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POWDER 
Absolutely Pure. 

This powder never varies. A marbei o4 
purity, strength and wholesome lies*. More 
economical than the ordinary kinds, and 
cannot he gold in competition with the mul- 
titude of low test, short weight alum or phos- 
phate powders. Solti only in cans. 

KOVAL BAKING l’OWDKR CO.. 
lOtJ Wall St.. New York 

BLOOl) POISON. 
Three years ago I contracted a blood pois- 

on. I upplieu to a physician at once, and 
his treatment came neaf killing me. I em- 

ployed an old physical! and then went to 

Ky. I then went to Hot Springs and re- 
mained two mouths, hut nothing seemed to 
cure me permanently, although temporary 
relief was given me. My condition grew 
desperate and I applied to a noted <juack, 
hut I did not improve. I then used a prep- 
aration which was prescribed “gratisf*’ but it 
contained too much alcohol and aggravated 
my sufferings I then placed myself under 
the treatment of a noted Nashville physi- 
cian and for a time was benefited, but dv fall 
1 returned home a ruined man. physically 
and financially, with hut little prospects of 
ever getting well. My money being ex- 

hausted. I did not know what to do. In 
May, 1885, my mother persuaded rne to get 
a bottle of B B. B. (made in Atlanta) ami I 
did so to gratify her, hut to iny utter aston- 
ishment! had not finished the first bottle be- 
fore tin* ulcer had been healed. 

To the ifroatiit time 1 have used five bot- 
tles iunl l»ave received more benefit than 
trom all the rest combined; and I am sati- 
lled that B. B. B. is the most wonderful blood 
purifies ever before known, and I urge all at- 
fiictcd young men to try one single bottle 
and he convinced. I can truly say I think it 
».«* tin* best medicine in the* world. 

/. T. HALLERTON. 
Macon, 6a., May 1, lKXii. 

VERY NERVOUS. 
For many yean* I have been afflicted with 

llh<‘iiritoti»iii combined with some Kidney 
Trouble*. Indigestion finally added to mv 

inysery find I ***>n became feeble and very 
nervous, and my whole system was pros- 
trated i Several physicians were employed 
and numerous patent medicines resorted to 
without benefit. After seeing so nmny testi- 
monials extrolling tin* wonderful merits of 
It. 11 It., I conn mnecd its use and the effect 
wa- like magic. Rheumatic pains censed, 
m\ kidney* w ere relieved and my constitu- 
tion improved at once, and I cheerfully rec- 

mi mend it to all others who nny he similar- 
Iv afflicted. 

MRS. S. TOMLINSON. 
Atlanta. Ga., May 4, 188b. 

TO THE PUBLIC. 
After using It. It. It. I unhesitatingly state 

that it did more good for in\ Kidney Com- 
plaint than all other remedies combined. Its 
action i* speeds and I cheerfully recom- 
mend it for Kidnes derangements. 

T. B. CALLAHAN. 
Charlotte. N. C., April 21st, IHHtl. 

All who desire full information about the 
cause and cure ot Blood Poisons, Scrofula 
and Scrofulous Swellings, Ulcers, Sore*. 
Rheumatism, Kidney Complaints. Catarrh, 
rtc., can secure by mail, free, a copy of our 

M2-i»ag« Illustrated Booh of Wonders, tilled 
with the most wonderful and startling proof 
ever berorf known. 

AfflfrrM, BLOOD BALM CO., 
Atlanta, Ga. 

For sale by II. Moncrief Jc Bro.; J. O. 
Howell, and .Jno. M. Milhurn, Pres 'ott, Ark. 

A<; KNTS VVANTKl) to«•!!“Ki-miniocen. 
(•a" rot'110 wurM in tile Nntinniil Motropolin 

“> BEN: PERLEY POORE. 
Illustrating tin* Wit. Humor mui Keeentriei- 
ti *> of noted celebrities. A richly illustrated 
treat of inner Society History. from *ve «>lcl- 
en tiiiio*’ to the wedding of Cleveland. Won- 
derfully popular. Agent* report rapid sale* 
Addmw» for circular and term*, to 

K. HOLDOWAV A: CO. 
St. Louis, Mo. 

All kind* ot legal blank* for Hale 
at this ottiee. 

MEMORIES OF HOME. 

MRS. M. A. CATO. 

h: life’s weary journey, where’er we may 
roam, 

How tender and sweet are the memories of 
home; 

They come like the sunlight at evening'* de- 
cline. 

And wreathe all the past in a radiance di- 
vine. 

The fond recollections to me now are dear— 
Make pleasant life’s evenings nnd till it with 

cheer; 
Tho’ the years may steal from us life’s vigor 

and bloom, 
They can ne’er take away the sweet memo- 

ries of home. 

The friends ot our youth—of the dear olden 
ti me. 

We hear their tweet voices like music’) low 
chime; 

In memory they whisper so tender nnd low 
Of the friends and the homo we loved long 

ago. 

Tho' faded are the leaves of life’s beautiful 
tree, 

I»ove’s flowers bloom as fragrant as ever for 
me, 

And I gather its garland's yet fresh in their 
bloom, 

And cheer life's decline with memories of 
home. 

O, the home over yonder, how sweet it will 
be, 

From care and from sorrow, from suffering 
free; 

There the loved ones will gather—no more 

will they roam 
From the house of our father, the spirit’s 

blest home. 
Home, home, sweet home; 
The house ot our father, the spirit s blest 

home. 

“NOT AVAILABLE.’’ 

The Romance of a Rejected Man- 
uscript. 

New York., N. Y. November 7, 
Dear Madam:—We regret that the manu- 

script has not been found available for the 
magazine. So many considerations enter en- 

ter into the question of “availability,’’ such 
a- previous acceptance of somewhat similar 
material, or a superabundance of matter on 

hand, or unfitness on account of the editor’s 

present plans, that the return of your manu- 

script does not imply that it was thought dc- 

ticieat from a literary point of view. With 
thanks for your courtesy, we are, 

Verv trulv voiir-. 

Kuitor H-M au a/.isk. 

Blanche Raymond read the let- 

ter through several times, and then, 
with a little sigh, took up the poor, 
rejected manuscript. ’‘Not availa- 

ble,” she murmured, glancing over 

the carefully written pages. ‘Not 
deficient from a literary point ot 

view. Well, they are at least cour- 

teous: 1 shouldn’t wonder, though, 
if they meant that last remark as a 

halm for my injured feelings I am 

told that editors are so deceitful.” 
With these thoughts of editori- 

al perfidy rankling in her bos 

mu, Blanche relapsed into silence. 
She compressed her lips until 

the dimple in her chin was scarce- 

ly visible, and a very perceptible 
frown darkened her usually serene 

brow. 
It was evident that something 

important was being evolved from 
her busy brain, for the frown deep- 
ened till the grey eyes looked al- 
most black beneath the long lash- 
es. 

Suddenly she arose trom the 

low rocker in which she had been 

sitting, saying, with a merry twin- 
kle in her ejes, which effectually 
dispelled the frown, “I’ll do it! it 
will be n great lark, and I will at 

least get another man’s opinion of 

my poor paper's literary merit of 

availability.” 
“A great lark,” strangely im- 

proper language for an aspiring an- 

tlior.” 
“Where are you going, dear?” 

asked Mrs. Raymond, as Blanche, 
after a carefully-prepared toilet, 
descended to the sitting-room 
where tier mother sat sewing. 

“Well, mamma, you know I told 

you that the H- Magazine 
had returned my manuscript. I 

happen to think of the I)- 

Magazine, of our own city here, 
winch has not long been estab- 

lished. but is fast gaining popular- 
ity. The dazzling idea has oc- 

curred to me to take my story 

there, instead of sending it out 

alone. Perhaps I can make an im- 

pression if my story can’t," laugh- 
ed the little miss, casting a sly 
glance at the bright, sweel lace re- 

flected in the mirror opposite. 
“But, my dear, is that the prop- 

er thiug to do? I don’t like to 

have you go alone to one of these 
1 places,” said the old lady, evident- 

ly regarding “one of these places” 
1 us something uncanny. 

“Why, mamma, there is no harm 
iu it at all. It is purely a matter id 

business. The editor is probably 
a bald-headed, spectacled ogre, 
who will wilt me with one glassy 
stare. But I’m going to get him 

to accept my story before 1 wilt, 

even if I collapse immediately af- 
terward,’’ said this very deter- 
mined young lady, who had not 

learned that saddest word in 

youth’s lexicon, “fail.” 
“Well, hurry hack, for 1 shall be 

very anxious till you return.” 
With a kiss and a smiling good- 

bye, Blanche tripped from the 
room with a heart not quite as 

light as when sh e first thought of 
her venture, but she wonld not 
own it even to herself. 

Our heroine was little more than | 
a child, although the sun§ of nine- 
teen summers lud darkened her 
once flaxen curls. The youngest 
child and only girl of a family of 
five children, she was, of course, 

greatly petted and caressed. A 

girlofaless sweet, even disposi- 
tion might have shown the effects 
of such a training in imperious 
manners and pettish exactions, but 
Blanche, without special effort, 
had escaped these evils. Living 
her happy life, surrounded by 
home love and comforts, she had 
not given herself up entirely to 

pleasure, hut had labored diligent- 
ly to improve a naturally bright 
mind, trying to make the jewel 
worthy of its fair setting. 

The cable car sped along the 

frosty traek, bearing Blanche near- 

er and nearer ber destination. Her 
ardor was cooling rapidly. With 
all her bravery she began to feel 
that facing the lion in his den was 

not such a very pleasant matter. 

However, she was not the girl to 

give up a venture when once be- 

gun, so she tried not to feel ner- 

vous, hut to compose her thoughts 
iuto a neat little speech for the ed- 
ification of the ‘‘spectacled ogre.” 

Finally she stood before the 
dread portal, and tin- shaky knock 
told as plainly as any words the 
corresponding condition of her 

tnougnis. 
‘‘Come in!’’ called a musical 

voice, but she didn't “come.” With 
(lie admirable caution of her sex, 
she resolved that the ‘‘lion” 
should meet her at least half way. 
She knocked a second time, a little 
louder than before. After a biief 
pause—an awful pause to Blanche, 
the door was thrown wide open by 
a—baldheaded, spectacled ogre? 
No, indeed! by a tall, slender man 

of perhaps twenty seven years, 
with brown, curling hair and mus- 

tache, and mirthful brown eyes. 
“Oh! ah! will you come in?” said 

the young man, with a little em- 

barrassment in his voice. 
Blanche entered and took the 

politely-proffered chair without a 

word. The “neat little speech” 
was forgotten—-in fact, she seemed 
to have lost all speech in her com- 

plete surprise. 
“Do you wish to see me!” came 

the pleasant tones of the young 
man, after a moment of dreadful 
silence. 

“Yes—that is, I wished to see 

the editor of the 1)-Maga- 
zine,” faltered Blanche. 

“1 have that humble honor,” he 
replied. 

Itlauche east one swift glance 
at him, and then slowly draw from 
her mu ft tla* precious manuscript. 
An amused smile played about the 
editor's handsome mouth, and his 

eyes assumed the uumistable ‘'I 
told you so” expression. 

•‘1 have written a little story, 
and 1 thought perhaps—it would 
be wise, if—I—I want to get it 

printed!" and an undiguitied tear 

dropped on the little muff. 

“Certainly! may 1 see it?” 
She gave it to him without look* 

ing up, her thoughts in a tumult as 

to “what mamma would think” to 

see her talking to this handsome 

man, whose admiring brown eyes 
were harder to meet than the 

glassy stare she hail anticipated. 
The editor unfolded the paper 

and glanced over the pages, paus- 
ing occasionally to read a sentence 

through. 
Itlauche sat with downcast eyes. 

Nothing broke the silence save the 

rustling of the papers and the tick- 

ing of the clock. 
‘•Ahem! excuse me, but is this 

part of the story?” asked the edi- 

tor, as lie held up before her gu/.e 

—horror of horrors—the very let- 
ter she had received from the 
li- Magiziue! 

In her haste and enthusiasm 
over her “great lark” she had gath- 
ered up with the manuscript the 

letter which had been lying open 

upon it, and the editor’s quick eye 
had grasped its contents at a glance. 

Blanche gave one teritied look, 
and then, forgettfnl of everything, 
sprang forward and clutched the 
fatal letter. 

“Oh, how could you!” she gasp- 
ed, glaring at the innocently-of- 
fending editor through her tears. 

“My dear young lady, it was 

wholly unintentional on my part! 
I had looked at it before 1 thought 
of its not belonging to the story,” 
continued this soft-hearted editor, 
growing confidential in his efforts 
to be consoling. “I once received 
the same kind of letter. Your sto- 

ry is a very pretty one, prettily 
told, and I think I can use it in my 
magazine.” 

He would properly have taken 
it if it had been a Mother-Goose 
rhyme, so thoroughly sympathetic 
had he become under the magic in- 
fluence of the bright tears. 

“Well,” said Blanche, recovering 
her self-possession. “I will tell you 
all about it,” and in a simple, 
straight-forward manner, she told 
him of the return of the manu- 

script, and the letter accompany- 
ing it “I did uot mean that you 
should know it had been declined 
once,” she said, with charming can- 

dor, the swift blushes dying her 
cheeks. Was it very wrong for 
me not to tell you?” 

“Not at all,” said this uualmshed 
young man, smiling in spite of him- 
self at her earnestness 

“Why!” he exclaimed, as he no- 

ticed the name and address at tlie 

bottom of the last page. “Do you 
live at No. 37.‘i t!-street!” 

“Yes, 1 have lived there tive 

years.” 
“Then I am delighted to have 

met my next-door neighbor. I live 

It was now Blanche's turn to be 

astonished. To think that she had 
thus iguominiously introduced her- 

sell to her nearest neighbor! 
“Why, 1 have never seen yon, ’ 

she began. 
“Nor l you,” he interrupted, 

“but that is not so very strange. 
I have been hoarding there for on- 

ly two weeks, and as I go away 
quite early in the morning and it 
is dark when 1 get home these 
short afternoons, we could easily 
miss seeing each other.” 

“Well.” said Blanche, laughing- 
ly comprehending the novelty ot 

the situation, “1 feel heartily 
ashamed that yon have met ute 

under such unfavorable circum- 
stances. In the tlrst place I had 

expected to see a bald-headed 
man. 1 had the impression that 
editors were old and bald. Being 
completely surprised at uot dud- 

ing the individual 1 had pictured 
to myself, and being a little con- 

science stricken over my deceit 

concerning the manuscript, I fear 
I lost my self possession.” 

“You tire certainly excusable un- 

der these trying circumstances,” 
said the editor, smiling. “By tbe 

way, 1 beg the liberty to tell you 
my name; my name is also Bay* 
mond—Raymond Douglass,” and 
be drew from bis pocket a card, 
which he passed to her. 

“Miss Raymond,” continued 
this audacious young man. “I will 
look over this manuscript careful- 

lp, and if 1 should happen to find 
some little mistakes might I”— 

hesitatingly—“might I call, say to- 

morrow evening, to have you rec- 

tity them? 1 know you would 
much prefer correcting them in 

your own way, and I would be ex- 

tremely happy to afford you that 

privilege. Besides, 1 am a neigh- 
bor, and sometimes very louely,” 
he added, with a melancholy glance 
from the brown eyes. 

How could Blanche refuse this 
handsome young editor who had 
all the wiles of his profession* Be- 
sides, was it not very kind of him 
to take such an interest in her 

poor little story? 
With a blush and a smile she 

told him he might come, and then, 
with a pleasant good bye, left Mr. 

Douglass to dream of a pair of 

gray eyes glistening through 
bright tears, and a sweet, sensitive 
mouth saying, “How could you!” 
in reproachful accents. 

Did he find any mistakesf Trust 
to Raymond Douglass for that! 
The next evening found him fairly 
introduced at No. -573. The ac- 

quaintanceship begun under such 
novel circumstances, progressed 
rapidly in the forty-five minutes 
Mr. Douglass spent under the hos- 

pital roof of bis next door neigh- 
bor, and a kind invitation to "call 

again” sent him on his way, re- 

joicing that fate had cast his lot in 
such a pleasant place. And 
Blanc,he? Ah, she was but a girl 
—and what girl has not had bright 
dreams? 

Time passed on, bringing in the 
New Year, bringing the first faint 
breezes of spring and the per- 
fume of the earliest violets, bring- 
ing Raymond Douglass often to 

tlie house of the gray-eyed dam- 
sel. and bringing a true, pure love 
to the hearts of these two. 

And so, when the old earth look- 
ed its fairest in its emerald robe 
and flower garlands, these two 

were wed. 
Blanche has escaped the distress 

caused by rejected manuscripts, 
by not writing any more, A sure 

way out of the difficulty.—Mariam 
V. Crocker, in Chicago Current. 

Points About Pomposity. 
It was Theodore Hook whose 

humorous fancy was tickled one 

• lay by a very pompous man strid 

ing along the street with great im- 

portance. He went up to him and 

lapped him on the shoulder. “I 

beg your pardon: are you any body 
in particular?” he asked and pass- 
ed on, while the pompous gentle- 
man's surprise did not give him a 

chance to answer. Aflei all.it isi 
not what we are, but what we think 
we are, that makes us happy or 

unhappy. 1 fancy most people are 

rat Iter satisfied with themseles. 
Other people’s opinions do not 

matter anyway about anything, 
lint a pompons man is one of the 

jokes of nature. If there were not 

some funny people in the world 
to make us smile at them at times, 
we would be dull. There is al- 

ways something about a fat man 

that is impressive. There is a 

great deal of dignity about a pro- 
truding stomach, anil the shorter 
a man’s breath the more diguitied 
and respected he becomes. The 
stomach docs it all. It sticks out. 

and without possessing any indi- 
vidual character, it seems to say: 
“The gentlemen around me has 

never had an uneasy conscience or 

an empty purse.’' A fat man has 
an awful lot of dignity until he 
commeuces to run. It is always 
bumilating to see a man try to do 
something he can’t do gracefully, 
and a fat rn.iii cannot run without 

losing that impressiveness which 

helps him through life, and becom- 

ing funny. Fat men all have a 

tendency to pomposity. Some- 
times they are really not pompous, 
but the effort of carrying the dig 
nity in troet of them gives them 
the appearance. It is hard for a 

thin man to be pompous, because 
the higher he lifts his head the 
thiuner he gets about the waist, 
and it knocks the dignity out of 
him Perhaps some day scientist 
will find a distinct relation be- 

tweeu pouipousuess and fat and 
enable a man to avoid pomposity 
by changiug his diet.—San Fran- 
cisco Chronicle. 

Rules for Telling Horses' Ages. 
The lull grown horse possesses 

twenty-four heck teeth—that is 
six in each jaw; these are called 
molars or grinders. He has twelve 
frout teeth, that is six in each jaw. 
Mares have no tushes. The foal 
has at its birth, or shortly after- 
terwards, eight milk teeth, that is 
four in each jaw. These remain 

unchanged until lie iH three years 
old. The mouth of the yearling 
and two year-olds cannot be con- 

founded. The yearling’s mouth 
shows no signs of use, and the 

corner teeth are shells only; at two 

years old these teeth are strong 
and well grown, and the comer 

teeth tilled up. A little before 
three years old the two center 
teeth of each jaw fall out, and are 

replaced by permanent teeth. A 
little before four, the teeth on 

each side of the centre teeth are 

replaced by permanent ones. 

‘‘Am I hurting you badly?” ask- 

ed liostou dentist of a lady whose 

teeth he was fixing, and who was 

emitting horrible grouts. “Oil, 
not in the least, but I love to 

groan,” was the reply. 

In Memoriam. 
Mrs. Gallic Ungrone was hern 

in Union (Jo., Ark. Sept. 21st, 1845, 
and married to (Jen. W. Uagronc. 
August 3, 1803 and died March 2S, 
1887 at .1. II. Morgans, near the 
place of her hirth, in her forty 
second year. 

Many friends in Union county 
and around Prescott Ark., mourn 

| her loss. Besides other relatives, 
she leaves a husband, who expec- 
ted to precede her to the grave 

many years ago. and five t» »ys and 

three girls, the youngest not yet 
two years old. 

The little ones, George, Katie 
and Ituby gather Rowers each re 

curing Sabbath morning -nice her 

death aud when they go to church, 
they put fresh water in the vase 

and place her favorite dowers up- 
on the new made grave of their 
mother. 

Time may fade and winter may 
chill their floral tributes o*' love,hilt 
God grant that the memory of that 
precious mother may never wither 
in the hearts of those *weet chil- 
dren. Then there are her four 

promising sons—her pride and 
her constant care. With supreme 
faith in God aud faith in the man 

ly promises of her sons to meet 

her in Heaven she passed away in 
perfect peace. Bovs, sometimes 
that mother has wept over your 
boyish follies, but there was faith 
and prayer among those tears. 
You would not for your right arm 

wring t(>ars of sorrow from her lov 

ing eyes were she witti you again, 
anil now, that “lie is gone let those 
tears not prove in vain — show that 
they were not wasted i>v cherish- 
iny; that mother’s love, amt God in 

his own good time and way will 
honor the faith of the prayers of 

that lost mother. Cherish her 

memory! Reverence the the things 
she loved; respect tire friends she 
tried, and honor the God she 
trusted. Yes! Cherish the memo- 

ry of your mot her!! 
The rich may bequeath millions 

and yet houses and lands and 
stocks may estrange the heirs in- 
to law suits. Eventually railroad* 
and hanks tail us at death. The 
inheritance bequeathed to you by 
that mother is undividedly given 
to each and every separate one of 

the eight, of her precious arlings, 
in all its entirety of court.ct and 
victory. And who shall say that 
it does not coino the very next in 
value, to the precious ransom in 
the Lord Jesus Christ Himself. 

My mother lives to-day boys 
and 1 honor her second only to 

the Lord God of Heaven. 
Honor your mother, bove. by 

telling over her life to little 
Dixie, who is too young to know 
her worth. Let the first stories 

planted in Dixie's mind and heart, 
be of mothers love from mothers 
sons; and the truths lodged there 
with tender words, and watered 
with tears of affection, will yield 
an increase given ot God, honor- 
ing alike to mother and Iter son*. 

She had been a great sufferer 
and we know of none we shall 
more confidently expect to see in 

that great white throng, who came 

up out of great tribulation, than 
sister Callio l.agrone. 

Ilcrs is an exchange ot the per 
ishable tor the eternal, ol the cor 

ruptible for the immortal anil glo- 
ous hotly that know* no pain nor 

weariness. The home she longed 
to build here for her loved ones, 
which at best must decay, has been 
exchanged for a mansion with 
room fur all the loved ones left be- 
hind to find hospitable welcome 

bye ami by e. 

“Whin a gathering! wi at a gath- 
ering that will bo” bye and bye. 

Wiley A. Hailey. 

Kvil Speaking.—“Speak evil 
of no man,’' says the great apostle; 
us plain a command us “Thou 
shall do no murder.” llut who, 
even among Christians, regards 
this command? What is evil 

speaking? It is not the same as 

lying or slandering. All a man 

says may be true as the Bible, and 
yet the saying of it may bo evil 

speaking. For evil speaking is 

neither more not less than speak- 
ing evil of an absent person—rela- 
ting something evil which was re- 

ally done or said by one who is not 
present when it is related. 

The time to bury the hatchet is 
before blood is fouud upon it. 

PROFESSIONAL AND BUSINESS HARDS 

G. I\ Smooth. I. (M< Rn*\ 

8M00TE ft MCRAE, 
ATTORNEYS-AT LAW. 

Lin' vA '"lhcln: \~ n‘:. 

PRESCOTT, ARKANSAS, 

Practice in nil the courts and rn»ik<- '•"I 
lection* in all parts of the state. 

Are a^'-nt* for the following 
IXSL It WTE COMPAN IES 

<ierimin, nf New York.2 .Ml!. 13(1 ‘>0 
Fnderwritcr- Aueni'v. N. Y.4,Wi7,112 1*0 
Sprini'Hi'lil K. M.83 
YVe*torn A*-iiranec Company 1.422.008 I>*J 
New Orient)-.... S7.rvri8S 14 

Risk- written Uirouiilimit tin- county. 

w (Jin house* and farm property in- 
ured 

VV. K. Atkin sox. VV. V Tompkins. 

ATKINSON ft TOMPKINS. 

Lawyers and Insurance Agents. 
PRESCOTT. ARK. 

w< itl.I.KCTIONS A 'I’Knu.TY tcttl 

I. M. NlMTiti^omorv. IL 15. M>».kku 
K L. Mont iconic*rv. 

M0NT80MERY- MADDEN k MONTGOMERY 

ATTORHEYSATLa#. 
PRESCOTT, AKh 

Real e-trtte and insurance agent*. Farm* 
lwolliucce, Im-ine-- houses t.. -ell or rent. 

Special and prompt attention given to eol 
lection*. 

GUY NELSON 

ATTORNEY-At-LAW, 
(COLLECTI NO A SPIX l U.TY 

PRESCOTT, ARKANSAS 
Will prm ti'a* in all the c.,tir,s an I mak 

'•olleetii'iis In all part* nf tile Mate. 

Dr W C. Wingfield, 
I'll VSK1AN AND Sl RfiKON 

PlSKSCOTT, ARK., 
U*-EO«*t fully ort*« r-i hi* -••rvitr^ 
to tin* I'iti/.HD- of Pr*v.<\>tt him! vicinity. 

gfcJSoFl’If K at J. O. »11*111»* 't<>(■*' 

‘luring tlu* *lny u»kI it li• m*i'|i»nf»»* at ni^ts’. 

R. L. Hinton, M. D, 
PrtYSinAN AND SI ROKON 

PRESCOTT, AUK 

KosMoiice on Ka»t Sccmnl Str*'-'t. Olfi *, 

with Private* (‘on^ultlni; K->oin. n,; \V«**t 
Main Strict, 

.1. M. \r\hK. .1. <1. C\KKIN«,TO\. 

AUXER& CARRINGTON, 
Carpenters and Builders. 

PRKSCOTT. .... ARK 

Will il'i work promptly wnl 
i-ithcr in r-i.y or country. 
£#*Sh»p on Kn*t From -tract ji.-nr il<p't. 

W L GAINES1 

B00T§ SHOEMAKER 
VV KK I FRONT STREET, 

PKKSrOTT. Ui a 

O. R. F. WHITTEN, 

Blacksmith 
AND WAGON MAKER, 

Prescott, -Arkansas. 
Iteimiriii" in tv ">1 ami ir.m *I'*m<* prompt- 

lv. 
II0KSKSH«»EIX« V SPKTlALTY. 

{gf- Shop near .V min my. < >rner Elm stmt 
\V- t Si Votll i it 

X lit:-. 

OUACHITA COLLEGE. 

Arkadelphia, Ark. 
Fall term beicin* S<*pt. «V.h. -14 t .pi!* 

blit year. 8 jiro;jr<*p'iv«* teacher**. I *r! 

moderate. Full eoufse "t -tmly. i 

supervision of St it** Hapti*t com vonti* •»•. -'em 

for catalogue. •!. W. niNGKK, 
I* »' l«'s 

SUMMER’S HOUSE. 
Cor. N. Front and Walnut Su., 

HOPE • AKK 

Tables supplied at all times with the best 
edibles the market affords, Clean, neat ami 
eomfortablo beds. Terms reasonable. 

r-trSpeeiul attention given to 0111110*1- 

eial men. 

HUGHES’TONIC 
Sure and Safe Uemedv for 

CHILLS aid FEVER. 
INVAI.r.YBI.K INTI1K sol T il. 

WILL CURE THE MUST OBSTINATE CASES 
fVaJC SALK UV D1U (itilSTS. 

I'RKfAKKU MV 

It. A. liOBINSON A <’(). 
LoriSVILLJS, KV. 


