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~* DORA'S CONFESSION.
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1 had been three months at Tide Hall,
I sounds ke & grand place, but it
wasn't grand at all—only a ruinous old
briok houss standing behind a row of

» mg:lutmm. dreary atreteh

: whare the rooks broks the
fide into white shoets of foam when it
thunderad up twice a day.mdﬂwvax
shurabe In the garden were sprinklad wi
#alt spray when the wind oame from the
(LN

Hawa, all alone, ox for a deaf old
men who omne to work in the en

boon ssnt to take caro of her when

she was stricken down with rheumatio
fover. Jonny, my older slater, had re-
fosed to Isave New York, ‘‘Just when
Pm along so nioely in my art
" sald she; and had

st tho jdea. ‘Mo shut myself

st Tide Hall like a olam In its shell!
oh whils tho sociables are go-
oal® And my father and mother
docided that Dora must go, Dora

was slly tho viotim of the family,
and mwu nothing for It but for Dora
to sabiais,

“And besides,” T could hear my moth-

o w to my father, "It will ben
E‘ to get her out of Jack's way
tho
fho

) hit I didn't hear, but T did.
Poor Jack! He was, in his way, as
much of a viotim ns I was, 1t really
wam's Jack's fault that the offlcese of the
bank where he was employed declared
fhat ho had no financial talont. Nothing
seanod to go right with Jack., My father
ealled him a rolling stone who would
no mom., MMy mother said he was
y Inefficlent. Jenny and Georgy
ot him, and wondered what Dora
possibly soo in him. Buot I liked

and 1 couldn't halp &

when Mre, Cadgett's summons oame
I might ns wall be unhappy at

as on Twonty-seventh atreoet.
to do, All the housawork,
what old Owen could do, fell to
and my old relative required
waiting on. But then, when ahe
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the Cadgett family for

fifty years,” sald she,
niece, Jemima

wna the amethyst necklace all of
the Cadgett jewols. There was a soli-
tatro dismond, as Inrge ne o cherry stone,
oot in o ring. There was an odd cameo
bwooch and a pair of sleeve buttons of
blood” rubies, and s quaint
Mitle dagger with its hilt Incrusted in
briillants. 1 was nover tired of
Jooking at these trinkota,
"Yes, ohild, yes, they're pretty
enough," Mrs, Cadgett had said, “but
what use are they to an old woman like

mef I sometimea think it len't safe for | lo

.'_to be sure, nobody knows of

“Are thoy very wvaluable, Aunt Cad-
gobtt" aaked I, for by that name she had
hidden me to call her,

*“They're worth a thousand dollars at
the very lonat,” said she.

Bo that one stormy night when a maos-
cufing figure emerged out of the flylng
m deopening twilight close to

door, I gave a great start
Owen had trudged to his home and 1
was all alons, amusing wyself, as I often
did on the aly, by looking at AuntCadg-
etf's ornaments and trying their effect
on mysel! bofore the hall mirror, with a
bresthless sonse the while of
me unwritten law, for
knew but that they
were safely locked {n her chiffonter, of
which I kept the key. Of course, it wae
wrong, but 1 was only 17, and I led such
asoll life.

I'had the joweled dagger stuck through
my hair, and the necklace olasped around
my neok, nnd was holding the candle
first this way and then that to oatoh the
corusoations of the tiny facets, when,
shancing to turn my head, I saw o face

flattengd nﬁunnt the window glass, A
man's isco

For a second my heart stood stfll, It
was for a second only, howover, for 1 in-
stantly recognized tho heavy black mus-
tohe and merry, sparkling eyes of—
Jack Mornington.

“Qh, Jack! oh, Jack!" I cried, fiying
to the door and lct him fo.

asquerading, eh?™ sald Jack, after
he had given me a hearty kiss.

“Pleass dom't tell of me, Juck, I was
only trying on Mrs, Cadgeit's jewels,
One must do something In a lonely place
ko this," pleaded 1.

“By Jovel though, it is lonely,” said
Jack, I thought 1 never should find it,
and I don't know now how I'm ever to
get baek to the wainland.”

“How came you here, Jack?" T naked,

“'1 wanted to see you, Dora, to tell you
g00d-by. Thoss beastly bank people have
turned ms out, and I'm going to seek
my fortune?

“Where, Jack?" 1 guestioned.

“Hoavon only knows, 1 don't,”

And, like two silly children that we
were, we looked at ench other and burst
out lnughing, I stlllin the glitter of Aunt
Cadgett's jowels, Juok wurming his
chilled hands at the kitchen fire.

And then he explained to ms his plans
for the future, and I promised to wait
for his fortuna to ba made, even if |t
wers gaven thmes soven years, And the
rain drove Inshoots ngainst the elde of
the house, and the thunder of the rising
tide filled the silence like the constant
discharge of artillery,

“¥You can never go away from here in
this storm, at this time of night, Jack,"
said 1. “I¥e nll one can do to keop out
of .r quicksands by daylight, Owen

%m thae old lndy keep me?

I sbook ray head.

*Sho han o horror of strangers,” saldl L
SR T won's apk her, Jack, 'L ks

youup s bed of blankets and soft pillows
on thin kitchon wettee. Yon'll be very
comfortable, and you must be off before
daylight, lest Owen Rioggan should dis-
cover yout And, Juck, thero's plenty of
bread and meat and. new milk in the
oupboutd, and"'—

“You are a darling,” sald Jack,

"Thare's Aunt Cadgett's cane thump-
ing on the floor," orfod L. “Haer signal. |
Hhe wants me. " [

Aunt Cadgoett was unusually exaoting
that night, I thought I never should

her settlod to bar satisfaction, and in
midst of it I remembered that I had

loft the jewel oanket down stalre. Bup-
pose that sho should take a fancy to in-
speot it, as she often did at might! 1
wrambled at the ldes,

Furtunately, however, sho did not, nnd
I orept quistly down stalrs after she was
naloap,

Juok was adlesp, too, | in an un-
consclously graceful attitude, with his
chesk pillowed agalost his arm, and
thore where 1 had laft i, after we had
both admired the antiqus ornamonuts,
was the leather case on the dresser shelf.

“Thank 1 I said to myself, ns
I put it back Into the chiffonler drawer
and nolselesaly turned the kay,

I sat beside Aunt Cadgett's bed that
night, oatohing what soraps and frag-
menta of aloap I could, for her rheuma-
tlam racked her flercely and she was to
taka her modiolne every two hours,
And when I woke in the early morning
sho was aweelly . the sunshine
streamod oheerily noross the floor, sud
Jack was gouel

“Dora,” sald Mrs. Cadgett to me the
vaxt day, *' me my jowel onse."

ad, but little of the
order,

“Opaen 1t," said the old lady.

Iopened It There was only the faded
valvet lining with {ts worn compart-
ments, Not o trinket remained, 1gave
» groat atart,

“Oh!" I orlod, "where are the jowels™

“I supposa you haven't stolen ‘em?”
oadd Mre. Cadgett.

llIr'

“Nor old Owen?"

“Of eourse not."

“No ene elso has besn in the house!

1 lookod at M, Oadgett. She looked
at me with eyes that glittered like
plercing dagger painta. I fell, sobbing,
on my s, and buried my face in the
bed clothes,

“Jack has been heso,” eaid 1. *““He
slept In the kitchen that rainy night,
Ho naw the Jowels, I wns trying them
on— Oh! Aunt Cadgett, It wns very
wrong and wicked of me, but I meant’
no harm! Oh! I'm quite, quite sure of
that! And if any one haes stolen your
Jowels"—

“No one has stolen them, child,” said
Mra. with a sort of low, chucl-
ling laugh. *‘They're safe here, under
my pillow, where I put them that night
after you brought them up hore. I man-
aged somehow to take the key out of
your dress pooket and hobble to the ohif-
fonler after you were asleep. 1 know
there waa a man down staire—I had
heard his voloe—and Ithought my treas.
ures would be safest under my own hand,
Bauldes, 1 couldn’t bear the idea of hav-
ing a sly traitor in the house. You
haven't aly, Dora; you have been
confessing it all. Don't cry, little girl; 1
forgive you."

" t
Isobbed out. ““1 have been sly. Givg
your jewals to Jomlma Cadgett, please—
give her everything!”

h:;. Cadgett smiled and shook her

“Now," said she, “tell me all about
this Jack.”

. And 1 twld her, and she comforted me
with words of sympathy and kindly ca-
resses such as I never had expected to re-
celve from her,

That was last year, Jock and I were
married a month ago, and Aunt Cad-
gett's wedding gift to me was the leath-
erncise of jewels. Jack is to be overseer
of the great Cadgett orange orchards
down in Florida, and Miss fnminm BAYS
she don't caro a straw who wears the
Jeweled dagger and the amethyst neck-

, 80 long as Aunt Cndgoett is suited,
She is po good about it. And as goon na
Aunt (!:ﬂgou is able to be moved we are
all going to Florida together,

And I am so happy! But Jack and
Aunt Cadgett both say I deserve it—
Shirley Browne in The Fireside Compan-

n.

Toars of Shame,

A weep ach tree is one of the
curiosities o ison, Tox., und it is
stated that “a number of superstitious
persona believe that spirits operate upon
it." It is ensy to account for the tree's
emotion without referring it to the
:rlrlu. It would not be strange if o sen-

tive poach tree should be moved to
tears as it reflected upon tha abandoned
way in which some fruit dealers basket
peaches for the market—the big ripe
ones on top, the little hard ones below.
The only wonder s that more peach
trees do not weep,.—New York Tribune,

BURDETTE'S PHILOSOPHY.

NATURAL AB GAS,
“A strunge and nnsccountable story that

000 Texasn" In the titls of & news-
lng about a rose bush, near
th . that when cut drips human

bipod; pronounced o be real and truly hutuan
blood by the best chemists that ever touded
bar lo Toxas, We have read the letter and
the affidavits of the but wo
ocaly't see an srange or unaccountable
in it, even to the story of the skaletons found
under the rose bush, All is explained when
It Is remnariibered that under the old law of
1598 all the lars of Texas were banlshad to
Fort Worth,
BPORT AND POLITION,

“I can'v wsee,” complained Rollos sster,
looking up from the paper ahe was peading,
“how you can tell, when they name so many
horses after great men, whin the paper
spoaks of the borse and when It refers to the
wan who Is named after him. " “What does
It sy ™ nalied Rollo, who was beginuing to
tall tims by the clock himself. “It says:
‘Russsll Harrison and Danisl Voorhees,' " re-
pliod his sister, reforring to the papor, “Ob,"
said Rollo, as be turned to his English gram-
mar again, “that's the borses, of course. If
It meant thedmen, tho editor would have sald
‘Cub Harrlson and Hooster Dun.'"

BAA!

The governor of Harvard university, who
always comes to The Eagle when he is stuck
ona rooky ous, %0 ose his own expression,
wants to know why the lovers in Viegil's
paatorals woreshopberds! Bocause, governor,
the lover aud the berd are alike devoted
to she . Wo'll take a degree for that.
Say about #2 In the shade.

OUGHT T0 BE THROTTLED,

William Hengein, of Baltimore, advertises
that his wife Anne has left Lis bed and board
and he will pay no debts of bher contracting,
That's tho ssoond time within twelve days
that Ann Hengoln bas run away an that same
division of the Pennsylvanis eailway.

HARKOWING NEWR

The tramnp leansd ovar the old rull fence,
and as the weary plowmasn cane near on his
mauot round halled km: “How do you
like it, furrows you've got? And the w. p.
sald ho was only following It up to whe what
s share would come ta.

OPTI0AL DELUKION,

“Dootor,” mid & despondent 'mhm.. b 47
Uove I'm gol “Bakb," sald the doc-
tor, impatiently, “that's ull in your eye.'"—
Burdotts in Brookiyn Eagle.

Not m Flonsing Feature.
I,Blnw hth ayes which rivel stars,
er chosks would shamne tha rose;
But 1 must needs Hiako- -
1 do not Uke bher “goms.”
—Philacdelphia itopubis,

A Protty Moss.

Voloe—Catching anything !

don't deserve to be forgiven!" |-
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A COUNTRY BGHOOL

Pretty and pale and tired

Bives alis b hor oI backed thale,
Wi thae hlaaihg summer snn

Hhines In on bor soft Yirown halr,
And Usis Bithe Lok srithon,

That slie hemm throligh Lhid open dooe,
Mookes with ita murmpr oool

Hard bench and dunty dooe,

It sy an andless round-—
Cirmmrumar and A, B, 0;

The blackboard and the sinm,
The stupld geagragihy :

. Whaa frotn teachor Lo Hetle Jim

Not one of Lhom oares & Mraw,

Whethar "John" W fa any oase”
Or Ennsein in Omaha.

For Jimmy's hare brown feot
Aro aobing th wade In the stream,

To the by,
Till bor & ta huvd followod her eyon
With s ungnacious sigh.

Har beart outruns the elock,

As b minells thole falnt sweet soent;
But when have ttme and heart

Tholr moasure (b unlon bentt
For ttme will hists or lng,

Like your shadow on the graam,
That lngers far behind,

Or NMies when you faln would paes

Havo patiatics, reatless Jim,

The stroam and Nah will wait;

And patlenes, tired blus eyes—

Down the win rood by the gate,
Undar tho willow stads,

Brands some otm with froshor flowers;
Bo turn to yonr books ajmln,

And koop love for the aftes hour

AFTER MANY YEARS.

On the extrame point of the Headlands
wns & ragged bowlder, standing, es it
were, at anohor, for the salt waves beat
in s olrels round ita base; and on its sum-
wit, swinging out with a daring rock-
leesnosa that would have been appalling
to timid, inland folk, a sturdy youth
wearing the rude garb of u flshermun—
that waa Harry Melville. ¥o broke out
into & song—a rude, nautical thing; but
the old time air was swaat, and the voive
that sung it wondrous clear and reso-
nant, ringing out like a trumpet peal
above the dash of the waves, yot sweet
and tender ga the note of A wood thrush,
Over and over again he trilled the quaint
ditty, until every scho eaught up the
strain, and the whole place and the
great sen itself seomed thrilling with
melody.

Just then the door of the old farm
house swung open, lotting out a broad
dlood of lamp light and s slender girl's
figure; and an instant later this self
same flgure, quaint and prim in its gown
of groy, stood just behind the singer,
Ha sang on, utterly unconscious.

“Harry!"

He waa near losing his balance, and
his song camne to 4 sharp and sudden
ond, leaving the closing night in silence.
The ginl broke into a merry laugh.

“Well, Byrin®' he asked.

‘*Nothing—only supper is waiting, and
Aunt Sarah is growing impatient,” she
replied.

“Oh, that's alll" The eager light died
out of his eyes, leaving them gloomy
and abstracted. “I do not want any
supper; I've made up my mind, Syria.”

he gave a quick, gasping Lrenth, but
face and voice were quiet.-

“Well, Harry?"

“I'm going!"

“Whent"

YAt daybreak.”

Hor veory lips paled, and her slender
fingers shook and trembied, but her eyes
remained true and steady,

“Well,” she answered slowly, “God
bless you, Harry!"

The boy stood silent, his eyes fixed on
the far coast line, where the red sunset
firea were slowly burning out, his
thoughta busy with the past. Onenight,

¥, stood out clear and vivid—a

Id, stormy night, when the sky was
like ink, and the mad sen thundered un-
til the old farmhouse shook to its very
center, They were down on the strand,
his father and a half dozen flshermen—
himself, a sturdy lad, following like a
young spenial. Hard work lay before
the mon, A stately wvessel lay out on
the bar, and the strong '!a was driving
her to pleces.

Boat sfter boat started out as her
booming guns begged for assistance, but
each one was swamped or driven back.
It was mere desperation, an old sallor
said; no boat could stand such & gale—
they ocould do nothing. His father
chuckled to himself, snd bringing out &
sturdy craft of his own, placed himself
nt its helm, and went out into the dark-
ness. never to return again, the men
averred; but Harry did not believe it
He had never known his father to fail,
and he sat down amid the crash and
roar to watch and walt, And not vain-
Iy, for by and by the sturdy boat beat
its way back, bringing only one trophy,
a littlo sea waif that the old man had
picked np—a tiny girl ¢hild with Aaxen
hafr and blus eyes,

The rough men bore her up to the old
farm house, Harry trotting on behind;
and before day dawn the booming guns
were silent, for the stately vessel, nfter
a brave fight, had gone down beneath
the hungry waves.

Capt. Melville and his wife could do
nothing more or less than to adopt the
little storm gift dod bring her up as
their own child. Bo they called her By-
rin, after all; and o8 she merged into
maldenhood the lads called hor the
“belle of the ooean.”

She and Huarry had been sister and
brother for ten years, enting their frugal
supper from the same porringer, and
sharing the same bed in childhood.

*“Yos, the Black Dragon sails ai day-
break and I'm going in her, Syrin,” he
sald, his eyos solomun and tender and his
volee tremulous,

The girl stood silent a mowment; then
putting the question with a forced laugh:

“How far are you going, Harry?” she
sadil. ““When do you expect to come
back?

“The Black Dragon's bound arcund
the world, I believe,” he responded, “and
a8 to coming back—wall, it will bo yoars
before 1 wee the Headlonds again, 1
guess.”

Then a sudden Yight hlazed up in his
ey os.

“*Bhall you miss me when I'm gone, do
you think, Byria#" ho nsked,

A swift ruse color bloomed In ber fuir
cheeks, and her eyes overflowed with
beara,

“Harry," sho suid, her voloe sweet
with unspoken tenderness, “I'm super-
stitious, you lkmow. I want youto take
this with you,” unclusping a slender gold
chain frem her neck., 1 always had o
funoy that this little trinket possessed
some hidden charm, Put it oy your
neck, please, and if you ever uro left to
the mercy of the wild waves, it will save
you, may be, as it did me.”

At moonriss everything wasn ready,
and with his knnpsack strapped aoross
his shoulders, Harry stood In the door-
Way,

“Good-by, father?™ his voice husky,

“Good-by, Harry. Make & man o
yourself before you vsst unchor again,

YAy, ay, father!"

Then e broke down, and pulling his
cap over his oyes strode away withous
another word.

Ona after another the seadons followed
each other. The gray moss on the old
farmbouse roof grow larger and thicker
the old captaln was getting rhoumatio
and dossd awiy the wlernoons fu the
chimnoy corner, and Aunt Sarah was

loalng something of ber old bustling se-
Memits

Dosutifel Byrinl The promise of her
girlhood war baing devoloped Into glord-
ows maturity  But shio sight heve bean
nopoarl, ae thyy called her, In her loy
sechuslvenens, for all the human feeling
whe peomed Lo poseoks,

Every day the Black Dragon was
looked for, and every evening brought a
disappolntment.

At lant, ons golden afterncon, when
sunlight streamed in yellow burs over the
sunded floor, and Sytin had looped back
tho curtains with clusters of scarlet boer-
ries and sprays of wintergreen, and
ranged the golden pipping in long rows
on the mantly, in the very midst of their
expootation the tidings cams, brought
from the city by o flisherman. The Black
Dragon, homewsnd bound, took fire just
under the line, and overy soul on board
perished.  Harry would never come
home!

A silence more soletnn than denth foll
on the old farm houss, Aunt Sarsh sunk
beneath the blow into feeble second child-
hood, and the old captain grew morose
and sallen. Byria ©® bore the blow
bravely, Fair and whito ns & pearl, sha
moved about with sealed Lips and solemn
eyos, taking sll the heary housshold
cares upon her slender shoulders and
working (rom dawn Ull twilight. Then,
when the hital of night brooded over the

t sen, she took her sole recreation,
liding down to the beach, she would
olamber to the top of the rough bowlder
and ait for an hour looking out to sea,
with her poor oyes full of piteous expoo-

tation,

““No," sho said, “T won't forget; be'll
como and by; my little charm will
bring him—1I will wait.”

At lnst thers came an afternoon black
with portentons omona.

41 never seo sioh signs as theso at the
Headlunda only onve afore, and then we
had n gale that just shivered things—
nnd wo nre going to have it again."

The old fisherman was correct; about
sunset it came, with n thundering orack
and ornsh, as if the very heavens were
being rolled together,

“The guns have censed,” ho sald, put-
ting on his oilcloth coat, "*“The poor
ship's gone, 1 am going down to the
share to see what the boys are doing.”

“A bad night, cap'n," one of them said
us ho and Byris approached,

“Poor luck, eaptain—poor luck! We
tried putting out the boats, but it wasno
go—the gale was too hard. We picked
up only that chap, and he's done for.”

Byrin's eyes followed his polnting fin-
ger, and boheld stretehied upon the wet
sand the figure of a mun.

“Me's not dead, father!™ she oried
"“There's warmth here—indeed there ia!
Let's take him up to the house and try
to save him,”

“Do as she bids you," said the old
man; and the men obeyed.

*"Tis he—your son Harryl Don't you
soe? WIll you wasts your precious time?
Let us work and save him!" she said.

And they did. By and by a faint
warmth diffused itself over his body;
dim red phone In his pale cheeks, and he
murmured, just above his breath:

“Byrinl Syrinl T am coming!”"

Byria heard bim, and without a word
or & sigh dropped in a dead faint at his
vary feet,

In o few days ho entirely recovered
and related his adventures, He had
made his fortune and was coming home
to stay, and no one was more happy than
Syrin.

But three wecks after there was n

d wedding at the old farmhouse,
8:1:. Hurry Melville received for his
brilde Syria, the foundling, the beautiful
“belle of the ocean,” and their cup was
full, —Waverley Magarine.
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Had Lost His Grip,

A middle aged man with a-troubled
look on his face stood on the corner near
the Central depot and attracted the at-
tention of p passerby who inquired: _

*Can 1 doanything for you, sir?"

“Stranger,” said the man, “I've lost
my grip."

*Qh, brace up,” said the other ina
cheery volce, “you'll get hold again if
you push fn. It bappens to us all some
time or other."

“I'm afraid I'll never get it again,"
sald the other, sadly,

“Nonsenge, man. Don't give up now,
when they've just discovered the elixir
of life,” advised his friend. **“Take hold
again like n man."

“What air you talking about? nsked
the other, “I lost my grip with four
new shirts in it, a new walstcoat, a pair
of suspenders and my wife's photygraft,
Just give me achance, and you'll see
whether 1'll take hold of It or not,” and
he walked off with a suspicious look ut
his Inte ndviser,—Detroit Free Press.

A Fortunate Woman.

“There,” said the new lady of the
castle, “are the graves of the former
owner's ancestors, My ancestors,” she
added, proudly, *are all living."—Har-
per's Magazine,
He Got It

Amonug the passengers on 6 western train
yesterday woas g woman very much over-
dressed, accompaniad by & bright looking
nurse girl and o self willsd tyrannioal boy of
abagt 8 vears,

The boy arcused the indignation of the
passengers by his continual shrieks nud kicks
and sorcats and his viclousnes toward his
pationt nurse, He tore her bonnet, serateled
her hands and finally spat in ber fnoe with-
out s word of remonstrance from the mother.

Whenaver the ourse manifested any firm-
nesa the mothor chided ber sharply, Finally
tho mother composed horsalf for & nap, and
about the thwe the boy bad slapped the nurse
for the fifth time a wasp caine sailing in and
faw on the window of the nuvse's geat. The
boy ut otte trisd to catoh it

The vures osught Lis band and said, coux-
Ingly:

“Horry musto's touch,
Harry.”

Harry soreamed savagely and began to
kiok and pound the darse,

The mother, without opening ber oyes or
lifting ber hend, eried out wharply:

“Why do you teass that child so, Mary)
Let him have what he wants at ones "

“HBut, ma'um, its a"™—o

“Lak bim bave it, [ say."

Thus encouraged Harry olutohed at the
wasp novi caught it. The soream that fol-
lowad Lrought tears of joy to the passengors’
ayes

The mother awoks again,

“Mary,” she eried, “Job bim have it

Mary wirted in ber seat and sald, con-
Pusedly :

“Ho's got it, ma'num " —Boston Journal.

Bug will bite

Bhe Was Heading About the Prasident,

Nantucket is weniling st w lttls adventurs
of Mre Harrison at that place, Thers s a
little store st Nantucket where they sall
baskots of odd shapes, and it s the eustom
with visitors to buy thom as souvenirs uf the
place, Mren. Horrison wandored n there
alone the other day, and looking over the
Lankots, asked the funny old woman who at
tends the store, and who s of horself & chur
acter worth seelng:

“What is the price of this busket " holding
one up.

“Maurkod on the bottom,” was tho terse re-
ply.

Mra Hurrison repeated the question, and
the woman, with s most acooyed ex bun,
glaneod up from ber paper aod sald: “li'%s
marked oo the bottom; 1 cun't be bothered
fo stop and soswer questions; I'm reading
shout the Presidont's trip to Bar Hurbor, "—
Bt Louis Republie.

On e Toto-a-Tots,

Allce—0Ol, 1 have begun taking Pranch
lomsoizn !

Graoe—How ploe] Who s your tescher)
Alive—Herr August Blauff
te.

Urace—An Ltallant—Lowell Cithuui

u
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DRESS GOODS,

Y, e —

REX & BROS. BON MARCNE.

Prices Lowest! Quality the Best!

The colorings in this line
of different weaves, includes all
the new shades and effects at
prices that make them excellent
values. We have many special
things in Dress Goods, and all
departments, that, if you exam-
ine, will be profitable to you.

Rose Diess PATTERNS A
SPECIALTY.

We are headquarters for
Black Goods, because we keep
the largest and best line at pop-
ular prices.

Broad Cloths,
Flannels,

Tricots, :
La®ies Cassimeres,
Serges, J
Henriettas,
Cashmeres,

Stripe Flannels,

Stripe Dress Goods,
Plaid wress Goods,
Plushes,

Yelvets,

Trimming 8ilk,
Bralds and Trimmings
Hosiery & Underwear.

C. A. Rex & Bro.
MAUCH CHUNK, PA.

Ir. G T. HORN'S

——--POPULAR~—--

SEUTRAL - DRVE - STORE,

Opposite Public Square, - - - Bank St., Lehighton, Pa, .

We invite your attention to the fact that the continued prosperity

sold over our counters.

DRUGS, eX

TOILET ARTICLES, CIGARS, &c., &c.,

in a very nice variety and of an excellent quality at lowest possible living prices.

Wall Paper, Borders and Ceiling Decorations,

in an extensive assortment, and in a multitude of prices, including all qualities and
styles—particular attention having been paid in the selection to the tastes
Our large sales in this line proves that

and “purses” of our people.
Before purchasing else-

our prices and goods are popular.
where don’t fail to see our stock and learn prices.

Popular Drinks--=SonpAa WATER AND MILK SHAKE.

Find perfection here—but come and try thom, practical demonstration proves more

receive your future patronage.

Respectfully,
Dr. C. T. HORN,

of our popular Drug.
Establishment is due entirely to the fact' that we pay the closest attention to the

Purity, Quality, Excellence and Effectiveness of all Drugs and Medicines
In the purchase of Drugs and Medicines it is
not so much a matter of cuear~ess with the pe
Quality and Effectiveness, but we combine a
and effectiveness, together with

only in one article, but throughout our large stock of

MIGATS, TIOUORS, PATENT MEDIGINES, &

We solicit your favors feeling confident that meritorious returns will

{Jle as it is of Purity,
| here—cheapness
purity and execellence, not

effective than a column of argument.



