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( CHAPTER 1V, (Continued.)
Twice the young girl read the letter.
nd then, flinging it upon the blazinz
earth, she fell upon her knees with a

$ow, pitiful moan.

CHAPTER V.
Father and Daughter.

Mr. Clive, senior, sat in his handsome
fibrary, with his pretty daughter on his
knee. A walnut table stood beside his,
on which, with the magic deftness that
eharacterized all the household ar-
gangements at Clive Towers, an ele-
gant collation had appeared, immedi-
wtely upon the master’s arrival.

But neither the fragrant Mocha,

eaning in the silver urn, nor the deli-
§h‘ slices of ham and chicken, had

mpted the traveler's appetite. And
gven thoughtless Fannie noticed the
@hadow on her father’s brow, the grave
-ccupation of his maaner, that all
mcml.lish prattle and loving caresscs
¢ould not remove.

For, reserved and dignified, almost to

ernness, with all the rest of the world,
gobort Clive always unbent to his idol-
fred dauzhter, whose bright beauty
and bewitching grace recalled to him
#0 forcibly the only love of his life—the
wvife whom he had worshiped with the
gtrong, silent, passionate devotion thau
enly such natures know.

For ten years Robert Clive had been
& widower, and until the fair, sweet
face of Agnes Clive smiled down upon
1Wm from the ecarved oaken frame
above his fireside, still her gentle im-

1re remained enthroned within his

peart—that heart whose dark secrets
ghe had never sought to read, whose

ve she accepted gladly and unques-
ronix‘::ly. whose life she had brighten-

., even the summer sunbea:n

rightens and warms the surface of the
waters, whose cold, silent depths it can
mever hope to reach. "

“And so you have turned out a full-
fledged young lady, puss?’ said the
gather, tenderly, smoothing the long
brown hair that rippled over Fannie's
ghoulders—her mother’s own dark,
gilken Lhair. “School books thrown
aside forever, eh? Nothing more to be
gearned by this wise little head? That

ploma is alarming—chemistry, bot-
any. meteorology. Why, you must be
® regular epitome of science, my pef.
1 worder if you can say the multiplica-
tion table through?”

“Now, papa,” pouted Fan, “the idea
of your talking that way to me.
#'hough I was a little stupid about frac-
tions: I always got them wrong side

, until Sybil showed me which num-

r went on top. SkLe took the first
Eize in mathematies, you know. She

awfully clever. The masters used to
gay she had a head like a man’s.

“Al, indeed I doubt if this is a re-
gommendaticn,” said Mr. Clive, absent-
g. “ Awoman with a man’s head must

something of a monstrosity.”

“Now, papa, I don’t mean that, of
gourse,” said Fannie, in an injurea
gone. “I only mean that her head is so
elear, and steady, and thoughtful—not
gull of dressing, and dancing, and flirt-
gag, like all other girls.”

“Like all other girls, eh?”’ said Mr.
Olive, laughingly pinching the pretty
eheek. “And who is this young lady

o seems such an alarming exception
the rule of her sex?”

“Why, Sybil. Papa, don’t you re-
‘member I wrote you all about my dear-
est friend, Sybil Wraye?”

“Sybil!” repeated her father, the
shadow deepening upon his face, as if
the name were musical to him—“Sybil
Wraye! And pray, my pet, who is this
won« orful Sybil Wraye, who can make

1: deep emotions in wy little girl's
ht heart?”

“QOh, dear! Papa, don’t you remem-

r I wrote you all about her—a great,
:ng letter, all criss-crossed?”

] remember the letter, I think,” an-

ered Mr. Clive, with a half-smile;

t as for the contents, my dear, the

crossing you spoke of made them
much Cbhbaldee to me.”

“And you couldn’t read it?’ ex-
elaimed TFannie, im dismay. “Well,
mwell, I suppose it don’t make much dif-
ference, as you can see her to-morrow
for yourself.”

“What!” exclaimed the father with a
gtart. “Is tlie young lady here?”

“Qh, yes, papa. Don’t you know, I
¢old you I was going to bring her home
with meg Baut, oh, dear! I forget, you
souldn’t read, the leiter: She is the

rest, sweetest, loveliest creature;

d between you and me, papa”—Fan-
ple nodded her head gagely—“Bertie is
gnore than half in love with her al-
geady. It's the most delightful thing
that could have happened to me next,”
and the rosy lips parted in an arch
smile—*“next to falling in love myself.”

“Nonsense, my dear!” said her father,
gharply. “Don’t let me hear you men-
gion such a ridiculous thing again.
you and Herbert are both too young for
too young, to think of such serious sub-

as matrimony. He has his way
to make in the world, his own way to
make—he must be hampered by no ties
as yet.”

“0Oh, now, dear papa!” said Fannie,
coaxingly, “there’s that ugly line I hate
to sec come across your forehead. Let
me kiss it away. It makes you look

like the picture of Uncle Basil,
nging up stairs.”

«“pUncle Basil! like your Uncle Basil?”
svas the hoarse reply. “What do yon
know of him, child?”

“Nothing, except that he must have
been very cross and ugly,” laughed
Farnie, twining her arm about her
gather’'s neck, “and I don’t like my
precicus papa to loock like him. “You
haven’t touched your supper, papa, and
WMrs. Wyllis fixed it so nicely for you,
.ot me help you to some of these nice
- ries: you don’t know how deiicious
€. ore”

«*othing to-night, my child—nothing
move to-night!” he answered, shortly.
«“3.ing the bell and have these things

cleared away ,and then—then you had
hetter go to bed, my dear. It is late,
and I am very tired—very tired!” he re-
peated, wearily.

“Poor papa!” said Fannie, with af-
fectionate anxiety, “you look very tired.
Let me get my cologne and bathe your
head. as dear mamma used to do—thai
always rested you.”

“Not to-night!” was the quick answer
that eame almost painfully from the
stern, set lips—“not to-night, my child
I am better alone—far better alone.
Kiss me good-night, my dear, and—
and”—IFannie was clasped to her fath-
er's breast in a sudden, close embrace—
“may your mother's God bless you, my
Agnes’ child!™

“I wonder what makes papa so sol-
emn?’ soliloquized Fannie, as she pre-
pared for her peaceful slumber. There
is something wrong, surely. I haven't
seen him this way before since the
evening Herbert Had that guarrel with
a strange man in the woods. He don’t
like to hear Uncle Basil's name men-
tioned, and this unlucky tongue of mine
is always letting it slip; and yet I
know Uncle Basil was very good to
papa. He brought him up like his own
son, and started him in business, and
left him heaps and piles of money. 1
should think it couldn’t be a very great
crime to speak of him; and I did think
it would be a delightful thing for Her-
bert and Sybil to get married. I'm sure
if I locked all over the world, T could
not pick out a sweeter sister. But,
dear, dear! people do go so crooked,
and when it seems just as easy to walk
aleng smooth and straight.”

And with this conclusion, which was
an unusually eynical one for our pretty
philesopher, Faunie turned her rosy
cheek to the pillow and peacefully
slept

For a quarter of an hour after his
daughter had left him, Robert Clive
paced up and dewn his spacious libra-
ry, with clouded brow and stern, set
lips.

Then, as if coming-to a sudden deter-
mination, he pullod the bell cord, and
toeld the answering servant that he
wished to see Mrs. Wyllis.

The housekeeper entered the room
ere he was conscious of her approach,
and stood, with folded hands, beside
the marble hear:h, en which, despite
the advanced seascn, a few logs were
burning with welcome heat.

She cast one of her quick, stealthy
glances from beneath the white eye-
lashes, at the dark. moody countenance
of her master, and the faintest shadow
of a smile rested for an instant around
her thin lips; then, in a quiet, respect-
ful voice, she askcd “Mr. Ciive’s pleas-
ure?”’ *

“Ah! you are here,” he said, pausing
in his restless walk. “Be seated, my
good Wyllis, if you please. I have
something to say to you.”

She obeyed him siiently, folding her
mittened hands one over the other, and
letting her gray eyes fall demurely be-
neath their veiling lids.

“I merely wished to ask,” said the
master of Clive Towers, coming to a
standstill before the hearth, “if you
have been annoyad by any intruders
here during my abzsence? I have rea-
son to believe that that ruffian, who
calls himseif Rasil Ciive, has returned
to this part of the country, and I fear
may be bent on further acts of vio-
lence.” -

“Indeed, sir, I am sorry to hear it,”
was Mrs. Wyllis’ meaning reply. “No,
we have not been annoyed in any way
as yet; though, really, sir, as far as my
humble judgment gocs, you were too
lenient before—far tco lenient. You
should not have suffered so dangerous
a character to escape so easily.” |

“I hoped and Dbelieved that T was
done with him forever,” Mr. Clive went
on, in an excited tone; but the fellow
seems to haunt my path like an evil

fate. Only this mcrring I received an

other threatening letter, couched in the
most ambiguous terms. He dares to
menace me through my chiidren.”

“Ah! empty words. sir!” answered
the housekeeper, scornfully. “How can
such a wreteliedl being barm you or
yours? Have you not prospered, in
spite of his threats and curses, in the
past? How can they affect your chil-
dren in.the futures”

“I have prospered—yes,” answered
Mr. Clive, theughtfully. “I have nevel
feared aught for myself; yet, as we
egrow old, Wyliis, and jook back upon
the path we have trodden, the braves!
of us sometimes tremble for the young
feet that must como along the un-
known ways; and the shadows we have
passed through unhafmed seem dark
and terrible when they bang over the
tender beings whom we would shield
from even-a passing eloud. It I could
buy off this vindiciive being with halt
my fortune, I wouid give it gladly foi
for peace and rest.”

“Have you offered to—to compromis«
with him, sir?”

“Aye; but he will accept no compro-
mise,” was the bitter reply; “nothing
but what he calls justice—full and
con.plete justice.”

“He is mad,” said Mrs. Wyllis, com-
posedly. .

“Aye. he is mad!” repeated Robert
Clive, fiercely. “Let him dog my path-
way as he will, he shall never wrest
from me my children’s birthright! Let
him do his best to poison the cup of
life whose fullness and sparkle he has
always envied; let him plead as he will
for his child! His child! What is his
child to me? What is his child’s fu
ture, compared to the future of mine?
some low-born, low-bred, nameless out-
cast, unfit to breathe the same air, to
tread the same ground, with child. of
mire!” :

Who was the white-robed figure that
gl'ding, noiselessly; by the half-closed
door, eanght these words? What cruel
bard did they conceal that gave wings
to her flight?

CHAP'TER VI,
A Companion Pleture. .
Over the velvety lawn, where fount-
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ains flung their silvery spray—over
beds of sleeping flowers, and graceful
nymphs and roguish fawns hid their
marble forms amid clumps of shrub
bery—down the steep river path, artis.
tically shielded by dwarf trees and
tangled vines, that seemed flung to-
wgether in one of nature’s most frolick-
some moods—over the stone wall that
iere marked the boundary of the Clive
sstate, Sybil fled like a hunted doe,
The white wrapper she wore was we
with dew; the Shetland shawl she had
thrown over her head and shoulders
was heavy and damp. But she did noi
feel the chill touch of the night air tha:
crept up, laden with mists, from the

river. Her cheeks were burning, her

head throbbing with a fever heat, that
no breeze, no moisture could allay.

She had no right, no place, in thm
princely home, whose stately shadow
loomed up so darkly behind her. Nay,
perhaps—perhaps she had the truest,
best right; but it could never be as-

“serted, never be acknowledged, never
be obtained!

It was a right that had been a curs:

of her past—and she pressed her han:!
(0 her wildly-beating heart—and would
be a more dark and bitter curse to her
future. .
« Fanpnie and Herbert, these two bright,
joyous beings who had striven to fling
their own glad sunshine over her shad-
owed life—who would not see, would
not recognize, the barrier that separat-
ed them—bhad taken her by the hand,
and, despite her own will, led her into
the flowery paths in which they trod.

Oh, heaven! what cruel, evil fate was
it that made her their enemy—their en-
emy by birth, their enemy by blooa,
their enemy by a dark and awful vow
a dreadful vow, to which the dead had
borne witness, and that echoed still, in
all its first fierce passion, through the
storms and changes of five-and-twenty
years?

A shudder convulsed the young girl's
frame, as she paused for a moment in
her rapid flight’ to take breath and look
around her.

She was at the foot of the hill on
which Clive Towers was situated, and
the broad river rclled in silvery waves
almost at her feet—that same rive:
whose tossing waters she and Herberi
had watehed on the first night of thei:
acquaintance, a brief three weeks ago.

He had said then that some intuition
told him that they would be warm
friends yet; and wera they not friends?
Aye, that pale. agonized face, that
quivering lip, added more than friends.

Had she been mad, or dreaming, for
the past three weeks? What feeling
was it she had allowed to creep into
her heart? What Lethe-draught had
she tasted, that she had dared, even
for one hrief instant, to think of hap-
piness—she, Sybil Wraye, the nameless
outeast, unfit to breathe the air, to
break the bread, to tread the ground,
with the happier ones of earth?

How those stern, haughty words had
stung her! What a poisoned dart they
had left in her already tortured heart!

But it was no time to brood over them
now. The imperative summons she had
received that evening must be obewen.
In the graveyard by the river, someone
awaited her who must not wait in
vain.

She had a dim recollection of the
nlace. She had been taken there once
before, years and years ago, when o
nameless grave had been cpened, and.
in the solemn stillness of a summer
midnight, her mother had been laid
away to rest.

She could not be far from the spot
now. Aye, those dark old yews,
stretching out their hcary branches
just beyond her, shaded the moss-
arown gate that led to the family bur-
ial place of the Clives.

It had long ago been abandoned by
the family at the Towers. Old Basil
Clive was the last of the mburied there,
and his grave was green with the sun-
shine and showers of five-and-twenty
years. y

The dark old gravestcnes were crum-
bling awsay, and the grass grew long
and rank; only the stout fence, whose
timbers defied the attacks of time, and
a certain terror that surrounded the
spot, prevented the grave yard of the
haughty Clives from being turned into
a‘pasture or picnic ground.

The present Mr. Clive did not ever
recognize the bit of wildwood as a por
tion of his property, and teok no heed
of its neglect or desolation. though his
own parents lay buried therein.

Sybil’s mind was too clear and strong
to be influenced by superstitious fear.
but she could not repress the feeling of
natural awe that erept éver her as sh-
crossed over the moss-grown threshold
of the gate that led into this abode of
the dead.

High above all the other toftering
monuments rose the granite shaft.
“Sacred to the Memory of Basil Clive.”
and beneath it stood @ man whose tall,
athletic form seemed as strong and en-
during as the granite itself—a man
whose bronzed face and dark, fierce
eyes brightened and softened into
wondrous tenderness as Sybil, with a
low ery, half joy, half pain. sprang into
his arirs and called him “Father!”

“My brave girl!” he answered, in a
voice whose deep tones quivered with
omoticn. “I knew you would not fear
0 ecome, though we have to choose
<trange and lonely meetings, my Sybil.
7t will not always be thus, my darling
—*twill not always be thus.”

“You are in danger here,” she said.
clinging to his bosom, and lifting her
pale, anxions face to his. “Oh, father
dear father!—why did you come here to
spek me? Let us fly—let us both fiy
far, far away. where we can find safe-
ty and peace!”

“SQafety and peace!” he repeated, bit-
terly. “Those are not words for me, or
for you; either, Sybil. Justice and righ*
is our motto, child, and rizht—justice

{ and right, at any cost—at any cost!”

“Ias not the cost been to great al-
ready?” she whispered. “And the gain,
where is it? Oh, papa, papa! think of
vour homeless wanderings, your law-
Jess life! Think of me, friendless, lone
ly. fersaken, haunted by day and by
night by fears I dare not shape into
words! Think of your cheerless’age.
my blighted youth! Has not the cost
been already far, far too great?”’

“Lot him who must pay the reckoning
160k to it!” was the fierce reply. “Weo
must not stop to count the cost. Sybil.
Not a pain, not a sorrow, not a fear of
vours, hut shall be repaid a thousand.
fold! Only trust me, my davling. Lis‘-
en to me, obey me. It is only of your
future I think—for your future I plan.
My own is darkened. hopelessly: you
are the only gleam of hope an? sun-

shine left to gladden my troubled way."”

. “Then take me with you, papa!” she

your life, soothe your sorrows, take me
with you: and, far away from here, in
some happier land, we can live un-
known and unnoticed, blessed in each
other’'s love, satisfied in each other’s
' company, seeking nothing else, papa—
nothing, nothing else. Life is too short
to waste in endless warfare, in endless
struggles. Dear papa, let us choose at
last, safety and peace!”

“Is it my child who speaks?”’ was the
stern  rejeinder—*“my Sybil, whose
heart and soul I have striven to mould
into a counterpart of my own? Or has
the soft wind of luxury made a change-
ling of the only being 1 have left to
love? It would be my fate—my dark,
evil fate—to lose even my child! Go
from me, then, if you will; choose your
own way; separate your cause from
‘mine; live in safety and peace with the
pampered ckildren of fortune; but be
child of mine no more! My ways are
ways of struggle, and darkness, and
peril, but I bave fcllowed them only to
lead you into the light. I can travei
them alone, for the past will have its
stern duties even though the future
may have lost its hopes. Go! Leave
me, Sybil; you shall want for nothing.
Lawless and homeless though your
father be, he can provide for you amply
and generously. Take your own way.
There!”—he pointed up the steep hill,
on whese summit rose the stately cres:
of Clive Towers—‘“there, through peril,
privation, death if need be, lies mine!”
- “Oh, father, father!” sbc cried, in
tones of quivering pain, “what cruel
words are these? You are the only be-
ing on earth who I dare—dare to love—
yvou, whose wrongs have been my
wrongs, whose sorrows have been my
sorrows, whose life has been my life!
Take me to your heart, father! Oh, let
no shadow or suspicion cast me cut of
that one sure resting place! Take me
to your heart, fcr, in sorrow or in glad-
ness, I am your child—your Sybil—
yours, only yours!”

“Mine—cnly mine!” he repeated, clasp-
ing her in his strong arms.  “Mine—on-
Iy mine! Remember that, Sybil. Mine,
until honorably and proudly, in your
own name and from your own fireside,
I can give you to another, noble and
worthy enough to claim the daughter
of Basil Clive. Until our work is done,
our purpose gained, you are mine—only
mine! And now to business, dear; for
my own time is skbort., I must be far
from here before the dawn. Tell me
all you have learned while in my ene-
mys house. You have done well and
wisely, so far. You have gained en-
trance into the foeman’s camp. You
have not a woman’s wit unless all the
weak spots in the fortifications are
known to you. Tell me all—all! Surely
my dead father’'s curse falls in some
way upon the sunlit pathway of Robert
Clive? Surely the shadow is not all—
all mine?”

~And the dark eyes flashed with a vin-
dictive fire, as Basil Clive drew his
daughter to a seat on the base of the
monument beside him, and listened ea-
zerly for her words.

For more than an hour they con-
versed together in low, agitated tones;
and when at length they arose, Sybil's
face were a white, wan expression of
despair that would have touched any
heart not scathed by the smouldering
fires of a long-cherished hate.

“Go back to them, child,” said Basil
Clive, as Lis tall form towered up in
the shadow of the granite monuinent.
“You must go back to'them! It is not
the time to falter and shrink now. Go
back to Robert Clive’s threshold, and
curse the bread he eats, the air he
breathes, with the presence of the in-
nocent being he has so cruelly
wronged! If you have kept your eyes
shut and your ears closed. hitherto, let
them be alert and vigilant now. 1
have striven, fairly, openly, to gain
justice at his hands. I have tried by
threats and violence to wrest it from
him. Now we must meet him with his
own weapons—falsehood and fraua.
We must steal our rights, since we may
not win them. Here, above my fath-
er's ashes, I renew the oath taken five-
and-twenty years ago! Hate, undying
hate, against the man that has
wronged me and mine! Hate that shall
live in my blood as long as a drop of it
flows in living veins! Hate that shall
bhurn forever and forever,, until
gu(;l}ched by ample and unstinted Just
ice!”

(To be Ccntinued.)

THE LAST RESORT.

A Grim Tragedy Which Followed
Close of New-found Happiness.

“Helen!” called a man in a mufiled

voice, as he pushed open the door to
the squalid apartment at the top of
the terement.

“What? You, George?’

“Yes, dear.
T.ecok what I have brought!”

The man lit a candle and pushed a
small table to the side of a bed. Then
Wl1e threw upon it one roll of bills af er
another and handfuls of gold until the
top was iterally covered.

“Leok, my poor girl!
rea! meney! Touch it! Take some of
it in your hands! Rub your eyes and
count it Ten thousand dellars! Think!
All ovrs! What happiness! Starva-
tion, ruin, the street, the morgue, were
hefore us this morning.
saved; we shall—"

It’s money—

then into her husband’s face.

“Where did you get it?”

“Oh, that’s all right. I got it easily
enough—I mean, I won it. Yes, dear,
won it. Of course, you don’t under-
stand. At play, my little girl. At the
eaming table. Last chance. Just like
a novel, my pet. I risked everything
on the turn of a eard; no, I mean the
cast of a die. . No, hell; I mean on the
fall of a ball. And there’'s the money.
1t will buy food and fire. Take it—
listen! Somebody’s on the stairs!
Hide the money! Put out the light!
Good-by, Helen. I'll never be taken
alive!”

When the police burst open the door
a moment later to arrest the mur-
derer they found much money on the
table and a pale-faced, girlish woman
dead uron the pillow, %

In the yard back of the tenement,
five stories helow, they found the body
of a man.—Philadelphia Times.

Th~ Mavch of Invention.

“I've no doubt a good many peopie
will listen in vain for Gabriel's trump-
ot when he finally comes.”

“How s0?”

“Because he’s pretty sure to use a

" megaphone.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

o

“eried, eagerly. “Oh, if I can brighten |

Get up; rub your eyes! |
{ society in those localities.

Now we're.

The woman stared at the money and

MARRIAGE BY FORCE.

Indians of Tierra Del Fuego Take Ad-
vantage of Thelr Strength.

Dr. Frederick A, Cook tells of a little
known race of aborigines in an article
in the Century magazine for March
on “The Giant Indians of Tierra del
Fuego,” whom he’ visited on the Bel-
gian antarctic expedition, Of their
marriage customs he writes: “Maw
riage, like almost everything Ona, is
not fixed by established rules. It is
arranged and rearranged from time to
time to suit the convenience of the
contracting parties. The bargain is
made almost solely by the men, and
physical force is the principal bond of
union. For ages the strongest bucks
have been accustomed to steal women
from neighboring tribes, and from
neighboring clans of their own tribe.
The Onas, being by far the most pow-
erful Indians, have thus been able to
capture and retain a liberal supply of
wives. A missionary who has been in
constant contact with these Indians
for thirty years has given it as his
opinion that a plurality of wives is
entirely satisfactory to their peculiar
emotions and habits of life. The rela-
tion to one another of the women who
possess but one husband in common
in the family wigwam is of novel in-
terest. As a rule, they are no more
jealous than are the children in a civi-
lized home circle, The principal rea-
son for this is that the several wives
are often sisters. A young man takes
by force, by mutual agreement, or by
barter, the oldest daughter of a family.
If he proves himself a good hunter and
a kind husband, the wife persuades her
sister to join her wigwam and share
her husband’s affections. Frequently,
when a girl is left an orphan, she is
taken into a family and trained to be-
eome the supplementary ,wife of her
benefactor in after years. In the hut
each wife has her own assigned posi-
rion, always resting in exactly the
same spot, with all of her belongings
about her. The wealth of the house-
hold is not common to all the occu-
pants. Each woman has her own bas-
ket of meat fragments or shellfish, her
own bag with implements, needles,
sinews and bits of fur, and each wife
has her own assemblage of children.
The work of the man is strictly limit-
ed to the chase. He carries his bow
and quiver of arrows, and his eye is
ever on the horizon for game; but he
seldom stoops to anything like manual
labor that is not connected with the
actual necessities of the chase. He
kills the game, but the wife must carry
it into camp. In moving, the women
take up all of their earthly possessions,
pack them into a huge roll, and with
this firmly strapped across their backs
they follow the unincumbered lead of
their brave but ungallant husbands.
Thus the women carry, day after day,
not only all the household furniture,

" but the children and the portable por-

tions of the house. The women cer-
tainly have all the uninteresting detail
aud the drudgery of life heaped upon
them, but they seem to enjoy it. In
defense of the men it should be said
that they are worthy husbands. They
will fight fiercely to protect their
homes, and they will guard the honor
of their women with their own blood.
It is a crying sin of the advance of
Christian civilization that this red man
of the far south should be compelled
to lay down his life at the feet of the
heartless pale-faced invaders to shield
the honor of his home.”

THE WORD “GUN.”

How Its Meaning Has Changed with
Modern Ordnance.

Evolution of the word “gun” forms
an interesting little story in an up-to-
date etymology. A dozen or so years
ago we all understood gun to mean a
fowling piece—shotgun as distin-
guished from a rifle or musket. Heavy
and light ordnance—in fact, all pieces
of artillery, without regard to size—
were known as cannon. That, of
course, was in the confines of civiliza-
tion, where people made an effort to
speak English. Out in the frontier
the word gun was applied almost ex-
clusively to pistols, and when a citizen
of Tombstone or Deadwcod invited
another citizen to “pull his gun” he
was understood to refer to the 44-cali-
bre instrument worn as a chatelaine-
belt ornament by everybody in good
Nowadays
the nomenclature has curiously
changed. By degrees the good old term
gun has become monopolized by the
long, slim, murderous machine that
constitutes our modern artillery. We
speak of quick-fire guns, wire-wound
guns, automatic guns, eight-inch, ten-
inch, twelve-inch guns, and the word
seems singularly apropos. They are not
cannon. “Cannon” immediately sug-

| gests the big, lumbering, black-throat-

ed smooth bores of the past. The word
conjures up all sorts of martial pic-
tures—motionless men holding lighted
matches, frigates lashed together and
firing into each other’s ports, Sepoys
bound to the muzzle, neat geometric
pyramids of round shot, the light bri-
gade and lots of other things too nu-
merous to mention.—New York Tele-
graph. i
Made Trouble for Himself.

They met at the Woman’s Republican
club ball at Christensen’s. She was
from the east; he was a home product.
The conversation lagged between the
dances. Finally he ventured this:
“How do you like ‘David Harum'?"”
She bristled like a porcupine. “I have
no use for harems of any kind,” she
retorted; “they’re just perfectly hor-
rid. Look at the sultan of Sulu! Look
at those wretches in Turkey! The
whole system is intended to degrade
women into beasts. Don’t talk to me
about harems.” The young man was
frantically trying to square himself
when the music drowned the conversa-
tion.—Salt Lake Herald. } :

Immunity Comes High.
“What makes the new magazine cost
so much?”
“I don’t know. Maybe they have to
pay people not to write war articles
for it.”—Indianapolis Journal.

The Ideal Man.
There is much rivalry between col-
leges as to which will produce the ideal

man. By this they mean a strong and |

intellectual men. Health will demand
first, consideration, for upon that de-
pends all. Hostetter's Stomach Bitters
will keep the bowels regular and the
stomach healthy by curing stomach dis-
orders. It also prevents malaria, fever
and ague. .

A good many people who go on the
stage have no reason to be proud of
their goings-on.
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Spring
Annually Says Take

Hood’s
Sarsaparilla

In the spring those Pimples, Boils,
Eruptions and General Bad Feelings
indicate that there are cobwebs in
the system. It needs a thorough
brushing, and the best brush is
Hood's Sarsaparilla, which sweeps
all humors before it. This great
medicine eradicates Scrofula, sub-
dues Salt Rheum, neutralizes the
acidity which causes Rheumatism —
in short, purifies the blood and
thoroughly renovates the whole
physical system.

“We have used Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla and it has given the best of
satisfaction, especially as a spring
medicine. It builds up the general
system and gives new life.” DwicHT
C. PARk, Whiteland, Indiana,

—
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His Possessions.

The rich and rapid young man was
not succeedinz very well in his suit
with the poor but sensible young
woman he was anxious to win.

“But, Fannie,” he urged,
fifty thousand a year.”

“Fifty thousand what?”’ she respond-

“I have

ed. “Bad habits?'—Detroit Free Press. !

You have heard of Swanson’s 6§
DROPS Rheumatic Cure, still you are
suffering from Rheumatism and other
diseases that this remedy so surely
cures. Many of your friends have ad-
vised you to use it, and yet you hesi-
tate before giving it a trial. Why de-
lay any longer, and why waste any
more money and time? You will cer-
tainly find what you have sought

in !

vain for, and we are confident it will |
do for you what it has done for others

similarly afflicted. If all knew what
thousands know of the efficacy of §
Drops as a curative as well as pre-
ventive of any ache or pain known to
the human body, there wouid not be a
family in all America without a bottle
of Swanson’s 5 DROPS Rheumatic
Cure. You can try it for the small
amount of 25c, on receipt of same
will send you a sample bottle; or, send
us a Dollar and we will send you a
large bottle prepaid by express, con-
taining 300 doses, 5 DROPS is the
name and dose. Free from opiates in
any form. Absolutely harmliess, a
child can use it as well as an adult.
For further particulars write Swanson
Rheumatic Cure Co., 160 Lake B8t.,
Chicago.

Proper Procedure.
“Who’s that in the parlor?’ asked
Mr. Crumso.
“It is Mr. Biggins, an old flame of
Margaret’s” replied Mrs. Crumso.
“An old flame? Put him out.”

LABASTINE {s the original
and only durable wall coating,
entirely different from all kal-
somines. Ready for use in

white or fourteen beautiful
tints by adding cold water.

ADIES naturally prefer ALA-
BASTINE for walls and ceil-
ingse, because it is pure, clean,
durable. Put up in drx DOW=
dered form, in five-pound pack=
ages, with full directions.

1.L. kalsomines are cheap, tem-
porary preparations made from
whiting, chalks, clays, etc,
and stuck on walls with des

oo
caying animal giue. ALABAS-
TINE is not a kalsomine.
L

B

EWARE of the dealer who

says he can gell you the ‘“‘same
thing”” as ALABASTINE or
“gomething just as good.” He
{s either not posted or is try-
ing to deceive you.

ND IN OFFERING something
he has bougnt cheap and tries
to sell on ALABASTINE'S de-
mands, he may not realize the

damage you will suffer by a
kalsomine on your walls.

ENSIBLE dealers will not buy
a lawsuit. Dealers risk one by
selling and consumers by using
infringement. Alabastine Co.
own right to make wall coat-
ing to mix with cold water.

HE INTERIOR WALLS of
every church and school should
be coated only with pure, dur-
able ALABASTINE. It safe-

rds health. Hundreds of
ons used yearly for this work.

N BUYING ALABASTINE,
customers should avoid get-
ti cheap kalsomines uider
ai. ve‘;em nlx;\::. 'In:h‘tu o.l:

our s in packag
e gy y labeled.

and properly

UISANCE of wall paper is o{‘
viated by ALABAgTINE. 3
can be used on plastered

wood colllnil. brick er cane
vas. A child can brush it on.
It does not rub or scale off

Shun
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ABLISHED in favor.
'31 imitations. Ask paint deal-
f gt e Tt S8
Write us for ABASTIND COw
Grand Rapids, Mich.
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HERCULES
sTUMP
PULLER

Saves time, saves
money, saves labor.
Simplest, most

powerful Grubl
ade.
BATEMAN MFG. CO.
421 17th St.,
Centerville, lowa.
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