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: UNION CLOTHING (0 ' Daily Fashion Hint for Times Readers. | 

26-28 Charlotte Street 

"Old Y. M. C. A. Building. ALEX. CORBET, Manager | 

Special Sale in Boys’ Department: 

Boys’ Navy Blue Sailor Suits | 
Regular $1.00 value 

Boys’ Navy Blue Sailor Suits 
Regular $1.25 value for 85¢| 

Boys’ Fancy Soft Bosom Shirts | 
for 50c and 75¢. 

COMES IN HANDY 
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Lion (to Monkey using 

Monk—1I just wanted to 

Boys’ Knee Pants 
at 49¢c., 56¢., 65¢., The) 
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A ROMANCE OF LOMBARDY. 
BY MARJORIE BOWEN. 
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