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•LAWYERS ift NOTARYS. 

U, I’. Smoote, f. C. Me Hue A K. K. Hinton. 

Smoote, McRae Sc Hinton, 
ATTORN EYS-at-LAW. 

Land and Collecting Agents, 
POTSCOTT, ARKANSAS 

Traetice in nil the court* andjmnke col- 
)*«tien* in »1! parts of the state. 

It* agsnt* for the following 
'INSURANCE COMPANIES: 

lUerman, of New Yorek.92,502.186 09 
Underwriter* Agency, N. Y.4.957,112 90 

Springfield K. & M.'..2.585.682 88 
l Western Assurance Company...1,422.008 14 
/ New Orleans.875,588 02 

Risks written throughout the county. 
f0f Gin houses and farm property in- 

wired 

.» .M. MONTUOMEItV, C. C. 1IAMI1Y, 
I .and Agent, Notary Public. 

Montgomery & Hamby 
ATTONKY AT LAW, 

•SEAL ESTATE AND COLLECTING AGENTS 
PRKSCOTT. ARKANSAS. 

Trar.liro in the" courts at Camden. Mag 
nolia. Kewisrille, Texarkana. Washington 
A rkadelphia and Prescott; Supreme and 
ITederal Courts at Kittle Uoek. 

Will assess and pay taxes, investigate and 

quiet land titles, collect claims anywhere in 
Pouth Arkansas, especially along the line ot 

the Iron Mountain railroad. 
Office on Kim streot, near Court Square. 

'iut». u »•< v.ru.ix. i.iteuK r. on 

RoMullin & Ross, 

Attorneys an3 Connselors at Law, 
Office over Hinton’* Drug Store, 

WAIN STREET, 

PlSSriCOTT. ARKANSAS. 

Will practice in the Court* of the Ninth j 
!edieial Circuit, and in the NupremoCoUrt 

d Federal Court at Little Rock. | 
Special attention given to the in\o*tigalum 

of land title* and preparing abstract* of title 
to real e-talo in Nevada county. Uusine** of ^ 
emy kind entrusted to them will receive 

r*mipt attention. 
Correaoondence Molicit<*d. 

W. K. Atcis.iov \N \ ToMrKWis. j 

Atkinsen £: ‘a oxpkins, 
Laijen aaj Insnrnce Apats, 

PURSCOTT, ARKANSAS, 
Will practice in tl»<* Courts 

Sfa aal Paid Court: | 
of ilie’State. I’o’.lottlona a H^ecialty 

W. are 1’ rupaM l«» Nrgocinto. 
I oniih on Imil ICnI lifts 

PHYSICIANS AND SURGEONS 

H. L. Hinton, M- D, 
tllYSICI AN AND SURGEON,! 

l’RKSCOTT, ARK. 

Office on \Ve»t Main Street and re*iduncc 
eu Kent Second Street. 

Dr.E. R. Armistead, 
Respectfully fender* bis 

1*110 F ESS ION AL SERY1C F.S 

lo the citir.fns of PjhmcoU hid! vicinity, lb* 
inhv bu found nt hi* roMdence <*r nt M«»n 
•ri«r< Drugstore when in t profi*«Mio»u\ll\ 
«ng»g*I> 
J. D. JORDAN y A. PIPKIN 

„ Drs. Jordan & Pipkin, 
PHYSICIANS it SURGEONS,' 

PRESl’OTT, — Ark., 

H lifer tliwir profe^ional service* to tbe citi* 
sun* ot Prescott and vicinity. 

|jrOflh« in old Dbpatch building. \\ • *t 

iud Street, where they can be found when 
••<»t profeH-»ioimlly absent. 

G W. Hudson v 

PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON. 

I’RKSCOTT, ARK. 

offlec at residence.where ho can ho found 
»t all time* when not professionally engaged- 

DR. WOOD 
Offanbi* professional service* to all requiring 
■laJicnl or surge real attention. Oflna at res- 

|<l*nc«,|Bougbton Arknnias. 

C. A. Clcmeat 

Wathmak-mi Jeweler. 
A full line of 

WATCHES, JEWELRY AND SPECTACLES 
B^. lu Howell's Drug Store.-«« 

wkhT main street, 

PRESCOTT.ARK. 

DAN WARD 
Has refitted his saloon and buil 

freez-r so that bis fatuous An- 

feasor Beer and Itis witu’s are at- 

aw vs ready to be served to bis 

uuDterotifl patrons tee cold- He 

has bh hahd the largest stock ot 

whiskies ever brought to Prescott, 
and invites the farmers to give bun 

a call before making a purchase 
eslewhere. Prices alway3 as low 

as the lowest. The best of order 
•wserved at all times. 

1 lie W rand Old Palnlltg. 

C'HAPrfcfc i. 

I nr\ er shall forget those happy 
days when we sailed on the .fffcn- 
quil bosom of a mountain lake. 

make this 'statement compre- 
hensively clear, I'should doubtless 
introduce myself. My name is 
Madison Westford. It is an old 
and aristocratic name, even though 
I do say it. To bring out the real 

points of this recital, it is necessa- 

ry that I say a few words with re- 

gard to our family. We livod in 

Arkansaw, my father, my motlitr 
and myself. Our roomy, comtort- 
nble old house was pVched among 
the graffiti thountains of the 
Northwestern part of the State. 

My mother was a quiet weman, 
without pronounced characterist- 
ics. My father was a character, 
noted for his learning for his 

pride. Having descended from 
Hucksters who,won glory in the 

revolution, and wishing to forever 
he numbered among the lovers of 
the country, he did not go into the 
Confederate fenny when Arkansaw 
seceded. Realizing the useless- 
ness ofattempting to prevent the 

crises, he -quietly sat down, still a 

lover of the union and a worship- 
per of his family traditions, and 
awaited the terrible result. I was 

too voting to bear arms; otherwise 
I would have* fought for the Con- 

federacy, for the War spirit had 

crept into my being and had set my 
soul on tire. 

One day a TR d'' m federal sol- 

diers visited our house, and while 
searching for arms, came across a 

grand old paiuti ng, which having 
been done by an Italian master, 
and having come down from gen- 
eration to generation, wal regard- 
ed as a priceless treasure. 

‘•What will Liu take tor that 

painting?” asked the commanding 
officer, addressing my father. 

“It is not for sale. There is not 

enough money in the country to 

buy it.” 
“1 am.sorry,” rep.ied the officer. 

*'I am much devoted to art. Those 
trees are strikingly natural, amt J 
can almost hear that water r'p 
pling over the stones. Say you 
won't sell it?” 

“No, 1 could not be induced to 

part with it.” 
“1 am sorry. Say, you wouldn't 

lend it would you? We are going 
to have an art exhibition at the 

head-quarters and this picture 
would greatly add to the eol'eV*. 
ion. Suppose you let mo have it 
tor a day or two?” 

“Such a request, coming from a 

stranger is absurd.” 
The officer who was proud as 

well as unprincipled, haughtily 
drew himself up and replied: “The 

request of a stranger may he ab- 
surd hut the demand of a soldici 
is ever reasonaliles—pecially dur- 

ing war. 1 want that painting. I 
offer to hnV ^t, hut you say that it 
is priceless. I—” 

“Do you mean to rob me?” 
‘•1 mean to have tfce eictwre.” 
“Then I have nothing mote to 

say.” 
“Glad of it. Loquacity is pro- 

ductive of weariness. Sergeant, 
take down that picture.” 

Our home never secctrcd to be 

the same, after that picture was 

taken away. My father, I could 

see, actually prioved over its lo#s. 
He made luunerous attempts to 

recover it, but could never learn 
the name of the officer who had 

raided the house. 
Mv father And mother passed 

away. It would have been pleas- 
ant to look upon the grand old 

painting which my father had priz- 
ed so dearly and which would have 
descended to me. 

cnAin'Kit ii. 

No, 1 shall never forget those 

happy days when we sailed on the 

tranquil bosom of a mountain lake 

Hie war was almost forgotten ex 

cept by politicians. 1 had gout 
North to enjoy a summer's vaea 

tion, where, free from the annoy 
ances of a law oftiee, 1 could re 

gain the strength of which the 

wear of business bad deprived me. 

One afternoon while 1 was lazily 
tlfearning in my boat, drifting in 

the shade, 1 saw a woman rawing 
toward me. She seemed to l*e ex- 

•cited for she was pulling with all 

her strength. 1 had begun to 

think that her boat wvs cutting! 
deeper and deeper into the water, 

when she shrieked. I snatched 

up my oars and skimmed rapidly 
toward her, hut before I had made 
a dozen strokes, her boat wank. 
She was struggling in the water 

when I reached her. She had sunk 
once and was, I discovered upon 
lifting her into my boat, almo. t 
drowned. I took her to a house 
not far awav The inmates of the 

*- 

house were much excited. They i 
knew the young lady. Her name > 

was Zilda Moss. Her father, a 

prominent man, lived in the neigh- 
borhood. 

Miss Moss soon recovered. I | 
called every day to sse how she 
was getting along. The first time 
I saw her lustrous dark eyes, they j 
were gazing gratefully upon me. 

The people of the house, with a 

dash of romance, had told her how | 
; I had played the hero. 1 laughed, 
j at the idea but could not help feel- > 

j ing a pleasant sense of pride. I| 
soon learned that her father and 
mother were away from home on a 

visit and that she was the guest of 
the family to whose house I had 

•» I 
taken her. The first time Y. e had ; 
anything like a conversation, we 

were walking garden. 
“So you will not allow mo to 

thank you,” she said. 

“\V*y ye* are under no obliga- i 

t ions to me. I only discharged a 

duty but at the same time experi- 
enced a great pleasure.” 

“You endangered your life.” 
“>\Vt r.f'rll.” 
“lour boat tipped over and you 

sprang into the lake.” 
Deceitful wretch th*t I was. I 

knew that this was added by the 

family, but I eouhl not undeceive. 
I enjoyed the grateful expression 

I of her eyes. 1 would not have 
! cheated man, but is ti>Ye one 

among ds who would not cheat e 

j woman? Man can be honest with 
! man, hut who is thoroughly honest 
with woman, exposes himself to 

her contempt. 'I he blunt praetic- 
j abih* v so much admired by man, 

! is despised bv woman. This, on 

her part, is nut an evidence of in- 
tellectual weakness; it is an evi- j 

donee of.intelleotual refinement. 
“Do not think of the little ser 

vice 1 have rendered you, Miss 
Moss. Women pi ice so great a j 
stress up'Mi 8 ) slight ail action.” 

‘•Oh, men are all unebnkeious j 
heroes,” Mat* laughingly replied, j 
If I were to risk my life to save j 
• lie life of anyone, 1 would never: 

tire of hearing a recital of the 
brave deed} but I suppose men, 
so careless of themselves, look i 

with indifference upon a risk of: 
■ life. J.et me pin this rose-bud on 

I your coat. There! Docs not the 

j background e^n^ce the beauty of j 
the flower?” 

“Yes, but it misses much of its 

|assumed attraction when you are! 
near it.” 

what a fluterer you are. 

N'ow I know what you thought. 
When you saw me floundering in 
the water, you said to yourself; 
‘There is a girl whom I can flatter.’ 

I Then you sprang to the rescue, 

! took me out and are now flattering 
iitte. Dear me, I wish papa and 
mama would come home.” 

“Why did you not go with 

them?” 
‘•The}’ went to visit relatives, 

i stupid ones, too. Distant relatives 

■are at best far from being enter- 

taining.” 
“I am glad you did not go.” 
“Bo Ant 1, even though the bark 

that held—” 
“The princess went down,” 1 

added. 
“There you are again, Mr. Flat- 

terer. Let usgotohhe bouse. Yon 

will Hatter lile to death if we stay 
oat here.” 

CHAPTEK 111. 

Again I nn'.st say that I shal* 

never forget those happy days. 
We skimmed the bright sheen of 

the beautiful lake. Thecliffs sent 

hack t<? tho echo of Zilda s sweet 

voice. 1 could see that she was 

happy. 
“Zilda,” I said one day when wc 

had landed to eat our lunch on a 

rock; which for and wide was 

known as the Banquet Table, 
I “when Vohi- father and mother re- 

turn, I suppose I may visit you at 

your house?” 
‘ “Why, of course you may. 

What foolish questions you some- 

times ask. Papa and mama will 

be.delighted to see you. Papa is 
an awful fine looking man, teller 
than you are. He was a captain 
in the union army.” 

“Zilda—” 
“Why don’t you say Mitt Zilda? 

If papa were to hear you Zfldaring 
mo he would snap his eves like a 

steeltrap.” 
“I shall be careful when he is 

near, Zilda—” 
“There you go again. Stop try- 

ing to take hold of my hard. I 
went to set the ta— my goodness, 
yonder is pnps.^ 

She spring to her feet and ran 

to meet a man whom I saw ap- 
proaching. 

Mr. Moss said that lie was pleas- 
ed to meet me. lie tried to bo el- 

oquent in expressing bis gratitude. 
He knew that I had risked my life 
to save his daughter. He wished 
that it \vss in hii power to repay 
me. Knew that he could never 

do it.. Would I visit him at his 
home? Y'es, 1 could. Could I not 

spend a few weeks with him? Y'os 
I could. 

The Mosses lived in a piaea max 

to me was particularly attractive. 
Flowcrh, graceful trees ami every- 
thing tending to makea home com- 

platey iirrounded the house. Mrs. 
Moss shed tears when she took my 
hand. She thanked the Lord that 
I had been horned. So did I, de- 

claring ^hat tne service which 1 

had rendered her daughter was to 

mo more than worth the conn ined 

performances of a life time. W hat 
a liar I was! and, for 'that matter, 
what a liar I am yet. 

After supper we went into the 

parlor. I could scarcely repress a 

loud exclamation. The frand old 

painting so highly prized by my 
father and his ancestors hung up- 
on the wall. 

“That is a beautiful painting, 
Miss Moss.” 

“Yes, it is a masterpiece.’’ 
“An old heirloom, 1 suppose?” 
“No, it is a comparative stranger 

in our family.”' 
“Bought it. doubtless, at some 

great art sale?” 
“No.”. 
“May 1 ask where yon got it!” 
She blushed amt changed the 

subject, I saw it all Her father 
had robbed n^v father; and, proud 
of the theft, had told his family 
how he secured the painting, 1 

was in a’most unenviable position. 
What to do I did not know. I lov- 

ed Zilda and almost knew that she 

loved me, but could I, injustice to 

the memory of my' father, marry 
the daughter of a man who had in- 

sulted and robbed him, Mv man- 

ner toward Zilda must have chang- 
ed, for the conversation during the 

entire evening was constrained. 
I was glad when bedtime arrived. 

.Is 1 lay in bed, I tried to decide 

upon some plan of action. Would 

it bo right to coutront Mr. Moss 

and demand the picture? No, I 

could not mortally offend the man 

whose daughter I devotedly loved, 

f would go away and try to forget 
it all. 

CHAPTER IV. 

The next morning I told Mr. 

Moss how sorrry I was that 1 

conld not longer regain, that a 

husinbtt letter received several 

days before and thrust, unread, in- 

to my pocket, bad, upon being 
read, informed me that a certain 
law suit demanded my immediate 

attention. Mr. Moss, was very 
sorrv. Mrs. Moss expressed deep 
regrets. Zilds was'oVU in the gar- 

den. I would see her alone. 
“Miss Moss, I shall leave to- 

day.” 
•* What!” she exclaimed, dropping 

a handful of roses. 

‘•Yef, business calls me away.” 
“1 am very sorry,” she said, 

looking dbwn 
“It cannot be helped.” 
Tears were dripping flcm her 

long lashes. 
“Why can’t it bb helped?” she 

asked 
“Let (is sit down Here a mo- 

tuent.” 
We sat down. She clasped her 

hands, 
“You made me very unhappy 

last night,” she said. 
“I never spent a more miserable 

night.” 1 replied. 
“You seemed to get mad with me 

as soon as you began to talk about 
that liaioful old picture., I wished 
an hour afterwards that I had told 

you all about it.” 
‘•Tell me now,” I eagerly repli- 

ed. 
“Well, I will. Shortly after I 

qc’H school, 1 become engaged to a 

man, who, with papa’s consent 
had addressed mo. 1 did not love 
him, but to please papa, T agreed 
to marry him. One day he brought 
me that picture. He bought it at 

an art sale in Xew York. Finding 
that I could not loye him, and be- 

coming more rjhI more horrified at 

the thought of marryfhg him, 1 
broke the engagement. 1 offered 
to return the picture but he would 
not take it. Now, is there any- 
thing so bad about it? 

Then 1 told her my story. 
“Oh 1 don’t blame you,” she 

sftid. “1—take your arms from 
around me. Wo are not engaged. 
You haven't even told me that you 
love mo.’’ 

"it j nave not, it was ’>ecanso 

deep love cannot be lightly ex- 

pressed; but 1 do love you—love 
you devotedly.” 

She began to untangle herself 
froir my arms. Looking up 1 saw 

Mr. M oss, 1 began to stammer an 

apology when he said: 

“Zilda, l have often told you not 

to sit out here without anything 
around yon and 1 wee that you have 
followed my advice.” 

The girl blushed and 1 felt the 
blood rush to my ad, hut 1 man- 

aged to say: 
“1 was determined that she 

j should not take cold, sir,” 
“Yes, you are quite a comforter, 

Well, don’t let me interrupt you.” 
“Our arrangmenfs are very near 

ly completed,” said I. “Have you 
any objections to our marriage?” 

‘•None whatever,” 
* & * * * 

The grand old paint' ng lmngs on 

my wall. 
“Look here,” my wife said to 

me the other ‘dfty, 
“Well,” 
“Did you know that you never 

asked me to marry you?’ 
“I don’t believe 1 did.” 
“You good for nothing thing, you 

ought to be ashamed of yourself.” 
“No, 1 should not. 1 am so 

proud of you that 1 entirely forget 
myself.” 

“1 actually believe that you pull- 
ed me out of the lake just to flatter 
me; hut 1 like it. dear. Always 
flatter me. The husband who 
ceases to flatter—” 

“(.’eases to please his wife,” 1 

rejoined.—Arkansaw Traveler. 

Meridian JkiiM the quartermaster. 

Gen. McGlelbm was indefatiga- 
ble in reorganizing the army rout- 

ed at Hull Run, and lie used every 

day to ride or walk through the 

camps about Washington in citi- 
zens dress, looking out for abuses 
to he remedied. One day he was 

strolling through the rear of regi- 
mental encampment, lie saw a pail 
of some dark looking mixture 

standing by u Are and asked what 
it was. 

“It's coffee, said the soldier 

who was officiating as cook. 
•‘To me,” replied McCIelluu, ‘‘it 

looko piore like slops.” 
*Oh,’ said the soldier, ‘it is not 

fit to drink, but we have to put up 
with it, and our other tood is not u 

bit better.” “Well whose fault it? 
it?” he aSked. ‘Oh, our quarter- 
master is drufik most of tli» time, 
and when he is not he is studying 
how to cheat.’ McClellan passed 
ou. and seeing more evidence of the 

dirty and slovenly manner in which 
the quartermaster conducted the 

operations in his tent, he accosted 
him with the remark that the men 

were complaining ofbad treatment 
from him The quartermaster flew 
into a passion and swore it was 

hone of his business and lio had 
better not come sneaking around 
trying to make mischief. McClel- 
lan answered him, telling him ho 
had better be cantioiis bow he 
talked. Q uaijernmster replied; 
‘Who are you, that you assume so 

much apparaut authority!’ ‘1 am 

George B. McClellan, and you can 

pack lip your traps aud leave. 
The quartermaster was struck 
dumb, and McClellan turned and 
lelt him. That evening the quar- 
termaster left to the tune of the 
‘‘Hogue’s March,” played by south 
of the hovs who had got wind of it. 
Ben: I’erley l’oore- 

In»moll on Matrimony. 

“1 belive,” sain he, “in (he iusti 
1 

I tution of marriage, mid I have no 

sort of sympaty with those persons 
who endeavor to oppose that iusti- 
tiou. The fireside is the most sa 

cred place on earth, and the lovo of 
husband ana wife is God like. I 

* would rather live with the women 
I lovo in a world of sorrow than 
be forever in a heaven of men 

alone. NVe may forget all other 
creeds with impunity if we believe 
in the republicanism of the fireside, 
the democracy of the home and the 
absolute equality of husband ami 
wifo. I doubt if men realize what 
it is to have won the love of a good 

| woman. He who has done this 
has made a success in life, even 

though he (lies in the gutter. No 
man h.T3 a right to regard himself 
as the boss of the house hole. The 

family should ho an affair of co- 

partnership, No man has a right 
to assassinate the joy of a (lay in 
his own house, and no woman 

should he compelled to live with a 

cross man. Treat your wife like a 

tender flower and she will till your 
life with the perfume of lovo. And 
to begin with, court your wife. 
Don’t think your wife's love is not 

of sufficient value to take care ot 

after you have secured it. The 
family circle shokild bo a man’s 
heaven, and if you are blessed with 

I children, burn up your rods and 
1 let love and kindness rule. The 
man who has not sudicient brains 
to able to govern his children with 
out appealing to their fear is un- 

worthy ot befog a father. You 

may call ieo infidel, atheist or what 

j you please, but l intend to so do 
that when 1 die my children can 

1 point to my grave and say, “He 

j who lies there never gave ns a rno- 

I msnts’ pain.” Have your photo- 
; graph taken iu the act of beating 
your sweet little child. It will be 
a com tort to you, perhaps, after 
the chiM is dead, to go out in the 

springtime, to its little grave, and 
there look upon the photograph so 

taken. I want to do what 1 can 

| while I live to take the whip opt 
I of the family.—From a Lecture tte 
port inNew York World.! 

flMcliniTt idflle IIIMr. 

Children, did you seo that sweet 
1 little item in the papers about our 

great and good man Grower Cleve- 
land, who was inaugurated Presi- 
dent of these United States on the 
fourth of March! There he stood 
in the midst of more than one liun- 
dred thou and people, the central 

1 

figure of all, the man who had 

| been chosen to guide our great na- 

tioual destiny for tho next four 
■ years. Making a brief address(fiill 
j ot good sense bravery and moral 

truth, ho was now ready to be 
sworn into office. That is, he laid 
his band .upon the Itiblo and in the 
name and fear of tho great God, 
took a solemn oath to do right in 
all things while lie is our President. 
But the little matter I wanted to 

cult special attention to was. that 
the hook provMcd for the occasion 
was not some large, fine Bible 

brought out for show op this great 
day. but a small,old and well-worn 
Bible given to Grover long ago by 
bis own dear mother when he was 
1*1 
young. Ah! lie remembered that 
dearest of all earthly friends, and 
had treasured up much of the truth 
contained in th^t book. Ami now 

standing at tho tibtUl of a great na- 

tion, lie acknowledges by that lit- 
tle act his)indebtness and audgrati 
tilde to bis mother and his moth- 
er’s Bible, Aivl in the name of his 
mother’s God he avows liiuiself 

ready to act upon ths principles of 

right and justice. Boys And girls, 
let us ever follow the advice of our 

parents and the directions of the 
ever-blessed Bible. Of course the 
Bibles iVere the same in coiiteuts. 
but this showed his reverence ami 
loye for her who first taught him 
the word ol life.—Arkansas Metho- 
dist. 

“Yon were asleep last night 
weren’t you, my dear,when I came 

inf” he asked. “Yes, and it was a 

great blessing to you that 1 was 

asleep.” “I hardly think,” he re- 

turned mildly, “that it was a great 
blessing.'* It wa*. owing to the fact 
that you wert^aSleep that 1 escap- 
ed a great blessing ’’ — N- \ i-nin. 

Hardware 

Company, 
W€STMAIN ST, 

Prescott, Arkansas 
1 ■ > 

OENKBAL DEALERS IN 

HARDWARE 

AMI) 

S*4 T O V E , 

TI1TWARE, 
AND FINE Ct’TLEKY 

First class Tin Shot in connoc 
tiou with the store. Jan. I, '84 

NEW 

LI?EHT,FEEFD iSALE STABLE, 

GILMAN & BRO., 
PROPRIETORS, 

PRESCOTT. ARK.. 
i 

j I7MNKST Huggirs, Jfwks n»nl Hontoo in 
1/ >*• Mitliwi*st Arknnua. Buggios rru 
Hacks nil bran iu*w. 

f », .M 

FINEST OITIFITS Full DRUMMERS. 

Gentle saddle horses for ladies. 
TERMS REASONABLE. 

Good Wagon Yard A ttached. 
At White'*Stable, formerly Edward* and 

Carr. East Maui Street. 

___- 

HEADQUARTERS FOR 

CHflISTMA 0. 
J. H. 'KERSHAW £00.. 

WEST FRONT stltKRT, 
Have just received the Largest 

and licet Selected stock of Christ- 
mas Toys ever exhibited in Pres- 
cott. Wo have also u Well Select- 
ed stock of Fancy and Family 
Groceries, al! of which wo pro- 
pose to sell at prices that defy 
competition. 
Nev. 13th. 

W. L. GAINES, 

BOOTS SHOEMAKER. 
WEST FUONT STi?*FT, 

PRESCOTT. AllK. 

The Celehtsd Stallion, 
ZBB 
is standing at 1>. (iilliuau it llro.’s 
livery stable in I’rescott, Ark. For 
father information, terms, etc., ap- 
ply to 

Woodmeuy, Pout is A Terhy. 

Fire! Wind! LiihtsiDt! 
The German Mutual 

Fin Insuranoa Company 
Little Hock, Arkanss, insur.s pr 

business on tithe niostttpprovnd pan 
plan, ro'urtonahly ch**a and in the Intel 
<»f people. W© court the fullest inrestigat 
ion. Addnsp Frauk P.Dl’NN, President 
Little Kook, Ark. 

WE ASK ONLY A TRIAL 
Of Aguine to prove it the bee* 
Ramedy tor Malarial Diseases. It curia 
Ague, Chill* A Fever, Malarial and Inter- 
mittent Fever, Biliousness, and liverdm 
tulties anting from malarial influence* 
Greatest Appetizer, Tonic and Family 
Remedy In the world. No quinine na* 

pcisonoue ingredient*. Indorsed by Phy- 
sicians and Druggists. Cure cuarantee*. 
Void b» DruggM* a.-uuie Ou LiUiu .'idle. K. »- 


