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CHAPTER XXX1L—Continued.
“Thrugh a message from Col:
oone 1 learn of your rescue of my
aister.  The old gentleman has highest
praise-of you, 'loJ, as the' traditional
Hero. He says you saved hjs Hfe from
an Indian who lay in ambush. Alto-
gether, st T see that you .ave played,
not only an honorable, but & heroic

part. T

Winslow laughdd. -~ “A y hero,
Mr. Creighton; ho gentletan but
would gladly bave been of service to
your sister, and as to saving the life
of Col. Boone—well, sir, anybody who
cannot hit an Indjan at 20 paces Is a
wretched khot.”

But Gerald insited: “You are too
modest;=1ts well tHat your friends
know your valuk,| even though—like
me, they are slow] in learning it,” he
added with a blush, continuing hast-

: “On my sister’s bebalf I thank
on my own, T apologize.
can readlly understand your
prejudice, Mr. Creightton. Iwas cer-
tainly In a compromising position—
your iIndignation toward \me was, per-
naps, well founded; jou knew rie
slightly, you had np especial reason to
trust me. But, sir—" and his volce
bardened, and his eyes Hashed, “for
the suspicion of ypur sister you will
pardon me if I havp small charity.

Gerald accepted| the rebuke with
surprising meekness. I am ashamed
of it he said, “pnd have already
asked Ler forgivengss.”

Then he added with a touch of
brotherly pride: “Lavvy is unifke the
rest of her sex, {n that a man can
humble himself to her without having
to grovel on,his marrow bones.”

Quick came the Jover's added trib-
ute: “Because she i3 generous—she is

arms that were folded on his gun. ,
Before further words were

shoulder. * *Yo
P>

73

hand gently on his
have more to tell, Owatoga:

whil

e a soft gleam shot ,across " hi
'y ”

[

brown eyes likea ripple on dark wa
ters. “Owatoga has only to tell thal
his master and the white maid’s broth.
er were not the only men there. Owa.
toga” was

Lavender, the Indian departed.
sought to detain him, nor

H

The savage looked down upon her,

there, t00,” and  with a
glance full of meaning—cruel, revenge-
ful, but chastened finally by = smile at

e
question
him further, as he strode away, a very

congral
that it has both, Monsieur,” she replied
sweetly.

Winslow Interposed. “Now, having
satisfactorily disposed af his excellen-
cy’s hero as the light of the world,
suppose we descant upon mime? I am
bound on a long journey to see Aaron
Burr.

But he corrected himself, with a
fond look at Lavender. “I mean, that
is to be a part of our mission.

“Ah, Monsleur le Colonel Burr? - Oui,
I have heard that he is—how you say,
frying?” .
Winslow and Lavender exchanged
glances at once amused and sympa-’
thetic.

Winslow replied, soberly: “He is iz«

deed, Monsieur, ‘trying’ Trying to | for the retura to Virginia.

prove that he is an honest man. .|

pray that he may succeed to the satls- | terest.

faction of the world; it needs uo proof | of her hopes?

| prayer?

. Then you wlll see le General Wilkin- |
the deputy asked. | arations quietly, without enthusiasm.

His guest's face hardened. “I mny!

| have business with him. I am told he | she forced a smile to hide the

has turaed traitor to his friend " “Yes, 1 know, child, we are

whirled up the chimney.

pered, softly:
only stand and wait.’

u
CHAPTER XXXIiL

s some prayers,

|

for in our face,
A gauntlet with a gift in't.”

|
L

[

sigh,

presage, until the last blackened wisp

Charles sighed, but Lavender whis-
“They also serve wh

“God answers sharp and sudden on
And thrusts the thing we have prayed
Scarcely were they home again in
. Charles when they began phnnln"
Lavender was all excitement, all in-
Was not this the desired end
The direct answer to
But her mother watched the prep-
At Lavender's gentle remonstrance

‘almost

DAY IS A HOODOO.

——
’

Some.of the Most

in the History of the Warld Haw
Occurred on That
Few Instances.

Of all the days of the week, Frid

there is no

4
SERE

that day of the week. Pri
superstition has its origin in'the
that thé crucifixion occurred on
day, and those who are tho
wedded to.the belief assert ‘that K
and Adam ate the apple one Fri
afternoon, so great is the burden tk
Friday must bear. It is a singular
Incidence that the Buddhists and
Brahmins hold the identical distry
of Friday that -the superstitious
among us maintain. The fact that it
|is hangman's day. {s rather the re-
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sult of thy than one |of
its causes. |

[0f 2 the natlous of the Christlaa
worid, the Scolch alone have  fond-
ness for Friday; \with them the day is
the favorite one :x\me week for wed-
dinks, but this is\only another in-
| stance of the contrariness of the peo-
| ple of the land of the heather. A dic-
| tionary of dates, recently published,
| presents some arguments in favor of
| Friday which show that the Scotch
| people are warranted in their affpe-
tion for the day that is elsewhere re-
| garded with suspicion. Among the jn-
|cidents that directly affect us as a

| The Frenchman ralsed his hand in | there.'"” | nation, many of the more fmportant
| deprecation. Monsleur, Gen.| But the daughter's happy, hopefu) | have occurred on Friday.
| Wilkineon writes that he can do noth. | heart did not see the meaning with | ~Columbus, according (o his author-
| ing against your Burr in the persecu- | Which a swift and undefinable presci- It¥, discovered America on Frida;
tion—1s that how you call it? | ence burdened the words. the same authoMty the Pilgrim Fa-
Winslow laughed dryly. “Persecu-| Once America spoke in a muflled |thers landed on the Massachusefts
| tone of alarm. “Honey, hab yo' no- coast one Friday morning; George

tion—yes, that is just what I call it.”
The other proceeded: “In the perse-
cution, without the letters
Winslow gave a start.
Be echoed.
Oui; he was expecting letters, but
| perhaps Monsieuf Burr decided not to
send them. Monsiéur Wilkinson s
sorry; he says they would be of use to
the government. |
TInstinctively Winslow clapped ~his |
hand to his waistcoat pocket and fell
|into deep thought.
| Some intuition

ticed dat
time jt is?”
The mysterious

Letters!' ™

|
|

t

manner struck

words se¢med senseless.
Rolling hvr eyes until the
were in startling relief agaivst
black setting, the old woman
| ued
honey."

|

taik,
new

speceh: “Nebber mind my foo)
chile; come out an’ see de nice
nioon.”

made  Lavender |

a
chill to Lavender's heart, though the |

whites
the | upon this supposedly luckless day.
contin- |
“Dey do-say as dat’s a bad sign, | Peen no less important.

yo' ma's allus axin’ what | Washington was born on Friday; the

battle of Bunker Hills was fought pn
Friday, and so was the battle of
ew Orleans; the capture of Rich-
mond, which marked an important
|epoch in our late history, occurred

|
|

In European history the day has
The birth of
Queen Victoria occurred on Friday;

hen, as she noted the effect of her  Shakespeare was also born upon this

day; the Bastile fell one Friday morn-
fug: the execution of Charles I. was
on Friday; the battle of Morengo was

gracious.” tower of dignity and pride. change (he subject. and she led the | MO . on bl (he batt
But, the fr. ruq‘l enthusiasm al-| Left with the two men, Lavender | talk to other channels. She playfully pushed the younger -\(;u»l}x, on hlldlu. and the burning nl‘
ready spent, Gerali stemed not to|stood blushing and eager, looking from | Then they told the kindly host some | Woman to the door. Just above the Moscow, wh ch turned the aide pt
hear, but hurriedly) began his thanks | one to the other. She stammered a lit-| of the things which had befallen them | circle of trees on the western horizon conauest azainst Napoleon, oceurred |
-t0 Winslow for the surprise given him | tle breathless apology . | in the new settlement. Told of the' loomed a mass of clouds. from which ""_“ ’.“ " s w ," . X
that morning i te offer of the posi- | “Excuse our sudden appearance un- | quiet double wedding In the little the sunset glory faded fast. o stition ":: hCms of the Friday supar- |
tion as teacher. | announced. but 1—I saw you two. go off | church with ‘the iron finger,” when the| “TWa ‘Toun’ quick, noney, yo're look= vents may, ArBue tbat, while theje
“You see,” he sakl, blushing, “while | together, and, mistaking your errand,| Rev. Ballinger— who was ever my | in’ ober yo' laf shoulder.” crents mark important steps in his
we have every reaspn to suppose that | I thought it might be just as well if I| friend, made me his debtor for life,” But Lavender did ‘ot move. Silent- |”r»11' and “‘Hv they brought good
Busan’s land will_prove as rich and Qwatoga came t00."” B | added Winslow. with an  adoring |1y, miserable.depressed with a name! uick to somé people, m(~ were ex

as |
yours, I—I don't care to depend upon |
that,” and he gave a mauly shake of |
his handsome head.

And then there was a pause while |
gorald nerved himgelt o speak suil: |
turther. Absently he tore the (iny
splkes of green frdm a sword fern,
When he had thrown the stem aside—
an officer degradedhe said: “There
18 another matter of| whick I have long
wished to speak; il is of my regret
that your trouble in the forest when—
when Jabez Miller was kitled, was all
brought about by a mistake for which
1.was primarily to Hlame. For I must |
say In justice to thd old man, that he
thought he was attdcking me."

To Gerald's astonishment, Winslow
seemed In no way.surprised, but asked,
coldly: ' “But why does this Justify the

The little purl of embarrassed laugh-
ter, the bashful grace with which she

presence, so full of girlish charm and
lightness. cased the strain of the situ-
ation and relaxed the men's, tense
nerves .

Gerald said, laughing: “You could
ot trust your hot-headed brother,
could you?
was wrong, I invited Mr. Winslow to
this place—not to fight him, butto ask
bis pardon for many things. He ha3
granted much—all.”

|

—but he was not looking at Gerald.
Lavender met his eyes, and her own
slowly drooped with a demure and side-
long glance.

Then, with a sudden quick gesture,

old mad—to Imagine himself attack- | she took the hand of each, and placing
- ”, . them together between her Qwn palms,
Gerald colored and bit his lip. “It|sald: “You are friends now, frieads—
does not; Infact. I am only'making | and bjothers” .
allowance for drunken fancies. This —
explanation, sir,” he|added, curtly, for CHAPTER XXXIL
Winslow's attitude |neerled him, “is| Monsieur le Deputy sat in an *arm

chair at the door of his cottage in St.
Louis. With eyes fixed upon the gar-
den he yet saw nothing of the beauty
of the little place, abloom with the
recKless prodigality of late . summer.
There was no grass and few trees,
Instead, he had chosen to make of his
garden spot a maze of Leds, fantastiz
in design, where, In riotous profusion,
everything blossomed . as though In
haste to catch all the-life of sun and
breeze before the blasting breath of
autumn. There was a carpet of petals
on the ground, and the dust and dowr
from falltng blossoms danced to death
in long shafts of sunshine.
Monsteur le uepuzy?nunceu nothing
of this.  His thoughts were of the past,
roving. restlessly from camp to camp,
changing as he fad changed with uni-
form' and flag. But to each true; the
varied service had left on his con:

glven only because I |wish you to know
1-am very sorrpw that you have
suffered on my accopnt.”
hen the reproach Which had so long
bovered on Winslow's- torigue found
utterance. “Of the physical suffering,
Mr. Creighton, 1 make. small account;
it Is over, thank Gdd, and the knife
found no deeper lodgment in my flesh
than yours would hive affordcd. No,
1 do not harbor that agatnst you, but
there is another—a sfar that will ever
abide with me a scar that Is written—
not on my shoulder Which this camlet
-hides—but on my forehead, forever
branding me in the eyes of the woman
I love. It is that—{hat deeper mark
I wear for your sak¢, which 1 find it
hard to pardon.” -
All the pent-up mdfgnation ofweeks
_found vent in the words. v
Gerald listened In dpen wonder, then

demanded promptly| “You may as|Science no scar, only a broad-minded
well talk to the open lair, sir, as expect | charity for every race and creed: Rem-
me to follow your ralling. | am abso- | inlscence, therefore, brought no sting,

and he puffed contentedly and db-

lutely gulltléss of a
stractedly away, watching e rings of

other than the, bodil
I have _apologized..
Ah, wsir, I'm afrald yi
“Borbing some of the
day,” he concluded,

Y harm to you
injury for which
‘Brand?’ ‘Scar?
u have been ab-
rhetoric of |the
Ll:us(v/eell a laugh

the wind's fancy. .
A locusts note sounding its dreary
prophecy startled him.' For this old

and a sneer. soldier, who Bad faced without flinch-
Winslow' fixed updu him for a mio- | Ing, sword -and bullet's aall, shrank
ment a glance of proud disgust. But|each year from autumn's carnage.

as Gerald's gaze met his own unfligeh-
lilza the look gradually changed to In:
ulity. |

At last he sald: “Then you do not
know that they  think-—hat. she, your
sister, thinks that I killed tMat poor
old man? |

“Phey certainly think so, aud why
not? [t sedms no serious matter| to
anybody. An assassin springlag at you
in the dark; “vhy shoild you | be
ashamed of . h.sing given biow |for

Summer, withits warmth and light,
was the prototype of life and livin
under its beams he was young, revivi-
fled. WIth the chill of autumn he was
old—secmed (o lose many years with
the coming of each winter. - And each
year the warning sounds of falling leat
and locust’s cry were to him as the
passing bell to hope and prime.
Thoughts like ‘these  saddened his
eyes, made grave' the corners of his
mouth; and he sighed, restiessly knock-
ing ashes from a pipe against the hol-
low_of his hand—that hand yeliow, as
with the rust of a sword. He was
roused by -voices at the gate, and a
hand slipped tHe Jatch, The wicket
Opened to admit & man and woman,
Who sauntered togethas up the path.
The ‘deputy’s face was low - as,
starting \{rom. his chalr, he met the

blow?”

Winslow _answered, . speaking
and scornfully: “[ amazed,
Creighton, that you continue this fa

Jow
Mt
ce.

w0
you

v as he visitors half way.
g Low?™ “You are\very \welcome, Monsieur
-~ Then, as the full force 6 Winslaw's{ Winslow— is\lady—

“Is my wife,\your excellency.

“Your wife? Tres beln, I congratu-
late you, Monsieur” with soldierly
courtesy the ol man raised Lavender's
hand to his lips. :

Then|he brought chairs for ' his
uebts, ing & multitude of ques-
lefly of ‘how Winslow had

spent his time sinie they las( wet
A4ding. with a smile at Laveader,

twisted her bonnet strings—her very |

Well, this time your guess |

“With a glad heart,” Winslow' added |

smoke drift into various shapes with |

dread. she watched the moon.
its glittering crescent was a streak of
purple cloud like a smear of dried
blood.  Sne shivered and hurried into
the house, followed by the old negress,

glance at his wife. Seeing interest in |
| the old soldier's face, Charles told him
| further of their plans; how he .ang
Lavender would return at once to St.|
| Charles, whence they all expected to| by
0 home to Virginia. Only Gerald and | quaking with superstitious fear.

| Susan would stay behind to watch over | Toward the close of the uext day
| the school and keep the friends in the  they led Mrs. Creighton out of doors
| new home; to guard the interests left | for a breath of fresh air. For it was
there. - This led him to speak of the ot and close In the little cabin, and
| value of his land, and of Sue's, which | she was better to-night.

| Jolned it. This, he explained. was the | “Much befter, are we not, dearest?

cause of thelr trip to St. Louls. - | And Lavender nestled in the grass at
1 “Expeglency,” Winslow concluded, | her mother's fedt, gently swinging the
with a laugh, “expediency is the weight | hammock in which she lay.

‘huldlng us to earth when sentiment| The night was very still—too still,
| would carry us skyward. It was a mat-| Lavender thought. Earth and sky
| ter of expedicncy that the-land be dis- [ seemed waiting for something; the |
posed before we undertook our returf | katy-dids, the doves, were silent; no

home. Now since it is found that we | sound nor stir came from any living

can live, we are free to love.” | creature; the owl's cry was hushed;
The deputy inquired further of the|only a bat blundered by with soft

“mission”that which would take | swish of wings.

them from the new territory, and Lav-| Lavender reached out her hand for

ender said, with an air almost solemn: | Charles’ comforting clasp. “How still
5 the night is,” she’sald. “It awes, it

trightens me. Even so 1 think it will

be on that dread, final The

| world will be  still—sa stil, beloved,

that the last waiting ears will hear the
whirling of the globe, the swing oT the
stars in spac

l

|

‘ “Lavender!" - Mrs. Creightan’s volce
| startled them—loud, but clear and
| sweet as water over stones.

[ | “Yes, mother, dearest, and ‘the

| daughter clasped the knees of her whe
now sat upright in the Kammock, her
hole frame tense, rigid. On her face
| was a look of wicarthly fairness, a
| beauty that was young again, with (he
Ila;(, eternal youth.
Her eyes were wid
a smile parted I
most there? " s|
For one long moment the daughter
d, not daring to draw breath—
reath now was precious.
She watcned the last faint sign of
| color fade from her mother's face,
“We .are going back In onswer to leaving it gray as a wasted ember.
prayer.” And there was a short silence, | Only those eyes burned bright with the
while she gazed deeply into her hus- | fire of the deathless soul.
band's eyes | Then waves of grief enveloped the
Recalled by the mystified air of her | young, untamed heart, her whole being
host, she adde: My mother has long | ached with agony as in a flash the
wanted o rejurn home. | have prayed | thought confronted 2. Shé had not
|'that she might go; he is taking us|prayed right; she kad blasphemed; she
both.” | had demanded of er God this boon.
| And aow the cup was at her lips, but
she must not taste—the Promised Land
vi3 in sight, but sbe must eulde on

pectancy,

de with exp
lips. *Are we al-

murmured.

| snE PL |
| 0

J

J

TERS ONE BY
2 UPON THE FLAMES.

|

Returning o the hotel iate in the
evening, Winsiow locked the
the - little  dark. wainscoted m
ow,” he sald, turning to Lavender,
'Now for the letters.”

He produced the crushed,
packet, at which both started doubtful-
ly a long time in silence. Qutside, the
wind whistled and a dog whined rest-
lessly.

" Lavender was the first to speak
went up and gently touched
“Lister, Charles; once before I dis-
posed of writings in a summary fash-

.| Fisgah.
.| “Too late! toc imte!® Lavender

| moaned, as she lyy, face downward,
soiled | bidden In her mother’s nands—those
| restless hands that, for the first tinte,
| failed in a responsive caress.

“Where are you, daughter? Come
bome with me. Look! We are almost
there! See, the larch by the gate ‘s
dead, and the tiny nast still swings on
the withered arm. That is thé nest
which the lazy blackbirds stole, 4o you

She
arfh

lon, and we have never regretted it.| remember? How fall the grass is, and

Why Dot—see, there is a fire in this | see, they—tkey have let the—weeds—

&rate, 00" she concluded, with a Tat—" her volce was fainter. and

meanins; smile. the diuziters tears faled to w
the shrunken hands. “But I sh:

As If to second her suggestion the
fames leaped up, they  wood
crackied invitingly.

Winslow smiled satirically. “And (s
this all ofemy mission? Truly, it ends

zave 4 all—lovely again” And her
head dropped siowly back.

There was yet no sound In earth nor
sky. Only the hoarse breath of ‘the
mother and the daughter's crying dis-
turbed the peaceful night.

“How good the children are!
are taking mé home—bome.”

Then ber voice sank to a troubled
whining. “But we—we camnot get fn.
The gate—the old red gate is—is
locked,”

And ‘when the others came they
found them together, and for ome,
Death had opencd the gate.

THE END.

“But you place that bundle in
Wilkinson's hands now

“A thousand times no. Didn’t the]
deputy tell us that the generpl was
waiting for those very letters o use as
evidence against Burr?”

“Exactly 8o, sir, Then the fire is
their proper destination. Don't under-
Tate your ‘mission,’ dear; You might
have blundered; you might nave seat
\ithem, or in spme way allowed them to
c I

They

Across [

edingly  unfortunate others.
While the burning of Moscow, for in-
stance, was instrumental in quieting
Europe, it was a stroke of the worst
kind of luck for Napoleon. But while
it is true, that each of the incidents
mentioned were unfortunate for some-
body or other, it is also true that each
brought about results that are for the
general good. 1t was rough on King
Charles that he was killed, but his
death was dec dly an  event that
furthered the cause of libe ty. All in
all, it seems that Friday has a reputa.
{tion that it does not deserve.—Ana.
conda Standard.

Prison of the Tree Toad.

Mrs. Rebekah Baker, the widow af
1 clvil war veteran, keeps .«emll
‘arge sea shells as ornaments on the
ront piazza of her home on Fostar
avenue, Sayville, L. L. The shells are
[*lose at the feet of the old womaf
when she sits in her armchair on th
lazza, a3 she does the greater part at
:ach day. |

Mrs. Baker and a neighbor werp
*hat:ing together on the plazza. Prey
»ntly the neighbor remarked:

“Listen! There's a tree toad.”

“No,” sald Mrs. Daker, “I've heard
hat noise-all summer; it’s inside one
) those shells. It must be a cricket."

The caller turned up one of the big
shells which Iying opening
lownward on the plazza all summer

ind out hopped a tree toad. It wag

unere skin and bones, but alive. If

svidently had been imprisoned in th¢

shell for the three months the shellp

1ad lain in ome place on the piazza,
Sounds Well.

“I have missed your husband for
some time, Mrs. Raggerty,” sald the
shilanthropie visitor to the slums. I3
te doing anything now?’

“Oh, yes, sir, answercd the con
(¢iet's - wife,  diplomatically, = “he
nakin’ his livin’ now at the ‘pen.’ *—

American.

|Baltimore

appy.
Mrs. Newlywed—My husband  adi
nires everything about me; my voice,
my eyes, my form, my hands!
Friend—And what 4o you admird
about him? |
Mrs. Newlywed—His good ‘taste.—
Tiapslated for Transatlantic Tales
'rom Meggendorfer Blaetter.

A Gentle Hint.

“What people want nowadays, Miss
Pert, 1s a man who rushes 4head
¥ithout regard tc  consequences.
There are no openings left for a man

>f only staying power.”
| “Why, I'm sure Mr. Borely, there's
Always the open front door.”

Slighted Wisdom.

I e are rarely

/
Story of Killigg Told
Blind Guide. |

“Old Man” Libby s ong of the best
known guide camp keepers in the
state of Malne, and for yfars has been
totally blind. Four yeags ago he car-
ried into Bangor the farcass of a
doer, and had it taked to the offtce
of Fish and Game Commissioner Car.
penter. Libby expresked the wish
that the venison be gfven to the Ban-
gor hospital.

Carpenter wanted | to know who
killed the deer, and was much sur-
when Libby claimedto have been the
destroyer. /

“Why, Libby,” h¢ asked, “how did
you, a blind man, manage to kill this
deer?

“Wal, you see7 drawled Libby, “T
was standing outgide my tent yester-
day morning, ax/in hand, just going
to chop a leetle wood, when I felt this
durned critter rushing, onto me. I
thought ‘twas & bar, so 1 hauled off
and soaked him.” |

The commisgioner “always has a
grin on tap when telling this story,
for he has doubts as to who killed the
deer:

Vast Area of Empire.
The United Kingdom measures ;2

089 square miles; the British emplre |

eovers 11,908,378 square miles.
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NOT YOUR HEART

think you have heart dis-
baly one of a countless

eceived by indi-
lieving‘the heart is

. six boes . by

| 1f you

u
are de
bel

Lane’s Family
¥

Medicine "
the tonic-laxative, will get
stomach back into good condition,
and then the chance’ are ten toone.
that you will have no more symp-
toms of heart disease,

Sold by all dpalers at 25¢, and soc.
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CASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have

Always Bought

Bears the

of

Thirty Years

Nameline

STOVE POLISH

FARMS THAT GROW

I
Kegulations.
the present year a large portion of

New Wheat Growing Territory

" ACCESSIRLE TO MAR-
KET: THE RAILWAY CONSTRUCTION
that has been pusited forward so vigorously by
e thee great rail way compamies.

For literature and particalars address SUPER-
INTENDENT OF IMMIGRATION. Otawa,
Canada, of the following swihorized Canadian
Agest :

AS BEEN MADE
1 RA]

emarked the voter.
“What's the trouble?” |
“They say they rely on the wis
!1um of the common people; but they
nsist on giving. us nothing but, brass
sands and comic pictures.

Proof of Birth.

“Talk about aristocracy! Were not |
»ur first parents laborers working for|
heir dally bread in the sweat of|

{ heir brows |
| “But still you can't deny that they|
|selonged to of our very. first|
| amitjes.”

|
!

Confused Emotions. i
“How ix_your boy dofng at eol|
|ege™ { 1
| “Well” answered Farmer Corntos |
|1, “I don't exaetly know whether to |
[ompliment him Ox make & fuds. He
|ame out first o Ws cisss, but ‘be

*as last in & race” |
X

M. V. McINNES, 6 Avense Theatre Block, De-
troit, Michigan; or C. A. LAURIER, Sault Ste.
Masic, Michigas. !

Mention this paper

OUSLAS




