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DOING AND DREAMING-

“Oh'! could 1 1ift,"” a dreamer cried,

““T'hese bitter burdens of the poor,
Grant them the joys of life denied,

Soften the sorrows they endure,
Lighten the cloud of ignorance

For all the helpless, hopeless throng,
And win them some deliveranoe

From brutish cruelty and wrong—
What blessedness could life contain

To equal this? Alas that still
The dear desire should be in vain,

‘The power be lacking to the willl”

Upon his way the dreamer went,
Nor heeded what he left undone,
When helping hands he might have lent
To many an over-wearied one,
His soaring fancles far outran
‘The hungry child he could have fed,
And overlooked the sad old man
‘Fhat a kind word had comforted.
Poor dreamer!—and poor heart of mine
That haply equal pity needs—
What blessedness were surely thine
Flad dreaming given place to deeds!
-Aary Bradley, in 8. 8. Times.
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SYNOPSIS.

Chapter I—-D'Auriac, commanding out-
post where sc » s laid, tells the story.
e Gomeron b been appointed by Gen.
de KRone to e into a cha made
against him, ant, brings

who
camp at Le re.
D'Auriac, ulting manner of de
Gomeron ward the woman, strikes him
4 duel follows, and during the commotion
the prisoners escape. De Rone happens on
the disorderly scene, and d'Auriac, upon
sriving his parole not to attemp
hears this remarkable sentence:
..yYou must die on the fie
] catch you at the clo )
s high as Haman.
uriac next morning takes
1 on de Ron staff. In
' his ride over the field he saves
the life of Nicholas, the sergeant, who, a
vierim of de Gomeron's malice found in
inent danger of almost in

in two priso
are from

Win or
the day,

After the battle in which
* routs de Rone's forees
erely wounded, sees

the forms of a man and woman moving
unmder cover of the night among the dead
and wounded. They find a golden collar
on de lLeyva's corpse, and Bab » stabhs
NMrauginot (her partner) to gain pe fon
prize. After this hideous sce
with a retinue, among whom is the
fair prisoner who had efcaped from the
hand of de Gomeron, rides over the ficld
Chapter IV—=D'Auriac In the hospital of
Genevieve discovers his own
T d Is the heiress of |
i3 hiim dalily, and when
¥3 taken to her Normandy
1s from Maitr 1
that the ki
woman a ve

chatean

the steful mar-

e with M. d'Ayen. With Jacques, his
eward, d'Aurfac leaves for the avowec

r their marriage.
V—D'Aurlac stops at little vil-
of Iizy to have a shoe put on his horse,
here demands refreshment for him-
In the corner of the room lay a man
ng sleep.

CTHAPTER

I was

\ CoNTINUED,

never a brawler or bluster
of all did 1 wish to
poor people, but the times
that mun's safety
in for the writ
weak in the out-
whole business,

ry
and least worry
Chrse
were  such a
himself,
ran

The

wWias so strange, that

chiefly

the kin

Lay

ol

100, I was de
termined to fathom it, and unbuckling
my sword, | placed it on a table so as to
be r vy on the instant, and then, seat-
ing myvsell on a stool beside it, said
somew hat sharply:

“Enough, my girl; get me some wine,
amd take out some to my servant. This
will pay fori and I ra
P m the table. “Hurry your father
if you can, and I will be gone the mo-
ment my horse is shod.”

My not to be denied,
nnd taking up the money, she turned to

g a fat ecrown

tone was one
a cupboard, and with shaking fingers
drew a bottle therefrom and placed it
before me. Filling a cup I asked her to
beas back to Jacques, and then lean-
ing bLack against the wall, took a pull
at my goblet, and judge of my surprise
when [ found I was tasting nothing
short of d'Arbois of the '92 vintage!

It was getting dark pow within the
room, over which the flanes of the fire
-occasionally blazed up and cast a fitful
and uncertain light. Outside, however,
there was a moco, and in a few min-
utes at the my would be
shosi, and I wsuld have to continue my
jouraey,without having discovered what
this little mystery meant. [ could not
help being a little amused at the man-
wier in which my bashful friend, whose
face was so well covered up, kept him-
self a prisoner in his corner, but at this
maoment the girl’s cooking was finished,
and the savory odor of it was appar-
entiy more than Le could endure, for he
suddenly sprang to his feet, exclaiming:

“Nom du diable! I am sick of this,
and hungry as a wolf, Give me my sup-
per, Marie—and if he wants to take me
—~let him do so if he can—he will have
1t an old soldier first.”

1mos4 horse

As he spoke I distinetly saw his hand
indieate me, and with an alarmed ery
the girl sprang between us, It flashed
me that my gentleman was, after
a1, only some one who was wanted, and
that he regarded me with as much ap-
prefiension as I regarded him with

cauntion,

Tush!™ I said,“you gaod people make
a great fuss over notheng, I certainly
de oot want to take you, my man, and
neither you nor vour little sweetheart
here need be the least alarmed.”

[ had hardly finished speaking when
he rushed forward. It is the chevalier |

—i{t is M. d'Auriac— idiot, turkey,
pig that 1 amto have kept my eyes shut,

and not recognize you. Monsieur, do
Jou t know me—Nicholas, your M-|~|
4 whom you saved from the rope 2"
“Where you appearlikely to goagain, |

Nrehe i but what are you skulking '
mboui here for?” The wood in the fire- |
place blazed up as I gpoke, and 1 saw |
Nicholas shift uneasily and look at the

girl, who had moved to his side. and
steod with her hands holding on to his
<cloak.

“This p'ace

-as my home once, mon-

sieur,” she said, bitterly, “and 1 have
come back to it.,”

“I see you have, sergeant—but why in
this way ?”

“Monsieur, I was driven to straits and
did a thing. Then they hunted me
from Dreux to Rouvres, from Rouvres
to Anet—"

“And from Anct came you here?”

“It is but a stone-throw,” Nicholas
“and I had a business in
After which we were going

answered,
hand.

While he was speaking Marie lita lan-
thorn, and I saw that my ex-ser-
geant was evidently in the lowest water.
ITe had been a smart soldier, but was
now unkempt and dirty,and his eye had
the shifty look of a hunted animal. Ile
wore a rusty corselet and a rustier chain
cap on his head, drawn over a bandage
that covered his ears. As my eye fell
on the bandage I called to mind the
mutilation that had been inflicted on
him, a brand that had cast him out of
the pale of all honest men. Nicholas
watched my glances, and ground his
teeth in rage. *“I will kill him,” he
hissed, “kill him like the dog he is—
monsieur, that was my business.”

“Then de Gormeron—"

“Is but an hour's ride away, mon-
sieur—at Anet.”

“At Anet! What does he do there?

“Monsieur,” he answered hoarsely,
taking me by the sleeve of my doublet,
“l know not; but a fortnight ago he
came here with a score of lances at his
back, and the king's commission in his
pocket, and he lords it as if he were
the duke himself. Yesterday a great
noble came up from the Blaisois, and
another whose name I know not has
come from Paris—and they hatch trea-
son against the king. Monsieur, I can
prove this. You saved my life once,and,
beast as I am now, I am still grateful.
Come with me; I will settle my score
with him, and to-morrow you can bear
news torthe court that will make you a
great man.”

It was one of those moments that re-
quire instant decision. I was certainly
Lot going to assist Nicholas in commit-
ting a murder. Any such plan of his
would be easily stopped, but if what
the man said was true, then he had
eiven me information that might be of
the greatest value to me. If it was
false, well, then I should have a fool's
errand for my pains, but be otherwise
There was no time
for a second

none the worse oft,
to question him in detail
I was silent, and Marie iooked from one
to another of us, with wide-open eyes.

“You have a horse?” I asked.

“Yes, monsieur—it hidden in the
forest not 300 toises from here.”

“We are ready, M. le Chevalier,” and
Jacques'voice broke in upon us, Jacques
himself standing in the doorway. My
mind was made up that instant, and I
decided to take the chance,

“Jacques,” 1 said, “I have business
here to-night, which must be done alone
—ride on, therefore, yourself to Rouvres
and await me at the Grand Cerf. If
anyone tries to hinder you say that you
ride for your masterin the king's name.
If I am not at Rouvres by morning
make your way to Septeuil. If I dJo
not arrive in two days, go home and do
the best you can for yourself—you fol-
low "

“Monsieur.”

“Adieu.then—and Marie here is some-
thing as a wedding portion for you,"”
and [ thrust a handful of gold pieces
into her palm, and, being moved by
many things, added:

“When this is over, vou and Nicholas
to Auriac. I will arrange for you
there.”

The girl stared blankly at me for a
moment, then suddenly ecaunght my
hand and kissed it, and then with.a
rapid movement flung herself into her
lover's

“No,” she said, “no—{ake back your
gift, monsieur—he will not go."”

“Nonsense, Marie,” Nicholas
gently released her arms. “I have come
back to you to mend my ways, and
must begin by paying my debis—come,
monsieur.”

is

o0

rms.

and

CHAPTER VI,
“GREEN AS A JADE CUP.”

We passea the tacework of trees that
bordered the skirts of the forest,
las and I. On our left we could hear the
drumming of a horse’s hoofs growing
fainter and more faint, as Jucques rode
through the night to Rouvres. Marie’s
ng came to us from behind, and
Nicholas, who was walking doggedly
along by the neck of my horse, stopped
short suddenly and looked back. Turn-
ing in my saddle I looked back too, and
there she was, in shadowy outline
the ruined gates of the inn, and :
her sobbin y came to us,

We turned sharply, behind the silent-
ly waving ar of a hedge of hornbeam,

*ho-

and it was a relief to find that this cut
away all further chance of seeing the

pitiful ficure at the gates of the inn.
Nicholas drew the folds of his frayed
cloak his head, as if to shut out
all sound, and hurried onward—a tall
figure, lank and dark, that flitted before
me within the shadow of the hedgerow.

“You count your toises long here,
Nicholas,” I remarked, for something to
say

“They are as we reckon them, mcn-
sieur. Dut a few steps further and we
will get my horse, and after that there
is no difficulty, for 1 know each track
and bypath of these woods.”

“And I wager that many a fat bock
has dropped here to your arquebus on
moonlight nizhts such as this.”

“One pot learn the forest for
nothing M. le Chevalier, but the bucks
fell lawfully enough. My grandfather
came here as huntsman to Mme. Diane,
my father succeeded him, and 1 had
followed my father but for the war—"

“And a smart soldier you made, T
remmember that when 1 cut you down
from a nasty position I had not time
then to hear lLiow you came in such

over

does

plight. How wasit? Tell me the truth.” |

“I have almost forgotten how to do

so. 1 will try, hoveéeer, and make it
short. When M. le Marquis bore you off
after the duel and the escape of the

prisoners, Capt. de Gomeron turned on
me, and, damning me from head to toe,

swore he would flay me to ribbons.
Feeling sure he would do so, and care-
less of the consequences, I answered
back—with the result you know.
Marked as I was, it was useless to seck
employment anywhere, and then I be-
came what I am, and will end on the
wheel.”

“I don't think so,” I said, but he in-
terrupted:

“At any rate, not before I have paid
my debt, and the bill presses.”

I had purposely worked up to this.
“See here, sergeant,” I said, “no non-
sense. DBrush off that bee that you
have on your head. Youare here to-day
to attend to my business, not your own.
You say you are sick of your present
life. Well, I have means to give you
another chance, and I will do so; but I
repeat again, ‘no nonsense’—you under-
stand ?”

He stood silently for a moment, look-
ing this way and that. We were within
a yard or so of the forest, and its shad-
ow covered him, all but his face, which
was turned to me, drawn and white.
He was struggling against old habits of
absolute obedience, and they won. *I
understand, M. le Chevalier.”

“Very well, then, go on, and remem-
ber what I have said.”

Heturned and stepped forward. “This
way, and mind the branches overhead,”
and we entered the forest, my horse
leaping a low ditch that separated it
from the grass land. We took a soft
turf-covered path, overhung by branch-
es, and went on for about 50 paces be-
fore coming to a halt, which we did in
a small, irregular patch of trees thatlay
in the full flood of the moonlight. In
the darkness beyond I heard the gentle
murmur of a small spring, and then the
distinet movement of a heavy body and
the clink of iron. My hand reached to
my holster in a flash, but Nicholas saw
the gesture, and said: *It is the horse.
A moment, monsieur,” and lifting up
the curtain of leaves beside him, from
which as he did so the dew fell in a
soft shower, he dived into the thicket, to
reappear again leading the long black
length of his horse. It struck me at
once that the beast was of uncommon
size, and this and the white star on its
forehead brought to my mind the recol-
lection of De Rone's great English
charger, Couronne.

“Harnibleu!™ I burst out, “you seem
to be in the lowest water, and here you
have a horse worth a hundred pistoles
at the least!"”

“Did you see her by daylight, mon-
sieur, you would know that twice a hun-

HOULD WE BE DISCOVERED
MONSIEUR—"

dred pistoles would not purchase her.
Do you not know her, M. le Chevalier’
This is Couronne, M. de Rone's charger.”

“Couronne! 1 thought so. And how
the devil do you come by her?"”

“Her reins were in the wind when I
caught her, a fair prize of wear, and M.
de Rone will never need her more. Since
I got her she has saved me twice, and if
I can help it we shall never part.”

1le stroked the mare’s sleek neck, wet
and glisteming with the dew,and, quick-
ly mounting, swung her round to the
bit and laid her beside me. It was not
the time for talk, and we drew out of the
clearing in single file, and, after forcing
our way through the wet and shining
leaves around us, found a bridle path.
Along this my guide went at a trot.

Nicholas suddenly pulled up and held
out a warning hand.

“What is it?"” [ asked, in a l@yv tone.

“Hist!” he said, and then in a rapid
whisper:  “Another 50 yards and we
come to the open. Anet lies before us,
and the rest of the way must be done
on foot.”

“And the horse

“Fasten them here.

You have a pick-

eting rope 2"
“Yes—round the neck of the horse.”
“Good. T had not noticed it before,

and was half afraid you had none, mon-
sieur,”

The horses were soon securely fas
ened, and when this was done Nicholas
spokelow and earnestly: “Should we be
discovered, monsieur, there is no use
making a standing fight. The odds are
too many. When we come to the open
I will show you a withered oak. This
is exactly opposite where the horses
are—in this direction. If we are pur-
siyed, make for the forest and lie down.
The chances are they will pass us by.
Then to the horses and follow me. If 1
go down, ride northwards for your life.”

“How the devil am I to find my way
through the trees?”

Nicholas shrugged his shoulders as
if to say, “that was my affair.”

We had gone too far to go back, how-

ever, and placing my pistol in my belt !

and loosening my sword in its sheath,
I followed Nicholas with cautious foot-
As he said, in about 50 yards we
came to the open, and halted close to a
huge oak, bald of all leaves, with its
gnarled trunk riven and scarred by
lightning. DBefore us a level stretekh of
turf sloped gently down towards what
was once an ornamental lake, but now
overgrown with the rankest weeds, In
the center of the lake was a small is-
land. on which was set a summer house,
fashioned like a Moorish Kkiosque, and
beyond this rose huge and square the
enormous facads of the chates It was
in darkness except for an oriel window
above a long terrace on the eust wing,

steps.

which was bright with light, and in
the courtyard below there was evident-
ly a fire. Men were singing round it,
and a lilting chorus came to our ears,
Inch by inch we crept onward, keep-
ing well in the shadow, and edging our
way round the frills of the forest, 1
could hear Nicholas breathing hard,
and from time to time he stopped to
rest; but I vsas a glad man to find |
was not winded, and that therefore 1
must be truly as strong again as ever

I was. At last, by dint of creeping,
erawling and wriggling along, we

worked our way to within 20 paces of
the terrace, above which the stained
glass of the oriel window glowed with
light. Here we came to a stop and
watched. Sometimes we saw a shadow
moving backward and forward in the
light of the window, then the shadow
was joined by anotker, and both
stopped, as if the two men to whom
they belonged were in earnest converse.

“We must get to the window,” I whis
pered, with an inquiring look.

“By the terrace,” said Nicholas, in
answer, and as he spoke there came to
us the faint but distinet sound of a
horn, apparently from the very depths
of the forest, and the notes roused a
brace of hounds in the courtyard, who
bayed into the night. Nicholas gripped
my arm, and I turned to him in sur-
prise. Ilis face was pale, he was shak-
ing all over like an aspen, and his black
eyes were dilated with fear.

“Did you hear that, monsieur?” he
aid, quickly.

‘Diable!  What? I hear three dif-
ferent things—dogs, men and some one
blowing a horn.”

*“Then you did hearit—the horn?”

“Yes. What of it? No doubt a post
on its way to Anet.”

*“No post ever rang that blast, mon-
sicur. That is the Wild Huntsman, and
the blast means death.”

As he spoke it came again, wild and
shrill with an eerie flourish, the like of
which I had never heard before. The
dogs seemed to go mad with the sound,
there was a hubbub in the courtyard,
and some one in the chamber above the
terrace threw open the sash and peered
out into the night. I thought at first it
was de Gomeron; but the voice was not
his, for, after looking for a moment, he
gave a quick order to the men below
and stepped in again.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

SING AS THEY RISE.
Some Birds Thnt— N;;;n to Be Fairly
Carrvied Of Thelr Feet
with Joy.

A very interesting feature of our bird
songs is the wing songs, or song of
ecstacy. It is not the gift of many of
our birds. Indeed, less than a dozen
species are known to me as ever singing
cn the wing. It seems to spring from
more intense excitement and self-aban-
donment than the ordinary song deliv-
ered from the perch. When bird's joy
reaches the point of rapture it is literal-
ly carried off its feet, and up it goes into
the air, pouring out its song as a rocket
pours its sparks. The skylark and bob-
clink habitually do this, but a few
others of our birds do it only on occa-
sions.

Last summer, up in the Catskills, I
added another name to my list of
ecstatic singers—that of the vesper
sparrow. Several times I heard a new
song in the air, and caught a glimpse
of the bird as it dropped back to earth.
My attention would be attracted by a
succession of hurried, chirping notes,
followed by a brief burst of song, then
by the vanishing form of the bird. One
day I was lucky enough to see the bird
as it was rising to its elimax in the air,
and identified it as the vesper sparrow.
The flight of 75 or 100 feet was brief;
but it was brilliant, and striking, and
entirely unlike the leisurely chant of
the bird while upon the ground. Itsug-
gested a lavk, but was less buzzing or
humming. The preliminary chirping
notes, uttered faster and faster as the
bird mounted in the air, were like the
trail of sparks which a rocket emits be-
fore its grand burst of color at the top
of its flight.—Century.

Pen Mizhtler an Sword.
The life of such a man as Peter Force
was worth more to American letters
ond to human history than the livesof a
score of the military generals and other
notables whose names are so generall
blazoned about. 1le lived for more that
half a century in Washington. He filled
many public and respeasible positions,
and he was for nine years cditor and
proprictor of a daily journal which en
joyed the contfidence of Henry Clay and
John Quincy Adams; but it is not as
mayor of Washington nor as an editor
that he will be best remembered. Ilis
characteristic merit, which differents-
ates him from the hies, the Duf¥f
Gireens y rs, who also

and the I
bore an active part in political jonrnal-
ism at the national capital, is that he
was more than a journalist—he was &
historian.—Ainsworth R. Spofford, in
Atlantic.

What He Wonld Be.

“I regret to say,” she said, reproving-
ly, “that you do not always use words
with a due regard for their exact mean-
ing.”

1le bowed with becoming humility.

“Now, if Fido had bitten you,” she
went on, caressing the dog, “you would
doubtless be angry and he might be
mad.”

Ha shook his head.

“No,” he replied with much feeling,
for he had no great love for the dog, “he

| 1 "
would not be mad; be would be dead.

—Chicago Post

A Speedy Recovery.

Jimmy—Are yon back to school al-
ready? I thought you were good tor
three or four days.

Tommy—\Well, me mother wouldn't
let me go out, cven after 3 o'clock
Might as well be in a hospital.—Puck

A woman would rather be a grass
widow than an old maid.—Atchisc
Glebe.

WILL MARRY PATTI.

lliron Cederstrom, & Swedish Noblew
man, to Be the Famous Diva's
Third Venture.

Baron Olaf Rudolf Cederstrom, who
Is soon to become the third husband of
Mme. Adelina Patti, is a young Swedish
nobleman of excellent family, but with
positively nothing in the way of a for-
tune. However, that will make small
difference, for the divine singer has a
castle and enough money for both, The
baron is only 28 and Patti is 51. The
mateh, nevertheless, is by no means
grotesque, for Mme. Patti doesn't look
a day older than she did when she came
to America in the early '8us and she was

BARON
Swedish Nobleman

CEDERSTROM,
Who 1Is
Married to Patti)

(The to De
then only 33. She met Baron Ceder-
strom in his London gymnasium, where
he was engaged in teaching the young
English noblemen how to work up their
muscles, fence, shoot, wrestle and ac-
quire all sorts of athletic and
thenic accomplishments.,

The baron’s father is Baron Claes Ed-

calis-

vard Cederstrom, an old lieuten: in
the Royal Swedish Life dragoons. His
mother, before her marriage, was
Baroness Martha Leijonhufvud. The

of Cederstrom is one of the best
indinavia, It was ennobled in
1684, and although not prominent in
the way of wealth, it has been always
highly respected, and its male meiu-
bers have taken no small part in the
military, civil and professional fields of
Sweden. Young Olafisa handsome, dis-
tinguished looking man, simple and
courteous in manner and highly edu-
cated. The family being poor, he was
expected to earn his own living. True,
he might have joined the army, but the
idle, good-for-nothing life of an oflicer
in peace times had no attraction for
him. e went to London, opened his
athietic ionstitution and had a
fashionable aud profitable clientage.
Mme, Patti was much impressed by the
young Swede’s maniiness, and invited
him to Craig-y-Nos, her castle in Wales,
It was from there the formal announce-
ment of, the engagement was made,

Mme. Patti’s third venture in the mat-
rimonial line promises to be as happy
as was her second with Signor Nicolini.
P'atti and Nicolini lived like doves up to
the death of the tenorin 15397, Itissaid
that Nicolini the song bird by
sheer persistence. Her first husband,
Marquis de Caux, was much older than
she, but very rich, and their married
life was anything but pleasant, Nico-
lini had nothing but the good fortune
to win Mme. Patti's love, and that was
enough. Cederstrom is likewise a poor
man, but he is noble, and it is by no
means improbable that as Daroness
Cederstrom Mme, Patti can spend her
remaining years in very pleasant asso-
ciation with Iurope's best sceiety. The
wedding will take place at C -y-Nos
February 25. Baron and Baroness Ced-
erstrom will then go at once to Londoag.
The former is to become a naturalized
British subject,

ST. PAUL’'S CHURCH.
It Is Loented in Wickford, R, 1., and

Is the Oldest Episcopal Sanc-
tuary In New England.

so0n

woun

In the little town of Wickford, R. T,

on tne shores of Nuarragansett Dbay,
stands the oldest Episcopal church iy,

and. It is St. Paul’s church,
South Kingston, in 1707, and

{From a Photograph Taken for New York
Truth.)
n 1800 removed to its present site in
Wickford. In 1547 regu
the church were abandoned, asiu many
ways it was unfit for use, Battexed by
storms for more than a century and 1
aalf, and shorn &# its olden come
it is yet standing, and scmetimes

lar services in

a in
summer months the people of the parish
issemble to worship within 1ts wall

but the quaint structure, with its old-
fashioned arrangement of puipit and
lery, belongs to the past, and 1t
scems almost a desecration to expose

Sy

aged walls that are hallowed by so
many precious associations, to the

Yy curious gaze of the nine-
teenth century congregation, The first

tor, as far as known, was Dr. Me-
in 1718,

Sparran, who came to Amer
ud was rector to !

Big Money In Turtles.
A large turtle affords eight poundsof
ortoise shell,

5000 Reward

The above Reward will be paid for iny
“rmation that will lead to the arrest and
conviction of the y or parties whe

laced iron and llntnon the track of the
{mporium & Rich Velley R. R., near
he east line of Franklin Housler's farm,
o the evening of Nov. 21st, 1891.
Hzxey Avckp,
88.f. Frendent.

FINE LIQUOR SIORE

—
EMPORIUM, PA.

HE undersigned has opened a firss.

T class Liquor store, and invites the

trade of Hotels, Restaurants, &o.

We shall carry none but the best Ames
loan and Imported

WHISKIES,

BRANDIES,
GINS AND

WINES;
BOTTLED ALE, CHAMPAGNE, Eto,

Bottled Goods.

P sddition to my large line of lguors I carry,
conatastly in stook a full line of

CIGARS AND TOBACCO.
&3 Pool and Billlard Room in same bullding. "€l
CaLL AND EEE XE.

A. A. McDONALD,

PROPRIETOR, EMPORIUM, FA.

F. X. BLUMLE,

EMPORIUM, PA.

Bottler of and Dealer »

BEER,
WINES,
WHISKIES,

And Liquors of All Kinds.

The best of goods always
earried in stock and every-
.ﬁalng warranted as represent-

Especial Attentlon Pald te
Mail Orders.

EMPORIUM, PA.

J. A. Binslet’s,

Broad Street, Emporium, Pa.,

‘Where you can get anything you want in
the line of

Groceries,
Provisions,

FLOUR, SALT MEATS,
SMOKED MEATS,
CANNED GOODS, ETC,,

Teas, Coffees, Fruits, Confectionery,
Tobaceo and (igars.

Goods Deliyered Free any
Place in Town.

CALL AND SEE HE AND GET PRICES.
NEAR P. & E. DEPOT

EMPORIUM

ottling Works,

JOHN McDONALD, Proprictor.
Near P. & E. Depot, Emporium, Pa.

& E&E’;i?1

Bottler and Shipper of
Rochester
Lager Beer,

BEST BRANDS OF EYPORT.

The Manufacturer of BSeof)
Drinks and Dealer in Cholice
'Wines and Pure Liquora

SHESN

We keer none but the very bost
Beer end are prepared to flll Orders on
thor$ notice. Private families served
daily if desired.

JOHN MeDONALD.

Caveats, and Trade-Marks obtained and all Pat-
ent business conducted for MooenaTe recs.
OunOrrice 18 O SITE U, 8. PATENTOFFI
and we :nn le\iurmmun:‘ll {ess time &m
remote from Washington.
model, dmwﬁ‘ or photo., with descrip-¢
Wa advise, if patentable or not, free of
Our fee not due till Enem is secured,
A PampuLeT, ‘' How to Obtain Patents,” with
oost of same in the U, 8. and foreiga countries
sent free, Address,

C.A.SNOW& CO.

OPP, PATENT Orrice, WASHINGTON, D. €.

{charge,

oIS FAPER

18 :;:;I—NCHIéAAS“O
z NEW YORK /" a

A. N, KELLZ0@ MEWSPAPER CO.



