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Recently lcoking over some old photo
graphs, the writer pnused at one. which,
from the rtrangeness of its subjeet, sug-
gested a history. 1t represents an old
building of the Spanish style, on a cer-
tain street in the * Citie of the Trihes.”
A mural iuscription immediately over
the conventional symbols of death rc-

" cords that:

“This ancient memorial of the ‘ster.
“and unbending justice of the Chief

" “Magistrate of this city, James Lynch

‘Fitzstephen, elected Mayor A.D. 1493,
“who condemned and executed his own
“eouilty son, Whalter, on this spot, has
“been restored to this, its ancient site,
“AD. 1854, with the approval of the
“Town Commissioners, by their chair
“man, V. Rev. Peter Daly, P.P., Vicar of
“St. Nicholns.”

Four centuries, with their wear and
change, have run by since the cvent
thus chronicled took its place in Irish
history. The year of its occurrenre, ns
the reader knows, belongs to the reign of
Henry VII A new continent had only
just been given to the knowledge and
possession of the world by the intrepid
Columbus. Maritime and commurcial
enterprise were tnusually active. Searce
a British or Irish port of any couse
quence that did not send ot its daring
seamen, for, like distance, the unknowr,
and untried *lent enchantmentto the
view.” There were vovers on all seas;
the argus-eyed coast-guard and ganger
were yet to emerge from the mist ol a
distant futore; and piracy. ax well as
Jegitimate adventure, promised tempt-
ing results. But apart from this random
reaflie, there had sprung up a large and
aystematic tride between certain ports
in Ireland and Spain.  Notably wis this
the case between Galway and Cadiz. To
the present day the eflects of this inter-
course are visible—at any rate inthe
former city. Not a few buildings there

bear evidence of Spanish influence.  Of
these “Lynch’s Castle,” on & jeading

thoroughture, is, perhapa. the most
prominent exnniple,  Writers have com-
mented upon the swarthy complexion
and mobile features to be met with
particularly in the Claddagh—that
marine suburb of Galway—and whichso
readily recall sunny Spain. In driss,
mamers aud those ninor but telling
characteristics of o people, students of
chronology have obgerved a blending of
the two races. Iywen followed in the
wake of commeree,

But to our story, James Lyneh Filz
steplien {otherwise,  James, son o
Stephen Lyneh)  was, as the memariaj
relates, cleeted Mayor of Galway in
1493, He was one of it principal mer.
chants and most  respeetod  eitizons,
His fumily had been distinguished in
Church and State.  The religions fouu-
dations due to its liberality and picty
are stillin evidence, and in the long roll
of those who have filled the oflice of
chief magistrate, the name of Lynch is
the most frequently met with of any of
the tribal names. It was a Lynch who
in 1481 procured the charier of Richard
III. for the clection of the first mayor of

-Galway and whose son (Steplien), about

the same period, obtained the bull of
Tanocent VIII. establishing the warlen.
ship—an oflice possessing considerable
jurisdiction in matters ecclesiastical.
Thomas Lynch was mayor of Galway in
1654 when the Cromwellian forces took
possession of the town.

His predecessor of 1493, even before
the tragic event with which his name is
associated, was & man of mark. From
youth he had been distinguisked by a
love of justice. No Roman law-maker
ever kept a higher standard than he.
Strictly honorable in his dealings; aus-
tere in his judgments and intlexible in
their execution, even when his own in-
terests were involved, he was yet popular
and respected to a degree bordering on
reverence. He had married into the
Blake family—a tribal name like his
own; and thus cemented two of the
strongest local influences. As an en-
terprising  merchant and a public-
spirited citizen, he get the ex-
ample of an extensive and lucrative
trade with Spain, In order, it is said,
to expand this he made, on one of bis
ahips, a voynge to Cadiz. Whilst at
that port he was most hospitably
entertained at the house of Dun
Lorenzo Gomez, one of its lead-
ing m rchants and an old commer-
cial acquaintaince. On hia departure,
netive gratitude for the kindly treat-
ment received prompted him to ask his
host a8 a favor to allow the latter’s son,
a youth of nineteen, to accompany him
to Ireland on a visit. To the delight of
young Gomez, who with the natural long-
ing of youth for strange scenes and dis-
sant prospects rejoiced at the opportu-
nity thus offered of satisfying a heart
wish. the invitation was accepted.

After an uneventful voyagethe Mayor
and his youny friend arrived in Galway.
The welcome extended to one who had
come as the special guest of the chief
magistrate was warm and wholehearted.
From his host and hostess to the humb-
leat person that trod the streets of the
ancient town, he received the most
courteous treatment. .

A round of festivities and such enter-
tainments ag were peculiar totheage and
at which he was regarded as the special
guest, opened up for the young Spaniard
a new world. Much, it 1s true, of what
he saw was Cadiz in anotherform. But
the system of government, the conditions
of life that it helped so largely to mould,
presented differences material and inex-
plicable. For instance, he could not
understand the philosophy, if there were
any, underlying the constant and irrita-
ting interference nn the part of the mil-
itary authorities with the transactions of
ordinary business. The etfect of this
meaningless  interposition pervaded
everything.

But the social charm of the hotes and
gatherings to which, as the gucst of the
chief magistrate, he had been invited,
was irresistible. For friend and com-
panion he had the Mayor’s only son—a
youth of his own age - Bright, winning,

“-eommanding. in his pative city a popu-

- larity rare for one of his years, was Wal-
ber Lyneh: - There was a touch. of way-

ardnessin his nature, to which an im-

ginister factor ; but thie was overlooked
by those who came within the influence
of his magnetic personality. At his first
meeting with young Gomez he con-
ceived a liking tor him that was almost
fraternal and which was cordially reci-
procated.  Besides an equality in years,
their tustes and aspirntions ran on
the same lines. Every attention that it
wis possible Lo show the visitor was
cheertully paid by the son of his host.

In one of those conlidences which at
an ecarly stage of their friendship were
ro frecly exchanged, Gomez was in-
formed that, shortly previous to his arri-
val, Walter had beecome engaged to one
of the most lovable girls of her day—the
daughter of an old and wealthy [amily.
The proposed alliance had met with the
approval of the parents of both., Gomez
was soon introduced to his friend’s be-
trothed.  1le, at onee, felt the influence
of a beanty and poodness such as he
had pever seen.  As the comrade ot her
tuture hushand, Agnes (history with-
holds the suroame) treated bhim with a
marked and charming kimlness, both at
lter nwn home -and at those functions
which the Mayor in honor ot the stranger
made more {requent and splendid than
those it had been his practice to give.

Cloudless indeed were the days that
the two youths spent together. When
social claims left them free, a sail in the
bay, or x ride on harscback through the
country ronds and lanes—now to Ardfoy,
where the intlucnee of a royal past still
lingered ; again to Kilcolgan Castle,
whose graceful form on a bank of an
armlet of the Atlamtic was, for two cen-
turies yet, destined to Qing its imposing
shadow on the land-Jocked tide before
Iattrell came on his misson of spolia-
tion. Orw gallop over that hilly and
winding road which led into Duthaidh
Sheodhaigh (Jovee Country ) and Conne-
mara, giving glorious glimpses of the
blue Atlantic on whose landward skirts
hang the islands of suintly Arran--the
nublest breakwater in the world, Again
in the light but tant corrack on the Cor-
rib to vigit “Royal Eng.” within the pre-
cincts of whose yet unroined abbey
the st monareh of his conntry —gallnng
Roderick O'Connor—had found a fitting
grave.  To youthlul enthusiasms, the
past with its storchouse of legend, tradi-
tion and heroie example, appealed with
speelal furce.  For snch receptive minds
as those of Lyneh and Gomez, springing
from a common Celtie stock, Ireland’s
carly history, chequered but abounding
in deeds ol greatness, could furnish in-
spiring themes, And upon these two
friends  would dilate as they visited one
historic spot alter another of a district
rich inassneiations and suggrstiveness.

And thus time sped happily. Those
were haleyon days for native and for
cigner—days, alas, too bright to endure,
and fated to have a tragie close.

['nseen and unconseionably the demon
of jealousy took possession of the heart
of the hushand so soon to beo Atten-
tions il kindnesses as innocent in
their mative in their  char
acter were  punisconstrued. At one
of those events which, as had become

HE

meual  with her, the awmiable and ac-
complished Agnes adorned by her pre-
sences, her aceepted lover either saw or
faneied he saw the eyes of his atlinnced
bride beam with rapture on the youny
Spaniard. The ineident, to a mind al-
ready smitten with Othello’s madness,
was as the settine of the lighted match
to powder. For Walter Lynch the fuiry
spiell was broken. liis ardent nature
ok tire at the thought of being dis-
carded for another; and its passions
broke loose. Instead of usking his in-
tended wife whether his doubts of her
loyalty to their mutual pledge were the
result of misapprehension or not, he
scized the tirst opportunity to uphraid
her for her inconstancy and in such
terms as to render explanation fruitless,
if not impossible. The nnt unnatural
consequence wns that she, astounded and
hurt by the accusation, atlected disdain
and refused todeny a charge asproundless
agit was wounding. What further passed
between the suddenly estranged lovers
bears out the belief that love turned to
hate is the blindest of all hates. Though
affection one for the other had in no
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sense sluckened and both were faithful
to their troth, the one became the slave
of jealousy, the other of pride. They
parted in wnger, and, what was worse, in
a misunderstanding destined not only
to be hopeless but fatal.

While forlorn Agnes, smarting from
the insult thus received. retired to weep
over her wrong and the claims of a
wounded self-esteem satisfied, to regret
the pride that had prevented anexplana-
tion, her ill starred lover, racked by the
fiends and furies of the passion that had
so completely possessed him, left her
presence only to brood ever his fancied
grievances and revolve a project of re-
venge.

Accident rather than design soon
enabled bLim to carry out his ter
rible purpose. The night after the
stormy parting from his betrothed,
he perceived, as he passed alowly and
alone by her residence, a figure emerg-
ing from the familiar doorway. He
pansed to let it preccde him on the op-
posite side of the street. The step, the
carriage, the height proclaimed it to be
Gomez, who, ns it alterwards transpired,
had spent the - evening with  Agnes’
father—a gentleman who spoke Spanish
tluently and courted the society of those
who could converse with him in that
language. This visit to the house of
the beloved one, so soon after the rup-
ture of which he ussumed his unconsci-
ous rival must have been aware, had. in
jaundiced eyes, an cxaggerated signifi-
cance. DBeside himself” with rage, he
rushed across the street t assail Gomez,
who, hearing the rapid steps bebind him
and in the darkness not recognizing his
pursuer, ran to avoid an encounter with
one who might have accomplices. From
his imperfect knowledge of some of the
streets, he Hed towards a solitary quarter
of the town in the vicinity of thestrand,
but before reaching the water's edge he
heard & voice hoarse with passion, yet
strangely familiar, eall out, *Stop,
traitor, and draw; you cannot escape
thus!”

I'uzzled, first, at the tone in which ll;e
challenge was given then, the fire of lis
Spanish nature in a blaze at the insult-
ing epithet tlung at him, he drew his
aword and turned upon his fierce pursuer.
At the same moment, a swaying ship’s
lirht cast its beam on the face of his as-
eatlant. Livid and transformed with
rage wa were the features, yet Gromez n-
stantly recognized him. It was none
other than his friend and comrade—now
unaceountably changed into his avowed
enemy—Walter Lynch ! But’there was
no time to espress surprise or ask for
explanation, for the Galweglan wildly
erying out, “Take that for treachery
and nhused hospitality,” made a feartal
lunge at him with hissword. Agitated
as Gomez wuas by the suddenness ani
ferocity of the attack, he showed his
skill ng a fencer in dexterously parrylng
the thrusi. Loath as he was to think it,
he vet felt that there was now nothing
for it but = duel to the death. Lynch,
on his side, although not a tyro at the
sword and having the advantage of the
IEEressor, was notwithstanding in his
worst form. Passion, which _shook his
every nerve, had deprived him of that
self-possession and sureness of eye 8o es-
gential in consummate fencing. Many
of his thrusts fell wide of the mark. A
cut on the sword-arm, however, brought
him somewhat to his senses, and thence-
forward lunge and parry were executed
with his usval skill. The spot on which
the combat took place was a lonely one,
just between the dock and the last house
on the straggling street which, occupied
exclusively by families of fishermen,
terminated only a few yards from high-
water mark, At night,—particularly if
the hour was advanced as it was when
young Gomez took leave of his hoapita-
ble host,—this street, unlighted save by
the stray beams from the beacon of some
vessel Iying at the dock a couple of hun-
dred yards away, was descrted, being
from the brawls among sailors returning
to their ships at night, considered un-
safe. Hence it happened that there
were no eye-witnesses of the duel. In
the dark of a starless sky and out of
hearing of the nedrest human belngs,
the blades flashed, met and struck out
the sparks of their finely tempered steel.
The pace of the combat was 8o rapid and
its nature so desperate that scarce &
word was exchanged during its progress.
Its termination was ag abrupt as was its
start. Lynch had barely parried a
thrust which had it reached its mark
would have pierced his heart. The
check, quick and unlooked-for, put his
adversary alightly off his guard. It was
a surprise which proved fatal, lor it gave
Lynch an opening of which in the im-
pulge of ungovernable passion he did
not hesitate to takeadvantage. Follow-
ing up the check with the rapidity of
lightning, he made a pass and sent his
blade through the Spaniard’s body.

For one indescribable moment all was
mad confusion and bewilderment in the
brain of the huplees victor. Then, the
naked heinousness of his act stood out
before him. It was murder, foul, un-
natural and cruel. In it he beheld hos-
pitality outraged, and thatina land in
which hoapitality bad become a national
virtue. Then, as 8o often happens in
the reaction after some terrible excite-
ment, the cold, clear light o truth broke
in upon his recovered senses, and he saw
not only the fatal folly but the absolute
groundleasneas of his jealousy. At the
sight of the prostrate figure on the
strand before him the scales of blinding
passion dropped from his cyes, a_nd un-
utterable grief and shame filled his soul.
Flinging his sword into the rising tido,
he threw himself on his knces beside his
wounded friend .in the wild hope that
life had not yet fled. But on feeling
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heart and pulse he could detect only
their last beat and flutter. The wound,
alas, was mortal.

For several minutes the self-deceived
lover paced the strand now in hot tears,
giving vent to the griel and remorse
that racked him, again picking up. as
he did more than once, the sword of his
dead friend to put an end to his own
miserable existence. But with the firat
recoil from the thought of self-destruc-
tion, came a passionate longing for life.

What to do or whither to turn the
steps of the fugitive he was unable to
determine. The tide was fnsl coming
in, its silver hem on the dark strand
drawing nearer and nearer to the motion-
less body that lay all unconscious of its
approach. What to do with the body
was a thought which. since tears and
bewallings had expended themselves,
had more than once crossed the mind of
the rash and wretched murderer. The
rising tide seemed to angwer that ques-
tion; in a brief space it would carry
away the ghastly evidence of his guilt;
and vain hope whispered that with his
secret locked close in the arms of the
Atlantic, he was safe. And so passively
regarding the dwindling strand as the
swelling tide closed in upon it, touched
the remains of poor Gomez, and soon
caught them in its giant embrace, he
turned his face away from the fateful
seene and made for the fastnesses of
Connemara. There, he thought, in that
profound solitude where there were
scores of retreats inunccessible to law,
and amid a people who, although in-
habiting the same country, were eut off
from the “Tribes” of governing families
.of the city by a line ot cleavage as
marked as that between countries under
ditferent crowne, he might spend weeks
until chance would throw in his way
sonie barque bound for other lands.

All night he walked, reck'ess of the
rough road, the boulders against which
his feet struck, or the exact point at
which he was to lie in concealment.
Hig only concern now was to get farther
and farther away from the ofling in which
he had left the blood-stained corpse of
his murdered (riend —from the vision
of that swarthy but comely face, the
glitter of those plercing eyes, the gleam
of those white teeth set in the agony of
death. More than once, it is true, he
turned to go back and confess his erime.
But the contrary impulse, to press on-
ward and escape, prevailed.

Crossing the primitive bridge that
spans the stream in the rugged and
broad valley of Kylemore, he secemed for
the first time to take cognizance of his
surroundings. The day was breaking
and the first rays of an October sun, as
they pierced the clear, cool atmosphere,
were lighting up the wooded slopes be-
fore him. Wild and stern they had look-
ed but the moment previous; now re-
flecting the shining east, their more
rugged and prominent feaiures were
softened, whilst the purple of the lower
hills yet untouched by the god of day
stood out in contrast to the deep blue of
the ocean at their base. Out at sea could
be discerned here and there a pookawn
(fishing smack) returning with the
night's catch. The dark low line to the
weat was one of the Arran islands,
sacred to the memory of that saint and
his disciples whose lives and life-work
have made those western outposts of
Erin glow with a splendor that has not
yet faded. South across the bay, and
where a dark precipitous mass loomed
out of the deep with a white line of
foam at its base, the cliffs of Moher
marked the boldest of the headlands of
Clare. The road that the fugitive follow-
ed was at this early hour deserted. The
sheelings and the few more pretentious
dwellings of the peasantry showed as yet
no stir or sign of life. Except the tired
boatmen coming back from the night's
hard work at net or trawl not a soul was
in sight. Peace was abroad and every-
where but in the guilt-laden conscience
of him whom the dawn had found thus—
the slayer of his friend. In a hazel copse
hard by his path, where the October
blast had shaken from their stems nut
and berry, the northern birds sang with
morning spontaneity, tolerant of their
less musical brethren as these set about
the more prosaic task of breakfast. The
peculiar cry of the mountain goat and
the bleat of its young broke, but not
harshly, the melody of the feathered
songsters. Nature in her austere grandeur
was here, and contact with her brought
back to the lonely pedestrian some of
the peace he had lost. For & brief space
he felt her restorative touch, as an erring
child the pardoning caress of its mother.

At more than ¢ne manor-house on his
way he might have found welcome and
refuge. For this was the country of the
Blakes, the O'Flaherties, the Martyns,
the O’Haras—all kindred of his. But
the thought of home and of family tiea
only jarred upon him now and he shut it
out as something he had forfeited and
must never harbor more. Faces and
scenes—these who would not know him
or his guilty 3ecret—must henceforth
seek in the delusive hope of finding
peace, or at least some anodyne for his
pain.

Continuing his way, therefore, until
the hour had called to their avocalions
the inmates of some cottage, he finrlly
stopped at one, a little ofl' the roadside
and in the loneliest spot of a lonely dis-
trict. From its chimney he had seen
for some distance the thick peat-smoke
curl into the clear almosphere, and took
it as evidence that people were astir.
Knocking, be was invited to enter, and
received with a ““caed mille failthe ’—
the unfailing Connemnarn greeting to the
visitor. Observing the fatigued and travel-
stained appearnnce of the new-comer,
that he wag barcheaded (for he had lost
his hint on the strand during the {atal
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atruggle) and foot-sore, the occupants of
welling set about relieving his
wants with that quick appreciation and
gilent sympathy which forms so beauti-
ful & character of the Celt. The prepar
ations for the frugal- breakfast were at
once revised for a mere substantial re-
past. And what their unknown guest

the part of the man of the house and his
wile was manifested in the few questions
they had addressed him as to his toil-
som¢ walk and the fatigue so visible in
every linc of his face. Neither by look
nor enquiry was any curiosity exhibited
as to thecause, and during his stay with
this humble boatman and family the
thesame reserve was maintained.

Here, while we return to that city from
whaose gates crime had sent him forth a
fugitive and an outlaw, shall we leave
Walter Lynch, with the brand of Cain
upon his brow andsearing his conscience,
trying to achieve the impossible~for-
gettulness of the past.

{Conclusion in next issue.)

A ROSY FUTURE.

They were in the bell-lower of the
City Hall, and she leaned her yellow-
haired head on his agricultural shoul-
ders and listened to the mighty “tick!
tack! tick!” of the big clock.

“We don’t want such a big clock as
that, do we darling ?” she whispered.

“No, my little daisy,” he answered,
as he hugged her a little closer; “ I kin
buy a clock for two dollara which’ll run
three days to this clock’s two. I’ve got
her picked out already I

“We’ll be very, very bappy,” she
sighed.

“You bet we will! DI've figured it
right down fine, and I believe we can
live on twelve eggs, one pound of sugar,
ten pounds of Hour, and one of butter.”

“And you’ll have a bank account,”
she pleaded.

“1 will even if 1 have to buy a second
hand one.”

“ And will we keep o coazhman ?”

113 YES-”

“ And have a piano?”

“Yes, dariing.”

““ And I can have some square pillows
with shams on them ?”

“Yes, my talip, yes; we’ll sham
every durned thing from celiar to garret,
have the front door painted blue, and—
but lets go'n look al some second-hand
cook-stoves I"—Detroit Free Press.

—_———

THE DOGWOOD BLOSSOM.
Most persons think of the degwood
blossom as ncarly or quite pure white,
but now, in the ecarlier days ofits de-
velopment, a delicate rose pink, that
[ater is almost lost in the plentitul
snows ol the full-blown flower, is the pre-
don:zinant color presented by the dog-
wond tree. This color remains at cer-
tain points in the blossom, but is insig-
niticant in comparison wrth the broad
expansge of white. The dogwood, which
is none too plentiful in this region,
seenis to become scarcer year by year,
doubtless beeause suburban residents
ruthlessly carry ofl' great branchesin
blossom time.

TREATMENT

— >
FOR THE EYESs.
When the eyes ache close them for five
minutes.
When they burn bathe them in water
as hot as can be borne with a dash of
witch hazel in it.
After weeping bathe them in rose
water and lay a towel wet with rose
water over them for five minutes.
When they are bloodshot sleep more.
When the whites are yellow and the
pupiis dull consult your doctor about
your diet.
——— e
A CLUSTER OF GEMS.
“ Pray, though the gift you ask for
May never comfort your fears,
May never repay your pleadings,
Yet pray, and with hopeful tears;
An answer, not that you long for,
But diviner, will come one day,
Your eyes are too dim to see it,
Yet strive, and wait, and pray.”
—ADELALDE PROCTBR

“ 0 Woman'! in our hours of ease,
Uncertain, coy, and hard to please,
And variable as the shade
By the light quivering aspen made;
When pain and anguish wring the

brow, .
A ministering angel thout”
—-SCoTT.

“ This is truth tl.e pcet sings,
That a sorrow’s crown ot scrrow
Is remembering happier things.”
—TENNYBON,

* Be thou at peace!—Th’ all-seeing eye,
Pervading earth, and air, and sky,
The seuirching glance which none may

llee,
Is still, in mercy, turned on thee.”
—Mus. Hevaxs,
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MONTREAL'S
GREATEST STORE.

Mail Orders Promptly Executed.

IMMENSE VARIETY
AND GOOD. VALUE
ATTRACT TRADE.

Never have the stocks in the several
departments been so well assorted, and
never has such excellent value in all
classes of goods been offered. The num-
ber and varicty of seasonable goods is
immense and entireily beyond descrip~
tion.

THE 8. CARSLEY CO., LTD.

More Novelties
. in Ladies’ Stylish
Jackets and Capes.

Lalies’ New Spring Capes in Black and
Colors, perforated and trimmed with
Braids an'l Ruchings, Irom 93¢ to
$12.50.

Ladies’ Black Velvet Capes, very richly
spanzlel and trimmel Jet, Mousse-
line de Soie, Lree and Ribbon, all
most handsomely made, 8155 to $25,

Ladies’ New Black Box Jackets, 4 But-
tons, from $2.95 to $18.50 each.

Ladies’ New Fawn Box Cloth Jackets,

4 Pearl Buttons, $9.75 to $25.50.

THE 8. CARSLCEY CO., LTD.

Ladies’ Shirt Waists.

The up-to-date ladies’ Shirt Waist,
with drooping blouse frouts, is a rival te
the more severc types of previous sea-
sons, Fulness is the chief characteristic
of the Shirt Waist of the season.

Ladies’ Print Shirt Waists in light and
dark colors, in latest styles, with
newest shaped sleeves, 48¢ to 98¢ ea.

Ladies’ Chambray Shirt Waists in sll
leading colors, with new shuped
white collars and cuffs, $1.2¢ ea.

Ladies’ Cambric Shirt Waists, in all
plain leading shades, made in very
latest styles, $1.50 to $1.70 ea.

THE S. CARSLEY CO., LTD.

Ladies’ Hosiery.

An immense stock of ladies’ hosiery

in all weights and qualities, also a

choice stock of novelties in Ladies’

Cotton aud Cashmere Hose.

Ladies’ Black Cotton Hose, 10c to 40e pr.

Ladies’ Tan Cotton Hose, 18¢c to 37¢ pr.

Ladies’ Embroidered Cotton Hose, 22¢
to 28c pr.

Ladies’ Black Cashmere Hose, 18c¢ ta
$1.25 pr.

Ladies’ Tan Cashmere Hose, 40c to
63c pr.

Ladies’ Embroidered Cashmere Hoge,
45¢ to $1.25 pr.

Ladies’ Black Spun Silk Hose, 80c¢ pr.

Ladies’ Black Silk Hose, $1.30 to $4.46
pair.

Ladies’ Colored Silk Hose, $2.40 to $2.46
pair.

THE S, CARSLEY CO., LID.

New Unmbrellas.
PRICE LIST.

Ladies’ Umbrellas, from 25c ea.

Men’s Umbrellas, from 50c ea.

Ladies’ Umbrellas, fancy handies, 67¢ ea.

Men’s Titania Umbrellas, 75¢c ea.

Ladies’ Gloria Silk Umbrellas, $1 ea.

Men’s Titania Umbrellas, $1 ea.

Ladiea’ Gloria Silk Umbrellas, with a
variety of fancy handies, $1.25 ea.

Men'’s Gloria Silk Umbrellas, 1.25 ea.

Ladies’ Gloria Silk Umbrellns, with
nickel and natural h wdles, $1.50 ea.

Men's Gloria Silk Umbrellas, with either
stecl or wood rods, $1.50 ea.

Ladies’ Silver Mounted Umbrellas, $2 00
each.

Men’s Silver Mounted Umbrellas, $3.75
each.

THE S. CARSLEY CO., L'ID.

PAYS

BY MAIL

IT

to do your shop-
ping with “The
Quickest Mail
Order Store in
Cannda."

MAIL ORDERS CAREFULLY FILLED

T80 5. GARSLED (0, Limed,

1765 to 1783 Notre Dame St.,

) T
74P CHIMES, ETo, UATALOGUE &PRICES FREE.
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