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CHAPTER XI.
Delatole was dressing to dine ont,

As
be struggled with a collar
turned his head to listen to the lazy lilt
of & song coming from u roomn across Lthe
hall. His face wore an ill hamored
frowm. It was very evilent that the
song and the singer hupressed him with
equal nnplessantiess,

“Do stop that huamming, for God's
sake!" he cried out at last. *It's enongh
to drive one mad,”

There wag no reply, and a few mo-
ments later Tom lounged across the hiall,

He was very different from the waver-
ing, tempted uan who rashed from Vir-
ginia's presence that snowy night almost
two years before,  His fuce had lost the
flashing earnestness that rose from an
ecstatic henri. 11 had taken on resolnte
lines and an expression of worldly sub-
tlety, The cheeks were slightly hol-
lowed, the eves placidly heavy, cold,
showing the haggard lines of dissipation.

"\\'un I singing? IswearIdidn't know
it,” he said langnidly.

Ilelnlnlr surveved lim with a cold, un-
changing glance,

“8till in yvour blouse and slippers,
Won't yon look in npon the theater par-
ty at alls

“I don’t eare a hang about it."

“Aren't yon afraid Mrs, Bandoine will
send ont a search warrant for you?”

“Let her send,”

“Cool for a prospective bridegroom,”

“Prospective idiot!” And Tom set-
tled himself vesy comfortably on his
back on a low divan, *I'll never marry
Mrs. Bandoine, As the girl in the song
says, ‘Something tells we so." Conldn't
yon, with your managerial tactics, help
me out of that ecrape! You know she
did all the mnning—not 1.7

Delatole drew on his gloves in silence,
He grew white, and when he came to
the foot of the divan and let his eyes
teavel slowly over Tom's supine length

& rage only half controlled made his lips |

tremble,

“In my opinion,” he said slowly, with
emphasis, “yon'll be ina fair way to
need the material help of Mrs, Bau-
doine's money very soon,”

“Really? Oh, then there are times
when marriage seems good unnto yon?”
And a burning glance was flashed at
him from beneath Tom's lowered lids,

“My opinion about marriage has not
altered in the least. Bat if a man can
only fail, if he can't even support him-
self, the most practical thing is to find
some woman eilly enongh to shonlder
the responsibility.”

“GGo on. Yonr English grows more
vigorons day by day. It's really n lih-
eral edncation to be allowed to hear yon,
Surely von haven't finished yet. You
said more thin this yesterday.”

“No, I haven't finished.

mind yon onee more that you owe me
whney, More than that, T want it. T'm
sick of your spiritless langnor. 1 never

knew a man let himsell drop as vou
have done, Decansa yon go at a rapid
pace is no reason why you shonld die
mentally, 1 haven't, DBut yon ecan't
drink at all withont drinking too much
and keeping it up too long, In fact, yon
are an extremist in evervthing, There's
u genivs in modoeration,”

“Don't stop for breath.
for the rest. More—more,”
withont moving an avelash.

“You shall have it all. The time has
come for plain talking,” and there was
a savage snarl in the words, 1 want
my money, It seemed there was some
hope of getting it from this Bandoine
marriage, as I don't believe you'd write
another word."

“Don’t you:”

“No, It msy be yom've tried and
can't—it may be you don't care. In
either case I've heen bitterly disappoint-
ed in yon, You'rethe last embryo genius
I'll put on a pedestal. Genins? By heav-
en! that's rich. Why, you've fallen in-
to psychical ruin. You exhansted your-
welf in ‘The World's Way,'™

An unwilling, dusky red started unp
in Tom's hollowed cheek. 1t ebbed slow-
ly away a#, opening his eyes wide, he
smiled at Delatole with an expression of
positive hatred,

“That ‘is one of those charmingly
soothing speeches we must learn to ex-
pect from those we live with. But yon
are wrong. The trouble lies here. 1
unfortunately mnst still be sincere anid
must put something of myself into ev-
erything I write. When one believes in
and cares for so little, it is very hard, |
have not vet matched your stride, yon
see—yon who with one arm around your
weighbor's wife conld write an essay on
the beanty of morality,”

The door banged, and Delatole’s foot-
steps prew fainter in the echoing pas-
page. In the silence that followed Tom
still lay motionless, his wide open eyes
fixed upon the ceiling, the small unob-
trusive sounds of a quiet room flutter.
fng the loneliness that settled around
him,

“How I hate him!" and though .the
words were but a whisper their reality
was intense,

He thonght of the past.

That vear in Pave—every detail of it
returned to him as he lay there—that
erowded, riotons, nnholy vear., His first
taste of pleasure, his exuberant appre-
ciation of life carrving him along with
the rush of a langhing stremn going
down hill; the new, fevered atmosphere;
the days spinning by in a sort of moral
vertigo: the crowd that called him to
follow where it was brightest, that
brightness lining the sheer descents of
vice,

And now? Now he was back in famil-
iar New York, bonnd by honor by
man who wearied him, inclined to rid
himself of the obligations he had
sumed in the beginning throngh sheer
disinclination to the tronble of resisting,
following pleasnre with o foreknow ledge
of wenriness, in debt to Delatole while
stradning at the wornont cord that boand
them, struggling against the maddening
inactivity that palsied his facalties in
the art still dear to him

I am a-thiret
said Tom

|

I
|
|

butt he | trayed love for a chimers,
et not remem ber that, and least of all to-

night. in the silence, when his thoughts |

a shining reality in his life, he had be-
But he must

were like knives in his heart.

He stood up, shivering, and from habit
turned to the sideboard, He balf filled
a goblet with brandy and laughed alond

| us the decanter elinked against the glass
| in his hand, a langh that snbsided to a
| chnckle and rose

ngain, beating npon the
stillness like the wings of a caged bird.

st wonldn't be ont of order to drink
W tonst to my own defeat.”

Wien he re-entered his studio a few
wonths luter, his eves were flaming,
though the smile—a hideons contortion
—lingered on his lips.

An open letter on his disordered desk
faced him as hie gat down, The closing
lines canght his eye:

I will Mnally withdraw *Tihe World's Way™
froms the romd ina forinight, Now that four
act soclet y deama |5 what ['m walting for, In
two years 've had only two cortain raisers
from you —rags of things that omly drew at all
because your name was to them. If 1.oan't rely
on you, I must look elsewhere. If you're not
gulng to write any for Giod's sake say so,
GrorGe "LUNKET,

He resd it and tore it to bits, There
wis a4 sob in his throat as his eager hands
went searching through the mass of pa-
pers for half sketched plots and notes of
idea worth the leaves they were
serawled upon.  He wonld not even
leave a serap.  All shonld be destroyed.

And these crowded, dusty drawers,
they, too, mnust be emptied, lest some
day when he had sunk into comfortable
apathy, with “only a profound respect
for the well heing of the body, he might
open them and hear each fluttering leaf
whisper how he had once dreamed a
dream,

He worked with an eager intensity, as
if following his heart's desire, even went
on his knees and scattered the scrawled
sheets right and left, then pansed ab-
ruptly and looked with jmzzled eyes at
what he had dragged ont—a long roll of

mate,

4 not

mannseript, dusty and tied with gray
tape. He did not remember it, had ney-
er geen it before, Yet, wait. Now that

it lay unfolded before him, a fully writ-
ten play, he did recall the title, *Doetor
Fleming.”

Just before his departure for Europe,
a distingnished looking man in the tra-
ditional shabhiness of nurecognized gen-
ins had ealled on him with this play,
asking in a shy, embarrassed way that

| e, the splendidly prosperous yonung an-
|

| thor, would vead it and tell him what its

I want to re- |

N wo- |

merits were, His papers were never
touched by his servant.
gotten in his desk for more than a year,
And the man who had brongft it—where
was he?

Sl kneeling smong the mass of dasty

papers, he turned the leaves, A lefter |
finttered to the ground

DEanr Se—1 Inclose this note, as it may not
be possible to have an interview with you. The
play “Dir. Fleming,” which 1 beg you 1o read
ae g favor to me, lias for its basis lnsldents in
my own life. The scene In Russin i= partien-

larly neeurate
situmtion distinetly new.

cand | think presents adramnatie
Your respectfully,

Frrix Dawsoxs, No. — Hed ford streer,
P81t yonean flndd time to look it over,

you will be dolng me an inestimnable favor,
beg that you will be careful of it, as I have no

eopy, and even thongh eomimercially worths
less 11 I8 very doar to me.

“Yery dear to yon,”
“] know just how yon felt, Mr, Felix
Dawson, when yon wrote those words,
‘Very dear to vor,” Yon shall have yonr
treasure hack.”

He turned the first page
ing, half langnid interest, Imt only the
first, After that he knelt amid the de-
struetion of his own work, paying trib-
nte with enraptured senses to the genius
of another man, The manuseript flut-
tared to the foor when the Inst climax
was reached —a climax that made every
nerve vibrate and awoke his senses like
a trompet eall—and with strained, hot |
hauds he grasped the chair,

He looked aronnd the silent rooin and
down at the lmndle of half furled papers.
Oh, that imagined life pictured there |
throngh langhter and sighing, like gemns
throngh dnst and tears! It was more
precions than a magician's wand,

“1f it were mine—if it were mine!” he
said alond, and a woman’s langh drifted
up from the street, as if she had heard
that ery and mocked him,

“TF it were mine
He sprang np and turned the key in

Then he stoml listening. The
guilty, almost before the

the door.

aclion was

thonght
“No one will know if 1 make it mine,”
It was foolish to tremble 8o, of course,

The cold drops on his forehend were |

foolish, too, nnd his fast beating heart,

“No one will e smid ngam,
and there was u note of deflant joy in
the breathless cry pirked np the
iny.

A sonnd attracted
was the farawav throbhing of
band: the air, & German battie march.
It was long since he had heard its heavy,
rolling sweetness, with that flowing un-
derbeat of sadness creeping in like a
knell for many of the multitude who
marched onward (o its swing
of pain crossed his
knew that march. Yirginia had often
played it, amd it pmised through the
warm night with a wake of memories,

know,”

ar he

NNEAsy eyes, He

It had lain for- |

Tom said slowly, |

with a pity- |

I\i- attention. .h |
" sireet |

A flicker |

sneers—I can pay my dulltn—-—l can start | of life had died.
{uf dead illusions.
| who had parted with hope aud stood

It will be life, hope, bread to
my soul. I'm not going to let a fancy
| befool me, 1f it had fallen from heaveun,
| it conld not have come more opportnne- |
Conscience? Bah!”
| Bul for all his bravado the violence of
the temptation made him stand petrified
peering into the shadowy corners. Every
creak in the silent honse appalled him as
| he mentally weighed the chances for and
against detection. He passed his hand
| meross his trembling  lips, his narrowed
eves upon the locked door,
| =I'll do it,” he whispered.

All night he bent over the pages, copy-
ing the play, here and there touching it
with wit that came to him them with
dinbolical readiness,  His beart warmed
over it. 1t seemed to become his own
by the mere changing of the names of
places and people.

He left wo chance fragment of the
origiual play to betray him nor of the
letter and even tried to forget the man’s
name. By morning all was done and
done well,

As he stood up, & wan and haggard
ghost, a crimson haze swept in, envelop-
ing him like a blur of blowl, and the
lamps of a new day were lit in the east,

afresh.
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From that day Tom was never alone,

His secret went with him everywhere.
When after a month's hurried prepars-
tion the play, rechristened “In the Name
of the Czar,” was put before the publie,
and he knew again the intoxication of
praise an® applanse, his secret had mnch
to say to him of a confidential and con-
temptuons natare:

“If these people only knew the truth!
Can’t yon fancy how the friendly hand
clasp would grow startled, cold, and the
fingers leave vours as if they had tonched
something wnelean? Yon have the arena
all to yonrself. The plandits are all
yours, They do not know, ButIdo; I
do."

He listened with a growing equanimity
to these whisperings. He saw the phi-
losophy of getting on the friendliest
terms cith his secret, since it would
never leave him, Besides he possessed
it absolutely. He never considered that

| some day it might possess him.

It was now early in December. The
theaters had jnst deluged Broadway
with thonsands of matinee goers. The
evening was slushy, the air damp and
warmn. Rose leaf tints flecked the smoky
vapor of the sky. At the perspective of
the crowded street, crawling like a
Inminous cleft between vast masses of
rock, the humidity had heaped itself in-
to a low hanging pink cload,

Tom came out of the stage entrance,
paused to light a cigar and strolled to-
ward Broadway. He had not risen
until 3 o'clock, The day was just begin-
ning for himm. His face had the opaque
whiteness debanchery leaves, and warm
thomgh it was the occasional dabs of
‘dnm]n air strnck through him, carrving
u depressing chill,

As he turned the corner the currents
of people eddied around him. His wan-
dering glance alighted with butterfly
|swiftness on the trifles that sway a
| erowd, then darkened, dilated, fastened
||1]:un one face,

One face—it seemed to leap np from

| the sea of other faces to meet him, the
| eyes strained, piteons, dark with an ar-
| raignment, a challenge,

| Tom's jaded heart suddeuly livened
| with an awful fear. But he did not
panse, The streets swaved aronnd him
as he walked on. Once he tnrned as if
to glance at some flowers in a florist's
shop, and he saw the pale lamplight and
| the gray dusk casting a weird radiance
over the face, He was being followed,
| He seemed to hear those dogging steps
|above the multitnde of footfalls on
every side,

A hansom stood idle at @ corner, He

sprang into it, telling the man to drive
| fast, and sank back, feeling bewildered,
| stunned, sick,
| Felix Dawson, the man he had de-
| franded, was alive,
It had been so easy for Tom with the
| comfortable suppleness of his nature to
assume that this man's long silence had
meant his death and gradoally to as-
similate this supposition until it became
| & surety. He had never realized the
| emormity of his act before., Felix Daw-
son had been bhut a khadowy memory to
|1u!|1. a name, He had taken his piny
and by a tortuons, sophistical vein of
reasoning this fact bad grown to seem
scarcely worse than if he had only de-
| stroyed it, sinee no one was injured.

It was #o different now that he knew
| Felix Dawson was not dead—no longer
| & memory, but a man, following him, his

heart fired by this wrong; & man with
eyes to scorch and voice to he raised in
condemnation; an opponent to face, to
fear.

His coming meant ruin, disgrace be-
fore the world, but it meant also a sud-
den, sickenimg awakemng to the nature
and consequences of his act, A shame
and hatred of himself. He was a thief

| in the commonest sense,

When the horse was pulled up at the
eurb before lns door, it was almost a

|shock, He had been sitting upright, his
| hands grasping the apron of the hansom,
|'lmkm;( straight ahead, but blind, not
even aware that it had commenced to
| rain.

|  Delatole called to Lim as he went
down the hall. He paid uo heed, and
| mtering his study flang himself into a
| thair. His face was clammy and wan,

| Something must be done. What?
| What conld he say when Felix Dawson
faced him?* What defense could he
| make? That he was coming he was ab-
| solutely sure. He must be near now.
| Perhaps in five minutes he would cross
|tlw threshold. Suppose Delatole heard
| him. Snppose the blow fell that after-
| noon.

He sat abeolutely still, his eves fixed
npon the door, his veing holding a finid,
iey terror instead of blood,

At last, to his intense relief, Delatole
lhrunl in his head, saying:
| *“Are yom going to dine here? Well,

I'll be back in time to have a demi-
| tasse with yon. I want to see yon,
| Don’t go ont.”

The danger of betrayal over for the
moment, Tom breathed more freely.
| He crossed to the window and flung it
up, letting the rain dash upon his face.
The chaos in his brain was rent sand-
denly by one sententions thought:

“This man you dread has no proof.”

No proof. The worda sang in his
brain, the dennded trees creaked them,
the wind langhed in glee,

“Defy him, Defeat him. He is power-
less, Yon are strong.”

His eyes were graves
So might one look

| with outstretched, empty hands, crving

| to fate, in tones of imbittered trinmph:

“Pass by me now. Leéave me free
You have taken all,”

“Yon remember me!”  And his quiet
volce was pecnliarly sad and strong.

Tom stood like one arraigned before &
saperior, a jndge.

“Yes, 1do."

“A long time ago I left a play with
yon. This afternoon I saw it acted at
Palliser's theater, your name on the pro-
gramme as its author.”

This was the moment of supreme dis-
simulation, and Tom knew it, All the
forces within him were roused to a
throbbing sense of self preservation.
But he could not lie to him. He could
be very wicked but for one strain in-
herent in his nature, The waywardness
rolled like a sea, only to break upon this
a8 upon a bar and surge back strength-
less and abortive. No, he conld not lie
to him, His glance wavered, the cigar
dropped from his trembling fingers, he
moved a little nearer Felix Dawson, his
heart in his eyes,

*What will you do? Wait before you
speak. Hear me.” e stopped sudden-
ly, pierced to the heart. “My God!
what must you think of me?

“What do I think of you?" asked Daw-
son, the low, resomant voice suddenly
quivering with contempt. 1 wonld not
touch vour hand for all the money in
the world if I starved tomorrow. You
seem to me like a rich man who searches
through a beggar's rags and steals his
last coin. You are utterly detestable to
me. You coward! You thief!"

Tom started and flung back his head.

“No, I'm not that. I'm not what you
believe. 1 didn't rob you of your one
possession and add it to my many. I
took it when I was mad with despair.
You must believe me—yon must, It
was here in this very room,” and he held
out his arms, looking around the place,
an almost childish pleading in his eyes.
“] came in knowing I had failed. I ac-
cepted defeat with what agony perhaps
you can guess, It was then I read your
play for the first time, More than a year
had passed since you left it, and I thonght
you dead. It would mean nothing to
you, everything to me. I took it. 1ask
yon again, what will you do?”

There was understanding in Felix
Dawson's eyes, but no softening, His
heart was like a wrung out sponge—it
knew no extremes. The one passion left
him was a morbid love for the play he
had written.

“Poor, wronged dead men. They can-
not all come back as I have done. But
unfortunately for yon,” he said, with a
slight curl of his lip, “'1 was not dead. I
came here three times in the smammer
following. The place seemed shut up.
The rest of the time 1 have spent in a
hospital. Facing death and eternity, 1
forgot life, 1 forgot you. God has
cursed me for many years, and I never
bent to the rod. And now, when I had
thought the long, bitter day was to end
in storm and darkness, there is a prom-
ise of & new dawn,”

“Yon mean: — and the words were a
terrified breath on Tom's lips.

“What can I mean bat that you are to
give me my play?” he cried,

“Iecan't. Don't you see that it is im-
possible—now?" The prayer had gone
from Tom's voice, 1t was doggel, des-
perate, “I'll give you every penny I get
for it, but my name must stand as its
aunthor. To acknowledge your right
would be confessing my theft, That 1

refuse to do. It would mean social dis-
grace. Do vou understand:”

Dawson's face was terrible in its scorn,

“Money won't content me,”

“See here, I could have denied yonr
right to this play—Ilied to your teeth.
But.I didu't. Face to face in this silent
room I have Leen honest with you. [
would undo it all if I could, God knows
how readily,” He pansed, and his voice,
though quiet, was like the strokes of
steel npon steel,
it will be different, If you have no
mercy on iy position, I'll have none on
yon, I will swear if need be that the
play i= mine from the first word to the
last, I tell yon it will be an unequal
struggle, and [ will win, Cranks and
blackmailers abonnd in New York., You
will be classed smong them and be for-
gotten. Yon'd better accept my terms,
Think again. Take the money. I'll be
glad to give it to you. Buot the play
must remain mine, It is too late for
anything elsa.  Don’t yon see! Can’t
yom see:”

Daws=on seemed scarcely to listen to
him., He was looking past him, a faint,
dreamy smile upon his pale lips.

“That's yvour view of the sitnation.
Now hear mine. 1've been trying for 15
years to tonch snccess,  I've always just
missed it, I made my last throw when
I wrote ‘Dr. Fleming," and it won.
Money? Do you think money will make
up for the loss of the thing moat precions
tome? Deny me as you will; I'll take
my chances. Yon've robbed me of what
1love. That play was friend and sweet-
heart, fire and food, to me for a year. It
is part of me, Alll have hoped and
suffered appears in its lines like a reflec-
tion in a glass, Oh, yes, I'll have it
back."

He walked to the door, the bluish dusk
shading bis white, earnest, clear cut
face, and clothing him with mystery.

Long after he was gone Tom stood
listening to the splashing of the rain.
His brain was afire with questions,

Dawson wounld accuse him, but it
would amount to nothing; he wonld be
thonght a man driven frantic by misfor-
tune. But the money—that was a dif-
ferent matter and an ununpleasant one.
He wonld mever pnt another penny of
the play's payments to his own use. They
must be saved for Felix Dawson—saved
secretly—and some day he might be in-
dAuced to sccept them. This meant sud-
den poverty for himself and might excite
curiosity. He could say he was paying
his debts, or some of the speculations
recently indulged in might be fortunate. |
He was not afraid. He felt secure,

Coffee and liguors were on the table |
when Delatole rushed in.

“Pass over the absinthe, Tom,” he|
said, with a smile and a comfortable
kind of shiver.
coxy after the rain.
in bucketfuls,
and have a bite with him—listened to
nothing bat praises of yon from the soup |
until I broke away before dessert. He
says you're a genius. But that's noth-
ing new, Haven't I always said yom
stood alone? This last piay settles the
point beyond dispute. The Russian color

“But before the world |

“Gad, this room Imka‘
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Septernber, L83, by saia court in that cer-
tain suit wherein Andrew
Trunk were plaintiits

Hannah Bond, W. T. Shurt Alice O,
Shurtleft, Milton II..nl;tun \Tr Milton
I[-.(Iulrh-:l_J. 1. \‘I-ll B. V. \l-[:,_!_ X
Arment, Mrs, J. A, \T!I'I'II Henry 1L,
Clark, Geo. L, Simone Is, Eliner P, Dixon,

| Wiley 1%, Hastings, J, . \Iurrn-._ F. R.
Donald and Yambill eounty,

defendants, whereby it was d
wourt that said ;Funtl"l'- recover from the
defendants, William Bomd and Hannah
Bond, in Unlted States gold eoin, the sum

M-

Oregon, were

of four thousand and forty-nine dollars and |

25 cents (#0020 with interest there

Hear it, splashing | on from the date of said decree at the rate
I had to go to Emerson’ s]

of ten per cent per annnm and EW0.00 at-
torney’s fees and $97.356 costs and disburse
| ment=, and that the real property lherein
after deseribed, be sold, aceording to law,

i

o obt funds with which to satisfy

decr costs and acerning .n--t«-_ at
courthouse door in Mo “Hll ville, in sg
SO Y andd state, on the v of No
vember, A. 1. 18853, at the of eleven

o'clock o of said day, sell at public an

;:l]‘i
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1ily's Cream Ralm ds not a liguid, snuf or poreder,
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6 Warren Street NEW
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HAY-FEVER

CREAT SPEAR HEAD CONTES

Ong Hundred and Seventy-Three Thousand Two Hundred and Fifty

SPEAR

116,500 BOLLED GOLD WATCH CHARM ROTARY TELESCOPE TOOTH
CKS,
115,500 umz Pl(‘TUBEtgtluﬁﬂ inehes) IN ELEVEN COLORS, for framing,

261,030 PRIZES, AMOUNTING TO..coceneees
HEAD ;m; Tobacco, and return to us the

To TBE PABTY mﬁlu
To the FIV‘!'. PA‘R.TIES
To thefTW‘F\ITY PARTIES sendl
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To the ONE HUN RF‘D PA. T'IEB sending us the next greatest

1804, Each puck
Uouutﬁi, State, an Nnmhu-
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CASTORIA

for Infants and Children.

Castoria cures Colie, Constipation,
Bour Blomach, Diarrhosa. Eructation,
Kills Wurm.l. gives sleep, and pt-mm.

Wll.ﬁ r. wJ.uri.-n:u wedication,

C iaisno ')
Imommﬂdlsunwkrwwmnhn
known tome." I A AncmEn, M. D,

111 8o, Oxford Bt., Brooklyn, N, Y.

- ror gevera]l vears | have reeom
our * Castoria, " and shall always Wllllmn
auon ulr.iuu invariably produced b

Eowix F. Panous, M. D,
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New York (3
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GPEAR HE4,

SAVE THE TAGS.

$173,250.00

in valuable Presents to be Civen Away in Return fg

HEAD TAGS

1,186 STEM WINDING ELGIN GOLD WATCHES . i

i "RENCH OPERA GLASS I‘ll () 'I

5 178 I‘II..\%IE!{:.I‘:?ARJEB ';Iltil&l\fl}-us, L&} IJA.].;.\\ TEED ACHROMATIC,,
23,100 [MPORTED GERMAN BUCKHORN HANDLE, FOUR BLADED
PUCKET K Aaa b 0,

0o advertising on them .....ccaiisissnmsssiissssnssnnsisssiannes

3,250

unti ong parties who chew EPH
above articles will be distributed, b ‘{u R, “‘Ql. l,u:?n tg(r;t oy [
We will distribute 226 o‘! these prizes in this eonnty as follows:
number of SPEAR LlE.&D
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Total Number of Prizes for this County, 226,

ITION.—No will be received before January 1st, 1894, nor after Februa
g “gl tags must be marked pla ulyt!'rlth 'Name orr&;m:,
Tags in each package. All charges on packages my

READ.—SPEAR HEAD possesses more qualities of Intrinsie valne 1lum an
plug tobacco produced. It 18 the swee hq toughest, the richest. SPEAR H

u. lutel pcmuv Iy and distinetivel flerent in flavor from a .ther lug tob
e w1l ‘eonvincs the most skeptical of this fact. Itis the ln tw;hr n}:nulz‘:\r :
lar taste and pleates

¥ it, and 8 On #

Applied into the nostrils it i
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More Belts Made
and Sold and
More Sufrerers
Cured than by

shape and yle on u.ri.hI which proves that it

10 cent piecu of
| quantity.

Bape.

I'IAVE You JU TRIED BRUGS ARE FRILED TO FIND A CURE?

Thousands of Cures iny our Relts are ersons who have done so.

DR. SANDEN’S ELEGTRIC BEL

ew; Improved, Patontad Appl

lange < -
s of Men, Free wicth all Beits or \vmu

robuist bealth
CaAve thr?mﬂ:a:t’ I‘Tw'

sty lotiers beariug

cipate Ln the ennult for TIN TAG
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THE F.'J. SORG COMPANY, MInpLETOWS, O

A list of the ple oblaining these prizes Im this county will be published ln
umedistel ’l-i'lﬂ' February lst, mn? A 2

DON'T SEND ANY TAGS BEFORE JANUARY I, 1834,

A NEW SERIAL STORY

Published Exelusively in

THE
TELEPHONE-
REGISTER.

Kiss
Gol

Subseribe now and get the whole story
This paper is only ONE DOLLAR a year
paid in advance, and contains more read-
ing matter than any other Yamhill coun-
ty paper. Try it three months and read
the “Kiss of Gold.” Stamps taken.

ELECTRIC SUSPEINSORT.
The Crowning Triumph in Medico-Electrical Sci
It cures all diseases curable by Electricit
It is a complete battery, as used by the ¢
most physicians, made into a Belt, so astoP
eusily worn during work, or at rest. It g
soothing, prolonged currents, which can®
carried to any part of the bod)r where there
pain, and will give instant relief, as Electric
permeates the entire system w:lh a natu
glowing heat, rejuvenating every weak ofg
or part of the body.

S sk
g0y alﬂz'rlli from Nervous Debility, Beminal Weakness, Impo
:.i;‘_'m" Losses, Nervousnesa, l’ilu'plucgeg Lame Ilm,lh Kidpey or S
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¥ ibuses, Mvmrr'nrax mure, will find a speedy
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n your ignomncee of effects or by expess, or expo
rmt system of nerve force and vitality
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our weakness or laok of foree, If you replace into y our systes
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A sharp, quivering breath came from P 1 ' fom £ i ni itat i
. eanty " isadmirable! How the dence yon canght | tion for cash in United States gold coin, Tk - g

his Tips. Her face in its -1n‘1|||r|1 beanty rose be The bell in the passage gave a whis- J i il ing Buscribid ves ety e Pcrame Ouyr 300
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she degradation of his life he had lost it | With finger pointing at the play, crushed “Mr, Murray, sir, n gentleman to see the vagaries of genins? When you wrote | Nos. @2 and 65, notification No 1176 in | 0 Tt v writing for g'm bofa wa have mmmrmr"lmﬂ"‘"b

1 L1 B il SR i fa his grasp. Yes, her very voice was in | you,” said the sk valet. that play. Tom, you prepared a delight | tow nships 3and 1 ri.mh W r;m.l .I\\ of the lile upd bealth, cost yon ll“ﬂilw‘ may be the means of renowlof
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