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A READER'S LAMENT. 

<4 canno t teaSA th« old books 
X read long y e w s ago, 

. W o t , D ickens, ThacHer*.y, 
Bu lwer and Scott and Bos. 

MaxryAt's y a m s o£ s&Ooi ll£«. 
A n * Hugo 's tnles 01 crtmei— 

I cannot read the om books. 
Because I haven ' t t ime. 

X love the dear old stories. 
My thoughts to them will stray . 

B u t stil l one must keep posted on 
The wri ters ot to-aay 

H y deak to piled wi th latest books. 
I 'm s t r iv ing to dispatch; 

B u t ere I've anlsbed all of them, 
There' l l be another iiaACh. 

Heme's new one i*n't opened yet. 
I 've nat reaJd Jaanes's last; 

And Rowel ls u s o proline n o » , 
And Crawford wr i tes so l a s t , 

"Evelyn Innes" I must skim. 
O'er "Helbeck" I must por«; 

• T h e Day's Work" I'll enjoy, although 
I 've read the ta les before. 

And then there Is "The Klngr'a Jackal," 
"The Gadfly," "Caleb West. 

"Silence." "The Forest Uovera." and 
I can't name all the res t 

m try to keep u p with the tunes. 
Bu t oh, I hope that i 

May read m y "David Ct>pnerf»ela 
Once more before 1 die. „ , 

—Carolyn Wel ls In the « inkman. 

HE PARSON'S BOI 
"Speakin' ©' war," remarked Moot 

Rivers, the old Maine guide, at ho tip­
ped his cracker-box back against the 
front of the country store, upon whose 
platform a company of vtllage loafers 
had gathered—"Speakin' o' war re­
minds me of a sort of Quaker parson 
that ust to come up Into these pans 

other, and another, and patty soon *h* 
woods wemed to 1M tea of the yslSa* 
devils. It wa'n't a great whOe afore 
we coald Bee 'em skutkin' '«rter us 
amongst the trees, and X come to the 
conclusion It was time to get fixed ior 
business. *Get into yer box. Parson.* 
says I. 'for I've picked out my tree and 
the limb wbar I'm goto" to sat.' 

" Thee will not jine me, then?' says 
he, beginnln' to pitch out bis plunder. 
• "'Not this trip. Parson.' says 1. 
'Sometime, when it ain't so cold stud 
so late in the day, perhaps, I'll jine ye,' 

" TParewell, then,' says he. "And naay 
God restrain thy hand.' 

"So he tacked himself into his box. 
and I got out o' the straps of my pack 
and took old Spitfire up the tree with 
me. 

"We had hardly got fixed afore the 
hull pack o' wolves, about twenty on 
'em. was swarmlD* round us. Tney 
didn't give a look at me. but begun to 
nose around the Parson's box. and I 
kind o' held off with old Spitfire, ne-
cus I'd never reely seen how the Par-
aon conducted his campaigns, and was 
a might cur'us to obsarve how the var­
mints would use him. anyway. Arter 
smellin' round for a few minutes, the 
wolves begun to scratch and gnaw at 
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©HE £HQPS* 
Sit* shop*! 

She does not mean to BUT, ' 
Pear tunas are low and price* high, 
Bo many people wonder why 

Sh« •nopal 

S h e shops! 
S h e keeps heaseU* appraised 
9 * J^LJhe harsrates advert ised, 
* n d ' S ? 1 \ a*u«t» w u l s s u i i B * ' -

S h e shopa! 

S h e shops' 
T h e tired assistant s ighs. 
F o r long experience makes Mm wl*«». 
H e knows wherein her weakness l i e s -

S h e shops! 
She shops! 

S h e hurries t o and fro. 
And when t h e sun Is set t ing low, 
A thousand captured samples show 

S h e shopa! 
—Pearson's Week ly 

BLUE BELLS AND JONQOIN. 
Out In the dear old garden, under tE& 

hawthorn hedge, where Willie and I 
stood sorrowfully, on that Tuesday 
morning in June, just before he started 
for the Black Hills to seek for gold, 

"Give me a bunch of those lovely 

Mil iiyrwinuMj 

'R 
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«B. H A *w*lfc *$d* $ Tmw&»k*lk "L 
tm&s m my ancle** t -—»**«* »*-<« 
under the brs»che« of £bs ftree* «wr4l 
it had ©aaaed; i&m, weeding. u»fl^1ghf 
idwdoirof the towthors* t tmiffm 
the house uas*wceived tA&«fttts>ie » f 
chamber. Tttart' I cried Jrtfpafe' "*€; 
sleep, -with the n^atwre- of lay *$H' 
seat darling clasped <a<«# :W'Mt 
bosom. , , v-, 

But why do I linp!r-*»wl*y do | 
straggle to keep the dead past unbar* 
ted? Oh, Willie, my betoovfldl tm-'&BSi 
understand why I am rawjrjgag mf 
Cousin George! 

When the aad news #f year flt**h 
first reached me. I inovsghfc nfy heart 
was broken; but I prayeij—ah, darling, 
how fervently I prayed thtt ' t miglht 
die. too. and Join you in «»»* world 
where neither sin nor SOHTOW »?«r *«•* 
ters. But it was no* thenJM ef h«Kf * 
en to .take m* then, J lad a dû p to 
perform, My d«»d ffcthwr̂ i coromamds 
were OTST before my eyes, Love was 
hurled to my breaking thwrt torwwr 
but duty—ah! the duty agttatt whteh 
my sinful heart bad reheHed, now 
cried aloud tor my robratsrtoa to «xe flowers, Carrie," he said, "for their 

blue blossoms will remind me of your will of Him who g**e ate being, rod I 
eyes, my darling." j have yielded. Oh. "Wilifce! my h«a«*i» 

And as I stopped to gather a hand- foLjuy own angel love! look down and 
the box. and finally they sot to wort to ! ful of blue-bells and jonquils that Brew strengthen me to bear xny cross with 
tip It over. I a t m y feet, be caught me lovingly tn patience! \ 

" 'Now, as I was sayin', the Parson's ' his embrace, and pressed me tender- j Yes: out in the dear old garden for( 
chist o' refuge was sot on a toboggan, j ly to his heart, whispering to my the last time. When I am "Mrs. 
to which It was bound by thongs. W> ears: Oeorge Hammond" I mnat never revts. 
hed stopped on the side of a amali J "Darling, will yon be true to me it this spot, where WUHe and I patted 
mounting, and when the wolves begun while I am absent—win you think of only eleven little months ago. aever to 
to push and haul at the box, the tooog- me alone when I am gone? Oh, Car- meet on earth. I wonder do our angell 

ihe^n^nb!r ca^ns holdtn' reltstoue I g a n alewed around til it was p'lnted \ rie. my darling love, will you wear still retain their bright, smrthly smfleji. 
. L ! . 11,7™.'!, _*<. tn* deadest d o w n hm> u d then off she went l*ke , my image in your heart during thrree And will the tunes whiel ?e lovfld,«9 

r ^ t MZSJZSMZ of Mvhod, \ • d u c k o n lce- , ton«' w e a ry monthB ot waiting, while earth sound as sweet in oor e m when 
ever S before or since ™ d £ " Thunderatlon!' thinks I to myself ' I am wresting the precious ore irom we meet again ai they did when « » 
ZZ brieve m war between, man and 1" the Parson goto' coastln' amon^Rt the mine-doubly precious, my darling, listened on earth to their low. tender 
t l ^ . n i YsvL' tL? t w L a crlme'all these trees? Sure enough, he was. atace its possession will break down cadences? But why sfeouia I shrink: 
a s ^ ^ t T t a k e the life Te bad giZ **<* gatherln' headway ail th* »QU.. the barriers that divide us-for, Car- ^ a s k i n g that which I s w s i i n my 
afv cS?e o?tls»S He w o u l d n ^ e ^ with the wolves trottin' arier. klad n' rie. dearest, it la not my want of a h e a r ^ I wonder wi l l jny WHHe gr^et 
S L taS. Tt wL - 8Sn*Md some- «n-prised lika 'Parson!' I yelled, un- M ™ . ° « my want of gold, that stands me with the same iovift* smile and 
S Z ^ Z t e l l ^ b o y ^ ihe poor cTs lock that box and atop Ker. or thar to th. ^ ^ " " ' - - j : „ _ ^ 

' u for a bellyfull.' w« n , t be a splinter left of either or **» "ttle did my Willie think that 
y©!' 

"I dunno whether the Parson heard 

was reel hard put to It iur = «..,.-.._. - . it was Bot for the want 9 f gold or a 
here in the woods, whar tlbe hert of ^ • w h e t h e r ths Parson heard aan»> that Uncle Nathaniel had Jots 
our provender ust to be wild meat. I 1 dnnno whether t h ^ ^ s o n heard ^ 
I've seen him go to bed half-famished. ™ or not but e he did. thar wa o t had learned that I had 
whon hn'H Rton at one of mv cam Ds for much time to roller my Instruct ions, "^U,D- ""» " » " £.7,,, „ ., * " 
wnen oe a stop at one oi my camps mr minnif> thn tnhwtnn S i v e n *ay h e a r t to Willie Vanderbeok 
a night and find me out of everything ™>r in nair a minute tne toboggan ° m__ ^ ^ v _, 
but tea and vralson 

"The Parson—ad we fellers up hero 
called him; he was a good sort of a 
chap, too—was so determined not to 
shed the blood of any livln' critter that 
he wouldn't even fight varmints in 
self-defence. He didn't carry any wep-
pln besides his axe and jack-knife; and 
these he only used for cuttln" his wood 
and buildln' his camps What did he 
do when pestered by wild crttters, 
then? That's what I'm n-goln' to tell 
ye. 

"The Parson travelled through the 
woods with a strong oak box, "boat 
seven feet long and two and a half 
broad, sot on a toboggan. It was the 
stoutest, best-built box I ever see. 
put together with four-Inch screws. 
and bound on the Insldo with steel 
strips and brackets. The top raised 
up, lld-foshlon, and was fastened on 
by eight big brass hinges. Inside thar 
was a chain lock to bold tho cover 
down, so the devil himself couldn't 
raise tt without pullln' the box to 
pieces. Thar were two or three small 
holes bored in the end o' the box for 
ventilation; and I'll be blamed ef thnt 
feller didn't ust to dump his dude -In 
the snow and crawl Into that box when 
ever wolves or painter or b'nr got ar-
ter him. and thar he'd cuddle down, 
as snug and peaceful as a kitten in a 
basket, and let them critters paw Ms 
cklst around ontll they agot tired of It! 

Thar ust to be scraicnes a quarter 
of an inch deep all over that box, 
where varmints hed clawed i t ; and the 
Parson has told me that sometimes he 
lay thar for a hull night or & hull day, j 
Mil whatever critter was Interested fa j 
him got its curiosity kind o* wore off, ' 
and loft in s'arch of softer Tittles. Mora 
than oncet he come within an Inch of 
freexln'. and would 'a' froze ef it hedn't 
be'n for the blanket he had in the box 
With him. But sax-tin sure n o varmint 
that roamed the woods was able to 
crack the Parson's shell, and he wa'n't i 
no hartl-shell Baptist nether. j 

"I s'pose he might 'a' gone on boxin* 
of himself up that way till he got all 

, was goln' like a log in the rapids, and 
then like a bullet out of a gun: and 
afore I could get my Jaws closed ag'ln, 
ker-whack! she struck a big hemlork! 
The Parson's box Oust open lengthwise. 
Just like a pea-pod. and out he come 
a-flyn' and sailed along on his coat-
tails for a good ten yards. Just like a 
pa'trldge when she lights. The minute 
he struck the snow, he was up ag'ln. 
leggln' It for a tree. 1 reckon he had 
It all planned out while be was In the 
air. for I couldn't 'a' chose a better 
tree myself, nor shinned up It axy 
livelier. 

"When the Pareon got perched. I 
could see bis white face among the 
branches, look In' down at the wolves, 
that were bowlin' and leapln' np on 
the tree 'Shoot, Mr. Rivers! shoot!" 
he yelled. "For God's sake, save sne 
from these beasts!' 

"1 got a rest over a limb and begun 
to onhltcb old Spitfire. Every time 
she spoke, a wolf keeled over, snappln' 
at the snow, and makln' himself a red 
rug to He on. Once in a while the 
Parson would give a yell, and towards 
the last they was whoops of triumph. 
In less than half an hour overy wolf 
was dead, excep* three that sneaked 
away. Then I got down and went to 
see bow the Parson was He spemod 
to kind o' miss his box. for I never see 
a man quite so disturbed about a few 
pesky wolves. 'Have you killed "m 
all, Mr. Rivers?' says he, with chatter-
in' teeth. 

" 'All but three,' says I. "And yon 
needn't be afraid theyMl enme back.' 

I " 'Sure?' says he. 
! " 'Sure,* says T. 
| "But it was fifteen minutes afore I 
could get him to come down. 'It is 
dreadful, this carnage!' says he. shy In' 
sway from the dead wolves. 'You most 
excuse my confusion and inconsist­
ency, Mr. Rivers, but I was never In 
such a plight before. In the secluston 
of my box, I knew nothing of these 
terrors.' 

" 'You'll get used to 'em, Parson.' 
says I, 'now that the box is gone. And 

for this was the name my hero nad 
borne ever since that early May morn­
ing twenty-two years ago when old 
Dr. Vanderbeck. going out to visit a 
patient, had found my Willie—theu a 

press me to his heart with the same 
impassioned fervor as lie used to H 
those dear, past days, before he crossed 
the dark river to the beautiful sum­
mer land?" But t tmwt mot pause to 
think; duty calls me to t ie side of him 
who will be my husband ere this t;ime 
to-morrow. But surely there la no 
sin in lingering here, near the. flowers 
my darling was,so fond of, for to­
morrow, blue bells, yoti and J must 
part forever. One kiss, lovely flowers, 

wee, chubby Infant—with one little and then adieu, ndieu—bonny JOUOJUHB, 
rosy fist crammed into his mouth, 
while hlB eyes were smiling up into 
the astonished face of the good old 
doctor from out of the wicker basket 
in which my darling lay. And tho dec-
tor had taken him in and given him a 

that my Wlllto loved so well. 1 will 
wear your blossoms In my bosoni this 
evening for the last time. But What 
is this that glistens in the rays of the 
crescent njpon, where I have uprooted 
the beautiful flowers and bS*t|ly 
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home until his death a few years pre- plucked great handfuli of the «wee| 
vious. But now Willie was going to blossoms! Ah! see, at I lift It from 
brave the dangers of those horrid the brown mold, how it sdlUeraj Yes! 
Black Hills* that he might return and ** *» «t*n the little tlh box wht«h,h»1dr 
make me his wife. Only a few short *nd perhaps still holdav my'tathsr** 
hours remained before our parting and 
heaven alone could tell when ho would 
return to me again. 

"Ah. Carriel aweet love!" he whis­
pered, trying to cheer me, "when I 
come back with the 'yellow pegs' your 
uncle's doors will he open wide to wel­
come me, for tt is gold, swee.aeart, 
that is the 'open sesame' to hearts aud 
homes in these days of mammon wor­
ship," he said bitterly. 

"You are mistaken. Willie." I ans­
wered. 'It is not your poverty nor the 
want of a name that closes Uncle Na­
thaniel's door on you. Listen, and I 
will tell you what it la ' 

last will! 
Ah, heaven! had thus "been; 

only eleven months afcof—yes, bjfa in4' 
the will, stained and damp, wbero the 
winter's taowa have laltt ahov© it; hm 
yet every word of tiie vsll Kttb#n 
wilting Is visible, even? Jti J6e taint 
glimmer ot the young $£ay mopa;-* 

"Oh, my lost lovel—oh, my ĵ oor, 
broken heart!" I cry, while t"'W<S*P;. 
pitiful tears over my aronnff waijtiu 
life. ' . ; ''; 

But it is growing late, and I hear a 
step doming up the long, graveled 
walk, under the,lindens thai grow on 
either side of the road lending Irom 

Then I went on, and told him how the turnpike up to ^ur old mansion, 
father had made his will two .years "Some late visitor," I tell mfgalf, 
previous to his death, when uncle nad "who is coming to wltnesi my hi«r-
flrst come to live with us, giving ail riage on the morrow. But (ball it be? 
his wealth to me, with the proviso that No, thank Heaven! No duty compals 
I should marry George Hammond, me now—no father's voice, reaching 
Uncle Nathaniel's only son. But back from the clay, demands my im-
shortly before his death, and after molatlon. ( 

George had behaved so badly toward But, hark, the *pund of angry voice*, 
poor Nellie Benson, our seamstress, Is borne toward me on the evening 
father made a new will, In which he sir. I hear Uncle Nathaniel ordering, 
left everything to me without any re- someone to leave "his grduud**'<̂ l*l»; 
strlctions, and this will father put in grounds no longer, but iny own now., 
a little tin box which was always j But what rolce is that which r*» 
locked up in his*desk; but after his piles: "I will not go until I have seen 
death this last will could not be found, her and heard her own lips repeat 
and Uncle Nathaniel says that father , what yours have spoken^ 
destroyed It before he died. The first { Oh. Joy!; joyli > Oati 1, p0W$Mt' 
will leaves- me entirely In my uncle's senses or am*! <ml$r '••dr.̂ tnitnil', Wmkji, 
power, and his heart is set on George a voice frfi|U,,tfc$ idiftdV Ot #J&|ay ; 
and me marrying. "And now, Willie, darling Irt^^g'vV^ti iajttr^t ' i i^p' 

the choppers in the woods conmrted. "^1^" ^J*™ I S bl tfsd d e a r e 8 t - y o u taifflW t h e < m u B e o f m* d e" t h e U t t l 6 * ¥ * « # «* «• uJZ.- K„.„ • „ . „_ „„„.-,_. *v-v nlng-s, to-nigbx, 111 bet youll be glad i A r m , n A f l nrmnsLtion to our nafon. and and fly as fast as mv fremit l i t*1 hniis ef it hedn't be'n for an accident that 
disturbed his arrangements and kind o' 
demoralized his principles. I'll tell ye 
how It happened. 

"Me and him was on the way to the 
Jennings lumber camp, away up near 
the head waters of the Alleguash. It 
was spiteful cold weather, In February, 
and we was anxious to reach shelter 
before nightfall. The Parson's bos was 
a kind of hard draggln' up them hills, 
hut he stuck to It, and said It wa'n't 
any wuss than my pack, anyway— 
which was true enough, I guess. 

"Wall, It got to ne along about three 
o'clock In the artwnoon, when 111 be 

them critters to get tired o* the smell 
o' yer carcass.' 

" 'Thar Is somethin' in that,' says 
he. And. by gum! if the cuss didn't 
eat a hunE o* bar's meat with his 
beans and mush, that night, at Jen­
nings's! "—James Buckham, in Field 
and Stream. 

Eggs at Easter . 

The origin of the custom of giving 
ggs at Easter Is not of great antiquity, 

dating back to a Persian legend that 
has been more or less written- up, in 

gosh darned ef I didn't hear a wolf, i memory o£ which it is still customajy 
two or three miles back, give hie long-1 to give presents of colored eggs In Per-
>drawn howl r»u our trail! Now, thinks j s l a o n B certain feBtlval in the Spring, 
I, Mr. Parson and Mr. Rivers,.there's' Easter eggs have had various names* 
goln* to be plenty o£ excitement tor "ye being called pasch, pace, or paste eggs, 
in about an hour! The Parson knew I anid the uses to which they have been 
what was comln' a j well as I, and he' D u t *re many. One deserves our par-
says: 1 think man's room for two la 1 Ocular notice, as it is connected with 

' our American custom of allowing the my box, Mr. Rivers. Will thee not 
Jine me thar, whea We are obliged to 
seek safety, ontil these poor critters 
become weary of their thirst for hu­
man blood?' 

" 'Thankin* you tor yer hospitality, 
Parson,' says I, it will agree with my 
constitution better, I think, to climb a 
tree and pick off them Varmints, one 
by one, till the coast is clear for a 
warm supper ânfl a dry bunk-* 

" '0 Lord!' says he, looltln* up with 
mournful eyes, 'the bloodthirstiness of 
man, made in Thine image! Never the-
less, I will continue with the, my 
friend, ontll the peril Is upon us. 

"Then, perhaps, thee will reconsider 
and enter the box with me.' 

" 'That remains to be seen, Parson,' 
*aya I, for I didn't xj-ant to hurt MB 
iselln's too bad all \ t oncet. 

"In the meanwhile the howl of the 
first wolf hed be'n answered by an-

,„ , „ termined opposition to our union, and and fly as fasl as my freffi8Ufe&limbs 
you ain't cooped np here, waltin for w f e T ^ ^ b a n i 8 n t h e , ^ w i u Dea r . , '.-

ibodings that haunt me, causing my I Yes, there stands my Willie alive, 
heart to sink when you speak so hope- and oh! so grand and beautlfol—face 
fully of returning with gold to remove to face with jny uncle, * look at flr|» 
the barriers which uncle will always determination shining tn his ^ large, 
oppose to our union. But no matter dark eyes. But now he sees ray white 
whatever it will cost me, I will be true robes, and the stern look fSaei <&» i*i* 
to you." race, "as he rushesCforwaf u and gather* 

Eleven little months have paSsed. my fainting torift J&W U hts/4elj3|v 
since then, hut, ah! snob months of dear bosom. • r 
agony to me! °0h; my lost love!°-!*sS] J*a&«1&<* 
• Scarcely was my darling's back tesr, Cut Willie, 411 unmtodM of %s 
turned when my Cousin George re- strangers who ate. flocking otttJBp^A 
turned from the city and formally the lawn, is ..fressi^^ %ngr, «|t»P§ 
proposed for iny hand; hut I had only, kiasfl* tti>on my upturnej %&»* *v 
one answer to give htai " "" •' J, Blue Mi# jfchd |ouqi|Hf «W* in••'nxy 

"Cousin, I am already engaged to' hoa'dii ,JmS'step ©Mt'f'Ml trSm th* 
marry the only man I can ever iove." misty folds d £ i # orl^l r̂eil, *n$ Wfit-

Then followed a stormy «eefie with lie, %bty*%ii&.$^1&:imWtoMte^ 
my uncle, until, blinded with tears, I I hear^om fomg lady wWsperUig tu * 
fled from his presence and stole out heirŷ iof Iter ffiiiids:, 
here to weep, where none but the blue "Good grscleu*! wha$ *ln|otar ^aste 
hells and jonquils could witness my young f anderbeefc's Md* displays. I 
wild griet Oh! how I longed for the vow those are blue hells and fonqttli* 
touch of the dear hand and the sound which she -fears, instead of orange 
of the dear vole©, to calm the tumult blossoms. Hotr dreadfully shoekingt^ 
in my aching heart, which my uncle's *v7iHle, too, near* hefrernark, as sb* 
angry and cruel words#ad aroused! shrugs her prefiy shoulders and titters 

For long hours I sat there beneath audibly? hut he only twittea Ma dear 
the shade of th© fragrant, blossoming arms more closely arotuad tne, while 
hawthorn, llsfeoing to the plaintive thelovi»gllgHlaliIadai?key«»^o^ 
notes of the whip-poor-will, that '4«eper and far.-more ^ a t o 4 ^ he 
seemed to echo the sad voice of my wlbftpers in m%'"wfltfag ears WoYds ot 
aching heart. The sun went down he- love,which ba*^&every care m&.Be­
hind great hanks of gold-colored taWfrem myp| i?f^mwiraim^w»* 
clouds, while I sat there In the gloom', - — J » > ^ . , ; i .,-.vn•!-••».'• »_, 
of the twilight trying to school my un- f A.uat Bfliel—Weil, Beatrice* ifers 

children to roll their eggs on the lawn 
at the White House. This rolling of 
eggs is one of the very old customs, 
the finest grassy slopes being selected 
for the purpose. The children, in roll­
ing the eggs, repeated some sueh ditty 
as the following: "Carland, parland, 
paste-egg day." But this custom was 
not entirely confined to the children* 
for In some places the older, well-
dressed people Indulged in the sport, 
having their initial or some distinctive 
marking on the eggs, for the one that 
held out claimed the rest. Our South­
ern negroeB have such a "game." 

Both tansy pudding and bacon and 
eggs were very generally eaten at this 
time, ths bacon eo show abhorrence of 
the Jews; though on the Continent It 
was very customary to abstain front 
eating flesh at Blaster in order to es­
cape fever for the Test of the year, 

' If^^S*^*-**? 

• l ^ y i ^ j ^ y ^ | - V ^ , y i p p t f k * V.- -MfrWTwsasW**̂ -
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disciplined heart, and gain fortitude you very brave at the dextti8^sf.f Beas-
to meet my cousin, without looking ths trice—Yes, auntie, I was. AmW&faQL 
loathing which I felt when m his pres- —Then, there's $te Italf oarowaJop}rdtfiw4 

ence, . , .•:<&»& you.'. Attdiftpw tell me wSat, lioe 
The stars caws out silenOy, one p®t. m ^ WOUr jB^rteerHe p j ^d ot4f 

one, and the hreesse began to etlr:tte..f^4tf..TOflKY^^ '*' 
branches^^.^e^-fanning my ftofc :f-*, •• .-' „,„" „ y,-;;-',„̂ - " ^ ^ t 

fevered cheeiri, with its'dewy *—^ • •* ' . .. .*•.. 
»nesB. etlll I lingered uaUl I heard * ***9 they had be«n to war. 

f '• War is tta 'picjtfef hut peoplwttwaips 
' come home from picnic* looking is « 

t!WI 
' l ^ : v 

s||^ass^^.: 

vm 

f tOLW QWtffTER tAWEP 

!>bla « -nor *jj.«£tt c U t L L . . _ , . 
. - «tiMiU«tar p«U lrtrMtni»rd IMWltalwiSMadlrt 
and i rwmi t i tmt kwaiUWQr BTZOSEEL TSlIBDBKBSHi *' 1 
• « * ^ Snrj tamMMtatri KhraWMI m* aar J V M XMtk«rt 
i u S ^ 2 ^ n e ^ ^ r ^ o " o V l ^ ^ r u ° r ^ f 
ITCOfaYOUMOTHIflG ij^-gggg 

**$mi L O ^ . U T O 
• *1S . *0 " * 19 KMli XOf B S l l 10 U •« WT tlm Mftt» U M P M M Mk i 

»uTO DAT mil T Ml IT |«m» It «bwxkAC« *f» ihonio*hWnriU 

Addresi, SEARS, ROEBUCK & CO. (Inc.) m 
/ % A 

• * * * 

SEND OWE DOLLAR 5 
itmniatno up "'"iFio* 

era n* a 
•H l l foMi lb* ** 

. M«uik««iM(u«ior n w « rmrnitt, e.«. 
f, HB mm t i u k i i l« W W | M tot*mt*VJ*m* 

»»drr«l«htctoirae« 

ith«Tg«t f**«oB«a ' — . . 
rSMtW. •• UhMlMMd.orSWwMW. 
>ngcr7md BJa SMWaa FaWt. ,T^. 
.rlU UMd.(QllaM* aaS owkMiJalas. 
b^iiy •UKS* k w w o r t SoghUr--

mead, or awmar SSaaS 
spuS 

itt! 

&££ 

• ^zfaKmwmmwimBss&a 
."'IS' Tp^fT mm^^ '^*i^$£v'!£'' ' v;t^#i ..̂ fjaĝ ag1 ^;'$M&M^i^§iMM^s&m^^^mR 


