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A KISS IN A CANOE.

the maiden sat in a light canoe
Afloat on a mountain lake,

And a mad idea abet wildly through
The brain of her lover (who sat there, too),
That he, in that self-same light canoe,

A stolen kiss would take.

low the maiden sat there unaware
)f the plit that he had hatched;

And the -. ountain breeze played with her
halt,

And fanned her cheek and her brow so fair,
As she sat there still quite unaware

Of the kiss so soon to be snatched.

Then the lover awaited a real good chance
To capture the longed-for kiss,

When, watching the wimpllng wavelets
dance,

She turned her head with a quick, shy glance,
And leaning back she gave him a ehanee

That was really too good to miss.

So he bent to meet her and tried to steal
The kiss that be burned to get,

But he bent so quick in his ardent seal
That the craft upset like a whirling wheel,
And he missed the kiss that he tried to steal,

And they both got very wet.
-Journal of Education.

HER WAITING.

It Is Over Now, and Little Mi
Barton Is Happy.

"Her wedding gown-her wedding
gown," said little Miss Barton, softly
to herself, touching with tender fingers
the fleecy whiteness that lay upon her
lap as she sat in her low, brown rock-
lag-chair.

Two great tears rolled swiftly down
her cheek and sank into the gown's
dainty fairness.
i "June has come again, John," she
whispered; "and I've been waiting. dear,
these twenty years. Ah, these twenty
years!"

Then for her Miss Barton did a most
unusual and astonishing thing, for she
laid that uncut gown upon the table be-
side her, picked up the gray kitten frisk-
ing at her feet, and cried as if her heart
was breaking.

All Brockport knew about Miss Bar-
ton's "waitin'." Even the smallest
child had heard of how the little gal-
lant William and Mary had sailed away
one fair June day, never to return: and
save for the fact that shortly after her
departure she had been sighted by a
homecoming vessel, no faintest tidings
had ever come to those aching hearts
that waited in that thrifty little fisher
village by the shores of the blue, blue
lea. Among the crew there was a sailor
lad named John Darrell. He was fine,
uanly young fellow, whose dearest hope
was to make gentle Mary Bagum his
wife when that last voyage should hb
over.

Is had al been planned so asay,
many times. e was to give up his sea-
faa lils, and they were to make their
- ut ith the Widow Ln in the
tiny vineehadede00 4 high upon the
lll f 'hP,•e was to be to her, indeed,

Swa tin her old age.
, Mary Barton ncer forgot the look in
these blue eyes as he held her close in
the last parting, nor the half-choked
blessing with which he bade her keep
up a brave heart till they met again,
and the weary waiting was ended.

And for him, and him alone, she had
waited. The villagers spoke of it as
"little Miss Barton's waitin'."

As the years slipped by, and it was
felt for a certainty that never would
that gallant ship come into port, other
lovers came to her. For though the
roses faded from her smooth cheeks and
silver threads rippled through her dark
hair, she was still a .woman beloved by
all and fair to look upon.

But gentle and firmly she said them
nay. "He has reached the surest of all
havens," she would answer to their
pleadings, "and I shall wait, as he left
me, till my call comes to join him."
And one by one they gave up asking.
"I shall love you, Mary, till the day

of my death!" Martin Decring, the
great man of the town, once msaid to her,
tears filling his honest eyes as he
thought of his own motherless girls and
the home that he'd hoped her presence
would brighten. Bat as a time went on,
and he grew to see that the lost man
was her one love. he bravely conquered
himself, and was to her what she most
desired and needed-a true and faithfutl
friend.

Then her mother died, and still she
clung to her solitary home; her days
spent in work and errands of mercy;
her evenings sweet with the memories
of days that were no more.

With the winter a stranger had drifted
into Brockport, an architect, sad a
clever and rising young fellow.

Now it was well known that before
the June roses faded he would carry
away with him pretty Mattie, Martin
Deering's youngest daughter.

Perhaps it was the sight of her dainty
wedding gown (for she loved Mattie, and
would miss her sorely), or the sight of
those pinkly-blowing, ever-fragrant
June roses shyly clinging to the low
door-way, and the sound of the distant
sapphire, foam-tossed sea as it swept
with mellow roll into the shore, that
made little Miss Bartoa cry so sadly
that fair summer morning.

Outside, far down upon the smooth,
gray beach, round about anold life-boat,
children were merrily playing. Rosy,
healthy, coarsely-clad little ones, bub-
bling over with the wine of life. Among
them was Bub Symonds. Bub was nine
years old, and theeldestof five, flourish-
ing olive branches. A sturdy, honest,
freckled-faced boy, whom. Granny said
often, made her "puir head greed sair."

But Granny was old and cross and
Scotch, and Bub felt sometimes as if
nothing he ever did or meld do would
please her. But mother was always
suited, and, after all, who could equal
mother?

He had cared for baby this morning,
and waited upon her till the chubby miss
was overcome by slumber, then brought
her home over the hot sand in his stout,
little arms.

They didn't ache much now, he
thought, as he watched the children at
play, for mother had brushed the wet
hair from his tired forehead and bidden
him "rest a bit"

Presently over the sands. pipes in their
amuths. laughing and talking, some fish-
ermen came strolling.

"Here, Bab," cried one as they peased
him. "this here's meant for yor'"
Into his lap fell the loveliest bit of

amber that the boy had ever seen. How
it gleamed, andpparkled, and shone!
He was speechless with delight. The
ehildrea crowded round him with admir
ing looks and exclamations.

"What'll you do with it, Bub?" they
ashed.
A adea theght amruok him.

"Pm gola'-rm gola' to give this
straight off M•w-to little Miss iHartal

There were no dlmenating $rades as he
turned and ran od through the sands
fast as his lep ~stbid carry him.

Soue twlenty minutes later a flushed
end breathless tow-headed boy stood i4
front of Mrs. Symonds' open doorway.

"'ieothor," he panted in an ex•iti5g
Whisper, "you'd better go right ap to
little Miss Barto's--.he's test cried
her eyes out. Give her this," and be
laid the cherished bit of amber ,put the
table.

Without a world Mother Symonds put
her flat4ron on its shelf, tied her-blue-
cheeked apron over her head and started
Hub ran after, tucked his love-gift into
his mother's hand, and then went beck
to mind Granny and the bakh

* . *a a
'"Ome Il," said Mlis4 Ilarton, cheer-

fully, in answer to her visitor's hesi-
tating knock. There she sat quietly
sewing. True her eyes had distinct red
Circles round them; but her voice was as
sweet as ever. Mrs. Symonds felt her
alarm subside.

"Hub sent you this," she blw•an, dis-
closing the little gift "lie was passin'.
and he said be looked in-he wanted
me -" she stopped confused. "lie
was worrited about you," she said at
length, in a troubled tone.

"Sit down," said Miss Barton, quiet
ly, to her, as she took the proffered gift.
"Dear child!" with an admiring glance

-"he told you that he saw me crying.
Was that it?'' (with a faint blush).
"And you came all the way to see if I
needed any help-you good womaff!"
said Miss Barton, simply.

"That's about it," admitted mother
Symonds, greatly relieved.
"It was the thought of a wedding

that was to have been," said Miss Bar-
ton, softly. "I am making Mattie Deer-
ing's wedding gown, you know. She Is
just the age I was to be; and the month
is the same. I seldom give way," she
said, half apologetically, though her
firm lips quivered. "Resides, tears,
you know, are unlucky over a wedding
gown." And then her kind neighbor
saw how sweet Miss Barton's smile was.

"You're one of the Lord's own, my
dear; and there'll be greater love for
you in that land where there's neither
marryin' nor givin' in marriage, where
your faithtnl waitin's over," said the
younger woman, tenderly, to her. Then
she turned and went out of the rose-
covered door, home through the summer
noon.

Every body said that Mattie Deernlag's
wedding was the prettiest that Brock-
port had ever seen. And they had trim-
med the little wooden-spired church till
it looked for all the world, as one child
said, "like a great big nosegayl"

Afterward there was a great gatShe
ing of the town 3flk at Martl• Deer
ing's hoe to bid the pretty brie God-
speed, and chief amoag them was ttle.
Miss Barteon.

"Bles her, eh lashed as
pictur!" said oe baMdsA did l..
whom she'4 pps•Is to ee he way
hrimue, and to whos she brought some
wedding dainties.

"Bless her!" he said to his good wife,
"there couldn't none of 'em beat her, I
know, 'cepting it might be the bride!"

"She did look so sweet when she come
here in that shinin' gray gown, with the
pink in her cheeks and the white spray-
posies on her breast and in her hair," he
added.

And it really did seem as if the rest of
them thought so, too.

After the wedding came days of damp
and misty weather, with rain in sudden
angry showers. And all this time it
seemed as if the frowning sea was run-
ning itself back only to dash in sullen
roars with greater violence upon the
far-stretching coast.

The clouds hung black and threaten-
ing above liere and there desolate sea
birds flew to hidden coveys in the rocks
seeking shelter, their frightened cries
making still more desolate the dull-gray
days.

"Dirty weather ahead." the old tars
said, and shook their heads as they
spoke.

One by one over the mass of heaving,
seething waters the little fisher boats
came steadily sailing home.

And on the night of July 6, 187--, the
storm burst in all its violence.

In the cottages and along the shore,
how the men, women and children
prayed that night "for those in peril on
the deep," as lurid flashes of blinding
light tore the sable heavens asunder,
and showed the sea lashed by the winds
into a seething massof awful, towering,
foaming hills of water! How they prayed
and peered anxiously out from time to
time into the inky darkness.

Upon the beach fishermen waited in
little groups ready to man the life-boat
should need of it arise, though the
chances were very slender for aiding in
that terrific storm.

Far beyond and sharply to the left,
where some ragged rocks lifted their
black heads, a steady golden, gleaming
star, the beacon-light, shone forth.
Slowly the night wore on.

Just before daylight in that hour
which of all others is the darkest. a
slender stream of red fre pierced the
darkness, followed by a faint booming
sound. Faces blanched, hearts throb-
bed fearfully among the watchers.
Again the red flash, followed by another
boom.

"My God!" cried an old man, "'tis a
sinking ship!"

Sick with terror they watched and
waited while the life-boat was manned
and the men made ready.

A few hurried directions, and all was
done.

."Who goes with me, lad?" cried one
young fellow, jumping in.

"God bless you, Tom!" cried a clear,
high voice. "I'll care for your mother
if any thing happens to you!" It was lit-
tle Miss Barton who spoke. and she had
crept down by herself in the darkness
and storm to watch and wait with oth-
ers.

The lad started, waved his cap. and
under cover of the night hastily wiped
away the tears that did honor to his
bright eyes.

Amid the low sobs of wones "who
watch and weep," the strong boat was
silently filled, and pushed of from the
shore.

Ah! indeed are the hearts true ad
brave that beat beneath the rough pea-
jackets of these "toilem of the sea."
Content are they with so little, so will-
ing to risk the earthly life for the broth-
er in need. Is it not an oft-told story I
wonder to write of a waiting like this'
Who does not know it all, even if he has
not seen and telt it?

The groups of praying, waiting, watch-
ing women, some upon their bended
knees murmuring their heartfelt peti-
tions, others clinging together and call-
ing aloud to the Ruler of all peoples.

The dull, throbbing heartbeats, rising
with the wind's shrieking, falling with
the ocean's sobbing roar Ia your face

the b dihait, cutting gusts of rai.
Itlow you, around you the clinging,
drifting, wet and shifting sands, chains
of flaming light and the roar of
Heaven's artillery above ystl WhLt I
sa, does not know shet i~t

ilkt lodea tet the to ments dragged
the~selret iaoag. At iength there came
the return signal, and, oh! the A•thlaing
of eyes, the Areathles• batchlng as that
precione4 rgied boat was seen thread-
InM the billows.

Three rousing cheers for the brave
lads, and then-out upon the beach
ready hands lifted three wsa-y. faint.
ing men and a seseeless woman, holding
to her breast a little, drowned baby.

"t+h *as an Italian brig," said a
itshsttman, briefly, to them. "All the
rest were drowned." And he turned
away.

"l'oor souls! poor souls!" sighed little
Miss Barton. Then, as the poor mother
was lifted up-"take her to my home,"
she cried, and lead the way. Others
pressed forward eagerly, and before the
morning broke over Brockport the wan-
derers were cheered, comforted and
cared for in the snug cottages.

It was noon of the next day when
little Miss Barton, standing in her door-
way, saw a group of men coming down
the clif road. As they drew nearer she
saw by the expression of their faces that
they were bringing her news of some
sorL

By her little white gate they waited,
and one, an old man, whose son she had
helped to save from himself, came slow-
ly up the pathway. Sheran tomeet him.

"What Is it? Tell me quickly!" she
cried. "I can listen, for Widow Morse
Is earing for the sick woman."

The old fisherman lifted his slouch
hat and left the warm sunshine to play
about his scanty, gray locks. His
weather-beaten face was turned toward
her.

"You saved my boy when the drink
was makia' a devil of him, and my
Mary's heart was breakin' under it.
Bless you!" he added, reverently. The
group at the gate drew near.

"There ain't one of us as hasn'tknown
and felt your goodness in some way.
Cs - our wives - our children. And
now!"-oh, the gladness in his voice-
"'we've come to tell you (moe and my

mates) the blessedest news to all o' us."
"There is one as we all thought dead.

There is one as sailed away years ago."
Miss Barton caught hold of his arm.

A death-like pallor spread over her
face, and she seemed about to sink to
the earth. Bant in one moment she ral-
lied again, and turned her face full to
the speaker.

"Man," she cried, n a tos that bed
never be hedseard ham htl b e-

"!Thes Is on was saved
night trsm the sea, as has

* ge eo farther.
a ery that those around her

sever forge• little Miss Barton fell upon
her knes, and, lifting her arms Heaven-
ward, gave thanks to God aloud.

They took her to thecottage that held
him a little later, when her strength re
turned, for Joy seldom kills. There a
worn, scarred, gray-bearded man, the
lover of her youth, awaited her. No
one saw that meeting.

But when, with his hand clasped by
her strong ones, he told the pitiful story
of their capture by the Malays in for-
eign seas, the long years of slavery and
privations of the few survivors, their
sad deaths, his escape and the wreck in
sight of land. those that heard him,
though they shed many a tear, thanked
(iod from honest hearts that the end had
come to little Miss Barton's "waltti'."
--•race Virginia-Halsey, in Christianat
Work.

AN INTELLECTUAL RACE•

A mimlemary's Ideas Regsrdlng the Ma.
oers of New Zealand.

Rev. James F. Taylor attended the
meetings of the American Board of Mis-
sions held recently. He is an English-
man who has seen service in most parts
of the world, and though now too old to
engage in active work he takes a keen
interest in every movement having for
its object the conversion of the heathen.
In a chat a reporter had with him pre-
vious to his departure for home he said
that of all the natives he has come in
contact with those of New Zealand in-
terested him most.

"The Maors, as the aborigines of
New Zealand are called," said Dr. Tay
lor, "are a noble race, and offer a start-
ling contrast to the now almost extinct
aborigines of the neighboring island b-t
Tasmania, physically and Intel-
lectually. The Tasmanitka, If in-
deed if any of them are
yet alive, can not be taught to count
beyond twenty, the number of their fin-
gers and toes, whereas the Maoris are
capable of a classio education. Indeed,
many of them are in the New Zealand
Parliament, and one of them at least-
Wiremu Otaki-is an accomplished
speaker. As warriors, fighting man to
man, they are equal in every respect to
the British, upon whom they have often
inflicted disastrous defeats. Unfortu-
nately, the white man's rum and the
white man's vices are driving them out
of existence, and. though a dash of their
blood will show itself in the future Aus-
tralian, as a race they are bound to go.
The most erudite ethnologist can not
tell how the Maoris got there. The
islands composing New Zealand are IWO
miles from the nearest continent, anad
the largest boat the natives have is no
bigger than an Indian canoe. Then they
resembleneither the South American In-
dian nor the native of the Australlas
continent. Their own theory is that
the Great Spirit was fishing one time,
and threw Ills line down from the sky to
hook a whale. The hook stuck in the
ground, and He pulled and puffed until
He drew a mountain up to the skies,
which is nowes called angarir. lie flew
along the clouds in a rage, and tried
His luck 000 mi.es away with no better
sucess, for this time He brought up
Mount Egmont, a peak 10,000 feet above
the sea level. Both these snow-capped
peaks may be seen to this day by mar-
iners far out at sea as a proof of the eoe
reetaess o the tradition.

"It is nol easy to convert the Maori,
but once converted ne is a pious and in-
telligent Christian. They all ride on
horseback, and are very fond of fine and
bright-colored clothing and jewelry. It
is nothing uncommon to meet a Maori
lady coming into town in comolete rid-
ing habit astride of a fine horse. pufn;
away at a short clay pipe under her
vail."--N. Y. Star.

.- Browning's grave was made about
four feet deep. like the others in West-
minster Abbey. The soil is dry, red
sand, the coflins are placed in the cart,"
and a quantity of charcoal is added as a
sanitary precaution. One of the tradi-
tions of the Atthey is that nothing but a.
handful of b4aca remain after seventy
or a hundre years. The actual deeom-
position '4 pesmplishe4 in Atly iyewr

--Tlb beyrntt ot s Wes es *bU *d;10T heea aete sred in tes $• t~e

ons way iy sttnat e t eesie sparold
hast~ a thh r kt a recording appar-

i ha fitted oa the surfaoe,-of the
water. It has thbus bueen p'rtd "A* the
waves attait e teight of forty feet from
t h to crest in a fairly heavy sea,
ad probably very much more in vio-
lent gales.

The Teowe ef li.
Life Is beset by evils end changes nm•j II

ide From birth to manhod-and from
manbood until old age eternal vigilance isthe price of health. There is one remedy
that bas sat :d many a rickety, heaYdahing
blood-poisoned, dyspeptic mortal t slif o
usefulness and robust health. it Is knowa
as Dr. Bull's •rslaparilla, and it is a Bara
parlla that iss arll. ot a theasasd
doees of molasses and watet fQr
but a concentrat sse•'e f t•.est
virtues of la and bther ltrve
herbh. It h res where other siars
Prilla n blo iremedies have no more ef-
fect than so much stagnant water. If your
System craves an alterative, if you value
life, you doourself a greatlnustice if•ou
fi, to try tals exeelleat dremey. Demand

d of your druggist and take no ober.
kidney Times.

Tan tna mas bs beeom so emmces ht
litL no longer Interesting It is asort of
bcarseebestnutao to speak.-aeste Txsaa-

A Waman. i the Csm&
Thsere always is. she I the poter besTud thethroun A woman sinfuenc over

the ma who loves her is often absolute
To beld sogeat a pwer to guide, strenth
esnd helpher husband, a woman'sfllda
should be clear and bealthv, I can not be
if she Is suffering frolI any functional de-
rangement. How many a home is made uo-happy bc•ause she who should be Its lifeand rht is a wretched, depresed, morbid
Invalid! Wives, mothers and daughters
why suffer from "female eompas"
whic are sapping your lives away, When
Dr. Pierce's Favorite ltto will
reuewrour health and gladden tose about
you. It has retored happiness to man asaddened life. Why endure martrdom
when release s soeasy its spetal feld
there never was a restorative like the "Fa
voritePrescription."

To cl.nxs the stomach, liver, sad system
generally, use Dr. Pieree's Pellets. 25 cents

----- em-----
"Notsrre Is harder to bear than long

sueceaesis of pleasant days" sighed the
Ubrei&ilamaker.-Fliegemde hintte.

tMeasmpues "erely Cared.
To a.n E.troa:--Please Inform yor

readers that I have a positive remedy for
the above named disease. By its tmely
use thousands of hopeles cases have been
permanently cured. I shall be glad to send
two botles of •y remedy raes to any of
your readers who have cosumption if they
will senud me their express and poat-ec
addressl Rlspectfully TA. 8r cu M. C.,

181 Pol street New ork.

with a Livedolir blL--Thmw Us

al ar sinbas a sees

-t to bag other men wsat

o staAesa should learethecity withouat
_ t d 'Tansils YPunch" c. Cigars.

Ir you would lift me, you must be en
higher ground.-Emerson.

Bar, easiest to use and cheapest Piso's
Remedy for Catarrh. By druggist.a 25.

A ais who attempts to flatter you takes
you for a fooL

Prepare for Spring
ow the time to attend to your persesal eedl.

lo ist preparatuo for the dhangs to spring seans
Ifyo have not -wteredl well." If you are tired
oet from overworksIf your blood has become Im-
pure from close eonanement in badly ventilate
olcesor shops• yoa eboul take Itld's Sammp
rtllaat oeos. t wtll p•rty ad vtu i syear blood.
rnete a good ap•ts and give yor whoe system

toam and sreagsth.
11. -If yoe deese too ake Hood's sassaps la

do not be iadesd to ba sany other.

Hood's Sarsaperilla
SoldMbyall druggistsla. li at forl. Prepared only
by C. L HOOD & Co. ApothAeamcsowell. Mass

100 Doses One Dollar

Tutt's Pills
I -a (tir,• waM resd f"or

SICK HEADACHLE TORPID
LIVER, DYSPEPSIA, PILEE,
MALARIA, COSTIVENESS
AND ALL BILIOUS DISEASES.

Boyd Etaswrowere.

Malu . Laser Comphma lase tbhe skas esarseni, r.med. srTr'

BILE BEANS
e the SMALL SIi (40 little 1 es to t

L. T.c m lbt wmst noneslemtL: ul a1 S a

KISIWNG ",.'&Km16ogapsmr el ainMe.

J. . slum NO•C.
N mabsu of ,.e ses 5a6l". Ls.•aUs

VASEUNE PREPARATIOlS
On reeetpt of pot ira stapsv w W iend fre by

sail tie followutla v• i•nl des:

I d h ....................
hto d lauCupb I ......... I
bd hI CdM Cnm ....... ECk
I Tyou beae olesalo o ue Va.'lmas an tny fart.

ecar l to acep only enine (e ds put p by
l orgial pactareu. A reear man nJt

mf trllnn to peruu , ebsyerstotqdko RMi URn

pte asp them. erlt . c u e bpt. uAtoosne,
botle oBt lVan U se taalln itout n •O by . willr

'Ums te-al s ds mheidS Opel*e
843ut. Strues, sNw TA.

AVEF UI U TS I PUEIT.BI
SEDINe G TOUR ORDERm DIRZCT TO

(wla Bsu bb
. • a ebs • ree dy r a this -

CATARRH.
Aly UstlIntoN•e*rlL
sur. "osra we ume

. h rido re wasl

the enMre se- without say retr- t
seems to have efectesly drives the Ma

u ht h. bran r beblas t him arA o up:

The high bsicmo -bained aatllht i
versareplua asu4 hmwrovaiftorhe j

U liurub r i Syrup of igs as
the value of the qualities on which its so-
coes is based and are atndntly gratirylag
to thoe Califoraia Fig Syrup Companyr.

As somo iatis oeftem a m who eaU se
ery body else ow to conomeas without

abl to dd It himseL-Tem 1111b

- eree, -la. -
The eperoally oadueted easurless to

theis aM , c e beem s

Rasl Uit•t will r 0ftoe oiS
4th, it :

f and Np send to
SWa Binl . as Chicago, IIL

ywejry who sapg 'WItt aM Its h'aEy
lovathee eIL" The l Gessette

I mars looked over the list of ingredients
in Bul's Sarsaparill anndhave no hesita-
tiou in prouo• ai it afb Compound that
promidUses we dsesaes to which it temp.
plltmbit- Y. Yande, L A

Tee inezperIemoed earver sapt toadd

ways. weeklf u FbotPrei both

A ware avoid barsh pur we plls. They
nrt make yos stick and n lative you con-

stipted. Curtr's tIm Lle ver PUls reulate
the bowels and make yos well. Doeme pilL
M•or e us wmr ovaT our trials, but the

eldesw -01.7If C at anjr.-YTrk-

Cocoa Arn Momrsa--Tbe itritation
whioh induces coughlin Immedlastely re-
I/eved hj the urn-of hune, km'B.. Bold only ln boxes ....

Tan street beggars work o the princ
that nothing succeeds like di.tre.-P hiY
dolphi Ties.

, Fsm zs--Cass School et
Soiaeae ofers ive on

l. o For

iA wa utie b does mat
atways a let ingt.-Hutohlaso
News.

Fon twety-fve ceats you can get Carter's
Little LiverPills--the best liver regulator Ia
the world. Don't forgo this. se pilla dos

A was who itches for fame must scratcharound lively to secure IL-Epoch.

Now XT ThoAt Brarsa Why don't you
use Hale's Honey of Horehound sand Tar!
Pike's Toothache Drops Cure in one minata

Ir you ever expeot toget rich you must
make money when times are hard.

$[ED IOAIb

W. .. L OUCLA3SHOE
IEIITLE.EE .

s Irasr sn ea ss wewem
lmlamoo am t s. No.. wIo aoc.S

I1l•llM SANN An D PstlN I ItAUhD tU
TON. SOLD VI3ITWfl3S3L

ex pend sdtrd of gerysl valitble
Uor.. W.•. 3••W •,•U, 3.uskm.

Rws In vuPm11eu

WOMEN
WHO L= o

DRESS
well, can do so wit the
expenditure of very little
money, if they are willing
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