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I Continued from last week.] 

CHAPTER III. 
THE CHASING QF QKORQE FENTON. 

This is the story of what George Fen
ton did after be left me with the corpse 
iu Back Saville street that awful 
night I learned it chiefly from the ac
count wbicb the papers gave of the 
•chase by tb.j police, but some of the de
tails were told me afterward by Fenton 
himself After he tan oat of my eight 
he hud not sufficient presence of mind 
to slacken his pace, aud the inevitable 
result was that he attracted the partion-
lur attention of the people he met. His 
hat had fallen off; his coat, which was 
flying open, disclosed his evening dress, 
lu In.- hand he still held the hilt of the 
dagger, while his drawn, white face be
trayed the mental agony he was under
going Even iu Mayfair at that late 
hour of the night such a figure rushing 
alonp the street could hardly escape ex
citing interest Who first started the 
chase is hn material—probably some 
loaftr of the pav^nn'nt—hut very soon 
a crowd of rc:s» peerage dimensions fol
lowed v:•)••!; !kh i; with cries of 
"Stop, i hi  < 

Their at  tjr .-t  fell  upon deaf ears,  
but finally. t ir-v gained upon him, 
Feuti 'n i>- aware < f  hi> pursuers.  
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i.!; 1 siik-. oat he aimed too low, 

• i l  at  t in feet oi his toremost 
, \vh\> stooped down to see what 
This put a moment's pause into 

the pi:r.-uit ,  and that moment gave Fen
ton his chance. He lied as if the furies 
of hell were after him—as luck would 
have it ran into no one—and after end
less doubling and redoubling at length 

found himself in Oxford street hatleBS, 
breathless,  quivering with excitement,  
but the moment safe from pursuit .  See
ing an omnibus passing by, he jumped 
upon it without noting or caring for its 
destination. There was barely room for 
him on the footboard, and his neighbor 
strongly objected to being crushed. 

"If I  was you, guvn'r," said he, "I  
should wait fer the next un. Ten ter 
one i t ' l l  bring your bloomin ti le along 
with i t ." 

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

"Do vou think I'm a-goin to git  a 
inissin word of a cold fer a bloke like 
you? JSot if  I knows it .  "  

"I suppose even your hat has its 
price?" s>id Fenton. 

"Not beinadookal coronet, it hain't. 
Do you think as 'ow I'd be seen in the 
streets of London without a tile? I've a 
reputation to lose if you 'aven't. " 

"What do you say to 5 shill ings for 
i t?" asked Fenton persuasively. 

"Five bob fer my billycock! Five bob 
ler Liu ken and ^eumk's hexerbishon 
prodoose! You must tyke me fer a 
bloomin flat! You 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 
•Jthiuk i t ." 

"Seven and six?" 
'\Seveu and a tanner Well, that's 

more reasonable. It 'ud be a pity fer 
you to tyke cold, a nice young man like 
you, with a future afore you. Seven and 
six does it. But what about the feather? 
I've tykeu a likin to that pycock's 
ploouio. 1 sits aud watches it fer hours 
on wet Sundays It seems to sorter re-
uiiiid me of the rynebows I used to see 
when 1 was young and unspotted from 
the world " 

"toucan 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! Crown. 
'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 It hardly seemed enough 
to conduct a successfnl flight from the 
arms of the law, but it wonld at any 
rate see him clear of the metropolis be
fore the hue and cry was raised if he 
took train at onoe At Paddington he 
almost got down, but for one reason or 

.another be decided in favor of WiJles-
den .1unction. The rain was now falling 
heavily, and the fugitive was this 
time pretty well drenched, but fearing 
to come across some one who knew him 
be dared not take an inside seat There 
he sat in the pouring rain despite the 
invitations of the conductor, the one 
solitary passenger on the roof 

How he c-irsed 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 wonld arrive in safety at their 
.destination At Westbourne Grove they 
grazed a lamppost, 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

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

i er and horses plucked up courage as 
- they neared port, and they drew up at 

the Grown at a smart trot. Here Fenton 

incautiously asked. the "tfonduotor the 
way to the railway station. 

It was upon the stroke of 12 when be 
reached the junction, and he found to 
his great- joy that the night express 
would pass through in a few minutes. 
Where was he to go? At first he thought 
of booking to Scotland, but his slender 
resources decided him in favor of Man
chester. Punctually at 12 minutes paEt 
12 the train'drew up alongside the plat
form, and to Fenton it seemed a perfect 
haven of refuge. He tried to find an 
vmpty compartment, but failed to do so, 
tad at last entered one with a solitary 
inmate. 

This one looked at him with sleepy 
interest as he came in, which was in
creased when Fenton took off his drip
ping coat and thereby disclosed his 
evening dress. For some time he eyed 
him curiously, and then he said in 
broadest Yorkshire,' "Tha's been tuv an 
evening 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 loqnacions Tyke. 

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

" Well I likes to go somewhere where 
one's clothes doan't matter. Give me t' 
waxwork show or t' Bloody Tower." 

Fenton didn't reply, but nothing dis
concerted, his companion went on: 

"Not as I've been to shows this time. 
I've seed 'em all afore. I've been on 
bizness." 

This one looked at him with sleepy inter 
est 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, hoping 
tbis would keep bis companion quiet. 

"Maybe you'd like a sraoak yerse.nr ' 
Baid the Yorkshireman, wbo gener
ously disposed. 

"Thanks, no," said Fenton, "I'm 
uot much of a smoker." 

"That's reet. A young feller should 
reserve his strength so as he can enjoy 
his smoak when his trouble comes." 
And pleased with this philosophic senti
ment the old fellow puffed away at his 
rank cigar. 

There was a pause of a few minutes, 
and Fenton hoped his companion was 
now fully engrossed with his cigar and 
his troubles. But he was mistaken. The 
hearty voice went on : 

"Yes, I've been up toLunnou on biz
ness—very pertikeler bizness. Ah'll tell 
ye all about it, as ye seem interested." 

And he did tell, and his voice buzzed 
in Fenton's ear in harmony with the 
rattling of the wheels and the roar of 
the train. 

On, on the voice went, with never 
ending energy, but Fenton's thoughts 
were elsewhere. He was wet through to 
the skin, he 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 be? 
The thought was simply overwhelming 
that he, George Fenton, 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 absorbed 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 ve put on this 'ere watterproof. 
It'll i keep ye warm ovverneet. It's 
downright daft of ye traveling in newt 
but gimcracks like them, as wouldn't 
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 aims 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 IU her heart; again 

*3* 

Brett.confronted hi inland ooce mercTW 
was .chaser-down tbf> streets by a bow^f 
iug browd.? Quick 'down there, or he 
would he caught! JFaster! Faster! O 

-God, tbey ilre gaining, on him! 'Ant$ 
with a cry of terror he awoke, trem
bling from bead .to .foot .. 

Thank heaven, it was only a horrible 
dreamt He^v.as eafe as yet. / 

And so that interminable night wore* 
on. It was not till the gray morning 
came In through the; carriage Windows 
thatthe thought flashed across him for 

Hbe Urst time. ".Why aq I -running 
away?" 

Brett alone had. seen him, and* he i 

knew he was safe witb Brett No, Dun
can would not betray, him... Had he 
been recognized in the chaws that fol
lowed? Haruly likely. Then he was 
safe. Why inn away? If a gbost of a 
suspicion lodged' against him, he was 
only accentuating it' by absenting him
self. He ought never to have left town. 
De Vere Gardens was the safest place 
for him. What a fool be had been to 
rush madly «way in this absurd fash
ion ! But even now was it too late to 
return? There were quick trains up 
from Manchester.: He could be back by 
noon, and it would be easy to account 
for his absence—such occurrence^ 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 
comfort, and at last, when the sky was 
turning to crimson, George Fenton 
sank into a deep sleep 
•  • • • • • •  

1 "Now, lad, here we be at Manches
ter. Up ye get." 

Fenton robbed his eyes and stared 
round him dazedly and struggled to 
his feet. 

"Thank you very much for your 
mackintosh,' he said to the Yorkshire-
man. "I don't know what I should 
have done without it. " 

He bade the kind fellow goodby and 
struggled into his seddened overcoat 
and now sallied forth into the streets 
of Cottonopolis. It was now past 6 
o'clock, and he soon got hold of a news
paper, which ho opened with palpitat
ing heart. 

"Great heavens!" he cried as his 
eye found tht column he wanted. There, 
in large capitals, stared bim in the 
face: 

HOKRIBLE MURDER IN MAYFAIR 
ARREST >F A NAVAL OFFICER. 

Ilis blood ran cold as ne read the last 
line, for he i once grasped that if Brett 
had been arrested, owing to some ab
surd blunder on the part of the police, 
in order perhaps to save his own life 
he would be . bound to reveal all he 
knew of the murder. He read through 
the account that followed, but that gave 
him little further information. There 
were simply the particulars of the find
ing of the body, Brett's arrest, with the 
subsequent trouble, and the conveyance 
of him and the corpse to the police sta
tion. The paper fell from Fenton's 
band in dismay. Now, at any rate, it 
would be simple folly on bis part to re; 

turn 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 further movements. ! 

He crossed over to the Exchange station 
and looked at the list of departures. At J 

• - ! 

7 o'clock a train would leave for Leeds, i  
and by this train Fenton decided to 
travel. At 9 o'clock he stepped oat on • 
the Leeds platform. 

His first act was to get iciresnment, I 
for iie bad tasted nothing f.ir 12 hours, 
aud was, moreover, suffering arntelv 
as the result of wearing n;s wet cloth- ; 
ing. He was ravenously hungry, aud he 
made a substantial meal. Once mora 
the blood seemed to course i:i his veins, 
and his courage revived. For a long 
time be sat over his breakfast deliberat
ing on his next move, which he at 
length decided must be to get rid of his 
3ress clothes. If suspicion had fallen 
upon him, these would no doubt be an : 

important link in his detection, and it ! 
seemed more risky to continue wearing ! 
them than to dispose of them. Ho spent • 
the greater part of the morning wan- i 
deriug up and down the city before he ! 
found a shop likely for his purpose. At ! 
last he entered one and asked the man 1 

behind the counter what he would give 
for the suit he was wearing. 

"Dress shoots are nodings moosh in 
my line, and shtill less so ven dey are ! 
sboiled mit mud and wed. De glosh on : 

dis shoot is debarded forever, and mys 

fr'en's only wants gloshy dress shoots." 
Gloss or no gloss, Fenton explained, ; 

be must have it exchanged for an every- • 
day rig out. 

"My fr'en, if i't is an exchange you ; 
vants perhaps 1 can do someshing for 
you. I dorfc it was monish vat you vant-
ed. See here. Dis is a vinding in j 
shecks. You could blay shess or dravts 
on de design ven you was dat vay in
clined." 

Fenton explained he did not feel at : 
all that way inclined. He wanted some
thing not quite so pronounced. 

"I see noding wrong mit de bronun-
ciation. Peraps it is a gole black shoot 
you vants, mit vich to attebd your own 
vuneral." 

After much parleying and haggling 
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 
evening papers were out, and Fenton 
eagerly scanned a copy of The Evening 
Post. .' U'X'V; 

"Horrible Tragedy In Mayfair—The 
Murderer at Large," met his eyes, and 
with trembling heart he read of "the 
release of the naval officer" and of the 
chase after himself the previous night,; 
the discovery, of the hilt of the dagger, 
and, C> God', of his own departure to; 
Manchester from WillesrlHi Junction.^ 
Then followed a description of himself; 
"Dark, about 5 feet 9 in height, weli: 

built} Jsrowu'eyfS and mustacbr 
r about U(f years of£>ge; ajp'the time yvas 

wearing evenmg^dress clothes, a light 
> bvere(^a't and a boiler Ijat."'" v 

* Fentbn's'^bead^ wbifted as \e< read 
thesp/linesi- and be looked round in ter-
ror, .half -expecting to soo, jsojne 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 immediate
ly.' Once more he must take train in 
•the hope cf baffling his pursuers. ..He, 
walked into Wellington station' and 
foiled that a train started in a few min
utes for Skipton He bought a; ticket' 
furtively, dully wondering Why the 
clerk did not eye him suspiciously. . 

He was at Skipton within the hour. 
What was he to do now? He had some
thing lees than a sovereign in his pock
et, so be could not afford another jour
ney by train. Besides, he must shun 
the haunts of news readers. The coun
try would be the best place for him 
how. He was almost at his wits' end, 
but he pulled himself together, went 
into a public house and called for some 
brandy. This put enough Dutch cour
age into his soul to enable him to in
quire about the surrounding country 
from a garrulous bar ranger. As a re-
gult of his nquiries be determined to 
take to the Cracoe road, hoping to 
reach Graesington and the scattered 
villages beyond, where newspapers were 

| few and the population illiterate. 
Then he set out. The brandy saw 

' him through a mile or two, but the es-
j citement was telling upon him, and his 
j bodily pain was increasing, and soon 
! ho could scarcely crawl along. He rest-
' ed many a time and oft by the way, 
i and it was dark when the glimmer of 
| the lights of Rylstone village met his 
i 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 tear of ultimate discovery, so he 
' cast about him for a roof for shelter. 

By the moonlight he espied an old shed 
|  alongside some stabling, and thither he 

1  repaired. Not having even strength 
! enough to search for l i t ter for a bed, he 
; threw himself down on the ground and 
I fell  into a broken .sleep. 
! He awoke in the early morning with 
i pains and aches shooting all over his 
| body, but with mind clear enough 
; appreciate the exigencies of the situa-
J tion. He must be up and away before 
: the sleuthhouuds could scent him. He 
j dragged his unwilling limbs out of the 
; shed a:ul gained the highway. But now 

the want of food was beginning to tell 
j heavily upon him, and his legs almost 
; refused to move. Long before he reach

ed Cracoe he was overtaken by a coal 
| cart. He hailed the driver and asked for 
. a lift. The man looked at him doubt-

folly, but the offer of coin produced the 
desired effect. Lying full length on a 

| sack on the top of the coals, Fenton 
spent the next hours in a dazed, witless 

i condition. The driver's destination was 
j Kilnsey, and there his fare was turned J adrift. Here Fenton determined to have 
i something to eat, for without food he 
j , felt it;would be impossible to go farther. 
I H« staggered into the village fun, which 
i stood invitingly near. Suddenly a look 

of terror overspread his face and he 
1 turned sharply off the main road. He 

had seen a policeman enter. A police
man in that old world place! What was 

! he doing there? To his distorted vision 
• the- mat; was already making inquiries 

of the innkeeper,  and the carter would 
be t 'xere iu a minute to add his Jink to 

; the h;;iu of evidence that was gradual-
• i jr  l iyihg forged around him. 

Foajr galvanized his stiffened limbs 
: into action, and down that loi.ely lane 
; Fentou peltPd with Miml hnrrv TOhith-

er lie knew not nor carea. xue spart cna 
not laEt long, and he soon dropped into 
his oljl  shamble. To make things worse, 
the riin,  which had been threatening 
all  d<y, now came down in torrents,  
and flie need of some place of cover 
grew imperative. There was a haystack 

• near-j-the only hope of shelter in that 
bleakj inhospitable landscape—but be-

! fore lie could even reach what refuge 
|  that afforded the piti less rain had 
; drenched him to the marrow. The 
i whol^ of thst wretched afternoon Feu-
j ton t^ieltered there, sometimes dozing, 

: 
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\ 

m 

The man looked at me doubtfully. 
moii often terribly wide awake, wet, 
coh and hungry. When dusk came, be 
ven ured forth again in quest of food 

; and lodging, which he must have if he 
wisJ ed to keep mind and body together 
He truggled on for a couple of hours, 
covtring little ground, although strain
ing very nerve. There were lights of a 
honnstead in the distance, for which 
he ; Hide without even , attempting to 
concict a likely tale to account for his 
apparance, but fate was dead against 
him' The rain had ceased now, but it. 
bad eft the ground thick with slush, 
thro igh which the weary fugitive strug
gled like a drunken man. The lights he 
was naking for seemed ever to recede 
like will-o'-the-wisps, and Fenton grew 
dim * conscious he could not reach 
them 

Thire was no other building at hand, 
no rc if to shelter him', but he could gO 

.no fa ther. His legs refused to move, 
his 1: tad was bursting, and-with a cry 
of a rful helplessness and despair be 
sank down upon the olammy ground, at 

' last unconscious of aii his woes. " 
• • • ' • • 

: It was two days-afterward when Fen
ton regained consciousness. ' When he 
Opened his eyes. be wkis iiif a strange 
bedroom. He gave a feeble ory of sur
prise, and, as if in response, an old 
dame appeared at the bottom of the bed. 

"Thank God, ye've come round at 
last I- thought it vrer', all up wi' ye 
once. Bht ddan't ye talk now. Juqt ye 
drink this and £oa to sleep. I' maister 
will tell ye all about it when, 'e comes: 
oam." i 

With a- sigh of contentment Fenton 
did, as hp was loid. -

When next he opened his eyee, they 
fell upon a familiar form. There by-his 
bedside was the burly farmer wbo. had 
traveled with, him .from Wiliesdent 
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 thowc 
of seeing ye ag'in, and two days after
ward I finds ye in my three aore pasture 
in a pretty fever. I knew'd ye at onct, 
although ye'd changed yer togs aL;l 
shaved yer mustash. Ye've been m 
trouble, lad. I could tell fro' yer rid
ings. But nivver mind. No one's hear:] 
'em but me and t' missis, 'cept u~r 
Jeames, who helped me to carry ye in ; 
and I've squared Jeames not to let on." 

"What did 1 say?" anxiously asked 
Fenton. 

"Ye talked a strange lot of stuff, 
lad, abaht a ^..irl—thear's generally a 
woman at-bottom of moast things; and 
ye seemed to be terribly fond of tbis 
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. "Good 
God!" he cried. "Iamlo3t!" 

"Lay ye down ag'in, lad," said the 
farmer, pushing him back with rough 
gentleness. " NYhativver ye've done, I'll 
not be the man to give ye away. I had 
a lad of my own once, and I reckon 
ye're some mother's sou." 

Fenton grasped the farmer's hand i:: 
dumb thankfulness. 

"Nay, nay, Jad—it's nowt. Ye must 
go to sleep now, aud think ye're i:i >vr 
own bed at oam ' 

But even as the farmer spoke there 
was a sourd of tramping feet, and a 
voice thick with drink was heard pro 
testing: 

"Noa, noa, Ward; 1 didn't tell yc 
owt Tak' yerself off before t' maist- • 
corn§s.1' 

"Don't be a fool, James. 1 must jrj 
up stairs and look at him," said an uu 
thoritative voice/ 

The farmer 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 bed 
and then said, with bustling impor 
la:;-.-: 

"George Fenton, I arrest you for the 
murder of Harriet Staples!" 

[To be continue.].  

'in. McDaniel, 

The lecture course to b» givm iii 
the .M. E. cbuich by Rev. \V. II KmsI-
on will commence Jan. 19th.with MP 
introductory lecture on rflKt','* 
penre and the Bible."' ,lSotn« 
and Shnkeeperean Characters'' uili 
be the subject Feb. 9th; ..The li-ilie 
as Literature," March '2nd, and! be 
course will end March 23rd with n 
lecture on ' Shakspeare's \\!MC-
heth.' " Mr. EHM!OIS is an abl^ 
Shakesperean scholar nnd tK> course 
will undoubtedly t.o nn instruenve 
and enjoyable one. 

Give the Children a Dtfint 
called Grain-O. It is a delicious, 
tizing, nourishing food drink to Tak*- 11 <• 
place of coffee. Sold by all grocers JH><] 
liked by all wbo have used it bfcaij-e 
when'properly prepared it t«stes lik*» t >.»> 
f i n e s t  c o f f e e  b u t  i s  f r e e  m a n  a l i  i t s  i t -
juriouw properties. Grain-0 aids d>u»« 
tion and trengtbens the nerves, li iw 
not h stimulant but u health huihi.-r 
and children, as wpII as adults, can 
drink it with great benefit. »'osttuiboHt 
as much as eoflee. 15 Hiid 25c\ 

LADIES—It will pay you to write to tl)<> 
Wiuoosket To. whose advert ispnt^ur, 
appears on the 3d p»ge. They emplm-
hundred of ladies at their iiom»*« 
all over the country, a nd and aredttiiy 
adding to their force. 

Head their advertisement. 
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j.Q,b. tio'if of Df Fortler's, lstS 

DRHMEN & GRBLL. 
...... 11< tM'-r* HI. .... 

Ail KiaJs of Farm Machinery, 
Flour. Feed and ; 

Groceries. 
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The old reliable Hair Restorer 
and Invigorator, for over thirty 
years the leader in its iine. If 
you give it a trial you will recom

mend it to your friends. For sale m 
L. D. BROWN. 
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and Opinions 
OF 

THE SUCCESS OF THE SEASON. 

THE LEDGER MONTHLY 
A $1.e» MAGAZINE 

FOR 50 CENTS. 

A richly illustrated and beautiful peri
odical, covering the whole field 

of popular reading. 

THE LEDGER MONTHLY te the marvel of 
tbe age for beauty and low price. With its 
Artistic Lithographic Colored Covers, Superb 
Pictorial Illustrations. Serial aud Short Stories 

j by Leading Writers of tbe World, and Special 
I Departments of Decorative Art, Embroidery, 
; Home Employment for Women, and, in fact, 

every Department of home improvement which 
adds to tbe economy and charm of home life, be 
it indoors or outdoors, the l.FOGER MONTHLY 
is beyond question, and, according to 

COMMENTS OF THE PBESS OF THE 
WHOLE UNITED STATES, 

tbe most wonderful production for its price. 
Simply to see a copy of the l.EDGER MONTHLY 
is to be firmly convinced tbat no sncn costly 
periodical has ever been offered to the public for 
so little money. Your sample copy will prove 
this to yon. 

Your Postmaster will show yon n sample 
copy of the LEDGER MONTHLY and also take 
your (nabacrlptiofi for the LEDGER MONTHLY 
for a whole year for only SO CENTS. 

Don't foil to ask your Postmaster to let you 
loolc at a sample copy, and you will be sure to National Importance. I • ^ve bim your SO cents for a year's subscription 

* tcr the LEDGER MONTHLY, the Great Family 
Magazine. • 1 

BOBEKT BONNER'S SONS, Publishers, 
160 Ledger Boilding, New York City. 

The • Sun 

- Both Contains 
BEGGS' 
LITTLE GIANT 

PILLS. 
Daily, by mail - -$6. a year ; 
Daily and Sunday, by mail $8 a yr! 
The Sunday .Sunj 
is the greatest Sunday Newspaper iu 

,, v 1 he world 

Price 5c a copy. By mail, $2 a ypm 
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