THE SPINNING

WHEEL SONG.

By JONN FRANCIS WALLER.

grandmother, sittine,

w the moonilght to shine I beginning
by the window young Ellean is aplnning:
t o'ar the fire. her blln

erooning, and moaning, and

drowsily knltting —

ilean, ao‘mrl. | henr someone tn;-;-ln1" 5
*"Ths the Ivy, dear mothor, agninst the gioss apping.
“Elleon, I surely hear somebody ni{hlu."

“

*Tis the sound, mother, denr, of t

summer wind dylag.”

Merrily, ehearily, nolsily whirring,
Bwings the wheel, apins the resl, while the foot's stirring;
g{m tly, and lghtly, and sirlly rln;lnr

In the awect voles of the young ma don singing.

““What's the nolss I hear at the window, 1 wonder?™
“'T'in the little birds chirping the holly bush under, *

*'What makes
nd singing all wrong that old
are’s & form at the casement

ou ba sheving and movl

‘thnur mtool on,
song of ‘The Coolan'?"
~the form of her true jJove—

And he whispers with face bent; *I'm walting for you, loveg
Qet up on the stool, lhuufh the Iattics step lightly,

We'll rove in the grove wh

Is the moon's shining brightly,"

Merrily, eheerily, nolafly whirring,

Hwin

the whes!, spins the resl, while the fool’s stirring;

m tly, and Hghtly, sad sirily Il“ll{
1a thes awest voles of the yeung ma den alnging.

The mald shakes hor head, on her lip lays bor fingers,
Bteals ap from har seat—longs to go, and yet lingers;

A lrighisned glaase turns 1o bar droway

randmotber,

Puts one foot on the stool, spins the wheel with the other
Laslly, ensily, swiogs now tee whesl round,

Mlowiy aad lowly ls heard now the reel’s sound;
Nolsoless nnd light to the intties abows her

The mald steps—thon leaps to the arma of her lover,
Blower—slower—and slower the wheel awiags,;

Low
Em the reel and the whesl sto

lower—nand lower the resl rin

i
thelr r"ulug and moviag,

Through the grove the young lovers by moonlight nre roving,

MMW

A DREAM

MELODY.

LS % R

*“1 suppose I've been {11! 1 wonder
what's the matter with ma?"

Colln Stuart opened his eyes, and
etruggling into a sitting posture saw
that he was In the shabby bed gltting
room in the dull slde street which for
& dreary tUme now bhad been his
*home.”

He was etill only half conselous and
palnfully weak, but gradually his brain
aleared a little, and bit by bit memory
oame back, .

*So she didn’t turn me out, alter all!
Bhe must have looked after me, too,
and found money for medicino and
®ood. Her bark was worse than her
Bite, poor creature! 1 daresay she's
Bard pressed enough herself at times,
sspecially if many of her lodgers are as
unprofitable as 1 am."”

“How much did I owe her, now, be-
fore | was taken (11?7 How long have
I been lying here In weurium. and,
worst problem of all, what am I to do
with myself now I have my senses
back again? Life was pretty rough be-
fore; it will be impossible now."

Another glance round the room
freshened his memory again—the open
Pplano, the loose sheets of torn music
enrelessly strewn all around, However
fong the {lness had been in duration,
@0 loving hand tonded him, only grudg-
ing wervica (glven, perchance, as an
alternative to un Inquest) had been be-
stowed on him,

*“l remember! 1'd reached the end of
all tuings; not one penny left—no
work—season flat—couldn't sell music
or get it sung, not one solitary en-
gagement through all  those awful
weeks. Only the clothes I was wearing
faft! Not a friend in the whole world

could turn to for help—bread and wa-

for a week—then water without
the bread, with we Frenchman's ex-
perisnce to follow; no sooner had |
taught the horse to live on one siraw
& day than the brute spited me and
dled!

“But I didn't dle! No; here [ am, un-
fortunstely, alive. I've been under wue
waters of fate once, and like other
podles risen to the surface. 1 shall
®o down again directly, Mrs. Wilcox
thinks she can turn me out without be-
fng had up for manslaughter or any-
thing of that kind. Shall I rise the
second time through the casual ward
or be allowed to dle guietly in the
gutter? Heaven knows; 1 don't”

Another long, weary pause, at the
end of which the landlady popped her
bead in at the door, gave & grunt which
mmight either have been satisfaction or
@isgust on realizing the Invalid was
conscious—better; then dived buck lo
the kitchen, emerging therefrom a lit-
gle Iater with a basin of very weak
®oup and a plece of bread, which she
@et down with a clatter on o small ta-
®le near the bed with the remark:

“You can feed yourself agaln now;
the time it's wasted every day n-loal-
dug wlfter you no money could ever pay
dor.”

“I'm sure I'm very grateful,” wos
the shamed reply. “Have I been il
w,» .

“Mor'n two weeks," ungraclously,
*an' me seared to death with sll this
falk o' smallpox about.”

Colln started violently,

“But it can't be that—there Is no
wash"—

“Good thing for you It wasn't," was
the sharp retort, “It's delirium, the
doctor says, You've been m-playing
shat there plano to desth, but there
aln't enough on those bones to suit
gme; It's all nolse an’ no meat in pla-
Mmos. Neover no more musiclans tale
my rooms, and out you go just as soon
@ ever you can set foot to the ground,”

*I must owe you an awful lot,"” he
mmurmured, brokonly. *1 see medieine,
mad food, and wine, besides the rent;
ou must be a kind of pantomime fai-

. disgulsed as—ns"—

“Don't you go poklng your fun at
mme,” she broke in shrilly. *I'm & poor
‘mard working honest woman. Fulry,

. The very ldea! What you've
| you've pald for, or, it stands to
that you'd have gone long ago,"

! for," blankly; “‘why, when I

@ taken 1l 1T was behind with my

who'll blame me for payiug

ﬁﬂllcmhmmj

et? hectoringly., “There you was a-
Iying dead (so it looked at first) om
the floor, and when the doctor waas
fotehod, he says food, fire, wine an'
good nursing. ‘Who's to pay?' says I,
and he says, 'You'd better look among
his things for his money, In the mean-
time, use this," giving me a sovereign.
One of the other Jodgers sat with you
while 1 run out for the medicine, an'
afterward we went through your things
together,

"Ten pounds there was In two flve
pound notes, an’ 16 shillings in sllver.
I jist got the gentleman to sign his
name to jts being all right, which,
thank heaven, he's here an' can prove,
an' in course I took out the throe
pounds owlng for rent, an' paid the
doctor back his movercign, an' used
the rest as It was wanted. What's left
Is in that there box on the table, an’'
another week's rent due tomorrow."

She was hard, but honest, There was
still a remnant of gold among the sil-
ver—enough to last, please heaven, un-
til he was strong enough to crawl
about again, with the hope of earning
A precarjous living.

Where the money bad come from
goodness alone knew! A purse of gold,
where not one copper piece had been!

As Colin Iay back on his lodging
house pillow (hard and rather grimy)
unshed tears burned his eyveballs as he
thought of that doctor, who, secing at
& glance that he was dying from sheer
starvation, had npot hesitated to give
the “two pence” of the Good Samarl-
tan,

“The mere money 1 may repay some
day,” he thought; “but the actiom,
never! Whether one pound or fifty at
the last day, It will speak—it will have
& thousand volees, God will hear
them."

As soon as he could crawl, he
dragged himself to the plano. If even
now he could only be [n time—time to
win that grand prize offered by the
Conservatoire at Florence for the liest
setting of a song to words supplicd by
them—£250 English money, with the
situation of harmony masgter at a largo
sslary too, perhaps, the cleverest group
of students the world had ever seen.

There was an exquisite but madden-
ingly elusive melody in his braln—an
angel song; but his head was weak
from f{liness, and It was evidently
doomed to remain one of those untold
dream witcheries which thrall most
soul musicians at times and draw away
their thoughts to cloudiand. He could
not hum it, could not find its begin-
ning or end, though he tried each note
in the gamut; but he felt it, he had
dreamed it; some day—too late, per-
haps, to make use of it {n this world—
It would come to him in its full, glori-
ous beauty,

Song after somg, tune after tune, he
palnfully evolved, only to throw them
aslde with & ory of despair when fin-
ished.

“Mechanleal! wooden! Correct har-
mony? Yes but oh, ye gods, how com-
monplace, how evenly on the dead lev-
el! and only 24 hours left before the
MS. must be posted. 1 am llke a
drowning man who sees the life belt
hanging just culy out of his reach. The
prize, the position, the melody, and my
utter Inabllity to grasp it What is
that?" spring to his feet and almost
coasing to breathe as certain notes,
halting, faulty, but stili gloriously
benutiful, reached his enr. “"Who ls
that? What s that?"— A long pause,
then he eald deliberately, resolutely,
though his face was white s now,
“That 15 the music that shall win thoe
prize! It is mine, pot hig! I dreameas
It I can write it into something that
will electrify the world; my harmonies
shall be transcendentally beautiful, his
wrp hopelesaly faulty; the melody |s
worthless to him, o me It 8 salvatios
for soul und body"'—

The notes were played through agaln
slowly, tenderly, with wrong chords,
with right chords, with one finger op-
ly, & rich deep volee hummed them, s
girla' clear soprang corrected the man
to a curlous minor resolution that Co-
lin’s soul had already leapt to—they
—these unlnown two—had given him
the clew to his dream melody; theirs
was of the earth earthy; he would turn

T~ DOwn B Gt 488 set feveriably to

work, and the melody fi the words,
#a a glove the hand: i

Hail, victor In the generous strife,
This is the golden hour of iife;
The struggle and the task are done,
The guerdon and the chaplet won.

Thine is the fadeless olive erown,
Blrzon and badege of bright renown;
For thea the poet's lyre ls strung
For thee the song of triumph won.

He wrote on and on, and on! Night
passed Into day, and day nearly into
night again belore it was finlshed, and
he managed to stagger out and post It
himself; then he falnted, and Mre. Wil-
cox told him'he must leave her house
at the end of the week. She couldn’t
ablde Invalids, besidea which she had
A chance of letting her rooms for al-
most double the money; her first floors
were golng, and new people coming in
who wanted an extra room.

Colin was (hankful 1o go. He felt
like¢ a thief who has robbed & blind
man. He was a thief, and he haa stol-
on what was far more precious than
gold-—he had stolen fame from an old
man, a foreigner, from a girl perhaps
as poor as himself—and be hated him-
self for it. He had done It almost In
his  delirfum, but as health and
strength returned every hour, so did
hig moral sense of right and wrong.

He was & thief,

The lettor with the good news came
to a dreary London attic, one of those
tiny, {ll-furnished ropms which shelter
broken hearts nnd hide blighted hopes
from the mock of the world.

Colin Stuart had won the prize for
his superdb setting of the claseic ode—
he held the check in his hand for
£260, with the formal offer of the post
he had craved, with mors than formal
appreciation of his work, for the fa-
mous Bignor Tiorno pronounced it wor-
thy of the highest praise,

Colin threw the letter down In hit-
ter contempt. "Stolen honorg—a glant’s
robe," he mutterad, “only, thank heay-
en, there {s still time to make restitn-
tion. I will take it there onight—now,
it may be to them what it was to me—
what it would have been to me if it
were honestly mine. Perhaps the mel-
ody was hers—that beautiful dark eyed
girl 1 usad to see passing up and down
o the second floor back-—perhaps It
was the old foreigner's 1 saw with her
just before 1 was taken fll—they will
pity and forgive, the temptation was
B0 great.”

But they also had left Mra, Wileox'
apartments, he found—they had gone a
few days before he himsell had done so,

“She—Miss Glacomo—was a gov-
erness and had lived here for three
years,"” explained Mra, Wilcox, vexed-
Iy, “and paid to the day all that time,
Then her uncle came and took her
away—he hadn't any children, and is
quite n rich old man, 1 belleve, an’
she's golng abrond with him., She was
his sister’'s chiid, an' there'd been a
quarrel over the marriage, an’ they'd
lost sight of each other, Anvhow, the
parenta are dead now, and the signor
he's adopted Miss Glacoma for his
own; their address, sir? Now, let me |
soe, they went from here to one of |
them bLig hotels—Cecil, 1 think it |
was''—

Colin contrived to cut short the rest
of her voluble talk, and siarted off to |
wallk to the Hotel Cecil; he was glad
from his heart that the glrl had found
a friefdd and the prospect of happiness
—if only the good luck had come 10
him, other dreams than money and
fame might have been hiz; now she
would never know that her pretty face
had chalned him to M Wilcox'
house like n spell; that the chance
meetings sometimes, the glance from
her sweet eyes had inspired his muse—
yes! something else had gone out of
hizg life with Nina Glacomo, and he
had to confess himself as a thief bofore
her,

It was the only restitution he could
make,

- L] L - L] L]

“l had set my whole soul on win-
ning that prize,” stammered the cul-
prit, with downcast eyes. I thought
of it by day, and dreamed of it hy
night—then 1 was taken {ll, and o
wondrous melody made itself known
to me;, strange, sweet harmonles ran
through my fever so that waking wos
almost & pain, for with coming back
to this dreary world the angel tune
vanished, and [ could not eatelh hold of
It—it seemed still in my soul, but elu-
give, llke a shadow which cannot be
grasped—then—then one night I heard
It played In another room. [ heard it
hummeod and strummed, not the har-
mony but the ghost of the melody, and
my delirfum was not over. 1 entreat
you to belleve it was not the true Colin
Stuart, but some remnant of the fever
fiend who did it 1 stole the melody
and elaborated it, harmonized It, as |
had heard {t played In my dremms, and
I sent It in as my own; it won the
prize—it Is here~yours, not mine"—

“No," sald Ning Glacomo, softly lay-
ing a detaining hand to sty the re-
treat he tried to make, “it was always
yours, Mr. Stuart; even in your levaer
ths ruling passion of yvour life came
out; there were many hours when yon
were alone, untended, and you used to |
get up and play wonderful music— |
dream musie—whlch drove one into |
eostacy to hear, better, far more beao-
tiful than I had ever heard vou slay |
before,

“That prige melody was yours, and 1
used to plek out just the alr on my
piano afterward sometimes, | have
remembered othor tunes, but | liked
that best, it {8 your very own—and the
appointment also—and 1 am bappy for
your sake"— .

“l had one other dream, t0o,” he
sald, in almost an insudible tone, “ay
sweet or sweeter than the musle, There
| was a purse found in my room, & lady's
purse, with n name bastlly erased, yet

| through life,

not go thoroughly but that some letters
were left"—

“Yon must forgive,” ahe eried quichs
Iy. “The good luck came to me just
then; my uncle offered me a home, |
knew [ should have enough money for
always—and—and I was passing the
door when you fell nnd faluted, |
knew why, and—Mrs, Wilcox has been
made hard beeavse her own fight has
been go bitter—those on the coach can-
not understand how the wheels hurt
unless once they have been upnder them
themaelves "

And after all they did not pass out
of each other's llves—ihe good luck
had come at last!—Tit-Dits,

BOYHOOD OF THE HERRESHOFFS,

John B, the Blind Builder, Worked
Under the Guidance of His Mother,
When the America won the first in-

ternational yacht race at Cowes, Eng-
land, fifty-two years ago, the world
little knew at the time that on a lit-
tle farm at Polut Pleasant, Bristol, R.
L, two children were playing who
would give yachting and rapid naviga-
ton generally an all-round, far-reach-
ing impetus such as, In all the wide
world, they had never felt before. The
elder, John B. Herreshoff, a sandy-
halred, blue-eyed, earnest-looking boy
of 10, although roredoomaed o a lifo
of blindnezs, could then see, and had
slrendy begun to whittle out pretty
toy boats. Only three or four yoears
Iater he bullt his first boat for actual
use, which was considered a marvel of
beauty and speed. At 15 his eyesight
falled him forever, but he would not
let anything discournsge him, so  he
continued to study boats, and to build
them, too. The younger, “Nat" A
mather reddish-haired, ruddy-faced,
roguish toddler of 3, at the time of
the Cowes contest, was noted chiefly
for his irrepressible inclination to run
away to the shore near by, at every
favorable opportunity, and lle down
on %8s back in the =and and kick lhie
heels exaltantly in the water, He wae
often found asleop in this position by
his anxious mother, one chubby hand
clasping a wisp of seaweed, the other
full of wet sand, and the rising tide
washing his bare feer. Whenever he
was missing be was first sought for on
the shore, where, if e was awake and
saw that his movements were noted,
he would generally spend his time in
watching passing ships or salling chips
or toy bhoats.

When older grown, he attended the
primary, intermediate and grammar
schools, and later, the high schiool, un-
der the principalship of Thomas W.
Bicknell, now living in Providence, who
gays he was nlways well behaved and
etudlous, only an ordinary pupll In
grammar, reading, spolling, or history,
but bright in physlcal geography, nige
bra, geomoetry and chemistry, nnd re-
markably keen in natural philosophy.
At this time he was tall for his age,
thin, rather slender, somewhat loosely
built and had n noticoable forward ln-
clination of the head which became
more and mere prozounced from a ha-
bit he had of closely watching rivals in
his many boat reces, craning bis neck
In order to see them from under the
Lo,

Mr, Bicknell says thet the mother of
the vorng Herreshoffs, nithoagh a very
busy woman, managed to vigit the
high school two or throee tlines o week,
on an average, and encouraged her
children, some of whom were bilnd,
in alf* ways possible. “My mother”
sald John B. Herreshofl to the wriier
In 1804, “is 88, and stlll enjoys good
health. If 1 have one thing more than
ancther to be thankful for, It is her
care in childbood and her sympatny
She Is one of the boest
Of mothers, and | feel that 1 owe her
a debt 1 can never repay,” 8She has
gince died.—Walter Wellesley In Sue
coss,

QUAINT AND CURIOUS.

An ciectrical gridiron has been de-
vised to kill files, It stands vertically,
and the moment a fly alights upon it
death ensues from electric shock, The
dead iy drops onto & horizontal shelf
underncath,

Some large beeotles are as goad as
circular suws, They selze a branch
or Lwlg with thelr doeply toothed Jaws,
and whirl round and round untll the
twig is sawn off. They have been
known to saw o twig as thick as a
wilking stlek In this manner,

At the time of the Homan occupa-
tion of Britain five distinet spocles of
doga were thoere, most of which ean
with certainty Le Identified with those
of the present day. There were wae
house dog, the greyhound, the buil
dog, the terrler and the slowhound.

A curlons superstition prevalls In
the highlands of Secotland, thatr If a
cat be carriod on a cart, and the wind
blow from it to the horees*the latter
Immedintely tire; and if any peet of
the driver's clothing bo made froin cnt-
skin, the horsos will feel as If they
wero drawing a double burden.

Logs of fortune and loas of his proc-
tive so affectod Dr. Edwarnd Stuanton
of Kokomo, Ind., that he becameo de-
mented, HMe imagined himsolf an ox
and strutted on all fours through the
pasture +f the country famp, with tho
cattle, and alo grasn. He died sud
danly, white thus oceupled, and with
hig mouth aod siomach fall of griss,

MHea of sulterranesn corrliéors,
Hued with tombs and coells, were von-
gtruated vears ago, far below the mag-
nificent eatedral at Klevy, Russin, o
theso cells gver 1000 ascotles po f
thely dally devotion and dulles—
cat and eleep, o the grlm company of
thelr dond predecossors. For a sbort

Vi,

thme cach day Lisy ramble in the hen L

tify gardens,

BEATING A RAILROAD.

It Cost Mrs. Willle Mare Than Bhe
Had Saved.

Mrs, Wille Westeott, of Riverside,
visited her friend Mes, Waddleson In
Evanston last week and had a splendld
time, Only one thing marred  the
pleasure of the oceasion. That was
the unreavonable obstinaey of the ralls
road companies,

“IU's B peefect shame,"” sald  Mrs,
Willle, “that the Northwegtern charges
45 cents for a ticket from Evanston to
Chicago."

“1" know I, her feiond agreed. “1
can't see why they do such a stupld
thing. But I have a twenty-five-ride
ticket that you may use golng home,
so that you can ride to the city for 17
conts.”

Mrs. Willle was delighted to be able
to save the 18 cents on the return trip
and wna pouring out kor thanks when
Mrs, Waddleson eald:

“That's too bad! I forgot all about
having arranged to go In early to-
morrow morning, so [ shall bhave to
use the ticket myself.”

Then they got to figuring on the
mntter,

“I know what!" Mra. Willle exclaim-
ed. "I can put the ticket in an envelope
addressed to you and drop it in a box
when I reach Chleago, so that it wiil
get out here In the fArst mall in the
morning."”

This her friond pronounced a fine
Bcheme and Mrs. Willle was compli-
mented upon her clevernesa in having
thought of It,

When It was time for her to start
for home Mra. Willle pald her friend
17 centa for the ride and 2 centa for the
wlamp which was to bring the ticket
baek. Mrs, Waddleson insisted on
furnlshing the envelope free. Then
they kissed, Mrz. Willle crled “Now
be sare and come goon,” and the Lrain
siarted.

On her way to the clty Mrs, Willie
began to worry. She was afrald the
tieket might be left Iying In & lotter
box for a day or two If she posted [t in
the ordinary way, and thus her friend
would be unable to use it. The more
ghe thought about it the less likely It
geemed that the ticket wounld be re-
turned to its owner in time to be of uss
the next morning unless something ex-
traordinary could be done,

At lnst she addreszed a benevolent-
looking gentleman who sat near her:

“Are you going back to Evanston
this evening?" ehe asked,

He sald he was,

“Well” she went on, speaking in her
swectest, most appealing tones nand
permitting n pathetie look to  over-
kpretid  her beautiful Tace, "I am aw-
fully anxious to have thia ticket go
nck s that my friend will get it the
first thing in the morning. Would youn
mind taking It and dropplog It into the
Evanston pestoffice for me when you
retiirm this evening? Then it will be
sttre to be there.*

Ho was delighted to be of
and Ape

Joleing,

gorvice,
e, Willle went on her way re-

After arriving at home It oe-
rurred to her that the envelope con-
faining the ticket mizht for some rea-
son be overlooked by the carrier in
the morning, o to male sure she call-
od her friend up by telephone and told
her to #end to the postafiice I the tick-
et didn't reach her in time.

The telephoning cost 15 conts, which
with the 17 cents for the tieket and
the 2 cents for the stamp made A
total of 84 cents, Still Mra, Willla
conldn’t understund why her husband
laughted when she told him how gha
hat avolded paying the rallroad com-
pany 35 cente, Two days jater she
complained that the benevolent-look-
Ing man bad elther forgotten to post
the envelope contalning the ticket or
else was a woll in sheep's elothing. Her
husband's loud laughter then convineed
her that he was coarse=grained or elie
had a low streak in him somewhore.—
Chicego Record-Herald,

Rain Brought No Orders.

Philip D. Armour one day recelved
a very long letter from an agent in
régard 1o conditlons of trade in the
country through which he was travel
ing, Page nfter page was devored to
telling hig emaployer that the “weather
and uncertain crop conditions were re-
sponsible for the meager onlers, and
not a lack of energy or persevernnce
on his own part. RNaln was needed ia
that section. With the first downpour
hope would enicr Into tie desponiden
community and an o T ety
ate with the benefits graate !
parched earth could he  expocted”
Raln satnrnted the carth, lengthy let-
ters coutinued to nrrive, but no or
ders,

“How about orders?" wrote the mer-
chant, who was weaary of footing non.
productive expense aecounts and read-
Ing long {etters. “Write, and lat
know In the fowest possible w ¥
what merchants say now Lhat they
have raln."

By return mafl the famous merchant
reccived a e ter which told him in a
few words the reception necordod the
agent In the newly drenched territory,
“Dry up, ald man, dry up.'—Duiroit
Free Press,

Gobbler Killed Man.

The story fiom Oklahowa of a two
yenr-old child being 1 o by &2 Plym-
outh Neelk roostor nds one of o
tragedy In North Carolina, which 1s ye-
Inten] as follows;

“Muoy Yeuwrs ago a North Carollna
fudge or ex-Judgo, Judge Spencor of
Anson, was Kliled by a turkey, He
wos a very ol man, aml was sitting
in the yard with n red skull cap on s
fiead, The red attrogted the attention
of the turkey, angored It, and it flow
upon the wearer of (the cap aed
pecked, spurred and  beagt him  to
death."—Charlotte (N. €.) Ohserver.

Lots of men will never lead the pro-
cesslon untll they are dead.
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of goods it ls selling to its customers.

IR teitedl

UL

Zmn

N HANAU
]

1 IE] olosing out my stook of d% goods and elothing and ladies
and g

onts' furnishing goods at
going to quit business.

. Goods
%u?] R-rni“mmd "

G0 Cuslimere

15 Plnlds

B Mlalde -
1,00 Broadcloth
1.20 Hrondcloth
1,00 §1ika

e Silks .
Be lirush Rinding
Brush Binding -
s Table Linon -
B¢ tnble linen -
oo lnhllL Imr
80 butcher’s linen
#0c hutcher's linen
8¢ cambric linlng -
B0c ludles' shirt walss

T T e T T

per cont less thun cost, Am

|ndien’ shirt walsta
ndios’ shirt walst

it

bndles shirt walst
Indies’ shirt waint
1.23 by dresses
e haby drowses -
8¢ buby drosses -
0 buby dresses, -
T8 buby skirts -
Boc bahy skirts
Bie baby'sekire
10 ehild's stockin
10%e child's stockings
18e child’s stockings
e stund covers
bulls silkateen

10¢ yard silkiatesn
.zlrd sllunteen

00

"

FE s ERFETEE

exihie corsed

uxible comots
flexiblecorset
B0 flexiblo corset
40c flexibile corset

ﬁﬁgs

52

CLOTHING.

In binck a;dﬂ:lu , clay worsted,

uare and rou out sults.
M0 sults - - L VR
.00 aulte 10,
00 sulte
aulta

BOO sulte

l.g sulta

400 sulte -
YOUTH'S SUITS.

B10.00 muits -
.00 sults -
TS0aults = -
6.50 sults -
w llﬂlll - - -
wults - -
50

$EEkEss

a o
sasul

a2

Childrens' Knoe Pant's Bulte

First National Bank

OF REYNOLDSVILLE,

Capital - - $50,000
Surplus - $25,000
lun.l' Met'lelland. Preosidont)
B Y s T
Directors:
Beott MeClelland  J. 0, Hing
John H, Oorbett . . Kauchor
G, W. Fuller RB. H, Wilson

Doos a general banking business and solicite
the acoounts of memhnlfu. fosaional o
farmors, mechanios, m!nouﬁn bermen an.
others, promnining tho most cuu:t‘u.l atientios
to tha business of all gorecos.

afe Deposit Boxes for rent.

First National Bank bullding, Nolas bloas
Fire Proof Vault.

Daniel Nolas

BON TON
BAKERY

JOHN H. BAUM, Prop.,

Forgood first-class baked
oods such asfine Marble
ake, English Wine Fruit

Cake, French Fruit Dev-

l]ili‘i{.l (inke, Angel Cake,
ady Fingers, Jelly Drops,

Kisses, Maroons and

lots of other good cakes.

A fine selection of all kinds

of cookies; a good line of

Fresh Bread aud Parker

House Rolls, Buns, Coffee

Cakes. A nice selection

of pies always on hand.

Weddings and Parties «
Speclalty. Givews o Co™,

The LATEST FASHIONS
IN_GENT’S CLOTHING

The nowaost, finestoloth

the Iatest designs, sl
the most fashloosble cuts
for the summer season.
Call at our shop and
seo sumples of oloth—a
complote llne—and let us
vonvinoe you that we are
the leaders in our line.
Reasounble prices always
sod satisfaotlon guarsn.

Iohal&'l'hw:n.

DII.. L. L. MEANS,
DENTIST,

Oﬁmm ond floor of B
butlding, -lno:m;.:’ 1 Nutionat besd

T)® R DsVERE KING,
DENTIST,

m:. mdm‘n m%’:ﬂmw

R. W. A. HENRY,
D

DENTIST,
bgm.u?‘hin "g:."oﬂ of Hearp Bres. brid
E NEFF.

JUBTICE OF THE PEACE
And Beal Estate Agent, Baynaldsville, Pa.
SMITH M. McCREIGHT,

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW.

otury Public and Real Hstaie A
s T st A, off
vanldaviile Pl’n', - pee

YOUNG'S
PLANING
MILL

You will find Sash, Doors, , |
Frames and Finish of all B
kinds, Rough and Dressed
Lumber, High Grade Var
nishes, Lead and Oil Colors

in all shades, And alsoan
overstock of Nails which

I will sell cheap.

J. V. YOUNG, Prop.

WHEN IN DOUIST, TRY
” v

. enimy of Nearvous

DAL #9d huve cused 1

@ e
s Dabulity,
w5 aad Virlcocsia,

y cloarthe bralu,
the circelation, make
periect, wad bmpart &
vigor 1o the whole
N dialun wod losses wre

ln. permaminily, Unluas
g b m..:'x;;z:'::fm;.*‘c..:m
or Daarhi, Mailed wraled. Frice §1 par -

r.h-l, lranclad | guard
uﬁn‘&:m.ux'“ ilu:“b:.‘m

FPor sale by A alex Aroke

DR. PEAL'S

Tor saje 10 I Alas, P,




