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PART L

Methuen wrigzled himself Into & cor-
ner of the hut, rested his shoulder
against the abode wall and made him-
self as comfortable as the rawhide
thongs with which he was tied up
would permit. “Well, Calvert,” sald
he, “I hope you quite realize what an
extremely ugly hole we're In?”

“Garcia will hang the pair of us be-
fore sunsget,” I replied, “and that’'s a
certainty. My only wonder s we
haven't been strung up before this.”

“You think a rope and a tree's a cor-
tainty, do you? 1 wish I could comfort
myself with that idea. 1 wouldn't
mind a simple gentlemanly dose of
hanging., But there are more things in
Heaven and earth, Calvert—" He
broke off and whistled drearily.

1 molstened my dry, cracked lips, and
asked him huskily what he meant.

“Porture, old man, ‘That's what
we'te being saved for, I'm very much
afrald, A Peruvian guerilla is never a
gentle-minded animal at the best of
times, and Garcla s noted as being the
most vindietive fellow to he found be-
tween the Andes and the Paclfic, Then,
if you'll kindly remember how you and
1 have harried him, and shot his men
and cut off his suplies, and made his
lite a torment and a thing of tremors
tor the nast four weeks, you'll see he
had got a big bill againgt us, If he'd
hated us less, he'd have had us shot in
gight when we wers cpught; &8s it is,
T'm afraid ke felt that a couple of bul-
Iote in hot blood wouldn't pay off the
weore."

“If he thinks the malter over calmly,
he'll net very well avold secing thet ir
he wipes us out there'll be reprisals to
be looked for.”

“And a groat Tot.," replied Methuen,
grimly, “he'll care for the chance of
those. If we are put out of the way, he
knows quite well that there are no two
other men In the Chillan service who

can keen him on the trot ps we have
done, No, #ir. We can't scare Garelul
with that varn., You think that be-
cauge we're stlll allve, there's hope,
Well, I've sutliclent faith in my own
theory for thig: If anyone offered me &
ghot through the hend now, 1I'd accept
it nnd risk the chanoe™

“You take the gloomy view, Now
the man's face 8 not altogether eruel,
There's humor in It

“Then probalily he'll show his fun-
ninegs when he tales It out of us'™
Methuen  retorted. “Remember that
punishment in the Mikado? That had
*‘sumething humorous” in 1t Bolling
oll, If 1 don't forget.”

Involuntarlly 1 shuddered, and the
raw-hide ropes cut deeper into my
wrists and lmbga I had no great |
dread of belng killed In the ordinary
way, or I should not have entercd the
Chillan army in the middle of a hot
war, and 1 was prepared to risk the
ordinary woundings of nction in return
for the excitement of the fight, But to
be caught, and held a helpless prisoner,
and be deliberately tortured to death |
by every cruelty thls malignant devll
Garcia could devise, was n possibility I

THE EARLESS MAN SWUNG INTO
THE HUT,

had not counted on before, In fact, as
the Peruvians had repeatedly given out
that they would offer no quarter to us
English in the Chillan service, we had
all of us naturally resolved to die fight-
ing rather than be taken. And in-
deed this desperate feeling pald very
well, glnce on two separate occasions
when Methuen and myself had been
cornered with emall bodles of men, and
would have surrendered If we could
have been guaranteed our lives, as it
was we went at them each time so
furiously that on each occaslon we
broke through and escaned. But one
thinks notfiing of the chances of death
and maiming at those times, There Is
& glow within one's ribs which scares
away all trace of fear.

“1 suppose there's no chance of res-
cue?' I sald.

“None whatever,” sald Methuen, with
& lttle sigh. “Think It over, Calvert.
We start out from the haclenda with
an escort of filve men, sing out our
adios, and ride away to enjoy a ten
days' leave In the mountaing, The troops
are left to recruit; for ten days they
can drop us out of mind. Within twelve
hours of our leaving them, Garcla clev-
erly ambushes us in & eanyon where not
three people pass in o year, The poor
beggara who form our escort are all
gnstados."

“Yes, but are you sure of that?" 1
interrupted. “I saw them all drop off
their horses when we were fired upon,
but that doesn't prove they were dead,
Some might have been merely wound-
ed, and when the coast cleared, it Is
just possible they crawled back to our
post with the news. Still I own il's
& small chance,"

“And you may divest yourself of even
that thin rag of hope. Whilst you
were belng slung senseless across a
horee, I saw that man without the ears
g0 round with a machete and—well,
when the brute had done, there was no
doubt about the poor fellows belng as
dead n8 lumps of mud. Ah, and talk
of the devil”

The earless man swung Into the hut,

“"Buenos, senores,” sald he mocking-
l¥. “You will have the honor now of
being tried, and I'm sure 1 hope you
will be pleased with the result.”

“I suppose we shall find that out
Jater,” sald Methuen with a yawn, "but
anyway 1 don’'t think much of your
hospltality. A cup of wine now after
that ugly ride we've had today would
come jn very handy, or even a nip of
?.nr'-'r lente would be better than noth-

ng.

“[ fancy it might be a waste of good
llquér,” was the anawer, “but you must
agk Garcla.. He will see to your needs."

A ard of twelve ragged fellows
armed with carbine and machete had
followed the earless man Into the hut,
and two of them, whlls;fg..-tu.lked. had
removed the selzings m our Knees
and ankles, They helped us to our feet
and we walked with them into the doxz-
sling sunghine outside.

“T'll trouble some of you for my hat,"
sald  Methuen when the glare first
blased down on him; and then as no one
took any notice of the request, he
lurched against the earless man with a

| awlted us, o small meager dark man,

! all the harshness of war.

sudden IMD‘ and knocked his som-
T have yours, sald he; 168 bettor

"AuTmoQ.: 1-
~—Homoa ojThu:vea_‘J

than nothing at all. Pick up the thing,
and put it on my head."

The guerilla bared his teeth llke an |
animal, and drew a pistol. 1 thought
he would have shot my comrade out of
hand, and by his look I could sce that
Methuen expected It.  Indeed, he had
deliberately irritated the man to that
end. But elther because the nearncss of
Garcia and fear of his discipline stayed
him, or through thought of a fner
vengeance which was to come, the ear- I
less man contented himselt by dealing
a battery of Kicks, and bidding our
guards to ward us more carelully.

In this way, then, we walked along |
a path between two flelds of vine, and |
passed down the straggling street of |
the village, which the guerillas had oc-
cupled, and brought up In a little plaza
which faced the white-walled chapel
In the turret a bell was tolling dole- |

THE GUER!LLA BARED II8 TEETH
LIKE AN ANIMAL.

fully in slow strokes, and as the sound
came to me through the heated air, it
did not require muoch imagination to
frame It Into an omen. In the center of
the plaza was a vast magnolla tree, |
filied with seented wax-like flowers, and |
splashed with cones of cotil-pink.

We drew up before the plazea of the
principal  house,  Seated  under ity
shade In a split-cane  rocker Gareln |

with glittering  teeth, and fingers
lenion-colored from clgarctte Juioe,

e starcd at us and spat, and the |
trial, such a= it was, began,

I must confess that the proceedings |
astonlshed me, Animus there certain-
Iy was; the guerlllns as a whole were |
dispoged w give us short shift; but
thelr chier Insisted on at least some |
parade of Justice, The indietment was ‘
get forward against us, We had shot,
hunged and harried, and in fact used
Had we been
Chillans in the Chlllan service this
might have been pardonable, - But we
were aliens from across the sea; were
freebooters, fighting not for a country,
but each for his own hand; and as such |
we were beyond the pale of military
courtesy., We had earned a punish-
ment, Had we any word to speak why
this should not be given?

Garela looked towards us expectants
Iy and then set himself to roll a fresh
cigarette,

PART II.

1 shrugged my =houlders. Tt seemed
useless to say anything. Methuen sald:
“Look here, sir; you've got us, there's
no mistake about that. It seems to me
you've two courses before you, and
they are these: Elther you can kill us,
more or lega barbarously, In which case
vou will ralse g mosgt pestilential hunt
at your heels, or you can put us up to
ransom. Now, neither Calvert, here,
nor myself are rich men, but If you
chose to let us go with sound skins,
we're prepared to pay ten thousand
Chillan dollars aplece for our passports,
Now how does that strike you?"

Garein finlshed rolling his cigarette,
and 1t it with care. He Inhaled a deep
breath of smoke, “Senor,” he sald (the
words coming out from between his
white teeth with llttle puffs of vapor)
“yvou do not appear to understand, You
fight as a soldler of fortune, and 1 am
merely in arms as a patriot. I am no
huckster to traflic men's lives for mon-
ey, nor am I a timorous fool to be
geared into robbing a culprit of his just
dues,”

“Very well, then”
“murder the palr of us,”

Garela smiled unpleasantly. "You
may be a very brave man,” said he,
“but vou are not a judiclous one. To
a judge less just then myself this inso-
lence might have added something to |
your punishment; but as It Is I shall |
overlook what you have gald, and only |
impose the penalty I had determined |
upon before you spoke." |
" He lifted his thin yenlow fingers, and
drew a fresh breath of smoke., Then he
waved the cigarette towards the mag-
nolla tree In the center of the plaga.
“You see that bough which juts to.
wards the chapel?”

“It's made for a gallows,” sald Me-
thuen,

“Precisely,” said the guerilla, "and it
will be used as one Inslde of ten min-
utes, I ghall string one of you up there
by the neck to dangle there between
heaven and earth, The other man
shall have a rifle and cartridges, and if,
standing where he does now, he can cut
with a bullet the rope with which his
friend Is hanged, then you shall both
go free'

“I hear you say It,"” sald Methuen, “In
other words you condemn one of us to
be strangled slowly without chunce of

sald  Methuen,

GARCIA SPRANG TO HIS FEET.

reprieve, But what guarantee have
we that you will not slit the second
man's throat after you have had your
sport out of him?"

Garcla sprang to his fest with o
stamp of pasujon, and the chair rolled
over backwards, "“You foul adventur-
er!" he cried, “you pald mankilles!"
and then he hroke off with a bitter
“Pah!" and folded his arms and for a
minute held sllence till he got his
tongue In hand agaln., “Benor,” he
sald, coldly, "my country's wrongs may
break my heart, but they can never
make me break my word., I may be
& hunted guerlla, but 1 still remain &
gentleman.”

“1 beg your pardon,” sald Methuen,

“We will now,'" continued Garcla lelly,
“find out which of you two will play
which part. Afterwards 1 will add an-
other condition which may lend more
skill to what follows. I will not
u.  Kin choose between

| with shouts of laughter, Inid hold of the
| haullng part of the line; and then o |

m#’awmamwmhm and
which shoot.” \

— — — — — — ——
My comrade shrugged his shoulders, memthmtmysmmm!mmm.m:nn. I—I—feel
“1 ke you, Calvert, old man.," sald rocked himself in the split- | thankful." -

e, “but I'm not prepared to dance on
nothing for you.”

“1t :ould be simplest to toss for exit,”
1 =al

“Preclsely; but, my dear fellow, I
h-lu- both hands trussed up, and no
coln."”

“Pray let me assist you," sald Garcia.
“Senor Calvert, may [ trouble you for
an expression of opinion?'

He leaned over the edge of the plazia
and spun a dollar into the air. I watched
it with a thumping heart, and when for
an instant it paused, a dazzling splash
of brightness against the red-tiled roof,
I cried: “Henads!™

The coin fell with a faint thud in the
dust a yard from my feet.

“Well?" sald Methuen.

“l1 congratulate you, old fellow, 1
swing."”

He frowned and made no renly. Gar-
cia's volee broke the sllence. “Buerno,
Senor Methuen,” he sald, “1 advise you
to shoot stralght or you will not get
home even now. You remember I sald
there was still another condition. Well,
here you are: You must cut your
friend down with a bullet before he
is quite dead, or I'll string you up be-
gide him.™

Methuen gave a short laugh. “Re-
member what I sald about that fellow
in ‘The Mikado,” Calvert? You gee
where the humor comes In? We've had
that coin spun for nothing., You and |
must change positions.™

“Not at all. I take what I've earned.”

“But I say yes. It works this way:
I took it that the man who was hang-
ing stood a dellcate chance anyway.
and 1 didn't feel generous enough tu
risk it, But now that the senor here
has put in the extra clnuse, the situa-
tion Is changed altogether. You aren't
a brillant shot, old man, but you may
be able to cut me down with a bullet,

If you remember what you're firing for, |
and shoot extra stralght. But It's a
certain thing that 1 couldn't do it If
I bluzed away till doomsday. The ut-
most 1 could manage would be to fluke !
. pellet Into your worthy self. Bo you
gee I must wear the hemwn, and you
must apply your shoulder to the rifle |
butt—laugh,” he added, In English, |
“Urin and say something funny, or|
these brutes will think we cared for
them."

Hut I was Incapable of further
speech. 1 could have glbed at the
prospect of being hanged myself, but
the horror of this other ordeul turned

| me sick and dumb. And at what fol-

lowed I looked on mutely,

There was a well on one silde of the
plaza and the earless man went and
robbed the windlass of its rope. With
clumgy landsman's fingers he formed
i noose, took It to the great magnolia |
tree and threw the noose over the pro-
Jecting branch. The bell of the little
white charvel opposite went on tolling
gravely, and they marched my friend
up to his fate over the sun-baked dust.
They passed a thong around hls
ankles, the carless man Ufted the novse
to his throat; a dozen of the guerillas,

volee from behind fell upon my ear.
gareln was gpeaking to me,  With a
straln I dragged my eyes away from the
glure of the plnza, and listened, He
was smiling wickedly,

“Bo your pluck has oozed away ?"' he
was suying, as the cigarette smoke |
welled up from between the white
witlls of hig teeth, “Well, of course, If
vou o not eare for the game, you can |
throw up your hand at once, You've |
only to say the word, and yu ean be |
dangling on that bough Inaide of a cou-
ple of minutes. 1t's quite strong enough
Lo carry more frult than it Lears al-
ready. But it's rather hard on your
friend not to wry="

My wits came to me again, “You
fool,”” I eried, “how ecan I shoot with
my arms trussed up ke this? If the
whole thing Is not a mock cut me adrift,
and glve me a rife.”

He beckoned to one of his men, and
the fellow came up and cut off the
laghings from my wrists and elbows;
and then, with a sour smile, he mo-

. NG

THE FEARLESS MAN FITTED THE
NOOSE TO HIS THROAT.

tioned some of the others, who drew
near and held thelr weapong at the
ready. “I dare wager, Senor Calvert,”
he sald, “that if you'd use me for a
mark, you would not score a miss, Sol |
wish to Insure that you do not shoot In
this dircetlon—" He ralsed his volce
and shouted across the baking sun-
ilght: "“Quite ready here, amigos. So
up with the target.”

PART 111.

Now up to this point I am free to own
that since our capture I had cut a pret-
ty poor flgure., 1 had not whined, but
at the same time I had not seen my way |
0 put on Methuen's outward show of
careless brazen courage., But when I
watched the guerillas tighten on the
rope and sway him up till his |
stretched-out feet swung a couple of |
hand-spans above the ground, then my |
coolness returned to me, and my nerves
set like leicles In their socketa, He
was sixty yards away, and at that dis-
tance the well-rope dwindled to the
bigness of a shoemaker's thread., More-
over the upper two-thirds of it was In-
vigible because It hung before a back-
ground of shadows, But the elghteen
Inches above my mnoor friend's head
stood out clear and distinct ngainst the
white walls of the chapel beyond, and
as It swayed to the pulsing of the body
beneath, It burned itself upon my c®™-
gight till all the rest of the world was
blotted out In a red haze. I never
knew before how thoroughly a man
could concentrate himself.

They handed me the rifle, loadsd and
cocked. It was a sing e-shot Win-
chester, and' 1 found out afterward,
thought I did not know 1t then, that
elther through flendish wish to further
hamper my alm, or through pure fop-
getfulness, they had left the sights
cocked up at three hundred yards, But
that did not matter; the elevation was
o detall of minor import; and besides I
was handling the weapon as a game-
shot fires, with head up, and eye glued
on the mark, and rifie barrel following
the eyes by Instinet alone, You remem-
her that I had no statlonary target to
aim at. My poor comrade was wrl h-
Ing and swaying at the end of his
tether, and the well-rope swang hither
?nd thither like some contorted pendu-

um.

Onece T fired, twlce T fired, six times,
ten times, and still tie rope remalned
uncut, and the bullets rattled harm-
lessly against the white wnlls of the
chipel a tinkle of broken glass, and the
bell, after a couple of hurrled nervona
clangs, censed tolling altogether. With
the thirteenth shot a shout went up
from* the watchlng erowd, 1 had
stranded the rope, and the body which
dangled bencath the magnolia tree be-
gnn slowly to gyrote,

Then came a halt in the firlng I
had handed the Winchester back to the
fellow who was reloading, but some-
how or other the exploded catrldee had
Jammed in the breech. fdanced and
raged before him in my passion of hur-
ry, and the cruel brutes folled In ecs-
tasles of merriment. Only Garela did
not laugh, He re-rolied & fresh olgar~

| but they were human enough in thelr

| after that for awhlle 1 knew very littles

cane chalr. The man could not have
been more unmoved If he had been
overlooking a performance of Shakes-

peare,

At last I tore the Winchester from
the hands of the fellow who was fum-
bling with 1t, and clawsd at the
Jammed cartride mvself, breaking my
nafls and smearing the breechlock with
blood. If It had been welded into one
golld plece, it could scarcely have been
firmer. But the thrill of the moment
gave my hands the strength of pincers,
The brass case moved fr m side to side;
it began to erumble, and I drew it forth
and hurled from me a mere ball of
shapeless twisted metal. The one
of the laughing brutes gave me ano-
ther cartridge, and once more 1 shoul-
dered the loaded weapon.

The mark was easier now, The strug-
gles of my poor friend had almost
ceased, and though the well-rope st Il
swaved, i1t8 movements were comnara-
tively rhythmical and to be counted

1 FIRED, AND THE BODY FELL TO
THE GROUND,

upon. T snapped down the sirhts, put l
the butt-plate to my ghoulder and cud- |
dled the atock with my cheek. Here |
for the first time was o chance of gome= :
thirg etendler than a snap £hot

I wressed home the trigger as the
well-rope reached oné extremily of its |
gwing. Agaln o few Ionze ends €prang |
from the rope, and again the body be- |
gan slowly to gyrate. But was It|
Mothuen I was firlng to gave or was | |
merely wasting shot to cut down a |
masg of cold dead clay? |

I think that more agony was coms-
pressed for me Into o few minutes then
than most men meet with In a life-
time. Even the overlooking mueriiins
were g0 stirred that for the first time |
thelr glbing censad, and two of thems
of thelr own accord handed me cart- |
ridges, 1 slipned one home and clesed |
the breech-block, The perspiration wod
running In 4 stream (rom my chin |
Agnin 1 fired, Agaln the well-rope was
gnipped, and T conld see the lovsened
steands rinnle out ns a snake unwraps
ftself from o branch,

One more shot. God In Heaven! 1
missed! why was I made to be o mur-
derer ke this” Garela’s volee came o
e coldly,  “Your last chanee, senor
I ean be kent walting here no lunger,
And I think you ave wasting time, Your
feiend seems to have quitted us al- |
ready."

Another eartridge. . T sank to one
knez and rested my right elbow un the |
other. The maza was hung In breath-
less sllence. Every eve was stealned
(o see the outcome of the shot, The
men might be Inhuman in thelr cryctly,

curiosity.
The body sman to cne end of ife
swing: I held my fire, It swung

back, and the rifle muzzle followad,
Like some mournful pendulum it passed
through the alr, and then a glow of cor-
tainty filled me like & drink, 1 knew
I could not mlss that time; and T fired;
and the body In & llmp and shapeless
heap fell to the ground,

With n ery [ threw the rifle from me,
and rocéd across the sunlit dust, Not
an arm was stretchod out to step me, |
Only when I had reached my friend
and loopened that horrible ligature from
his neck did I hear velces clamoring
over my fate,

“And now this ecther Inglese, your |
excellency,” the earles man sald, “shall |
we shoot him from here, or shall \wi'
string him up In the other's place?"” |

But the answer was not what the fel- |
low expected. Garcla replied to him en |
a shriek of paszion, “You glaughter-
Ing brute,” he eried, "another offer Hke
that and I'll pisto]l you where you stand, |
You heard me naszs my word: do you
dream that I couud break it? They
have had their punishment, and If we |
gee one another agaln, the meoting will
be ‘none of my looking for, We leave
this suebla In five minutes, See to
your duties, CGo."

The words came to me dully through
the heated ale, I was almost mad with
the thought that my friend was dead,
and that the fauit was mine, mine, mine
alone!

I llstened for his breaths: they did
not come. I felt for a heart-throb:
there was not g0 much as a Mutter, His
neck was scared by a ghastly ring.  His
foce was livid, And yet T would not
admit even then that he was dead,
With @ ery I selzed his arms and moved
them firgt above his head till he looked
like & man about to dive, and then
clapped them against his sides; re-
peating  this an  infinite number of
times; oraying that the alr 1 drew
through his lungs migiht blow against
some smouldering spark of humanity |
and kindle it once more Into life, |

The persplration rolled from me: my
mouth was as a sard-pit; the heavy
scent of the magnolia blosgoms above
slekened me with its strength; the slght
departed from my evez 1 could see
nothing beyond a smull elrele of the hot
dust around, whilch waved and danced
in the sunlight, and the little green
lizards which enme and looked at me
curtouly and forgoet that T wa human.

And thern of a udden my comrade
gave a sob, and his cheusl began to heave
of Itaelf without my laborlous ald, And

more. The sun-haked dust
more wildly In the sunsghine;

danced
the liz-

“WHAT HAS HAPPENED?' HE
3D,

£ M

ards changed to darker colors; the
lght went out; and when I came next
to my eenses Methuen was sitting up
with one hand clutching at his throat,
looking at me wildly.

“What has happened ?* he gasped, I
thought I was dead, and Garcla had
nanged me—Garcin. No one 18 hers,
The puebla seemns deserted. Calvert,
tell me™

"“They have gone'” I sald. “We are
allve, We will get away from here as
200N /A8 you can walk."

He rose to his feet, awaying. “I can
walk now. But what about you?"

“I o man old man," 1 sald, “wearily
old, In the last two hours I have grown
a hundred years, But I think 1 can
walk nlso. . Yes, look, I am strong.
Lean on my arm, Do you see that
broken window In the chupel? When
{oltlii:.:"mmu-h that the bell stopped

K.

*'Let us go inside the chapel for a few

::iﬂulu beforé we leave the village,"

Methuen, “We have had a very

'

There was ia faint amell of incense in-
side the chapel. The odor of It lingers
by me still.

AN ECLIPSE OF THE HONEYMOON

When T went to see the little bride
the other day and found her weeping
Into her best Turkish sofa cushlon, [
knew that something was seriously
wrong, and drew my face down into
the proper expression of sympathy.

“What = 1t?" 1 asked,

“It's Tom," she sajd.

“And breakfast.” 1 amended.

“Did he tell you?" she demanded,
sternly, sitting up and wiping her eyes,

“Surely not,” 1 answered; “only you
sgoe, my dear Annette, you are not the
first bride 1 have had the pleasure of
knowing In the course of life."”

*1 never claimed to be a good house-
keeper or know anything about cook-
:.h £ she began in an explanatory fash-
on,

“And he sald that he wanted that lit-
tle hand never to do anything harder
than play with flowers or soothe his
fevered brow,” T added.

“Why, how did you know he sald
that?" she asked,

I smiled.

“If he was looking for a good domes-
tic girl, why didn't he marry Mary
Smith?" she sald, recurring again to
her woes,

“Why not, Indeed?" T echoed,

“Bhe's hideous,” announced Annette,
with satisfaction.

“ghe would never put too much soda
in the bigcuit or have the steak over-
done,” 1 said reflectively.

“8he has red halr,” remarked Annette
irrelevantly,

The butcher would never be able to
sell tough meat and undesirable cuts
to her,” T went on in an admiring tone
of volee,

“She has light eyes and no eyebrows
to speak of,” sald Annette, as If It were
o matter of Importance,

“She wonld have made pies like his
mother used to make,” 1 continued,

"She has pale green freckles," re-
marked Annette triumphantly,

“Orf what avail,” T asked mournfully,
“Is beauty when one has dyspepsia
from bad vooking?"

“Why didn't he ask me if T could |

cook hefore we wore marrled?
manded Annetie, resontfully,

“My dear child,” 1 =ald, “men always
demand everything In a wife they
dldn't agk for in a sweetheart."

“Ie veed to laugh when 1 didn't
know things, and eay T was a darling
littie puss,” she remarked, reflectively,

“Now he thinks you are stupld if you
don’t know about the sllver question
and whether the Insurgents are going
to win in Cuba,” 1 put in.

“What does It mean?"
with a tremble In her volee,

"It means,” 1 sald, “that you have
marvled a man instead of an arch-
angel,  You needn’t ory about it T
ndded, brutally: “you probably would
not have found an angel very congenial,
but, you have got to come down 1o a
renlization that the man who told you
that he would make your Itfe a dream
of blss, nilled with dellght and per-

de-

she asked

| fume, hns forgotten he ever gald it, and

expects vou to forget. Furthermore,
he wants hig dinner on time, and his
housze to be as well and economieally
mannged a if he had married Mary
Smith or any other of the domestic and
homely giris he never looked at.”

“Dogsn't hie love me 2till?" asked the
little bride, dezperately,

“Surely.” I made anwer: “neverthe-
less, | ndvise you to read the papers
and buy a good cook book."—Dorothy
Dix, New Orleans Picayune,

They Are Marked This Way :

INTERLINED

The genuine interlined collars and
cnlls with o “Cellulold” surface, and the
only water-proof collurs aund onffs
worth buying.

INTERLINED

They uro worlh buying, because they
waonr six times longer than linon, keep
¢lenn longer, nnd when solled, you
ean clean them yongpself,

INTERLINED

You ean elean them yourself with a
wet ¢loth—as easlly and quickly as you

cun wiash your hands — whether ot
MARK.

home or alireal
INTERLINED
At home or abroad, you'll find them

more eomforiable, moro ecnvenlent
and more economlenl than any other
collars and euffs made.

I MARK. ]
INTERLINED
Avtept na imitailons,  Made In all sield. mod mizes
Bold wverywheoe or sont by wa direei.  Ual
Culle, de. palr posipaid.  Seate six

L
THE CELLULUID COMP, VEW YORK.
i

SAPOLIO “ihtclosneer

TRADE

LAWN MOWER.

Is fitted with an improved Cutter Bar of acl-
i too! stecl trmpe ed in oil i

The Knives have n positive *shear'’ cutand
are ro.ulited hy 0 patent improved **Micro=
nometer Adjustment.'’

1o Shaft ruus ju Phosphor-Bronze bear-
inq:ﬂ. udd ng greatly, tos  cothness in running,

his machive hus » new mall-able iron hao-
dle-brace in one piece.

In slinplicity of conatruction, aase and acon.
racy in operation, durability and finish, this
mower i~ undonbtedly the best “hght" mow-
er in the market.

PRICE-
10-Inch, $3.00
12-Inch, 3.25
14-Inch, 3.50
lﬁ‘lnth’ 3- 75

FOOTE & SHEAR CD..

19 WASHINGTON AVENUE.

DR. LOBB’S BOOK FREE

To nll sufferers ef ERROKS OF YOUIU
LOST VIGOR und DISEASES OF MEN AND
MEN, apes: vloth bound; wseourel
ronled and waled fros. Treatment by mall
triutly confidontial, xnd » jositive gnick vurg
adtrod, ho mstéer how ong st y
will pesitiyaly aure you., Writs or "

DR, LOBB 8" ¥t g e

NEN YK L D SO L

132 WASOINGTON AVENUE,

Elegant Assortment
CHOICE OF ANY e

blc. SHIRT WAIST

FOR 25 CENTS,

Every Morning Until 11 0’Clock.

We supply Moth Proof Bags Free with Capes, Cloaks,
Suits and Jackets,

New York Cloak and Suit House,

Francis Fitz Gibbon, 132 Woshington Aeenue.

2,000,000 BARRELS

Made and Sold in Six Months, endin% arch 1, 1896,
Total Product of

GHUSBY 0. MG A8

The A Mill Alone produced 1,000,000 Barrels,
Largest Run on Record.

Washburn, Crosby's Superlative Is sold everywhere from the
Pagcific Coast to St. John's, New Foundland, and in England, Ireland

and i‘:lcuuand very largely, and is recognized as the best flour in the
weorld.

MEGARGEL & GONNELL

WHOLESALE AGENTS.

—_—
—

:APPHBPHIATE BIIILDINES BIJHTHIBI.ITE ﬂwmmns
EKGEPTIUHAI.I.Y FAIH. GEHEHM. H“ME IHDIJSTHY

i.'USTLY KEEPS I.UMBEH M(WINB NATUHALLY. ﬂun
IPHESEHT uUﬂLITY HETAINS STEABY THAUE UPIJII
VALUE. WITH XPEGTANBY. YDUHS Z-Z!.ING 422, &0.

]
|
1
|

iHIGHARDS I.UMBEH [:0., GDM’LTH BL'I]'G. SGHANTGN, PA.

THIRD NATIONAL BANK

OF SCRANTON.
Capital, $200,000
Surplus, 300,000
Undivided Profits, 64,000

Special attention given to Business and Personal
Accounts,
30 Inter¢st Paid on Interest Deposits.

——— ————

IRON AND STEEL

Bolts, Nuts, Bolt Ends, Turnbuckles, Washers, Rive
ets, Horse Nails, Files, Taps, Dies, Tools and Sups
plies. Sail Duck for mine use in stock,

SOFT STEEL HORSE SHOES

and a full stock of Wagon Makers’ Supplies, Wheels,
Hubs, Rims, Spokes, Shafts, Poles, Bows, ete.

BITTENBENDER & GO

SCRANTON. PA.

LOST YIGOR

Whan In doubt what to use for Nerveus Debility, 1,00 of Powet (In elther
wevi, Impoinacy, Atrophy, Varicocsla and other woaknoiss, Ry CAUSE, U
Ganing Fills, 6“““ choeked and fill vigor quickly revtored. 1f neg lﬂ&::lll
woubles vuﬂl‘hultr. hl.llﬂlld llnn!!m. nealed, for ’Iaﬂﬂruhg:ﬁ for §5.u0, Wx

oty §4. or w . tu Lure oF el ¥ « Address
PR TR DTN B0 eral, Euanee 1o cure oreg

H. PHELPS, Pharmacist, cor. Wyoming Avenus and

For sale by JOHN
o0 Strest, Soranton Pa




