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CHAPTER IL—(CoNTINSUED. )

So goon as our first hearty greetings
were over, I proceeded to ascertain how
the last year had treated Carriston. I
was both delighted and astonished at
the great change for the better which
had taken place in his manner, no less
than his appearance. FHe looked far
more robust; he seemed happier, bright-
er—altogether more like ordinary hu-
manity, Not only had he greeted me
with almost boisterous glee, but dur-
ing our drive through the wonderful
scenery he was In the gayest spirits
and full of fun and anecdote, 1 con-
gratulated him heartily upon the
marked improvement in his health,
both mentally and physically.

“Yes, I am much better,” he said.
“I followed a part of your advice—gave
up moping, tried constant chatge of
seene, interested myself in many more
things, I am quite a different man.”

“No supernatural visitations?” 1
asked, anxious to learn that his cure in
that direction was complete.

His face fell. He hesitated a second
before answering.

“No—not now,” he said. “I fought
against the strange feeling, and be-
lieve have got rid of it—at least I hope
s0."” :

I sald no more on the subject, Car-
riston plunged into a series of vivid
and mimetie descriptions of the vari-
eties of Scotch character which he had
met with during his stay. He depicted
his experiences so amusingly that I
laughed heartily for many a mile.

“But why the change in your name?”
I asked, when he paused for a moment
in his merry talk.

He blushed, and Jooked rather
ashamed, *I scarcely like to tell you;
you will think my reason so absurd.”

“Never mind. [ don't judge you hy
the ordinary standard.”

“Well, the fact is, my cousin is also
in Scotland. 1 feared if I gave my true
name at the hotel at which I stayed on
my way here, he might by chance see
it, and look me up In these wild
regions."”

“Well, and what if he did?”

“I can't tell you, I hate to know I
feel llke it. But I have always, per-
haps without cause, been afraid of him
—and this place is horribly lonely.”

Now that I understood the meaning
of his words 1 thought the boy must
be joking; but the grave look on his
face showed me he was never further
from merriment.

“Why, Carriston,” 1 cried, “you are
positively ridieulous about your cousin.
You can’t think the man wants to mur-
der you."

“l1 don't know what I think. T am
saying things to you which I ought not
to say; but every time I meet him I
feel he hates me, and wishes me out of
the world.”

“Between wishing and doing, there is
a great difference. 1 dare say all this
is fancy on your part."” :

“Perhaps so. Anyway, Cecil Carr is
as good a name up here as Charles Car-
riston, so please humor my whim and
say no more about it."”

As it made no difference to me by
what name he chose to call himself
1 dropped the subject. 1 knew of old
that some of his strange prejudices
were proof against anything 1 could do
to remove them. At last we reached
our temporary abode, It was a sub-
stantial, low-built house, owned and
fnhabited by a thrifty middle-aged

widow, who, although well-to-do so far
as the simple ideas of her neighbors
went, was nevertheless aiways willing
to add to her resources by accommo-
dating euch stray tourists as wish»d to
bury themselves for a day or two in
solitude, or artists who, ke our-
selves, preferred to enjoy the beauties
of nature undisturbed by the usual e¢b-
bing and flowing stream of sight-seers,

As Carriston asserted, the accommo-
dation, if homely, was good enough for
two single men; the fare was plentiful
and our rooms were the plcture of
cleanliness, After a cursory Inspection
1 felt sure that 1 could for a few weeks
make myself very happy In these quar-
ters,

I had not been twenty-four hours In
the Louse before 1 found out one reason
for the great change in the better in

Charles Carriston’s demeanor; knew
why his step was lighter, his oye
brighter, his volee gayer, and his

whole bearing altered. Whether the
reason was a subject for congratula-
tion or not 1 could not as yeot say.

The boy was in love; In love as only
A passionate, romantile, Imaginative
nature can be; and even then unly
once In & Mietime, Heedloss, head-
strong, impulsive, and entirely his own
master, he had given his very heart
and wul into the keeping of & woman
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stroll, T returned, and whilst standing
at the door of the house, was positively
startled by the beauty of a girl who
passed me and entered, as if she were
a regular inhabitant of the place. Not
a rosy Scolch lassie, such as one would
expect to find indjgenous to the roil;
but a slim graceful girl with delicate
clagsical features. A girl with a mass
of knotted light hair, yet with the ap-
parent anomaly, dark eyes, eyve-lushes
and eyebrows—a combination which, to
my mind, makes a style of beauty rare,
irresistible, and dangerous above all
others, The features which filled the
exquisite oval of her face were refined
and faultless, Her complexion was
pale, but its pallor in no way suggested
anything save perfect health. To ent
my enthusiastic desceription short, I
may at once say it has never been my
good fortune fe cast my eyes on a
lovelier creature than this young girl.

Although  her dress was of the

plainest and simplest description, no
one could have mistaken her for a ser-
vant; and much as I admire the bonny,
healthy Scotch country lassies, I felt
sure that the mountain alr had never
reared a being of this ethereal type,
As ehe passed me, | raised my hat in-
stinetively, She gracefully bent her
golden head, and bade me a quiet but
unemberrassed good-morning, My eves
followed her until she vanished at the
end of the dark passage which led to
the back of the house.
Even during the brief glimpse 1 en-
Joyed of this falr unknown, a strunge
idea occurred to me. There was a re-
markable likeness between her deli-
cate features and those, scarcely less
delicate, of Carriston. This resem-
blance may have added to the interest
the girl’s appearance awoke In my
mind. Anyway, I entered our sitting-
room, and, a prey to curiogity and per-
haps hunger, awaited with much fm-
patlence the appearance of Carriston—
and breakfast,

The former arvived first, Generally
speaking, he was afoot long before |
was, but this morning we had reversed
the usual order of things, As soon as
I saw him 1 erled:

“Carriston, tell me at once who Is the
lovely girl 1 met outgide, An angel,
with dark eyes and golden hair., Is
she staying here like ourselves?”

A look of pleasure flashed into his
eyes—a look which pretty well told me
everything. Nevertheless, he answered
ae carelessly as Iif such lovely women
were ag common to the mountain side
as rocks and branches:

“I expect you mean Miss Rowan: a
niece of our worthy landlady. She lives
with her.”

“S8he cannot be Scotch with such a
face and eyes."” -

“Half and half. Her father was
called an Englishman; but was, I be-
lieve, of French extraction, They say
the name was originally Rohan,”

Carriston seemed to have made close
inquiries as to Miss Rowan's parent-
age.
“But what brings her here?" [ asked,

“8he has nowhere else to go. Rowan
was an artist. He married a sister of
our hostess, and bore her away from
her native land. Some years ago she
died, leaving this one daughter, Last
year the father died, penniless, they
tell me, so the girl has since then lived
with her only relative, her aunt.”

“Well,” 1 said, “as you seem to know
all about her, you can introduce me by
and bye.”

“With the greatest pleasure, if Miss
Rowan permits,” sald Carrlston. 1 was
glad to hear him give the conditional
promise with as much respect to the
lady's wighes as if she had lLeen a
duchess,

Then, with the liberty a close friend
may take, | drew toward me a portfolio,
full, I presamed, of sketches of sur-
rounding scenery. To my surprise Car-
riston Jumped up hastily and snatehed
It from me. “They are too bad to look
at,” he sald. As | struggled to regain
possesgion, sundry strings broke. and,
lo and behold! the floor was littersd,
not with delineations of rock, lake,
and torrent, but with lmages of the
faly young girl 1 had seen 4 few min-
utes before. Full face, profile, three-
| quarter face, five, even wseven-elghth
face, all were there—each study per-
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fectly executed by Carrlston's clever
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made a rash step only himseil 1o blame
for the consequences, And why should
I have dissnaded?—I, who in two days
envied the boy's good fortune,

V.
SAW a great deal
of Madeline Rowan.

How strange and
out-of-place her
name and face

seemed amid our
surroundings, If at
first somewhat shy
and retiring, ghe
soon, If only for
Carriston’'s sake,
consented to look
upon me as a friend, and talked to me
freely and unreservedly, Then [ found
that her nature was as sweet as her
face, SBuch a conquest did she make of
me that, gave for one chimerical reason,
I should have felt quite certain that
Carriston had chosen well, and would
be happy in wedding the girl of his
cholce; heedlesgs of her humble position
In the world, and absence of befitting
wealth, When once his wife, | fell sure
that If he cared for her to win social
success, her looks and bearing would
Insure it, and from the great improve-
ment which, as [ have already sald, [
notleed in his health and spirits, 1 be-
Heved that his marriage would make
his life longer and happler.

Now for my obhjection, which seems
almost a laughable one, 1 objected on
the score of the extraordinary resem-
blance, which, so far as a man may re-
semble a woman, existed between
Charles Carriston and Madeline Row-
an. The more | saw them together,
the more | was struck by it, A strang-
er might well have taken them for twin
brother and sister. The same dellcate
features, drawn in the same lines; the
same soft, dark, dreamy eyes; even the
Comparing the
two, It needed no phrenologist or phy-
slognomist to tell yvou that where one
excelled the other excelled; where
one falled the other was wanting.
Now, could 1 have selected a wife
for my friend, I would have chosen
one with habits and constitution
entirely different from his own.
She ghould have been a bright, bustling
woman, with lots of energy and com-
mon sense—one who would have rattled
him about and kept him going—not a
lovely, dark-eyed, dreamy girl, who
could for hours at a stretch make her-
aelf supremely happy if only sitting at
her lover's feet and speaking no word,
Yet they were a handeome couple, and
never have |1 seen two people so utterly
devoted to each other as those two
seemed to be during those antumn days
which I spent with them.

I soon had a clear proof of the ¢lose-
ness of thelr mental resemblance, One
evening Carriston, Madeline, and 1
were sitting out of doors, watching the
gray mist deepening in the valley at
our feet, Two of the party were, of
course, hand in hand, the third seated
at a discreet distance—not so far away
48 to preclude conversation,” but far
enough off to be able to pretend that
he saw and heard only what was In-
tended for his eyes and ears,

How certaipn toplecs, which 1 would
have avolded discussing with Carriston,
were started, I hardly remember. Prob-
ably some strange tale had been passed
down from wilder and even more soli-
tary regions than ours—some ridicu-
lous tale of Highland superstition, ne
doubt embellished and augmented by
each one who repeated it to his fellows.
From her awed look, I soon found that
Madeline Rowan, perhaps by reason of
the Scotch blood In her veins, was as
firm a believer in things visionary and
beyond nature, as ever Charles Carris-
ton, in his siliest moments, could be,
As soon as I could, 1 stopped the talk,
and the next day, finding the girl for a
few minutes alone, told her plainly that
subjects of this kind should be kept
as far as possible from her future hus-
band's thoughts. She promised ohedi-
enge, with dreamy eyes which looked
as far away and full of visions as Car-
riston's,

“By the bye,” 1 said, “has he over
spoken to you of seeing strange
things?"

“Yes, he has hinted at it.”

“And you believe him?"

“Of course 1 do; he told me go0.”

This was unanswerable, “A pretiy
pair they will make,” | muttered, as
Madeline slipped from me to welcome
her lover, who was approaching. “They
will see ghosts in every corner, and
goblins behind ever curtain.”
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wir Isaae Newton's  Abhsence of Miad,

Air Isaac Newton, too, frequently for.
got whether he had dined or not, It
Is reported that on one occasion his
friend, Dr. Stukely, belng announcedl,
Sir Isaac asked him 1o be seated, and
he wonld join him shortly, The phi-
losopher repaired ta his laboratory,
and as time went on, It became evident
that the visit of his friend had entirely
eacaped him. The doctor was left sit-
ting in the dining-room awnttl the dia-
ner was secved. This conslsted of o
toast fowl. The host nol even pow
putting n an appearance, v, Stukely
seated himself at the tuble aml demol-
inhed the fowl When Sir lsane enteped
the rooin, and saw the remaanis of the
weal he apologised and sald Ielieve
wme, | had guite forgetien | had dined™
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DISTINGUISHED LIFE.

THE LATE HENRY D. WELSH A
SELF-MADE MAN,

One of the Directors of the Pennsylvania |

One of the Wealthiest
A Short

Kallroad and
Men In Pennsylvania
of His Career.

Story

Zj. ENRY D. WELSH,
a director in the
Pennsylvania Rall-
road Company and
for many years
prominently Identi-
fled with the busi-
ness  interests of
Philadelphia, died
recently at his resi-
dence on Chestnut
Hill, Mr. Welsh,
for many years one of the most ac-
tive railroad men of the country, was
born In Hanover, York county, Pa,, in
1824, Hia ancestors were of the strong
race of German Lutherans, who came
from the Palatinate in 1787 and settled
In York county. His grandfather
served during the revolutlonary war,
holding a commlssion issned by John
Morton as speaker of the Pennsylvania
assembly, seven days after he had
slgned the De:laration of Independ-
ence, Henry D. Welsh attended school
at Hanover academy until he was 16
vears of age, subsequently finding em-
ploment in a dry goods store in York
to learn the business, where he re-
mained until 1845. At the age of 20
he moved to Philadelphia and found a
position as salesman in the wholesale
dry goods house of Rank, Brooke &
Reppller, remaining with them until
1852, when he became a salesman for
James, Kent & Santee, afterwards
James, Kent, Santee & Co. Mr. Welsh
was admitted as a partner in the firm
In 1856, continuing with the firm until
January 1, 1881, when he retirell from
business,

After the civil war he became inter-

HENRY D. WELSH.

ssted in rallroad enterprises. He was
one of the organizers and one of the
original directors of the American
Steamship Company, and has been the
president of that company since 1874,
He was elected a director of the Penn-
sylvania railroad in 1878, which office
hie held to his death., Mr. Welsh was
chairman of the purchasing committee
and also the president of the follow-
ing railroad companies: Philadelphia,
Germantown and Chestnut Hill, Han-
over and York, Downingtown and Lan-
caster, Pennsylvania and New Jersey
railroad bridge, and of the Manor real
Estate and Trust Company, Cresson
Springs Company and of the Philadel-
phia Board of Prison Inspectors.

Mr. Welsh was also vice-president
and director of the American Surety
Company of New York, director of the
Pennsylvania institute for the Deaf and
Dumb, trustee of the Church of the
Holy Communion, Broad and Arch
streets; director of the Northern Sav-
ings Fund and Safe Deposit Company,
Market Street Natlonal Bank, Pennsyl-
vania Canal Company and of about one
hundred other railroad, ferry, coal,
bridge and kindred companies, most
of which are tributary to the Pennsyl-
vania Rallroad Company.

Mr., Welsh was one of the incorpo-
rators of the Centennlal exposition, ap-
pointed by congress in 1873, and he was
especially active In its earlier finan-
cial enterprises. For several years he
was a director of the Commerclal Ex-
change and was one of the gentlemen
appointed under Secretary of the
Treasury Sherman in 1577 to examine
into the conduct of the custom house
it Philadelphia,

Inte the Procession,

"1 see—~"

The Obese Lady looked down along
the line,

~“you have added a4 Tattoed Man to
the attraction?"”

“Yes, that

The museum manager gazed proud-
Iy down the platform where the party
pricked in pink and purple sat,

“la our Colored Supplement ™

Overhearing the remark, the [og-
Faced Boy snarled enviously. New
York Waorld

Muriarty's W ent

An entire rallresd traln, for which
special cars are now belng bullt, will
soui be ran all the way from Harre
Vi, to New Orleans for (he purpose of
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GOD'S THREE AGENCIES.

| Through Counsclence, the Holy Spiris
i and the Seriptures, Says Moody.
frod employg three agencies in bring-
ing conviction to a human soul: Con-
sclence, the holy spirit and the scrip-
tures, Their work is usually so united
that it Is impossible to say that one
power has been used to the exclusion
of another. The holy spirit Is always
| present when there Is conviction work-
| ing with man's conscience or through
scripture, or with both, The woman
who was brought to Christ for con-
demnation had few accusers when He
sald: “He that is without sin among
you, let him first cast a stone.” The
gospel writer relates that they, “being
convicted by their own consclence,
went out, one by one, heginning at the
eldest, even unto the last.,” It Is the
speclal work of the holy spirit to con-
viet of sin, In Christ’s last address to
His apostles before His crucifixion He
explained how the comforter should
come, and His first work would be to
“reprove the world of sin.” And when
a few weeks later thecomforter came to
abide with that small body of disciples
His power was manifested in Peter's
sermon, which brought conviction to
three thousand of his hearers. The
third agency for the conviction of sin
Paul bringe out most clearly in his let-
ter to the Romans, when he says:
“Therefore by the deeds of the law
there shall no flesh be justified in His
#lght; for by the law |8 the knowledge
of sin."” Through this agency the holy
spirit mogt frequently brings conviction
to us. Some one passage or even a few
wordg of scripture He usually employs
in bringing conviction to those who
have a knowledge of it.—Dwight L.
Moody in Ladles’ Home Journal.

LLADIES ARE FOND OF HIM.,

Ireationsl Conduct on the Oceasion of
the Prince of Wales' Visit,
“During the tour through Canada |
had attributed the strange conduet of
the ladies to an excess of loyalty. As
soon as the prince had lefy a hotel they
would rush into hig rooms, seize all
sorts of articles, from a furniture but-
ton to a soiled towel, as souvenirs, and
even bottle up the water with whieh
he had just washed his face,’” writes
Stephen Fiske in the Ladies’ Home
Journal. “But in the United States the
women were equally curious and syco-
phantie. The luggage of the royval party
was carried in small leather trunks
a trunk for every suit of ¢lothes—and
whenever the train stopped the crowds
would beg that some of these trunks
might be handed out, and women would
fondle and kiss them. [ need not say
that the trainmen were never too par-
ticular as to whose luggage was sub-
Jected to their adoration, and I have
had the pleasure of seeing my own
portmantean kissed by mistake. Be-
fore the Prince arrived at Richmond
hig room at the Ballard House was en-
tered by the ladies, and the pillowslipe
and white, coverlet were so soiled by
the pressure of hundreds of fingers
that they had to he twice changed by
the chambermaids. When he attended
chureh on Sunday the whole congrega-
tion rose as he departed, and climbed
upon the sess to get a better view of

him."”

Au Aceomplished Chinsimsan,

Lo Feng Luh, the new Chinese min-
ister to England, is very popular in
London, where as a youth he resided
for a number of years while a student
at King's college. He is an accom-
plished linguist and speaks English
with an aceuracy and a Huency quite
rare among the men of the Mongol race.
He is likewise a keen student of west-
ern politics and civilization, in both of
which he takes a deep interest, For
eighteen years Lo Feng Luh has been
the first secretary of LI Hung Chang,
and enjovs that minister's confidence
fully. He hags occupied other import-
ant postg in the service of his govern-
ment, notably when he was assistant
governor of Peh-Chill. He accompa-
nled LI on his foreign tour, and won
gpecial favor In England because of
his thorough understanding of the
language and his familiarity with the
ways of the English people, In the
conversations at Hawarden between
the Chinese minister and Mr. Gladstone
Lo Feng Luh acted ag interpreter for
the two “grand old men,” and was re-
warded for his inielligent service by
the warm thanks of Mr. Gladstone.
His unfalling tact and courtesy toward
all with whom he came in contact dur-
ing his stay in England made a most
favorable impression, and he will
without doubt be recelived In London as
the minlster of the Chinese emperor
with good feeling and personal regard
manifested on all sides,

Light Funishment.

Christian Christiansen has been wen
teneed at Clarke, 8. D, to life impris
onment for hanging his wife. It was
supposed that she had commitied sut-
clde, as she was found hanging to a
trew, but It was proved that he had
hanged her to the tree from his wagon
and then driven out from under hor
Exchange

Woander She Bdn't Furget WMesseil.

and advertised o reward for it
pockeibuok was returned o the ofes
of the B Albans Messenger, The
| young soman ealled, pald for the ad
vertiseiment and reward amdl walked
calmily oul, Waving the pocket hook
| and her mult

Makdge Vive Miles bong.

I The Lagung bridge, bullt over an arm
Ll e China sea, s fve miles long,

and 10 feet broad, sach plllar support
Ling & marble Hou 21 feel in  leagth
The cost of the bridas & unknoasy

A Bt Albans girl lost her povketbook {1m
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PROF. F. J. CHILD.

Kindly Chivalry of &« Great Maz fo s
Little Child. .

Twenty vears ago the writer, with
her 8-year-old child, was on her way
to Washington in midwinter, says the
Atlantic Contributors’ Club. Instead of
veaching that beautiful city early in
the morning, as was expected, the train
wns atalled in the night by a terrible
blizzard. After the height of the storm
was over It took hours to dig away the
heavy snow that buried not only the
train but the whole world apparently.
Slowly and laboriously the locomotive
erept on and we wore still 200 miles
from Washington when the church
clock struck 8 in a village where we
halted. Men' jumped up to see if there
were time to get a cup of coffee; ner-
vous and anxious women clamored for
tea and 1 erled with the rest: “Oh, if
I could only get a glass of milk for my
Httle girl!  “Impossible,” sald the
brakeman, who was passing through
the cars; “we gha'n't be here but a
minute,"”

Paying no heed to his words, a gen-
tleman of striking appearance, Whose
fine face and head | had been silently
studying, hurriedly left the car and dis-
appeared upon the snowy platform,
“He'll get left,” sneered the bhrakeman,
The train moved on, feeling s way
through the huge white banks on both
sides. The gentleman had evidently
been traveling alone, for no one seemed
anxious because he did not come back,
The cars were hardly in full swing,
however, when he jumped aboard, a
little out of breath, dusted with snow,
but self-possessed and calm, holding
carefully a tall glass of milk, which he
gave to the wee girl beside me. My
stammered thanks for such unexpected
kintiness from an unknown traveler he
brushed away with a wave of his hand.
“But the glags?" | insisted, knowing
it could not be returned, as we were
now thundering onward. “l& yours,
madam,” he replied, eettling himsell
into his seat, paying no more attention
to us. But later In the course of the
dreary forenoon he motioned to the lit-
tle lags to come to him, which she will-
ingly did, He lifted her to his side
and, with his arm round her, she cud-
dled up agalnst him, and for two hours
he whispered stories into her ear, sc
low that no one élse could hear, but
the delight of which was reflected in
her dancing eyes and smiling face, At
Baltimore the siranger disappeared
and a gentleman acroes the passage
from us leaned over and zald: “Do you
know who has been entertaining your
child so charmingly, as indeed only
he could?’ *“I haven't the falntest
idea.” *Prof. Francis J, Child.”

So many years have flown since then
that the little lass herself writes stories
now—perhapg far-away echges of those
ghe heard that wintry duay when Prof.
Child made summer in hel heart. But
the tall thick depot tumbier still stands
on the high shelf of the cupboard, too
gacred for any use, save a2 a4 memento
of the kindly chivalry of a great mar
to a little child,

LIGHT WAS KEPT BURNING.

Pluceky Boy Whoe Wus Alone In
Tower Tor Three Weeks.

This is one of the wildest and bleak-
#st of light stations of that savage re-
glon, and, according to a story told
there it was once the scene of a remark-
ably plucky adherence to duty on the
part of a 15-year-old boy, saye Scrib-
ner's, He was the son of the keeper,
#nd on this occasion was left alone in
the tower while his father went ashore
for provisions in their only boat. Be-
fore the latter could return a violent
storm arose and for the next three
weeks there was no time in which the
keeper's boat could have lived for a
moment in wild seas that raged about
the lonely rock. 8Still the light was
kept burning by that 15-year-old boy,
who had little to eat and but scant time
to sleep. Night after night, for three
weeks, its steady gleam shone through
the blackness of the pitiless storm and
gladdenad the father's straining eyes.
When the ordeal was ended the boy
was so weak from exhaustion as to be
barely able to speak. At the same time
there was no prouder father, nor hap-
pler young lightkeeper on the Maine
coast than those who met on the
storm-swept Ledge of Saddleback that
day,

the

Giood Tihmes Come Again,

A grand—a glorious victory!

The gent in the louwd-checked sult
breathed hard and rolled his eyes en-
thusiastically,

The man with the pale face and the
studions-looking whiskers bent toward
him Interestedly,

“You refer—"

The gent grasped the other's hand

‘I vefer, sir, to the triumph of goid
in the late election. Yes'

His manner was exceptionally hear-
1y

The studious whiskers bent 1oward
him onve wore,

“1 presume, sir, that you are one of
Gotham's  prosperous  business men.
(oublles you are some well-known mer-
chant, whose name, were | 1o hoar |1,
soull sound famillar to my enm

The gent in the loud check
hll.“'\!

Ne, you aln't never hoard of me
selling iwice as many gold brigks
used to, bul my name ain't in the
Hrvetary New York Journa!

sult

Friahs ol Paris Cabh Brivers

In Parls there are very mans M
Watle-tired cartiapes, wnd 10 selevts
‘al e palille sehlole @ prospective [ LR
whger will generally plek omt ane of
Ihose 1hus squipped. In order 1 e -
Give rliers whe do nel ssamine too
wanly wany of the drivers of LY (T
rom tires Bx litle
Bells on thelr Durses which s & cuse
Ol compulsary on the part of all rubs

| "o rimmed wheolers
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