THE DRUM.
——
Rataplan' Rataplan’
In the forofront of the van
*T1s & little beardiess drummer boy Lhat [eads
the earded man
See the Hmpine velrran
Keeping step as best he can
o the Little beardless drummer boy's com-
manding rataplan
Rataplan’
How ald racolie tioas come
Al the beatin @ of the drum
Of the battle s mad fantasta, the throhbing
and the hum
Of the rifles’ rataplan
In the forefront of the van
Whore the drumatick was & bullet and the
parchmont was a man
Rataplan

A Passive Crime.
BY «THE DUCHESS, ™

CHAPTER VII -CoxriNcen,

“Oh, Mimi, do not let him say
that! Heis not deaa! He will come
back!" suys Muud, in an agony of
griol and despair, appealing in &
heart-broken manner to her friend
and mother. *“And it was not all
my fault And and I will not be-
lieve that he is dead! It would be
too cruel!”

**What a gloomy room, and what
a gloomy topic! Who is talking of
death?' asks o gay, glad,

the listeners to their hearts' core.
It is a voice that makes the old

man start and tremble violently, and

hold out his arms in cxpectation,

with & suppressed but thankfui cry. |

Yet for the flrst time his loving
#recting Is overlooked, is cast uside.
A slight figure, hulf hidden by the

dusk, but discernible to the eyes of |

a lover, has chained the nawcomer's
attention, and, oblivious of his
father and of all things, Dick Pen-
ruddock goes eagerly up to it At
the sound of his velce Maud has
rais:d herself, and, breaking now
from Mrs Neville., goos quickly to
him, and, with an impulsive gasture,
Inys her hands upon his shouldors,
*Itis indeed you! You have real-
1y come buck to me? she gasps, in
a little, tremulous whisp that
plainly tolls her love and  cratitude.
“Yes; to you!" responds he cladly.
“But there was no danger  none.

He fired right over my hemd, and re- |

fused to fire again.  No

why.

one knows

through, or else he had tired of
killing . So you see | was bound to
come bask, like that inevitable bad
ooin, you know. Why, what is this?
Are those tears, my love —are they
shed for me?”

She is looking up at him with
wyes full of tears, and pink lids. and
pallid cheeks; yet never has she ap-
peared to him so beautiful as now,
when decked with these signs of woe
that are worn for love of him.

“‘My dear Dick, what a frizht you |

bave given us!" says Mrs. Noville,
with a deep sigh, half of relief, half
of unnoyance. “Why, we have been
mourning you as pastall help in this
world, duving the last hour; and
now here you are. safe and sound!
I really think you cught to be
ashimed of yourself, and ought also
¥o olfer us a profuse apology.”

“For being alive," smiled Dick.

*Yes—no, Imean. no— [Dear me,
1 Eardly kvow what [ am saying;
but you really ought to fee! sorey
for all the trouble you have caused.™

“Have you nothing to say to your
futher™ says Penruddock. at the far
«@nd of the room. +That young
lady"—
hear be true, you saw only two
nights ago. me you have not seen
for two months. Yet it seems that
you bave nothing to sav to me.
though much to her
this was spoken very bitterly —+has
&n ac juaintanceship of weeks oblit-
«erated the affection of yecars?"

“My dear father!" says Dick. de-
precatingly.

Thtn he

kisses DMiss Neville's

hand, and, leaving her, goes up to!

where his father is standingz.  Maud,
Klud oi the chance. slips from the
room at this moment, anl escapes to
her own sanctum,

“Why. father, what lucky chance
has driven yon up to town?" says
Dick. affectionately, placing his
haud on Penruddock's shoulder.

**No lucky chance, but the news
‘ol this duel that you have been tight-
ing,” says his father
“Into what dangers you have been
enticed "

“Why. how came yon to Lear of it

in your quiet country homo?" says
Dick. with some anmazement.

It matters little [ did hear,
ihat is plain, and came up by the
first train.”

*Must have been that incorricible |
Wilding,” mutters Dick, below his |

breath.
**My time in this great city must
be sho:t,” says DPearuddock, not

heeling him. ‘and 1 would spoak!

with you seriously before leaving.
When can [ find mysell alone with
you® There is much thut I have to
tell.’

“Any time; | am quite at your dis-
posal. Inan hour hall an hour,”
savs Diew, readily. - First, I must
see Wilding to explain matters: 1
had promised to dine with him to-
might, but shall. of course. resign
everything to devote myself to you.
Where shall I meet you in hall an
hour? Where are yvou putting up—
at the Langham, or Claridge's?”

Tlaridge's. 1 shall expect you
=t the time you say. Do not disap-
pownt me."

«You have my word.” says Dick.
«sWell, 1 shall be off now. Good-
by. Mrs. Nevillee You must not
seold me any more, you know: I'm
not proof against your displeasure,
that is a positive fact. 1 shall drop
in to morrow, if 1 may. to tell .sou
all about my adventure "

Yes: do come, if only to see how
thoroughly I can forgive.” says Mrs.
Neville. smiling; her hearf is incap-
able of harboring anger.

And the young man, smiling in
turn, presses her hand. takes up his

young |
Voice from the door-way, that theills |

I really think he must have |
hud n sneaking kindness for me all |

pointing to Maud—«ifall 1!

Has"'—and |

gloomily. |

| hat. and quits the room. Penrnd-
 dock, bhaving made his adieux iu
more elaborate form, goes slowly
down stairs, and into the hall. As
| he passes a room the door of which
| is now open. o woman, tall and dark-
browed, comes quickly forward, as
i though summoned by his footstep,
and confronts him. As his ayes
light upon her, a ghastly change
comes over him. He is white as a
sheet. seems to shrink and grow
| smaller, and draws his breath hoeav-
ily.

“Well, Penruddock.” she says, in
accents slow and distinet, appearing
to onjoy his discomfiture: ‘‘and so we

| meal again. Iow pleased you look!"

“Whaut has brought you here?’ de-

| mands he, hoarsely,looking nervous

| ly around.
| *“Fute!" replies she coldly.

**But hore--what has brought you
here?” asks he. ns though unable to
refrain from idle questioning.

| The woman, bending toward him,
! lays her bony hand upon his wrist.
i *“To help you to remember,” whis-
{ pors she, in @ tong that makes him
| shudder, so much compressed hatred
lies within it. <Have you forgot-
jten?  Fifteen yoars ago this month,
Penruddock! Fifteen yours ago!"

enters the room ugain.
follows her.

“Stay, woman'!" he exclaims.

“He not su eager,” replies Esther;
“wo shall meet again."

By this time she has reachoed a door
opposite to that by which she had
entered that
through it, eclosing it quickly be-
| hind her. Pen-uddock wonld
| follow her, but. reaching the dcor

Penruddock

through wh'eh the woman has gone, |

I he finds it locked against him

CHAPTER VIIL
A True Lover.

Alter & momentary sensation
faintness, that  follows close on
Esther's disappearance, Penruddock
rallies, and tolls himself that her
| presonce in this particular house is

| but one of the coincidences that will {

| veeasionally occur in all our lives,
and that her wild allusion to objec-
| tionable dates has only arisen from
| the morbid qualities that go so far
tomake up her character. By the
time his son has arrived, and is
usheroed into his private sitting-
room, he is himself again, composed,

 ealm, and cold. and freer from fool- |

ish sentiment than ho was an hour
ago, reaction having set in. He
| opens his subject, which has to do

ontirely with Dick's misplaced affec- |

tion for Miss Neville, +'so-called,”
without any appearance of excite-
ment or undue warmth. merely ex-
pressing in every possible way his
disapprobation of the young lady to
whom his son 18 so devoted. When
he has finished, Dick for several
moments remains quite silent.

When rejected by Maud on the
| night of the dance, he had given
| way to despair, but &0 many iittle

! things hava oceurred sinee then to |

i encourage new hopes, that he has,
| on reflection, declined to be alto-
| gethor disheartoned. Her love is
| not as yet given
| therofore she may be his in the
| huppy undetined future.

I “lregret that I must g0 against
|you in this matter,” he says at
| length, quietly but decidedly.
is standing on the hearth-rug, his
{ arms folded, and looking frowningly
| upon the carpet.

|
! him, with clouded brow, is regard-
ing him anxiousiy.

| askod to relinquish a favored but
| dangerous toy," he says contemptu-

ously, “You. with your fortuna and |
position, to marry a giri penniless, |

| nameless, —nay, il reports speak cor-
rectlv, even worse than-—— "
“That will do," says the young
| man, with & sudden gesture sugges-
| tive of passion. :'Say nothing more,
if you please. It is of no conse-

quence whatever to me tkat she is |

| poor
| she

and nameless,
possessed of

as
all

were
the

. wealth in Christendom, and owner |
land. 1

io(‘ the highest title in the
could not possibly love her more
! than I do now."

*‘Sentiment in the young is almir-
| ing tone.  «It betrays amiability a-d
| ba carried to excess. Do you—par-
don me—but do you mean to marry
this young woman?"

It would be difficult to say why,
but who ever knew a man that
wasn’'t annoyed when any ons called
the girl he loved a ‘‘young woman *"
|  “What else should 1 mean.” he
" asks, with wretchedly-concealed ire.
*if she will have me®"

*Oh! you meed not entertain any
, anxiety on thut point. They always

have one," says Penruddock, con-
temptuously. <«It is generally a
complete ‘take in' from start to
finish."” Then, changiny his tone
from one of unpleasant banter to
that of authority, “‘Now, look here,”
he says: let us have no more of
this. You can’t marry her.”

Perhaps as he speaks he forgets
how the son inherits his own blood
and temper to some dugree.

1 shall be quite echarted if noth-
ing more 1s said about it." says Dick,
brushing carelessly some spots of
dust {rom his coat: *but I shall cer-
tainly marry Miss Neville if I can in-
duce her to accept ma.™

Thera is something in the quiet
determination of his tone that im-
presses Goorge Penrnldock. Going
over to his son, he lays his hand
upon his :houlder, und says more
gently—nay, even with entreaty—
*“Think well of what you are going
toda This marriage will mean to
you ruin.misery, unavailing regret.”

It means my one chance of hap- |

piness,” says Dick, with adeep sigh,
throwing up his head, and lovoking
eagerly forward, as though in the

| ble? |

So saying, she turns abruptly, and |

room, opens, and darts |

still |

of |

to another, and |

He |

His father, standing opposite to |

“You speak like a child who is |

" ot - , ing tish swim
' able,” says Penruddock, in a sneer- '

good feeling. But even virtues may |

distance he could seo some sight that
o him was full of sweetness and
light.

“Can nothing move you?' asks
Penruddock, unsteadily. “Not all
the years gone by, in which [ have
lived, and thought, and speculated
for youn alone” ls this, after all that
I have done, to be my sole return?™’

“Dear father,” says Dick, turning
to him with quick and eager affce-
tion, “‘why try to make me misera-
remember all- every kind

word and kinder action; and I would
implore you in this, the most impor-
tant act of my life, to give me your
sympathy. When vou know Maud
you will bhetter understand me, be-
cause you too will love her. 'lo-
morrow | shall ask her
my wife. and if she conseunts, which”
(and he looked and spoke very mourn-
fully) *1 strongly doubt, you will
gam a daughter as loving as your
| son."
“Nay,"
grily
| no

Penruddock,
aside; 1
daughter picked from the
mire. Go, sir!" pointing to the
door. I shall not again sue to you
for either your love or obedience.
| Yet stay. und hear my last words, as
you intend to go to-morrow to ask
that girl again to marry you. [ warn
you I shall be there too, to explain
to her the terrible injustice she will
| do you shoula she consent to your
| proposal. *

i “And [ warn you,” says Diek,
| ealmly, but in a very curious tone,
*that it will be extremely unwise of
you, or anyone, to say anything
likely to wound or offend Miss
Neville, even in the very slightest
| degree.”

As the door closes upon his son.
George Penruddock sinks heavily
[iuto the nearest chair, covers his

face with his hands, and is overcome
| with emotion.

*And for this I have suffered, and
| endured, and sinned!" he says, with

a convulsive shudder. +Oh, that it
were possible to undo my wretched
past! But that can never be, alas!
that can never be.”

When Dick leaves his father's
preseace, it is but to hasten to his
| room, and send a hasty but tender
note to Miss Neville, telling her of
his intentivn to call next day, and
| again entreat her to iook favorably
upon his suit. Then he puts in a few
| lines about his father, very delicate-
[ ly written. saying that he also in-
tends putting in an appearance at
. South Audley street on the morrow;
and while assuring her of his own
lasting affection for her, implores
| her—as she feéls even a poor senti-
| ment of friendship for him—to pay
no heed to any disparaging remarks
that ignorance of her sweet excel-
lence may induce anyone to make.

After this follow a few move little
sentences, pat in rather incoherent-
ly, but, in all probability, the dearer
because of their want ot precision to
the reader of them. and then he is
hers “most faithfully, and with the
entire love of his heart, Diek Pen-
ruddock.™

It is a thorough love-letter; one
that might have been written a
century ago, when love was a thing
| more sacred and more full of
| courtesy than it is to-day. Maud,
| sitting in her own room, weeps
bitter tears over it, and kisses it
foolishly but very fonaly. and tells
hersell again and again that fate has
dealt unjustly with her in that it
| compels her to resign the writer of

Says
turning

an-
want

]

| this gentle billet doux, and putting
| him entirely out of her life, leaves
him free to be gained and loved by
| some more fortunate woman. And
that she must so leave him is, per-
| hups, the deepest sting of all.

Esther, the nurse, coming in. finds
her prone upon a sofa, crying quiet-
ly, yet bitterly, and, full of sympathy,
and a little frightened, comes over
to her, and smoothes back tenderly
the soft hair from her forehead. To
this fond and faithful woman, the
girl will always be her child, her
nursling.

[ro B& coNTINUEZD ]
Flyluz i ish.

Officers of the steamer FEssex re-

| port a school of flying fish in the

Ravpahannock river, Virginia. Fly-
in shoals varving in
number from & dozen to a hundred
or more. Théy often leave the
water at oace, darting through the
| air in the same direction
yards or more, and then descend to
the water quickly. rising again. and
then renewing their flight. Some-
times the dolphin may be sean in
rapid pursuit. taking great leaps
out of the water, and gaining unon
its prey. which take shorter and
shorter flights, vainly trying to es-
cape, until they sink exhaustad
Sometimes the larger sea birds catch
fying tish in the air. 'The question
whether the flying fish use their fins
at all as wings is not fully decided
The power of flight is limited to the
time the fins remain moist

for 200

1 reparcid.
It was & murky night.
Dark clouds lowered over the

world, and here and there droppe | a

fringe of fog.

A shriek pierced the air.

she elutched her husband's
wildly in her startled frenzy.

‘*Heavens.” she gasped, in terrop.
and even as she spoke the awfy| ery
broke again upon her ears, -the par
egoric bottle is empty.™

There was nothinz to do but walj
the floor. —Detroit Tribune.

nose

A Krow-Nothing,

Bobby Bingo, at his mother's din-
ner party—This is the first dinner
mamma would let me sit at the ta-
ble with the compzny. One of the
Guests—Then you are not very well
acquainted here, are you., Bobbie?
Bobbie—No, sir. Idon't even know
who all this silver belongs to —
Brooklyn Life.

again to be |

A BARON'S HOME LIFE.

HIRSCH IS A ROYAL ENTER-
TAINER, INDEED.

Furope Dotted with His Magnificent
Castlea—The Twentieth Century Castle

at Elchorn —Chstean In France and

Mansion In Hungary.

ESIDES BEING
lone of the greatest
financiers, gener
ous philanthropists
and richest men of
all Europe, Barom
Hirsch possesses an
additional qualifi
cation in the eyes

_ Jof his friends and
p acquaintances,
S r}':'/’ namnely, that of be-
ing the very perfection of a host and
successful entertainer. His shooting
parties at his Moravian place, the
twelfth century castle at Eichorn; his
modern country seat of St. Johann,
in Hungary: his chateau of Beaure-
gard, in France: his mansion in
the Rue de 1'Elysee, at Daris,
and his town house in London are
famed throughout the length and
breadth of Europe for the perfeccion
of their organization. the abundance
of the sport and for the lavish hospi-
tality of the baron,

It is generally in the early part of
August that the baron arrives at Eie-
horn for the autuinn, and as soon as
the shooting season opens there isa
constant succession of guests from
every part of the world. Just at the
present moment he has with him the
duke and duchess of Devonshire, the
earl of Dudley, Lord de Grey and a
number of other personages of light
and leading. Eichorn is perched on a
rocky crag commanding a glorious
panorama of the surrounding country.

Baron Hirsch, who is but little over
60 years of age and wonderfully well
preserved, rises early in the morning,
while the majority of his guests are
still sound asleep, and spends an hour
in exercising with Indian clubs, dumb-
bells and aerostats before bathing and
dressing. He then drinks a eup of

costume, awaiting them. and drive
along a magnificent ten mile road con-
structed over a sandy stretch of coun-
try and passing over no fewer thx‘m
thirty-six bridges to the village of St.
Johann. This road was constructed by
the baron and has mnaturally ca‘nsled
him to be looked upon in the district
as a national benefactor. -
The carriages halt beneath the pil-
lared portico of a huge structure in the
rococo style of architecture, and the
guests find themselves surrounded by
infinitely greater degree of luxury and
brilliancy than when at the more
somber castle of Eichorn. The pict.

BARONESS HIRSCH.

ures are superband there is an abso-
lutely priceless “*“Holy Family” by Van
Dyk hanging in the library.

“I'he baron's chatean of Beauregard,
near Paris, likewise somewhat
rococo in style, and dates from the
reign of Lounis XIV. King Louis XV
was very fond of staying there and it
is on record that on one occasion while
in pursuit of a stag he rode through
the grand salon on horseback.

In 1840 Napoleon, at that time presi-
dent of the I'rench republie, purchased
it from Gen. le Marquis de Galliffet
and presented it to that Miss Howard
who was not only his Egeria but also
his financial backer until he became
emperor. On marrying Eugenie de
Montijo, Napoleon made this chateaun
the canse for conferring upon his belle
amie the title of Comtesse de Beaure-

is

black coffee and eats a slice of dry

It is not impiobable that there is foundation

is no more.

: ENGLANDS GRAND OLD MAN AT 83.

gard., On her death Miss Howard be-

“~ MR AND MRS GLADSTONE

7 AND THEIR FAVORITE GRANDCHILD

The above picture is from a photograph taken in August last at Hawarden Castle,
the home of the Gladstones. It is of interest just now while the wires are kept hot telling
Americans that the Grand Old Man of England is daily nearing the end of his useful life-

for these rumors and that any day we may

learn that the bright light has finally vanished and that William Ewart Gladstone

bread in a small turret veranda, from
which he can see the sun rise in all its'
splendor across the low lying plain at '
the foot of the mountain. At 6 o'clock |
in the morning he receives his secre- |
tary, M. Furth, and before the general |
breakfast bell sounds has got, through
a formidable batch of correspondence,
interviewed his house steward and set- |
tled with his head gamekeeper the pre-
cise locality of the day's sport. i
Dressed, as usual, with scrupulous'
care, his costume is essentially English |
and exceedingly quiet. The baroness

BARON HIRSCT.

aund her two adopted sons usually join
the shooting party for lancheon in the
middle of the day. wherever it may
happen to be inthe forest, and the
sportsmen do not return home until 6
in the evening. After tea and a short
siesta they sit down at 8 to a dinner
vooked by the baron’s famoms chef.
who enjoys a European ecelebrity and
accompanies the barowu everywhere,

In striking contrast with the medie-
val castle of Eichorn is the baron’s
modern mansion of St, Johann, in  the
heart of Hungary. about half way be-
tween Vienna and Pesth, whither the
baron and his guests usually migrate
after a couple of months spent in
'Moravia. On alighting at the station
the guests find typical Hungarian car-

riages, with servantsarrayed in Magyar

queathed the place to her son by the
emperor, who bore the title of Comte
de Rechevet, and the latter sold it in
1879 to the eccentric Duchesse de
Beauffremont.

e

Blanche Willis Howard.

Blanche Willis Howard has written
in all nine books since she stepped be-
fore the public as a story maker. some
of them stronger and more elaborate
than her first, but none probably quite
so affectionately welcomed and de-
lightedly read as that same initial one
—*"*One Summer.” She wrote it to earn
money to go abroad, and the only rea-
son her American readers are sorry
they bought it so G
generously is that
she did go abroad
on the receipts and
has staid there
pretty much all the
time since. She has
lived for years at
Stuttgart, where
she edits a maga-
zine, writes books,
and, being now 5
married woman, m.ANCHE HowaRD,
conducets the education of several pupils
at her home. Miss Howard has writ-
ten some verse, not much, however, as
she has wisely recognized that her
prose faculty is many times greater
than her metrical powers,

—_—

A Clerical War Story.

Dr. Jesse Bowman Young. editor of
the" Central Christian Advoecate, has
written a book on what he SaW as a
boy in the army.  Dr. Young tells the
story of his war days under the pre-
u-u.w_--f narrating the adventure of a
certain fictitious person, Jack Sun- |
dortwn‘ by name, who Was too young to l
enlist in 18], but who went n;}' tu-;h v
battlefields with his uncle, :
an officer in the Unijon army. While
with his unecle D, Young '\l'inu--‘-\:kl !
many thrilling episodes which dig ol
frighten him. but, on the cont
were spurs which goaded him t
m a Pennsylvania regiment
he was 18 yvears old, the
o'f recruits. Dr, Young served  with
distinetion to the close of the wap
he had an officer’s Commissi 5 ARG

> tommission wheg
he returned to private life, I

who was

not |
rary, |
list |
ii.-;'.q-u |
I't‘({lli:'\'tl age !

L)
Hood’s Has No
As & blood purifier and tonfe, 1t cgp
Hood’s sers.
122239 Y i
relleved my wife of Cu a
putllood‘sﬂarn;nrg: i
e BN
BB Tl P
* COLCHEST
BEST IN !
BEST IN Fip

stomach trouble and futtering of the h
waterbrash and That
on the table meal the
B
Hood's Plils are endorsed by the
—
BEST IN WEAR

&l QUALITY,
23 The outer or tap g
g} tends the whol

down to the hey
tecting the boot
ging and in othef
work.

| ASE YOUR ny

T
and don't ‘
" with inferior go

COLCHESTER RUBBER 0

Y; ﬁg""ﬁ. A

1S
NO SQUEAK

work in styl fitting and wearing g
Wehnvat.her;’.o H everywhere atlower p

value given than any other make, Take
ituts, If yourd cannot supply you,

UP-TO-DATE QL

Sold direst to consumers AT LOWER

ever befcre offered. Buy direct fm
jorters  and manufacturers. We
ITH PRIVILEGE OF EXANINATIN

save you from 30 to 50 per cent. A
fit suit, $3.50. Fall or winger o

. Boys' combination Sy
FUR OVER(OATS A SPECIALTY. Sendil

for FREE mammoth catalog. addn
OXFORD MFGC.CO.,Ulsthisg
344 Wabaeh Ave.. Chicams

COOK BO(

2 FREE!s
320 PAGBS—ILLUSTRAI
(V] and Best
Mailed s

neof the Largest
i| BOOKS published.

Worms in Horse
The only sure cure for pin worms in
known is Steketee’'s Hog Cholera Cure.
fails to destroy worms in horses, hogt
dogs or cats; an excellent remedy forsicl
Send sixty cents in United States posta
will send by mail. Cut this out, take it
gist and pay him fift . Three pa
for $1.50 express pai G. G. STEKETE
Grand Rapids,
Mention name of paper.

IsCrvan Bl

eanses the Nasal
Passages,Allays Pain
and inflammation,
Restores the Senses
of Taste and Smell.

Heals the Sores.
Bl i cnch novies. IR
e
ona potdl

URE the ONLY
CURE 3
Her. LION NERVE $
WALL STREE!’M

P
Morton, Ward & Goc. 24 4 Ih'.!l S, Net
TREES of 0L P P, SPLENCORs
TREES of 60L
t

an unfnl;m_liﬁ

Are I ou we will advit
ncome, Investments drest
uince—+

Dimg i om

hank’s 20 lll?lo- “new creat
PR D here. SAFEAR
Trees llhl;l_. everyw!

anteed. 5
Milllons of the best trees 70

g;ﬁh?rmfﬂﬁﬂnm M

Sold b
SUMPTION

NS'ON Was .
L-?u Principas!

iner U.B. Ponsiol
3yrsiulast war, 15adjudicating cluss =

OMAHA >iac
0LD HATS '

Made new. a0 “"'rﬂ'ﬂ
DON'T RUIN

h
shey are in. g
ﬁ;l"nlg. CO., 207 Noith®
YQU®= STOVES
Write at once for

STOVE RE
Omata Stove Kepair Works, 1209 Doughs *
e AN
CLOTHING siatfeays iz
& sult write for o¥f
'NMIIEJW io-srnlmng smcl(a; .Ffﬁl'!“ﬁ y
SR C J
Cor. ut'zSuen Douhl:u..om”
Polls. Games FF
Fapey Go o3 $¢ Tg
and retall
i O vaha. 08
__ H. nARUY & 0., 1318 Farnam §t. °C

¢ R I
Lamerass?.-:

Furnam Bt o wthing 6
for Mrm:‘.‘ ::::.ura




