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LOW PLAIN
FIGURE PRICES,

H.B.GRAVES, (i)
- . s {reon PANTRY e PARLOR

78 STATE 87T ROCHEBTER NY

Stillson St.

Wall Paper !

If you have never examined

J. R. Brady's Wall Paper
Do so thinsenson. AN 1902 goods
Silk, Burlap, Tapestr., Iograin
and papers us low as 2{c a roll,
Painter and Decorater

Rochester Phone %18,

JOHN M. RE

DDINGTON,

Lehigh - Valley C QO A_L.

Brighest, Cleanest, Best.

99 West Main Street.

Telep-one 390

SEGURITY TRUST GOMPANY,

ABSOLUTE SAFETY.

Ourrateof int. on deposits ia satisfactory, and vur rate on loans low enougy

The accommodations we offor meet

|

Capital, $200,000.

EDWARD HARRIH, President.
JAMES 8. WATSON, Vice-Preaident.

ROCHESTER,
N Y.

Is The Best Thing We Have tg Offer Cpoo
This Basis We dolicil Youur Patrooage.,

your requirements

You are not already s customer, Then We Invite You to Becume Une

Surplus, $303,600.

Deposits, $4.546,000.

ALEX. M. LINDSAY, Vice President.
JULIAS M. Wile, Manager.

FRANK M. ELLERY, Becretary.

25 centr —

For Indigestion, Counstipation, =ik Hlowdacne,

Sour

IR R ETI TN T

Stomach, Belching of Guaa. Puinin the Sile

Ask Your Druggist for

Paine’s Celery Walers.

All Losses Promptly and Fairly Adjusted

John H. McAnarney

(Succeasor to O’Grady & McAnarney.)
Rellable Fire, Fidelity, Bond, Plate Glass Insurance
Offices—101 and 103 Ellwanger & Barry Bldg. Entrance 89 Stau

TRLEFEONE 197

THOS,B. MOONEY
Funeral - Director

198 Wost Main Street,
ROCHESTER, -

MISS ELIZABETH  McCARTHY

TRACHER OF

VOICE CULTURE AND PIANO.
STUDIO 678 Powers Bldg

Payne’s

N. Yl

. Are the
New Plost
Coaches &lulm

136 Jofterson Avenue.

B.V. LOGAN,

[ Indertaker.
No. 12 Sophia Street,
Telephone 2248. Res. Tel. 1232,

Geo. Engert & Co.,
COAL.

L {‘p‘ﬁuc!pil‘()ﬁce and Vard. Telephonesgy

306" Exchange Street

e Empieyerfa Linbillty, Plateglass

T+ Batablisnes 1860,

i health
Voceasional nse of a R [-P AN S Tahule.

FLOWERS and PLANTS

H. B. CASH, Florist,
(72 State Straet, Forhuonesasila
Cut out this ad bring it with vou to ourstore

and reacive a discount of 1o per cent on allpur-
chases,

R-1-P-A-N.S

There {s acarcely anv  condition of i1l
that is not benefited by the

For sale by all Druggists. The Five-
Cent packet is enongh for an ordinary
occasion, The family bittle 60 cents,
contains a supply for a year.

CLEVELAND

...AND...

BUFFALO

“WHILE YOU SLEEP”
UNPARALLELED NIGHT SERVICE, NEWSTEAMERS
"CITY OF BUFFALO"
AND
¢'CITY OF ERIE" .

both together being withont doubt. in all

{;spe'ct(s. the ﬁxfxest}.’an«l tastest that are run 1n
e 1nterest of the travelin

* United States. § public in the

Dai L;r""mcﬁiblcﬂz RSBNDIV.
Cleveland 8 P.M.  Bufhio  6:30 AM.
Buffale 8 “  Clewland 6:30 *

Special Daylight Trips Every Saturd -
mencing July 2!% to August ao:ﬁ' inc'l:siv.e’.' com
‘Lo.g!e-—Buﬂllo 8 A.M. Arrive Claveiand 6 P.A.
Cleveland 8 ** “ Buffalo § *
CENTRAL STANDARD TIME.
ORCHESTRA ACCOMPANIES tach STEAMER
Connections made at Buffalo with trains for
;gr I}‘rult:én aﬁld‘ Cptuadiém Points, at Cleveland
'vledo,
o oiedo etroit and all points West and
Ask 'ticket agents for tickets via C, & 0, Line
Bend four cents for itlustse " Phlet,
SPECIAL LoOW RATEg CLE%LWI?“T:‘;
BUEERAIO AND NIAGARA %LS EVERY
ALS0 BUFRAILL TO

HEbEty, okt ;
Sowal Pasengi Ko,
" b. ?& ¢ I

g
-

!'me to catch bhim; I said I'd try. [
; wouldn't promise—no, I'd only say I'd

Cry.
I trled. His offanse was nothlng—
merely what s commonly calied a

“Railway Plant.” [t succeaded, though,
and my gentleman was '“wanted.”

1 made a grand hit when | pabbed
hls companion. He told me his bhaunta
and ha habite, bul he wouldn't ad me
in catching him. I determined o do

it myseif. | was a green hand then.
No matter, [ had the will. [ found the
Wiy . He was to be al ]

tea-party on that Thursday night
] wads Invited. Shall I take two police-
nmen in disguise and arrest him? No:
all his friends would rescue him. [
will go alone. I went, I left my Iit-
tle house—a four-roomed dwelling—at
6. I locked the front door, and off [
went to Mms Jones tea party

It was the month of December We
had great fun at that tea-party. Thero
wes & gentleman there that | believed
to be my mam, despite the fact that,
whemn | was Introduced to him, | was
informed he had just come from the
Conxtinent We fell lnto converstion,
He began to pump me. This was what
] wanted. | was determined to play
the simple, and tell him all he asked.

He stared at me. Perhaps he knew
me- - parhaps he did not. He wasa pe-
culiar man, with short, black bair. a
clean«haved face (parigh priests and
plckpockets are allke clean-ashaved—
strange calncidence), dressed In s suit
of vary light gray. He looked smart.
1 might safely have shouted, " All
hande to pump ship” tor he pumped
in a most barefaced marner.

He asked me where | lived [ told
bhm | saw no use in deceiving him;
besidas, I had a lttle plan in view —I |
might invite him to my house and
pin him.

Had | any company? None. Any
onre else in the house? No. I was a
bachelor; I prefered to live ulame. |
And then, in the most quiet and insin-
uat¥ng way, he asked me did I shoot?
He did; he hand been shooting lately—
Inat week ho was shooting in Suffolk. -
He went down there for a day or two.
Ah! and 1 remarked, in a verv {nno-
cont way, looking up benignly at him,
that I thought—that wus, I understood
—he had just come from the Continett,

He atarted. I pretended to be sur-
prised, and he assured me, in fact, he
had bean to the Continant since! Bui
sbout the shootlng? No, 1 didn't
sioot; I wus timid abcut firearms, the
sight only, I assured him. of 8 loaded
gun made me tremble (pass me here,
reader, there is a loaded gun always
hanging over my ch.mney place In the
parlory Had 1 no firearms® Ho had
& benutiful gun. No, | had none Then
he returned to the house gquest:on. Did
| sleap on the ground floor? No. Where
then”? AA the top of the house- -t was
two atorbes high. Oh' back or front?
Back He was very inquiditive, I
thought; but 1 seemed to enjoy telling
hm all I could. He thought ho wuas
dup'‘nmg me, poor devil! Then he ask-
od me, as if casually, did 1 approve
of keeping money at home, or did I
send it to the bank? 1| started. I be-
gan to think this was too good, No
masttar, I would go through with it [
had told him lles eanough, why not tell
snother—ay, why mnot? 1 kept my
money at home. Banks were unsafe;
but I assured him I folt uneasy 'just
them,” because 1 happened to have
more tham usual, and it wasn’t mine.
Five hundred pounds ready money. I
think I told him. No: It was £500
pounds ‘‘In notes”"—ha' ha! ha! Five
pence in coppers would have been
nearar the mark., But no matter; pov-
oty Is no &n

Yes, I kept it {n the house; and he
thought it strange | huad no arms
Here 1 stopped him, and begged his
pardon; 1 had arms. He turned pale:
ve, T had s0. What they wera, might
he ask? He might. My arm was a
boiler stick, with two ouncas of lead
Into the top of it. Oh' he seemed
greatly relleved

I told him the doors and windows
had bolts on them, and were all bar-
red—all but ome, He pricked up his
ears, and a faintly murmured
“Which?” led me on, and gave me
hopa, I thought £ best to encourage
him-—all but one. The front window
on the ground floosr, I said, had no bar
on the shutter. They had all bells,
{ told him. It had a bell. It was very
safe., Thieves never think af getting
into & house by the front, you know,
And themé was no area or garden. The
door opened om the pavement. Yes,
it was wvery safe—wasn't it? Yes. he
thought it was. Then he talked about
politics, ete.; and then he got up to
go—so Soon? and Mrs. Jones begged
him to stay; amd I begged him to give
me 3 call ascme night, for—ah! really,
he was very—that is, his company was
very—ah! very agreeeble, ha! ha! ha!
He was going my way, would I go with
him? or would he wait for me? No;
I would stay am hour longer, at least,
and then see the Misses Browne to
their home. Ha! ha! ha! what a motion
T had ¥t it!

He thvought me very simple no &oubt
—he thought all I satd was truwe. I
often wonder, now, whether he ever
suspectod that the quiet fmMividual
who did not shoot or put hils money
Jno. the bank, and slept in the heuse
alone, and put bells on the Soore and
windowa, was & detective, who woutd
4o his best 0 wee him wafely “in guod“
hqtfuv .:Wa bonam were over. Ha)
ba! we wor wihat we shall ape--0
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- ALWAYS Furnished Oh' I forgot to tell him. Ah! really |
Savings WELCOME, In Satmos where ships go by must go. Good evening. Mra Jones
Bank House, They lald thes in thy ctadle bigh, ta ta! 1 will clap oo my hat and fol
that Pays ""‘"’;’"" y Usto ihe star of moraing oigh, low him. 1 shall shut the hall dooy
quletly, and start in the same rec
Larae Our They looked to windward 2nd to les, tion. Ha! I thought so.
Dividends Over the warm worid and the sed; There he is In the dark, round the
in Plain-flgure They suw mous viber ke v Lhee, comer. He does Dot think any onc
Heme Price ' Tusitala sees him. Here fa a low wall—how
Besmuty Inducements Even those simple bearts that ache handy' I'll just- get behind It anl
. . and Choice Sball love thelr wounlain for thy sake waltch him, His position i3 well
and —. Dear dust the North van Dever take. chceen—no one can see him unleas just
Camfort. Assortments Y ustals. whare I am.
+ Have Bulit ; Soft with that fragrant sunshine blead Look what he is at. Well, I'm blow'd
We Furnish up the " Qur Prince of Beauty, and their friend! He pulls out a coat from goodne:
Complete Largest - Brave was thy cul'i‘rﬂe- B‘nd sweet thioe end, | knows where. It is quite black. He
’ usitala.
Business s w puts it on over his other coats, and he
From | of its Kind - Harper's Weekly | gyon pulls of his trousers. Ah' be
Pantry to Parlor, Betwesn has others on under them—they are!
the rm | black. too. And then he takes off h.s
Modest Cottage Y] New :ofk A DETECT“ E’S STORY u;.ll hat, and swfwa all x;ﬁstrgs ‘{;”""
A ! an — the coat came from. t re-‘
or 5 R ' laced by a gle . Then ou'.
Finest Manslon. “"""‘ o Chicago. Well, well! perhaps It was my fault gow a gre'at %Lacngmybeard and mus |
- perhaps 30 was not  He was a clever| taohe  which are caretully adjusted
funow--ah! that he was They asked My yah' I wouldn't know him again

Look again; he In examining some
thing fn his hand; it shunes as he turn:
it cver--it gives a faint click, click. a: ‘
he hold~ it up. Ha! 1 thought so; it i:
a pistol. He puts it into his breast
and then looks about him. [ creeg
closer ¥n to the wall. He does not ses
me, although he is coming this way
He passes me and walks on. whis
tie a tune, and step after him rount
the corner. 1 am coming up to bim
He ax<ks me the time. I tell him, anc
ask, did a gentleman in a light sui
pass that way? Yes; he went up yox
etreet smoking & cigar—good-night
ear' Ha' ha' good-night! But surely!
he 8 following me' Yes, there can be'
no mistake about it. No matter. I wil |
outwit him. [ reach the corner—h¢
is ten yards behind me, or more.
set off at a run dowm the strest tlll
reach the next corner Round it I fly
1 glapce backward—he has not anterec
the street yet. | enter a half-oper
door The next minute [ hear hs steps
he s running for death and life, ons
would th'nk. He reaches the corner
too, and stops. He is not a yard fron
me, and | am grinning at him througk
the door, which iy about six inches
open. He looks about him. He s a
fault “Blast him,” he mutters, "['l
have him yet!'

He sets off at a headlong speec
along the street, and | saunter ou
quetly and follow h'm at an easy walk
I arrive at the corner Heavens' h«
is coming down the street toward me
Yes. it must be he. although his beare¢
and mustache are replaced by carrot:
whiskem, and he has a pea jacket anc
a jerry bhat! By what trick of sleight
I cannot !m
agme. It must be he. He 's fllltng his
pipe My house I8 just in advance
still he follows me

1 enter the house. Casually hu
glances up at the windows. | bolt the
door | hear him turn into the lana
that goas up alongside the next house
1 steal qubetly Into the front parlor
amd leave the shutters open, and put
back the window fastennng Ihen |
g0 up st're to the back room. 1 light
the candla I don't dmaw dowm the
blind., for ressons of my own. One
glance at the lanea I thought 80
there he Is, staring at the house .
can see him: the lamp Is not far off 1
draw back out of sight. and taking my
revolver out of the druawer, [ put fresh
cartridges theare'n. and slip It into my
pocket. Then I go up to the windown
agi'n. with my night-cap in my hand
1 sture into the gla~a whila [ adjust it
1 nm full in the glare of the candle
Hght, 1 am sure bhe seas me  Then
queatly drawing down the blind, I ex
tingu.sh the light, and pull it tth.
blind) 4 I'ttle an one side to look out
See' he ls running round to the fron
agaln

I steal down stairs. [ creep Into ths
parlor. [ thought 8o, rome cne at the
window. S8lowly and eilently the sast
in lifted and the blind pushed back
the next moment & man eoters th
rcom. It ke he!

He pulls out hia pistol, cocks it am
lays it on the table. Then he pokes hi
head out umder the blind, and glanoes
up and down the atreet. Apparently
matisflad, h.: withdraws his head, and
then feaks his way to the fireplace; ha
is golng to strike a match.

1 quietly put out my hand and griy
his pistal. T stealthily draw myself ug
and face him. He strikesg the silent
match ; gradually it brightens up. His
back is toward me. He lights a cam-
dle and turns round,

He does mot start, but turns white
as b sheat. I am facing him, covering
him with my revolver and his own
pistol. For a moment we glare at eact
other. He mutters, “No fire-arms
eh”' and I hiss, “Surrender!” A mo-
ment, and the candlestick is dashed in
mv faca There is a flash. a report—
another' He dashes at the window
Now I mee why he left it open. I rush
.madly forward. A heavy blow des
cends on my face. 1 stagger back
only for a moment [ start up and
take down the gun: in an instant I am
standing tn the street. He is fiIfty
yards away. I filre one barrel, them
the next—of course I miss—and ther
1 stand crestfallan at my window
while the mneighbors gather round
“Thieves! says one; "The ruffians!

. cries another; while a third eyes mi

calmly, saying, “You've missed him
master.”

A pistol for my trouble. “I hawn
missed him!”" I never saw him again

He Kept the Watoh.

4T was at Old Orchard last summer
and attended one of the meetings let
by Rev. Stephen Merritt” sald
Lewiston gentleman to a Lewisto:
Journal reporber. *‘After a shomt ad
dress, the people were imvited to lap
their jewels on the altar for misslons
Women wept as they tore off earrings
bracelets, and gold rings. Diamond
were given freely. Mr. Morritt him
self placed 8 gold watch on the saltax
Finally, up roee one man with a pon
derous frame, and slowly pulled from
his pocket a shining gold watch. I

thing. He held it in the palm of his
big hand;-as he looked at it. ‘I low
that watch,’ he sald. ‘Tt has been al
over the world with me.” Like Lucy’

itttle lamb, it was au vays with it
owner. It was the partiing gift of s dy

THE WOMAN'S WORLD

MATTERS OF SPECIAL
EST.

INTER.

Literature the Formal Expression
of Human Thought—Crash Shirt-
Waists—A Curious Dinner Custom
~Women Explorers.

From crash are evolved some of the
smartest models of strikingly =novel
aspect. Shirts come of this looscly
woven fabricin blue—a dull, odd shade
which reminds one of the biuc peas-
wits’ costuwnes in the plctures of Bre-
wn and Dutch humble folk the palnters
send from abroad; also in tan and in
grey the latter being especially stylish
These waists are made with six balf-
fnch slde plaits on each side. turning
wward the arm and stitched to have

the effect of box plalits. The walst
closes with four very large pearl
buttons set om a box-plait two inches
wide. The back |8 ornamented with
six—three on each side—of the narrow
plaits, whilch converge becomingly ts
the waist line. The fuliness of the
sleeves 1is gathered into a . two-inch
wide straight cuff. To wear with tha

walsy {8 a stock with turn-over and
tle of white lawn, hemstitched and
edged with a narrow border of the

blue crash. The tle finishes with a
natty little bow Iz front
Cearious Dinner Custom

A woman who has jus! returned
from Japan ®ells of a curious dinner
custom she saw in practice. At the
close of formal dinners the guests are
presented with any portion of the meal
they may fall to eat. However great
or small, 1t is carefully wrapped up for
them. and they are expected to take it
bome with them. The unique custom
was followed at nfiicial dinners untll a
short time ago, when It was discontin-
ued, but the withdrawal of govern-
ment example has not materially af-
focted the practice. There may be all |
kinds of elaborate courses at a dinner |
that one does not care for, bug tre
mentai struggle to say “No' {8 not
balf ro hard when you know you will
get a chance to carry the food off and
either giwe it to the children. throw it
to your dogs and cats or distribute it
among your friends. The Japanese {3
all that could be expected. Each kind
of food is kept In a separate parcel,
and at the close of the dinner the
share of each guest i{s made up in a
peat and artistic bundle,

Dorothea Dix's Work

In & few weeks there is to he cela-
brated in the little town of Hampden,
Me., the centenary of the birth of Dor-
vthea [y nde Dix.

How many people in Amerlca know
anything of her or her work? Her
work ¢an be summed up in a few
words, but {ts influence can never be
cetimated.

irst—That for child-saving, wbhich
was begun in the Warren Street Chap-

.6l. Boston, still the mission ceatre of

the clty.

8ecoud—Her herculean labors to get
proper treastment for the inrane  in
state |nstitutions, and she restsd not
until she sasw fine insane hospitals of
ber own creation rise in nearly avery
state of the Unlon.

Third—Her work as superintendent
of nurses during the Civil War, for
which, at {t8 cloge. Secretary Stanton
offered her any emolument she might
ask. Thve thing that she did ask was
the flag of her country. A stand of tha
colors in silk was accordingly ordered

for her and officially presented, and
these flags were bequeathed In her
will to Harvard College. They hang

to~day in Memorial Hall near the tab-

lets to the memory of some of the

very soldiers she had tenderly nursed.
Dangerous Fashions.

“The next generation of sewing girls
will be born blind!” exclaimed an ex-
asperated dressmaker the other day
after two of her bet “hands” had to
be given sick leave because they sim-
ply could not see what they were do-
ing. ‘'This hemstitching mania and
feather-stitthed insertions are bad
enough,”’ scolded madam. ‘‘But when
it comes to working three days on a
palr of sleeves I call it fine needlework
and not sewing. Ten of my eighty

girls bave had to glve up work With- | ‘They had just been introduced, and

in the last three years since the fancy
work on gowns became a craze, and T
wouldn’t ke to ask how many of
them weear glasses. The narrow rib-
bon work and the tiny ruchings with
narrow lace edgings are also madden-
ing. 1t°s delightfully fluffy and dainty
when it’s done, but think of having to
sew 150 yards of baby ribbon on a
point d”esprit skirt!”
Womnen in Literature.

Literature i{s the final expression of
human thought. If women can lay
claim to a Special faculty of intuition
why do they not manifest it in their
writings? Intuition if {t means any-
thing, means the faculty that g ets
down to the germ of actions and char-
acteristics and focuses external traits
into a central verity recognizable to
the gemeral public. Now, there are
more female writers than male. WNo
womun poet bas ever written an in-
evitable line, a line that flashes spom-
tancously out of the unknown and
casts & {llaminating light upon the
abysi. Woman has added practically

tations. Take down your Bartlett or
your anthology, and you may be sur-
prised to find that from Mrs. Brown-

Ing to Mrs. Meynell! women have never

colned 8 phrase which has pasgsed fnto
the common eurrency of speeab. Mra.
Browning has {ndeed written fine lines.
but pothing of hers can be s:id to
have become a household word,

Nor has any woman novelist created
any character that is generally recoz-
nized as typical. George Eliot has come
clogest with ber Tito Melema and Mrs.
Poyser. You would appeal omly to the
educated few if you Zcscvibed & person
as u Tito or a Poyser. Buit call a man
a2 Don Quixote, Micawber, A Dogberry,
a [alstaff, a Colonel Newcombe, a Bli-
fil a Parson Adams, a Bob Acres; call
& woman & Mrs. Malaprop, a Becky
Shirp, a Beatrice, a Diana Verson, a
Meg Merrilies, and even the {lllterate
will mentally classify the individual
gadyou wish him or her to be classi-

ed.

“Ab. but,” yow say, “In real life
women are the true intuitions. They
size up a man or a woman at aglance.
They are never mistaken when they
trust to their instnets” .

I can only testify to my own expert-
ence. | have not found that woman's
snap judgments of character are {m-
bued with any special verity. They
form llkes or disllkes quicker than
man does, because they are quicker
on the trigger of conjecture. They can
only be onme of two things—right or
wrong. If time proves that they are
right, as they must be in fifty per cent.
of cases, the right guess is remembered
and treasured up by the slower-mind-
ed man as an extraordinary instance
of intuition. The wrong guess is {or-
gotten.

Women Explorers.

Dr. Sven Hedin, the most distiaguish-
ed Swedish traveler of modern times,
and who is supportied in his regsearches
in Asla by the King of Sweden and the
Emperor of Russia, {8 making his way
back to Stockholm to lay his report be-
fore King Oscar, after having been re-
ceijved at St. Petersburg by the Crar,
to whom he intends returning the Cos-
sack escort with which the Emperor
Nicholas has kindly provided him dur-
ing his Asiatic travels. Dr. Hedin is
particularly looked forward to thirough-
out his European journey among sci-
entific circles as one having a speclal
knowledge on Thibet. He very neary
succeeded In entering the forbidden
city of Lhbasea being disgulsed as a
Buddhist priest, but the guards of the
sacred city were again able to preveat

\ o

the entrance of the forelgner, and he
had to return to &is caravan, from
which he had made & side excursion.
The honor of evading the guards and
penetrating the city belongs in these
days to two ladles, Mrs. Rynkhart and
Miss Thomson, who risked their lives
in doing so. Lately we bave had to
record many extraordinary feats of
daring on the part of ladies, particu-
larly English in out of the way reglons
of the world and very rarely have
womaen attempted. anything in the way
of exploration but what they have been
abdle. if not to accomplish entirely, yet
to make 8 highly creditable record.

“Charley, dear,” sald young Mrs
Torkins, “do you think we shall evet
be rich enough to own a yacht?’

*1 shouldn’t be surprised.”

*“When we can afford it you will bay
me a yacht, won’t you?”’

**Certainly.”

*“Well, Charley. dear. I know you are
a business man, and I know you want
me to be a business woman. 1f yvnu
will give me a new hat and a new
gown and a new coat now, I wnn't sa)
a word about the yacht. Isn't that e
jovely discount for cash?”

Be sure to send a note of thanks for
a gift recelved at the earliest possible
moment. Write it bafore your ardor
cools. Make it hearty, spontaneous,
enthusiastic. You need not be insin-
cere. Even if you do not like the gifi
you must like the spirit that prompted
it. Never defer writing with the idea
that you will thank the giver in per-
son. . You may do that as well when
opportunity offers, but do mot risk de-
lay. Nothing I8 more discourteous
than belated thanks.—The Ladies
Home Journal.

as she looked into his thoughtful blw
eyes, the young girl felt that she hac
at last met & man of high ideals,
“Are you interested in the elevatiol
of the masses, Mr. McSmudge?' sh:

asked, after she had warked up to th |

subject by easy conversation stages.

“Intensely, Miss Gushington,”’ he an
swered. “I have dedicated my life ©
this great work. I am just now in
teresting myself in circulating
pamphlet on the subject, which I shal
, be pleased to send you.”

I *How loveiy!” she murmured, Sh
* kmew that she had at last found a kin
dred soul.

Byt this world is full of Dbditter dis
appolctments, and it was a hard jo!
to Ethel Gusbington's finer sensibill
ties when a few days later she recelved
with the compliments of John Wesle
MoeSmudge, & catalogue of passenge
eolevatora for which he was ageut.

The anclent histerians say that ove
1,000 miles of the lower Nile wers pro

ity AN tacted by . artificlel, embenkipents aaf
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