—

A Victorious
Surrender
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The shades were scarcely drawn up
from the windows of the little shop,
which, glittering in the morning sun-
sghine, courted attention to the rows
upon rows of toys and goodies spread
within, when the shop bell tinkled
briskly, and a 1ittle fat urchin entered
with a grave and business-like alr, to
make his early purchose,

This was no raw new customer, un-
familiinr with the traditions of the
place, respected and observed by all

r A
went round and put his hands on his

sister's slim shoulders. He might
have tosased her to the ceiling if he
had been chosen,

“Sea here, Hatty,"” he sald, “1 llke to
have my own way once in awhile, just
for a change. 1 want you to have
that paper, It'Il brighten you up,
make you ten years younger, and
show the nighbors we know what's
what as well as any one, I'm going
to send it to you bright and early to-
morrow, and If you'll hang it, I'll tell
you what I'll do—I'll let up on Plllow,
and give him another chance. How'a
thit for a bargain?’

He did not wait for an answer, but
gave her the gentlest of shakes before
he let her go, went out laughing into
the hall, thrust his great ehoulders
into hls overcoat, kissed hia hand, and
wae off with a goodby and a bang of
the front door that set the little house
a-tremble,

“Spunklest (ittle woman In  all
Massachusetts,” he chuckled to him-
welfl, striding away down the street,
“If she doos look like a plece of your
greantgrandmother’'s best china, just
fit to crush In your hands, 8She won't

have her own way, somehow, Dut 1
nead something to keep me up to that

those privileged to trade thereln, He

knew exactly in which corner of the |

aparkling showcase to look for his
heart's chosen dalnties He bad o
pleasing Intimacy with the color of
the paper and string which hid their
lugclonsgness temporarily fron: his
view., He took his package from Miss
Hatty's own falr hands with a mur-
mured thank you; and having re-
celved it, deposited the three pennies
which constituted the whole of his fm-
mediate fortune, without hesltation or
question, in the china bowl of clear
water which stood at one end of the
spotless counter, Then he took his
departure, gravely, though with joy.

When hig small figure, radiating
satisfaction even from the rear view
of Its round head and chubby shoul
ders, bhad disappeared between the
white-curtained door, Mss Hatly
dipped her slender fingers in the howl
and withdrew the pennles dellcately,
drying them on a soft napkin which
lay folded beside it. Every coln re
celved from the grimy fingers of her
small customers—and from older ones,
too, for that matter—must undergo
this process of purification before it
was fit for its Immaculate surround-
ings.

Little Milly Davis, her assistant,
and as faithful a copy of her mistress
a8 neatness and comeliness could
make her, observed this cloud with
both wonder and distress. It did not
vanish when Miss Hatty went into
the little room back of the shop, and
sat dewn to finlsh her breakfast. She
sighed as she lifted her coffee to her
lips, and her brother Sam, sitting op-
posite, looked up and went on with
what he had been saying before the
intérruption of the customer,
. Bam was large and ruddy,
a big heart and a great volce,

“I tell you what it is, Hatty,” he
sald, bringing down his hand with em-
phasls on the snowy table, “wallpa-
per you ought to have, and wallpaper
you shall have before you're a week
older! Here's Pillow's side of the
house as gay as a posy bed with blue
and yellow stripes, and roses and
tulips and birds of paradise and what
not, and yours as bare as the desert
of Bahary, It struck me, worse'n ever,
when I came In last night, and 1 just
made up my mind it shouldn't go on
80 any longer!"™

“But I don't want wallpaper, Sam!"
protested Miss Hatty, her roseleaf
color deepening to a most lovely oerim-
son. “You know I don't. I never
could bear anything glarey to the
eyes, And it won't wash, It Isn’t near
as clean as paint., Busy Plllow and
I went to school together. I like Susy.
And [ don’t grudge her the wallpaper
if she wants it, but I don't want it!"

“"Susy Pillow, Indeed!” cried Sam,
waxing warm, and spreading his
bread all too generously with jam in
the exclitement of his feelings. “And
she only a Purdy, and you a Bascom!
It would be a pity If you couldn't be
as fine ag she is! If she only knew
it, she'll be bidding good-by to the
roseg and tulips before she has much
more time to look at ‘em. I've walted
long endugh for her and Plllow to pay
that interest money—" Heo stopped
rather suddenly.

He had

“Sam,"” sald hig sister, Inying down
her fork, "you aren't going-to fore-
cloge?"

Mr. Bascom cleared his throat and
looked grave.

“Yen." he gaid, I am. Patlence has
had her perfect work long ago—with
Pillow. He needs a lesson, and I'm
golng to give him one by settling that
thing up this week. The money's due
Friday, and if he doesn't come down
with It by three o'clock that day, the
deed’s done, and out they go!"

Migs Hatly looked at her brother
digtressfully, her soft eves softer with
their springing tears, ’

“I didn't think you'd do it., Sam)”
she sald, “Indeed 1 didn't, 1 used to

EO to school with SBusy Plllow, and 1 |

Just can't bear to see her turned out
that way!™
“Well, well!”

gald  Mr.

resolution about Pillow And Ir 1
should have to let him off, well, |
| would be worth 1t to me, twice over,
ltu see Hatty give In."”

Miss Hatty, left alone in the hall
after that slam of the front door,
gtood still and looked about her trem-
bling.

Half the houee, with the shop, the
litle parlor back of it, and the two
tiny chambers above, wag hers; the
corresponding half, without the =hop
window, belonged to the Pillows. The
line of division ran through the center
of the hall and was as clearly marked
a8 was the character of the owners.
On Mrs. Plllow's side the floor was
covered with a strip of gay carpet.
The wall flamed with the gorgeous
and intrieate pattern of the paper
which had so aronsed the admiration
and envy of Mr. Bascom. Hs surface
reflected the sunshine which fell
through the fanlight over the door,
and distracted the eye with the va-
riety and splendor of its hues. Miss
Hatty's wall was painted a somber
though spotless yellow, and the boards
of her floor were left bare and
serubbed to a snowy whiteness.

“1 can't do It!" she murmured,
clasping her slender fingers (n dis-
tress. “I can't! It's too much to ask.
I should feel as if the house was in a
perfect clutter if 1 had those images
all over my wall. [ couldn't breathe.
It don’t seem to me {U's the place for
such things, anyway, seems kind of
wicked, birds and flowers, and they'd
haunt me, I should dream of ‘em.
What did S8am ask me to do It for?”

She went back . inte the parlor
where Milly Davis waited in a breath.
less and solemn agitation,

“Of course they had ought to pay
their interest money,"” mused Miss
Hatty, looking at the child with dazed
and woeful eyes as if she scarcely
realized her presence, “But  Susy
Pillow's lived here so long, it'll about
break her heart to go away, 1 do sup-
| poge it's my duty ns a nelghbor and a
Christian to help her out,: If it's any-
ways in my power to do it. 1 wish it
wasn't. T wish—I don't gee how I can,
anyhow In the world. It'll be every
bit s hard as moving myself to have
all those things staring and flaring at
me, and figurin’ round me all the
time, I'd rather move, 1'd rather go
and live somewhere else, in a strange
house, than stay here where [t won't
scem ke home any more,”

Milly, round-eyed., awed and fas
cinated by this unheardwof outburst
from her gentle mistress, ventured a
trembling word of consolation,

But Mlss Hatty turned upon her
with a pale though gentle austerity.

“Milly," she sald, “there's the shop-
bell, run and see what's wanted."

After that the day wora away slow-
Iy and in silence. An atmosphere of
gloom pervaded shop and parlor,
Trade was dull, though the day was
s0 bright, and even the tinkle of the
little bell, usually so cheerful and in
spiring, had now a  lugubrlous and
tuneless sound, as if it shared the
general dejection The lights were
oxtingulshed early, and bldding Milly
n kind but distant good-night, Miss
Hatty retired to her chamber,

What spiritual struggles were hers
during the night watches, what self-
communings, what debates Dbetween
consclence and inclination, what deep
and sorrowflul study of the situatlon
In all its aspects, those things no one
ever knew. Dut when dawn broke, ft

cheek, pure as an jonfant's
tranquilly upon her maiden
and when she came downstlalrs,
ling erisply In her fresh print
the cloud of yesterday had vanished
from her face. There Instead
upon her brow,
salntly serenity. The battle had evl
dently been fought, the victory won,
As she pulled up the blinds to let in
n strenm of morning sunshine,
arranged with careful hands the con
tents of her window, or husled hergelf
with Milly's help, about her little
breakfast-table, everywhere, a  mild

pressed

rust-

shone

Bascom, | and beauntiful ealm seemed to enfold

hastily, disturbed by her tears, "don't | and diffuse itself about her ke a

you worry about it, Hatty.
I've yielded to you half a dozen times
already,
I'm golng back to the cily to-day, and |
I'll tell you what it is, I'm golng m|
send yon that paper—plck it out my- |
gelf, the very prettiest there s In all
Boston—Make you a present of it."

A spark of fire dried the dew Iin
Miss Hatty's eyes

“T don't want 1t, thank vou, Bam,"
ghe sald, with a firmness as absolute
as It was gentle, “And I sha'n't hang
it if you do send It to me.”

“Tat, tut! Sha'n't? 1 say shall!™
retorted Mr, Bascom, smiling with the |
most fmperturbable good humor. He

You know | fragrance,

later In
Mr

when,
of

Even

day, the fidelity Bascom’s
the wall-paper, deposited, rolls and
rolls of it, in the little hall by na

wondering expressman when, upon in

gpection, It was found to be more
magnificent than Mrs. Plllow's, the
glories of whose hangings paled be-

fore the more effulgent splendors of

these, in all the shinlng newnesa of
thelr satin stripes and the tropleal
luxurinnee of the vegetation which

erlIy Davis that they should hurry

of the paper might be begun al once,

I'm too easy-going by half, | purpose was proved hy the arrival ul'!

apread and flourished thereon, --\-_';;

then, Hatty's brow remalved unruf
fled. And when, with ineffable sweet
ness and composure, she suggested to

-

| brother, stopping short to look at her.

gown, |

a serlous an almost |

thi'll

do it, T suppose; nlways manages to |

1 |

found her sleeping quietly, her smooth | lous stare upon his sister.

pillow, | per put up—wrong side out?"

e | hung It at all

up with the work, so that the banging

that humble handmalden was speech:
less  with astonithed and adoring
wonder,

On the eventful Friday which was
to declde the fate of the offending
Pillows, Mr. Dascom, alighting from
the Boston train, was surprised to
find his sister waiting for him on the
platform.

“Hello, Hattty!"
oit a brotherly hand.
you1

“Very well, thank you, Sam,” re-
plled Miss Hatty. “1 thought you'd
be on that train, so 1 walked down to
meet you. Milly's at the shop.”

“Very good of you, I'm sure,” sald
Sam, heartily, wondering within hime
welf,

“I thought,” Miss Hatly went on,
putting up her little rose-colored para-
gol, and walking beside him demure-
Iy, “1 thought that you might go down-
town before coming up to the house,
gnd U'd betler ses  you first—you
might like to know I've hung the pa-
per, Sam."”

“Hy Jove,

he sald, holding
“How are

you have!" eried her
She lfted her eyves to his with a
dovellke Innocence and calm in their
clear depths

“Yes, I've bhung the paper,” she re-
peated, gently., “So you won't, you
won't do anything about the Plllows,
will you, Sam?"

“Why, no, no, of course I sha'n't,
not if you've hung the paper; | prom-
ised you, didn't 1?7 Dan Billow lttle
knows what he owes you, though!™
he lnughed, “It's a pretty good barn
gain for you all round, seems to me,
eh, Hatty?"

Then, glancing at the pure outline
of her cheek ng she moved moekly
beside him in the rosy shadow of the
parnsol, he was smitten with sudden
remorse and admiration.

“You're a8 good woman, Hatty!
You certainly are!" he sald. “You
didn't want to glve In and put up that
paper, now, did you?"

“No,” confessed Miss
didn’t want to, Sam.”

“It's too bad—I1 declare It Is! But
you'll get used to it. 1 warrant you
it won't be long before you're actual-
ly fond of it. 1 don't belleve you
mind it now as much ag you thought
you would, eh?

She smiled at him, gently.

“1 think,” she admitted, "that It
does look better than I thought it
would at first.”

“Bravo!" he cried, well plensed.
“And now I must leave yon, my dear,
I have some errande to do; but 1'll
be up in time for supper, and then
we'll have a look at Your gorgeous-
ness. Good-bhy!"

“Good-by,"” sald hig sister, dellcately
adjusting the rufle on her arm which
his carelesa touch - had disturbed,
“8ix o'clock; don't be late, Sam!™

He was not late, He eame boune-
Iing merrily into the little shop—very
llke the traditional bull among the
china—at a quarter before six, to find
both his slster and Milly Davis awalt.
ing him there, the latter in a tremor
of obvious excltement and apprehens
sion.

“Hallo, Hatty!" he erled. “Supper

Hatty, *I1

ready? T'm hungry ns o hunter. Made
it all right with Pillow, and there's no |
telling when I shall see a cent of his
money, thanks to you! Well, let's |
have a look at the paper; I'm as curls |
ous a8 a youngster to gee it!"

“Yes?" sald Miss Hatty, with a lit.
tle upward Inflection of her vuim.l
She finished drying the coins which
she had just dipped out of the china
bowl, and dropped them into the till;
then she opened the door of the
parior, and, the others following her,
they all went in together.

“What!" sald Sam, staring about
him, bewlldered. The vague, soft,
brownish coloring of the walls showed
dimly In the gathering twillght. “I
thought you sanid you'd hung it, Hat-
ty!” |

“80 T have, Sam,” returned his sls-:
ter, regarding it with a serene and
gentle gaze, “So 1 have hung It."

“But—why—there’'s saome mistake,
then!" he cried. “This lsn't the pa-
per T ordered! That was the livelieat
paper in all Hoston, There were
birds on It, and flowers, and—"

0, Mr. Bascom!"” eried Milly, wild-
lv, no longer able to control the
tumult of her feeings. “They're all |
there—the flowers and the birds and

everything—they're there, only you
can't see  'em, becnuse—bechusi—
they're on the other side!” |

Mr. Bascom turned a slow, incredu-
“Hatty!" he sald, “you had that pa-
-

The color In Miss Hatty's transpar |
ent ¢heek would have shamed the ef- |
forts of the plok parasol and the sun-
#hine comhbined.

“"Why, ves,” she sald, liting her
eyed to his face with angelic lnno-
cence and candor, “I didn't suppose it
mattered how I Bung i, so long as [
And T liked it better
this way, Sam!"

There was a moment's silence,
Then Mr. Bascom brike into a roar
of laughter that rattled the astonished
Lteaeunps n‘x the ghelyes :

“1 glve' In!" he shouted T glva
in, Hatty! You've beaten me twice
over!  And 1 might have known you
would, T vow 1'll never try to got the
better of you ngain! Go canll In the
Pillows—nask 'em to supper lLat's
have n celebration! It's worth it to
me If I never get another cent on that
mortgage Hatty, Hatty—what a
woman you are—what & woman you
are!”

A lttle smile curved the corners of
Miss Hatry's delicate lips,

“I thought you'd be pleased, Sam”
vhe suld, demurely, “Milly, set the
table for two more, and go and ask
Alrs. Pillow If gshe and Mr. Pillow will
be good enough to come In to tea!"™
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GIBBONS HITS HIGH PRICES

The high cost of llving, which seems to be
getting higher right along without any apparent
prospect of rellef, has atiracted the attention of
one man who is powerful encugh to do something
toward checking It. The man s Cardinal Gib
bons, head of the Catholic church in the United
States. One word from the cardinal and millions
of his people would stop eating meat. The effect
of such & thing on the meat trust ean well be
fmagined. 1t s hardly probable that Cardinal
Gibbons will take such action, but he says he s
ready to do anything In his power to make the
necessaries of life cheaper for the people.

“Something must be wrong with econoinle
conditiong {n the country,”™ he spald, “when wages
and salaries remnln the same, when at the same
time food supplies continue to Intreage In price
I feel,” continued the eardinal, “that comething ought to be done to correct
this evil, 1 myself have felt the welght of the high prices of the necessaries
of life. For a long time I have notieed that prices of supplies of all kinds
secmed to be getting higher, but while 1 have thought over the matter I do
not know jusi what cnuses the advance in prices,

"Of ome (hing I am certaln, prices of necessaries have not kepl pace
with wages, that Is, wages have nolsdnereased In proportion to the Inereased
cort of living."

It was suggested to his eminence that the trusts might be responsible for
the eyvils complulned of.

“Ag to that 1 am not prepared to say.” replled the cardinnl, "Some
thing evidently is wrong when many of the commonest pecessities in foods
are priced at such enormous figures. You can say for me that 1 heartlly
Indorse any movement which will tend to reduce the cost of living for the
muasses of the people of this ecountry.

“I mm not a believer In the efficacy of big public conventions to effect
reforms. Work of that kind requires something more than speeches and the
gathering of large bodles of men, 'The heart and consclence of the people
at large must be stirred by the church before any real abuseés can be cor
rected.” J
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PAULHAN A DARING AVIATOR

Louls Paulhan, the daring French aviator, has
boen runoing a sort of aerial "bus line out at Los
Angeles, Cal. In addition to breaking some rec
ords and taking a 20-mlile trip out over the Pa
cific ocean, Paulhan has been coolly earrying
some distinguished passengers around smong the
A clouds, Among these was Willlam Randolph
Hearst, publisher, and someétimes spoken of ns
a possible candidate for president, Mr. Hearst
enjoyed the ride so thoroughly that he wrote an
account of it for his own papers and it was pub
lished, every lilne of IL.

This man Paulhan scems to have uncrowned
our own Wright brothers as “kings of the alr”
From New York recently came the announce
ment that the Wrights have given up fiylng them:
selves and will henceforth devote their attention
to bullding machines for some one else to soar among the clouds in, This
seems llke a sensible thing to do, so the Wrights, Orville and Wilbur, prob
ably do not care how high Paulhan goes, what speed he attaing or how many
hours he stays in the air, It will only boost the airship game,

Mrs. Paulhan often accompanles her daring husband on his flights
and a ride In the alr is now as common to her as a spin through a city park
is to the wife of a trust magnate. Paulhan usés a Farman biplane In his
flights. Ile operates it as coolly as & mother rocking the cradle of her sixth
baby and doesn't seem to know what the word fear means. Many predic
tions has been made that the alrship Is the coming vehlele of transportation.
It will not be long, say some enthusinsts, before a Chicagoan and his wife
will eat luncheon at home, then start out in their airship and have slx
o'clock dinner with a friend in 8t. Louls, returning to Chicago by midnight,
It may be a long time before such a thing s possible, but to watch Paulbhan
akim through the air it doesn't seem unreasonable,

HUGHES TO QUIT POLITICS

Gov, Hughes of New York s going to get out
of politics. He will not be o candidate for office
again, This Is good news to a certain class of
-people, especlully the race track ring of New
York. Racing flourished in New York when
Hughes took hold as governor. The man who
brought the Insurance companies, with their bil-
llons of dollars, to terms and made them be good,
didn't jump at the racing barons right away.
He bided his time and then went after them right,
As a result the betting end of the business, which
has become the real lssue, was practically killed,
The oral betting system, through a declsion of
court, s still in existence, but through it the
“piker” Is not much In evidence. The clerk who
earns only a few dollnrs a week and had been
wont to Jose It on the races Instead of devoting
it to his family, has little or no chance to throw away his money at the race
trncks, True, there are pool rooms where he ean bet, but most men like to
see the horses run for thelr money and do pot play in the pool rooms,

Gov., Hughes attended the meeting of governors In New York and took &
prominent part In the affalrs of the conference. Asked If it were true that
he Intended to retire to private life at the expliration of his present term,
Gov. Hughes sald:

“That statement Is absolutely correct,
when 1 leave the executive office.”

“What sbout the Republican nomination for the presidency In 19129

“1 ean say In reply to that question only that I Intend to resume the prace
tice of law when 1 retire as governor." To a friend Gov. Hughes is quoted as
having suid be supported the Taft administration, when the subject of the
presideney was mentioned to him,

GRAVES THE NEW FORESTER

When Preshilent Taft appointed Henry B,
Graves forester of the United States to take the
place of Gifford Pinchot there were many expres.
sions of surprise In Washington, It was not he-
couse there was any bellef that Mr. Graves wil
ot Al the biL or of any doubt that he is not
entirely competent, but because Graves Is one of
Pinchot's henchmen, To fire Pinchot and then
put Giraves, & man who was made by Pinchot, in
his place wad rather unexpectod of the presidont,
o say the lvast,
to Pinchot

Mr., Graves glives

I shall resume the practice of law

IV must have bLeen Evutifying

up the position of head of
the Yule forestry school to work for the govern
ment, lle wag a FPinchot protege and entertnins
substantinlly the same views sand advoeats 8 the
same policles ay big (A
has taken a Hrm staud for conservation

However it I not expected that he will be quick to enter Ihto n contro
versy with a cabinet officer. He ts not as wealthy as Pinchot by ANY MeRns
and has to work for a living, while Mr. Pinchot had lotg of money and didn'l
need the salary Unele S8am pald him each month.

After a courge of gradunte study st Harvard Mr., Graves Joined My
chot at Biltmore, N. C,, where upon the Vanderbilt estate the first ur plies

jlrt'{luuuhnr in offico.

I*in
ition

of svientific forestry o American conditions wias made. When Mr Pinehot
became forester of the department of agriculture in July, 1895, Al Gruvos
became his Hrsl assistant

In 1900, when the Yale forest school was founded, he left his pusition as

assiatant chief In what then was culled the division of forestry

o bocot
the head of the school, o

PART OF HIS BRAIN GONE

8t. Louis Boy Romps and ‘Ian and
is Bright Despite the
Lons. H

8L Louls-—A lttle German boy In
North 8t Louls seems likely to dis-
prove certain theories that medical ex:
perts have cherizshed for many yurJ
by living in bealth and bappiness with|
a bullet In hig brain,

On the evening of July 3, 1000, Iit«-!
tle Freddy Schaefering was playing

Freddie Sehaefering.

with his chums when one of them un:
dortook to clean a small revolver In
preparation for the nolse-making, glors
lous (ndependence celebration. The
weapon wae discharged and the bullet
ledged in Freddy's head.

The wounded boy was taken to the
hospital and lay unconscioun for three
daye. More than a tablespoonful of
brains oozed out, but the bulet re.
fuged to follow, and the doctors sald
that with a hole extending three
Inches Into his head Freddy must die.

However, Freddy had no notlon of
dying. His parenta took him home as
soon aa the doctors shid they could
not save him. Today he ls the live
Hest slx-yenrold In the nelghborhood
of his home at 4124 Hull place. He
runs, jumps, and plays like any other
youngster, knows everybody by name,
and Is apparently a healthy boy of un-
usually bright mind.

The X-ray has shown the exact lo
catlon of the leaden missile that lles
In hig brain, Onece an operation was
attempted, bu® as soon ns the skull
had been cut through the doctors de-
sisted under the belief that an opera-
tion would be fatal,

MISS MORGAN'S UNION PLANS

Banker's Daughter Expects to Reor
ganize Girl Workers and Elimin-
ate Soclalistic Features, .

New York.—Miss Aunne Morgan,
daughter of Plerpont Morgan, who has
taken a prominent part In the strike
of shirt waist makers here, |8 con-
vineed from her study of unloniam In
New York that many conditions in la-
bor organizations for women uaré de:
trimental.

According to a statement given out
here, Miss Morgan believes that one of
the greatest detriments to the cause
ts ita tendency towards socinllam,

Bhe thinks also that the leaders of

e
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the unsophistieated girl unionists fre.
quently abuse their offlce.

"It s Miss Morgan's purpose to un
dertake the organlzatlon of women
workers on a different basls than at
present, but with the same object in
view,” Is the announcement.

g
The New Neuritls. '
“Nouritis 18 in—appendieitis I out,
It 18 very old-fashioned to have appen-
dicitls now, but If you get a dose of

neuritls you are to be congratulated
for your modernity.”

The speaker, a physician, laughed
bitterly.

“We doctors,” he sald, “are as much
Influenced by fads and crazes In dls-
onfa s the women are influenced by
fushlon’s fnds and crazes, Everything
I8 neuritis nowadays. The dowager
duchesa of Maonclester dled of neu.
ritls. Edna May's husband went to
Riarritz for his neurltis. Lord Curzon
coukdn’t spesk ut the budget debate In
tho house of lords—he was suffering
from an nttack of neoritis.

“*What's the matter with John D7
The poor fellow has got neuritls! ‘I
didn’t see Harry Lehr uat the em.
broidery bazaar!' ‘No, kis neuritis has
come baek on him.” ‘John Jacob Asg-
tor's looking rather pale.' ‘Didn’t you

know the hurricane guve him pey-
ritie?
“Thuat's the tulk noWadays, and

umrk me well, Sedalla and Duluth win
be setting up peuritis clubs before the
year 1s out.™




