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CHAPTER L

’ RCH Treviyn had
had a good day.
Business had been
brisk, The "~ raln
had fallen steadily
since daybreak,
and the  street
crossings Iin New
York were ankle
deep In mud
The little street
Aweeper's Armas
mohed fearfully, but his pocket was full
of pennles, Interspersed with an occa-
slonal half dime,

The clouds were breaking in the west,
and a gleam of sunshine gllded the tall
tower of 8Bt, John's. Arch shouldered
his broom, and whistled a merry tune
as he took his way homeward, His
bright dark eyes sparkled as he thought
bow the wsight of his earnings would
cheer his  feeble mother, Bhe could
have tea now, with real milk and some
wugar.in it, and an orange, too. Only
yesterdny she wan wishing she had an
orange.

Arch's way led past a hortlealturist's
#tore, Td his eyes wandered longingly
over th¥ digplay of flowers In the win-
dow, e must bave just one wee white
rose, because, only the Sabbath before,
while he mat at his mother's feet, she
had wopt In telling him shout the sweet
roses that used to grow under the win-
dow of the little country cottage where
her bAppy youth had been spent,

The white rose would be like bring-
ing back to her ever so little a bit of
the happy past. It could not cost much,
angd Arch felt wealthy as a prince, He
stapped Into the store and asked the
price of 'a white rose, The clerk an-
swered him roughly:

“(et gut of the store, you young ras-
cal. You want to steal something.”

“1 am not a thief, sir,” sald the boy,
provly, bis sallow cheeks crimsoning
hotly, 1 want a rose for my mother.|
1 I can pay for it!”

“It'e half a dollar, If you want it.”
sald the man sneeringly, “S8how your
money, or take yourself off this min-
ute!”

Areh’s countenance fell.’ He bad not
half & dollar in all. He turned sadly
awny, his head drooping, his lip quiv-
ering Oh, how very hard It was to
be poor, he thought, looking enviously
at the costly carringe with a palr of
aplendid grays, standing before the
door,

“Stdb, little boy! sald a sweet voice
from somewhere among the roses and
heuﬂ(npeg. “Is your mother slek?"

Agch removed his cap—some Inborn
spirit of courtesy prompting him to be
reverent toward the glorlous vision
which burst upon him, For a moment
he thought he saw an angel, and al-
most expected that she would unfold
her silvery wings, and vanish in a gold-
en cloud from his sight. But after the
first glance he saw that she waa a little
girl about his own age—eight or nine
years old, perhaps—with yellow curls,
deep hazel eyes, a mouth like a rosabud,
and a blue silk frock. She repeated the
question:

“Is your mother sick, little boy?”

. “Noy she Is not sick, for she always
sits up, and sews. But she 18 not
strong, and her cheeks never have any
color in them, like yours.'

“And does she love flowera?"”

“Yes, she loves them dearly. She
kisses them always, when she has any.
And that's not often.”

“Does she? That's nice. Just like 1 |
do!" said the little girl in a pleased I
volee., “Mr. Burns'—to the gruff
clerk—"here I8 a dollar. Glve me some
real nice'roses, and two or three sweet
pinks.” The lady shall have sume flow- !
ers. Tell her I sent them,"

“Who shall 1 say sent them?"

" uMargle Harrison. Will she know
me, think?"

] gness not. But it's all the same,
1 shalidell her you are one of the angels,
any #ay, She knows about them, for

she'ntold me ever so much about them.” | peggy Sullivan, if she aln't
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l]uat llke the park all round.

who was all the world to him, It was
a poor part of the elty—an old, tum Hle
down wooden house, swarming with
tenants, teeming with misery, filth and
crime,

Up & crazy flight of steps, and turn-
ing to the right, Arch saw that the door
of his mother's room was half open, and
the storm had beaten in on the floor.
It was all damp and dismal, and such
an Indescribable alr of desolation over
evorything! Arcn’g heart beat a little
slower as he went In, His mother sat
in an arm chalr by the window, an
uncovered box in her lap, and a min-
{ature locket clasped in her hand,

“Oh, mother! mother dearggt!” cried
Arch, holding up the flowers, “only look
what I have got! An angel gave them
to me! A very angel, with hair like the
sunshine, and a blue frock, all real silk!
And I have got my pocket full of pen-
nles, and you shall have an orange,
mother, and ever so many nlee little
thinges heside, Bee, mother dear!”

He displayed a handful of coln, but
she did not notlee him, He looked at
her through the gloom of the twilight,
and a feeling of terrible awe stole over
him, He erept to her side and touched
her cheek with his finger. It was cold
as lce, A mortal pallor overspread his
face; the pennies and the flowers rolled
unheeded to the floor,

“Dead! dead! My mother I8 dead!”
he eried,

He did not display any of the passion-
ate grief which |s natural to childhood
—there were no tears In his feverish
eyen, He took her cold hands In his
own, and stood there all night long,
smoothing back the beautiful halr and
talking to her as one would talk to a
slek ehild,

It was thus that Mat Miller found him
the next morning. Mat was a little
older than himself—a street sweeper,
also, Bhe and Arch had always been
good friends; they sympathized with
each other when bad luck was on them,
and ‘they cheered lustily when fortune
smiled,

“Hurrah, Arch!" erled Mat, as she
burst Into the room; “It ralns again,
and we shall get a harvest! Good
graclons, Arch! ls—your—mother—
dead?”

“Hush!” sald the boy, putting down
the cold hand; “I have been trylpg to
warm her all nlght, but it's no use,
Only just feel how llke ice my hands
are, I wish I was as cold all over, and
then they would let me stay with my
mother."”

“Oh, Arch!” cried the glrl, sinking
down beside him on the desolate hearth,
“it's & hard world to live In. 1 won-
der if, when folks be dead, they have
to sweep crossings, and be kicked and
be cuffed round by old grandmas when
they don’'t get no pennies? If they
don't then 1 wish 1 was dead, too,
Areh!"

“I suppose it's wicked, Mat. She used
to say so. Bhe told me never Lo get
tired of walting for God's own time—
her very words, Mat. Well, now her
time has come, and I am all alone—all
alone! Oh, mother--mother!” He
threw himself down before the dead
woman, and his form shook with emo-
tion, but not a tear came to his eyes,
Only that hard, stony look of hopeless
despalr, Mat crept up to him and took
his head In her lap, smoothing softly
the matted chestnut halr.

“Don’t take on 8o, Arch, don't!" she
eried, the tears running down over her
gunburnt face, “I'lll be a mother to ye,
Arch! I will, Indeed! I know ['m a lit-
tle brat, but I love you, Arch, and some
time, when we get bigger, U'll marry
you, Arch, and we'll lve in the country,
where there's birds and flowers, and it's
Don't
feel so, don't!"”

Arch pressed the dirty Hitle hands
that fluttered about him-—for, next to
his mother, he loved Mat.

“1 will go out now and call some-
body,” she said; "there's Mrs, Hill and
drunk

The little girl laughed, and gave him | Rither of them will come!” And u fow

the fewérs,

" 't woll them with your grimy
hn[d):.‘ sald a little sauclly; “and
when
your name™

J'Abcher Treviyn.”

“Whe, what a nlee name! Just like
names in & story book, 1 know some
elegant people by the name of Treviyn.
But they live in a big house and have
flowers enough of thelr own. 8o they
can't be your folks, can they'"

“No, they're not my folks,” replied
the boy with & touch of bitterness in his
Joloe "

“Welly Archer, when you get home,
youiwash your face, da! It's so dirty.”

The bay fushed hotly, If one of his
compimions had sald that ta him, he
would have knocked him down lnstant-

" L e forgave everyihing this lit
E.N sald, because she was so hoau

"1 am A streel sweeper, mise”

kind

“Oh; that accounts for it then It's
m uddy today. and you must be
Mark! there's Flarine calliug me

(oo by, Archer ™
She vanished, and & moment latey
the bay say hor Alsappear within (he
sarviage. whivh, loaded dewn
L fragrant  blossams, was driven
. He steod a title while
I, then, pulling his oap

wred, and grasplug the
his

of her Bowers tightly in
purple hand o started home
'u sould hardly be oalled s,
yo!

Where—ine dear

minutes later the room was filled with
the rude netghbors

\ % | They did not think It necessary o
got home—let's wee, what's | cull u coroner. She had been alling for |
complaint, the |

n long time Heart

| physician sald--and she had probably
Aled In one of those spasma to which
she wWas suhject Ho they
robed her for the grave, und when all
wia done, Arch stole in and lald the
pinks and roses on her breast.

“Oh, mother! mother! he sald, bond.
Ing over her In agony, “"she sent them
to you, and you shall have them' |
thought they would make you so hap
py! Well, maybe they will now' Whae
oan tell ™

The funeral was a very podr one. A
kind olty missionary prayed over the
remalns. and he hearse was followed
o Potiler's Fleld only by Mat and
Areh - ragavd and tatiered, hul sincere

Wauthers

CHAPTER 11

the
wah Bome te Aroher. M8 | raugh vae, but she aln 't Kloked e since

ael  plagus cal

I tare her cap o

|

! Jolned 8o s to enable it to be turned

. HEN they CAe
back Mat touk
Areh's  hand  and
od him Inte ihe
wretohed den she
valled hame
You shall siay
herte, Amh.  wiih
tirandina Fivwas

and me. Ahe sald
you might o you'd
be & goad boy, and
Urandma's »

'm oo big W

kicked now. BSit down, Arch; you!

Kknow vou ean't stay at home now."” l .

Yes, to be gure he could not stay there
any longer, No one knew that any bet- |
ter than Arch. The Jlandlord had
warne him out that very mornidg. A
half-quarter's rent was still due, and
the meager furniture would hardly g
fice to sntisfy his claim. Hitherto, Mrs,
Trevlyn had managed to pay her own
expenses, but, now that she was gone,
Arch knew that It was more than folly
to think of renting a room, But he
could not suppress a cry of pain when
they came to take away the things, and
when they lald their rude hands on the
chalr In which his mother dled, poor
Arch could endure no more, but fled
out Inte the street and wandered about
till bunger and weariness forced him
back to the old haunt,

He accepted the hospitality of Grand-
ma Rugg, and made his home with her
and Mat. The Influences which wsur-
rounded him were not calculated to de-
velop good prineiples, and Arch grew
rude and bolsterous, lke the other
street boys. He heard the vilest lan-
guage—onths were the rule rather than
the exception In Grigg Court, as the

place was called—and gambling, and
drunkenness, and Heentiousness
abounded, Still, It was singular how

much evil Arch shunned,

But there was growing within him &
principle of bitter hatred, which one
day might embitter his whole exist-
ence, Perhaps he had cause for It; he
thought he had, and cherished it with
Jeanlous care, lest It should be annihil-
ated as the years went on,

From his mother's private papers he
had learned much of her history that
he had before been lgnorant of, Bhe
had never spoken to him very freely of
the past, Bhe knew how proud and
high his temper was, and acted with
wisdom In burylng the story of her
wrongs In her own breast,

Her father, Hubert Treviyn, had
come of a proud family, There wag no
bluer blood In the land than that which
ran In the velns of the Treviyns, Not
very far back they had an earl for thelr
ancestor, and, better than that, the
whole long lineage had never been tar-
nished by a breath of dishonor,

Hubert was the sale child of his fath-
er, and In him were contered many |
bright and precious hopes. His father
was & kind parent, though a stern one,
who would never brook a shade of dis-
obedience in this boy upon whom his
fondest hopes and aspirations were
fixed,

When Hubert was about twenty-four
he went into the country for his health,
which was never very robust, and while
there he met Helen Crayton. It wos
a case of love at first sight, but none
the less pure and steadfast on that ac-
count, Helen was an orphan—a poor
seamstress, but beautiful and intelll-
gent beyond any woman he had ever
met, They loved, and they would not
be cheated out of thelr happiness by |
any worldly opposition. Hubert wrote
to his father, informing him of his love
for Helen, and asking his consent to
thelr unjon. Such a letter as he re-
celved In return! It bade him glve up
the girl at once and return home, If
he ever spoke of her agaln he was dis-
owned forever! He might consider
himself houseless and homeless,

Hubert had some of the prond Trev-
lyn blood in his composlition, and this
letter roused It thoroughly. A week
afterward he was the husband of Helen
C'rayton, He took his young wife to
the city, and, having something of n
talent for painting, he opened a studlo,
hoping to receive sufficlent patronage
from his friends to support his family
in comfort.

(TO BB CONTINUED, )
NEW SUBMARINE BOAT.

In Which Three Men Can Live Under
Water Twelve Hours.

Yet another submarine boat has been
invented, or Is It an old friend under
an assumed name?  Be this as it may,
a submarine boat, ordered by the Hra-
zillan government, was to be tried this
week on the SBelne, and the trials helng
satisfactory other and larger vessels
are to be hnllt, says the Court Journal
The new boat, which I8 named the
Goubet, is some tewenty-six feet long,
about & feet 6 Inches in dlameter in the
center, and has a displacement of abont
ten tons, ‘I'he motive power ln supplied
by #lectricity, and the scrow nlso se;ves
the purpose of a rdder, the shaft heing

either to the right or to the left. Three
men, the inventor claims, ean Yve un
der wuter in the Goubet for twelve
hours with the supply of compressod
alr.  This has, of course, to be proved
but In the event of anvthing golug
wrong, 4 lead keel, welghing over a
ton will be dropped, and the boat wil)
at onee come to the surface like o cork,
On account of eleetricty belng used for
supplying the propelling power, the |
aphere of aetion of the new boat must |
of necessity be very lmited, as com-
Ppanses cannot b used, but It could do
all that s required of I, i Wken on
board & vessel and launched whon the
enemy's ships were in sight. The Gou- |
bet's misslon s to thiow terpedoes, and |
il the arrangement for throwing these |
prajectiles can be relled upon, she will
prave & formidable antagonist 'n
sink the Goubet water s ot Inte com- |
partments in the lower part of the hoat, |
and when e sunk 9 any oguired
epth In that position M remsins oy-
wotly, the arrangement for sluking the
sl being »o benutifully and care

fully arvanesd. One sunes of waler
Wt o leas  will cause the baat o sink
lened oF come nearer the surface

Fhusds wl the Nile

The fNoads of the Nile are s ivgular
W thelr coming that oy hundeeds of
o (hey have uel varisd ten days
i the date of (heir arvival &t & glven
polit.  The Nile mud, which renders
Baypt & habitable countey, s sald 0
bear & siriking resomblance W st
whivh svery seaseon s brought down
by Missour!

— —————————

: RUFFLES.
4 Mother Bickerdyhe's Work for
: Poor Soldiers.

R IO

“DId you say that Mother Bicker-
dyhe was in Washington 7"

“ did. T saw her In the pension
office an hour ago.”

“Bless my soull Call Ruff. We
haven't ween that blessed old woman
since the warl”

“Knew her, then, [ suppose?’

“Knew her? Well, rather. An angel
appeared with-not wings exactly ~but

healing, to two poor tramps with brok- |

en bones, bleeding wounds and stary-
Ing bodles, Bhe appeared with heav-
enly smiles, and food, nnd cheer, and

ruflled night gowns! That's how Ruff |

got his pame.”

“Welll Always heard hilm  ealled
‘Ruff,’ but took It to be short for Ru-
I’u'n. talph, or, maybe, Ruphael.”

Ihese middle-aged men had come to
the pension offiee on besiness and to
look over thelr old camplng grounds,

now In the heart of the grent eapltal |

city, nnd this was the story of “Com-
rade Huof:"

“ln 1864 Bam and 1 were dischorged |

from a Southern hospital, a8 able to
go bome and wake room for others,

"Know MHert Well, Rather,"
Battles were fought every day, and the
dylng and wounded brought in hun-
dreds to the hospitals, ‘This old, emp-
& sleeve, boys, tells my story, and

m bad a bullet In his hip, It waw
August, and the heat Intolerable. We
started for home, but, travellng on
slow trulns, walting at crowded depots
in the hot sun and wanting care, our
wounds hroke out afresh. We hind to
stop off one night on the Ohlo & Mo-
bile rond, crawl Into a little shnoty,
and lle down, we felt, to die, Vro-
vislous and bandages used up, clothes
In rags, and our wounds bleeding, |
orawled half n mile for water and do-
termined to signal the next trnin and
beg for food and help, [ tled a serap
of white paper 1 had pleked up to n
stick, and about sundown waved my
signal up and down as the evening
train eame by,

The conductor slowed up.

“Wha! do you want? he shouted

““T'ake ns aboard or leave us sup-
plies!’ 1 yelled,

“Sam had stumbled over to the track,
and we didn't look like Interesting pas-
seLgers, The traln  stopped, OfF
spaang a4 sunshiny, cheery, falr-faced
weman, She carrled n bhundle almmost

a8 big as herself, and a black bag, and

a supbonnet bung off her neck., It
was so warm, boys, Talk about an-
gels! We met one then!

“She sald: Why, boys, you look pret-
ty well used up, Soap and water and
bandages and—something good in your
poor stomachs, first, 1 guess!’ She
grumbled at the nurses and surgeons
who could ‘let boys go on In that fix/’
Out of that bag and bundle came ev-
erything we needed. We bullt a fire
and cooked such a supper as we never
tacted since! Just we three, In that
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cuat rufMes aind lace were not to be rid-
fenled.
| “T'hese gowns, with other garments,

M, had been given Mother Bickerdyhe by

wealthy women for the hospitals, and
all the way through the South she had
I wold the finest to the rebel women for
L butter, eges nnd milk, These she had
| brought nlong for that purpose,
“T'he next morning she took us along
1‘ with her to the fleld hosplinl, When

able we were sent home, ‘unfit for
duty.! And, boys, BSam goes on one leg
~1 have only one arm, but 1 tell you,
whogever and wherever Mother Blek-
erdyhe's face shines on us in this
world, there's one arm to wave, and
one willing leg to tramp lo her ser-
vice."

| That very week Mother Blekerdyhe
{ mat “the boye” and lnughed and erled
[ over them as they told her the story
of MutMes; and “Ruf” has been ealled
| by that names slnee 1863,

By Margnret Bpencer,

AMERICAN PINEAVPLES,
Thelr Cultnre n Growing Industry
in Floridn,

While most of the plneapples sold in
the United States have, within recent
| yenrs, come from Cubna, the cultlvation
[ of this frult In Florida has rapldly in-
creased, and last season HOO00 crntes
woere shipped from sectlons o that
sinte other than the Keys, The out-
put from the centeal and noythern part
L of the state this year I8 exthmnted at
45,000 erntes, while, but from the duain-
nge to new plantations by frevzing o
yoenr ngo, n evop pmounting to 250,000
erntes was counted upon for the next
few months,

The Bauhnmas formerly fornished the
maln wupply, which wns carrled in
sinall solling vessels, tnking from four
Mix days to rench this port, while un-
favornble whnds nde o voynge of
twenty doys not unusunl, Most of the
ploenpples now comlng from Nogsau
andd other ports of this group are con-
wlgned to Baltimore, where they are
canned.  Aw muny a8 5,500,000 of these
plnenpples have reached that clty
within the past four yenrs, nnd Inrge
aquantitles are ennned on the island,
Nearly all the Cuban pineapples comne
to New York, 200,000 barrels and more
constituting the Imports for n year,
These plueapples are all grown near
Havann, and shipments continne dors
|qu the entire yenr, The season he-
| glnw, however, in the middle of Mareh
|
|

and continues at s helght for four

months, while the Bahamo season I8 a

month Inter In openlug,  Some of the
| choleost  plnenpples have in recent
| yenrs come from the Indiagn IKiver see-
| tlon of Moride, and exceptionnlly Inrge
| nnd Wghgeade frult  omes  from
Porto Rieo, The comparatively simnll
supples from Jamnlea include sore
ex ol eat vorieties which are in special
demnndd,

The delay of a day In the transporin.
| tlon of this pervishable fealt may mean
o henvy loss, and twenty-four hours of
Lworn, domp weather may Injure a
enrgo to the extent of 50 per cent of
ite origiunl value, No vessels wpecial-
ly fitted for earrying pine apples are
yot o serviee, and this tender fralt 1s
closely pncked In stenmers enrrying
gugnr and other heating  articles,
Quiclk  transportation  In stenmers
equipped  with  hmproved  ventilntion
and the best stornge facllities, as are
alrendy In use In the banana trade,
would open up new possibilities for
this department of the fruit trade, At
this tlme when, besldes the shorlage
eanned by the loss In Florlda, the trade
in Cubn Is affected by war, prices have
been high, The trade known to whole-
snle grocors o Hovann xx,, thirty-five
plne apples belng required to fill a bar-
rol, now connmands ¥ per barrel, and
this Is also the lmporters’ price to
whoesnle buyers for bareels holding
forty-five and ninety of the fruit-—
Garden nnd Forest,

The Surplas of Horses
In some parts of the far West It
1 wild that horses are being slaugh-

Just We Three In That Lunely Plaee

Jonely place by the railroad. W hwul

od water, and Mother iekerdyhe
washed and dressed our wounds

“oiot o ehange, boys?

“Not one g’

sOut eame the bundle, amd winppaed
around paper parcels, siiceiis hirwind
Hat, watehes and Jolly, caime bvo g
fine, cambivie nlght gowis

“ P here, bhoys got o be vleai soie

how and  eomfortable; got o hav
bandages: Just the thing: sof mind |
nlee.’

wio Bain looked nt e and 1 leaked
at Na, widd we bath botakivsd fates A

dear blue eyes of our saiul wind we all

e lower worthons for whde haml
and tsed the upper portione for

tughed sctually Inughed! Nhe  tore
off |
- metie sart of wiaging

shirta.  Mine had
' WA

:::l,-.ur::vu n.ml down o the willst

with & wide, soft, fowing ruitle 11

“ h““'“‘ wind bl b gt W
- I‘l.uldr‘ bt Mothor Hiokerdy e

b

sald “Never miwl i Inay

Trilis

You can tell the mehels they A hole

1 for our sokliom.'

'“1 our stomachs full of
v bl W
- ll| m:.‘-bh vlothis, v

trimiied  areiinl the

“We were s heavonly eomfortable |
Wl s,
s washed | for want of thought

a and decenl ahos Wmare,

corries s moral slong with 1, It
Lo that there s a great surplus
inf horses of 0 certnin Kind, Mon
when engangesd lu that bosiness should
cortalnly  couslder the propriety of
radsing some other Kind of live stock
thian horses on those moges. They
vtk sirely grow beof wt a botter res
trn than they can get for horse flesh
whoen fed o that way, And In other
TR nr bl vogularly
whanghitored wmd conned for consumg-
A s bese esis B sLEsge Use
e it the horse (e It went s the
oldevt of prsduction oin the range,
the steer or the sheep will auswer
ithe purpose ek betior than the
oo rme T  (acis are  signlibeant,
Uhey shotbl say 10 us grow horses -
i they mre growi ot oall sl wil
b far s vt busbde to e Pl b ww ke
af o be codisiieed s Fussl for i, =
yorthwesterin Farner

l|.-|ml wnd fed to swine, This fm:l

Bion i waom

e and she
Mhe e whinthed as e went, e

wahl of thought (8 course, 1L was @
by, You wouldu't fud o girt whiviling

Mo Nai she woulda't whistie; she'd
1| ik ludianapoiis Journal

L]

Spring

Medicine

Your blood In Spriong Is almost certain to
be full of impuritios —the acoumuln-
tion of the winter months, DBad ven-
tilstion of sleeping rooms, impure alr
in dwellings, factories and shops, over~
ealing, heavy, improper foods, {allure
of the kidneys and liver properly to do
extra work thus thrust upon them, are
the prime eauses of this condition, It
is of the utmost importance that you

Purify
Your Blood

Now, as when warmer weuther comes and
the tonle effect of cold bracing air ia
gone, your weak, thin, impure blood
will not furnish pecessary strength,
That tired feeling, loss of appetite, will
open the way for serious disease, ruined
bealth, or breaking out of bumors abd
Impurities. To make pure, rich, red
blood Hood's Barsaparilla stands un«
equalled,  Thousands testily to fte
merits, Milllons take It as their
Bpring Mediclue, Gol Hood's, because

Hoods

Sarsaparilla

Is the One True Blood Purlfier, AllLdruggists, 1.
Propured only by €, 1, Hood & Co,, Lowell, Muss,

Hood 'S_ El l !5_ _::l_'l' l_niill;;:ll 'I:w::'y::u'l:.“
The
Unscrupulous
Merchant

who tries to make you believe
some other skirt binding is as

gooa;;i-lﬁ‘?i?ﬂg!?'

PR -
Bias Velveteen Skirt Binding

should be taught a lesson—
buy it elsewhere,

Look for +» 8, H. & M.,"" on the Label,
and take no other,

If your dealer will not supply you
we will,

Send for samples showing labels and materials,
loths 5 H. &NPCo WP Oy Jo: 699, NchOri:C‘m

"ASK YOUR DEALER FOR
W. L. DoucLas
83. SHOE " %ol ""*

If you pay 84 to 86 for shoes, ex-
aming the W, L. Douglas Shoe, and . 3
see what a good shos you can buy for [ ]
OVER 100 STYLES AND WIDTHS,
CONGHESS, BUTBON,

and LACE, made in all
kindas of the hest selected
leather by skilled work-
men. We
mnke and »
soll more
$3 Shoes
than any

v other
munufaeturer in the world,

None genulne unless name and
price is stamped on the bottom.

Ask your d;i;r. for our W8,
W, M3.50, 82.60, 82.25 Shoes;
82.00, 82 and $1.75 {or boys,

TAKE NO BUBSTITUTE, If yourdealer
cannot supply you, send o fac-

tory, enclosing price and 3 cents
to pay carrlage, State khtd.uzh
fil

of tos (cap or plain), size

width, Our Custom Dept., will
zlml order, Send for new 1llus-
rted Catalogue to Box K,

W. L. QQUOLAS. Brockton, ﬂ_!_'l.

The Woman’s
Bicycle...

In strength, lightness, grace, and
elegance of finish and equip-
ment Model 41 Columbia is un-
approached by any other make?

2

Lysielans as proper in shape and adjust-
contributes to com.
I'he L olumbsia Cat

rum Calu

«OLUMBIA
| o
(. ment, and  every .
N font and pleasure,
“-:a-j"-:.

l wldies  are recommended by riders and
I
detail of equipment
100
| alike.
varnls line
ﬁ‘. . ‘K.

wiablesd  for
twa ¥ ceul
Vi,

rorL
* |/mig.Go.
- [} Il.""

999999999

CUT=SLASH

{CUT-SLASH

Uive & Gowd, Melluw,
Ploasant Numoke u‘;‘r’.{‘.&:"

AISE & 00 TREACYS WORLY, Barkes, A 0

(s & = 2 2 B 2 J




