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wlàtied on m* must Bave eased from camp every now and then, and grete to report that Private Meare 
|n on the job with a diplpma from we’d be doin' the/ Sunday afternoon record Isn’t a good one; three time# in 

’some hair-dresein' establishment. She parade up and down the block with all the guard house and another Week of 
Wot real haughty when 1 pointed out' the girl* stretcbin’ their necks after K. P. coming to him. Unaer them cir-
that we was usink only one “ii In. Al- us Yon know? Well; he a been at j cumetance* he don’t quite see how-----
bany now, but nothing I cotild eay the blessed camp near three months! -0h, come, Captain!” puts in Vee 
would keep her from writing Bridge- now and not once since that first Ilyin' Coaxtn\ "Don’t be disagreeable. He’s 
port as two word». trip has be showed up here. engaged, you know. Such a nice girl.

«, And such a careless way she had of "Which is why I’ve been droppln in And then there is his poor old mother 
parking her gam on the corner of my on his old lady so often, tryin* to dope w^p haa seen him onl yonce since he 
Sert, and forgettin’ to retrieve it. So why he sbouldn t be let oK, darnels wafl dratted. Please Woodier 
-With four qr five more folio» t|Mto on the others. Mrs. Mears. ehe’s all-prim- , expe^t lt was the ’Woodle” that 
a report I was makln* to the OMnançe ed with the notion that her Edgar has worked the trilk. You see, thds Wood- 
Department, 1 put» it up to Mr. Piddle been makln/ himself ad useful down house party used to thtnn he was in 
personally to pick the best Be oan there that the Colonel would get all 

. Soy» balled up in his work it he didn’t keep
-^Course,” ways I, "I don't expect to fctub right on the Job. ‘See/ says she, 
get Old Hickory’s star performer, but wavin' a picture post card at me, ‘he’s 

Y I thought you might have one of the been appointed on hteK. P. squad 
•MTguard left; one that didn't lean again.’ Honest, she thinks he’s some- *
■‘ spellin' by the touch method, at thing like a Knights of Pythias, and

g-ces marchln’ around important with 
'Piddle sighs. Since so many of his a plume in his hat and a gold sword, 

key-pounders has gone to pollshln' Mothers are easy, ain’t they? You 
shell noses, or sailed to do canteen can bet though, that Stub don’t try to 
Sort he's been having a poor time buffalo little old me with anything Ü*e 
keying up his office force. "De you that. What he writes me, which aifil 
know, Torchy,” says he, “I haven't one much, Is mostly that bis Top ' S®r- 

i lift that I can guarantee; but suppose geaut’s n grouch or that they've been 
' you try Mfsa Casey, who has Jtfst Jhiq? quarantined on account of influenza, 
i*» , -, Bn I sends Mm bat* the bdit advice

She wouldn’t have been my choice if I’ve got in stock, askin’ him why he 
I’d been doin’ the pickin’. - One ot these don’t buck up on bis drill, keep his 

umber young females, •‘Miss eonfpment Clean and shift that potato 
Casey is, about as thick as a drink of peelin’ work to some of the new 

' water, but strong on hair arid eyes, squads.
She glides i* willowy, drape» herself "Course I don’t spill any of this to 
on a chair, pats her home-grown ear- Mrs. Meare. Poor soul! She’s got 
muffs into shape, and unfolds her dote- troubles enough, right ln her Joints, 
book burin ess-like. And Inside of'two Rheumatism. Uh-huh. Meet of the 
minutes ehe’e doing the Pitman stuff time she has to get around in a wheel 
la jas time, with no call for repeats chair. Aint that fierce? And she was 

1 except'when I’d shoot a string of fig- mighty nervy about sektdln’ Stubby off. 
urea at her. I was handin’ myself the Wouldn’t let him eay a word about 
comfortin’ thought, too, that I’d dtiawn emption. No *lr! ’Never mind Me,
. Prise. Edgar/ says ahe. ‘You kill a lot of

We breezes along on the report until Huns. I’ll get along somehow.’ That’s 
near lunch time wfth never a hitch takln’, aint it? And her livin’ with a 
until I gets tt> tMs paragraph where l sister-in-law that has a disposition like 
méritions Camp Mills, and the next a green parrot!

■•-tiring I know. She has* Stopped short "So I can’t find much fault with her 
and is snïmû* through her nose. when she sort of overdoes the fond

xî "SB?" says I, gawping* at hex. "Have mother act Seems to me they might 
1 been feedin’ it at you too speedy ?" let him off now and then, even if he

t’^eSSMl. there!" *». -, 
x boldin’ out her left hand and display- 

in a turquoise set with chip diamond*.“Son£" »y I. "but l couldn't >H 
'Junta the service pin, you understand,
Xi.eh some «earn '«n tor second eou-
T„, ’ And anyway, tge name ot the right off. H_ ^ft|
Clmd hod to--" that Edgar's bein' treated right He

■ ,. .g^n right,- snuffles ltlee Casey, aint even had his name ln the papers 
has „a call spilllo' the weeps dnrtn' and only a lew ot the neighbors seem 

hnslnees hodi-s.Ivrouldn't ot either to know he's a hero. Yep, ITS foolish 
only I had another session with his old of her, I expect but I let her unload 
tody this monde' and she soit of got it all on me without dodgin'. I've even 
me stirred up." promised to see whet can he done

"Mother taking .It hard, le she?" I atout fct. I—I’d been thinkin', Sir,
„V, about sitin' you."

"Ibu've said aumptn." admit» Mies "Eta?" seya I. "Met Oh, I couldn't 
Cases unbuttonin’ a locket vanity case think of a thing." 
and «pairin' the damage done to her “But It J could Sir," goes on Mise 
facial froscoln' with a tew graceful Casey, 'would—would you help out a 
labs. "Not but Whet I aint strong tor little? She’a an old lady, yon know.
Stub Meats myeetf. He'» an right, .nd all crippled up and Stubby he'a aU

1 stub *1»; even It he never could quality she’s got left end----- "
\n a beauty competition, with Jack "Why, sure," I breaks ln. Id do 

Pickford or Mr. Doug, Fairbanks. He'» what I could." , - ■ >
Wood comp'ny end ell’that, and now J throws It off casual as I'm g»b- 
ïe's In the army I expect ' VU ditch bin’ my hat on my way out to lunch, 
ilmt ambition of hie to be the cham- And I supposed that would be all 

■wion heavy-weight pool player of-the them'd be to It. But I hadn't got 
.west Side. morts helf a Hue pa Mls**Caaey. She's

"Bat to hear Mr». Meare talk you’d no eeey quitter, that young lady. Hav- 
think he was one of the prop# qt the lng let me In on her little affair, she 
universe, and that when the new draft seems to think It’s no more n right I 
not Stub It was a case where Congress should be kept posted. A day or so 

' ought to stop rod draw a long breath, later she lugs In a picture of- Private 
Dhdauht ' She's 100 per cent, mother, Meurs, one of the muddy printed post
ure Means Is, rod W looks like appro, card effects, inch as these roadside 

' grt it waa catchln' for mi to get leaky- tripod artlets taka ot the oumuy bore 
JLyai Inst at mention of the camp he's around the camps. ”
▼ih. Oh. Mr. Mr’ Ex™» It, plea*,

Ik.*
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up with a band in it and they was 
tsarin away it all kinds of tunes from, 
the "MarselMBieâ" to "K-k-katie," 
while bumpin' and bobbin' about on 
the asphalt were hundreds of couples 
doing Jaz* steps and flfettln’ pelted with 
confetti.

"Why, it’s almost like the Marti 
Gras!" says Vee.

"Looks festive all tight,” says I.
•And I should say Mise Casey has put 
over the real thing. I wonder if we can 
find her In this mob.”

Seemed like a hopeless search, but 
dually, down is the middle of the 
blcrik, I «pots au old lady in a wheel 
chair, and I has a hunch it might be 
Mrs. Mean. Sure enough, it is. Not 
much to look at, she aint; sort of 
humped over, with a shawl ’round her 

But eay, when you got a 
glimpse Qt the way her old eyes was 
lighted up, and saw the smile flicker In 
around her flips, you knew that nobody 
ln that whole crowd was any happier 
than she was Just at that minute.

"Oh, yea,” says she. "Minnie Casey 
is looking for you two young folks.
She’s dancing with Edgar now, but 
they’ll be back soon. Haven’t seen my got the wrong cue and played "Indto»- 
gou Edgar, have you? Well, you must, ola” all through the piece. And a tat

boy rolled out of a second story win
dow in the Prince»» flats, but caromed 
off on an ownin' and wasn’t hurt. AJrid 

| a few young hicks, started some rough 
stun wu'ju met. ice-creiuu treozer^ were 
opened, but a squad of Junto ; 

come ! T.r • g>iboys soon put a crime
And when we had to leave along about 
nine-thirty. It was as gay a scene as 
was ever staged on any West Side 
block, bar none. I remarked something 
of the sort to Mrs. Means.

Harlem. That’s goto’ soma, ain't It? 
You got here just ln time for the big 
doin’s too. It’s, cornin' off right now 
See who’s elandin' ep the truck over 
there? That’s one of the enlist Fett
ers, who’s goin' to make the epee 
and bless the flag. There it 
of that third story window. Wow! 
Hear ’em cheer.”

And as the red-bordered 
with the white field la pulled out 
where the search light strikes it we 
can make out the figures formed by 
blue stars.

"What!” mys I. "Not *17 from tMs 
one block?’’

"Uh-huh!” says Minnie. "And every 
cne of ’em a Fritzie chaser. ‘Most ft 
whole company. But there'd been one 
lésé if it hadn’t been for Stubby, and 
everybody knows there's luck in odd 
«umbers. That's why we’re so chesty 
about him. Bh. Mrs. Means?"
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r Yes, it was some lively affair. After 
the spech Mme. Toscarelli, draped in 
red, white and blue, eang the Star 
Spangled Banner ln spite of strong op
position from one of the bands that

f p

% He—he's a soldier, you know.”
"We should be delighted/’ says Vee. 

And then she whispers to me: "Hasn’t 
she a mice face, though?"

We hadn’t waited long before I sees J 
a tall, willowy young thing weartn’ one I 
of them tippy French tarns 
bearin’ down on us wavin’ energetic 
and towin' along a red-faced young 
doughboy who looks like he’d been 
stuffed Into his uniform by a sausage 
machine. It’s Minnie and Stub.

"Hello, folks!” she sings out. ‘Say,
I was Just wonderin’ if you was goln' 
to renig on me. Fine work! An’ I want 

I you to met one of the most promin
ent privates in thed 1 vision, Mr. Meare. 
Come on Stubby, pull 
r a lute of yours. Ain't he a bear-cut, 
though? And how about the show? 
Aint it some party?"

“Why, It’s simply wonderful,” says 
Vee. "I had no idea, Miss Casey, that 
you were planning anything like this.”

-I didn't,” says Minnie. “Only after 
we got started it kept gettin’ bigger 
and bigger until there wa*n’t a soul on 
the block but what came in on It 
Know what one of the decorators told 
me? He says there ain’t a block on 
the West Side has had anything up to 
tMs, from Houston street up to the

* mMm. % Naval
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Ei m WÆM "Yes,” says she, her eyes sort of 
■ dlmmin’ up. "And to think that all 
this should be done for my Edgar!” 

At which Minnie Oasey tips us the 
‘Why not. I'd like to 

"Just look, who

m
7Lm i|m

pnvate wink, 
know?" «ays she. 
he is."

"Yes, of course, Dear,” say» 
Meurs, smilin’ satisfied.

"Can you beat that for the genuine 
mother stuff?" whispers Minnie, giving 
us a partin’ grin.

“I do hope,” says Vee, as we settles 
ourselves in a Long Island train for 
the ride home “that Miss Casey gets 
her Edgar back safe and sound.”

"If she don’t" says I, “she1* liable 
to go over and tear whet’s left of Ger 
many off the map. Anyway, they'd 
better not get her started."

/! that overseas
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MAKING CHRISTMAS A JOYOUS
TIME FOR THE YOUNG FOLK

a few bugle calls, or f< 
eif the rules and.'lih- L**t.A^ alufalt Ti

l
all. For one thing I don’t get luet ex- 
actly what she wants; whether it'» for 
the President to write her a special 
letter of thanks or for Mr. Baker to 
make Stubby a captain or something 

Anyway, She don’t feel

t :
Like nil anniversaries, Christmas 

recalls old pleasures, sweet mem
ories and vanished friendships. This 
year these feelings are more intense 
because of the many thoughts we 
have of loved ones “over there.’ 
Great indeed wlH be the effort to 
bridge the gap between this holiday 
season, between these days of anxi 
oub hopes and the happy times w: 
used to know. But ii behooves to 
right about face, if only for one short 
day, and recall vividly to our minds 
that precious early faith ln the glor
iousness of life, which was our birth
right, and which we «an never recall, 
however hard we may try. It Is our 
urgent duty to remember that we owe 
it to our children, this filling their 
hearts with memories which will cheer 
them throughout their lives. They 
feel now as we once felt, they have the 
same hopes and believe just as earn
estly, and their vision of the future 
is clear and rosy. We must help to 
keep it 60, to firmly establish in 
their hearts a beautiful conoeption of 
a beautiful day. We cannot conceal 
the fact that Christmas isn’t what it 
used to be in bounty and entertaining, 
but we can make up for it in keeping 
the spirit, and in helping the kiddies 
to keep us long as possible the poetic 
and ideal side of the Nativity.

Nothing so creates happiness as 
the sharing of it; it is the peculiar 
1 roperty of all true pleasures to grow 
as they are distributed 
minds may early :qam 
this truth, by being shown that the 
surest road to attaining contentment 
is to make others happy by their un
selfishness and sacrifice.

Some dear children I 
planning a community 
They are saving their extra pennies, 
and have asked their parents to give

children, but which _ will also keep 
the older members of the family 
from feeling too keenly the sight ot 
empty chairs. These neighbors will 
have breakfast and a tree ;or the chil
dren at on^ home. When the excite
ment is over, they will all climb into 
their cars, and spend the whole day. 
except for a brief rest for a basket 
lunch, in taking less fortunate children 
for rides.. In the late afternoon a 
Hooverized menu will be prepared at 
another home, and the day will end 
with an old-fashioned 
ades and music. The participants will 
:io doubt go home with a healthy tired 
feeling, and a desire for sleep which 
won’t be denied. This programme 
doesn’t allow for any minutes of lone» 
liness or depression.

It looks more and more as if we 
were to return gradually to t,' old 
time celebrations : to Christmases 
lacking in excessive bnuntv hut in
finitely more health-giving, and more 
conducive to good fellowship, unsc.- 
flshness and democracy.
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tn-ft. . the wholer block, got half a dozen of 
the men to go on the eommittee, had 
over $100 subscribed and the thing
was under way.

*"I Just knew you could do it,” says 
Vee, when I tells her about the start 
tout's been made.

•\Me!" says I. "Why it wàs mostly 
Mi99 Casey. About all I did was tag 
along and watch her work up the en
thusiasm. She’s some breeze, she Is. 
When I left her ehe was plànnln’ on 
two bend» and free ice cream for 
everyqne who came.”

As a matter of fact, that's about all 
I had to do with It. after the first push. 
Mies Casey must have had a busy 
week, but she don't lay down once on 
her reg’lar work nor beg for any time

SCREEN STARS.

Dorothy Dalton will be seen the lat
ter part of January, in "Hard Boiled." 
a story written by John Lynch, and di
rected by Victor Schertzlnger, at the 
Thomas H. luce studios. In this pic
ture, said to sparkle throughout with 
comedy situations. Miss Dalton ap
pears in a new dramatic rein.

•'That1» him,” eay, ahe. "Looks kind 
of SWOB la the uniform, don't he?”

Which I doe» cheerful enough. And It was a fact Stubfcy not onl.-—’oka 
tort to prore I Wnt any riare drirer l swell—trat swelling. And It's lncky 
sort of eggs Ml»» C»a»y on. from then them army buttons ire sewed on tight 
until the noon hoar, to chat away or else a good snappy salute would 

■about this war romance of here, wreck him from the cha Sown Hex 
:geems Mr. Meare 'could have beeh In a sturdy, bulgy party, ’specially 
Cia» B. on account of his widowed about the legglne. 
mother rod Mm being a plumber's "That's, right too," says Miss Oasey.
helper when ne had time to spare "Know what I tell him? H he can 
firoin his pool practicin'. Livin' in the fight like he can eat, good night Kaiser 
seme block they'd been acquainted for Bill. But at that they've pared fifteen 
qnlte soma time, too.' pound» off Mm since he'a ben ln the

‘ No, it hadn’t ben anything serious service."
: Bret off. She’d gone with Mm to the "It's » greet life," says I. 
roneel bull of Union 26 for two years 'maybe." sighs Mias Casey, "hut 1

> 4- sueoeeston rod tobuch like impor- wlsht they’d let me have a close-up
Want godai events. But there'd been 0f him before they risk loadin' him on 
other OTere. Thro or tore. And one a transport That's ati I got against 
had a perfectly swell Job as manager the Government. You hint thought of 
of a United Cigar branch Stub had any way It might be worked, have 
beep « grant one for etlekln' around, you?”
'though, rod when he showed up ln his I had to admit that I hadn't not. 
uniform—well, that clinched things. addin' I didn't expect tq. And I must 

•V wasn't SO much toe khgkl stuff I have been mailin' along that line for 
confides Miss Cssay, gatin' a week or more until the forenoon 

tftl at ft ham sandwich she’s when Vee blows in' unexpected durin’ 
t unwrapped, "as it was the 1-dear n shoppin’ trip and announces that 1 
I of it It’s in the blood, you might may take her out to «uncheon.
• for I had on uncle in the Spanish- "Fine!” says I. 
lerlcon and a grandfather in the give (wo more letters to 
A War. Bo whep Mr. Meurs telle in the middle of the second one 
how, when it comes time tor him though, there's a call tor me to go 

■ft oxer the top, the one he’ll be ’ into the pnvate office, and w hen 1 
aMn’ most of will toe me—Bay, that comes back from a ten-minute inter- 
-to me strong. ‘You win. Stubby/ view with Old Hickory I finds Vee and 

ijl j. ‘Flash the ring.’ Mis» Casey, chattln - away tike old
That* how It wa» staged, all ln one friepfl». Vee is being tojd aU about 

tétne. And later when that Jaké Hor- stubby and the hard boiled eggs he 
wtl* from the United shop cornea has for copapeny olhcsrs.

rind sportin’ hi* installment Liberty "Three months without a furkmghJT 
,d button, tout backin’ Ms fallen says Vee. "Isn’t that a shame. Tor

ch y ? What is the number of his regi
ment?" ;-v h’ . t

Mies Casey reels It off, addin’ the- 
company and division.
' Really 1” soys Vee. "Why, tbst’e

%
•- -• . ,.So young 

the value of

to» runhln' with Vee himself, way back specUIly promisin' » a place to work 
when Auntie was doin' her best to dis- up community spirit and that sort of 
courage my little campaign, and al- thing.
"though he quit and picked another dumbbell 
several years ago 1 don't suppose he ."Koom to Rent" signs hung but and 
minds bein’ called Woodle by Vee, little basement shops tucked ln here 
even now. Anyway, after consult!»' one and there. Maybe you know the kind
er hie lieutenants he gives her toe the asphalt always tittered with paper, 
word that if Private Means don't pall KSrbsge cans left out, and swanna of 
any more cut-ttp stuff between now kids playin' tip-cat or dash in about on' 
and « week from Wednesday he'll roller skates. Clieap and messy. And 
probably have forty-eight hours cornin' to Judge by 
.„ him boxes you'd say toe tenants had been

a minute there .1 tooutht -hipped in from evory oounto'on the 
both vee end "were let ln for a fond Anyway ror nuble alUbs vreo

ard callto Ver1 Deerle^11 ” ” ^ f^sytoSn* XT
■“a Week Wednesday, el,.' says Mtss toffw what elee .Elisvytoling but

Casey. 'Say, slot that grand! And eüel«ht Americans. >
believe muh, I deen to work UP «me let when yon come to count up the 
mile puny for Stubby. M’s due him. «trio. "«into, toy

must have a good many reg’lar citizens 
in at that. There was more blue 
Stars in evidence than you’d find on 
any three brownstone front blocks 
down on Madison or up in the Seven
ties. One flag had four, and none et 
’em stood for butlers or chauffeurs 
Course, some was only faded cotton, a 
few nothing but colored paper, but 
every star stood tor a soldier, and Ill 
bet there wasn’t a bomb-proofer in tha

THE MAIDEN WHO TOLD.

Just a dingy row of old style 
flats, most of ’em with The brook that comes dancing through . 

forest and marsh.
Where thrushes are tuneful or | 

grackles are harsh.
Still babbling of secrets that nobody 

hears,
Though pitcher plants listen with 1 

wide-open ear»—
When young are the beeches as now 

they are old,
That garrulous brook was a Maiden 

Wh<j Told!

By moss-rooted bunch-berries, ruddy 
and ripe,

Ard waxen elf-candles of Indian Pipe,
The chipmunk steals down to the wa

ter to drink,
And so does the partridge, and so does 

the mink,
Bui none of these dream that the rill 

of the world.
Their crystalline brook, is a Malden 

Told.

know are 
Christmas.

AH ahe asks is if Vee and me 
couldn't be persuaded to be on hand 
Wednesday night as guests of honor. 

"We- wouldn’t mass lt for anything,"

off. them. Instead of presents, the money 
they would spend for them, and for 

These youngthe other family gifts, 
patriots are fitting up baskets of food 
end little toys for the charities in their 
home town, and on Christmas morn
ing they will aid in distributing them. 
For their own celebration they have 
arranged a cantata, and in their spare 
moments they practice earnestly, 

will be no caparisoned hobby

the names on the letter pays L v
Well, we don't. I'd hetard more or 

less about these blôck partie*, but I'd 
never been to one. Course, • I wasn’t 
sure Just how Vee would take it gettin’ 

ad-up in a mob like that, but I was 
tin’ oxviier being a good sport. Be- 

siu-2S,.ahe was wild to go and see how 
Mios C$sey had made oqt.

And say, when we swings in off 
Ninth Avenue' and I gets my first 
glimpse of what had ben done to that 
scrubby, messy lookin’ b lock, it got a 
gasp out of me. First off there was 
strings of Japanese lanterns with elec- one 
trie, lights in 'em stretched across the What a
•Street from the front of Arery flat mem3rlGS those children are build- 
bulldln’ to the one opposite. Also every . hat characters they will have 
doortray and window was draped and *’ th have attained their 
decorated with bunting. Then there ^ , parents will have to
was aU kins of flags, from little ten * st J£ popcorn ant
«Me a^eTSeTa:™ B ‘ m= tarleto, bag o, two, jurt t, 

in big lrlsii flag loaned by the A.OH.; |keep their m0*®r"h^Uï!“ 
two Italian flags almost as big; I dent ;ln. At any rate they nfl
know how many French- tri-colors and ered self in a beautiful way that sets 
some that 1 couldn’t piece ; Zchecho- a worth while example for their eld- 
Slovnka maybe. And beside» the lan- . _ . iM . „
terns and extfa arc-lights there was Another group <tf families has a
rod fire burnfft’ liberal. Then at either unique scheme on foot, which not 
r- * -<• »v^v ,r -«« « tv-vf»y i flpjy presages a happy day tor the

And for

horses, no flaxen-haired French dollies 
so far ps the children know. But 
there is pretty sure to be a real sur
prise for them Wp3n the day is over, 
though are firm about not wanting 
any toys, or "extravagant" things, 

youngster a aid to his mother, 
wonderful storehouse of

/Str/'
and the old lady."

"Of course it Is," agrees Vee. "And 
can toTorchy, you must do all you 

help."
"Very well, Major/’

as soon as 1
Miss Casey.”

"Just
Whosalutin’, 

to Vee.
It’s only the next nightt hat I gives 
her the first bulletin’ from the front.
"What do you know?" says I. "Misa 
Casey hai a bunch that she might or
ganise a block party for the big night.
I don’t know whether she can swing 
it t* not, but that’s her scheme.” lot 

••But what on earth is a block party, Whether you could get these peopls 
Touchy?" Vee demands. together on any kind of a celebration

"Why," I explains, "It’s small town or not was another question. We be- 
stunk that’s being used in the city gin* with Mike’» Place, on the corner. tSse day* Very popular, too. They “Sure!" says Mike. "Let’s have a 
get all the people In the block to chip party. 1*11 ante twenty-five. And, Ray, 
In for a celebration—decoration^ mua- I gat. a

says I,
And from then on I reporta She told, and you needn’t be asking 

me, what;
She told, and she shouldn’t—tbo rest 

is forgot.
And they that are seeking may gueee 

for themselves.
Who changed her with magic, the 

tehee or elvys;
For speech may be silver, but silence 

is gold.
The chattering brook is a Maiden Who • 

Told!
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•jÜBSs —Arthur Geutermsn in
Mngnnlnfti

\

•%i
j'» - rnxa, A

- ■

Values

.. 50 cts.

. .*25 cb. • v*

$1.00 up
Imited

«««»

1t Gift
••i

::::: gSSSiSi:fcP

:::::: 5:$
-------$10.00 to $16.00
-Y.

id
BATKHQA». IB MB.

1

j
6

eaeon we have on 
>dd lines of. cloth,
I to 5 1-2 y«ds. The 

Grtor, Bui- 
»ther effects, Check», 
Tweeds, Seiges, Pop- 
una«; Among these 
for Women's Coeta, 
rU, or shorter lengths 
aies, and many piece*
* V.' ... ^

' »

i, Green,

$km.

■ATTERNe. 
psotrt at IL HAS uff ».T| 
rnm Me. to «LM.

WA' «reel He. to tut
A Mi ni to ILIA
•ver». Vtram Me. to 9MH

I

M 6<X3. 70c, amt »L 
.16 so* ILM.

ET SQUARE-

BARGAIN
for the

originel

0.

* • • V •'

-

W/a

«V ea» «« 4*

4

I

I:

fA
■1

/'■Ï

m.

: rnmmmMmmmmmmmmmm mmmm» -
wa

■

wmmm
m

m

__
_

?

-
-

►


