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PART L

Mr. Van Cortland-Brown was rich,
middle-ag«d, and a widower, In addi-
tion to thesze great advantages, Mr, Van
Cortland-Brown had other qualifica-
tions, which, if not particular to him-
welf, he firmly belfeved had given him
& great Jead in life's race over ordinary
mortals, He was convinced that there
Was not & man in the United States who
had such very blue Knickerbocker blood
in his veins as himself, His intelli-
gence was not of the highest order, nor
his Information the most extensive,
yet he had sufficlent of both to know
that the name Brown was English, If
it had been plain Brown, so greéat was
his dislike of common things, he would
have had it changed by act of the leg-
Islature, but the final “&" redeemed it,
and induced him to belleve It was of
Norman origin and that thers was a
Browne who taught with Willlam the
Conqueror at Iastings, and whose
name was inseribed high on the Battle
Abbey role,

One of Mr. Van Cortland-Browne's
most precious possessions—for apart
from his Interst he believed that he
had & permanent chattel mortgage on

INSTEAT, 1IR RECOGNIZED THE
MUSICAL VOICE OF MRS,
FLOYD-FLOYD JONES,

the girl—was his Dbeantiful and ac-
vomplished daughter, Florence, at this
thine just twenty-one, and legally her
uwn mistress,

Mige Florence Van Cortland-Browne
presided over her father's beautiful
summer home, at Bagle's Nest on the
Fulisndes, overlooking what sote ohe
hms called the "Lordly Hudson.™

Eagle's Nest was the center of lios-
pltwdity, 1ts doors wers always open to
the blue-bloeded Triends of Mr. Vun
Cortland-Browne and his  daughter.
The most frequent visttor during the
sinnmer of 805, was Commodore Blake-
ley Horton-Smith, & prosperous, fine-
looking young broker whose title was
given him by ithe nearly unanimous
vote of the 8t George Canoe club, Mr.
Vian Caortland-Browne's only objections
to Commaodore Blukely Hortop-8mith
were his la=i nnme and the well-known

9 fact that s futher had made his for-
thue In lard,

Ag becumo 1 man of hls antecedents
and position, Mr. Van Cortland-Hrowne
wus gallant to the ladies, ns he him-
self exoressed it “cap o pled”  His
nearest pelghbor was Mes, Maj. Floyd-
Floyd Jones, o widow lady of indepen-
dent fortune, fine presence, and If rumor
wera to be eredited, engaged to Mr,
Nan Cortinnd-Erowne,

A few miles above Engle's Neat lived
Col. Washington Johnson, o southern-
vr, a bachelor of 1ifty, of doubtful for-
tune but of positively brilliant antece-
dents, and, llke most men halling from
lis seetlon, he wasg ready to fight, If
anyone doubted that his family was
not only the flrst in the state but in the
whole land,

If Col, ' Washington Johnson had an-
nounced hils purpose to go back to the
south and never to return, or if he had
been called away by what coroners'
Juries used to deseribe as “a speclal act
of Providence,” Mr. Van Cortlande
Browne would not have regarded eith-
er avent as an irreparable misfortune,

It must be acknowledged that while
Mry. Ma). Floyd-Floyvd Jones was a lady
of the hizghest character she was not
indifferent to the attentions of the oth-

~¢r sex, even after her engagement to
M#, Van Cortland-Browne. And as
Col. Washington Johnson, who was a
tall, athletiec man, was evidently deter-
mined to win his way to the widow's
heart, if he had to destroy all rivals,
the master of Eagle's Nest was not so
bappy as his blue blood and wealth
would warrant.

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne considered
himself a handsome man, an opinion
shared by Miss Florence, who, in this
matter at least, he belleved, voleed the
opinton of the great world. But, un-
fortunately, Mr, Van Cortland-Browne
had taken on more adipoge tlssue in
the Inst few years than was consistent
with manly grace and physical activi-
ty. He consulted the family physician,
Dr. Thompson, about this, and Dr.
Thompson sald:

“You don't want medicine, my dear
fellow. o and get yoursell measured
for & bike, Practice at some gchool
here in the city till you get rendy to
go o the country, and my word for It,
A few months' wheeling about Eagle's

» Nest will make you as strong as Sun-
dow and as healthy and graceful as
Anpollo,”

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne took thls
advice, Having but little else to do
during the months of February, March
and April, he practiced with a persist-
ency that would have honored a nobler
purpose, and, unheeding headers and
bruigss, he had become an expert, at
Jeast In his own opinlon, by the middle
of May, when he moved with Miss Flor-
ence and the servants to Eagle's Nest.

There was only one thing that tend-
el (o detract from his pelf-satisfaction
In this accomplishment, and that was
that Col. Washington Johnson sat a
wheel quite os gracefully as himself,
sud, having longer legs, sent it ahead
with more rapldity.

Mrs. Floyd-Floyd Jones waa a most
accomplished bieyelist, and though she
delighted In setting a rapid pace for
Mr Van Cortland-Browne, he was, on
siich occasions, more than eompengat-
el for the effort by her preclous come-
pany.,

As n matter of form, rather than bhe=
couge hig Interests requived it, Mr. Van
Cortland-Browne went Into the oity
every day, and returned home in time
for luncheon In the afternoon.

It was the 3d of J and Mr. Van
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Cortland-Browne called his daughter
up on the telephone to tell her not to
walt lunca, as he would not be home
till three o'clock. It had been rain-
ing, and the wires along the Palisades
must have been erossed; but he, be that
as it may, Mr. Van Cortland-Browne,
Instead of hearing from Misa Florence,
recognized the musical voice of Mrs.
Maj. Floyd-Floyd Jones, demanding:

“Is that you, Col. Johnson?"

Hefore Mr, Van Courtland-Browne
rould reply, he heard the colonel say-
Ing: .

“Yes, my dear Mrs. Jones, I want to
talk with yop."

*Oh, T shall be delighted! came the
widow's exclamation over the wire.

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne's face
grew purple, and he stood as if para-
lyzed with the recoiver to his ear, while
this conversation took place:

Col. Johnson—Are you aware, my
dear Mrs, Jones, that tomorrow s the
Fourth of July-

Mrs. Floyd-Floyd Jonea—The explo-
glon of fireerackers hag Kept me aware
of that fact for a week.

Col. Johnson—Have you an fnEage-
ment for about sunset (omMorrow even-
ing?

Mrs, Floyd-Floyd Jones (sweetly)—I
have not,

Col, Johmegon—Then will you meet me
on your wheel nt the Lookout, and we
can come home by the palisade rond?

Mrs, Floyd-Floyd Jones—With pleas-

Col. Johnson—Then it's o bargain?

Mrs, Floyd-Floyd Jones—Yes; good-
by.

ol, Johnson—lood-by.

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne dropped
the receiver by the phone, and dropped
himself Into a chair.

He reached home by three o'clock,
and, contrary to his custom, remained
In the house for the rest of the day,
“nursing his wrath to keep it warm."
Miss Florence thought her father was
il, and sought by soms means to cheer
him up, but without effect.

During the next twenty-four hours,
My, Van Cortland-Browne did the most
persistent thinking of his life, the con-
clusion of which was that he would
take his wheel and surprige the perfid-
fous widow and her hated galluut at
the appointed trysting place,

Uinheeding the threatening slorm,
Mr. Browne mounted his wheel and
glarted up the rond, which, ut points,
runs dangerously close to the giddy
edge of the towerlng pallzades,

If the man ¢ould have forgotten hime-
gelf and his troubles, renl or imagined,
he would have been struck with the
Iwauty and sublmity of the scene, of
which he was the venter. Awny to the
west, In the direction of the Hacken-
snck river and the Romapo mountaing,
heavy, black storm clouds rolled to-
wards him. The glory from the upper
flery crests was reflected down on for-
et and field, tiN It secmed to glorify
the Leantiful villas aml the carcfally-
kept gurdens by which they wore gur-
rounded,

A glunce to the sonth wonld have re-
vealed the npper bay and the witer-
fronts of the magniticent group of ci-
tles by which it is surrounded. To his
right the verdant hills ~ Westchester
swept down till they knelt by the wat-
era of the Hudson,

Yonkers, Irvington and Tarryvtown,
with the splendid clusters of villas on
the heights nbove, looked more llke
cities of the mirage than centers of hu-
man_habitation,

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne saw the
tiny row-hoat of the fishermen, like
animated gpecks on the broad breast of
the mighty river. He saw yachts and
other saillug craft, the salls glowing
Hke luminoug opals in the storm Hght;
and he saw the betlagged excursion
steamers hastening southward from
the pienie grounds up the river,

These things did not Impress Mr. Van
Cortland-Browne strongly, for he had
seen them often before, but he was
Impressed by the fact that the light-
ning was flashing overhead, that it was
growing rapldly dark, and that a few
feel away were the precipiloug oliffs
of the palisades, dropping In sheer de-
poent down to the water's edge,

Mr. Browne was on the point of dis-
mounting from his wheel, and seeking
the protection of & tree from the now
Talling rain, when to his indegcribable
horror, the wheel, like a wild horse, re-
sisted his control and leaped over the
awful, red bank.

Had It not been that at that moment
the lightulng flached and the thunder

11OW FAR HEDROPPED HE COULD
NOT TELL.

drums of heaven echoed along the pal-
isades, Mr. Hrowne's agonlzed ery
would have been heard by the villa
residents a quarter of a mile away.

The instinct of self-preservation led
the man to reach oot his arms in the
effort to stop his downward flight; he
wis so stunned that he could not think,
untldl he found himself astride n stunt-
ed cadar tree, whose groaning roots
threatened to glve way every moment.

The rain Inereaged and pourned down
the wall of the palisades In torrents,
The darkness became abgolutely sty-
glan, Awity to the south he could see
the coppery glow of the elty’s lights on
the lowering clouds, and had he the
eourage to look dewn, he would have
peen the flashing lighta of steamers,
whose signal whistles came llke torture
to his ears.

Hitherto the earth had been a happy
and an easy pluce for Mr, Van Cort-
land-Browne, but now that he found
himself face to face with a horrible
death, he (ried to plerce the black
clouds und to think of the great be-
yound.

Ht"lhme_' ts shooting into the

gky along the palisades, as soon as the
rain had ceased; and the horror of his
awful position was intensified by the
knowledge that not far away thou-
gands of happy people were enjoying
the hollday, all unmindful of the dan-
ger and the terible anxiety to which a
nelghbor was being subjected,

Mr. Van Cortland-Browne had been
a very proud man, proud of his family,
proud of his wealth and proud of what
he considered his own superior person-
ality; but clinging to that frall cedar
tree, with his soft, white hands grasp-
ing at the wet rocks, the meanest crea-
ture on earth would not have envied
him his position. The darknvss that
shut out the awful depths below but
intensified the danger to his exclited
imagination,

As he clung there, feeling that the
roots of the tree must give way at any
moment and send him crashing to the
bottom, he heard on the helghts above
the volee of o negro, blithely singing a
plantation melody, Mr. Browne ree-
ognized the volee as that of his own
stableman, evidently on his way to

THE CEDAR TREE HAD BEEN
TORN FROM ITS8 MOORINGS,

visit his sweetheart at Mrs. Major
Floyd-Floyd Jones' villa; and the mag-
ter envied the man. Indeed, S0 far
had Mr. Van Cortland-Browne's pride
vanished that at that instant he would
gladly have exchanged fortune, famlly
and complexion with his servant,

Mr. Browne braced hlmself to shout
to the black man on the cliff in the
hope of attracting his attention, but,
as he Inflated his lungs for the effort,
he heard, or Imagined he heard, the
groaning of the cedar tree's roots, and,
thinking that his ory would add to the
strain and so precipitate the catastro-
phe, he desisted,

Btill on the helghts above, and even
from the vessels on the river, and par-
ticularly fromthe direction of the great
city to the left, he saw rockets cutting
through the black night and bursting
Into & rain of many-colared fires, Now
and then the sound of musle eama to
hig ears, blending with the chefrs amd
delighted erles of small boys who are
never so happy us when playing with
fire,

Rtesembling the llnes of quick, pallld
Hghts thut penciled thelr course on the
clouds, thers shot aeross Mr, Browne's
mind green flashes of jealousy as he
gave sudden and momentary thought to
*ol, Johnsgon and the beantiful widow
whom he Imagined riding hastily home
through the storm on thelr wheels and
now enjoyving a tete-n-tetein the draw-
ing-room of the lalter.

If Mr. Browne hud not strengthened
his museles by months of bieycle ef-
fort he eould not have retained his po-
gltion astride the stunted cedar for
twenty minutes, but he was in no mood
for congratnlating himself on his abil-
ity to defer for a few black honrs what
geemal to him inevitable death,

Now and then Mr, Browne gave n
thought to his daughter, and he felt a
pang of remorse ns he recalled his op-
position to the attentions of Commo-
dore Blakely Horton-8mith, and he
promised himself that it by any chance
he should survive long enough to see
the young people he would give them
his consent and his blessing,

How long the minutes seemed! 1Bach
heur was an eternity of indescribable
suffering. Although his position astride
the cedar tree was much like that in
the saddle of n bieyele, there was no
correspondence In the comfort, By mid-
night he began to feel that if the tree
did not give way and send him to the
bottom he would svon split In two and
the halves would go crashing down the
jagged sides of the palisades,

Mr. Browne game at length to think
that the sun had gone down for the
Ingt time, or ot least that the earth
had ceased to revolve on its axis, which
amounted to the same thing; and,
girange to say, this gave him a spark
of comfort, for it meant that the peo-
ple cheering and setting off fireworks
in the upper world could not long sur-
vive him in the eternal darkness,

The wretehed man's hands were un-
fitted for the work o which they were
now subjected; white, soft and shape-
Iy, they were torn by his efforis to
cling to the rovks on eithen side and
above his head,

At length the rockets ceased, the
glow of roman candles died out, the
shrill yell of the gmall boy was no long-
¢r heard, and the wooting of the steam-
boat whistles ceased to come up from
the river.

An appalling sllence eame to the
heights above, but the wind coming
down the river and the murmur of the
water in the bluck depthe beneath
struck his steained ears like the sad-
dest dirge ever heard by mortal, Tt
was like the dead march played in ad-
vance to the condemned goldier as he
i® carried blindfolded to the place of
execution,

We are told that when the box of
Pandora wag ovened all the evils that
now afflict mankind flew out, and that
only hope remainied behind, As the In-
terminable hours of horror and dark-
ness wore away, hope ceased to
give etrength to tB doomed man, and
there came to his heart hope's black
shadow, despalr, ard he began to feel
that it was folly to prolong the effort
for life,

At length the man's physical torture
dominated his mental angulsh, and In
hls desperation to be freed from pain,
he decliled to change his position. In-
stead of sitting astrlde the stunted
cedar tree, he determined to drop be-
neath It and cling to it with his hands,
This would have been a dilicate and
difficult undertaking even In the full
light of day and with a sironger tree
for support, hut the abstacles were In-
creaged o thousand fold by the dark-
ness, by the sllppery rocks down which
the water still poured, and by his own
physien]l wenkness,

Driven to desperation and with bare-
Iy u fragment of presence of mind lert,
Mr. Browne began (o dismount, tak-
ing care to cling, as a drowning man
slingn to a spar, to the frall cedar trge,

Mr, Browne succesded in changing his
position, and he enjoyed a few seconds
of Indescribuble rellef; but the weight
of his body on his arms, which were
not those of u tralned athlete, soon
brought an equally keen pain to his
hands and shoulders, He made up his
mind that the position astride the tree
was better, us a permanent thing than
to cling suspended.

Even if Mr. Browne had not been ex-
hausted by his efforts so far, he could
not hauve performed successfully the
turn-verein act of pulling himself up
to a horlontal bar and sitting astride
the same, and this was practically what
he had now to do. In his wild struggle
he drove his toes Into the crevices, but
could gain no foothold.

He heard the groaning of the roota
above him. and he felt the cedar bend-
Ing down under his weight and eflorts.
At length there came a crash. The
cedar tree had been torn from Its moor-
Ings in the crevice of the Pallisades
wall, and the unfortunate man fell,

Nature may seem cruel at times, hut
when she brings death she §s ever kind-
ly. Bhe closes the eyes to surround-
ing dangers, and deadens the braln
with an oblivion that blots out the past
and makes us indifferent to the future,
Mr. Van Cortland-Hrowne Knew no
maore,

The gray dawn gradually fluching
with a rosier lght came over the West-
chester hills beyond the Hudson, A
slivery mist curtained the waters of
the river, and the few white clouds 1n
the zenith, already eatching the raya
of the rising sun, gave promise of a
Feautiful day, when Mr, Van Cortland-
Browne rgained econsclousness  and
leoked abont him. His first Ilmpres-
2fon was that he was at the bottom of
the Palisades and that every boae in
his body muet have been hroken,
Wheit he had galned suMelent pres-
enee of mind he began to take an In-
vintory of his anatomy, He moved
and felt his arma, and rejoiced to find
them unbroken, though decidedly stim,
He investigated his legs In the same
way, nnd despair gave place to hape In
hig heart when he Yound them practle-
ally uninjured,

Mr, Van Cortland-Browne rose and
looked about him, He was on a litlle
plateau just six feet below the point
to which the tree had been clinging the
dry before, He could not have fallen
motre than eighteen lnches, so that hia
unconsciousness was due to mental
shock rather than physleal injury.

The plateau had an area of about ten
by twenty feet, and below thiz was n
shecr wall of three hundred feet drop-
piug Gown to the waters of the Hud-
gon, Although there was no danger,
Mr. Van Cortland-Browne In his ners
vousnege drew away from the edge,
He was about to shout for help, when,
to hig surprize and horror, he discovs
ered that his volce had deeerted him
and that what he Intended for a cry
for ald died away In a gurgle in s
throat.

Agein despair rose in the ascend-
ancy, for he saw that if he could not
ralse his vaolee, to indicate to gearch-
ers his whereabouts, that he must die
In this horrible place of hunger and
thirst,

The sun rose higher and highee, and
the il-starred muan's throat and Nps
were #0 parched that he would have
given half his fortune for a drink of
waler., Uradually e began to think
that he was not of 80 much importancs
to the people of the upper world as ha
had Imagined, for though his voler was
gone his hearing was Intensified, and,
gtrain his ears a8 he would, he detect-
ed no sound of searchiers or rescuers,

It was high noon when a thrill of joy
etirred his heart at hearing volees on

WHEN

MR.
BROWN REACHED TERRA FIRMA.

VAN CORTLAND-

the cliff above. The loudest of these
was that of Commmlore Blakely Hor-
ton-8mith, who ghouted to people, evi-
dently some digtance away':

“I have found his wheel! My God, he
has fallen over the Palisades!"”

Shrieks and eries of agony came near-
er and nearer, and he heard some one
saying:

"Toake care of Miss Van Cortland- |

Browne, Bhe has falnted.”

The speechless man on the plateau, it
might have been thought, was in no
pogition to glve way to angvr, yet he
soon became so angry as to forgt his
thirst, the loss of his volee, the tortures
of the past night, and the dangers that
environed him: this was caused hy
hearing Col. Washington Johnson say-
lng to Mrs, Major Floyd-Floyd Jones
In southing accents:

“My dear Mra. Jones, pray ealm your-
gelf, Death comes to all sooner or later.
It is the one thing we have to meet, and
we should be prepared for it—particou-
larly in the coee of our friends."”

“Go away go away!” shrleked Mrs.
Floyd-Floyd Jones; “you are i heartleds
monster!"

“Hut 1 aseure you, T mean to be kind,”
protested Col. Washington Johnson.

“Oh, Mr. Van Cortland-Browne was
S0 gramd, so noble, 20 everything that
was manly and good! 1 shall never he
my=zell again! This terrible calamity
will shadow my e (1 1 Join him In
the grave!™ Then, in a voice indleative
of anger and« impatience, Mre. Jones
continued!  “Why do you stand thers,
Col. Johnson, with your hands in your
pockets? Why don't you make g search?
Why do you not go down the cliffs and
find the remains?*

“Well, madam,” replled the colonel,
gazing over the edge of the procipice,
“If 1 were 1o go down the elifis I should
foon be 4 remalns myself,”

The widow's words brought an in-
describable comfort to the heart of
:ho unhappy man on the plateau be-
ow,

With the suddenness of Ite depar-
ture, his voice came back to him, and,
ralsing to its lowdest, he called out:

"My dear Mrs, Floyd-Floyd Joneat
[ ame down here pretty badly wrecked,
but It y¥ou send me ropes to get me up [
think 1 can ride home with you on my
wheel. "

Well, ropers were sent down to My,
Van Cortland-Browne, and the young
commodore descended the ropes hand
over hand and fastened them securely
about the man, who, within six months,
was to become his father-in-law.

Strong arms on the top hauled away
at a signal from the commodore, and,
when Mr, Van Cortland-Browne reach-
ed terra firma, he found the arma of

two women about him, and with cries
of delight they were Kissing his cheeks
and wetting them with thelr tears,

The commodore came up the ropes
hald over hand without assistance,
and Miss Florence, regarding him as
her father's dellverer, threatened to
swoon aguin in his arms,

It I8 a little more that a year since
Mr. Van Cortland-Browne's adventure,
and If anyone thinks that this eplsode
had been In any wany exaggorated he
can find that it has really been subdued
and toned down from the reality by
visiting Fagle's Nest on the palisades
and hearing It from his lips of Mr. and
Mrs. Van Cortland-Browne, who dally
make a visit on thelr wheels to the scene
of what threatened to be an awlul

Lcatastrophe,

—_——

KITES THE MOTIVE POWER.

Boaling Without Sails or Oars Now
in Order,

A most unique and novel hoat s sonn
to be launched “Down East." It 1=
built of light ecedar and s to be pro-
pelled by kitea, 1t has no =alls and no
oars. Any ordinary boat can be turned
Into a kite-boat If one wishes, and
only time and patience are required
to learn how to manage the erafr,

This especial bont has across its how
an ordinary twenty-foot spar, light in
welght but strong and springy. To
this the kite tackis Is fastensd, Thres
kites are necessary, a large one In the
middle, made of =trong bambon woml
and sllk, ten hy five, a small Kite on
either side, half the slze of the larger
one, and attached to a line only ha'f
os long. These strings are strong flsh
lines, The line from the central kite
runs throngh a smuall puiley In the
middle of the boat and then passes to
the boatman in the stern, while the
two smaller Kites have their lines ar-
ranged in a more complicated style,
passing eventually into the hands of
the Dboatman. By lengthenlng ol

shortenlng the linea and working the
completely

tiller

the

hoatman

can

manage his queer oraft,
Small balloons are attached to the

kites to make them stay In the air if
the wind ceases and to prevent them
coming down and getling a scaking,
In a gentle breeze these Kites and bal-
loons will keep the boat moving rajp-
fdly and evenly, Small, automnit-
reels similar to thoge on tish poles are
nged to moke the handling of the kita
=trings easicr,
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HUMPHREY'S
“77 44

FOR
FALL COLDS.

Changes of Abode!

Changes of Weather!

Changes of Clothing !

Changes of Diet!

All canuse Colds that are cured
by “*“Seventy=Seven,'

No. 1 Cures Pever,

No, &% Infauts’ Diseases,
No. § % Neuralgia,

N 8 % Headache,

No. 16 Cures Dyspepsia.

Ne. 11 *“ Delayed Perlods,
Ni, 12 ™ Teuchorrsa.

No. 4 " Bkin Diseases,

No, 15 Cures Rheumatism
Noo s Malarla.

No.® " Hrain Faes

No. &7 %  Kldney Diseasns,
No. 3 *  TUrinary Diseases,

D Husraneys' HoMpoPATHIC MANTA
oF DiseanEs FREE AT YoUR DRUGGISTS OR
MATLED 0¥ REQUEST,

Hmall bottleas of pleazant pellets, fit the
veést pocket, Sald by druggists, or sent on
receipt of 25 cents or live for $L Hum-
phireys’ Med, Co,, Cor, Willlnm & - John
Bis, New York,

- s

STANDAR
QILCOS

STABLE anp FARM
* SPECIALTIES -

I1CA AXLE GREASE.

BEST IN THE WORLD FOR KEAVY WAGONS

NEW YORK CARRIAGE GREASE.

FOR LIGHT WAGONS AND HEAYY CARRIAGES

BOSTON COACH AXLE OIL..
CHEAPER AND BEITER THAN CASTOR.OIL,

STANDARD LEATHER OIL.,

BEST LEATHER PRESERVER IN.THEIRQRLO
UREKA HARNESS 0IL.

THE BEST WARNESS Oit WADE]

RUDDY HARVESTER 0OIL.

A FIGE HEAWY BOOY FOR FARM MACHINLBY
SEWING MACHINE OIL
AVORITE S5
f RICATING
ELECTRIC (V1L iatesty e o

[ - Coach and Carriage Candlep

afDR SALE EVE
FOR SALE BY THE

ATLANTIC REFINING C0

SCRANTON, PA.

Hotel Walton

Broad and Locust Streets, Philadelphia.

One of thie most maguificent botels o the
world. Falatial In every detail,

Absolutely Fireproof.
European Plan $1.50 Upwards,
American Plan $4 Upwards,

Eituated near all tt:: leading theatres and
rallroad stations

STAFFORD, WHITAKER & KEECH

L D. CRAWFORD, Manager.
The St. Deni
€ « UENIS
Breadway and Eleventh St., New York,
Opp. Grace Church.—European Plan.
Rooms §1.00 & Day sad Upwards.
in » modest and unobtrusive way there ars

few better conducted botels in the opalis
than the Kt &:;;. y -

The great popy'arity 1t has scquired oan
readily be tncaz w‘Tu anique Ig«:ntlma. ite
homelike ntmaghm the pecnliar excellance

of its cu sarvl
ate pré ce, and its very moder

WILLIAM TAYLOR AND SOM

!

UP TO DATE.

Eslablished 1868, Over 26,000 in Use,

THE (SENUINE
garbushyy
PIANOS

At a time when many manu-
facturers and dealers are making
the most astounding statements
regarding themeritsand durability
of inferior Pianos, intending pur-
chasers should not fail to make
critical examination of the above
instruments,

E. C. RICKER

General Dealer in Northeast.
ern Pennsylvania.

HHHHHH A R R

New Telephons Exchange Bullding, 115
Adams Ave., Scranton, Pa

I

2,000,000 BARRELS

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

GROBBY 6 AILSAB.G

The A Mill Alone produced 1,000,000 Barrels,

Largest Run on Record.

Whashbhurn, Croshy's Superlative is sold everywhere from the

Pacific Coast to St. John's, New Foundland, and in England, Ireland
and Scotland very lavgely, and is recognized as the best flour i the

world.

MEGARGEL & GONNELL

WHOLESALE AGENTS.

conSinuous trade as a recuperativeline xhause
tion and debility pecullarly Incldsut  to
wainen of tender constitutions invouth apnd
old age. They have no equal
etrougly recommend
|eular free, sent securely sepied. Juvenia

Co., Dept. 6 Presd B N. Y,

Tel

r. van Pelt’s Mon
thly Regulating Veg-
etable Granules cow
wand nod maitain

Tho facuity
them. Descriptive eire

e

BLANK BOOKS

Of all kinds, manufactured at ahed?
wetice, ot The Tribane Ofce.



