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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Notice to Leave. 
At fifteen minutes of midnight when 

Miss Thorne, followed by Signor 
Petrozinni, entered the sitting-room of 
her apartments in the hotel and turned 
up the light they found Mr. Grimm al- j 
ready there. He rose courteously. At I 
eight of him Miss Thorne's face went 

Ideathly white, and the escaped pris- 
j loner turned tow ard the door again. 

"I would advise that you stay, your 
Highness,” said Mr. Grimm coldly. J 
Signor Petrozinni paused, amazed. j 
"You will merely subject yourself to j 
the humiliation of arrest if you at- I 

tempt to leave. The house is guarded 
by a dozen men.” 

“Your Highness?" Miss Thorne re- > 

SI ipeated blankly. “You are assuming 
via great deal, aren’t you, Mr. Grimm?” j 
I “I don’t believe,” and Mr. Grimm’s 1 

fllistless eyes were fixed on those of the j 
(escaped prisoner, “I don't believe that 1 

{Prince Benedetto d'Abruzzi will deny 
this identity?” 

There was one of those long tense 

|silences when eyes challenges eye, 
iwhen wit is pitted against wit, and j 
mind is hauled around to a new, and 
sometimes unattractive, view of a sit- 
uation. Miss Thorne stood silent with | 
rigid features, colorless as marble; | 
but slowly a sneer settled about the \ 
lips of Signor Petrozinni that was, 

; and he sat down. 
m "You seem to know everything, Mr. 

|§Grimin,” he taunted. 
"I try to know everything, your 

^Highness,” was the reply. Mr. Grimm 
'was still standing. "I know, for in- 

stance, that one week ago the plot 
Vvhich had your freedom for its pur- 
iH>se was born; I know the contents of 

fpvery letter that passed between you 
?aid Miss Thorne here, notwithstand- 

ing the invisible ink; I know that four 

Iago 
several thousand dollars was 

gled in to you concealed in a 

?t of fruit; I know, with that 

!y, you bribed your way out, while 
Thorne or one of her agents 

d the guard in front; I know that ■ 

>scape was planned for to-night, j 
that the man who was delegated 
ke charge of it is now locked in 
fllce under guard. It may inter- 
rou to know that it was I who 
his place and made the escape 

ble. I know that much!” 
du—you—l” the prince burst out 

inly. "You aided me to escape?” 
is Thorne was staring, staring at 
with her eyee widely distended, 

ier red lips slightly parted, 
hy did you assist him?” she de- 

led. 
stalls are tiresome, Miss Thorne* 
id Mr. Grimm with the utmos^ 
esy. “There is one other thin^ 
>w—that the Latin compact will 

e signed in the United States.” 
e prince's eyes met Mies Thorne's 

Iuiringly, 
and she shook her heaa. 

e sneer was still playing about his 

uth. 
Anything else of special interest 
t you know?” he queried. 
Yea, of interest to both you and 
m Thorne. That is merely if the 
;in compact is signed anywhere, the 

gllsh-epeaking countries of the 

fid might construe it as a* casus 

|i and strike soon enough, and hard 
e ugh, to put an end to it once for 

gain there was silence for a little 
file. Slowly the prince’s eyes were 

S-kening. and a shadow flitted across 

Es Thome's face. The prince rose ! 

patiently. 
fjjWell, what is the meaning of all j 
w? Are you going to take me back 

flrison?” 
■'Jo,” said Mr. Grimm. He glanced 
Sis watch. “I will give each of you 

jghalf hour to pack your belongings, 
jjiiniist catch a train at one o'clock.” 

jLeave the city?” gasped Miss 

frne. 
Impossible!” exclaimed the prince, j 
sine-half hour,” said Mr. Grimm 

j|ut—but it’s out of the question,” 
Sstulated Miss Thome. 
®ne half hour,” repeated Mr. 

|m. He didn't dare to meet those 
werful blue-gray eyes now'. "A 

pal car with private compartments 
f|be attached to the regular train, 

k 

j 

i 

'mmim credentials, your Highness, is 

flason why you must leave Wash- 
Wm now, to-night" 

|. CHAPTER XIX. 

By Wireless. 
They paused in the office, the three 

of them, and while Miss Thorne was 

giving some Instructions as to her 

baggage the prince went over to the 
telegraph booth and began to write a 

message on a blank. Mr. Grimm ap- 
peared at his elbow. 

“No,” he said. 
"Can’t I send a telegram if 1 like?" 

demanded the prince sharply. 
“No, nor a note, nor a letter, nor 

may you speak to any one,” Mr. 
Grimm informed him quietly. 

“Why, it's an outrage!” flamed the 

prince. 
“It depends altogether on the view- 

point, your Highness,” said Mr. 
Grimm courteously. “If you will par- 
don me I might suggest that it is 
needless to attract attention by your 
present attitude. You may—I say you 
may—compel me to humiliate you.” 
The prince glared at him angrily. “I 
mean handcuff you,” Mr. Grimm added 
gratuitously. 

"Handcuff me?” 
“I shouldn't hesitate, your Highness, 

If it was necessary.” 
After a moment Miss Thorne signi- 

fied her readiness, and they started 
out. At the door Mr. Grimm stopped 
and turned back to the desk, as if I 
struck by some sudden thought, leav- i 

ing them together. 
"Oh, Miss Thorne left a message for j 

some one,” Mr. Grimm was saying to i 
the clerk. "She's decided it is un- | 
necessary." He turned and glanced 
toward her, and the clerk’s eyes fol- i 
lowed his. "Please give it to me.” 

It was passed over without com- , 

ment. It was a sealed envelope ad ; 
dressed to Mr. Charles Winthrop Ran- , 

kin. Mr. Grimm glanced at the su- ! 
perscription, tore the envelope into j 
bits and dropped it into a basket. A 
minute later he was assisting Miss 
Thorne and the prince into an auto- I 
mobile thftt was waiting in front. Aa 
the car moved away two other auto- 
mobiles appeared from corners near- 

by and trailed along behind to the 
station. There a private compart- 
ment-car was in readiness for them. 

It was a long, dreary ride—a ride 
of utter silence save for the roar and 
clatter of the moving train. Mr. 

Grimm, vigilant, implacable, eat at 

ease; Miss Thorne, resigned to the 
inevitable, whatever it might be, 
studied the calm, quiet face from be- 
neath drooping lids; and the prince, 
sullen, scowling, nervously wriggled in 
his seat Philadelphia was passed, 
and Trenton, and then the dawn be- 

gan to break through the night. It 
was <^ulfc light when they rolled into 

Jersey CitO” • 

“I'm sorry for all the Inconvenience 
I have caused," Mr. Grimm apologised 
to Miss Thorne as he assisted her to 

alight. "You must be exhausted.” 
"If It were only that!” she replied, 

with a slight smile. “And is It too 

early to ask where we are going?” 
The prince turned quickly at the 

question. 
“We take the Lusitania for Liver- 

pool at ten o'clock,” said Mr. Grimm 

obligingly. "Meanwhile let’s get some 

coffee and a bite to eat.” 
“Are you going to make the trip j 

with us?" asked the prince. 
Mr. Grimm shrugged his shoulders, j 
Weary and spiritless they went j 

aboard th? boat, and a little, while 
later they steamed out into the stream 
and threaded their way down the bay. 
Miss Thorne stood at the rail gazing 
back upon the city th^y were leaving. 
Mr. Grimm stood beside her; the 

prince, still sullen, still scowling, sat 
a dozen feet away. 

“This is a wonderful thing you have ; 
done, Mr. Grimm,” said Mis3 Thorne i 
at last. 

“Thank you,” he said simply. “It 
was a destructive thing that you in- 
tended to do. Did you ever see a 

more marvelous thing than that?" and 
he indicated the sky line of New. York. 
“It's the most marvelous bit of mech- 
anism in the world; the dynamo of 
the western hemisphere. You would 
have destroyed It, because In the 

»'■. 1 .. 

world-war that would have been the 
first point of attack.” 

She raised her eyebrows, but was 

silent. 
“Somehow,’’ he went on after a mo-, 

ment, “I could never associate a wom- 
an with destructiveness, with wars 
and with violence.” 

“That is an unjust way of saying 
it," she interposed. And then, musing- 
ly: “Isn’t it odd that you and —I 
standing here by the rail—have in a 

way held the destinies of the whole 
great earth in our hands? And now 

your remain msykes mq feel that y6u 
alone have stood for peace and the 
general good, and .1 for destruction 
ai«k*vlj" 

“I didn’t mean that,” Mr. Qrimm 
said quickly. “You have done your 
duty as you saw it, and—” 

“Failed!” she interrupted. 
“And I have done my duty aa I saw 

H. 

“And won!" she added. She smiled 
a little sadly. “1 think, perhaps you 
and I might have been excellent 
friends if it had not been for all this.” 

“I know we should have,” said Mr. 
Grimm, almost eagerly. “I wonder if 
you will ever forgive me for—for— 

"Forgive you?" she repeated. 
“There is nothing to forgive. One must 

do one's duty. But I wish it could 
have been otherwise.” 

The Statue of Liberty slid by. and 
Governor's Island and Fort Hamilton; 
then, in the distance, Sandy Hook 
light came into view. 

“I’m going to leave you here,” said 
Mr. Grimm, and for the first time 

theye was a tense, strained note in his 
voice. 

Miss Thorne's blue-gray eyes had 

grown mistily thoughtful; the words 
startled her a little and she turned 
to' face him. 

"It may be that you and I shall 
never meet again,” Mr. Grimm went 
on. 

“We will meet again,” she said 

gravely. "When and where I don t 

know, but it will come.” 
“And perhaps then we may be 

friends?” He was pleading now. 

“Why, we are friends now, aren’t 
we?” she asked, and again the smile 
curled her scarlet lips. “Surely we 

are friends, aren’t we?” 
"We are,” he declared positively. 
As they started forward a revenue 

cutter which had been hovering about 

Sandy Hook put toward them, flying 
some signal at her masthead. Slowly 
the great boat on which they stood 
crept along, then the clang of a bell 
in the engine-room brought her to a 

standstill, and the revenue cutter 

came alongside. 
“1 leave you here,” Mr. Grimm said 

again. “It's good-by.” 
“Good-by,” she said softly. "Good- 

by, till we meet once more.” 
She extended both bands impulsive- 

ly and he stood for an instant staring 
into the limpid gray eyes, then, turn- 

ing, went below. From the revenue 

cutter he waved a hand at her as the 

great Lusitania, moving again, sped 
on her way. The prince joined Miss 
Thorne at the rail. The scowl waa 

still on his face. 
“And now what?” he demanded 

abruptly. “This man has treated us 

as If we were a pair of children." 
“He’s a wonderful man,” she re- 

plied. 
“That may be—but we have been 

fools to allow him to do all this.” 

v Miss Thorne turned flatly and faced 
himT 

”We are not beaten yet,” the said 
slowly. “If all things go well we 

—we are not beaten yet.” 
The Lusitania was rounding Mon- 

tauk Point wheflathe wireless brought 
her to half-speed with a curt message: 

“Isabel Thorne and Pietro Petro- 
sinnl aboard LusUutia wanted on war- 

rants charging cwwBptracy. Tug-boat 
will take them off, intercepting you 

beyond Montauk Point. 
“CAMPBELL, Secret Service.” 

“What does that mean?” asked the 

prince, bewildered. 
“It means that the compact will be 

signed in Washington in spite of Mr. 

Grimm,” and there was the glitter of 

triumph fn her eyes. “With the aid of 

one of the maids in the depot at Jer- 

sey City I managed to get a telegram 
of explanation and' instruction to De 

Foe in New York, and this is the re- 

sult. He signed Mr. Campbell's name, 
I suppose, to give weight to the mes- 

sage.” 
An hour later a tug boat came along- 

side, and they went aboard. 

CHAPTER XX. 

The Light In the Dome. 
From where he sat, in a tfny al- 

cove which jutted out and encroached 
upon the llDe of the sidewalk, Mr. 

Grimm looked down on Pennsylvania 
Avenue, the central thread of Wash- 

ington. ever changing, always brilliant, 
splashed at regular Intervals with 
light from high;flung electric arcs. 

The early theater crowd was In the 

street; well dressed, well fed, care- 

less for the moment-of aM* thin*s!*av* 
physical comfort and amusement; au- 

tomobiles, carriages, cabs, cars flow- 

ed past endlessly; and yet Mr. Grimm 
saw naught of it. In the distance, at 

one end of the aveDue the dome of the 

capital cleft the shadows of night, and 
a single light sparkled at Its apex; in 

the other direction, at the left of the 
treasury building which abruptly 
blocks thh wide thoroughfare, were 

the Bhlmmering windows of the White 
House. t 

Motionless, moody, thoughtful, Mr. 
Grimm sat staring, staring straight 
ahead, comprehending pone of these 

things which lay before him as in a 

panorama. Instead, his memory w as 

conjuring up a pair of subtle, blue- 
gray eyes, now pleading, now coquet- 
tish, now frankly defiant; two slim, 
white, wonderful hands; the echo of 
a pleasant, throaty laugh; a splendid, 
elusive, radiant-haired phantom. Tru- 
ly a v’rr-~v» of mystery? _ 

Who w"g 

.1 .. si no 

V 

| IhliPlsabel Thortie who, for InbntbS 
past, had been the storm-center and 
directing mind of a vast international 
Intrigue which threatened the world 
with war7 Who, this remarkable 
young woman who with ease and as- 
surance commanded ambassadors and 
played nations as pawns? 

Now that she was safely out of the 
country Mr. Grimm had leisure to 
speculate. Upon him had devolved 
t'he duty of blocking her plans, and 
he had done so—merciless alike of his 
own feelings and of hers. Hesitation 
or evasion bdd never occurred to him. 
It was a thing to be done, and he did 
It. He wondered if she had under- 
stood, there at the last beside the 
rail? He wondered if she knew the 
struggle It had cost him deliberately 
to send her out of his life? Or had 
even surmised that her expulsion 
from the country, by his direct act, 
was wholly lacking In the exaltation 
of triumph to him; that It struck deep- 
er than that, below the listless, official 
exterior, into his personal happiness? 
And wondering, he knew that she did 
understand. 

A silent shod waiter came and 
placed the ooltee things at his elbow. 
He didn’t heed. The wraiter poured 
a demi-tasse, and inquiringly lifted a 
lump of sugar In the silver tongs. Still 
Mr. Grimm didn’t heed. At last tbs 
waiter deposited (he sugar on the 
edge of the fragile saucer, and moved 

_1_L. J__ _ A 
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newspaper which Mr. Orlmm had 
placed on the end of the table when 
he sat down, rattled a little as a 

breeze from the open window caught 
it, then the top sheet slid off and fell 
to the floor. Mr. Grimm was still 
staring out of the window. i 

Slowly the room behind him was 

thinning of its crowd as the theater- 
bound diners went out in twos and 
threes. The last of these disappeared 
finally, and save for Mr. Grimm there 
were not more than a dozen persons 
left in the place. Thus for a few min- 
utes, and then the swinging doors 
leading from the street clicked, and 
a gentleman entered. He glanced 
around, as if seeking a seat near a 

window, then moved along in Mr. 
Grimm's direction, between the rows 

of tables. His gaze lingered on Mr. 
Grimm for an instant, and when he 
came opposite he stooped and picked 
up the fallen newspaper sheet. 

“Your paper?" he inquired courte- 

ously. I 
Mr. Grimm was still gazing dream- 

ily out of the window. 
"I beg pardon,” insisted the new-, 

| “I Imagine It's Nothing More Serious 

| Than Indigestion.” 
| 

per once and replaced It on the table. 
One hand lingered for Just the frao- 
tlon of a moment above Mr. Grimm’s 
coffee-cup. 

Aroused by the remark, Mr. Grimm 
glanced around. 

"Oh, thank you,” he apologised 
hastily. “I didn't hear you at first. 
Thank you.” 

I The new-comer nodded, smiled and 

passed on, taking a seat two or three 
tables down. 

Apparently this trifling courtesy had 

broken the spell of reverie, for Mr. 

Grimm squared around to the table 
! again, drew’ his coffee-cup toward him, 

and dropped in the single lump of 

sugar. ne iaiy suiitsu it iui a iuv 

I ment, as his eyes turned again toward 
the open window, then he lifted the 

| tiny cup and emptied it. 
I Again he sat motionless for a long 

time, and thrice the new-comer, on.y 
a few feet away, glanced at him nar- 

rowly. 4nd now, it seemed, a pe- 
culiar drowsiness was overtaking Mr. 

Grimm. ,'"Once^he" caught himself nod- 

ding and raised his head with a jerk, 
Then he noticed that tihe arc lights IQ 
the street were wobbling curiously, 
and he fell to wondering why that sin- 

gle flame sparkled at the apex of the 
i capltol dome. Things % round him 

grew hazy, vague, unreal, and then,’ 
j aa if realizing that something was the 
j matter with him, he came to his feet, 

j He took one step forward into the 
space between the tables^ reeled, at- 

1 tempted to steady himself by holding 
on to a chair, then everything grew 
black about him, and he pitched for- 
ward on the floor-. His face was dead 
white; his fingers moved a little, nerv- 

ously. weakly, then they were still. 
Several people rose at the sound 

of the falling body, and the new-comer 

hurried forward. Hia coat sleeve 
caught the empty demi-tasae, as he 

stooped, and swept it to the floor, 
where it was, shattered. The head 
waiter and another came, pell-mell, 

I and those diners who had risen came 

i more slowly. 
| "What’s the matter?” asked the 

head waiter anxiously, 
j Already the new-comer was support- 

ing Mr. Grimm on his knee, and Sick- 
ing water in his face. 

“Nothing serious, I fancy* %s an- 
swered shortly. "He’s fagged to 
these little attacks.” 

“What are they? Who 
The stranger tore aft' Iff. Grimm’a 

J f •' V.firl * \ 
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efr*ar until Tt came loose, therTlii 
fell to chafing the still hands. 

“He is a Mr. Grimm, a government 
employee—I know him,” he answered 
again. "I imagine it's nothing more 
serious than indigestion.” 

A little knot had gathered about 
them, with offers of assistance. 

“Waiter, hadn't you better send for 
a physician?” some one suggested. 

"I’m a physician,” the stranger put 
in impatiently. "Have some one call 
a cab, and I’ll see that he’s faken 
home. It happens that we live in the 
same apartment house, just a few 
blocks from here.” 

Obedient to the crisply-spoken di- 
rections, a cab was called, and five 
minutes later Mr. Grimm, still insen- 
sible, was lifted into it. The Btranger 
took a seat beside him, the cabby 
touched bis horse with a whip, and 
the vehicle fell into the endless, mov- 

ing line. 

[Continued Nrxt Week.] 

Bloodine Itching and Bleeding 
Ointment Piles, Psoriasis, Salt 
Curee Rheum, Pimples, Ras- 
Eczems hes, Dandruff and Fall* 

ing Hair. 
Mrs. H. W. Allen, Gaffney, S. C. says: “I have 

used Bloodine Ointment tor Ecseme and find It 
a most effective remedy." 

Pound-Kincannon-E>kin Co. Special Agts 

LET’S JUST BE OURSELVES 

Walk on Our Own Feet, Work With 
Our Own Handa and Speak Our 

Own Minds. 

If the single man plant himself 
indomitably on his instincts, and 
there abide, the huge world will come 

round to him. Patience—patience; 
with the shades of all the good and 
great for company; and for solace 
the perspective of your own infinite 
life; and for work the study and 
communication of principles, the 
making of those instincts prevalent, 
the conversion of the world. Is it 
not the chief disgrace of the world 
not to be a unit—not to be reckoned 
with one character—not to yield 
that peculiar fruit which each man 

was created to bear, but to be reck- 
oned in the gross, in the hundred, or 

the thousand, of the party, the sec- 

tion to which we belong; and our 

opinion predicted geographically, as 

the north or the south? 
Not 60, brothers and friends— 

please God, ours shall not be so; we 
_hi_n.____t_i. —„:u 
in in nuu\ vii vwi vn ivv y »» v »* **» 

work with our own hands; we will 

speak our own minds. The study of 
letters shall no longer be a name for 

pity, for doubt, and for sensual in- 

digence. The dread of man and 
the love of man shall be a wall of de- 
fense and a wreath of joy around all. 
A nation of men will for the first 
time exist, because each believes 
himself inspired by the divine soul, 
which also inspires all men.—From 

Ztalph Waldo Emerson’s address on 

"The American Scholar” before the 
Harvard Phi Beta Kappa in 1837. 

IN THE MUSEUM 

The Ossified Man—The Bearded 
Woman borrowed a dollar two weeks 

ago and never repaid it. She’s a 

barefaced fraud. , 

The Human Skeleton—She 
touched you for a dollar, eh? W^ll, 
you’re not half as hard as you look. 

PALE CHEEKS OR ROSY ONES. 
Pale cheeks, muddy complexion, dull! 

eyes show a poverty of blood Blood- 
ine Liver Pills, will drive the impuri- 
ties from the system, and enable your 
daily food to supply, new, rich, red 
t>lood and rosy cheeks. Btoodine Pills 
cure Liver ills. Pound Kincannon El 
kin Co.. Special Agents. 

Learning. 
Learning maketh young men tem- 

perate. ia the comfort of old age. 
itamieth for wealth with poverty, and 
serving as an ornament to riches.— 
Cicero. 

Farm for Sale. 
Containing 400 acres. 225 acres in 

cultivation, r* nt.ng fnt $6 <*0 per acre. 
The ahoye place is 5 mili-s west of S»<1- 
ti'lo. M'«s on Muo cre«k. DOZIER 
ANDERSON, Tuie'o. Miss. 

For Sale. 
251) seres Coonewah bottom land. Al 

in h'<#» state culrv tmi To-d aid 
t*v*d. J H RAVE-1. 

Mi«r.noD, Jlias. 

FOR RF.NT—Niee'y furt.Ubtd room 
A Wily tv Mr*. J. K DaUa. 

rp. j diet and health 
HINTS 

By DR. T. J. ALLEN 
Food Specialist 

DIETETIC PECULIARITIES 
HEREDITARY. 

That food which agrees with 
one person may be distinctly 
injurious td another must be 
true to some extent; because 
temperaments differ, mental 
states differ, and temporary 
bodily conditions differ. I know 
a man who sickens at the 
thought of eating oysters, and 
another who cannot eat a spoon- 
ful of honey without suffering. 
The former once ate freely of 

‘ 
oysters and was made very 
sick, thuf establishing a sub- 

jective Impression that causes 

nausea when the eating of oy- 
sters is suggested. Investiga- 
tion of a number of cases like 
this has led me to the conclu- 
sion that Idiosyncrasies of this 
character are caused by errors 
in eating and that they are he- 
reditary. In fact, I suppose the 
bilious temperament is the re- 
sult of one habit of eating, the 
effects of which are hereditary, 
the sanguine of another, the 
nervous of another, just as the 
physician finds in his dally 
practice that peculiar condi- 
tions of stomach, of bowel di- 
gestion crof liver can be traced 
in family history. This expla- 
nation harmonizes with that an- | 
cient saying: “The parents ate \ 
sour grapes, and the children’s | 
teeth are set on edge.” 

_ 
I 

Call on or 'phone 63. Mrs. John Ca- 
ruth, if you want your braids made, 
cleaned or dressed. 19-tf 

■ 

i 1 
1 WORTH BOUND. 

No. 106 Southeastern L mited. 5.08 pm 
No. 104 Frisco Limited, due... 3.58 am 
No. 912 Mississippi ( n 9.m ^ 

Accommodation ) 
Uue-^ ^ Pro 

No. 908 Memphis j Arrive... am 
Accommodation / Leave_5:30 am 

SOUTHBOUND 
No. 105 Southeastern Limited. 11.28 am 
No. 103 N. York Limited, due.12:36 am 
No. 911 Alabama Accom_10:47 am 
No. 907 Aberdeen ) p., n „„ 

Accommodation i ^ue. ^:20 Pro 

Let the Frisco Ticket Agent helo you 
plan your route for a triD to the Pacific 
coast and Golden West during the sum- 
mer months. Round trip rates to points 
on the coast as low as $57.50. You can 
never appreciate the grandeur of the 
western scenery until you see for your- 
self. Write me or call Stantonviile 

fhone No. 27 W. H. Cunningham, 
icket Agent, Tupelo, Miss. 

TIME Or TRAINS AT 
TUPELO. 

NORTHBOUND. 
No. 2 Express, daily, leave... 5:05am 
No. 4 Express, daily, leave... 6:43 prr 
No. 6 Express, daily, leave... 1:05 pr 

SOUTHBOUND. 
No. 1 Express, daily, leave...10:18 
No. 3 Express, daily, leave... 9:21 
No. 5 Express, daily, leave... 2:08 , 

U. V. Taylor, jno. m. beall, 
WPrcs’tandGen'lMgr., Cen'l Passenger Agent. 

MOBILE, ALA. ST. LOUIS. MOt 

Illinois Central R. R. 
Efficiently Serves a vast 

Territory 
by through service to and from the 

following cities 

CHICAGO, ILL. OMAHA. NEB. 
COUNCIL BLUFF. IOWA. MIN- 
NEAPOLIS. MINN. ST. PAUL. 
MINN. PEORIA. ILL. EVANS- 
VILLE, IND. ST. LOUIS. MO. CIN- 
CINNATI. OHIO. NEW ORLEANS, 
LA. MEMPHIS. TENN HOT 

Spring, ark. louisville ky. 
NASHVILLE. TENN. ATLANTA, 
GA. JACKSONVILLE, FLA. 

j Through excursion sleeping car ser- 
vice between Chicago and between 

Cincinrarti 
AND THE PACIFIC COAST 

Connections at above terminals for the 

EAST, SOUTH, WEST, NORTH 
Fast and Handsomely <quipped steam- 

heated train*—dining cart-Buffet- 
library cars—Sleeping cars—Free re- 

clining chair cars. 

Particulars of ag*nts of the Illinois 
Ontral and connecting linea. 

IS. G. HATCH. Pass's. Traffic Mgr., 
* Chicago. 

H J. PHIIPF, G~n’l Pasa'r. Agaot, 
ifcsSagu. 


