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OCTOBER 17th, 1884.

QUINCY CARDS.

The following is & list of First-class Quin-
? Business 111'.n'uncn and representative ‘3:“.

(s m;ﬂmfl;ua:mm of those of our
patrons who Incy, especially conn.
ry merchanis, to thisa - ist. poc:!l,al care
was taken W bave firstclass, responsible
men on the list,

L C. WILLIANSON,
BRASS FOUNDER,

Monxn Maxer axp Macuixe Reraimes,
Third and Malo Strects,
QUINCY, - - ILLINOIE.

All wurk juaranieed ssilsfactary . Cash

i‘f' C. NICHOLS,

LAW AND REAL ESTATE,
=5 Mate Street,

QUINGY, -~ .
QuITH , HILL & 00..
Manufacturers ot

IRON HOUSE FRONTS,

At Kixps or Gray IroN Castings,

Quincy, Iilinois.
Corner Fifth and Ohlo strects,

j'__H. MICHELMANN,
» Manufsetarer of all kinds ot

STEAM BOILERS,

Conl (v, Lard and Water Tanks,
Coolers, Kettles, Ete,,
Also all Kinds of Iron Work, Smoke Stacks and
Britchings, Special attention given to a1l kinds of

repalrisg. Orders by mall or tefegraph  prompt)
.w-(.a-.:f . Secoud handBollers un[uynpon h‘-ng
C arner Spring and Sec Sireets

QUINUY, ILLINOIS,
HARVEY CHATTEN,

ARCHITECT,

Quixcy, ILL.

Plans and Specifieal lons furuldbod fise all elasses

of Work and prompily 1o and satisfaction
puaranteed,  Correspoundenco sotlelted,

P C. CLAYBERG, M. D,
QUINCY, ILLINOIS.

urrice Houtt— 8to la, m., 1todand 7 to 9 p. m.
Offior 514 Malin Street,

_ EIRESVILLE CARDS.
R. L DARROW,
NOTARY PUBLIC,
REAL ESTATE & INSURANCE AGENT.

KirksviLLE, Mo.,

tedl Estate, pay taxea,
& all Kinds,

T C. HARRIS

Justice of the Peace, Conveyancer, Real
Estate and ax Paying Acent,

KIRKSV LLE, - - Missouni.
1l fedn Imnds, town ]lrnm'r‘l}' olc, on
un, Bomevery desirabile farus and elty

unimproved improved for sale at
Tuxes . flected ab-

ol d prompiiy.

- Al ba ¥ Jouked
promptuess, OGFricE—South
uver Jamison’s Drug 5t e,
n3 m

s and

B
b

;I_ E. PATTERSON
A.M SMITH & CO.,
Real Estate, TnAPaﬁui and Insurance Agents
N Publi

A SMITH,

otary

¢, Ete..
i sk cotlections ex-
e devds of
wuf the most
f v ver lo Adair
wa'-swd nd can give
* wilh low rate
aswer with low

Azlly v apted to sheep
elevated and rolllsz. Have also
proved farnss 1o tracte from 4) scres
utnt near market and contigeous
i 1 » AlS0 Town property asd bhulld-
site. Xo =ry fer—cuorrespundence with non
£ oWning lands or town property in this or
uing countles s respectfully  solleited. o
= wilhout sale 15 ellected.,

Al FOWLER'S
MERCHANT TAILOR.
KIRKSVILLE, MO

(Enst vide sqnare over Jamtson’s Drug Hrore)

Jithe place W get the Best S g b o
e~ o E ¢ Dest Sult of Clothes for the

HENRY BESTMAN

UNDERTAKER.

Hasapened s shop on the No
} Y Northess
the aquare and keeps s full (e of A ey

COFFVINS, BURIAL CASES ETIC.
Gl\u .'::.n-j stlow rates. Ordess Bromplly Glled snd
-‘-“'. I-L.lzr.l-;u'!:l:,.:pi Is prepared 1w dy all klnds op

Bl Hue,

H. S. HAMILTON,

DEALER IN

WOOD, COAL ETC.

KIrksviLLE, Mo.

Ql_ucr_ : :  NowrTH SIDE SQUARE,

- = — = __'.-_-_-_ B

J.W. JOENSTON,

Attorney at Law and Notary Public.

OB over Saviags Bask . Kirkeville, Missourt.
J HCARTER.

DENTIST.
KIRKSVILLE, MO.

—

Detits) rooms " .
“I. work hr.u—rl n::?r:.""h Side Square, New brick.

nn

CHAS. 5. BOscow |,

Prvsiciax & Surarox,
KirksviLLe Mo.

—

WUl attena
Mot 10 rear of it 50, &1l Thours. Ofice ne

rdsin s Drag Siere - ] !ﬁﬂ-l:
W, b.oip
ATTO;

UP SALT RIVER.

(Alr **Way down on the Swance River,)
Way up 0ld Salt River,
Oh 80 tarwway,
Where candidaies sre left to shiver,
There's where democrata stay,
Tovem it Is cold and dreary
Bo far sway from bome
Their voyage now 1 over,
Xo more they wisk to roam.
CHONIS,
Oh how Lhe Demoerats shiver,
No more they want to ream,
Away up old Salt itl rer
They always find & home,
Cluveland and Headricky weakoo
All along the Iine,
White Hlatne is growlng stronger
And Logan's proapects shine,
Bnt alas poor old Grover
Your castles in the alr,
have passed away like vapor,
Or the tamows fve cent fare,

Choras—Ot now the democrat shiver, vic., =
Asd pow for ol SaltBiver, - . "

return no never,
Though it almost breaks his heart,
Farcwell now ol Grover,
No more we'll have you roam,
But awsy up old Salt River,
You fingd s gulet hbome,

Chinrus—Oh how the Democrats shiver, ete. ,

His Friend and Adviser,

DY M. J. ROY,

Author of “Waller Brownfield,”
“Stage Struck,”  The Hired Girl?
ele., ele.

CHAPTER 1.

TW0 QUEER OLD PEOPLE.

The gables of the great old fash-
ioned country house refiected the rays
of the setticgsun, The windowsin the
west was like a vast ball of fire, which
threatened at any moment to consume
the entire building. It was alarge old
house surrounded by a grove of
solemn walnuts and elms. Just when
that building had been erected no one
knew exactly, but it was certainly at a
very early date in the country’s history.
We find 1t now sadly out of repair,

from the thick walnut boards and col-
umns. Here and there a broken shut-
tér is made the sport of the wind, the
creaking hinges suggesting to the
mind of the timid ghosts and goblins
futting through the air. The great
perch which extends along almost the
entire front of the house begins to
show evidences of decay. The vast
columns supporting the roof are brown
with time and the wood rotted with
age. The floor has many boards in it
which would be treacherous beneath a
heavy weight The stack of tall
chimneys which seem to have been
gathered in a cluster at the center of
the roofs and gables, have grown
black with age.

The house stood on a hill but a few
rods from a well traveled thorough-
fare, and in one of the most fertile
regions of the whole country,

The blue hills lying across the fer-
tile fields were covered with verdure
and forests to their summits. The
golden sunlight falling upon the hazy
mist-like verl in the distance, seemed
to give ita tint which might defy an
artist’s skill. The black upheaved
soil prepared to receive the seed corn
was of the richest quality. In front o
the buildings and across the thorough-
fare was a bottom covered with short,
green grass and a few oaks now green
with fresh young leaves. These form-
ed bowers for hundreds of feathered
songsters which warbled forth their lays
the entire summer. Beyond this bot-
tom plain was a creek which flowed
almost parallel with the road for a mile
below the house where it crossed it,
being spanned at the crossing with a
strong wron framed bridge.

The Vane place as the quaint old-
fashioned house was called, though
having within it the elements of luxury
and prosperity, was year by year fall-
ing into a worze state of delapidation
and decay. The once strong oak
fence was rotten, and threatened to
soon fall to pieces. In fact there were
broken panne's mended here and
there with rough poles or a thorn bush
drawn into the opening to mend the
gap. The bamn wasold and the pamt
having entirely disappeared, left the
wooden boards and strips to the ex-
posure of the weather. The fence
about the barn lot was in as bad a
state as any other part of the premises.
Two or three old horses with sharp
pointed hip bones were standing on
the sunny side of the bam. Their
ribs were plain'y marked against their
shaggy coats which in the early spring
had not been shed. The old wagon
and ancient rockaway standing in the
leaky shed were in keeping with all
about the Vane homestead.

Sitting on the long porch in her
ancient rocking chair was Margaret
Vane, the mistress of the homestead.

AT LAW,
Kinxsvirre, Mo.
S 3-Over Hops & Bope's siore Soutd 8ide
_— o

Shewas as old and decrepit as was

The paint has almust entirely worn | &

the farm. Margaret was a half owner
m the homestead.  She was no wife or
mother, though nearing sixty years,
but an old maid. Her brother Reuben
and herself had owned and lived on
the Vane homestead ever since their
father died and bequeathed it to them.
Reuben, like herself had never been
married, and for many years the aged
couple had lived alone. It was fre-

people ol ihe neighborhood as to
which of the two was the oldest. It
was generally conceded by all that
Margaret was a few years the senior of
her brother..
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woolen stocking upon a rustic bench
at her side. walked down to the gate
as rapidly as her stiffened knees and
creaking joints would permit. There
was a scowl upon her face which made
it appear hideous, No wonder chil-
dren avoided her, and no oue could
wonder that Margret Vane had re-
mained single all her life. Surely there
could be no loveable quality about
one so frightfully homely as she.
Children had avoided her and grown
up people shunned her, until she came
at last to avoid every one and became
arecluse. When une came near
enovgh Margaret Vane, they would
discover that the scow! upon her face
was more the result of imperfect vision
than ill nature. She was affitcted with
that deformity called near sightedness
to such an extent that she was forced
to strain her optics in order to see
any object however conveniently near.
She stood leaning upon the gate scowl-
ing along the dusty road. A farmer
came along in his wagon and cast a
glance of pity and disgust at the poor
unfortunate creature standing by the
ate. [t was thesound of his wagon
which had brought her from the long
porch, for her hearing was keen even
il her eye sight was dim. She scowl-
ed at the farmer as he drove past.

“] swan Mag Vane gits uglier every
day,” the farmer remarked to him-
self.

Poor Miss Vane notwithstanding
her forbidding appearance, had no
enmity against mankind. True she
had been neglected and shunned, aad
driven to retire within herself, but she
bore no ill will against the public for
having ostracised her.

“It is 'bout ume for Reuben to
coine,” she said to herself in that
strange, husky voice which one accus-
toms one’s self to after long isclation
Her ears already heard the soond of
footsteps approaching and she contin-
ued to scowl down the road until a
form which grew up before her defec-
tive vision became more and more
familiar until she recognized her
brother.

He wasa medium sized, sad faced
man clothed in coarse homespun far-
mer’s garb. His straw hat was brown-
ed witb rains and sun of more than
one summer. His beard was over
two week's growth and well flecked
with gray. His pale blue eyes were
timid and seemed anxious to avoid
meeting even the scowling vision of
his sister. Silently the brother entered
the gate, very much with the air of a
crushed man. He was toil stained
and his brow bore evidences of per-
spiration.

*/Has anyone been here 2" he asked
in a low voice, very much like a crimi-
nal seeking to avpid detection.

“No,” she answered.

A look of relief overspread his fea-
wres and he followed his sister up the
sadly neglected walk to the great
porch.

Sit down here, Reuben, it is cooler.
Waitand rest and I will prepare your
supper for you soon,”

With more of the tender solicitude
of a mother than a sister she gave him
the easy chair she herself had occu-
pied and taking his well wom and
faded straw hat hung it in the hallway.
There was an air of refinement and
good breeding about Mies Vane which
neither her age nor uglinesss could
conceal. Her tender sympathy for
that brother whose life seemed so dark
and full of care should have won the
respect of even those who avoided
her on account of her personal appear-
ance.

While the ancient maiden busied
herself preparing the evening meal her
brother satin a timid state, casting
tugitive glances down the road. Had
he been some poor criminal momenta-
rily expecting the officers of the law
to come and drag him to prison, he
could not have been more nervous.

When supper was arranged Margaret
came to inform her brother. She
tried to smile, but the frightfub scowl
usurped it and terminated with a sigh.
With an accompanying sigh he arose
and followed her to the rear porch
where the table had been spread. She
got an ancient basin with clean, cool
water for her brother to wash away the
stains of toil. Then providing him
with a clean towel, he was soon ready
for the evening meal.

The sun had meanwhile gone down
and the candle lighted. Non blessing
was asked upon the food that was
spread before them. Margaret sat for

quently the dispute among the young | look.

She rose from the chmron which | ;

brother’s voice returning thanks to
Him to whom we owe all our com-
forts, but Reuben quietly and as sol-
emnly as he went about all other mat-
ters, proceeded with bis supper.

¢ He has forg id Margaret

“But he wants to see you.”

“Has he been here?’ There, was
a world of pent up agony and’ uneasi-
ness in this question,

“No, not to-day,” answered Miss
Vane, the scowl on her wrinkled face
growing intense, “but he said when he
was here before that he would want to
see you soon,

The miserable man shuddered and
proceeded in silence to finish his sup-
per. When he at last pushed back
his chair from the table he gathered
up sufficient courage and resolution to
look his sisterin the face a moment.
“‘Margaret,”’ he said in a pleading man-
ner, “wont vou go for her 1"

She realized that he had an aversion
to the task and that was sufficient for
her t6 decide. She had never refused
to make her brother’s burden as light
as [ ossible, and she answered:

H\-'ES'

CHAPTER II.

CLAUDIA HALL.

It was higch noon when the train
came in to Kingston, The httle, in-
significant village had ‘but a small
crowd of idlers gathered round on the
platform of the depet. Among them
were a few boys who had nothing to
do but make mischief, or gaze with
brazen finpudence on the passengers.
Long before the train came in people
were assembling at the depot some to
go away, others to meet friends. p

Standing apart from all others, with
her face shaded by a prodigions sun
bonnet, from beneath which she scowl-
ed about her, was Miss Vane. She
was soon the object of attraction es-
pecially of the boys. Her being so
seldom seen at Kingston was enough
to arouse their curiosity.

“There’s old Miss Vane,” said one
urchin to another.

“Yes, what d’ve reckin she's doin’
here

“Dun kno'— golly what a frown she’s
got on her face. She’s a horrid look-
in’ thing ain’t she?”

‘;‘\?es.n

“What makes her do that?”

“Near sighted. She’s very good to
us boys when we go up there a nuttin’
or to gather blackberries, but she’s so
i:giy that the dogs bark at sight o
rer.”

With no apparent interest she stood
watcling the people, now scowling in
one direction, and then another. At
last a long line of black smoke appear-
ed in the d'stance which drew nearer
until one dense volume rolled up into
view above the hills and trees. A
great dark speck appeared on the top
of the bright rails, looking in the dis-
tance like a monster hog. Momenta-
rily the speck grew larger as it swept
along right over the track. On, on
and on it came untii it developed into
the thundering, speeding train.

“Wonder 1f old Miss Vane is going
to go off,” some one whispered.

Another one answered: “Maybe
she has come to meet some one.”
Then there was a giggling and titter-
ing among the younger acd more friv-
olous. The loud clanging of the bell
drowned further remarks or conversa-
tion. The train ran in and stopped
along side the depot. Several persons
descended from the cars to the plat-
form. Among them was a young girl
of about seventeen summers with large,
blue eyes and golden hair. She was
tall, graceful and pretty. Her travel-
ing duster bore evidences of a cousid-
erable journey, She was beyond a
doubt a young lady of culture and re-
finement and at once excited the ad-
miration of all who saw her. She
stood gazing about her for a few mo-
ments as 1f perplexed. At last she ap-
proached an honest looking farmer
and said:

“[ beg pardon, sir,
know Reuben Vane?”

“Rube Vane, sartinly I do, young
leddy. He lives out here about six
miles up the crick.”

“Is he here

“No, Miss, I haint seen Rube to-
dﬂ._\’."

At this moment the farmer’s boy
who stoodathis side touched his el
bow and whispered :

“Pa, Miss Vane is here.”

“Where I?

“There she stands by the corner o
the depot.”

Sure enough there stood the an-
cient maiden scowling about her to
the right and left, yet not venturing to
move from her position. The farmer
then turned to the girl and said :

“Thar’s Miss Margaret Vane, young
lady, that old "oman standing thar by
the corner.”

A look of disappointment came over

but do you

a long while expecting to hear her

the fair young face as she caught sight

o| - *Itis aunt

girl growing somewhat pale beneath ] bed; & dark -“':‘
| 'the scowl her relative gave her. ilmf““ 'ﬁ'ﬂ".
;| Vage'rhaliting that her new Telative o Lo vt o

* | might not be accustomed to her i~

% %You don

house on the hill

of that shriveled form and those scowl-
ing features, but it was only temporary.
She recovered herself almost at once,
and advancing to Miss Vane very
much like one who has a duty to per-
form ‘and is determined to do it, with
the best grace possible she said:

“This is Miss Margaret Vane, is it |

not?”
~“Yes, Miss, and this is cnaadiz"m

mity, - strove to look pleasant aad

n | smiled, but without making her effort

an entire success. :
ook much like I thought

Jos wouldy ! §

i

i€ tone was pl
ed as she answered:

“You do not hardly know me yet
aunt, and can not decide whether I am
pretty or not until you have studied
me."

“Oh yes, I know that pretty is as
pretty does, but 1 dare say you a very
nice girl Claudia. People who have
known you seem to think you are good
and we shall get along well I hope.
But,” she added with a deep drawn
sigh, “I'm arraid my dear you'll find
our home a very cold and cheerless
place.”

“I will make it cheerful for you
aunt, and you know beggars must not
be choosers,” she said with a bewitch-
img smile. Growing sad a2 moment
later she added: *I suppose you
know that my guardian baving squan-
dered the little property left me by my
father, and his bondsmen being insol-
vent, I aus penniless.”

“Yes, yes child, you wrote all thatto
us, so don’t mention it, don't please.
You are welcome to our poor hospitali-
ty, but it will be very poor indeed.
We live in a gloomy old house and are
two gloomy old people now. Theday
was when we were bright and prosper-
ous, but not now, not now,” and she
shook her old gray head and brushed
a tear from her eye.”

*Why did not uncle Reuben come ¥
Clandiaasked in order to change the
subject.

“iHe's very busy and did not think
he could come.”

The train moved on an®old Marga-
ret with her niece at her side walked
away to where a sharp pointed horse
stood harnessed to the old well-worn
rockaway. The horse and carriage
were like the ancient lady, faded and
out of date. Driving back to the
depot she had the trunk of her niece
put in the carriage and then drove
carefully away lest the rickety old con-
cern might break down. The wheels
creaked and the bands rattled in a
threatening manner as the horse jug-
ged along the steet. People tumed
out to gaze at the pretty niece of old
Margaret, and there was many a sigh
for the poor girl as they saw her going
away to that dismal, gioomy home.
But Claudia was all sunshine herself.
She seemed capable of dispelling the
deep shadows even from that old
The drive home-
ward was not a pleasantone. Although
Margaret Vane made several efforts to
rouse upand be cheertul, habitual quiet
and gloom would assert itself and she
found herself sighing 1n the presence
of this young creature whose life she
would not by any meanes darken with
her cares.

Though Claudia sometimes felt a
chill coming over her, she was too
young, too full of hope and the glad
sunshine of youth to be long depress-
ed. She rallied easily and told her
aurt she loved the old and quaint and
she believed that tneir home was one
of those gloomy old chateaus of which
she had read in romance, and would
be delighted to stay there.

“Is it haunted ?” she finally asked
with a smile.

“No child, do not fill your head with
any foolish notions. The place has
nothing romantic about it. It was
once prosperous enough, but now—
now it’s kind o’ run down.”

On venturing to ask what had made
it run down, the old lady scowled fora
moment as if trying to concentrate her
vision on something and after a mo-
ment’s silence said:

“Your uncle Reuben got into law.”

“Got into law. Oh, 1 should think
it would have been a very easy thing
to have got out.”

The old lady sheok her head sadly
and answered that it was no easy mat-
ter after one once got into law to get
out. - The lawyers seem fo get their
fingers about people’s throats and
never let go until their veins had been
suckeddry. The conversation seem-
ed to greatly add to the gloom of the
ancient maiden, and Claudia was very
willing to changeit to some more en-
livening topic. At last the gloomy
old house with its dark walls loomed
up beforethem. There was enough in
its appearance to have chilled the
heart of one of less vital force than
Miss Claudia, but she regarded 1t as
the most romantic, great gloomy old
house she had ever seen, and declared
she was delighted with it.

CHAPTER IIL

THE ADVISER.

The sun was rising over the great
hill when Claudia awoke. She slept
tha east end of the house and the sun-
light fell directly in the room. Itis
doubtful whethar any portion of that

scowl was repulsive and Claudia blush-

&

&

L
]

:
858

:
]
5
i
et
Farnt

ENES

age and

The full light of the sun now flooded
the long neglected chambver with its
old fashi hangings and furniture.
She was more inchined to devotion
from the grim aspect of the room and
its furniture more especislly the tall
stiff ¢hairs; one of which stood closa by
her bedside and looked as if some old
fashioned personage had been sithing
there all mght and had just escaped in
time to avoid discovery. After kneel-
ing in prayer she sat by the window
for a few moments enjoying the fresn
morning air, and the odors trom a
magniticent rose bush which grew in
the garden. .
She was still at the window when
her annt called {o ber from the head of
the stairway to come to breakfast. In
the dining room she met her uncle. fis
face was sad ana hageard as if he had
been wrestling all mght with some
great sorrow. The breakfast hour pass-
ed in almost completesilence. Clandia
made several efforts to rally her uncle
and bring a smile to his lips buf they
were all failures. He sat and sighed
m solemn silence. He tried to be
cheerful evidently for her sake, bul his
efforts only seemed to increase the sad-
ness.

“You will find this a gloomy old
house Claudia,” he at last said timidly.
*“There 13 nothing here to encourage
one to live."

“(h uncle there is certainly much to
encourage one to live. The pright sun-
shize, the pure air, the beauntiful land
scape and those mice singing robins
all seem to invite one to live. This old
hionse could be made a palace. Puton
a few fresh coats of paint, have the
fences mended and painted and let the
grass on the lawn be trimmed, then in
will be beantitul.”

He sighed and deelared it wasno use

Claudia was abont so asx why, when
her aunt who had risen from the table
declared that she heard the sound of
buggy wheels. Claudia could not but
mark the changs on her uncle’s face.
It turned an almost deathly white,and
i a voice scarcely above a wisper he
zasped.

“lsit he ? Has he come?”’

Before any answer could be madea
loud knocking was beard at the front
door.

“Margaret, Margarey, he bas come
agamn. Something has gone wrong.”
said the wretched man clotching the
thin wrist of his sister, Clandia was too
much astounded to ask whatit meant
and sat iresolute and powerless to help
her poor relatives. The loud knocking
at the door was repeated and old Mar-
garet said; :

“I will go and see, Ruben, it may
not be so bad atter all as you think.”
She left him all impatient and trem-
bling, and hurrying through the great
front room which had once been a re-
spectable parlor, came to thas door.
Claadia head her engaged in conversa-
tion with a man about thirty-five years
of age whose voice was deep and hus-
ky. She cvuld not understand his
words but his domineering voice was
harsh and grating. He entered the
sitting room unhidienand with marked
familiarity threw himself into an old
arm chair and said:

“] must see him. It is very mmpor-
tant.” .

There was such an_air of command
abont the voice thatClaudia was anx-
10us to see the man. When her aunt
came into the room and told Reamben
Vane that he would not be put off, the
girl noticed that her uncle was frem-
bling violently. What power had this
strange man over him, thought Clan-
dia, and hiled with curiosity she went
to the door which was shghtly ajar,
that she might be a witness to the in-
terview, Thestranger was of medium
height, bair slightly flacked with gray.
He bad a short mustache which he was
constantly twirling. He had a dark
brown eyes which was restless and
uncertam., His face was red and there
was a mock heartiness, and meck jocu-
lanty about him, which she wasnot
able to nnderstand. She was sore it
was deceitful, ing and dishonest.
. “Well Rube how are you?” he said
with gross famwiliarity not deigning to
rise from his chaiy.

“I am Pratty well, thank yom, Mr.
Oshorne,” was the timid man’s answer,
as he stood meek and trembling before
the stranger,

“3it down Rube,” said Osborne, then
with a langk at what bhe deemed his
own impertinence be added, “You are
100 old a man to be standicg especially
in your own house.” ]

lteuben dropped into a seat, and his
eyes fell upon the the floor. That
man had a power over him which was
incomprehensible to Renben Vane him-
self. He feared him. The very glance
of his eye awed him. He bad so0 long
been cowed by the &ower of those
greenish dark eyes, that be had no
will to combat with the determimed

man.

“Well T have come fo see you, as
your friend and adviser, in regard to a
matfer v:rhjch I think greatly to your

mterest.”
41-I-I-I don’t think Mr. Mr. Osborme
that P'll have any wore trouble—" be-
an the weak trembling wretch.
“Well now you don’t know. I swear
Tll bave to 2o to Courtand get s guar-

e e

“To bring suit them.”
l;.['l’b” are wolmlt. it wonld be use-

I know they are,” answered Mr.
Osborne clearing his throat and twiten-
i . “put I known some
» shall attach

.t . ; “-’ ‘
ol mi o rights”
but it will involve

N
il

his head sadly and sighing deeply. “I
can’t stand any more.”

“You can't ha, ha,ha. Don’t[ have
law suits to manageevery day. Don’t
I stand them.” .

“Put it makes a great difference be-
tween being a lawyer and a chent.
You get your fees anyway, with mel
loose even when [ gain, as all must
who goto law.”

“Well you would have nothing now,
and been in the penitentiary besides
if it had not been for me," replied tha
attorney with his balf jest and half
earnest manner which made Clandia
tremble. Her uncle sat belpless and
quaking with fear. At last Mr. Os-
borne rising to his feet in an ant hori-
tative tone said: )

“Get me those notes.”

She saw her uncle powerless to re-
515t go to a desk and take some four or
five papers from at which he handed
over to thelawyer standing before hum.
“Now | must sue on these must I 27
the lawyey asked with another laugh.
The timid man assented.

“All right. ] am still your attorney,
friend snd adviser, and, you can rely
on my having the court appoint a
guardian over you, if ever you takeany
more such wild cat notes as these.”
With boisterons laugh which
might be 1n earnest orin jests ha left
the honse, putting the notes mnthe in-
side pocket of hiz coat, A moment
later Claundia heard the sound of bug-
oy wheels which told that the at-
torney was driving away to Kingston.
With a groan her uncle sank down
mm a chair. She went to his side and
spoke his name. He did not answer.
She Iaid her soft white band on his
shounlder, but he did not move.

{To DE CONTINUED.)

What Hurt Him.

He was so hopping mad about*it
that he had to swallow the lump in his
throat three or four times before he
could speak English. When the other
Lad patted him on the back and led
him around in a circle he began with
“Of course, it [ make a debt I ex-
pect to pay it.”

“QOt course.”

“I'm worth $30,000 and I don’t
owe $200 in the world.”

*Of course notd’

“Well, I was sitting in the office
about 11 o'clock this forenoon, when
in came a stranger. He introduced
himself and took a chair. I wassmok-
ing and it was only courtesy to offer
him a cigar. He said he had fre-
quently heard my name mentioned,
and I supposed he was some gentle-
man from the interior of the State who
wanted my written legal opinion.”
“Certainly; your Iuminous
opinion.”

“He seemed rather diffident and
embarrassed, and as he had not made
his wants known up to noon [ invited
him home with me to dinner. He
readily accepted.”

“1 see.”

“After dinner I showed him all over
the house, played bilhards with him
for half an hour, and then brought him
back to the office and gave him
another fifteen cent cigar and asked
him to come to the point.”

“And he came?”

“He did—bless im! He handed
me a bill of fitty cents from 2 tin shop
here in town for mending the wash-
botler and putting a new nose on the
tea-kettle I

= —
Utilizing Peach Pits.

Strolling along River strect early
every morning for the past few weeks
might.have been seen a gray-haited
son of Italy with a good stout bag over
his shoulder. His eyes were being
first cast from the sidewalk to the gut-
ter and then wvice versa. Now and
then would he stoop and pick up a
peach stone and put itin his bag and
then move on as before.

‘What do you do with them? was
asked of him the other moming:

‘0. me cracker de nutter, seller de
same candy store,” was his responseg.

The man, it appeared, would gather
a bag full of these peach stones and
going home would set his family at
work cracking them open. The shells,
or outsides, are used for fuel purposes
while the kernel is saved until after the
peach season, when they are sold to
druggis's and confectioners, where
they are known as bitter almonds.
The price paid the Italian for the gath-

ings is about twenty cents per pound-
—{[Troy Telegram.

A peach grower in Michigan lost
2,200 peach trees by placing too much
salt about the roots.

A twelve-year old girl in Lewiston,
Mame, has recently become the moth-
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gloomy old house could be gloomy with

dian appomted over you yet:" said

er of a child which weighed there
houndu.t birth,

s .mem'mdu :
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