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We have just opened a se-
lection
“Tweedie Boot Tops” in
Dark and Light Fawn, 14
button; height, open. out to
toes;

der

strap.
Only $4.00 the pair

“Tweedie Boot Tops.”

¥4

of the famous

;o'»‘ro 9'9»{:0 >

hugs the vamp, fits un--
heel, with concealed

Women’s 12 Button Spats at

$3.00.

— ALSO

0' KK v"b; DRI

Women’s 10 Button Spats at

$2.20 to

$2.50.

Women’s 8 Button Spats at $1.30

to $1

80. (Asstd. shades.)

Children’s Pantlets only $1.80 pr.

Parker & Monroe, Ltd.

THE SHOE MEN.
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Catherine Shaw.

JOHN LAURENCE, in Pesarson’s
Weekly.)

llialn. Shaw of Edinburgh was

f those hard-working thrifty dour |

who*leaven the. gaiety .of those
rhom they come in contact. An
sterer in a small way he had
he more Puritanical than ever
his wife's death, and his out-
as narrow in the extreme. Left
in only daughter, Catherine, his
ought was to see her married to
i who would, from  his at of
maké her a good husband. ,
h a man was Alexander Robert-
he son of an old friend of
Left by his father with a
money which, by hard work, he
fir to increase, he was another
g William Shaw, and therefore

latter’'s eyes an excellent'

for his daughtéf. He encourag-
young man’s ¥isits, and threw
oppoftunity in their way 'for

g, but he reckoned without one |

this daughter.
‘ather Disliked Her Lover.

erine Shaw had just turned
n when.th:'s story opens, and
ps one of the most beautiful
n Edinburgh. She could have
Ihy number of wealthy suitors
he wished, but each and every
ad to reckon not omly in win-
er smiles, but the approval of
ather, and that had been given
o one, Alexander Robertson.
herine, with her youth a=d
v, was as light-hearted, as
re-loving, and as free from the
of the morrow as her father was
everse, and she gave her heart
he keeping of a profligate named
on, an Edinburgh jeweller. Like
akes he had a Tfascination for
n which, in the case of Catherine
, he did not fail to take full ad-
ge of.

" Many a clandestine meeting had tke
;pair when Catherine’s father was
|away at his shop. He was puzzled
that his daughter showed no interest
{in the man he had chosen for her, and
it was Robertson who told him the
reason. .-

“She thinks she's in love with John
Lawson,” he said one day. “She’s al-
ways meeting him.”

“Meeting John Lawsgon!"™ cried her
father. “It’s impossible. I've forbid-
den her to have anything to do with
any man I don't approwé of, and she
knows what I think of him. He’s one
of the worst men in Edinburgh.”

The Girl’s Determination.

That evening Catherine and her
_father had a fierce quarrel.
{  *“T tell you you're to marry Alexan-
der Robertson,” stormed her father. -

“And I tell you if he's the last man
on earth I'll not marry him,” replied
his daughter. “I'm gcing to marry the
man I choosge, not the cne you'choose.”

Wilijam Shaw had not realized his

.{ daughter had grown up and had a will

of her own, and he expected her ‘o
obey him just as implicitly as if she
were a small child. Her unexpected
opposition made him furieus.

“You’ll no meet John Lawson
again,” he said angrily. “He's a
waster and lazy te the backbone.
Alexander Robertson will make you a
good husband.”

His daughter tossed her head séorn-
fully and said nothing. Her silence,
however, led him to think that she
would obey him as she had al
done, and he went to his shop the
following morning well satisfied that
he had nipped her love affair with
young/Lawson in the bud:

A few days later, however, his self-
satisfaction received a shock, and that
| from Alexander Robertson. The lat-
ter had. called at the upholsterer’s
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How About That
! Office Desk?
You’ ve» been talking 6ﬁce

- D._sks for some time? Intend- A
ing toremmthmodernonu? il o l

8hop one evening, and had been invited
home by Willlam Shaw,

“You can see Catherine, “then,” he
said. “I have been talking seriously
to her, and perhaps you'll find her
more inclined towards you.”

“1 don't think so, Mr. Shaw,” replied
the young man gloomily. - “I saw her
; out walking with Lawson this after-
noon.”

For a moment Willlam Shaw- eould
-hardly belisve his ‘ears. That his
daughter would disobey him had neéver
entered his hald and he determined
/Ahat once and for all he would compel
her to break off the acquaintance he
thougat so undesirable.

- With rage in his heart he strods
home that night maddened Dby the
thought that perhaps his daeughter
might bring shame on his name.

Exactly what the apgry father said
10 his ddughter will never be knmown.
i but snatches of the flerce and bitter
| conversation "between the two were

- overheard by a neighbour.

“I can ne trust ypu,” Willjam Shaw
; was overheard to eay. “You're a
shameless ‘woman, You'll be married
"to Alexander Robertson without ¢a-
lay Till then I shall keep the door
locked on you.”

Died in Lover’s Arms.

Catherine was heard sobbing and

pleading - with her father, asousing
him of barbarity and cryelty, and say-
ing he would be responsible for her
death. The voices of the two were
raised high in anger. for some time,
till -finally there came silence, and
William Shaw was -seen to stride
angrily out of his rooms, locking the
outgide door behind him. "Tue last
words & neighbor named Morrison
overheard were, “I would rather see
you dead than the wife of a rogue
like Lawson!” And Catherine’s tearfal
reply, “You’re a cruel father and you
are kiling me.”
A few minutes after the enraged
man had banged and bélted the door
on biq daughter, the neighbour Mor-
rison overheard a faint moaning
sqund. and then a choking e¢ry of
Someone in pain. Ha knocked at the
door, and, getting no reply, ihough
he knew that Catherine Shaw was
within, he became alarmed that she
had been hurt by her father.

He called . séveral . neighbours and
told them of the angry quarrel he
had overheard and his failure to get
any reply. To all their knockings,
however, no attention was paid, and
the now frightened neighbours, all
of whom knew William Shaw had an
overbearing temper when he was op-
posed, sent. for the police, who forced
the door-open.

A horrifying sight met their .gaze.
On the floor Catherine Shaw was
lying in a welter of blood, in her
gside a blood-stained knife. She was
still alive, but it was evident to ail

live. One of the police officers bent
over her and asked her if her father
had cut her throat. The dying girl
was past speaking. She just nodded

Lawson, who had just arrived on the
scene.

“She’s been murdeved!” he cried.

At that terrible moment the dead
girl’s father returned, and all there
shrank back from him in silent ag-
cusation. For a moment he could
hardly speak and then, his iron will
broken for a time, he asked:

“Who has done this?”

It was John Lawson who replied.

“Yon—you villain,” he cried. “You
have murdered her!”

Accused of Murder.

The agitation of the accused man,
so different from his usual iron cog-
trol, was not lost upon those in the
room, and his cry of denial did not
lesson in the slightest their belief that
he was the author of his daughter's
death. He was at orce arrested by
the police, and the suspicions voiced
against him became certainties in the
eyes of all,

When his clothing was examnined,
'hll sh}rt was found to be blood-stain-
ed, but these he accounted for by say-
{ ing that he had cut his arm a few
days before.

But when his neighbour Marrison
came forward and related the words
he h#ld overheard of Cathering: “You're
a cruel father and you are killing me,”

believed for a moment.

, Not & man or woman in Edinburgh

but ‘believed William Shaw was guiity ||
of the murder of his daughter, md-
though to'the last he strenuously de-

ter 5 : ’nkdhumhchmwu.hovu
'3 _ Mud:ullty‘

that she had but a few minutes to

her head, and with a final sigh she*
died in the arms of bhgr lover John ;

the explanations of Shaw were notpj

"llﬂlﬂ;\p«m “yan the m
“Your mmm: put itm of

ormmnu:mlnm.m
mnniedlylumuuponmywryv
lnzaneﬂom,lll*m “hated, has

end {o my-exittance, which has become
5Imrbntonia. Idoubtndt‘l-hﬂl
find “ercy | in another . world, ‘for’
nmlynobenevo}ant being can require
that I should any longer live in tor-
ment to myself in this. My death I
lay to your charge. When you read
this, consider yourself as the tnhmau
wretch that plunged the murderous

Catherine Shaw.”

mediately made known to the police,
and it was soon proved to be in. the
handwriting of “the cruelly-wronged
man’s daughter. She undoubtedly had
placed it on the mantelpiecs just be-
fore she had committed sulcide,  and
it must have blown into the crevice
where it was found, alas, tvo. iate.
Too hastily had her dying nod been
taken as one.meaning “Yes” when she
was asked if her father had  kitled
her, and the words of anger between
her and her.father had been miscon-
strued.

Too late thé innocende of William
Shaw was proved; and the law could
but make tardy reparation. The re-
oord of his guilt was removed from
the law books, and his innocence pub-
licly proclaimed.

A few week slater the dead body of
John Lawson was found stretched
across his sweetheart’s grave, and the
tragedy of Catherine Shaw wus com-
plete. -

Why I Think
Boxing Brutal.

(By BISHOP WELDON, In the Daily
Mail.)

It is no wish of mine to assumeé a
censorship of British sport. Sport has
been upon the whole an ennobling ele-
ment in the national life. The spirit
of sport has been the symonym for
fair play and good faith. If the Ger-
mans had been sportsmen they would
not have been such brutes. - But if I
am asked to give my opinion about
boxing matches, I am willing to give
it.

‘When I was headmaster of Harrow
School I was naturajly led to con-
gider the relative value of athletic
exercises. I have been present at many
boxing matches in the gymnasium of
the school. I took care, of course,
that they should not exceed the limits
of safety or propriety. But I could
not help feeling that even so they were
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A List of Fresh Supplies
Just Received

ELLIS & GO.

Family Grocers and
Delicatessen Market,

203 Water Street.

Fresh Oysters.
Chice Fresh
Tarkeys,

my power.sver-te joiu my fate-to that |

made me hm&ruolwonto put m‘ :
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Just arrived 530 sacks
New Yellow Commeal at
Lowest Wholesale Pnces.

 HARVEY & C0 l.td.
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Thirty-Three Per Cent. in Two
Years on your investment abso-
lutely guaranteed

We cannot accept less than $50 or ‘more
than $1000 from any one investor.
a LIMITED offering.

This is

CCUCHES ..
LOUNGES . .

grades.

BUREAUS and STANDS only
MORRIS CHAIRS .

J. J. LACEY & €0, Ltd., City Chambers

We have just finished a lme of

Smokers’ Chairs,

Also some very nice

Upholslered' Arm Chairs
Secure one for the home for Christmas. L

SIDEBOARDS, only ..

SMOKERS’ CHAIRS, Black Moroceo Covenng
Special Price .. .« .. oo, ooy

ARM CHAIRS, Fancy Tapestry Covenng
Special Price . . .

.$35.00

... 82250

trime i 3OS0

...$1450
.$22.50

e e 825,00
= .szsmo and $35.00
Also BEDSTEADS and SPRINGS MA'I'I'RESSI-‘.S of all

vulgarising Tather than elevating com-
petitions.

My opinion hn not been cba.n:ed
since those days. Whatever the faults
or vices of boxing may be, they are
far more couplcuoul among profes-
sional boxers than among scheolboys.

in the boxing matches of the gym-
fasium at Harrow, tkere was some-
thing much worse in the recent great

in London.

The C L Mar

Comer Water and Sprhlcdale Streets. ok

If there was a brutalising tendency |

mmnMHolbomSMlm,
lredd in!‘-bo'thustho—hﬂowﬂu‘
sensational

Co. Ltd.,

was vhen bnn-n‘ht'.ng .ad baa.r-

baiting were the amusements not
only, of ordinary. citizens but also of
| statesthen and aristocrats. It will, I

_} think, be still more highly civilised

when the many thousamds of men
and women who, love sport choose
to satisfy their aporung instinct by
Some mnobler exhiw:bm thn pro=




