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Bobby's Revenge. 

family doctor has failen quite ill, 
» . 

»w we are gong to give him a pill, 

capsules and 
how we suffer with 

   
   

    

       

    

   
    

  

       

   

     

    

    

    

    
    

   

  

    
    

  

   

  

   

  

   

   

   
   

    

  

    

     

     

   
     

    

    

   

  

   

  

   
     

    

   

   

      

    

   

    

   
   
   

  

    

    

     

    

   
   
   

    

   
    

  

    

  

    
     

      

      
    

    
   

  

   

    

    

    

    

   

  

    

    

    

    

   

   

  

   
    

   

  

     
    

   
    

       
    

     

   
    

   

     

   

   

     
   

  

   

      

    

  

   

     

   

    

      

    

  

   

     

      

    

  

   

  

   
   

    

    

    

   
    

      

    

   
   

    

   

  

    

4 
t, Fri 

L 

iticrs, 

‘ui: dd 

I 10Cal 

Arops, 

bollets and pla 

ots. 

sters and other what- 

ve me that bottle of liquid so sour. 

has to be taken three times to the 
av n 

our, 

purse him an 

him around 
: 

blanket « and covers and pillows, a 

d dose him and wrap 

— - mound. 
» 

tinr 

Se, 11 him to patieatly wait and bestill, 

at o 
oving the covers engender a chill, 

> of mil: ow directions wh tever befall 

k did ive him the “shake well” prescribed 

de an firet of all. 

f the _E.M.T. 

Cough Picnic. 
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Whooping" 

  

nile wanted a picnic, and was 

eo couldn’t be happy without it, 

asn’t next Thursday his birthday, 

RT   ROG] adn't he always had a birthday 

. C > 
2 

said it would never do in the 

o-, heard of such a thing 7 

Oo NB... Johnnie just couldn’t help it 

| But mamma shook her head 

S, and Aunt Lou said, ‘Why, who- 

en if he was going to be seven 

vn old next Thursday— he just went 

Boe ack of the house and cried. He 

lock (stifled up against the kitchen wall— 

4% ¢raid he mussed some of Norah's 

at 6 p. 1 as he did it, and great big tears 

ory ~ 4 down his cheeks, as he said : 

p to 5 og ell, T think it is too bad! Hav- 

   

  

   

      

   

CHLELS . whooping cough is bad enough, 

ot te have a picnic is worse.’ 

ten. the first thing he knew, lus 

ter had her arm around him, and 

vas pretty near crying, too. 

But don’t you see, Johnnie,’ said 

amma, ‘that if you invited Charlie 

Willie. and Lucy and Nell, and all 

friends here, maybe they would 

have Bet the whooping cough, too, and 

vill redilh you'd feel bad, wouldn't you ¥ 

ree of es, ma'am,’ said Johnnie, between 
1 town ; : 

big sobs, and without any enthus- 

E 0 1 tell you what we'll do,’ said 

Un 

etmor!duch we'll have a pienic and call it 

» birthday picnic, even if your birth- 

ma, ‘just as soon as you are well 

— 

ANT 
fastest s 

shed. 

is past.’ 

ut Johnnie shook his head, and 

it wonld be no fun unless it came 

n his really, truly birthday. Then 

hima thought a little bit, and finally 

[. ME 
ly, assis Vell, we'll try to celebrate the day 

Lome manner, even if we have to 

of thdlte only children who have had the 

fish serflb ping cough. Never mind, Johnnie 

Sp | have a picnic of some kind.’ 

nily. hen Johnnie threw his arms around 

ntic biol mamma's neck and cried harder 

Large, over. I suspect that he felt he 

om not acted as much like a man as a 

ast +14 nearly seven years old ought, but 

redit gifidas a very hard case. 

he next day Johnnie said to 

Compag 
hicago. : 

Have you thought of the kind of 

hic we're going to have ? 

And though mamma only smiled at 

Johnnie knew that it was all 

Jit. He kept talking to Aunt Lou 

ut it, and as the days went by he 

ame more anxious until he finally 
bid 

1, 

[ believe a whooping cough picnic 

better than the other kind, for it 

ps a fellow wondering all the time 

at it's going to be.’ 

m Thursday morning mamma told 

1 that the picnic would be in the 

noon, from 2 till 5, and Johnnie 

SKS h1d hardly wait for 2 o'clock to come 

und. But the time did finally come, 

{ with it Raymond and Harold, who 

N. MB had the whooping cough last year. 

mnie was very glad to see them and 

\ to the door and shouted : 

(‘ome in, you're the first ones to 

He, 

hen Raymond and Harold laughed, 

ause they knew there was no one 

eC coming 

Just as they got into the house, the 

ephone bell rang, and mamma said : 

Johnnie, will you answer the tele- 

me 7’ 

ohnnie looked a bit surprised, for 

was not in the habit of going to the 

ephone, but he excused himself to 

lite friends and went to the tele- 

    

   
   

  

   

   

     

    

And this is what he heard . 

Hello, Johnnie, is that you? 

me, 

LE 

1 still another voice said, 

ld not tell what any of them said 

Strip 
rd as they could. 

‘Why, why, why, where are you 

illie 7 asked Johnnie, ‘and who's 

ere with you.’ 

Then Willie told him that all the 

ys and girls had met over at Mrs 

lson’s and they were going to téle 
ne to him all the afternoon with 

oat ringing off once. 

brought in a high chair, so he wouldn't | doesn’t need to worry over what people 

get tired, Of | say about him. 

course he let Harold and Raymond 

the other end of the line was saying. 

This 
‘illie talking. How are you? Do 

like to have the whooping cough * 

‘hen another voice said, ‘Ask him 

en he can come out to play again ;’ 

“Tell him 

wish him many happy returns of 

pe day,’ and then so many voices be- 

1 Strix to walk all at once that Johnnie 

looked around at Raymond and 

prold and saw them both laughing as 

Then mamma | 

and the fun began. 
| 

listen part of the time, and they would 

tell each other what the little friend at |1 

At 4 o'clock they all stopped for a little 

while to have refreshments, but Harold 

and Willie had a long talk while they 

were eating their cake. When 5 

o'clock came, none of the children 

thought it could possibly be, and they 

all stood up in front of the ‘phone and 

sang ‘The Star Spangled Banner” and 

‘Little Drops of Water,” Johnnie and 

Harold and Raymond joining in at the 

other end of the line. 
The children all marched 

Johnnie's house as they went home, 

and he waved his flag at them from the 

window, and they shouted more things 

a5 him than he could evr remember. 

When papa came home to tea, 

Johnnie climbed up in his lap and said | 

that it was pretty near worth while 

having the whooping cough to have 

such a birthday picnic, and papa said : 

‘Don’t you think it pretty near 

worth while having the whooping 

¢ mgh to have such a nice, thoughtful 

mamma 7 

And Johnnie said that it was the 

very best of all. —Womankind. 
———.————— 

When the Cap Fitted. 

past 

  

Duke looked up from the bone he 

was gnawing and and glanced at his 

little mistress and her wvisitor. His 

there was a fierce light in his eyes, and 

a low growl rumbled “down .in his 

throat. 

Ruth caught Marian by the arm. 

‘Oh, let's run ? she cried. ‘He's go- 

ing to bite us.’ RED 

‘No, he won't, 

his bone.’ 

Marian felt ashamed of her dog, and 

vainly tried to think of some excuse 

‘I don’t know what 

if we don’t touch 

for his conduct. 

makes him act so,” she said as the two 

girls walked on. 

‘Is he always as cross as he has been 

since I came ?’ asked Ruth. 

‘He didu’t use to be,” returned 

Marian, sorrowfully. ‘But now he's 

getting crosser and crosser all the 

time.’ 

They had reached the front porch 

by this time, and behind the woodbine 

stood Marian’s brother, Paul. His 

face was red with anger, and his fists 

were clinched. ‘I'm going straight to 

mamma, Miss!” he exclaimed, as he 

saw Marian. ‘We'll see if she lets you 

talk that way ? 

‘What way ? asked Marian, in aston- 

ishment ; and Ruth thought of her own 

brother, and felt very glad he was not 

as ill-tempered and unreasonable as 

Paul. 

Paul paid no attention to his sister's 

question, but went into the house, 

slamming the door very hard. A few 

minutes later, Mamma’'s sweet voice 

called, ‘Marian, dear, 

you.’ 

Marian obeyed quickly. Mamma 

was waiting for her in the sewing-room, 

and her face looked puzzled and sad. 

Paul sat by the window, and it was 

plain that he had been crying. Marian 

looked from one to another in astor- 

ishment. 

‘How is this, my daughter ¥ Mamma 

began. ‘Paul tells me he heard you 

saying to Ruth’that heis growing crosser 

all the time.’ 

Marian stared, then broke into a 

merry laugh. ‘Why, mamma, we 

weren't talking about him at all. Duke 

growled at us, and Ruth asked me if 

he always acted so cross; and then I 

said he is getting crosser and crosser 

all the time.’ 

‘Oh !” said mamma ; and then she, 

too, laughed. ‘Run back to your play, 

dear,’ she said, cheerily. 

a mistake, it seems.’ 

‘When Marian had left the room, 

mamma looked at Paul. His 

cheeks were redder than before, but 

now it was shame that colored them 

instead of anger. ‘I just heard them 

talking about being cross, and 1 s'posed 

that meant me,” he explained. 

‘It was a rather queer mistake, 

wasn't it 7” mamma asked. 

‘If your father had overheard that 

conversation,” mamma continued, after 

waiting a moment for Paul to speak, 

‘would he have thought the girls were 
talking about him ? 

‘Of course not,” said Paul, indig- 
nantly. 

‘But why not ?’ persisted mamma. 
‘Because he isn't ever cross, and 

they couldn't have meant him.” Paul 

spoke earnestly, though he could not 

help smiling as he met his mother’s 
meaning look. 

‘Exactly,’ said mamma, nodding her 

head. ‘And it was easy for you to 

make the blunder, because you have 

been cross and ill-matured through 
almost all of Ruth's visit. The cap 
fitted you, and you put it on without 

waiting to see if it was meant for you 

I want to see 

—
—
—
—
—
 

‘It was only 

over 

the unpleasant things he overhears are 

come. 

the earnest co-cp~ration of all 

the ministersin its behalfjust 

now, 

give some special attention to 

this matter ? They can help 

the paper by calling attention 

to the importance of prompt 

renewals. 

| 

and a raw December day. 

‘A boy who tries his best to do right 

And that sort of a 

yoy will not be likely to think that all 
. 
« 

him." —The + wkly Wel- neant for 

reel Ap Pe. 

The “Intelligencer” desires 

Will our brethren kindly 

J.  cua—— 

A Manly Boy. 

It was’ a crowded vratlway station, 

Every few 

minutes the street-cars emptied their 

loads at the door, and gusts of wind 

came in with the crowd. All hurried 

as they entered. All were laden with 

bag, basket, box, or bundle. Shiver- 

ing groups stood about the great round 

stove in the centre of the room. A 

small boy called ‘Tillygram and 

broken needle,” which last meant the 

Brooklyn Eagle. Another boy shoat- 

ed ‘Cough candy and lozenges, five 

cents a paper.’ 

Every five minutes a stream of 

people flowed out through a door, 

near which a young stood and yelled, 

‘Rapid transit for East New York ! 

The ‘gate was kept open but a 

moment, and closed again when 

enough persons had passed through to 

fill the two cars upon each train, 

Those so unfortunate as to be farthest 

from the door must wait until next 

time. Among those unfortunate ones 

was an old Swedish woman, in the 

heavy shoes and short frock of her 

native Northland. She had heavy 

bundles and though she had a place so 

near the door that many pushed against 

her, could not seem to get out. Her 

burden was too heavy for her to hold 

as she stood, and when the rush came 

and she seized one package from the 

flo r by her side, she dropped the 

other, and, in trying to get it, some 

one crowded and pushed her aside 

The bundle was in the way ; an im- 

patient foot kicked it beyond her 

reach, and before she could recover it 

again the door was shut The kind 

old face looked pitifully troubled. 

Suddenly, as she bowed her old 

gray head to lift the abused bundle 

from the floor, a bright, boyish face 

came between her and her treasure, 

and a pair of strong young hands lifted 

it to her arms. Surprise and delight 

struggled in the old, wrinkled count- 

enence, and a loud laugh came from 

two boys whose faces were pressed 

against the window outside the gate. 

‘See there, Harry ; see Fred, that's 

what he dashed back for! 

‘No ; you don't say so! 1 thought 

he went for peanuts.’ 

‘No, peanuts or popcorn, 

but to pick up an old woman’s bundle. 
Isn't he a goose 7 

Yes ; what business has she to be 

right in the way with her budgets? 

I gaye it a good kick.’ 

‘Here comes the train. Shall we 

wait for him, Harry! And they 

pounded on the window, and motioned 

for Fred to come out, 

But he shook his head, and nodded 

toward che little old woman at his 

side. He had her bundles, and her 

face had lost its anxious look, and was 

as placid as the round face of a holi- 
day Dutch doll. 

‘Come along, Fred. 
You'll be left again.’ 

‘Never mind, boys ; off with you ; 
I'm going to see her through.’ 

And they went. And Harry re- 

peated to Dick, as they seated them- 

selves in the train, ‘Isn't he a goose ? 

‘No,’ was the indignant answer ; 

‘he’s a man, and I know another fel- 

low who's a goose, and that's me, and 

Fred makes me ashamed of myself.’ 

‘Pooh, you didn't mean anything. 
You only gave it a push.’ 

‘TI know it ;: but I feel as mean as if 

Fred had caught me picking her 
pocket.’ 

The train whirled away. The next 

one came. ‘Rapid transit for East 

New York : all aboard!" shouted the 

man at the door. 

The gate was open. There was 

another rush. In the crowd was an 

old Swedish woman, but by her side 

was Fred Monroe. He carried the 

heavy burden; he put his light young 

figure between her and the press. 

With the same air he would have 

shown to his own mother, he ‘saw her 

through.” And when the gate shut I 
turned to my book with a grateful 
warmth at my heart that, amid much 

that is rude, chivalry still lives as the 
crowning charm of a manly boy.— 
Silver Cross. 

rent pt Peees 

There are some subscribers 
— well- moaning, doubtless, 

but a little neglectful’; whom 

not for 

Come along ! 

was Lizzie ; but everything called her 

‘But Then.’ 

I like the other very well,” she said, 

nodding her 

And that sentence-shows how she came 

by her name. 

miserable, rainy day, and they couldn't 

play out of 

brightly. ‘Yes; but then, it’s a nice 

day to make our scrap-books.’ 

“But Then.” 

It was a queer name for a little girl) 

and it was not her real name —that 

‘My real name is prettier ; but, then 

brown curls merrily. 

If Willie complained that it was a 

doors, Lizzie assented 

When Rob fretted becaus > they had 

so far to walk to school, his little sister 

reminded him, ‘But then, it's all the 

way through the woods, you know, 

and that's ever so much more nicer 

than walking on the hard pavements 

of a town.’ 

When even patient Aunt Barbara 

pined a little because rooms in the 

new house were so few and small com- 

pared with their old home, a rosy face 

was quietly lifted to her with the sug- 

gestion, ‘But, then, little rooms are 

to mamma); and we 

thimble. 

but it was gone. 

High and low I searched, 

In terribie trouble I 

went to the boys (not dary to confess : 

hunted pre 

were tovether, but in vain. Sudde n 

ly Alfred looked out of the window. 

‘ Look at old Jack,’ he said. * Wiat 

has he g t there?” We had a tame 

crow, who used to live in the gardea , | work. Come eacly to secure ace 

and was now. hopping over the lawn comodation. Baslness sad Shorthand 

with something glittering in his beak. | Circulars sen to any address. : 

My thimble!’ I cried, springing | — 

through the window ; anl we both HE 

raced after the naughty bird, but too | + S. Kerr &Son 

late. With a wicked croak of triumph, 

he flew toward the pond at the bottom 

of the garden and dropped the precious 

increased accommodatior, the largest 

brightest prospects we have ever had 
in our 33'years expsrience in college 

     XNAS VACATION WILL BEGIN DEC. 20 
Classes will re-open Jan. 2nd with 

ttendanoe, the best facilities and 

    ’ opr f 
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  prize into the wa ter.   

‘O you dreadful bird! I cried, and 

fairly burst into tears. ‘Never mind, 

old girl!" said Alfred. And, a 

twinkling, he had tucked his 

trousers and waded in. It-was shallow 

just there ; and: to my reliéf, he spied 

the it had lodged 

against a stone, and restored it to me. 

‘Dear old boy! I love it for the 

memory of that bit of help!” And 

granny drew the thimble from a case, 

in 

up 

thimble where 

best to cuddle up all together in 

don't you think so Auntie? 

‘Better call her ‘Little But Then,’ 

and have done with it,” deckred Bob, 

half vexed, half laughing. ‘No matter 

how bad anything is, she is always 

ready with her ‘but then,” and some 

kind of consolation on the end of it. 

‘Just look at all the snow going to 

waste without our having a chance to 

enjoy it!" said Will, one day ; ‘and the 

ice, too -all because we couldn’t bring 

our sleds with us when we moved.’ 

‘But 
yourself, you know. 

might make one 

It 

quite so pretty, but it would be just 

as good,’ said little ‘But Then.’ 

‘Kractly what I mean to do when I 

then, you 

wouldn't be 

get money enough to buy two or three 

boards ; but I haven't even that yet, 

and the winter is nearly half gone.’ 

‘If we only had a sled to-day, sister 

could ride, and we could go on the 

viver,” said Bob. ‘It's just as near 

that way, and we could go faster.’ 

‘It’s a pity,” admitted the little girl. 

‘But, then, I've thought of something; 

that old chair in the shed ! 

it down, its back would be almost like 

If we turn 

runners.’ 

‘Hurrah ! that's the very thing ! 

terrupted the boys. 

The old chair was dragged out and 

in 

carried down to the river, and away 

went the merry party. 

What is that ? It looks like a great 

bundle of clothes,” said Will, pointing 

to a dark spot a little way out in the 

ice. 

It was a bundle that 

moaned as they drew near, and proved 

to be a little girl. 

‘T sliped and fell on the ice,’ she ex- 

claimed, ‘and I've broken my leg.’ 

The poor child was borne safely 

moved and 

home ; the children lingered long 

enough to bring the surgeon, and hear 

his verdict that ‘young bones do not 

mind being broken ; she will soon be 

out again as well as ever.’ 

“Wasn't it good that it was only the 

old chair we had to day ” asked little 

‘But Then,” as she told the story at 

home ‘O auntie, I had the nicest time! 

‘T believe you had,’ answered Aunt 

Barbara, smiling ; ‘for a brave sunny 

spirit that never frets over what it has 

not, but always makes the best of 

what it has, 1s sure to have HY vood 

time. It doesn't need to wait for it 

to come ; it has a faculty for making 

it.’ —Selected. 
a. Sm anal ond 

Grandmother's Thimble. 

‘Oh. dear, how I do hate work! said 
Z “ 

Lily. 

‘Have you got much to do, dearie ” 

asked her grandmother, gently. 

‘All that !" replied Lily, holding out 
‘Oh, 

tell me about yourself 
a long seam with a dismal sigh. 

do, granny, 

when you were little.’ 

‘Well, your dislike of needle-work 

reminds me very of my own 

childhood. You know it was not the 

fashion then for girls to play games as 

much 

you do now, and I often got into sad 

scrapes for running and climbing with 

my brothers instead of sitting quietly 

at my needle. One day my mother 

spoke seriously to me and said I would 

never useful woman unless I 

tried to learn a little more, which 

made me cry and promise to do my 

best. Finally, she kissed me and 

promised that, when I should have 

finished a set of shirts which I was 

then making, she would give me a gold 

thimble of my own. I really did try 

very hard and at last the shirts were 

finished and I went triumphantly to 

claim my prize. 

“ Yes, you, deserve it,” said mother 

when 1 pat it on. ‘But be careful 

where you keep it.” 1 promised and 

flew to the school-room to put away 

my work, when one of the boys called 

out they were going for a walk. Down 

went my work and new thimble on 

the table and out I ran to join them. 

be a       
. or not. ‘Uneasy consciences, my boy,   they happen to overhear. 

we wish would read Rom. 
make people very sensitive about what 13: 8, think of it a few min-' my return I went to the school-room 

utes, and them act, 

We had a delightful ramble ; and on 

where it rested in company with an 

old faded photograph. ‘I couldn't 

part with it now ; but some day you 

shall have it, Lily."—Kxckange. 

ec   

Keep Yourself Strong 

And you will ward off colds, pneu- 
monia, fevers and other diseases. 

You need to have pure rich blood and 
good digestion. Hood's Sarsaparilla 
makes the blood rich and pure as ne 
other medicine can do. It tones the 
stomach, creates an appetite and in- 
vigorates the whole system. You will 
be wise to begin taking it now, for it 

will keep you strong and well. 
  

Hood's Pills 

Price 25 cents. 

are non-irritating. 

  

Short Pointers. 

It is said that chickens will relish 

boiled whole wheat. 

Whitewash in the stables is useful as 

well as ornamental. 

A well-fed animal 1s generally pro- 

fitable, but a half starved one is always 

worthless. 

Durinz the cold weather when you 

give the hens their mash let it be 

warm —not hot. 

The liberal use of a curry-comb and 

a good blanket will save on the horse's 

feed bill. 

Stock that are kept in cold quarters 

have a hard time to give a good ac- 

count of themselves. 

It is a good plan to wrap common 

newspaper around each ome of the 

apples that are kept for family use. 

Proper feeding is the forerunner of 

health among the animals, and good 

health is the main road toward a good 

profit. 

Wash the milk vessels with cold 

water before scalding them. It saves 

a lot of time, and with the same 

amount of labor you can get them 

much cleaner. 

The wings that the birl bears bear 

the bird ; it is even so with many of 

our burdens. 
  

Tae D. & L. Mentaor, PrasTer is 
the most largely sold in Canada. For 
backache and all muscular pains there's 
nothing equal to it. Each plaster in 
an air-tight tin, 25c. Davis & Lawrence 
Co., Ltd., makers. 
  

How To CURE HEADACHE.—Some 
people suffer untold misery “day after 
day with Headache. There rest 
neither day or night until the nerves 
are all unstrung. The cause is gener 
ally a disordered stomach, and a cure 
can be effected by using Parmelee's 

Vegetable Pills containing Mandrake 
and Dandelion. Mr. Finlay Wark, 
Lysander P. Q., writes: ‘I find 
Parmelee’'s Pills a first-class article 
for Bilious Headache.” 
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A Liv SAVED. —Mr. James Bryson, 
Cameron, states : ‘‘I was confined to 
my bed with Inflammation of the lungs, 
and was given up by the physicians. A 
neighbor advised me to try Dr. Thoiaas’ 

Electric Oil, stating that his wife 
had used it for a throat trouble 
with the best results. Acting on his 
advice, I procured the medicine, and 

less than half a bostle cured me; I 
certainly believe it saved my life. It 
was with reluctance that I consented 
to a trial, as I was reduced to such a 

state that I doubted the power of any 
remedy to do me any good.” 

ARVEY'S STUDIO 
Our New Holliday Styles of 

PEOTOCRAPAS 
make the beat 

Xmas Gifts. 

  

  

  

    

BOARDERS WANTED 
WM YDOWNEY King Sc 

M*% 

  

Erofessiony] Eards. 
  
  

DR. ATHERTOM. 
Late Lecturer on surgery, Women 

Molical Obllege, Toronto, and Sargesa 
St Joha's Hospital for Women, Toconss 
has resumed practice in Fredetiotoa,N B 

  

H. F. McLEDD. B. A 
BARRISTER, 

CONVEYANCER &o. &s. 
Money to Loan on Real Estate secael y 

Casarvora Botuninag Oee. Olty Hal 

FREDERIOTON, N.B. 

  

D. M'LEOD VINCE, 
BARRISTER-AT LAW 

NOTARY PUBLIC, ete., 

WOODSTOCK N B 

  

Manchester, Robertson 

and Allison 

8t. John, NWN. B. 

I1y Gaede, Coryets,Cortaime 

1 +11, Furs, Cloaks 
  

Ba 

Draas Goods,Men’s and Boys 
Clothing Gents’ Furnishings 

  

  

  

Our New Furniture Department contele 
an immense stock of 

Fine Furniture 

Parlor Suites, Badroom Suites, Dialuge 
Tables, Sideboards, Rocking 
Chairs, Easy Ohairs, Brass 

and Iron Bedsteads, 

and all kinds of Household Furalitas 

at Lowest prices 

  

Dragon Blend 

= AND 

Griffin Blend 

THAS 
«wo unexcelled. Ask your Groees [ew 
chem. Wholesale only by 

A.F.Randotah &Son 
  

VIRGINIA FARM FOR SAL} 
Aces 8. Land laysiwell Well watered 
smount of hard wro d timber; me 

road: Dwelliag snd outbulliig 
IVE THOUS DOLL AR n' 

Writefor free Ris aay 
R. CHAFFIN & Q0.? 

  

50 YEARS" ~ 
y EXPERIENCE 

  

    

     
COPYRIGHTS &C. 

a sketch and deacrt ms’ 
our opinion free w y her m 

vention is probably pateutable. Com on 

tions strictly Confidential. Handbook pong rrr 
f uri sont Tree. ast $i 2 a B 

wpocsal thout ¢ the Bg 

A oly ti weekly. 7 

VC TR   Sehoot udente     
"to find my work thers, but not [the dates fow tranment 

year : four 8 N Y i 

36 1 Broadway, ) 

MUNN § Co. ¥ Bt. ow 10 .   


