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% | “No, nor they won't,” Chip rattled
3 on, as It such killing were a daily o¢-
ARK PMURRY | Curence 1 the woots. - Hos s o
OHEPARD €O,

“ufl, they say, an’ now he's got
'IF lay low.”

SYNOPSIS. \

. ey
Chip McGuire, a d6-year-old girl -living
at Tim's place in the Maine woods s
“sqyd -by her father to Peto Bolduc., &
UCbroed.  She

e runs away and reaches

p of Martin Frisble, occupled by
Martin, his wife, nephew, Rhymond Stet-
son, and guides. ells Her story and
&-cared for by Mrd. Frisble. Journey of

“riabie’s party. into woods to visit father
»f Mrs. Frisble, an old hermit, wib has

resided in the wilderness for many years.

«When camp {8 broken Chip and Ray oc-

ll

5 sean
and Levi leava

wet officers to arrest
McGuire, who Is knawn as outlaw and
escaped murderer. - Chip's one woods
frientl, Tomah, an Indlan, visits camp.
Ray jbelleves he seea n bear on tha rid
Chig )

¥y
with her in u
tued by Martin and I
turned from the settlement.
rapey. Old Cy proposes to Ray
remaln In the wodds with himself and
Amzl and trap during the. winter b

CHAPTER X—Continued.

“Thar's also ‘nother side to.copsider.
Chip wants schoolin’, 'n’ she's kot to
study night 'n’ day fer the next eight
months. If you go back with ‘em, an’
go- galllvantin’ 'rolind with her, ez
you're sure to, it won't be po help mJ
her. I've glven. you two all the
chances fer weavin' the threads o’
‘fectshun I could this summer, an’ now
let's you 'n’ I turn to and make some
money. Ive askdd your uncle ‘n’ aunt.
They're willin', 'n' now, what do ye
say?”

‘Few country boys with a love for
trappin, such as Ray had, ever had a
more alluring prospect spread before
them. He knew Old Cy- was right in
all his conclusions, and almost with-
out hesitation he agreed to the plan.

It was farsighted wisdom on Old
€y's pdrt, however, In not giving Ray
time to reflect, else the magnet of
Chip’s eyes on the one hand, and eight
months of separation on the- other,
would have proved too strong, jand
trap-sétting and gum-gathering, with
$500 a8 reward, would have failed.

As it-was, he came near weakening

. at the last moment when the canoes
were packpd and Angie and Chip came
€0 taKe thelr seats in them.

- and his crude, rude, yet win-
somé little swedtheart had suffered a
brief prelimiyary parting the evening
previous.* A good many sweet agd silly
nothings had been exchanged, also
promises, and now the boy's-heart was

very sore. 1

| 1acked their spirit

: ile | Uncle Joe thought.
cussed that first day with Ray, while “You must ‘a’ had middlin® lively

they worked, for a purpose. ! tv

13:( the first evening here, with its | !!Mes up n the woods,” he sald. l)_ldr
open fire, yet empty seats, was tl lse ae-.. ye
hardest to“pass. In vaip Old Gy en-
larged upon the joys of trapsetiing
once more, and how and where they
were to secure gum. In yain he de-
scribed’ how deadfalls were bullt and
where they mpst be placed, haw many
signs of Iynx and wildcat he had seen
that; summer, and how sure they were
to secure some of these valuuble furs!

Rdy’s heart was not here. Faraway
in some pight camp, Chip was think-
ing of hiih.

v
“He didn't kill mother,” Chip re-
turned promptly; [‘he used to lick her,
though, but she got killed in a mill,
I wisht 1t "ud bin him. I wouldn't
‘2’ bin an orfin then. Say,” she added,
as they entered a woodshordered
stretch of road, “did ye ever see spites
ere?”
“Spites,” he respondsd, now more
than ever in doubt as (v ber-saaity,
“what's them?*

“Why, they’s just spites—things ve
can't see much of ‘ceptin’ It's dark.
Then they come erawlin’ round. They's
souls o' animals mostly, Old Tomah
says. I've seen thousands 6n ‘em.”

“Camhe. git yer b ‘my boy.” Uncle Joe shifted his quid, turned
o ‘;ﬁ"f,;l::{_,,":, banle. etne '“,g” and cyed the girl ¢nce more. First, a
face grow gloomy. “Tune ‘er up, an'| ¥1d. and wofully mixed tale olr mur-
play us suthin’ lively. None o them | 47 and then spgokish things! Be-
Koody-goady weepin’ s6rt'o" tanes; but | 7074 auestion sho had wheels, and be
give us ‘Money Musk' ‘n’ a few Jig "'f‘_‘("‘"‘v“’ bumor per. N
I'm feelin’ our prospects are so cheer.| OB yos. we ::Z;."f"?-zf.hmﬁ’l.ﬁ.:ﬁ
L':( ;"ri:;lf:x’"fr:"‘ R few plBeon-wings | |\ iderable Meker o do It, We hata-t

O it + a1 | bad a murder, though, for quite a spell
T e | Tt it ks v
g . yo'ro comin’ ta”
fr’.';'!“\’h:(;'“‘:ou“e’f5'.n':"}:i‘;.s"‘]’l‘;ym‘;';: But Chip falled to grasp his‘qulet
> He pssayed a fow, | SU00T, and all thfough that 20-mile
and then quite uncomselously his { BUtUMA day stage rids she chattered
My Old Kentucky | 07 like a magple
s feelings ro.| He soon concluded she was sane
enough, however, but the most volu:
ble talker who ever shared his seat.
“I never seen’ the beat o her,” he
. CHAPTER XI. sald that night at Phinney’s-store,—
Chip’s arrival in Greenvale produced | the village-news agency,—"she clacked
astonishment - and gosslp galorg. It | every minit from the time wo started
began when the stage that “Uncle Joe” | till we fetched in, an’ I never callated
Barngs had driven for 20 years started | sich goin's on ez she told about cud
for that village. There were other| ever happen. Thar wys murder 'n’
passengers besides Martin, his wife, | runnfn’ away, ‘'n’ she got ketched 'n’
and €hip. The seats Inside were mnl carried off ‘n’ fetched back, ‘o’ & whole

He knew each day would

Long, months must elap:
she could meet again, and In prospect
they seemed an cternity

fingers straved to
Home,” and OM (
sponded.

Chlp was more stolcal. Her life at
Tim's Place and contact with Old
Tomah had ‘taught her reserve, and
yet when she turned for the last possi-
ble look at Old Cy and Ray, waving
800d-by at the landing, a mist of tears
hid them. N

face was also a study. To
him these parting clouds were as the
white ones hiding tlic sun; yet he felt |
their chill. * His own life shadow was
ngthening. He had now but a’ briet
renewa! of youth In the lives of these
two, and then forgetfulness, as he
%new full well, and yet he pitied them.

More than that, he had set his hand |
to guiding the bark of their young
lives into the safe harbor of a home, |
and il feelings of his own subserved
to that.

“Come, come, my boy," he sald to
Fay as the two turned,away, and he
noted the lad's sad face, “she's gone

now, an’ ye'd best ferget, her fer a |

spell. Yo wanf; | know, 'n’ she won't; |

but ye'd best riake believe ye do. This |
ain’t no spot fer ‘lovesick spells.
We've goty work to do, 'n’ money to
arn;, ye'vef got the chance o' yer lite
now, an me to help ye Lo It, so brace
0’ look cheerful.

“Think o what we got to do to git
ready fer winter 'n’

‘0’ six foot o! snow.
Think o' the traps we're goin’ to set,
an’ the'fun o' tendin’ ‘em. WhY, girls
ain’t i it ayminnit with ketchin’ mink,
marten, otter, an’ now 'n’ then a lynx
or bobcat. Then when ve go back
‘n' |money in yer

with a néw sult 'n
pocket, ye'll feel prouder'n a peacock,
‘0’ Chip a-smilin® at y¢ sweeter'n new
maple syrap.” |

Verily Old Cy_had the wisdom of
age and the cheerfulness of morning
sunshine.

All that day these wilderness-ma-
rooned friends worked hard. An am-
« ple stock of birch wood must be cut
and gplit, a shed of poles to cover it
must be erected llon;ﬂde of the cabin,
log hut/was to be divest-
ngs, which were to be re-
moved to the new cabln which all were
new to oceupy. :
Realizing how vital to their exist-
ence the canoes were, Old Cy had also
planned ‘a shelter of small logs for
them on gue sl

for even Hersey

would have scorned to appropriate it.
‘There were dozens of other needs tb
prepare  for: during the next two
'mnnxh:kul ot whick were important.
An ample supply of deer meat must be
secured, to be pickled and-smoked.
All the partridges they could shoot
would be needed, ” and later, when
#outh-bound ducks halted at the lake,
few of these would add to their

“Why Don't Ye Shave?”

and Chip, seeing a coveted
nce, climbed nimbly to a position
side the driver. .
“Gee Whittaker,” observed one by-
standér, fo another, as Chip’s black-
stockinged legs flashed Into view, “but
that gal’s nimbler'n a squirrel 'n’ don’t
mind showin' underpinnin’. I wished
I way drivin’ that stage. Ill bet she's
a ciréus.

Uncle Joe soon found her a live com-
panion at least, for he had scarch left
the village ere she began.

“Your hosses are fattern Tim's
hosses used to be.’ she sald. “Do ye
feed ‘em on hay gud taters?”

Uncle Joe gave her a sideways
glance. .

“Hay and taterd,” he exclaimed; “we
don't feed hosses bn taters down herc,
Where'd you come from?

“I used to live at Tim's Place, up In
the woods, 'n’ we_fed our hosses on
taters, 'n’ they had backs sbarp ‘nuff
to split ye."

This time Undle Joe faced squarely’
around.

“I know all it hosses.” she con-
tinued glibly. 1 us take keer on
‘em ‘-‘ndour:; ', an’ I've been
throwed aore'n a hundred times when

1ot o' resky business. She velieves in
ghosts, 100, sorter Injun sperits, 'n’ |
she kin swear jist ez easy ez I kin. It |
seems the Frisbies hev kinder ‘dopted
her, ‘0’ [ guess they’ll hev their hands |
full, She's a bright 'un, though, but |
sic{ a talker!”

At Aunt Comfort's spacious. pld
fashioned home, where Chip was now
installed, she soon began to create the |
same lmpression. This had been An- |
gle's former home, and her Aunt Com-
fort Day had been ber foster mother. |

filled,
cha:

Is Not Always

Women Are Forced to Rely on Aid of
Their Mirror.

It is usually pure vanity that causes

himself In every

women the case in different, accordiag
to one observer. A man has really
very little use for a mirror. He could

heerd Tim cuss. I used to cuss just| dress in the dark, and part his bair
the same, bu( ‘Mrs. Frisble says 'L| successfully even If he were blind.
musa't” . \ . .| But there is Iy an article that &

‘Wwoman can on without the ald of

.tell Chip shéfmust not talk about her-

! a little larger.

| ney explained to Angle, a week I

| that this girl had called her an Indiaa |

Eroup, Chip
ate bone of contention.

. Whatls Going Onin New York =~
City Told in Interesting Manner

Auat Comfprt, of course, her
beart to her at once; but Hannah
closed hers, almost from the st day, | S —

SOme rea-

son for this, mainly due to Chip's |~ PASTOR QUIETLY BUILDS
startling freshness of speech.

o thosgl ' must b mén wearid\y. WORKING GIRLS, HOTEL -
wimmin's clothes, the first ‘time I see E "
ye,” she'said tg Hannah'the next day

§ Yound” f0r

after her arrival, and without mean. | NTy T —

ing t;lf::']nltn o l:_nll-l! on “C;’“"‘ O 1AV clubs in their federated as well as
yer ¢ whiskers, I guess. I never | ..o y v o
See & woman with ‘cm afore. Why | N¢IF 1ndividual capactty have. bein

talking about the crying need f
| working girls’ hotel, and racking their
| composite brains for feasible schemes
to get the necessary money, the pas

don’t ye shave?”

This was enough; for if there was
any ‘one thing more wortifying than
all else to Hannah, it was her faclal
blemish, and a mention of it she con-  tor of a little chureh In Harlem 1s
sidered an Intentional Insult. | busy building one.

From this moment onward she hated | About two years and a half ago |t
Chip. | occurred to Rev. H. M. Tyndall that

Nezer, howeyer. took to her as & | the broken stone and sand which were
duck to water, and her story, which | the by-products of building wxcava.
he soon, heard, became a real dime  tions in the city might be put to 1
novel (o him. and not content with one | better use than that of Increasing the
telling. he Insisted on repetition. This 'sizo of various- dump heaps. Why
was also unfortunate for—blessed with | shouldn’t they be purchased, he rea
a vivid imagination dnd sure) to en-  soned, for a nominal sum by con

large upon all facts—he soon‘lspread | tractors who are putting up concrete |

the story with many. blood-curdling bulldings and be used for his new
additions. | plan? He determined to becomé the

These stories, with Uncle Jog's cor- | first of these contractors. His ccag .
roboration,” resulted in a direful tale | gation had already decided that the
believed by all
to see this heroine, of many ekcapade:
villagers halted in front of Aunt Com- |
fort’s to catch a sight of this marvel,
and so the wonder spread.

Angle was, of course, to blame. Hfedge their support .
More impfessed with the serfousness 8o Mr. Tyndall bought the stone
of the luk‘je had undertaken than |and sand, and collected a force of

Birls under the auspices of the Peo-
e's tabernacle at 52 East One Hun
ed and Second strect was’ worthy

'aga phcticable and were ready to

the need of cpution, she had fatled to -Italian laborers to turn it Into  con

self, and so0'a woefully dlstorted his- | bossing the mixfng he was drawing
tory became current gossip plctures of a five-siory and basement
When Sunday came the village bublding with 75 rooms and a complete
church was packed and Parson Jones | assortment of comforts and some lux
marveled much at the unexpected .in- | urles.
crease of religlous inter He had
heard of this new arrival, but when |
the Frisble family with Chip, in sult- |
able clothing, entered their pew, the |
cynosure of all)eyes, this’ unusual at-
tendance was accounted for.

And what a staring-at Chip recelved!
On the church steps a group of both
young and old men. had awalited her |
arrival and gazed at her in open-eyed |
astonishment. Al through service she
was watched, and not content With | o e

this, a dozen or so, men and women,
formed a doudle line outside, awalting
the Frisbles exit

Angle also failed to understand the

7

CAL manholes

on
m which fssued sweet strains
Ilknown selections, proved quite
New York
noted for
purveyors of

Broadway

a sensation the other day
strects never

been

free music for the masses b

prineipal cause of this interest. Her
last’ appearance ‘at this church had ' holo route their success, jua
been as a bride. Naturally that fact thelr first accomplishment,
would produce some staring, and so  doubted

the curious and almost rude scrutiny | The discovery of this subterranean
the family received was less noticed  melody was made by two r1groes
by her. who, while ng along Broadway,

But Chip's e ant were surprised to kear musie from a
“I don't like goin’ to me * she Manhole near Twenty-sixth street. It |
sald, “an’ bein’ stared at like I was a | Was 4 ringing cornet solo  rendered
wildeat. 1 seen ‘em grinnin too, | With great spirit The two immediate.
some on ‘em, when we went in, an’ one |J¥ fell in a violent discussion as to
feller winked to another. What ailed | What the plaver was doing under the
em ™" street and how he got there. efore |
they could”de Il the police a

Her vexations, however. had only 'M*Y all police a
Just begun, for Angle had seen and ‘4rec *n
1 arrangements with Miss Phin- of a

and the applause was en-

noy, one of the village school teachers,
and the nexi morning Chip was sent
to school. And now real trouble con

®

Nelghbors flocked In | pastor's project of a hotel for working |

crete. In the Intervals when he wasn't |

Jemadar, I found he was

frantic efforts'to climb one, but slipped *.
to the bottom after each endeavor.

So I called him to my perch, and had
Just hauled him up when a fine

emgred from the jungie, )
two small cubs. b
t

As fast as contributions came i the
work progressed and the buflding a:
58 Fast One Hundred and Second
street fs now completed. Moreover,
aithough there has been no source of
revenue but voluntary contributions, | She passed under 3u
there fsn’t the sign of a llen or mort- |sauntered into the thie
e anywhere In sight. 5 pegred a few mlnu(’e-(h
The 75 rooms are bare of furniture|the cubs, and regingd ng us
nd the 18 front windows present a | for some time! apghrently considering
blank and curtaivless glare to passers: |I€ 1t was worth
by. and Mr. Tyndall ls now trylng to [oug perches.’
raise the $2,000 necessary to furnish [ing mo
the rooms. |of funka
While the hotel s designed primari-
Iy for wage earning girls, y 16
rien who are strangers In the city will | zave téy
*t temporary accommodations provid | (o
| od they|can show credential
spectability, Room and boar
firaished a from three to five dolla

%:;) one. Wbwever, appeared, and ft

well they did not,“as the tigress

would probably have attacked them.

X |After remaining In thé tree for am

clergyman, is to be managey’ of | hour, or so wé descended and saw no

the house. which s to be for the bene- |more of our unweledme visttor.

fit of permanent rather than oftrans- 2%

fent guests. While the hotel will not He t Mucilage. i

| be under the control of gpy one de- | In an office ‘bullding ot Philadelphis

| nomination, ‘and attendanfe upon re. | there is installed & young Englishman

| liglous services will not bé enforced | Who Is endvavoring to establish him-

| upon the residents, 118 atmosphere | self as an architect. His room adjolns

will be decidedly religious. those of & prominent real estate deak
Questions in regard to dancing, card er, wWho from the first evinced ®

playing and the epteftainment of men | friendly and neighborly interest In

visitors have not yet been settled. the young Briton.

They will be taken up as soon as some | “Any time I can help you,” suggests

indesirable inmates.
Robert E. Tyndall,

|

vhilanthropie person or persous do-|ed the Philadelphian when the for
|elgner first took up his quarters In
the bullding, “I shall be glad to do
80."

*nate the furniture.

Not long ago the real estato man
engaged a new stenographer, a

MUSIC FROM MAN-HOLES &irl, but with rather an exaggerated
IS DUE TO LEAK IN WIRES i:“::-:uur and an extremely haughty

| One morning, the Englishman, hav-
ing occaston to avall himself of the
| kind offer referred to, entered the of-
fico somewhat precipitately, when he
was brought to a sudden halt by the
frigld air of the new stenographer. ’
“I beg your pardon,” hesitatingly
began the architect, taken back by the
slght of a new face, “but could you
| spare me a little of your gum?
“Sir—" " indignantly began the
stenographer, “you don't know—"
| “Oh, how awkward of me!” ex-
claimed the Briton, more and more

| Furthier applause at the end of the
Aclection failed to produce an encore,
but when some one dropped a nickel
| down the minhole as a contribution to
the band  supposedly concealed be-
neath it, with others following sult,
the music suddenly began again, cou-
| tinuing  enthusiastically for many
hours.

| E lly members of the trafiic
| squad had to disperse the audlence of
music lovers, which was blocking the
streets. ) . with

pauses, the music continued through
the night, to the delight of thousands,

now that
fn Amerfca you say mucilage.”—Ex. *
|change. ¥} i

and. not until the following day was |

| the cause brought to light. Thep it
| was discovered that there was a leak
in the electric wires over which music
fs sent by a company which transmits
It from u central producing station: to
hotels, halls and private residences. It
was one of these wires which had
short-circuited, thus giving Broadway |
@ free concert, a mystery and a sensa.
ilon all at once.

Eight Flights Up.

When the first fire company, In re
#ponse to an alarm, reached the long
row of tenements, the fire captain at
| once jumped from his engine and’ en-
deavored to locate the fire. When he
bad Ineffectually hunted through three
o four structures for It, he described
an old woman sticking her head out of
a window of the topmost floor of an
cightstory tenement, a little farther

menced
Not knowing more than how to rpad
and spell short words, and unable to |
write, she, a fairly well developed |
young lady, presented a problem which
was hard for a teachzr to solve,
put_her In the tlass where she be- |

STOKES PREVENTS RAID
ON SON’S ROOF BARNYARD

up the street.

“Any fire up there?™ he yelled,
when he bad reached the pavement
beneath this building.
| In answer the old woman motioned
| for him to eome up.
| Accordingly, the captain, with his/
men lugging their heavy hose behind

longed was absurd. She must sit with
older girls, or look ridiculous. If she
recited with the eight-ycar-old chil- | sonla apartments, at Broadway
dren, the result would be the same. | ang Seventy-third stroet, spent a busy
and 80 a specles of private tultlon |pou " he gher day when he heard that
¥ith recltations at noon or after school | (ZF |1 ST Y \ b
hecame the only possible ccurse and | CO7FI¢IRt had been made against him
the one her teachcr adopted. to the board of health for harboring
This also carried its vexaticns, for ~PIES and geese” on the roof of the big
Chip was as tall as Miss Phinney and | DUflding in violation of the sanitary
Not one of that band code. Mr. Stokes did have a pig and
of puptls was over 12. To joln In their | four geese on the roof, but they were
Kames was no sport for Chip, while all in safety before the arrival of the
-they, having heard abptit her thrilling man sent by Chief Sanitary Inspector
experiences, with a hint that she to investigate the sky farm.
wadn't quite right in her head, fe't he plg is called Ninky Poo £nd is
afraid of her. the adored pet of Mr. Stokes’ son, Wil
“I feel %o sorry for her, lMam  Farle Dodge Stokes, Jr. Ever
since last summer the litte alnmal
“and yet, I don’t know what to do. She has had an ideal home agid the chim
is 20 big the children won't play with Ansonla. Four wild
her, or she with them.. I am the only ped wings were recent
one with whom she will talk, and she stablishment to keep
seems 50 humble and so grateful for the pig company. For hours little
every word. I can't be as stern with | Stokes would romp with his pets, and

. owner of the An

ne

Miss Phin-

ly added to the

| her or govern her as 1 should, on ac- | Ninky was espectally dear to the boy,

count of her temper and size.

“Only yesterday | heard screaming
at recess, and going out. I found that
€hip had one of the cirls by the hair
and was cuffing her. It transpired |

and asked if she had ever scalped any- | .
body. I can't punish such a pupil, and | -
I can't help loving her, 50 you sec she | . |
is a sore trial.” " 'NJEW YORK s to rival tie splendor
of the anclent Rome baths of Car-

1lcl”ﬂ, famed as the most sumptuous
the world has ever koown. Father
Knickerbocker's effort in this  line,
hovever, Is to be in the equipment of
a barber shop de luxe, which really
will'deserve the much abused name of
“tonsorial palace.”

The new regal hair-cutting and shav-

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

r All :

| iIng establiskment’is to be {nstalled In

ul'mpld. she has no assurance that a one of ‘the great rallway terminals

‘pn mhznn surreptitiously slide from | o0 poing  bullt. The whole con-

': place or a I:'hd o{ bair escape fﬂ;lm | struction is to be of marble and glass.
moorings, thereby marring totally | pacy cnair will i

the effect which sbe has labored s | E<" © oSt 3150 ana Wil be

them, ascended the eight

| as he had ratsed him from the milk- fights add burst into the room where »
bottle stage, the old woman was. {

All was serene untll s complalnt| “Where's the fire? demanded the
was lodged with the board of health. | captaln, when no fire nor smoke be-
But Mr. Stokes heard a half hour in | came visible.
advance that his farm was to be raid-| “Oh, there ain't none here,” replied
ed. He was in an office on the six.| the old woman, flashing an eartrum-
teenth floor of the apartment house, | pet. “I asked y* up ‘cause I couldn't
but w] the safety of his son's pig | hear a word you sald ‘way dowr
| was threatened business was dropped. | there:"—Bohemlan,
| He dashed up the narrow stalrway in Brothere Foretihe:

o g . | His Brother's Forethought.
the (wllight, followed by his son, and | . Tammany man tells & story i

{made a brief survey of the roof. Ninky |
Poo, unconscious of her perfl, was | connection with a caucus held In Troy

nolsily devouring pap. The four wild | 39W€ years ago as lllustrating bow
eese Yere dining sumptuously ou | fully alive the Celts of that city, were
i h | to the opportunities of Americas eith

et Blivae b, rding to Lippicott’s

Mr. Stokes se 41 | Zenship according to Lippincott's.
servune Ke8 sent for Joha, a Swedish | *p 0 AT eus In one of the low-
*“The board of health fs af | er wards of the city a certaln Michael
boy's pets. sald Mr. Stakes: -We e | Mulcahy was nominated for a minor

gl o g position on the ward ticket to be voted
B eyiaene and the pig out of the | 1o * B0 ) ier election. Some fn-

| way before the fnspector comes. Take | ! mas
them down to the basement I the | TUirles were made of .Thomas Mul-

| . - cahy as to who this person bearfug the
Fepeigbt. elevator. | vame name might be, a8 1o one in. the
| could call him to mind. '
| “He's me brother,” explained Tom,
with cheerful alacrity. “He's not ar-
| rived In the country yit, but he tuk &
| ship av a Widnesday, an’ "Il be here
in toime for the election.

. BARBER PALACE PLANNED
"IN BIG RAILWAY TERMINAL

|
! They were (ourists from a more or i
surrounded by a canopy and velvet |less aristocratic London suburb, and
hangings. There are to be ten shower |they were “doing Parls” with that
baths, all finished in marble, and each | celerity and intelligence for which
maulcurist will have a little glass com- | the British tourist {s famous. Of
partment all her own. Marble bencbu{mum. they went to the Louvre, u&
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