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PROFESSIONAL CARD* 

W. H. ALLEY, 

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON 
F*rreat CIIT* Ark. 

J. R. CASON, M. D. 

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON 
Forrest Oltjr, Ark. 

trxci altiii :—Diseases of tba Eye, Ear, Horn 
a..d Throat. 

IrrifiOrer L. Roll wage & Co.’* Store. 

W. XOKTOX. 1. If. PKKWKTT. 

NORTON ffe PREWETT, 

Attorneys at Law, 
WID practice In the First and Second Jude 

afal Circuit* and Id the Federal and 
Supreme Court*. 

irrrr* 9 huyasi tULsan, rouxsr cm, ah 

B. F. Flersbeim Mercantile C«. 
WHOLESALE LIQUORS. 

Fine Whiskies,. Wlnee. and Bottled 
Goods, 

Barrel Lots a Specialty. 
Delaware St. Kaasag City, Mb 

J. B. BECK, 
Carpenter & Builder, 

FORREST CITY, ARK. 
All work Intrusted to btm will have bis per sons! attention. Satisfaction guaranteed, •ire him s cell. 

D. V. RIEGER, PresL 
tlEXRY C. KUMPP, V. Prest. 
R. D. COVINGTON, Cashier. 

Missouri National 
■^BANK.^a- 

KA.XSAS CITY, MISSOURI 
„_ 

■ I 

j Write for HlustrateC^^CatalOBue 
PRBB. } 

[J. R. Mnlford, Jeweler, Memphis, Tade 
* —-nm—b——— m — ilii — 

A SCHEDULE 
ONE HOUR QUICKER j 

between LITTLE ROCK and MEM- | 
PHIS than Competitor* 

Q 11 AS Q 
—THE— 

Little Rock & Memphis R. R. 
SHORT LINE 

Mako close and direct connections at 

Memphis without bus transfer, 
Through sleepers for all Eastern points. I 

Only 
)H Hours to Birmingham,Ala, 

illy 22 Hours to Atlanta, Ou. 
illy 41 Hours to Washington.D.C. I 

illy 41 Hours to New York City, 
lily 22 Hours to Louisville, Ky. 
lily 27 Hours to Cincinnati, Ohio, 1 

Elegant Woodruff and Pullman Buffet 
Sleepers. 

For further Information, tickets and re- i 
serration, call on or address. 

J. H BAUD. Agent. 
Forrest City, Ark. 

H*. W. MORRISON, O. P. A T. A. 
Little Rock, Ark. 

Iron Mountain Route ! 
-tije- 

Direct anil Popular Route to St Louis! 
Where Connection* are Mad* tor All Point* 

NORTH EAST, WEST. 
* 

i 
THROUGH PULLMAN BUFFET 

SLEEPING CARS BETWEEN 

Memphis and St. Louis. 
S-DAILY TRAINS !-3 

-BETWEEN- 

ST. LOUIS and the SOUTHWEST 
H. C. TOWNSEND, 

G Pui. and Ticket Agt., 
»T. LOUIS MO 

MY OTHER SOY. 

My boy* know not that while they stand 
Expectantly beside my knee. 

Between their heads of black and brown. 
Another sunny bead I see. 

And when their eyes look up to mine— 
Blaok eyes and blue, so full ot Joy. 

My eyes, thot'gh dim with tears, can see 
The brown tyes of another boy. 

The sweet brown eyes In which the light 
So suddenly had ceased to shine. 

When God had harshly.seemed to say: 
"Daughter, ho la not thine but Mine" 

The heads of black and brown rise higher. 
As year by year speeds on Its way. 

Black eyes and. blue more thoughtful shine 
AS life grows wider every day. 

And as I mark each change, I see. 
The sunny head lift higher, too. 

The brown eyes sweeter, wiser, gleam. 
As heavenly visions greet their view. 

Dear hearts! Come, let us closer lean, 
Learning our lessons line by line. 

Now I have learned at last to say: 
“Dear Lord, the boys are Thine and mine.” 

—Mary H. Heath, In Union Signal 

BY MUTUAL CONSENT. 
Mr. and Mra Messinger were simple, 

unaffected people, devoted to their 
children and to Nancy, Mr. Messinger's 
young stepsister. 

One sunny afternoon in early sum- 

mer Mrs. Messinger sat at the open 
bay window of tlie drawing-room read- 
ing. The door opened presently and 
Nancy came in rather slowly. She 
came over to the window and seated 
herself in a low basket chair with an 
air of constraint. 

“I have a letter from Jim," she said. 
“Does he say when he is coming?" 
“Yes; he came by the same steam- 

ship as the letter. He will be here to- 
morrow, I suppose.” 

“Nancy! really?” asked Mary, look- 
ing almost excited. “Are you not de- 
lighted?” 

“I—I—have a confession to make," 
said Nancy, nervously, looking out 
over the sea. “I thought I loved Jim 
when he went out to India five years 
ago, but 1 was only seventeen then, 
and did not realize what love meant. 
We had known each other all our lives, 
and I mistook our friendship for love. 

“I have felt it dimly for a year or 

two, but what made it all clear to me 
was Jim’s last letter, saying that he 
was coming home. It filled me with 
dismay and fear. I felt that I simply 
could not meet him as his betrothed 
wife, so 1 wrote last mail and asked 
him to release me from my engage- 
ment.” 

“And whatdoeshe say?” Mary asked, 
anxiously. 

“He is delighted," said Nancy, 
brightening. “He says that his feel- 
ings have changed too.” 

“You never hinted at any change be- 
fore,” said Mary, a little reproach- 
fully. 

“I only knew It dimly or 1 might 
have done so,” replied Nancy, gently. 
“And since I wrote to him I have been 
silent to spare you any anxiety. My 
letters have never been from the pres- 
ent Nancy, but from the Nancy as 1 
could remember her at seventeen. In 
fact, I have been writing down all the 
time to the level of his intelligence as 

shown in his letters, and that level is 
painfully low.” 

“He would be much more likely to 

object if he once saw you,” said Mary, 
frankly, “for these five years have 
done wonders with you in every way." 

“Oh, he’s so boyish that he will think 
me strong-minded, and therefore dis- 
like me,” said Nancy, laughing. “And 
I did send him my last photograph, you 
know.” 

“Did you send that hideous thing?" 
Asked Mary in surprise. 

“Well,” confessed Nancy, rather re- 

luctantly, “I believe I bad some secret, 
unconfessed hope that he would offer 
to break off the engagement if he once 

ww that hideous caricature.” 
A day or two later Nancy started for 

her usual afternoon walk along the 
cliffs. Walking quickly along, she did 
not hear footsteps behind her, and was 

surprised at hearing herself suddenly 
addressed. Looking up with startled 
eyes, she found a young man gazing at 
her with a puzzled, intent expression 
in his handsome face. 

"You are Nancy, are you not?" he 
said, doubtfully, holding out his hand. 

"Why, Jim, is it really you?" asked 
Nancy, regarding him with surprise. 
"How you have grown! When did you 
come? and how did you find me?” 

"1 came two days ago," he said, red- 
dening slightly in irritation at her first 
words, “but I called at the Ness this 
afternoon and Mrs. Messinger told me 

where I should find you." 
"Let us go home now, and then you 

can see them all," she said, turning 
back. “You will hardly know the 
children; they were such mites when 
you left.” 

"1 certainly shall «w»tf if .they-have 
altered as much as you have done. I 
scarcely knew you,” he said, looking 
down at her with intent gray eyes, 

.and inwardly comparing this bcauti-1 
ful, graceful girl with the gauche 
schoolgirl of live years since. 

“I am older,” she said, her heart 
sinking strangely. “He might disguise 
the fact that lie finds me a disappoint- 
ing failure," she thought, rather bit- 
terly. 

“Of course we are no longer boy and 
girl," he ?>aid. "Hut 1 hope we shall 
always be friends, Nancy! We have 
been that all our lives, haven’t we?” 

"Yes, let us be friends," she said. 
And, thinking that he was eager to im- 
press upon her that they were to be 
nothing more, she added: “And it was 

very wise to break off that childish 
engagement before you came home, 
wasn't it?” 

“Y—yes,” he said, doubtfulty. 
“Those boy and girl engagements never 
answer, do they? l’eople develop so 

differently from what one would ex- 
pect. Judging from your letters, I 
should have thought you utterty differ- 
ent from what I find 3'ou.” 

“You are equally different from what 
I should have expected you to be," she 
answered. “Hut let us put up with 
each other as we are; we need not see 
much of one another. 3rou know.” 

They had just reached the gate lead- 
ihg into the garden of the Ness as she 
said this, and unconsciously she paused 
outside. 

Jim took this, coupled with tur last 
words, as a hint that he should go, and 
was more hurt than he cared to own. 

"Good afternoon." he said, stiffly, 
raising his hat. "Your suggestion is a 

brilliant one, and you need not fear 
that I shall trouble you with my pres- 
ence more often than is necessary." 

“Good-by,” she said, turning in at 
the open gate in order that he should 

i not see the rising tears. 

“Good-by," he said, freezingly, think- 
ing her absolutely cruel in not shaking 
hands. 

If Mrs. Messinger had been given to 
abstruse reflections she might have 
asked herself "how Jim and Nancy 
could possibly avoid each other, ac- 

cording to the compact, when he was 

always comiug-to the Ness? 
For he came every day and at all 

hours of the day, as he had been wont 
to do five years ago. 

Nancy lost all her gentle brightness 
wheu speaking to Jim, and was coldly, 
distantly polite to him. Inwardly she 
knew that her love for him was 

strengtnening day by day, and that no 

power of hers could prevent it. 
His position in regard to Nancy was 

much worse than that of any mere ac- 

quaintance. Every other man could 
tell her of his love, while it seemed to 
Jim that he had lost right by gladly 
agreeing to cancel their engagement. 

One afternoon he found her alone, a 

very rare occurrence indeed, for she 
was careful to avoid a tete-a-tete with 
him. 

“Shall we go into the garden?" she 
asked, thinking that anything was 

preferable to sitting stiffly in the 
dr a w i ng-r oo m. 

“I should like it immensely,” he an- 

swered, rising and opening the door 
with alacrity. “Will you take me to 
your old favorite seat? I have so often 
thought of those days when I was 

feeling homesick, Nancy.” 
"I thought you were very happy in 

India?" she said, unresponsively. 
“So I was, but I was homesick some- 

times, especially when I first went 
out.” 

“Mr. Penstone and I always quarrel 
over this view,” said Nancy, anxious 
to prevent any embarrassing pause. 

“Who is Mr. Penstone?” asked Jim, 
knitting his brows. 

“He is our curate." she answered. “I 
always say that this is the finest view 
in town, but Mr. Penstone maintains 
that the view from—” 

“He must be an idiot, then,” burst in 
Jim, hotly; “the views are not to be 
compared!" 

“You might have waited until I had 
mentioned the other,” said Nancy, 
raising her eyebrows. 

“I—I beg your pardon,” he said, in 
utter confusion. “I thought you must 
mean—in fact, I understood you to say 
—that—that the view from Ueacon was 

finer than this." 
“Yes, that is what Mr. Pepstone de- 

clares,’'she said. 
"What a hideous name the man has!" 

said Jim, irritably. “Of course you are 

devoted to him, Nancy?" 
"Yes, he is so very good and clever 

and pleasant," she said, surprised at 
his vehemence. 

"You are going to marry him, 1 sup- 
pose?” lie said, with ill-cPnceaied an- 

ger. 
“You forget yourself, I think," she 

answered, with gentle dignity. "And 
whom 1 may marry can be no possible 
concern of yours. 

” 

"O, none, of course,” he said, fuii- 
ously. "Only you might have told me 

,tlm truth when you broke off tmr..-en- 

gagement. It would havAsfcben just as 

easy to say that you were engaged to 
some one else at once*” 

“You are entirely mistaken in think* 
ing that I am engaged to anyone,** 
said Nancy, calmly. “Mr. Penstone ia 
married and old enough to b«e iny 
father. Shall we go in now, or have 
you any other intereating accusations 
to make?” 

“Forgive me, Nancy, I was a fool!” 
pleaded Jim, earnestly. “I forget 
sometimes that I have not still the 
right to speak to you on Such matters. 
For live years I have thought of you 
as my promised wife, and now that I 
am with you I cannot always realize 
that you are mine no longer. Say. that 
you forgive me, Nancy, for my rough- 
ness and presumption.” 

After this quarrel Jim found it im- 
possible to be on the same footing of 
friendship with Nancy. bhe was 
colder and more constrained than ever 
in her manner toward him, and he 
was too proud and too manly to force 
his love on her, believihg that she dis- 
liked him; and at last, after a bitter 
struggle with himself, he determined 
to return to India at once. 

He had never been to the Ness lately 
without some valid reason, and this 
new decision was so good an excuse for 
calling that he was not slow in taking 
advantage of it. He found Nancy in 
the garden, arrayed in a large white 
sun bonnet, busy gathering straw- 
berries for tea. 

“1 am going back to India; I have 
had enough of England.” 

"To India? At once? O, why?" she 
asked piteously, growing very white 
and looking at him with frightened 
eyes. 

"Do you care, Nancy?” he asked 
eagerly. “Would you rather I stayed?” 

"My wishes have nothing to do with 
the matter,” she said, rather bitterly. 

"Indeed, they have,” he said, very 
earnestly. "Nancy, tell me, would 
you rather I stayed?” 

"if 1 say yes, would you stay?" she 
asked, quietly. 

"Only if you loved me,” he said. “I 
cannot stay on and see you day after 
day, and feel that you will never care 

for me. May I stay, Nancy?” 
"If you like,” she answered shyly. 
"There is one thing I want to know,” 

he said, presently, looking down into 
her eyes; "when did you begin to love 
me, dear?” 

"When did you begin to love me?” 
she replied, blushing under his gaze. 

"1 don’t know; 1 have loved you all 
my life,” he answered. 

"1 don’t know, either,” she said; 
"when I was about four or five, I 
think.” 

"Hut, my darling, you broke off our 

engagement,” he said, wonderingly. 
“Yes, from your letters I thought I 

did not love you. They were so stupid 
—1—I mean—” 

"Yes; they were stupid, but yours 
were silly, too, and I thought that was 

the kind of things you liked,” he said, 
intelligence dawning in hiaeyes. 

"I thought you were terribly boyish, 
so wrote very ‘young’ letters, thinking 
they would interest you,” she said, be- 
ginning to laugh. 

"We both fell into the same mistake, 
then," lie said, laughing, too.—Wav- 
erly Magazine. 

(Jucm Victoria I* Called “Mamma" 

Queen Victoria is a remarkably con- 

servative old lady as far as the routine 
of life goes. She loves old customs and 
does not like new things—not even new 

furniture or new fashions. When a dis- 
tinguished lady, it is said, sent her 
children, by her majesty’s request, to 
Windsor a few years ago she sent them 
dressed as was and is still the mode, in 
tucked blouse dresses without sashes. 
Hut tho-queen considered that no child 
should be brought to her in other but 
full dress, and full dress, in her mind, 
did not exist without the smart sash 
she had always known. And very cour- 

teously but firmly she made objection 
to the little frocks and asked that the 
next time the countess brought her 
children to her that “she would not 

forget the sashes.” The queen still ! 

wears the horrible congress gaiters of 
thirty years ago, in which her foot 
shows no sign of Spanish instep. Her 
children still address her in the way 
which was fashionable when they were 

little things. No member of the upper j 
classes ever said “mother” then, and 
from the eldest to the youngest they 
still oall the queen “mamma.” 

BlMtua Oo<b/I 
The Roundheads were proud of such 

names as llew-their-bones-asunder 
Smith, Bind-their-kings-in-chains-and- 
their-nobles-with-links-of iron Jack- 
son, and If-Jesus-Christ-had-not-died- 
for-thee-thou hadst-been-damned Hare- 
bones — the latter gentleman being 
usually known as Damned Dr. Hare- 
bones, for shortness. One poor fel- 
low was actually christened — and 
dQubtless in all reverence — Blastus 
Godly. We must confessw e are glad 
the days of Puritanism are ended. 
We prefer names likeToin, Dick and 
Harry.—Chambers’ Journal. 

A CHINESE CITY. 

Carious Mights of the Oddly-Reds 
Thoroughfares. 

Quinsan lies at the end of a sp 
the famed Grand canal, which is, 
to the great wall, the noblest woi 
the Chinese. Pagodas are not com 
in China. You do not see one In « 
day of travel, so I remember tha 
is on the lone mountain thatdomii 
the approach to the city. The ou 
town, such sts lies by every ga 
every city, is a place where a pa 
could spend a year to better advai 
than in most painters' resorts In s 

ern Europe. Rows of white t 

heavily roofed with black 
face the water. The ca 
of all roofs are turned 
and some have double coi 
A few roofs, no less j 
uresque, are of gray thatch, and 
walls are black or gray or blu 
even dark red. Fancy the gorp 
ness of the scene, with the p 
crowding there in new blues and 
blues! liamboo balconies push i 
the water’s edge, and carry idle w 
and men, in pretty clothes, look! 
us. The open shops disclose 
men making shoes or coffins or 

ing the wonderful bean curd—fa 
tion of a hundred dishes. As the 
of the place is reached it be< 
picturesque beyond description, 
stone walls shut in the water, a 
these rise houses of white staff, 
cumbrous jet roofs,and the most 01 
the most fanciful windows, Danet| 
glossy inside scales of ov's^er n 
Htone steps lead down to the 1 

and each bears a woman wi 
clothes or rinsing lacquered w 

pots. Sunflowers and pumpkin 
in bloom peep over the walls 
houses, and beside the walls < 
stream are innumerable boats, 1 
carved dragons' heads, crabs, gro 
faces and pretty carvings of man 
cut in the granite. At all tin 
ways are tall a>& often handson 
in long silk (Wts and silken 
breeches bound tight around 
ankles. At the windows ar 

round-faced, full-lipped wome 
and on we float. And presen 
discover the long, low wa 

tjuinsan, made ever famoi 
me vaior oi uen. uorcion. und 
interminable low walls of wfc 
call Roman brick are plantati 
Btinflowers, and then more whil 
black houses. They face anothd 
ble of boats of every fashion, fri 
stately cargo and chop boats 
rows of slender express boats, wj like omnibuses, for passenga 
Soo-Chow and Shanghai. The] 
shops hang out long strips cl 
cloth; a bridge is draped with 
stuffs hung there to dry; an en 
vermilion banner floats from 
that, like hundreds beside it, is < 
toned beneath its sheen of 1 
varnish.—Julian Ralph, in f 
Magazine. 

BRITON SUPERSTITIC 

A Current of Druldlatn Mingles W1 
ern Christianity. 

Although nominally convei 

Christianity in the same cen 
the Irish, the Sein islanders co 

many of the practices of D 
dow n to quite modern times, 
seventeenth century, when Pe 
noir undertook their reconvers 

paganism of the old Celtic wc 
still strong upon this rock, 
after his mission that the chu: 
built. Even now there is a cu 
Druidism that runs side by 
mingles with the fervent Chr 
of the people. They imagine t 
hear their dead speaking to 
the voices of the waves, 
fancied messages that they 
ceive from disembodied spiri 
their interpretation of the da 
the communion of souls saDct 
their missionaries with a supa 
mysticism that is only tolerati 
Roman Catholic clergy, beci 
violent attempt to correct It l 
more harm than good. 

This habit of living with 
and looking for signs from th 
be especially observed ami 

women, who fall so under th« 
it, that most of the time that 
them spend in prayer is in t 
tery, not in the church. The 
tach great importance to 
omens of weather. There is i 
ful sea bird with black at 

plumage, and an orange-cola 
shaped much like a parrott’s, 
their lielief always brings Hn 
er. The notion is probably v 

by the girl’s habits, but 1 
which they give it, Doneic.“1J 
is a distant legacy of paganifl 
pie ltur. ■ 

Saved. I 
“Oh,” she said, “your 

enough to make an angel wefl 
“1 don’t see you shedding afl 

lie retorted, and his tact I 
day. I 


