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STAINSThe Best 
Preservative of
■TxJmamajI UIaaJ Anchor Shingle Stains indefinitelyUndressed WOOd postpone, if not absolutely prevent wet 
or dry rot. They show up the grain of the wood, giving delicately artistic 
finish, not only to the surface coated, but to the entire building.

We have used infinite pains in the selection of pigmente btitsnited 
to combine with our specially treated COAL TA* CREOSOTE, and 
our success has been proportionate with our care. k

Anchor Shingle Stains are being very largely used on the roofs, and 
in many instance also on the bodies, of the most attractive houses m 
our midst ; they are also employed with excellent results from an 
economic standpoint on sheds and other outbuildings.

If your dealer cannot at the moment 
supply Anchor Shingle Stains, please 
write us to arrange for you.

rranpram-hendersonDmhmhUmmumiid
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on her pillow, and when the morning 
came she was too weak to rise; so 
she kept her room, listening to the 
music of the Sabbath bells, which to 
her seemed sadly saying, VHome, 
home." “Alsa, I have no home," she 
said, turning away to weep, for in 
the tolling of those bells there came 
to her no voice, whispering of the 
darkness, the desolation, and the 
sorrow there was in the home for 
which she so much mourned.

Thus the day wore on, and ere 
another week was gone Rose insisted 
upon a speedy removal to the sea
shore, notwithstanding it was so 
early in the season, for by this meafls 
she hoped that Maggie’s health would 
be improved. Accordingly,. Henry 
went once more to Worcester, osten
sibly for money, but really to see if 
George Douglas would speak to him 
of Margaret. But George was in New 
York, they said; and somewhat dis
appointed, Henry went back to Leo
minster, where every thing was in 
readiness for their journey. Monday 
was fixed upon for their departure, 
and at an early hour Margaret looked 
back on what bad been to her a sec
ond home, smiling faintly as Rose 
whispered to her cheerily, “I have a 
strong presentment that somewhere 
in our travels we shall meet with Ar
thur Carrollton.”

CHAPTER XXII.
The House of Mourning.

CHAPTER XXI.
The Sisters.

(Continued.)
„ "Not despised her," cried Rose, in 

great distress, as she saw a dark ex
pression stealing over the face of Mag
gie, in whose heart a chord of sym
pathy had been struck, when she 
thought of her mother banished from 
her father's side. “Grandma could
not despise her,” continued Rose, 
"she was so good, so beautiful."

“Yes, she was beautiful," murmur
ed Maggie, gazing earnestly upon the 
fair, round face, the soft black eyes 
and raven hair of her who for years 
had slept beneath the shadow of the 
Hillsdale woods. "Oh, I wish I was 
dead, like her,” she exclaimed at last, 
closing the ambrotype and laying it 
upon the table. “I wish I was lying 
in that little grave in the place of her 
who should have borne my name, and 
been what I once was;” and bowing 
her face upon her hands, she wept 
bitterly, while Rose tried in vain to 
comfort her. “I am not sorry you 
are my sister,” sobbed Margaret 
through her tears. "That’s the only 
comfort I have left me now; but Rose 
I love Arthur Carrollton so much— 
oh, so much.'and bow can I give him 
up?”

“If he is the noble, true-hearted 
man he looks to be, he will not give 
you up,” answered Rose, and then for 
the first time since this meeting she 
questioned Margaret concerning Mr. 
Carrollton, and the relations existing 
between them. “He will not cast you 
off,” she said, when Margaret had
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SUGGESTIONS

Advice to Expectant Mothers
.1

The experience of Motherhood is a try
ing one to meet women and marks dis
tinctly an epoch in their lives. Not one 
woman in a hundred is prepared or un
derstands how to properly care for her
self. Of course nearly every woman 
nowadays has medical treatment at 
such times, but many approach the 
experience with an organism unfitted 
for the trial of strength, and when it 
is over her system has received a shock 
from which it is hard to recover. Fol
lowing right upon this comes the ner
vous strain of caring for the child, and 
a distinct change in the mother results.
• There is nothing more charming than 
a happy and healthy mother of children, 
and indeed child-birth under the right 
conditions need be no hazard to health or 
beauty. The unexplainable thing is that, 
with all the evidence of shattered nerves 
and broken health resulting from an un
prepared condition, and with ample time 
in which to prepare, women will persist 
in going blindly to the trial.
• Every woman at this time should rely 
Upon Lydia E. Pmkham’s Vegetable Com
pound, a most valuable tonic and invig
orate of the female organism.

In many homes 
once childless there 
are now children be
cause of tile fact 
that Lydia E. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable 
Compound makes 
women normal, 
healthy and strong.

U yon want i : advice write ta 
i Medicine Co. (eonfi- 

Your letter will

told her all she had to tell. “He may 
bo proud, but he will cling to you 
still. He will follow you, too—not to
day, perhaps, nor to-morrow, but ere 
long he will surely come;” and listen
ing to her sister’s cheerful words, 
Maggie herself grew hopeful, and that 
evening talked animatedly with Henry 
and Rose of a trip to the sea-side 
they were intending to make. "You 
will go, too, Maggie,” said Rose, car
essing her sister's pale cheek, and 
whispering in her ear, “Aunt Susan 
will be here to tell Mr. Carrollton 
where you are, if he does not come 
before we go, which I am sure he 
will.”

Maggie tried to think so, too, and 
her sleep that night was sweeter 
than it had been before for many 
v/eeks—but the next day came, and 
the next, and Maggie’s eyes grew dim 
with watching and with tears, for up 
and down the road, as far as she 
cculd see, there came no trace of him 
for whom she waited.

“I might have known it; it was fool
ish for me to think otherwise,” she 
sighed, and turning sadly from the 
window where all the afternoon she 
had been sitting, she laid her head 
wearily upon the lap of Rose.

“Maggie,” said Henry. "I am going 
to Worcester to-morrow, and perhaps 
George can tell me something of Mr, 
Carrollton.”

For a moment Maggie’s heart throb
bed with delight at the thought of 
hearing from him, even though she 
heard that he would leave her. But 
anon her pride rose strong within 
her. She had told Hagar twice of her 
destination, Hagar had told him, and 
if he chose he would have followed 
her ere this; so somewhat bitterly she 
said, “Don’t speak to George of me 
Don’t tell him I am here. Promise 
me, will you?”

The promise was given, and the 
next morning, which was Saturday, 
Henry started for Worcester on the 
early train. The day seemed long to 
Maggie, and when at nightfall he 
came to them again, it was difficult to 
tell which was the more pleased at 
his return, Margaret or Rose.

“Did you see Theo?” asked the 
former; and' Henry replied, "George 
told me she had gone to Hillsdale. 
Madam Conway is very sick.”

"For me! for me! She’s sick with 
mourning for me," cried Maggie. 
"Darling grandma ! she does love me 
still, and I will go home to her at 
once."

Then the painful thought rushed 
over her, "If she wished for me, she 
would send. It’s the humiliation, not 
the love, that makes her sick. They 
have cast me off—grandma, Theo, all, 
all,” and sinking upon the lounge, she 
wept aloud.

“Margaret,” said Henry, coming to 
her side, “but for my promise I should 
have talked to George of you, for 
there was a troubled expression on 
his face when he asked me if I had 
heard from Hillsdale.”

“What did you say?” asked Maggie, 
holding her breath to catch the an
swer,. which was: “I told him you had 
not written to me since my return 
from Cuba, and then he looked as if 
he would say more, but a customer 
called him away, and our conversa
tion was not resumed."

For a moment Maggie wag silent. 
The she said, “I am glad you did not 
intrude me upon him. If Theo has 
gone to Hillsdale she knows that I 
am here, and does not care to follow 
me. It is the disgrace which troubles 
them, not the losing me!” and again 
burying her., head In the cushions of 
the lounge, she wept bitterly. It was 
useless for Henry and Rose to try and 
comfort her, telling her it was possi- 
bel that Hagar had told nothing. 
“And if so,” said- Henry, “you well 
know that I am thà last one to whom 
you would be expected to flee for 
protection.” Margaret would not 
listen. She was resolved upon being 
unhappy, and during the long hours

Come now over the hills to the 
westward. Come tb the Hillsdale 
woods, to ‘the stone house by the mill, 
where all the day long there is heard 
but one name, the servants breathing 
it softly and low, as if she who had 
borne it were dead, the sister, dim
eyed now, and paler faced, whisper
ing it oft to herself, while the lady 
so haughty and proud, repeats it again 
and again, shuddering as naught but 
the echoing walls reply to the heart
broken cry of “Margaret, Margaret 
where are you now?”

Yes, there was mourning in that 
household—mourning for the lost one 
the darling, the pet of them all.

Brightly had the sun risen on that 
June morning which brought to them 
their sorrow, while the birds in the 
tall forest trees caroled as gayly as 
if no storm cloud were hovering near. 
At an early hour Mr. Carrollton had 
arisen, thinking, as he looked forth 
from his window, “She will tell me all 
to-day," and smiling as he thought 
how easy and pleasant would be the 
task of winning her back to her olden 
gayety. Madam Conway, too, was un
usually excited and very anxiously she 
listened for the first sound of Maggie’s 
footsteps bn the stairs.

“She sleeps late,” she thought, 
when breakfast was announced, and 
taking her accustomed seat, she 
bade a servant "see if Margaret were 
ill.”

“She is not there,” was the report 
the girl brought back.

“Not there!” cried Mr. Carrollton.
“Not there!” repeated Madam Con

way, a shadowy foreboding of evil 
stealing over her. She seldom walks 
at this early hour," she continued, 
and rising, she went herself to Mar
garet's room.

Everything was in perfect order, 
the bed was undisturbed, the chamber 
empty, Margaret was gone, and on 
the dressing-table lay the fatal let
ter, telling why she went. At first 
Madam Conway did not see it: but it 
soon caught her eye, and tremblingly 
she opened it, reading but the first 
line: “I am going away forever.”

Then a loud shriek rang through 
the silent room, penetrating at once 
to her side. With the letter still in 
her hand, and her face of a deathly 
hue, and her eyes flashing with fear. 
Madam Conway turned to him as he 
entered, saying: “Margaret has gone, 
left us forever, killed herself it may
be—-read;" and she handed him the 
letter, herself bending - eagerly for
ward to hear what he might say.

But she listened in vain. With 
lightning rapidity, Arthur Carrollton 
read what Mag had written—read that 
she, his idol, the chosen bride of his 
bosom, was the daughter of a servant, 
the grandchild of old Hagar! And for 
this she had fled from his presence, 
fled because she knew of the mighty 
pride which now, in the first bitter

Simply say H.P.
to your grocer—he 
will hand you a 
bottle of the most 
appetising sauce in 

the world.
But be sure you DO say 

H.P., because you want

Which Was Successful ?

* ■*

Molly, the lit
tle stenographer 
lady, was much 
stirred up. So 
was the last open 
fire of the sea
son. before 
which we were 
sitting. "That 
woman" had 
stirred up Molly, 
and Molley stir
red up the fire, a 
perfectly good 
fire, too —t h e

door, but 
her away 
“Read it

moment of his agony, did indeed rise 
up a barrier between himself and the 
beautiful girl he loved so well. Had 
she lain dead before him. dead in all 
her youthful beauty, he could have 
folded her in his arms, and then 
buried her from his sight, with a feel
ing of perfect happiness compared to 
that which he now felt.

“Oh, Maggie, my lost one, can it 
be?" he whispered to himself, and 
pressing his hand upon his chest, 
which heaved with a strong emotion, 
he staggered to a seat, while the per
spiration stood in beaded drops upon 
his forehead, and around his lips.

“What is it. Mr. Carrollton? ’Tie 
something dreadful, sure," said Mrs 
Jeffrey, appearing in the 
Madam Conway motioned 
ind tottering to his side, 
aloud to me—read."

The sound of her voice recalled his 
wandering mind, and covering his 
face with his hands, he moaned in 
anguish; then, growing suddenly 
calm, he snatched up the letter, which 
had fallen to the floor, and read it 
iloud, while Madam Conway, stupe
fied with horror, sank at his feet, and 
clasping her hands above her head, 
rocked to and fro. hut made no word 
of comment. Far down the long age 
hei thoughts were straying, and gath- 
rring up many by-gone scenes, whicl 
tcld her that what .she . ÿeyjrd^ jvatl 
true. ’

"Yes, 'tis tore." she groaned; ant' 
then, powerless to speak another wort 
ihe Laid her head upon a chair, while 
Mr. Carrollton, preferring to be alone 
sought the solitude of his own room 
where, unobserved, he could wrestlt 
with his sorrow, and conquer his in 
born pride, which whispered to hin. 
that a Carrollton must not wed s 
bride so far beneath him.

Only a moment, though and then the 
love he bore for Maggie Miller roller 
back upon him with an overwhelming 
power, while his better judgment 
with that love, came hand in hand 
pleading Jbr fhe fair young girl, who 
now that he had lost her. seemed r 
thousand fold dearer than before. Bui 
ho had not lost her; he would fine 
her. She was Maggie Miller still te 
him. and though old Hagar’s blood 
were in her veins, he would not give 
her up. This resolution once made.
It could not be shaken, and when half 
an hour or more was passed, he walk
ed with firm, unfaltering footsteps 
back to the apartment where Madair 
Conway still sat upon the floor, hei 
head resting upon the chair, and hei 
frame convulsed with grief.

(To be continued.)

wants-to-be-cynic built it.
Molly had been job hunting, not for 

herself—Molly's employer is still in 
his right mind—but for another girl.

“You know, big sister’” related 
Molly, “this girl has only had high 
school stenography, but she’s the kind 
of a girl who will work her head off 
if you give her a chance, and she just 
had to have a position right off, and 
a friend of mine sent her to me, so, 
of course, I had to find her something. 
I thought of Miss Ellis right away. 
She's tremendously successful— she 
works for a big firm that employs 
ever so many girls, and they say she 
has great influence, so I knew a word 
from her.would get my girl a chance. 
And then I remembered that Miss El
lis had only high school stenography 
when she started, and had a terrible 
time getting a place, so I felt sure 
she'd understand.

“Well, big sister,”—Molly drew a 
long, sighing breath and poked the 
fire fiercely—“well. I hated to ask it 
because I never could abide the looks 
of her. but I remembered what a time 
I had getting my first position, so of 
course I went to her. And what DO 
you think she said?”

Molly paused dramatically, but no 
one seemed inclined to hazard a 
guess.

BY BUTH CAMERON.
“Well,” continued Molly, “she said, 

T came to this city with no more 
training than your friend had and in 
just as tight a place, and no one 
helped me get my position.’ Then, of 
course. I thought she was going to 
say how hard it was and how she'd 
like to make it easier for this girl, 
but she didn't. Instead she just sat 
there glaring at me. and finally she 
said again, T guess I had about as 
hard a time as any girl could have, 
and nobody ever helped me.’ And 
then I realized that she meant that as 
a reason why she wouldn’t help the 
girl, instead of why she would, and I 
said ‘Oh!’ and got up and came out. 
And WHAT do you think of that, big 
sister?”

“Did any one help you to get your 
position, Molly?” asked the lady-who- 
always-knows-somehow.

“Why, no," said Molly, “How could 
they ? I didn’t know any one. That’s 
why I knew how it felt and wanted 
to help her.”

Said the man-who-thinks. “Did I 
hear you call Miss Ellis successful?"

“O-h yes," said Molly, "she's ter
ribly successful. Why, they say she 
gets at least thirty dollars a week."

“And still a failure," murmured the 
man-who-thinks half to himself.

"Why, what do you mean by that ?" 
said Molly. -

"He means," said the wants-to-be- 
cynic, quite forgetting his proper 
role—and that was especially nice pf 
him for Molly in the course of her 
“stirring” story had quite spoiled his 
perfectly good fire—"He means that 
we have the really successful steno
grapher right here with us."

And no one disputed his interpreta
tion.

Housework Drudg-ery !
Housework i« drud«ery for the weak woman. ShTbrusheT, dusts and sl^ubs ot 

■A u P,'erCe * J/vonte Prescription, and as Mrs. Briggs and others testify :
11 * Weak Women Strong and Sick Women Well.

. . Dr.Pierce is perfectly willing to ict everyone know what 
ms favorite Prescription ” contains, c complete list of in- 
gredients on the bottle-wrapper. Do not let any druggist 
persuade you that his unknown composition is “just os good”unknown composition is ' 
io order that he Aiay make a bigger profit.

thin» rhinv /°r whJclî 1 was «'most unable to do any- 
n £ , MLm ^afei,n sayffig that there are no remedies 
•nrifviï,,iv ,l.ike„Pr-1 ^mree’s havorite Prescription and 

heaithy and^hL0Vnb eui" 1 am enjoying the best ol 
wMch h»,d i k Dr- pierco for his wonderful medicines " bien nave done me a world ot good.’'

Has. Bwgcs. D.\ Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets regulate iver and bowels.
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Fads and 
Fashions.

Nerves Are
Exhausted

And nervous prostration or paralysis 
is creeping stsadily upon you.

Yog hear of people suddenly falling 
victims of nervous prostration or 
seme form of paralysis. But when 
you get all the facts of the caae yon 
fled that they have had months or 
years of warning.

They haven't slept well. There has 
been frequent attacks of nervous 
headache. Digestion has failed. They 
have been irritable, easily worried 
and excited and have found memory 
and concentration 'ailing.

Had they but known that these 
symptoms tell, .of exhausted nerves 
or had they realised their danger they 
would have restored the feeble, wast
ed nerves by use of such treatment 
as Dr. Chase's Nerve Food.

This great restorative treatment 
cured by forming new. rich blood and 
by rebuilding the wasted nerve cells. 
No medicine is more certain to prove 
of lasting benefit to the system. ,60 
cent» a box. 6 boxes for $3.60; at all 
dealers or Kdmenson. Bates * Co.,

Prescription ‘A.’
Is the one and only genuine prep

aration that cures Indigestion and 
Dyspepsia in all its forms.

It is quite a daily occurrence tc 
hear a person say: “Oh, what a feel
ing of distress I have after meals, ful
ness of the stomach, heaviness and 
ïeadache. j feel too tired to do any
thing. I have no heart to exert my
self, and at times I care for nothing.

I often have a pain In the pit of the 
stomach after eating, that is (If I am 
able to eat). My heart beats rapidly 
on the slightest exertion, and I am 
just as tired when rising In the morn- 
■ing (even worse) than when retiring 
at night I often awake in my sleep 
and imagine that I am going to suf
focate, and very often afraid to go to 
sleep again. I have to take particular 
good care of what food I eat. All 
these symptoms ma,ke my life not 
worth living.”

So, why do you insist on suffering 
from all these unnecessary symptoms
when STAFFORD’S “Prescription “A” 
will do the work.

An essential note in millinery is the 
lightness of its trimming. One rich 
feather 0£ a garland of flowers suf
fices.

With the tailor-made suits and 
dresses, short mannish gloves with 
stitched backs are worn almost ex
clusively.

Cleverly arranged panniers produce 
i quaint, graceful effect upon the 
>arty frocks fashioned of sheer ma
terials.

Another recent development in the 
world of fashion is the wearing of 
bicck patent leather slippers with 
white holsery.

Dark, rich wine colors, dun, brown, 
mauves, taupe, dull blues—all are ap
propriate colors for the older mat
ron’s gowns.

Paris advocates metal brocade skip
pers for evening wear. Black and 
gold and black and silver are the fa
vorite combinations.

Slippers in rich shades of dark

As a Cure for 
Whooping Cough

A medicine that will cure whoop
ing cough can certainly be relied 
upon to overcome all ordinary 
coughs and colds. This is about the 
severest test, and one to which Dr. 
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turp
entine has frequently been put with 
the most satisfactory results.

% Chesuey Innerkip, Ont., 
wntes * W® have used a dozen bottles

This genuine preparation is manu- of Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turn 
factored by DR. F. STAFFORD * entinf- It cured my little girl of whooping

1 couch when the rinpf»» •___ , r °SON, St. John’s, Nfid.
Price, small size, 26 cents, postage 

6 cents extra. Large size, 60 cents, 
postage 10 cents extra.

Barrlnter-at-Lew. 
Solicitor, Ac.

cough when the doctor had given her up. 
and since then we always keep it in the 
house as a treatment for coughs and colds. 
It is the best medicine we ever used.

1° *P‘te of imitations and substitutes 
the sales of Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed 
and Turpentine keep right on increasing, 
and this is, we believe, the most substan- 
t“! ”,denc® c“ be offered as to the 
reliability of this well-known medicine as 
a cure for croup, bronchitis, whooping 
“"•* and kindred ailments ; 26 cents a

•red blue and violet combined with 
gold and silver are worn with gowns 
introducing those tones.

The sandal slipper, ornamented 
with cut-steel buckles, richly beaded 
pr embroidered or jeweled, is very 
popular for formal wear.

A parasol of dark navy blue taf
feta has a border of cerise and isj or
namented with small roses made of 
blue and cerise taffeta.

The smartest hat models are adorn
ed only with an ornament of some 
variety, catching up the brim or 
fastened at the side.

New waist drapery is almost as 
deep as blouse and thickens the fig 
ure, while the new skirts in double 
layers cut off the height.

Frocks made of the fascinating 
border materials have top skirts 
rather dosa fitting, while the lower 
half is pleated or gathered.

Flowers, large and small, of silk, 
satin and gauze, set in prim little 
nosegays or forming garlands, trim 
the daintiest frocks imaginable.

Soft taffeta with a white or cream 
background strewn with small roses 
or other floral designs is one of the 
popular fabrics for the summer gown.

A very prim and early Victorian 
style marks the latest floral arrange
ments. especially those Intended to be 
worn tucked into the front of the 
dress.

Nowadays our dresses must not 
only be dreams of loveliness as re
gards color, but the draperies must 
vie with those seen on the ancient 
Greek statues.

Large flat hats are trimmed only 
with a huge bow of tulle or lace. 
Sometimes these are butterfly bows, 
and again they are compressed into 
the shape of an aigrette.

Many narrow belts, in patent leath
er, bright red and green, are worn 
with the new morning dresses, and 
the indications are that their popular
ity will be on the increase.

Tiny ruffles and folds of material 
are often employed as the sole decora
tion of a parasol. A taffeta parasol 
trimmed with five narrow single ruf
fles of the same shade of taffeta is 
extremely popular.

Among the new trimmings are knot
ted fringe strung with bone beads, 

incy silk braid and torchon lace de-

Mothers who are wanting Over
alls, Aprons and Cotton Dresse» In, 
their GIRLS attending to ',hi. 
very importanLtort of their school 
lessons, would do well to remem 
her our Bargain Sale of these 
goods.

BLOUSES
WHITE LAWN BIOISES in all 

Newest Ellects.
75c 80c $1.00 $1.25 $1.50 

lor lor lor lor lor
57c 62c 76c !l5e $1.12

Soper&Moore
laces: strong washable cotton braid jl 
and crocheted buttons in silk or ton ; I
ton.

Who Runs 
May Read,

“ Australia.”
Writing in the “Book Monthly” for : 

March on “Reading in Australia," 
Katharine S. Prichard says it is eas- * 
ier to get a classic of English liter- * 
attire in the backwoods of Australia :1 
than in many a rural district of Eng
land. Almost every township in Aus- - 
tralia. we are told, has its free lib» '! 
vary, mechanics' institute, or book *| 
exchange of some sort. The capital of'j 
each State has its public library, andj 
the State Parliaments make annual 
grants to trustees who manage these 
libraries. A reference library is the- 
main feature, and it is open to all 
comers, while lending libraries hav?[ 

been established as adjuncts, permit-: 
ting readers to take away books. The 
travelling library is said to have 
originated in Australia, the trustees 
of the Melbourne Public Library be
ing the authors of it. Cases of books 
containing 300 volumes are sent to 
remote townships, and are changed at 
the end of each year. Notwithstand
ing the difficulties of distance, which 
make frequent access to books al
most impossible, it is seldom .that a 
hut in the bush or in the most deso
late part of the back-country is with
out its store of books and means of 
exchanging them. Tim school houses 
run rural libraries to which fhe 
country folk subscribe, and these are 
helped by loans from the cities and 
near townships. In addition to the 
State, municipal and co-operati'e 
libraries, there are all manner of 
smaller circulating libraries and book 
clubs, and the appetite tor books, thus 
fostered, is in the end appeased b> the, 
bookshops. Cole’s Book Arcade at j 
Melbourne is said to be the most "Pn 1 
derful bookshop in the world. All day ; 
long people linger among the books. * 
turning them over -and even ieadii.5 | 
them. No one is asked to buy an^ | 
other booksellers have followed fhe j 
example of Mr. Cole by allowing P00* | 
pie to browse among their books ^ 
will.

Not Specials^
But “ Everydays" at Dicks’.

6 Penholders for................ ” 0f
1 doz. assorted Pens for • ■ "
3 Lead Pencils for............. ’ "
3 Lead Pencils (with rubber top ^

for............................... ' lc.
8 Slate Pencils for........ ]c
1 Block Rubber for..........  ’ oc

25 Envelopes for............. »c
24 sheets Notepaper....... K
3 hots. In.k for........... Sf
3 Jackson’s Copy Hooks lor 
1 Good Scribbler for ■ ', ,
1 Writing Tablet (letter s ^

for........................... , ' i ,or sc.
1 Writing Tablet (note size'
1 box containing 1? sh<’l‘,s ’ 

paper, 12 Envelopes. He", 
holder. Lead Pencil and „c
ter for................ ” " ,iOc.

6 sheets Carbon Paper for - ^
24 sheets Typewriting Haper ^
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