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HE 1D OF THE, AVENGER

UL WOMAN DECEIVES TWO AR-
DENT ADMIRERS.

‘E“_TIF

4 ThEY are Slain by the Man to Whom
and 1
ghe Was Lawlully Wedded—A Midnight

\Uf“‘r‘"‘ns'

<inslki was a noble looking
. cast of features
fiussian, which
coeing nis
h woman.
only child of the “White
« the art students at Romas
en 1 formed one of that
iv, =0, considering that he
us hy birth, it was not
he chummed with the
nis mothsr. He was
-shouldered. his hair and
f a zolden brown, and his
blue I ever saw, &x-
of a very young child.
men-in Romes were in love
he kept perfectly heart-
1< faras I knew—and T was
riend—nad never had an
in his life,
ng a= | entercd the Cafe
. et my breakfast 1 found
one- at one of the little
tables, and noticed that
le-, and at th2 same time
iloss and excited.
nearly as soon as T did
koned me over to his table.
comething to t*H vou.,”” he
< | took my seat. “but not
-1 vour breakfast and we'll
better in the open

more

was
mother

na-
had

jarkest

all be

il RIS
I ate
=K of

.!1;:"1 [

cigarette after
my cutlet and
pale-tinted
finished my tasse of
when he seized my arm
out into the street,

, we were alone together,

hr seemed in no hurry to un-

f se|f After wandering

more or less muddy

thoroughfares and alleys, we
ireclves in a  little deserted
t ane end of which was a fine
n palace, now transformed in-
_ nid-class modern hotel.

" ‘ re a few orange trees in tubs
i and among them saome
hite-topped tables.

) s tid ourselves at

{ Feador called for a

an-
drank
Ovieto:

e

eral

loor,

one of these,
hottle of white
throat's on fire,”

his glass.
on ami. I had a strange ad-
re last night. 1 have met my
Pron't laugh. man! T tell vou 1
sweetest woman that a penni-
“ver met, and in the strang

el [-nli_”

little sketch
]ll;tl'o'l‘ i‘

he said as he

He pulled a
ot and

hook from
open in mjy

iink

It's

vou of
drawn

that
from

face?"” he
memory
critainly a lovely face—the
a ruddy brown, and the
K and lustrous. What was
I recognized it at once.
[ exelaimed, “it's a sketch ol
Veneziana!™ "™’
to the soprano at a little
ter, much frequented bywy
Home at that time. a
ad named after her
of us had tried to bhe-
minted, but she had
ations to suppers and
her comrades at the
itle or nothing abont
i that she lived in quiet
Piazza TTuova. with an old
some said was her moth-
+relation at all,
tlate vou, my dear fellow. "
say, not ‘without a little
dalousy., “"Here have we all
Lo abtain: an introduction
Wina, and vou have cut us

said with a sigh,
s« that T have not
nzratulate myself.
promise ton"keep
1 I have sworn
I made a
favaor.*
wishedd
el
Hat Zo out
for |

“anad
much
First ot
what ?
myselt
mental reserva

me. and he.
again with

‘ after
lips the
last evening. as
excused myvself when
to accompanvyv vou. . T
1lone finishing the design
I window, and the clock
Atnese had just struck the
when some one knocked at
You know there is no street
bottom of my staircase.

= 1 was wyou one of  our
and threw the door

'l

Bl

gt uap

siranger,
o= man
end
- >0 85 1D
' N ot his face.

allo

however., who
muffled in 2
thrown across his
conceal the lower
whilst his hat, pull-
wed me to see little more

e

H“Ves

veX Use me. signor.” he said. ‘but 1
v 1o ask and a proposal to
\ gentleman has died suddenly,
timrson—I may sav., in fact. a
shes for a little sketeh of his
however, to be dons
and not more time than three
> allowed yvou for the task.
rowered to offer vou these 50
Ol he paced a little bag on the
Vou accept. At the same time
_ Wear to keen the whole af-
v 0T now and always.”
: 1ceented of course,
welcome  enough,
cone  without pavmernt
It is not often one has a
such an adventure.
Was a hired carriage at the
”"-'hi-"h T and the strange:
"he drive# whipped up his
: rattled away over the
ement. Where- we drove ta
i1 T shall never know. for
ion drew down the blinds
wWindlows as =soon as we
d we took so many turn-
soon heeame utterly per
our whercabouts.
the carriage stopned.
said my companion. ‘as a
ask vou to shut vour eves
to lead veou. Believe me,
nn dangar.’ ]
hint that T might feel fear
L once acquiesce, and T never
=s till, after mounting a
and traversing a lone
[ was told to do when 1
rin a large chamber, nlain.
' as the hedroom of a ,\'-mng:

It has.

The 56
but 1

T

S0,

I form lay on the bed, and

“nee that T was in the

the dead.
'd hetter make the most of
=2id the man. releasing mv
nember, whateyer on sée
“orn not to reveal.'
is he nlaced a small tahle
heside the-bhed and retired. .
mt the ecolors and the emall
canvas that T had bronght
and then T proceedd to draw
<heet that covered the dcad

man, net more than three or four and
twenty, I should say. The eyes were
closed, but there wasg a slight con-
traction about one corner of the
mouth as if he had died in a sudden
spasm of pain.

“1I hardly know why I did it, but 1
drew the sheet still further down and

ﬂ_pvnwi the dead man's shirt. 1 wasyd
right in my¥ surmise. Right over the
heart was a dagger wound. He had

been stabbed, and his death must have
i'.--'_-L-_n instantaneous.

“Guiltily replacing the sheet till only
the face, neck and upper parts of the
chest were exposed, 1 set to work.
“There was ample light, six greal
wax torches burned bheside the bed, two
on either side and two at the fool.

“I must have beéen working above |
two hours when 1 suddenly I.m-arnv‘
aware that a woman was standing on
the other side of the couch, .

“I looked across at her and our eves
met. \

effable sweetness, goodness, and genius |
that bheamed from her that per-
vaded the whole face. And when she
spoks her wvoice was low and sweet, |
like the s=ighing of the summer breeze |
among the pine trees of my home, |
i
|
|

OVes,

“"How long she had been in the room
before 1

do
and

was aware of her presence |
noat Know, But now sghe stoopea

kisgsed the cold forehead of the |
dead man, and came round the foot of |
the bed and stood hegide me |
"It is very good of you to have done
this for me.” she said; ‘a kindness

pay. | shall always
his wife, signor. You will believe that.
will you not? But this sketch of vours,
signor, will be all that 1 shall have to
recall our short summer of happiness.
If his family but knew of our marriage
and found me« here [ should be thrown
from yonder window as certain as
heaven would punish their crime here-
after. But vou need not fear. The ser
vant is bribed and keeps watch. And
now one more favor, Tint the dea)
face <0 that it may seem as if he but
slept, and would awaken when the first
light of morning stole into our cham-
ber: and, signor. Maria Verchenci winh
pray vou and think of vou with grati-
tude every time she looks on the por-
trait of him she loved.

“There is little more to tell vou. Basil.
I painted on as she knelt silently beside

remaember. 1 was

the bed. 'searce knowing what 1T did.
till suddenly T was alone, and the
&ketch as finished as I dared hope to
make it. '

“It was then that I sketched in my
book her face from memory. Say what

you like, Basil—argue as vou mav—
every man has his fate: and T have
met mine. but to lose her again as
soon As foun®l. 1 sat alone with tha

dead for company—ay, and envied him,
too: for did she not still love him?—
till the man whe had brought me to
the house again made his appearance,
=till muffled in his e¢loak. He took
charge of the portrait and then con-
ducted me—my eves closed as hefore-
down the stairs and into the ecarriage,
which had remained in waiting.

“Half an hour later T was again in

my chamber. The half-finished design
for the church window still lay halt
completed on the table, but what a

change had taken place in my life sinca
I had put down the pen! T tell you,
Basil. that hope alone makes life bear-
able. Drink. man! drink to hope—a
dover’'s sheet-anchor, a poor man's last
friend!”

We finished the bhottle, and T did my
utmost to cheer Feodor up. telling him
that La. Bella Veneziana would forget
the dead., like others had done bhefore
her.
After a
ful and

maore cheer.
the future

while he hecame
confident as to
However. the next dayvy he was more
dispirited than ever, for Maria Ver
cheni had vanished from Rome. leaving
no clew by which he might hope_to find
her. Nor during the n=xt twelve montha
did we hear anyv news of her. At the
end of that time Feodor had to leave
Rome. as the three yvears' sojourn there.
a prize gained at his academy. was at
an +<nd. and he had no means of his
OWTnn.

His last words to me
stronger than reason.
nreet again—and so shall we.
it: T fee!

“TFate is
She and T wil}
I know
certain of it.” :

It was ten vears after this time:
Rome and its students’ life was a
dream of the past. It was the 1st ot
May. and T was a happy man. for was
not my picture accented and hung? As
1 waked through the reoms of the
Roval Academy 1 glanced with a cer-
tain amount of indifference at the 1
works of art on either aide. for T could
think of nothing but my own picture,
and my feet, in spite of myself, con
tinually brought me back to stand in
front of it.

In one of these wanderings to and
fro T noticed a dense knot of people in
front of a certain picture, and without
feeline any great ‘interest in the sub-
ject found myself one of the crowd.

It was the portrait’ of a most lovely
woman. a great celebrity. too: the
nrima donna of the season, the Signora
Verchenci.

1 had seen the name a score of times
in print without recalling any remems-
brance in particular to my mind: but
now something in the face or expression
brought back the past like a flash. ana
I remembered the little thought of
soprano of the small riverside theater
at Rome and Feodor Tersinski's in-
fatuation and romantic midnight ad-
venture.,

I looked at the catalogue. Yes, he was
the painter of the portrait—the painter
of what promised to be the most suc-
cessful picture in that year's Academy.

I was turning away, when a hand
was laid on my shoulder. and T looked
round to find Feodor standing beside
me. We shook hands, and were chums
again in a minute.

We took a hansom and drove to my
studio. chatting on the way over old
times and old friends: but it was no:l
iill we had arrived and he was seated
apnosite me, a pipe between his lips,
that I asked the question T had been
longing to from the first. _

“So you met La Veneziana again.
Teil me wien and where. Feodor?””

“[ {old you fate was stronger than
r-acon.” he =aid. ‘It fell out in this
way. After T left" Rome 1 had a very
hard life of it. I don’t believe vou Eng-
lich know what real poverty is. T tell
vou the trugh when T say that for
vears 1 did not know what it was 1o
have a proper meal. and that a glass
of muddy beer was a rare treal. I
was often reduced to painting shop
siens for bread to eat. All this time
the face of the girl T had  seen the
night 1T painted her dead husband
haunted me by dayv and night. I felt
sure we should mest again, but years
passed and the hone seemed no nearer
a reality than it did the day we parted.

“I had at different times painted her
picture, painted her as I remembered
her. looking down on the dead face of
him she had loved. At length, driven
hv actual want, I exhibited it, or rather
sent it into the Salon at the annual
show at Moscow. hoping to gain one
of the smaller prizes. Not wishing to
part with it T had priced it at a thon
cand roubles. To my intense astonish-

WEre !

' to love

"o

ture was not only sold, but had gained
the great city prize.

“A greater surprise still awaited me
on my return to my rooms. It was a
note asking me to call on the buyet
of my picture, and giving the address
of on= of the principal hotels. .

“I went. and there 1 found, as you
have already guessed, the purchasa
was none other than Maria herself—

Maria, no longer the unknown artist
of a student-haunted theater., but
Maria Verchencia the world-famead
soprano, the prima donna absolute of

every capital in Europe. She welcomed
me like an old friend. and gradually.
Basil. that friendship has warmed inte
love, and we are to be married when
the London opsta season is over. Thal
Basil. is the history of the last ten
vears—ten years of toil and hardship
repaid lwice, over by the happiness ot
the present. Now, old friend. tell ms
yours, and let me congratulate you in

_ | my tarn.”
“Dio! Shall 1 ever forget her face? | “But tell me.,” T said. “tell me who
“You irave seen her, Bazil., but on the | was the murdered man and how camsa
stage. My poor sketch gives but the | he by his death?”
shadow of her loveliness, | *“His name J have promised Maria
“It was not merely the beauty ot | not to tell, suffice it he was of the
outline or of feature It was the in-%n}t:i-f-:( Roman naohility. He was stab.

bed by a man who loved her passion-
telv: a native of Venice—her birthplace
—who had followed her to Rome., and
had sworn to kill every man who dared
her. Even now she goes aboul
in terror of this man. although she has
not seen his face for yvears—in terro
for me, vou understand., not” for her
self.”’

So after all fate had triumphed over
every reasonahle probability, and
brought these two together again to
make one another's lives happy or mis.

I--r?ai-!r- as it might chance.
which, though nothing I can do will re- |

“What 12 fate? I asked myvself as 1
left Feodor's lodgings the evening be-
fore nis marriage. “Is it possible that
a man or woman's future is mapped
out before their, birth? Was it decreed
in heaven that Feodor and Maria
should me<et and marrey. or is it all
chance?”"

I had just got so far in my medita.
tions when a man suddenly stopped in
front of me and raised his hat.

He was a tall. thin man, dressed in
a rather shabby frock coat. and carried

what secemed a bouquet done un in
tissue paper in his hand.

“Parden, sir,” he s=aid in a strong
[talian accent. “Mr. Basil Chalics, )\
heljieve?"

“That is my name.” T answered.

“The friend of M. Feodor Tersinski?’
I nodded.

“1 do come from the Hig'nnra, Ver-
chenci,” he continued. “with a message
and these.” he added., holding up the
flowers. “His hotel is vonder where
vou did come out of, is it not s0?" )
have forgotten the name.”

“He is staving there,'” 1
“But how did you know my name?"’

“The signora did mention your name
to me more than once.” he answered:
“and I have seen vou and M. Tersinski
together.”

“Oh, all right.”" T said earelessly. “You
will find him at home. f;nnd-da'}'."

‘I walked on and the rhatter passed
from my mind.

The next morning 1 was at the hote!

by 10 o'clock, for'I was Feodor's best
man. and was to breakfast with him.
Th<re was no one in the hall, sq 1
ran lightlvy up the stairs without wait
ing to he announced. Feodor's bedroom
danr was open, so I entered.
To my surprise there were two o1
three women servants in the room. and
a man in a black coat bending over the
hed.

I was by his side in a moment, and }
think I knew, hefore T looked down on
the face of my dead friend, what )
should see,

“He must have died instantaneous
1¥."” remarked the dostor. “You can see
the wound is just over the heart. Have
any idea who the murderer can

answered,

]"".,”

I shook mv head. I knew Feodo:
would wish me to kep silent.

An hour later 1T was:at the house o1
Maria Verchenci and had told my
sStory.

She was very pale, but quite quiet
and ecollected.

“T knew it last night.”” she =aid. “Orn
myv return from the theater.” and she
pointed to a bouguet of flowers., now
slightly faded. that lay on the tabfle
A strip of paper lay half uncoiled bs
their side. as if it kRad fallen from
among them. On it was written in
Italian:

“T have kent my word. So shall al:
perish.—\. V.”

“His name?” T cried. “His name?
That T mayv avenge my friend.”

“T ecannot.” she sobhed. suddenly

breakineg down. “T lied to Feodor as )
lied to him who died for me at Rome,
I am married—married to the man who
killed them both! Have pity on one
who has sinned and sorrowed much
and wnlace not morz blond upon my
head, In future T am dead to the
world,. No man except heaven's min-
ister shall =ee myv face ag3iin!”

She kept her word. and in less than
a month entered a convent—on= of the
atrictest in her. native land.

As for the murderer of my friend
aout of deference to her wish—which 1

knew. would he his also—I did not
have him bhupted down.
His was the hand of fat=. But if we

meet his fate shall he the halter, if my
evidence can bring it -about.

Longest Rallroad.

Scribner’'s for May.

The dimensions of the undertaking
are enormous. From Tcheliabinsk, the
western terminus, to Vladivostock, the
present eastern terminus, the length is
4,741 1-3 miles; in other words, it is
much the longest railroad in the world.
It goes west from Tcheliabinsk, passing
the southern edge of Russia’s great Si-
berian dominion. through Ob and Kras-
novarsk to Irkutsk, then takes a sud-
den turn around the southern end. of
the creat Lake Baikal, and follows the
Amoor River along the northern boun-
dary of Manchuria to Viadivostock.
Until it reaches the Yenesei River, the
road passes over a steppe country that
renders the engineering very simple;
but bevond that, in the vast moun-
tain region above Tartary, the cost
of construction has been heavy. When
the three great railroad bridges are
taken into account, Russia will pay at
least $175.000.000 for the privilege of
reaching the Pacific. But Russia has
always .wanted to reach the sea. R‘he
is practically an inland country, with
the Baltic frozen up half the year, and
the Arctic and White Seas eternally
biocked with Polar ice.

- McKinley Needs No Pinkertons.

Philadelphia Inquirer.

There is now sitting in the executivs
chair at Washington a2 man who 1«
caid to be the only real democratid
President this country has had in many
vears. The head officer of over seven
tv millions persons, he walks about the
streets of the capital unheralded a.nd
unattended, speaking familiarly with
all his acquaintances, nodding to those
whao happen to recoegnize and sglute
him and grasping the hands of his 0!11
friends whether ,they are dresséd_ in
siks or gunnysacks. He treats all alike,
and his simple tastes have become SO
well known there has grown up in the
hearts of the people of Washington an
admiration for their President the like

1 death it was gossiped in London that

| ried

of which has not been Known for vears.

ment 1 found on the day that my pic-

as a handsome

very vounsg

Searching for a Model.
New York Commercial.

To be selected as the ons woman ir
all of Europe whose face and figure
most closély 1allied with the ideal of
England’'s greatest paimter #s surely no
empty honor. When the late-Sir Fred

erick Leighton., president of the Roya.
Academy and furemost among British
artisis, conceived the idea of his fa
mous paintung, “Cymon and Iphigenia’
he gought in all quarters of the conti-
nent for a suitable modszl 1o pose as the
gleeping maiden, now so familiar ip
his finished canvas. After a fruitless
search of gix months he came upon the
incarnation of his soul's ideal in the
capital of his mative land. Curiousl
enough. he found the model he had s«
long sought behind the footlights of a
theater.

She was Miss Dorothy Dene, a vouns,
woman of remarkable beauty, both in
face and figure. Sir Frederic told her
of his inspiration. the econtemplated
canvas and her fulfillment of his idea
for the central figure. Miss Dene
graciously consented to for him
and eight months later the artist’'s con
ception of a beautiful picture became

pose

a reality and was the most admired ot
all Sir Frederic’'s works

Miss Dene is as perfict a (ype ol
Greek beautv as can be found at the
present day. Every line of her face
and figure is classical in the highest
degree. She is rather above the aver

age in height, has long, lithe limbs anc
an exquisgitely molded bust. Her hair
is curly and golden, and her lustrous
eves have the hue of violets, In ad.
diton to all these charms she is said
to possess the most beautiful complex
ion of any woman in Europe. What
wonder that such a superb creature
inspired Sir Frederic to his greatest
efforts! !

Miss Dene continued ta b
eric’s model long after he
“Cymon and Iphigenia’™ to the world.
Her form and features can be readily
recognized in a number of other works
by the same artists. In Sir Frederic's
painting of “Greek Girls Playing Ball®
she is represented as the maiden who is
catching the ball. This canvas notably
displavs the actress’ exquisite figure,
Miss Dene’'s shapely arms may be
not<d in “Summer Moon.”" another welj
known painting by Leighton.

A vear or two before Sir Frederic's

Sir Fred.
had given

the artist was madly in love with his
model, but that some obstacle or other
was in the way of their marriage. Just
what the ohstacle was no one scemed
to know. Possibly it was the disparity
in their ages. Leighton. at the time
of his death—about a year ago—was
oniv 70 years old, Miss Dene is now
about 2% Dorothvy Dean visited the
['nited States in 1893. She undecrtook
the production of classical plays popu-
lar in England. but almost unknown
on this side of the water. Little suc-
cess attended the venture, and her tour
was finallyv abandon<d. In England Miss
Dene enjovs much popularity. Not on-
v does she reign supreme as a queen

of heauvty. but her histrionic ability
which is of no mean order. has won
her t(he npraise of notable eritics and
fellow artists. Miss Dene lives with
her four sisters. all of whom are re-
markably pretty in a charming apart-
ment in Sonth Kensington. London. a

seetion of the eity colonized ehiefly by
artists and theatrical folk and guite as
picturesque in many of its features as
is the famous Quarter Latin of Paris.

Rested His Case ‘‘Wid De Lawd **

They wereSgoing to try a colored man
for stealing a quantity of raw cotton,
and when the hour arrived I went up
to the court-house to hear the case.
The prisoner was a man about forty
vears of age and had elected to plead

hix own case. The prosecution proved
that the bag of cotton was found in
his cabin and the property was fully

identified as belonging to the owner of
the compress. The prisoner askgd no
questions, but said he wanted to make
a" statement and rest his case “wid de
Lawd.”” After awhile he was given
an opportunity to speak. and he said:

“I» was gwine by that compress at
‘teven o'clock at night, when a voice

called out to me: ‘Hold on, dar. Abram
Jones! Yo was a pore man an’ yo' jest
take 'long- dis bag o' cotton to buy yo’
shoes fur col’ weather.” Den de bag fell
at my feet an’-1 dun took it home.”

“Did vou recognize the voice?' asked
the Judge.

“No. sah: but I recokon it was an an-
eal who spoke.”

“Fhen why did you hide the bag when
vou got home?”

“Well. sah, jest as T got frew de gate
anndder voice tol’ me dat I'd better
hide de cotton fur a few days.”

“id vou recognize that voice?”

“No. =ah: but I dun recokon it was a1
voice from heaben®

“And that's yvour defense, is it?"”

“Yes, sah. T'se willin" to rest dis
case in de Lawd's hands. De Lawd
knows I neber stole dat cetton.”

“Hadn't you better have a lawyer?"
suggested the Judge. :

“Non, sah. I'se been gwine ter church
fur de las' fo'ty wvears, an’ I'm_restin’
dis case right in de hands of de Lawd.”

*“T shall have to give yvou four months
in jail. Abraham.”

“Huh! What fur?” *

““Stealing that cotton.”

The prisoner received his sentence
without a word. seeming to have ex-
pected it, and was taken away. Two
weeks later T met him on the streets
ct"nlf Selma. fifty miles away. and said to

im:

“Why. T thought vou were in jail for
four months over at Florence.”

“Yaas. I was.” he replied. ‘

“T remember that vou put yvour case
in the hands of the Lord.”

“Yaas, sah; an’ T come out all right.”

“But yvou got four months.”

_“Sn I did. =ah: but arter servin' fur
nine days de Lawd showed me how to
dig outer jail. an' vere T is.”"—(Corres-
pondence in Law Magazine.

Goats, Game, Cows and Ca‘s, .

There are 4,530,000 goats in Spain.

It is estimated that since he came
to the throne Emperor William has
Killed 25,372 head of game.

Last wear 14094918 head of cattle
were delivered at the Chicago Stock-
yvards. z

The average product for cows In
Holland is eighty pounds of butter and
180 poungls of cheese per annum.

Devonshiré cattle were first imported
into this country in 1817.

A company has purchased a farm in
MNlinois, where cat farming will be car-
on for the skins, which sell for
from ten to fifteen cents each. Mal- |
tese and black cats will be reared,
and_the “cattish™ collection is expected
to number 10,000 In one yvear and 100,000
in"-two years.

Greeasboro A, and M. College.
The closing exercises of the A. and

M. College at Greensboro, will take

place May 23-27. Following is the

program: i
Mayv 23d: 2 P. M.—Annual Sermon,

Bishop J. W. Hood. D. D., LL. D.

May 24th, 8 P. M—Y. M. C. A. Ad-|

dress, by P. P. Claxton. A. M.

May 25th, 8 P. M.—Prize Contest.

May 26th., 8 P. M. —Literary Enter-
tainment—The Offering of Industries.
by the Wise Literary Society.

May 27th, 4 P. M.—Annual Address,
by Rev. E. J. Greeg: Class Orations,

Presentation of Prizes.

GAIL & AX'S

SCOTCH SNUFFS.

Blue Ribbon Sweet

SCOTCH SNUEE.

IN PURITY,

UNEQQ_AL«:I:ED

STRENGTH AND

FIbAVOR,

GOLD PLATED JEWELRY

AND BEAUTIFUL COLORED PICTURiS
ARE GIVEN AWAY FREE FOR THE
TICKETS IN EACH PACKAGE,
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That is the popular drink now.
- ‘ it to our customers *“‘just right”
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Why not write

- PEACE INSTITUTE,

You can get much information about educational matters. All the'-co_ot {s the
JAMES DINWIDDIE, M. A.

stamp you use on your letter of inquiry.

HFOR Sc.

“lll_\' R year or two ago would
not sell it because they said it was too expensive, but we are serving
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HENRY T. HICKS, Prescription Druggist.
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HAVE You A DAUGHTER

to educats?

<

» ICE CREAM SODA. ; ¥

&

Raleigh, N. C.?

(University Virginia).
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Are the strongest and require less repairing than any others now on the market,

Work easy and satisfactory.

They are endorsed by some of the most practical farmmers in the

ALLEN & CRAM

And examine the machines before you buy. They will take pleasure in explain- ¢

ing their merits.
Also, manufacturers and importers of
boilers, saw mills, cétton gins, presses, &c.
Correspondence solicited.

MACHINE
COMPANY,
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HARRIS

LITHIA CARBONATED, |

We guarantee that one glass of Harris’ :
Lithia Carbonated Water Will relieve any '
case of indigestion in one minute’s time, or _
money refunded; or if takem after each meal - -

will cure any case of indigestion.
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Read what the noted Dr. Davega, of Chester, S..C., has'to say for It: ;
« Mg. J. T. HArris—Dear Sir: For the past eight months I have beenjusing ‘ 1

Harris’ Lithia Water with most excellent results, where [ have been able to get my 2
palients to drink a sofficient quantit y. The Carbonated has no equal in .
tric distaroances. In old chronic dyspeptics if you will wash the stomach with .

salt and water, and half an hour later have your patient drink t
¢ many stomachs.

Lithia, you will make many friends and improv
lent table water. oIt is an excellent laxative,
dyspepsia.

SOLD BY

J. R. FERRALL & COMPANY .

Grocers and Wholesa.e Agents for Harthorn Saratoga Water.

and is
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See

portable and stationary engines and

he Carbonated
It is an excel-
a sure cure for flatulent g

8. M. DAVEGA M. D"

Trade Supplied.

9 Liberty Bell Automatic Ink Stands.
1 Quart Williams’ Writing Fluid or CopyingInk.
‘1 Half Pint Williams’ Crimson Fluid. 7

1 Half Pint Williams’ Mucilage.

ALL FOR ONE DOLLAR.

The Sets are worth $3.00. Only a limited quantity will bejuold. Order

promptly if you wish any.

‘Raleigh Stationery Co.,

s1.00. [nk Sets. s1-00.

These Sets are put up in a neat wooden boxjforishipment.

RALEIGH, N. C.
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