the greasy hat.

At the Marble arch the destination of
the bus was called out.

“R'y'l Oak! R’y’l Oak!
Harlesden ! -

Fenton now had time to consider his
plans. He felt in his pockets and found
he had still a couple of sovereigns and
a few coppers. [t hardly seemed enough
to conduct a successful flight from the
arws of the law, but it wonld at any
rate see him clear of the wetropolis be-
fore the bue and cry was raised if he
took train at once. At Paddington he
almost got down, but for one reason or
-another he decided in favor of Willes-
deu Junction. The rain was now talling
beavily, and the fugitive wus by this
time pretty well drenched, but fearing
to come across some one who knew him
be dared not take an inside seat There
be sat in the pouring rain despite the
invitations of the conductor, the one
solitary passenger on the roof

How he caursed the slow progress of
the vehicle! Some imp of mischief
seemed to be playing the fool with
them, and it seemed as though they
never would arrive in safety at their
destination. At Westbourne Grove they
grazed a lJamppost, and the frightened
horses attempted a bolt. Higher up they
almost ran over a gentleman returning
unsteadily from a temperance demon-
stration, and finally one horse came
down on the slippery road. They walk-

Crown,

ed past I\ensal Green cemetery as if they
were taking part in a funeral, but driv-

‘erand horses plucked up courage as

they neared port, and they drew up at

- 'the Crown at a smart trot. Here Fenton

T LE‘R LE
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mcantiouuly uked tho ‘conduoctor the
way to the railway’ station.
It was upon the stroke of 13'when be

'| reached the junction, and he found to i

bis great joy that the night express
‘wauld pass through in a  few minutes.
Where was he to go? At first he thonght :
of booking toScotland, but his slender
resources decided him in favor of Man-
chester. Punctually at 12 minutes past
12 the train drew up aloungside the plat-
form, and to Fenton it seemed a perfect
haven of refuge. He tried to find an
\mpty compartment, but failed to do so,
ind at last entered one with a solitary
inmate.

This one looked at him with cleepy
interest as he came in, which was in-

ping coat and thereby disclosed his
evening dress.
him curiously, and then he said in
broadest Yorkshire, ‘‘Tha’s been tuv an
svening party, young feller?'’

Fenton nodded assent, too worn out
to dispute the peint.

‘‘Thear’s a sight of parties on just
nar, I'll be bahnd?"’

Fenton groaned inwardly. He was
evidently imprisoned for the night with
a loguacious Tyke.

‘‘Yes, there's generally something of
that sort on in town,” he assented po-
litely.

**Well I likes to go somewhere where
i one’s clothes doan’v matter. Give met’
waswork show or t' Bloody Tower.”’

Fenton didn’t reply, but nothing dis-
| zoncerted, his companion went on:
**Not as I've been toshows this time.

I’ve seed ‘em all afore. I've beem om
bizuess. "’
RN

This one looked at him with sleepy inter
cst as he came in.

Fenton nodded wearily.

““Tha doesn’t mind ma smoaking, do
ye?”’ said the other, pulling out a cigar
of doubtful aspect.

‘‘Not at all,”” said Fenton, honing
this would keep his companion uiet.

‘‘Maybe yon’d liks a smeak yersenr”

ously disposed.

*Thanks, no,” scaid Fenton .
vnot much of a smoker.”

“That’s reet. A young feller shou!d
reserve his strength g0 as he can enjoy
his smoak when his trouble comes,”

"I'nl

rank cigar.
and Fenton hoped his companion was

his troubles. But he was mistaken.
hearty voice went on:

‘“Yes, I've been up to Lunnon on biz-
ness—very pertikeler bizness. Ah’ll tell
ye all about it, as ye seem interested.’’

And be did tel!, and his vaice hnzzed
in Fenton's ear in harmony with the

the train.

On, on the voice went, with never
ending energy, but Fenton’s thouzhts
were elsewhere. He was wet through to
the skin, be was shivering with cold,
he was utterly miserable both in mind
and body. Was there in all London that
night a more wretched man than he?
The thought was simply overwhelming
that he, George Feuton, was a fugitive
—that he would be wanted by the po-
lice on the morrow for the murder of a
woman. A cold sweat stood upon his
brow and an involuntary groan broke
from his lips.

Even the self ahsorbed Yorkshireman
noticed his companion’s distress and
broke off his epic in compassion.

“Young feller,”’ said he solemnly,
‘‘ye’re wet through to the skin.”’

Fenton did not deny it.

“See ‘ere,’" said the other, getting
up and inspecting his own wraps.
‘*Just ye put on this 'ere watterproof.
It'll 'keep ye warm ovverneet. It's
downright daft of ye traveling in nowt
but gimeracks like them, as wouldn’s
turn a summer shower.’

Fenton thanked him warmly and was
glad enough to don the proffered arti-
cle.- He buried his chin deep in the ca-
pacious collar and pretended to sleep.
The cigar had now gone oat, and the
smoker was yawning. In another ten
minutes resounding snores proclaimed
his reception in the arms of Morpheus.

In vain did Fenton try to follow his
companion into oblivion. Sleep refused
to come. For a few minutes he  fell
into a fitful slumber, but his brain re-
fused to rest. Again he stood over the
dead bod# of the woman he loved ; again
he saw her pale, drawn face and ‘the
horrible dagger in her beart; again

J on, It was not till the gray morning.

| away?”

rreased when Fenton took off his drip- |

For some time he oyed ]

said tne Yorkshireman, who wue gener- |

And pleased with this philosophic ser:ti- |
ment the old fellow puffed away at his |

There was a pause of a few minutes, |

now fully engrossed with Lis cigar and |
The |

rattling of the wheels and the vroar of |

was chased dowa ¢ i
arowd. ! Qui::"down there, or he
would be caught! ‘Faster! Faster! O,
‘GGod, they a¥e. gaining. on him!™ Andn
with a cry of terror he awoke. trem-
bling from bead to foot.
Thank heaven, it was only a horrible
dream! He was tafe as yet. J
And so cha: Jinterminable night wore"

'cane in through the’ carriage windowa.
i that ‘the thought flashed scross him for
“the first time, "Why am I running

Brett alone had seen bim, and. he
knew be was safe with Brett. No, Dun-
ocan would pot betray him.. Had he
been recognized in  the chase that fol-
lowed? Haruly likely. Then he was
safe. Why 1an away? If a'ghoatof a

sugpicion lodged ' agdinst him, he was |

l only accentunating it ‘by abeenting him-
self. He ought never-to have left town.

De Vere Gardens was the safest place i

| for bim. What a fool be had been to
i rush madly «way in this absurd fash-
ion! But even now ‘was it too late to
return? There were quick trains. wup
from Manchester. He could-be back by
noon, and it would be easy to account
for his absence—such occurrences were
not infrequent. At Manchester, at any
rate, he could buy an early paper and
be guided by the report of the murder,
which would by this time be telegraph-

' ed to every quarter of the globe.

These thoughts brought him some
comfory, and at last, when the sky was
tarning to crimson, George Fenton
" sank into a deep sleep

' **Now, lad, here we be at Manches-
ter. Up ye get.’’

|

Fenton rubbed his eyes and stared |

round him dazedly and struggled to
his feet.

‘“Thank you very much
mackintosh,’
man.
have done without it."

He bade the kind fellow goodby and
struggled into his scddemed overcoat
and now sallied forth into the streets
of Cottonopclis. It was now past 6
o’clock, and nhe soon got hold of a naws-

. paper, which ho opened with palpitat-
ing heart.

l *‘Great beavens!'' he cried as his

! cye found the column bhe wanted. There,

for ycor
he said to the Yorkshire-

“I don’t know what I shoald

1 nwu eytq nd d k mustache,
| years-ofiage;
weanng ovonmgﬂgm

Fenton’'shead ‘whirled as ‘he: read
“tiresp lines; and he looked round in ter-
‘ror, half ~“expecting to sco, some one al-

{'ready identifying him, despite his hav-

ing disposed of “some of ‘the damning

details. They were on his track, and at
any moment he might be arrested. He:
'must be off again, and that imniediate-

ly. ~Once more he must take train in

 ¢he hope cf bafiling his pursuers. . He
I-walked into- Wellington etation” and
 foupd that a train started in a few min-
utes for Sk-ipton He bought a tlcket‘

furtively, dully wondering why the
clerk did not eye him suspiciounsly. .

‘He was at Skipton within the honr
What was he to do now? He had some-
thing less than a euvereign in his pock-
et, 80 be could not afford another jour-

‘poy by train. Besides, he must ehun

the baunts of news readere. The coun-
try would be the best place for him
pow. He was almost at his wits’ end,
but he pulled himself together, went
into a pablic house and called for some
brandy. This put enough Datch cour-
age into his sounl to enable him to in-
quire about the surroonding counntry
from a garrulous bar ranger. As a re-
eult of his nquiries he determined to
take to the Cracoe road, hoping to
reach Graesington and the ecattered
villages beyond, where newspapers were
few and the population illiterate.

Then he set out. The brandy saw
bhim through a mile or two, but the ex-
citement was telling upon him, and his
bodily pain was increasing, and scon
be counld scarcely crawl along. He rest-
ed many a time and oft by the way,
and it was dark when the glimmer of
the lights of Rylstone village met his
eyes. Here he determined to pass the
night He could go no farther. He did
not dare to put up at any public house
for fear of ultimate discovery, so he
cast about bim for a roof for shelter.
By the moonlight he espied an old shed

- alongside sowe stabling, and thither he

repaired. Not baving even strength
enough to search for litter for a bed, he
threw himself down on the ground and

fell into a broken sleep.

| in large capitals, stared him in the .

' face:

{ HORRIBLE MURDER IN MAYFAIR

{ ARREST )F A NAVAL OFFICER.

| His blood ran cold as he read the last
] line, for he : once grasped that if Brett
| bad been a:rested, owing to some ab-
surd blunder on the part of the police,
in order perhaps tosave his own life
he would. be bound to reveal all he
knew of the murder.
the account that followed, but that gave
him little further information.
were simply the particulars of the find-

of bim and the corpse to the police sta-
tion. The paper fell from Fenton’s
hand in dismay. Now, at any rate, it

tarn before he  knew that no suspicion
rested upon him. In the meantime he
ought to make his own position as se-
cure as possible by furtber movements.

and looked at the list of departures. At

7 o’clock a train would leave for Leeds,
and by this train Fenton decided to
travel.

i the Leeds platform.

I His first act was to get iefresnment,
| for e had tasted nothing for 12 hounrs,
| and was, moreover, sutfering acntelv
| &8 the result of wearing nis wet cloth-
ing. He was ravenously bungry, and he
made a substantial meal. Ouce mora
! the blood seemed to c¢ourse in his veins,
' and his courage revived. I'or a lonyg
i time he sat over his breakfast deliberat-
5 ing on his next move, which he at
]
|
|

length decided must be to get rid of his
dress clothes. If suspicion had fallen
upon him, these would no doubt be an
important link in his detection, and it
seen:ed more risky to continue wearing
thewm than to dispese of them. He spent

last he entered one and asked the man

for the suit he was wearing

*Dress shoots are nodiugs moosh in
iy line, and shtill less so ven dey are
sboiled mit mud and wed. De glosh on
dis shoot is debarded forever, and my,
fr'en’s only wants gloshy dress shoots.’

(zloss or no gloss, Fenton explained,
be must have it exohanged for an every-*
day rig out.

“My fr'en, if it is an exchange you :
vants perhaps I can do someshing for
you. I dort it wase monish vat you vant-
ed. See bere.
ghecks.
on de design ven you was dat vay in-
clined.”’

thing not quite so pronounced.

ciation. Peraps it ie a gole black shoot
you vants, mit vich to astend your own
_vaneral.”

After much parleying and baggling |
Fenton was at last fitted out in the cast |
off Sunday best of some presumably !
worthy Leeds weaver, and he left the
store lamenting the inequality of the
exchange.

Then he went to a barber’s and had
his mustache shaved.

By this time the early editions of the

Post. ;
‘‘Horrible Tragedy In Mayfair—The |
Murderer at Large,’’ met his eyes, and

chase after himself the previous night;
the discovery of the hilt of the dagger,
and, O God, of his own departura to |
Manchester from Willesden' Junetion..
Then followed a: de=cnptlou of himself;

“Dark, about 5 teet 9 in hexght, well | sankdow gpon the ol!unmy zronnd at

! tion
+ the sleuthhounds could scent him.
, dragged

He awoke in the early morning with !

$'the time was |
thes. a light
*omrc(.p’: and a bowler bat. " 2

‘ton regained consciousness.’: When he

. last

' bedside was the' burly farmer who had

rlnt nnoonm:loul of all I:il w&

Q e L] .ﬂ
It was two dayu!terward when Fen-

opsned his eyes,"hé wis ‘inj & strange
bedrcom. He gave a feeble ory of sur-
prise, and, as it in fesponse, an old
dame appeared at the tottom of the bed.

“Thank God, ye've come round at
I.thooght it wer’, .all.up wi' ye,
.once. Bat doan’t ye talk now. Just ye:
‘drink this and goa to’sleep. T’ maister
will tell ye al abont it when: ’e' comes
‘oam."" -

With a- mgh ot oonten:ment Fmton
did as hg was told.

When next he opened his eyes, thoy
fell upon & familiar form. There by-his

‘traveled with bim from Willesden!
Fenton could not repress a cry of aston-
ishment. The farmer seemed to enjoy
his surprise.

‘‘Aye, lad, it's one of the curiosest
things I ivver ’eard of. I said *‘Goodby’
to ye at Manchester, and nivver thowt
of seeing ye ag‘in. and two days after-
ward I finds ye in my three acre pasturo
in a pretty fever. I knew'd ye at oncs,
although ye'd changed yer togs av:l
shaved yer mustash. Ye've been in
trouble, lad. I could tell fro’ yer r.. .-
ings. But nivver mind. No one's hear:!
'em but me and t’' missie, ’cept u.r
Jeames, who helped me to carry ye in;
and ['ve squared Jea ‘mes not to let on.”

‘*What did 1say?"' ansiously asked
Fenton.

“Ye talked a stmuge lot of stuff,
lad, ababt a :irl—thear's generally a
woman at bottom of moast things; and
ye seemed to be terribly fond of this
un. And then ye called out ‘Murder!
—ay, ‘Murder!" and spoke of a glass
dagger, or some such silliness. Then ye
seemed to be running away, and it was
as much as the three of us could do to
hold ye in the bed.”

Fenton started up excitedly.
God!" he cried. ‘I am lost!"

‘‘Lay ye down ag’in, lad,’ said the
farmer, pusbing him back with rouogi:
gentleness. * \Vhativver ye'vedone, I'l]
oot be the man to give ye away. I had
a lad of my own ouce, aud I reckon
ye're some muother’s son.

Fenton grasped the farmer s

*Good

hand i

pains and aches shooting all over his‘
| body, but with mind clear enough *»

appreciate the exigencies of the situa-
He must be up and away before
He
his unwilling limbs out of the
shed andgained the highway. But now
the want of food was qegxnnxng to tell

| beavily vpon him, and' his legs almost

He read through .

There |

ing of the body, Brett’s arrest, with the |
subsequent trouble, and the conveyance |

would te simple folly on his part to re- |

refused to move. Long before he reach-
ed Cracoe he was overtaken by a coal
cart. He bailed the driver and asked for
a lift. The man looked at him doubt-
fully, but the offer of coin produced the
desired eftect. Lying full length on a
sack on the top of the coals, Fenton
spent the next hours in a dazed, witless
condition. The driver’s destination was
Kilnsey, and there his fare was turncd
adrift. Here Fenton determined to have
something to eat, for without food he
felt it wounld be impossible to go farther.
He staggered into the village inn, which
stood invitingly near. Suddenly a look
of terror overspread his face and he

" torned sharply off the main road. He

He crossed over to the Exchange station |

At 9 o'clock he stepped out on -

bad seen a policeman enter. A police-
man in that old world place! What was
he doing there? To his distorted vision
the mar wae already making inquiries

of tue innkeeper, and the carter would
be there in o winute to add his Jink to
the “usin of evidence that was gradual-
iy beibg forged around him.

Fear galvanized his stiffened limbs
into action, and down that lonely lane
Fenton pelted with Wlind lmrr\‘ whith.
€r LU uewW Not nor cared, Lue spart dia
not last long, and L soon diopped into
his olf shamble. To make things worse,
the riin, which had heen threatcning
all day, now came down in torrents,
and the need of some place of cover
grew !mperame There was a haystack

; near-—f-the only hope of shelter in that

the greater part of the morning wan- |
dering up and down the city before he !
found a shop likely for his purpose. At

behind the conunter what he would give

Dis is a vinding in :
You could blay shess or dravts

Fenton explained he did not feel at .
all that way inclined. He wanted some-

*‘1 see noding wrong mit de bronun-

evening pagpers were out, and Fenton
eagerly ecanned a copy of The Evening !

with trembling beart he read of ‘‘the.| dimi
release of the naval officer’” and of the

i
|

bleakj inhospitable landscape—but be-
fore lie could even reach what refuge
that afforded the pitiless rain had
drenched him to the marrovwy. The
whol? of that wretched afternoon Fen-
ton sheltered there, sometimes dozing,

man looked at me doubtfully.
moe often terribly wide awake, wet,
col¢and hungry. When dusk came, he
venjured forth again in quest of food
andodging, which he must have if he
wisled to keep mind and bady together
| He gtruggled on for a couple of hours,
coviring little ground, although strain-
ing jvery nerve. There were lights of a
bompstead in the distance, for which
he de without even  attempting to
concpet a likely tale to account for his
apperance, but fate was dead against

bad |eft the- ground thick with slusb,
thropgh which the weary fugitive strug-
gledlike a drunken man. The lights he
.wasmaking for seemed ever to recede
like will-o’-the-wisps, and Fenton grew
conscions he could not reach
then

Thire was noother building at hand,
no rdf to shelter him, but he could go
_tio fapther.  His legs refused to move,
“his Iad was_bursting, and-with a cry
of aptul helplesuneu and despair he

|

him] The rain had ceased now, but it |

dumb thankfulness.

‘‘Nay, nay, lad—:t’s nowt ‘x'e
g0 to sleep uow, and think ye've
own bed at ‘oam '

But even us the farmer spoke there
was a sourl of tramping feet, and a
voice thick with drink was beard pro
testing:

‘*Nca, noa, Ward; 1 didu't tell )L
owt Tak yerself off before t' maist
comqs.

‘Don’t bv a- fool, James.
up stairs and look at him,"
thoritative voice:

The farmr started toward the door,
but before L. : reached it the big form of
a policeman was in the room. He gave
a quick glance at the man on the Led
and then said, with bustling impor
tazzo:

*(reorge fenton, I arrest you for the
murder of Harriet Staples!"'

nast
1 yuer

I must oo
said an au

[To be eontinued.

The lecture course to be piven at
the 5. E. ehuieh by Rev. W, I1 Llust-
on will commence Jan. 19th,wirh ap
introdoctory lecture  on  Sha'ss
peare and the Bible.”  “Some Rille
aud Shakesperean (haractoers™
be the subjeet Feb. Oth; .. The Lillv
as Literature,” Murch 2a0d, and tle
course will end Mareh ""ird with o

wili

lecture  on * Shakspeare’s  *Mae.
heth.’ Mr. Easton is an all-

Shakesperean scholar and the course
will undoubtedly e an instructive
and enjoyable one.

Give the Children a Deink
called Grain-0. Itix a delicious, ujne
tizing, nourishicg food drink 1o take 11+
place of coffee. Sold by all groeers 1.4
liked by all who have us=ed it beean.e
when properly prepaved it tastes like 1)e
finest coflee but is free from all its -
jurious properties. Grain-0 aids duyre
tion and trengthens the nerves, 1t js
not » stimulant but o health buoilaer
and children, as well ax adults. econa |
drink it with great benefit. ¢ostrabout
an muech as coflee, 15 wud 25:

LADIES—It will pay you to write to the
Winoosket Co . whose advertigemenr
appears on the 3d prge. They emplov
hundred of ladies at their ewn homes
all over the country, and and areduny |
adding to their force.

Read their advertigement,
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Dr W l\.cDJ.mel,

Ve larinary Slu'genn

Uiﬁl e el I a(-l-l e

Al lm-»r' Neita of Dr, Fortier's, 1518
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The old reliable Hair Restorer
and Invigorator, for over thirty
years the leader in its line. If
you give it a trial you will recom-
mend it to your friends. For sale b:

L. D. Browx.

HAIR
Y RE- RE-
NEW-

ll 18 0¢ vital fut
to the haalthy and s:ro
broken down. While:!
i cony sscurdly ssale A nialn wr::per. p_:.-
age ropzid, t) ever: whe writes tor it 1hi4
edition is limited and thu-o desiring i copy ma-:
write promptly, Address B, M. Ross, M. L., 'ub
lishing Dspartment D. 175 Clark- St., Jor.
ontoe. Chicago, :llinois.

r 10 tue \lAIL rn!
edition lasis 1 wi! 4

THE SUCCESS OF THE SEASON.

A $1.2° MAGAZINE
FOR 50 CENTS.

odical, covering the whole field
of popular reading.

the age for beauty and low price.

Depar of D

18 beyond gnestion, and, according to

WHOLE UNITED STATES,

this to you.

for a whole year for enly 30 CENTS.

-glve bim your 50 cents for a year’'s su
to the LEDGER nomum. the G
Magazine. .

The = Sun

. ALONE
Contains - Both.!

Daily, by mail - -$6. a year:
Daily and Sunday, by mail $8 a yr
The Sunday Sun
is the grenteetthbeu:tlt'\']deewspap»r in

Price 5¢ a copy. By mail, $2a year

-

© Address THE BUN, New York,

160 Ledger Building, Now York City.
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BEGGS’
'LITTLE GIANT
PILLS.

e — N Al e T e T,
=== o — 5 TS

Why2do veu complain of indigest-

ion, (.0.1<‘r° ion and Liver ills, when
BEGIS® 14TTLL (‘![.NT riLL
are within such casyreach. zetod 1_(

without 2.superise, do not yar uiipe

and caAn be reliednipon to elfect o spee-

dy curc, -when . all others faill De sure
and ask for BECoS

Forsaldby .-
i My LSRG ! \

LD .BROWN ©

THE LEDGER MONTHLY

A richly illustrated and beautiful peri-

THE LEDGER MONTHLY le the marvel of
With its
Artistic Lithographic Colored Covers, Superb
Pictorial 1llustrations, Serial and Short Stories
by Leading Writers of the World, and Special
ive Art, Embroidery,
Home Employment for Women, and, in fact,
i every Department of home improvement which
adds to the economy and charm of home life, be
1t indoors or outdoors, the LEDGER MONTHLY

COMMENTS OF THE PRESS OF THE

tbhe most wonderful prodaction for its price.
Blmply tosee a copy of the LEDGER MONTHLY
is to be firmly convinced that mo sucn costly
periodical has ever been offered to the public for
£o litile money. Your sample copy will prove

Your Postmaster will show you a sample
copy of the LEDGER MONTHLY =nnd also take
your subscription forthe LEDGER MONTHLY

Don’t fail to ask your Tostmaster to let you
! look at a sample copy, and you will be sure
ription
Family

o

ROBERT BONNER'S SONS, Publishers,

-

“Take  no subsntute. 3
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