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Reformer

By CHARLES M. SHELDON,
Anthor of “In His Steps,” “Robert
Hardy's Sev:n Days.” Ete.

——y L

Copyright, 1901, Dy Charles M., Sheldon
For a moment he felt so cem pletely |
alone that he let go of every metive for
acticn. TLe city and the overwheim-
ing thought of its misery and sin and
sel@shness enraged him. “Let us eat,
drink and be merry, for {omorrow we

die! he cried out, and nothing at ihat
moment would have saved John Gor-

an elemgent of power.

don except the fact that what he had

mentioned to his father and sister and
Luella as his religious experience was
the greatest fact so far in his carecer.
As he stood still there at the foot of the

er. The consclousness of God in hio
life grew stronger. The purpose of his
ambition cleared. And after a little
while he started on, knowing that his
Ite work would not be changed In its
main intent by anytbing that had so
far happened. Ouly
also knew that he could not and would
not be the same man and do the same
things In some parts of his earthly vl
slon as if Luella Marsh bad decided to
walk with bim in the way. It was nlso
quite clear to him that without being
able to glve a good reason for It ho |
was not closlng the chapter with Luel- |
la yet. He certalnly entertalned the |
idea of bher stlll coming into his life.
It was pot from his interview with
ner that he drew any such hope. But
he knew that he did not yet consalder
her actlon as fnal, or possibly it was
his own action that was not final

He stopped at a corner, and the sight
of a street name on a car going by de-
cided bils next movement.

—

as he went on he | o008 query.

—

gteps gradually his spirit grew calm- | after looking at her so intently.

|
| table had gone on in o quiet but nat-

Every one in Llope House |

L always

“I'll go and take tea at Hope House,”
he sald to himself, and took the car,

poting, by the time, that he wnuldi
reach the house just as the little family |

of residents were In the babit of sit-
ting down to their evening meal.

Hope House stood in the midst of its
desert of tenements and Its corner sa-
loons and vaudeville halls llke an oasis
of refuge and strengtb. Saloons to
right and left and front and rear, with
piles of brick and wood and rubbish
flung together in chaotle, tumbled
heaps, with openings for human be-
ings who streamed in and out of court
and alley and doorway or sat in pallid,
huddled masses on fhe stoops or curb-
ing formed the frame In which Hope
House was set, unique and alone.

John Gordon left the car orne block
from Hope House and walked down
past five saloons in the block until he
came to the arched entrance of the

house. Going into the little court, he i
| hand. Not a hand in sight. Ob, we are

breathed a sigh of relief at the sight of
the familiar oleander tubs that stood
against the outer wall of the court, and
marveled at their ability to blossom
with such freshness in such surround-
ing.

“1¢ oleanders ever had any fragrance
in this part of the city, they must
almost smell of beer and sewer gas,”
be said to himself as he went on into
the broad ball that opened on the court.
He was by no means a stranger to
Hope House. Since his return from
abroad he had been a frequent visitor
and had been welcomed with that in-
ner welcome that springs from well
known common pUurposes.

“You are just in time!” called out a
qulet but cheerful volce as John Gordon
stepped into the doorway of the dining
hall. “Miss Manning is absent. You
may take her seat by me.”

] count myself fortunate,” John Gor-
don replied as he took the seat, re-
turping the greetings of those at the
table, .

“We were talking about you,” said
ihe head of the house, with her quiet
but earnest manner.

“I'm sorry to Interrupt the conversa-
tion,” replied John Gordon.

“No interruption, we assure you. We
are glad you came in, for you are the
only person who can answer a ques
tion Mr. Ford just asked.”

“flather & personal question, Mr.
Gordon,” sald Ford, a student from
the university, who was a resident of
sovoral mouthy' standing. "“The ques-
tlon 1 anked Miss Andrews waa this:
‘What Is Mr. Gordou golug to do? Will
Le possibly come In here with us? "

Jehn Gordon did not answer the
questlon nt once. He knew the com-
plete freedom of the soclal atmosphere
of Mope House, especially at meal
times, and understood well that bis al-
lence would not be miscounstrued as
discourtesy,

He looked pround the clrele of ear-
nest, friendly faces at the table, and
his gaze Included, am it bad many times
before, the room Iitself, with its high,
dark walnscoting, its few but cholce
portraits, its plain but attractive home-
likeness: but, as pn every other occa-
zion, his look finally came back to the
face of the Lhead of the house, for she
was the genius of the place.

Grace Andrews was In her thirty-
gixth year. At the time John Gordon
first met her at Hope House she had
been in charge of the settlement for
twelve years. Twelve years of asso-
ciation with desperate human prob-
lems such as those that swarmed like
the people themselves had left on her
face marks of that buman, divine
calmness that all great women bear

who have loved the people. If Grace’

Andrews did not impress sirangers or
visitors as being great In any real
sense, it was because the look of her
face spoke of a guiet peace that so
many people superficially assoclate
with meekness, but do not consider as

.
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The residents o?
all that, and
the oldest residents nnderstood it bet-

Hope House understood

ter than the youngest and had more
upnquestioned reverence for the great-
ness of Grace Andrews than those
who had less knowledge of her.

It was with a deepening conscious-
ness of what this woman
her wonderful life gnd influence that

John Gordon came into her presence.
He had met her during his university

taken him down to Hope House. And

| one of the first places he had visited on

dining room with its fellowship life
presided over DbY that central figure

. Gordon quletly agreed.
" car and after riding two miles left the
car, walked two blocks and came out
on Park Boulevard, where David Bar-
' ton, managing editor of the Dally

' News, had apartments,
was and of f % SR S

! eareer when some special studies had |

' his return from abroad had been the |

that dominated the entire group. It
was at that first meeting that he had °

frankly told her and the residents
something of his religious experience
and its bearing oun his life work. It
was that frank confidence that had led

up to the question by Ford.
“YWell?” Miss Andrews finally said

as John Gordon seemed ready to speak ,

ar-

ing his silence the conversation at the

tiral fashion,
gnve every one else perfect
freedom for his personality, and bo
one felt at all Qisturbed when John

+ordon did not reply at once to the

thelr talk when he Epoke.

“I've been thinking of it 1 would
count it an honor to be part of your
family.” He spoke to Miss Andrews,
but included all the table with a ges-
ture. “I'm still In some doubt concern-
ing my future, [ am sure you are
enough Interested Inm me to care to
know that 1 have left my own home,
I am just at present without a per
manent place of .abode. Ferbaps you
would be willing to take me In."”

He spoke somewhat lightly, but not
without a certain serlousness that they
all seemed to undurstand. Miss An-
drews glanced at him quickly and sald
with a real tone of sympathy:

«“We would not only give you & hearty
welcome, 3Mr. Gordon, but count our-
selves fortunate to have you with us.”

“Thank vou,” he replled gratefully.

«] would not come into the house, of
course, except as one who would take
the position of a learner. I have every-
thing to learn and nothing to contrl

ute. You would have to teach me the '

simplest duties of a resident, Miss An-

| drews. I at least would be a very will-

ing and obedlent pupil.”

They all paused In

| |

L]

“] have no doubt of that,” she re-

plied, with a smile. “But the people
who sct that way are dangerously apt
to be in a position to teach their teach-
erg in time.”

«I shall never be able to teach the
teacher in Hope House,” said Jobn
Gordon earnestly. Miss Andrews langh-
ed, and the faintest tinge of color ap-

ton torned a sharp, nervous, but kind-
| 1y face toward John Gordon.

region of Hope House? Great place,

|  *“Come uptuthumm1ndlétu
have a talk,” said Barton, and John

They took a

When they were seated, David Bar-

“Surprised to see me down in the

fen't It? Worth mere than 2 trip to
the Rockles to go through the show.”

‘tor the people
i wealthy paper

“Do you mean to say you have never
been down around Hope House be-

fore?’ |
“T've been there gseveral times, Dy

gon.”

“Do you know Aiss Andrews?” |

of

«Enew her before you Wwere out 1
high school.” ' edge gained by living among
+ Yet could bhe mnot do that in some

way and still put this modern lever of

- the press under the problem ?

“You never told me”

“Why should I tell you everything at
once?” '

“Several years Is pot at once,” re- |
plied John Gordon, with a smile.

For answer the older man gravely
gaid after a pause:

“How old are you, John?"

“Mhirty.”

“And I'm forty. The pace Is killing
me. Harrls says I may last five years
more. 1 doubt it. He is evidently anx-
jous to keep me going the five years.
Do I look bad?”

He thrust his pale, nervous face for-
ward, and John Gordon was almost
shocked at his friend's manner. He
svas so much moved that be rose and
went over and lald his hand on the

other man's arm. |

“Davld,. you're not well. Why don't
you take Harrls' advice and go out to
Colorado, not for a week, but for a
year?

wAs bad as that?' David Barton
gald dryly. “I think I'm good for the
five years. But tell me about your-
gelf,”

“I've left home, and I'm going to take
up residence In Hope House."

“No! What! Live there?”

David Barton seemed to pay no at-
tention to the fact of his friend's leav-
inz home.

“I've been there tonight and made
definite arrangements with Miss An-
drews. 1 must go there in order to fit
myself for my work.”

“Your work?®

“yes: for the people,” replied Johm !

Gordon simply.

“Pooh! The people!”

David Barton sniffed contemptuously.
“Who knows who the people are?" He
stopped suddenly, and his whole man-
per changed. His sharp, abrupt, indif-

' ferent alertness was smothered out of

peared on her cheeks. “We are all .

learners here. Let him who has not
learned something today hold up his

all in the primary clasa! The people
are the alphabet of God. And we bave
not yvet learned the alphabet.”

The talk gradually circled the table,
while John Gordon continued to tell
Miss Andrews something In detall of
the interview with bis fatber and sis-
ter. After the meal was ever the resi-
dents scattered to their work, but bglf
a dozen with Miss Andrews and John
Gordon lingered a few minutes in the
library and living room, which opened
out of the wide hall, next the old fash-
ijoned staircase which went up near
the center of the room, for Hope
House had formerly been an old fam-
{ly mansion, and it stood now In its
solitary refinement of interigr in com-
plete contrast to every bullding in the
dismal district now ruled and ruined
by the human ruius that pleaded day
and night for rebuilding until the souls
of the residents grew weary with the
burden, and God elther grew dally
tarther away or closer by, in propor-
tion as the workers in the settlement
grew more and more to love the peo-
ple or more and more to lose faith in
their redemption.

When John Gordon finally went
away, he bhad practieally promised to
become a permanent resident of Hope
IHouse. Something of John Gordon's
family history was known to most of
the residents, and there was ¢nough of
the romantic and unusual in such a de-
clslon as his to stir the imagination of
the earnest young men and women
who bad thrown in thelr lot with Hope
1Touse and what it stood for In the city.

When Jobhn Gordon came out from
the archway and turned Into the street,
it was after D o'clock. He walked
along for half a dozen blocks, trying to
reiallze what his life work would be
in such a place, Whatever eclse it
would be, he knew It would be a life
that would demand Inexorably all the
manhood possible, Aa he stopped and
looked back down the street and e
allzed its wretchedness, its discomfort,
its squalor, its moral filth, his heurt
erled out for strength, his soul felt
compassion and anger and longing,
and his love of the people, to his In-
tense satisfactlon, grew in spite of
what they were and because of what
they were.

He was still standing there, absorbed
in his thought of future possibilities,
when a man put his hand on his shoul-
der and said familiarly:

“John, do you want good company?
I'm with you if you de.”

“David!"” cried Jobn Gordon In as-
tonishmznt. “How do you bhappen to
be here?”

“Studying life, eh?’ said David Bar-
ton as be put his arm within his
friend’'s and walked on.

“PBut how does it happen that you"—

“Having & week’s vacation.” Harris
told me 1'd better go to Colorado. Been
down here every night.”

[ -

astonishment.

his face like magic. He rose and
walked through the room while John
Gordon, who understood his moods
quite well, listened In astonishment.
“John,
know something of your plans and am-
bitlons. You're the only man I know
who would do what you propose to do.
1 don’t have much faith in it. At the
game time I believe in you, Jobmn. I
spoke contemptuously of the people,
but in my heart, John, I love the peo-
ple. 1 am one of them. Tonight as 1
gaw children rotting in those holes 1
could bave died for them. But the
martyr’s stuff is not In me to die for
them except by proxy. Let me tell you,
John, you are going at the thing back-
handed. What do you want to go and
live in Hope House for? Miss Andrews
{s doing splendid work, but even her
efforts don't accomplish anything. Con-
ditions are as bad there now as they

were twelve years ago. It's good flesh |

and blood thrown to the lions while
the politiclans and the gang look on

" and laugh at the human helplessness.

!

Why, it is simply an outrage oD civili-
gation that a city like this lets a wom-
an like Miss Andrews die by martyr-
dom in that infernal hell on earth and
never gives her the financial and social
support she ougbt to have. And the
bounds that own the tenements and
paloons and vaudeville property live in
Juxury and pose as leaders in soclety
and allow conditions to be created that
roll a stream of desperate human prob-
lems over Miss Andrews that will kill
her in a few years. Yes, kill her!”

David Darton spoke with a savage
energy that made Joun Gordon shud-
der. But when Barton had been siient
a moment he continued in a calmer
tone to make a proposition to John Gor-
;lun that John was totally unprepared
or,

“Instead of golug Into Hope House
why don't you come Into the Newal 1
can speak for Harrls that he will give
you full swing on the reform page of
your own, You can bave it all your
own way. I'll help you with special
storles and pletures that will make the
property owners sround Riverside
street squirm, Harrls Is savage with
the mayor because of last year's cam-
paign. He'll be glad to get even with
the adminlstration by showing up the
rotten concern. I tell you, John, there's
an earthquake going to rattle the city
bhall this winter, and Harris and the
News will be one name for the earth-
guake. The old man Is just In the
mood for pushing the reform business
in the name of the people. He will
agree to anything 1 say. The press is
the only real power left In the city any-
how. Think of what you can do for
the people with the News back of you.
We can make a special business of the
glum holes and make it mighty Inter-
esting for some of the old moneybags
of this Cod forsaken metropolis. Don’t
answer at once. At any rate, give me
time to cough.”

David Barton sat down close by Jobn
Gordon and had a coughing spell that

lasted a few minutes. John Gordon si-
lently watched blm, steadily excited
by the offer just made to him. Could
he accept it? Was it not one of those

John Gordon walked on in deepening opportunities that men have come to

themhutuquﬂ What might he not do

. writer on one of the most powerful
And the same |

o —
-

listem to me. I believe I}

mmmm
iy were at his dilpounl

Thumlterulh-mlﬂputhefmthl

public! The conditl
! The wrongs he could right! The :

lives he might savel The possibilities :

grew larger every moment be
of it

David Barton finally ceased cough-
Ing and spoke agaln.

“IWell, will you come Into the News?
What do yousay?’

But John Gordon did pnot answer at
once. Suddenly he had thought of Lu-
olla Marsh. 1f she would not mArry

him as & resident of Hope House, woula |

she not be proud to be the wife of a

dailies of the world?

ons be could ex- | that is untruth and exaggeration

object would be gained for the people.
But how about his declaration that he

must know the people by direct knowl-
them?

e faced his friend with strong feel-
ing. The day bhad becn full of events
for him, but this closing event affected
him in some ways deeper than all the

. rest

CHAPTER IiL

I T ERVERT o !
! I”!"J'”iv-i.l[lT
LT A AL
“Fou'rs Hﬂgtu your-

- gelfs
I.ll‘ﬂ.-l T last John Gordon
Ml spoke slowly.

“David, do Yyou
know how much
vou bhave tempted
me?"

“For your good.

“I'm not so sure. The offer is full of
possibilities, Still"—

“Well, don't Eeep anylhing back.”

wThe News itscif—you kEknow my
jdeas about it. The paper Is full of
gensation; it is unreliable; it is not jour-
palism that any thoughtf ul man re
spects.”

wywhat difference does ibhat make If
you bhave your own pasge to do with it
as you like?"

Barton spoke with apparent indiffer-
ence concerning his friend's estimate
of journalism, a8 if he either acknowl-

L]

" edged the truth of Gordon's statement

or did not care to argue it.
“Of course it makes a good deal of

' difference. Do you think Harris is

gincere in his reform movements? I8
he using the paper to belp the people
or is he simply taking up popular
causes because he Is shrewd enough
to see that it Is gsod policy for the
News?"’

Barton looked at John Gordon qulz-
zically.

“Do you know Harris?”

“I've seen him, but I don't know

him.”
“Neither do 1. He's put $2,000,000

into the News, and the paper has made
at least balf that In the time it has been
going. He's proud as Lucifer and has
Lucifer’s ambition. He's willing to do
anything except get into jail for the
paper, and he'd probably do that if it
would increase the circulation. But
what difference does it make to you,
John, so long as you have full swing
{n your own department?”

“I don't know that my work will
really be helped bY¥ golng Into print

' To tell the bonest truth, I have no

talth in Harrig, and I have & coutempt
for his journalistic methods. Now look
here.”

John Gordon picked up from the ta-
ble a copy of the News and began read-
ing some of the headlines.

“Microbes In Car Straps! Menace
to Travellng Publie! Danger Explained
by Professor Roltger of the Universi-
ty 1"

“Thoe Richost Woman In the World!
Her Dally Routine! Over $£500,000
Worth of Gems In Her Halr at the
Court Balll"

“I'he Cost of One Day's Bpreo For
Two Fourteenth Street Bloods! 1tem-
ized Account!™

“\rs. Brown Callsa Mrs. Jones a
Liar! They Have a SBcrappy Time of
It In the Back Yard! The Nelghbors
Take a Hand!"

“Iheologlcal Set-toat the University!
Professors Do Not Agree on Figures!
One Teaches That Adam Never Ex-
isted!"

“The Newest Fud!
For Egyptian Mummies!
Developments!” :

“The Tallest Woman In Americal
Her Diet, Dally Habits, etc.”

“Rottenness at the City Halll A
Full Exposure of Dr. Lumme's Ex-
travagapces! Policeman  Murphy
Scores a Hit at Alderman Schwartz!
Turn on the Light!”

“Thoroughbred Toy Dogs! An Ex-
pensive Luzury! Mrs. Near Has a
Choice Collection!"

“Ghastly Suicide,of an Old Sailor!
Purposely Jumped Into a Vat of Boll-
ing Acid! Full Particulars!”

“War! The Sultan Is Growlng More
Defiant!. Orders Out Bosporus Fleet!”

The Sandal Craze! Boots and Shoes
a Back Number Soon! Pictures of
JTatest Styles!”

Gordon threw the paper down, and
Barton langhed cynically.

“What's the matter with it? At any
rate, they keep buying it. Whoever
sees an, x or a Standard around
Hope House? There you arel If you
want to reach the people, do it through
the medium that the people use. Think

Soclety's Craze
The Latest

- g o
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it a whole page of '8 ﬂm&mrﬂdmﬂthtnew:‘
every day. -

“Yes, think of it exclalmed Jobn

Gordon. “Think of the gtuff they read

and

hysteria about matters that are of Do
value. A column to “Toy Dogs!" kept
by a rich woman who spends enough

money on them to save the lives of a
bundred bables! It is this sort of ll_n_!nt
that makes anarchists and criminuis
All Harris wants out of a reform page
{s to advertise the paper. I'm almost

sure of it."
~probabiy! S£a10 Barton aryiy. - as

the same time you can be getting In
your reform work throngh a paper
that is read by the very people you
want to help.”

“RBut It is not read nor believed in by
the very people who have It in their
power to help the peaple. ‘David, the
best people in the city don't care for
the News. They laugh at its editorials
and don't care for its influence, It real-
Iy has no influence with them."”

For the first time David Barten
seemed disturbed. The frank criticlsm
of his friend concerning the News in
respect to Iits printed matter bad not
moved him. But this last gtatecment
touched a tender spot. Barton's pale
cheeks finuhed, and he struck the table
with his ¢linched fist.

“Retter not tell Harris that! He Las
an ldea that his paper runs the town.
He thinks his editorials make publie
sentiment.”

wHe's wrong!” John Gordon spoke
decidedly. “Iis editorials have no such
power. They are rated along with the
rest of the paper. The fact is the yel-
low journalism works out ils own de-
struction inevitably. Its days are al-
ready numbered.”

“Our clrculation Is lnereasing.”

“All the blgger tall when It comes,”
replied John Gordon briefly, and then
t{hey were both startled by a voice from
the doorway of the room adjoining.

“Beg pardon, Barton, I couldn’t make
you hear, though I knocked twice,"

Barton turned his head ns a man
came into the room and exclaimed, “Mr.
Harris!” at the same time sending a
questioning flash to Gordon, “Wonder
how much bhe heard™

Harris walked up to the tabie and
coolly helped himself to a cigar from &
little Chinese pot and lighted it at the
cigar jet.

“Mr. Joha Gordon, Mr. Harris,” said
Barton, who had fully recovered his
usual Indifferent attitude by this time.

“Glad to weet you, Mr. Gordon,”
said Harris, putting out a very long
white hand. John Gordon took it, al
though instantly he felt a most intense
dislike for the man.

He was of a thin, wiry physique,
gmooth faced, a bloodless complexion,
stralght lips and cold gray eyes. His
manner was perfectly self possessed,
and neither Gordon nor Barton could
detect any sign on his face that be bad
overheard a syllable of their talk be-
fore he entered. He was faultlessly
dressed and had tbe general appear-
ance of a man who bas exhausted a
large part of his interest in life on ac-
count of a large number of intense ex-
periences. At the same time there was
a serious alertness about him that was
very noticeable. He was not blase in
the ordinary use of that word. He evl-
dently had boundless faith in himself.
John Gordon had no dificulty in telling
why the man produced such a dislike
in him. It was because of his absolute
egotism.

“Mr. Gordon is my friend; the one
I mentioned to you the other day as &
possible coutributor in a new depart-
ment,” Barton said as Harris still re-
mained standing near the table.

Harris looked at Gordon and said
carelessly:

«] understand you are golng to ex-
periment down in the glums around
Bowen street.”

“] may llve there. I don't know
about experimenting,” said John Gor-
don coldly. He was rapidly beginning
to have Miss Andrews' dislike of the
word “slums” as he had already grown
to have a batred of the idea of “exper-

amanting’™ with t hir ~annlp
Harrls walked over to a chalr at the

olher end of the table, and after a el-
lenee which neither Barton nor Gordon
seemed Inclined to break be sald, lean-
ing a little forward and speaking with
careful emphasis:

“\Mp, Gordon, 1 am prepared to make
you a proposition that 1 hope you will
at least thoughtfplly consider. The
News now bas a clreulation of 700,000
coplea n day. That means that practl
cally 8,000,000 people read It. At least
Lhalf the population of the city read my
paper. It Is especially true of the
workingmen, the poor and the people
of the street and the sbop. The boule
vard may wpot take the News. Grant
ed."

Gordon, leoking at the bpewspaper
owner, thought he could detect just &
shadow of resentment under the ap
parent Indifference. “But the slum
takes It and reads, I'd rather bhave the
slum rpeader any time. The boulevard
does not make anything but itself, but
the slum makes conditions. Now, then,
this is my proposition: 1 will glve you
the entire control of m page of the
News to write up the conditions of the
city where you expect to live or work.
May I ask where? Mr. Barton bas not
informed me."”

“] expect to live as a resident Ip
Hope House.”

“Good!” Harrls exclalmed with an
cagerness that was unmistakable.
“You couldn't do better. l}Miss An-
drews of course has made her work
known everywhere. She bhas been an
occasional contributor to the News.
You couldn’'t strike out on a more pop-
ular appeal than from that place as a
center. See here. Let me block out a
programme for a page that will set
this city to thinking as it never thought
before.”

{To be contioued.)
—_—
—Camera for sale, cabinet size,

Staudard paitern; I plate-holders

veloping and finighing. . Apply at

this oflice, or after € pm at 70
Durhiam-st. west.—dtf. .
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| Pure Hard Soap.
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able

Never before have we been
“ Nonsuch,”’ a guaranteed
straight front, all steel filled, IF'rench, A

Coutel Corset, at so low a prim-_ We :

to sell,

'

were fortunate in securing a case in
White only, at the low price of 50¢
They will not last long.

Another shipment of Selected Kid
Gloves, in all spring shades of Grey, |
Tan :\I{HIL‘, Brown, with White and
Black. in Swede Mocha and Dressed
Kid.

Gloves"known to the
= - : :
HOSIERY:

50 doz. Hemsdorf, Fast Dye, Ladies’ Plain and

This is the best make of Kid
tra{l-:- 1

[O-daVv

$1 & $125

Lace Strive, Cotton and Listle Thread Hose, =

from Sy : . 15¢ to T3¢
500 pair of good Scamless Cottcn Hozeat

per prir . . 10¢c

Buit=, Belt Buekles,” Belt Pins, Blcuse Sets, i
all the newest styles. Torquoice Shell Combs,
Fancy !iatjins, Ladies Spring Rain Coats

The Siylish Garment for spring out-door wear,
is the threesquarter and full length coater proof 1
garments, They are made with flare and belle |
sleeves. They protect you in all kinds of weather
and look lady-like at all times, In Fawns and
Greys from - . $5.00 to $12.00

OLOURHLIN & MINTYRE

CASH _AND ONE PRICE.
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| J. J. WETHERUP |

and tripod, complete outfit Tor de- | Call OD —mmmn.

. Sole Representative for...
Mason & Risch [ian
Bell Pianos aud (rgans.
Dominton Pianos and (/rgen
New Willlams Scwoing
Machurcs
. l' Standard S¢ sgm g A i fatn
P lH'a".rt'rf;'t & Wilson Seins§
JULJ. RInes

.!._hn & nunilar of s''ghlly =
Soew ing Mashioes sl g os’
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g — N J. I WETHERUP
3 S LINDSAY BOX 4I°

(OK. SUFERA 23D PEEL «THENTL
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Page Acme Poultry N ettiné

ISR S W X %
e eaetetelelele
-l"'-j".l‘..‘ 'l'ﬂ‘l‘-l‘ll"l"'l.i # :’I e A bird cannot fly throm n hole 88 it
s :"‘1::"":"" ::%:::' crawl threugh, -nIFlcn I E;I:::'bﬁ'.'.-_ :..E'fr: i made W
Leaeaey s small meshed at bottom and large at L0p. Hn.llﬂﬂ
-'.?' ¥t wire top and bottom—no sag. Uul FagT fonoté

Jeleast ey e
The Page Wire Fence Co., Limited. wancervile 0%
: Montreal, P.Q., and 8t. JokLz. KE :

PUMPS!

Do you want to buy the best pump in Canads’ I
got She of the Dennis Patent Pumps. They 4=V ’
tast and work easy. We manufacture these pumps i &7
lent sizes in wood and iron, and will guarantee satisii®
with them in any depth of well up to 150 feet.

For Pumps, Pump Fixings and Bepairs also

i

SYLVESTER BROS. M'F'G CO., Lindst
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