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Hdlug your privato (s to a woman

== @ woman whose experience with woe

nasi ol i meaans covers & greab ey
You oan talk freely toa woman w

n i

ta H‘Hﬂ“l*_ lo uln: your m‘“ tpoubles

etand —almply beeause he (s a man,

not wnders

women suffer In allence and driftalong' §

fram bad 40 worse, know

full well that the

aught to have immediate aasiatanca, butanatu

modeoaty (m

them to shrink from exposing them-

aelvea to the queationa and probably examinationa of

evoo their family physiclan.

It is unneceasary,

Without money or price you can consult a woman
whose knowledge from actual experience ia great.

Mrs. Pinkham's Standing Invitation:
Women suffering from any form of female weak.

ness are invited to promptly

communuicate with Mrs,

Pinkham at Lynn, Mass, All letters are received,
spened, read and answered by women only, A

woman oan freely

talk of her private illness to a

woman; thus has been established the eternal
coufidence between Mrs. Pinkham and the women i

of America which has never been broken,

Out

of the vast volume of experience which she

has to draw from, it is more than

possible

that she has gained the very knowled
that will help your case. She asks no

in return except your good-will,and her/

-advice has relieved
woman, rich or . is very foolish
does not take advan of this
affer of assistance. — Lydia E.
‘Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass,

Following we publish two let-
&Sers from a woman who accep-

EBEN HOLDEN

IRVING BACHELLER =

| ——————

I

8
it

it
Eﬂ.

g
.

1

might fare,

or disgrace of it more keenly
I shall never forget how he
is head to catch every word

svhen I ascended the platform.

1

I

@ee him nuodging the arm of David,
swho sat beside him, as If to say,
“There’'s the boy that came over the
Bills with me in a pack basket.” When

¥ stopped & momeat, groping for the

next word, he leaned forward, em-
Pbracing his knee firmly as if intending
o draw off & boot. It was all the as-

«Willle, ye done noble!” sald he.

plied. :
“Liked it grand, I did sartin.” :
i *“Gilad you liked it Uncle Eb.”
“Showed great larnin’. Who was the
man 'at give out the pictur's?
He meant the president who had con-
ferred the degrees. I spoke the name,
“Deceiyin’

Cick"lar notice of him before.”
“How deceiving?" I Inquired.

“Talked so kind of plain,” he réplied. down for the old silver box. “The way

| these cars dew rip along! Consarned

*I coukd understan’ him as easy as
thouvgh he’d been swappin® hosses. But
swhen you got up, Bill, why, you jes’ riz
right op in the air, an’ there couldn’t
a9 dum fool tell what yvou was talkin’
‘bout.”

Whoereat I concluded that Uncle Eb’s
Bamor was as deep as it was kindly,
but I bave never been quite sure
swhether the remark was a compliment
or a bit of satire.

ousands. Surely any /§
she/ J
nerous

akham

you
** I do not believe it will help me.” If
you are ill, don't halitltahrtlbnb
tle of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound at once, and write Mrs. Pink-
ham, Lynn. Mass., for special advice—

it is free and always helpful.

measured me to the fraction of an
and knows even the color of my
eyes from having been so
my company. If not—well, I

ve to write him a letter.
When Uncle Eb and I took the train
* New York that summer day in
some fifteen years after we came
Paradise road with the dog and

to seek my fortune in the big city.

Uncle Eb was off for a holiday and to
see Hope and bring her home for a
short wisitt I remember with what

| sadness I looked back that morning at
' mother and father as they stood by

the gate slowly waving their handker-
chiefs. Our home at last was emptied

; of its young, and even as they logked
the shadow of old age must have fallen

suddenly before them. I knew how

. they would go back into that lonely

room and how, while the clock went
on with its ticking, Elizabeth woculd

. 8it down and cover her face for a mo-
. ment, while David would make haste
. to take up his chorea.

We sat in silence a long time after

! the %frain was off, a mighty sadness
As I warmed to my argument I could ;

bolding our tongues. Unecle Eb, who
had never ridden a long journey on the

. ecars before, had put on his grand suit

of broadcloth. The day was hot and
dusty, and before we had gone far he
was sadly soiled. But a suit never
gave him any worry once it was on.
He sat calmly, holding his knee in his
hands and looking out of the open win.
dow, a squint in®his eyes that stood
for some high degree of interest in the

. Beenery.

“What do you think of this country?”

“Did my very best, Uncle Eb,” I re- . e -

“Looks purty fair,” sald he as he
brushed his face with his handkerchief
and coughed {o clear his throat of the

. dust, “but ’tain’t guite so pleasant to

the taste as some other parts o’ the
country. I ruther liked the flavor of

. St. Lawrence all through, but Jefferson
is a leetle gritty.”
lookin’ man, ain’t he? i

Seen him often, but never took no per- l spoke.

He put down the window as he

“A leetle tobaccer 'll improve It
some,” he added as his hand went

if it ain't fiyin'! EKind o' makes me
feel like a bird.”

The railraad was then not the famil-
efTToiig I 1S now In the nortm coun-
try. The bull in the fields had not yet
come to an understanding of its rights
and was frequently tempted into argu-
ment with a locomotive. Bill Fountain,
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ploase aure, ous 1
don't think he's hankerin' fer our socle-
ty, not a bit, Don' make no difference t'
him whuther we ride 'n a spring wag:
on or on the cars so long's we're right
alde up an' movin', We nead more
steamn, We're too slow, Kind o' think
A leetle more steam In our religlon
woukin't hurt we a bit. It's purty fur
behind,*

We got to Albany In the evening just
In time for the night boat. Uncle Eb

was a sight In his dusty broadcloth |

when we got off the cars, and I know
my appearance could not have been
prepoasossing. Once we were aboard
the boat and had dusted our clothea
and bathed our hands and facea we
were In better aplrits,

“Consarn It," sald Uncle Eb as we
left the wash room, “le's have a dum
good supper, I'll stan’ treat.”

“Comes a leetle bit high,"” he sald as
he pald the bill, “but I don' care if it
does, "Fore we left I says ' myself;
‘Uncle Eb,’ says I, *you go right In fer
a good time an' don' ye count the pen-
nies. Everybody's a right t' be reck-
less once In seventy-five year.'"”

We went to our stateroom a little
after 9. I remember the berths had
not been made up, and, removing our
boots and coats, we lay down upon the
bare mattresses., Even then I had a

lurking fear that we might be violating
some rule of steamboat etiguette,
When 1 went to New York before I

had dozed all night In the blg cabin
A dim light came through the shut-
tered door that opened upon the dining
saloon, where the rattle of dishes for a
time put away the possibility of sleep.
“I'll be awful glad t’ see Hope,” said
Uncle Eb as he lay gaping.

“Guess I'll be happier to see her than
she will to see me,” I said.

“What put that in yer head?” Uncle
Eb inquired.

“'Fraid we've got pretty far apart,”
said I

“Shame on ye, Bill,” said the old gen-
tleman. “If thet's so, ye ain't done
right. Hedn't orter let a girl like thet
git away from ye—th’' ain't another
like der in this world.”

“I know it,” I said, “but I can't help
it. Bomebody's cut me out, Uncle Eb.”
“"Tain't so,” said he emphatically.
“Ye want t' prance right up t' her.”
“I"'m not adraid of any woman,” I
said, with a great air of bravery, “but
if she don't care for me I ought not to

throw myself at ber.”
“Jerusalem!” said Uncle Eb, rising

:

a firm hold upon him. I rang
and ordered a light.
“Consarn it all! What be théy—plas-

“West Injy molasses!” he exclaimed.
“By mighty! That makes me hotter'n
a pancake. What's it on the bed fer?

“To catch flies,” I answered.

“An’ ketched me,” said Uncle Eb as
he filung the sheet he was examining
into a corner. “My extry good suil

o FE

He took off his trousers. Then, hold
ing them up te the light:

“They're spilt,” said he mournfully.
“Hed ’'em fer more’n ten year too.”

“That's long enough,” 1 suggested.

“Got kind o' "tached t’ "em,” be sald,
looking down at them and rubbing his
chin thoughtfully. Then wa had a good
laugh.

“You can put on the other suit,” I
suggested, “and when we get to the
city we'll have these fixed.”

“Leetle sorry, thougb,” sald he, “cus
that other suit don’ look reel grand.
This here one has been purty—purty
scrumptious in its day, if I do say it.”

“You look good enough in anything
that’s resj-ectable,” I said.

“Eind o wanted t' look a leefle ex-
try good, as ye might say,” said Uncle
Eb, groping in his big carpet bag
“Hope, she’s terrible proud, an’ if they
should hev a leetle fiddlin" an’ dancin’
some night we'd want t' be as stylish
s any on 'em. PB'lieve I'll go an’ git
me o spang, bran’ new suit anyway
'fore we go up t' Fuller’s.”

As we neared the city we both began
feeling a bit doubtful as to whether
we were quite ready for the ordeal

“]1 thought so,” I said. “Those I'm
wearing aren't quite stylish enough,
I'm afraid.”

“They're han’some,” sald Uncle Eb,
looking up over hls spectacles, “but
mebbe they ain't just as splendid as

they’d orter be. How much money did ; §

David give ye?"

“One hundred and fifty dollars,” 1
said, thinking it & very grand sum in-
deed. :

“'Tain't enough,” sald Uncle Eb,
looking up at me again. “Leastways
not If ye're goin’ £ hev a mawr snit. T
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‘Lmd and looked up at me
an much as $0" 1 ane
swaered,

"“Whew-w-w!" he whistled, “Purty
ateap, 1t s sartin!"

“Lot me go as 1 am"™ sald L. “Time
enough to have a new sult when I've
earued 1"

“Waal" he sald an bhe continued
counting, "1 guess you've earnt It ak
ready. Yeo've studied hard an' tuk fivet
honors, an' yer goln' where folks are
P middlin' provd an' bhaughty. I
want yo t' be a reg'lar bhigh stepper
with a nice, sleek coat. There," be
whispered as he handed me the mon-
oy, “take thet, an' don' ye never tell "at
I1gi'nltt yo

I could not speak for a little while as
I took the meney for thinkimg of the
many, many things this grand old
man bhad done for me,

“Do ye think these boots 'll doT" he
asked as he held up to the light the
palr he bad taken off In the evening.

“They look all right,” I sald,

“Aln't got no decent squeak t' "em
now, an' they seem t' look kind o
clumsy. How're your'n? he asked.

1 got them out from under the berth,
and we Inspected them carefully, de-

ciding In the end they would pass

muster. -
The steward had made up our berths,
when he came, and lit our room for us,
Our feverish discussion of attire had
carried us far past midnight, when we
decided to go to bed. A
“S'pose we mustn't talk t' no stran-
gers there 'n New York,” sald Uncle
Eb as he lay down. “I've read "n the
Tribune how they'll purtend t° be
friends an’ then grab yer money an’ ran
like Sam HIll. If I meet any o' them
fellers they're goin’ t' find me purty
middlin’ poor comp'ny.” -

«I shall bave to stay at the hotel
awhile,” I said, thinking of the new

“Why,” said Mrs. Fuller, “this girl

“Young man, take your choice!™

would be downright Iingratitunde to
her_l'l'

A glow of red came Into the cheeks
of Hope that made me ashamed of my
remark I thought she looked lovelier
in bher pretty blue moruning gown, cov-
ering a broad expanse of crinoline,
than ever before.

“And you've both got to come and

hear me sing tonight at the church,” |

said she. “I wouldn't have agreed to
sing if I had not thought you were to
be bere."

We made ourselves at home, as we
were most happy te do, and that after-
noon I went downtown to present to
Mr. Greeley tho letter that David

CHAPTER XIX.
CAME down Broadway that

afternpon aboand a big white
omnibus that drifted slowly

'-."H-\'!..;;_ hite

}

Injustica,
“I would lke to sea Mp Horace

Greelep™ 1 sald rathor timbkily al iha

millll:; . Shadt
a clovk as he opeued

to the left," sa
@ gate for we,

Ascending, 1 met a big man coming
down hurviedly and with heavy steps
We stood dodgiug each other m e

ment with thar unfortunate co-oring-
tion of purpose men sometimes encoun-
ter when passing cach other, Buddenly
the blg man stopped In the middle of
the stalrway and held both of his
hands above his head,

“la God's name, young man" ssid
be, “take your cholee!™

He apoke In n high, squedky voloe
that cut me with the sharpness of its
irritation. I went on past him and en-
tered an qpen door near the top of the
stalrway,

“Is Mr. Hornce Greeley In?™ I In-
quired of a young man who sat read-
Ing papers,

“Rack soon,” sald be without looking
up. *Take a chair.”

In a lttle while T heard the same
heavy feet ascending the stalrway two
steps at a time. Then the man [ had
met enme hurriedly into the room,

“This is Mr. Greeley,” sald the young
man who was readng.

The great editor turmed and looked
at me through gold rimmed spectacles,
I gave him my letter out of a trem-
bling band. He removed it from the
envelope and held it elose to his big,
kindly, smooth shaven face. There
was a fringe of silky, silver halr,
streaked with yellow, about the lower

part of his head from temple to tem-
ple. It also encircled his throat from
uader his collar, His cheeks were full
and fair as a lady's, with rosy spots in
them. and a few freckles about his
nose, He laughed as be finished read-
ing the lettsr.

“Are you Dave Brower's boy?" be
asked in a drawling falsetto, looking at
me put of gray eyes and smiling with
good humor.

“By adoption,” I answered.

“He was an almighty good rassler,”
be said deliberately as he looked again

at the letter.
“What do you want to do?" he asked

abruptly.
“Want to work on the Tribune™ I

answered.

“Good Lord! bhe sald. *“I can't hire
everybedy.

I tried to think of some argument,
but “what with looking at the great
man before me and answering his
questions and maintaining a decent
show of dignity I had enough to do.

“Do you read the Tribune?” bhe
asked,

“Read it ever since I can remem-

ber."

“What do you think of the adminis-
tration?”

“Lot of dough faces,” I answered,
smiling, as I saw he recognized his
own phrase. He sat a moment tapping
the desk with his penholder.

“There’s so0 many liars here in New
York,” be said, “there ought to be room
for an honest man. How are the
crops ™

“Fair,” I answered. “Big crop of
boys every year.”

“And now you're trying to find a
market,” he remarEed.

“Want to bave you try them,” I an-
swered.

“Well" sald be very seriously, turn-
ing to his desk, that came up to his
chin as he sat beside It, “go and write
me an article about yats.”

“Would you advise”— I started to
say, when be interrupted me.

“The man that gives advice is a big-
ger fool than the man that takes It.”
be fieerod impatiently. “Go and do
your best.”

Before he had given me this Injune-
tion he had dipped his pen and begun

to write bhurriedly. If I had known

him longer I should have known that
while he had been talking to me that

tireless mind of his bhad summoned |

him to its service. I went out in high
spirits and sat down a moment on one
of the benches in the little park near
by to think it all over. He was golng
to measure my juodgment, my skill as
a writer, my resources. “Rats,” I said
to myself thoughtfully. I had read
much about them. They Infested the

sghips, they eoverran the wharfs, they

traversed the sewers. An inspliration
came to me. I started for the water
front, asking my way every block or
two. Near the East river I met a po-
liceman—a big, husky, good hearted
Irishman. .

“Can you tell me,” I sald, “who can
give me Information about rats?”

“Rats? he repeated. “What 4' ye

wan’ t' know about thim 7

“Everything.,” I said. “They've just

given me a job on the New York Trib-

une,” I added proudly.
He smiled good naturedly. He had

looked through me at a glance,
“Just say “Iribune,’ ™ he =aid. “Ye

don't have t' say ‘New York Tribune'

here. Come along wi' me."
He took me to a dozen or more of the

dock masters.

(To be continued.)
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Men's Furnishings.
Men's and Boys' Peaked Winter Caps, reg
Men's Heavy Top Shirts, reg. goc, for 2¢
Men's Ribbed Undershirts and Drawers, extra |
Men's Tweed Pants, from $1 oo a pair 10 &
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Boots, Shoes and Rubbers,
Men's Heavy Boots, from $1.00 to 2.72 per pais
We have a full range of Rubbers in 15t qualin
Prices as low as the lowest. :

Wall Papers.
A shipment of new Wall Papers in side, ceiling and |
match, from 4c to 15¢.
We still have some odd rolls with 8 and 1o rolls
sell at zéc roll.

Christmas Goods are coming forward, and expect in 5 fow da
have a large assortment of Fancy Goods in all departments snitghl,
Christmas mﬂl. A new stock of all shades nf Wools for -.'rII.IL‘]' o -
sssortment of slipper soles.  FURS—Special orders taken for fusy
kinds. Each article is seleeted personally by our buyer with
care. We can save you money by buying from us as we are
sell on close margin. Batisfaction guarazteed.
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ithout any confidence I called on them, and Dr. Kemnedy agreed to care me oclp
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