
WAS ALIVE YET DEAD.
Lost Fortune and Mind in a j

Day.

Ruined by a Panto 1n Wall Street, a |

I'roker Disappears and for More j
Than Three Years Ills Life Was an j
Utter Blank—Found by Ills Wife.

There was a panic on Wall street, the
worst since "Black Friday." Fortunes
acquired by years of patient toil and
rigid economy had been swept away in a
lev, hours. Men rated as millionaires
yesterday were beggars to-day. liui only
those who have been in the whirlpool of
humanity that Barges over the lioor of
the Stock Exchange can understand the
fullmeaning of the word, "a panic on
Wall street." Mauy of the oldest and
Strongest houses had gone down in tho
storm and there was no prospect of early
relief. The rate ofinterest for money had
been going higher and higher, until the
figures marhflri were almost ruinous, and
then came the terrible announcement
that the banks would lend no more.
Money could not be obtained, and the
few traders who had been holding on in
a vain hope of relief from some quarter
must now throw their stocks on the
market at great loss and send prices
down with a rush. Men lived years in a
few hours and strong indeed must be the
man, in mind and body, who could stand
the strain.

Among those who rushed to and fro, as
ii" mad, on the floor of the Exchange,
none seemed better fitted to bear the fear-
ful excitement than Philip Dryer, one of
the youngest traders on the street, lie
had been a member of the Exchange less
than a year, but in that brief time had
established a reputation as a cautious and
skillful trader that was valuable, lie
took few great risks and made money
from the start. Dryer was a handsome,
manly young fellow and very popular
on the street. He was usually cool and
colled d, carefully calculating the chances
of every deal before be closed it, but now
he seemed terribly excited. His face was
jj.:li-, his lips drawn and large drops of
perspiration stood on his forehead.
Anxiously he watched the quotations on
his favorite stock, of which he was carry-
ing a large block. Little by littlehe saw
the price go down and down until the
limit of his margins was almost reached.
Then, with his breath coining in quick
gasps, he gathered up his last batch of
securities arid harried away to his bank-
ers to borrow more money.

There was more than the loss of fortune
at stake for l'hilip Dryer that day. Six
months before be bad married the sweet-
est and prettiest girl in New. York. His
bride was the daughter of a wealthy re-
tired merchant and she had always been
accustomed to a life of luxury, "lie had
pron r on their wedding day that
uhe should never know a wish ungrati-

He had purchased for her a beauti-
ful and costly home and bad furnished it
with everything that wealth and jc>'"i
taste coald suggest There was a oal-
ance due on hishome :<nd the place was
moi are it. The payment
would be due in a ie\ days*. A few suc-
cessful deals on the So !:' Exchange now
j.iidlie would have the money, but the
tide had set against him, the panic uarne
and all his fortune seemed about to bo
swept away. li' he lost on the present. he would be penniless, the beautiful
home would be sola and nis fair young
wife turned Into the street.

"No more loans to-day," answered the
cashier briefly to Philip Dryer's appeal
for $50,000 to tide him oi er the panic.

Mechanically the young broker turned
and made his way back tothe Exchange, i
Itseemed to him that a dark cloud had
suddenly shut off tue Bunlight, but he
won la go back; perhaps there had been a
tar: 10. He reached the floor of
the Exchange at last, and then, as one
bears in a dream, he heard his own
faili ntracts announced and saw

his holdings ofstock closed out at auc-
tion. The hammer fell, the. wild shouts
ofthe pauic-stricken traders ceased. The
business oi the day was <>\ er, the >-l">i!'ic
hour had arrived and scores of pale-faced
men staggered out Into tho open air to
breathe and think.

Pi.il.p Dryer stood in front of the Ex-
\u25a0 moments and then walked

away from the scene ofhis ruin,
surroundings seemed so changed

he did not realize where he was. As n
man iii might walk he went on,
not knowing or caring where his foot-

pa led. He turned up Wall street
toward Trinity. The chimes of the grand
old church suddenly pealed forth, but to
Philip Dryer they seemed to be the

- shrieking in-his eats.
He hurried on to the river, and there he
saw the tall masts ofa ship dimly out-
lined against the sky. Then he knew no
more. A mist was over his eyes—he
• ildnot see. Of the past he remem-

• nothing.
While walking from the Stock Ex*

change to North River tide expression of
Philip Dryers face had bo changed that
his dearest friend would not have recog-
nized him. He was no longer thesame

In that brief half-hour Philip
\u25a0 \u25a0\u25a0!• had ceased to exist. Ho was living,
dead. A new identity lived in his

brain and betrayed itself in the changed. The mental strain he had under
gone that day had proved too much for*. and Philip Dryer, the broker, In
mind, features and identity passed, oat of
existence. The newspapers of the metrop-

i voted many columns to the mys-
ipearance of Philip Di

r a timeho divided attention withthep inic, it was a strange
paj ers reasoned that be had
liefde on account of his fail-

di •. and in time the public accepted thoir
conclusion. The Wall-street panic pat
Into blstory and the Dryer disappearance

to other sensations. The read-
lie demand frequent changes of

•\u25a0il diet.
in time Philip Dryer, the once popular

. : rgotten by all save
ins v ife, v. ho mourned him as >l. ,>i. She,

a forced to accept the
conclusion ol the press, that in a lit ofde-

ndeqcyhe had taken his own life,
I*or weeks she visited the morgue every

a body was brought from the river,
but at ia<-t she gave Op ;.ll hope Of seeing

; hee again. Oriel will wear it-
helfout in time, and finally Mrs. Drjror
put a^icie her mourning and joined some

bo were going West for \u25a0 long
ilifornia. Three years had

passed since her husband disappeared,
and while his body had not been found,

Bed that he was dead. In
tho beautiful city of Pasadena, CaL, Mrs.
Dryer and her friends lingered for
months. They mingled in the best soci-

rtlfuJ young widow was
ivorite. Edward Parker, a

ssfnl banker, was one of
; \u25a0 i:a. lie \v:«,s a

pan . it there was something
J'l ;i-

\u25a0 of his bee that made
him seem older than he was. Itwas a I
look that resembled tho trace of a great
Borrow, but in tho gay manner of the

re was nothing to indi-
cate 11; I ever looked on an;

tho brißhl life,
about tho face jmanner of I dward Parker that in- j

ifi' .. than siie oared ;
Itnit, and he ti s . Ul 9ffOT%

to .'one i i,,.(
. n jn .

love with her fi . )iev
joiet Tl
;is the stay ol tho N> W York party ].:.

ened into months, and when Parker told
j.er of bis love Mrs. Dryer could only
admit that she wi i very happy, "Doyou
know," \u25a0 when their tro h Itad
been plighted, "that there - hing
%n your fact and youi voice that ii
cited me the • > you ? i: .

thai you remind me ofany on \u25a0 I ev< r
knew, but th injral out you

: makes me feel as though we had
been friends in tho long ago. You have
jipv. : trang r to me."

"Youhave made me so happy 1 cannot
fllid words to tell you all 1 led," said

Parker, "but I an; Bttre fate brought us !
together. It was no chance meeting.
Long ago Isaw in my dreams a face and
form divinely fair and fell in love with
the vision. In ni3

r waking horns I could
not regal] the face; it passed away with
tho dreams, but when I met you it came
back to me. You are the vision that
came to me in those dreams, and before I |
ever saw you in reality I loved you."

At the earnest request of Parker Mrs.
Dryer finally named an early day for the
wedding. They would be married in
Pasadena and spend their honeymoon in
the East. The church whero the mar-
riage was to to take place was crowded to
its utmost capacity on the evening fixed
for tho happy event. The bride, more
beautiful than ever in her wedding cos-
tume and wreaths of orange blossoms,
stood at the altar and the happy groom
came'forward to take her hand, lie ad-
vanced a few steps, then stopped sud-
denly. His face turned pale, and then
those who stood near saw a change come
over it, a change so great that the man
standing there to bo married was not Ed-
ward Parker.

The spectators vaguely realized that
something was wrong. There was a
mariner of interest and excitement and
then the bride glanced up for an instant
to the face of the man at her side. For a
moment only her glance rested there,
then clutching at the railing of the ultar
for support, shq reeled and with a scream
fell to the floor in a faint. Only the bride
had recognized the changed face of the
pale and trembling bridegroom. The
man who stood at the altar was not
Edward Parker, banker, but Philip
Dryer.

The dead lived again.—Chicago Herald.

[For the Recoud-Vniox.]
HELP.

"Iwill liftup mine eyes unto the hills, from
whence comet ii my help."—Psalm OXXi.

A traveler, footsore, weary,
In Use's e'er ehang* ful day,

Through valleys dark and dreary
1 messed my lonely way.

My In art was sad Within me,
The way seemed longand drear;

O, lor :\u25a0. comrade near me,
Or friendly toco to cheer!

Alone 1 traveled onward,
The stony pathway o'er,Through tnornand bramble pressing,
last wood and lonely moor.

Mine cyi b were dim with straining
For Sighl ol ought toihcer—

Whenlo! a vole bespoke me,
In accents sweet and dear:

"Liltup thine eyes, O pilgrim.
To heave ifs e'er hills;

Thence comctb help and comfort
Thai purest joy cusi ills.

>'<>! in the earth beneath thee
Do grace and wisdom lie,

Tliyfather would bequeath thee
These virtues from on high."

I raise my eyes in wonder —0, rapture I bliss divine!
O'er all this way b» tore me

Doth heaven's own glory shino!
Tin bills, God's wondrous footstool,

Give back a radiance bright
That marks my way unbroken

Through all the darkening night.

A pilgrim still I tray. l
Lias we try way along,

But I no !oa^ marvel
At thetfweet Psalmist's song.

Mine eyes to tiiee are llfte i.
> •. everlasting bills,

Through cloudl thy gloryrifted
And now my pain way fills.

Help from thy str. ngth is
Unto my struggling soul.

Prom thee the steps to heaven
Ik-lbie my feet unroll.
******Iknow not whence the voice came

That spake those words to me,
But I shall hear it- > oho

Through all eternitj.
A. <j. G. (Dora Bukxs).

Juuu3o, 1-vl.
«»

i [For tile EtBOOHD-rjNlOir.il

IN MEMORY OF DR. L. C. C.
[BY :

Farewell, oil friend, both true and tried,
A long fareweiJ to thee.

Life's burden's . a>t, Its discords changed
For Leaven's true harmony.

The shadows which pursue us all
].':i'l veiled thy once bright mind,

And J >.ity"s \ oice seemed taint mid low,
Both i'aith ana iioj-e unkind.

Now free from all. thy simple faith
That led you to be true

To Mend and foe wherever met,
Will answer now lor you.

Assured :uv we that He who nils
With light forever blest,

Will grant to you. onr loved, lost friend,
Thy soul eternal rest.

Common-Sense Dresses.
"We hear a great deal about comrnon-

sense shoes and rational dressing," said a
( matron as shq crowded the last parcel
into her traveling-bag and shut the clasp,
breathing, as she did so, a little sigh of

j satisfaction, "but a good deal of what is
called rational is but another naino for
sonic lady's fads and fancies. To reduce
the subject to its simplest terms, such
dressing has anything but the elements of
comfort which its sponsors claim for it.
Iknow, for I have tried it. In fact, I
think I have tried everything that prom-
ised ease and restfulhess, and nothing
pleast B dm as well as a dress of my own
arranging.

"1 use nun's serge, and make the skirt
just to clear the ground. Tho waist is a
Norfolk blouse, and is belted in. The
sleeves an loose enough to be coinfort-
able,andthe collar turned back from a
rather high linen collar which is worn

I with it. If I do not care fora collar I
\u25a0 wear a mull kerchief inside the waist.
Underneath I wear a silk vest, a but-
toned waist of coutille, a short skirt of
iiannel and full trousers of heavy linen,
made somewhat in Turkish fashion but
fastening just below the knees.

"With long-wristed gloves of heavy
leather and a moderately wide-brimmed
hat, with long vail of tissue, which can

' be wrapped around the throat, I am
equipped for storm or shine, and can
< limb, walk, row or travel incomfort and
the certainty that my clothes willneither
fall to pieces, show tho wear and tear of
my journey or make me in auy way con-

! spkuous."—New York Ledger.

IN RELIGION'SREALM.

Expressions from the Various
Religious Newspapers.

The Religions Thought of the Day as

Expressed In the Sectarian Press—

Some Matters of Interest to I3oth

Ministers and Laymen.

The Christian Inquirer (Bapt.) says of
Dr. Kainsford's "View of Future Unity"
and tho depredatory comment on his
own church therein:

"There is sometimes a blind devotion
to one's denomination which we cannot j
admire, but we huve little respect for one
wbo remains In a church whoso work
and policy he seems to despise. To our
view Dr. Kainsford has spoken a good
deal of truth concerning his church, but
his words certainly will not help on
'unity,' either in it or out of it."

The Nashville Christian Advocate
(Mcth.) saj-s: "Will some one please to
tell us what is meant by the expression
'two orders, three offices' ? Like the in-
quirer at the circumlocution office, we
'want to know.' What is an ordtfr but a
permanent office? The supposition that
it is anything more than this contradicts
all that is said in the New Testament con-
cerning the Christian ministry, and leu.is
effective support t<> the hierattcal notions
of the Roman Catholics, [t is our fixml
belief, frequently expressed in the eol-omns of this paper, that the church in
every uge is left free to create as many or
as tew offices as iis needs may require,
and to arrange and determine their rela-
tive positions and functions, always, of
course, keeping in view the fundamental
principles of the GospeL our own
church, in the full exercise, of this free-
dom, has from the beginning had liish-
ops, ciders and deacons. These are sill
orders in the Bame sense in which they
are offices, and offices in the same sense
in which they are orders. The two or-
ders, three offices1 theory has never been
sanctioned among us by any competent
authority, and, as far as our church is
concerned, is not true."

The OongregationaliM says: "Sabbath
reformers in the West do not scorn to dis-
criminate wisely between the forces that
are undermining that institution. A
committee of women of the churches in
Minneapolis, appointed to circulate and
present petitions against the Sunday
theater, reported to their constituency as
follows [italic ours]: 'The action of the
hoard [of theatrical managers] was com-
municated to your Chairman, and pub-
lished in the newspapers next day Sun-
day. It is unnecessary to refer to the sub-
stance or tone of this letter, tv you •

all doubtless read it.' Yet, it is safe I i
s.iy that, if there had been no Sunday
newspapers there would not bo Sunday
theaters."

The Sacred Heart Revu w H. C.) says :
\u25a0•A prominent Congregational clergy-
man, Dr. Newman Smyth, in an address
delivered last week iv Connecticut, said :

"•The problem ofreligious education of
the children is too great forany churchto-day. We have secularized the school
until there is no place for religion. The
Roman Catholic Church has our Protes-
•tant Church at a disadvantage here. This
makes oar American system go on one
wheel. There should be a religious trust
—a Protestant combination of religious
forces to do this work.'

"To this admission and to the proposed
change ofpolicy, we invite the attention
of thesi' well-meaning Protestants who
i-.ro so affrighted by the cry of'Roman
Catholic aggressionl that they are willing
to surrender the education of their ohit-

;i to purely secular and godless hands.
A moment's thought should show them
the bight of the precipice to the brink of
whiehttbeir prejudices have led them, or
rather allowed them to be led."

The Churchman says the whole pith and
marrow of this pew-rent question lies in
the-answer to this: "Does it provide for
the preaching of the Gospel to the poor?"
There is no possible doubt about the an-
swer. The pew system does nothing of
the sort. It does precisely the reverse.
Ithas the effect of excluding the poor
from the ordinances of the (iospel. And
for that reason it is indefensible as a sys-
tem for the support of Christian worship.

"A parish church is for the common
Christian nurture ofall the people of the
parochial district in which it is situated,
and there oti^ht to be nothing in it or its
arrangements to exclude or repel any
man. A national church ought to have
parishes established in every district of
the land. A national church made up of a
few thousands of congregations occupy-
ing private chapels is a contradiction in
terms. The pew-rent system may do as
an expedient of a missionary period, !>ut
only as a temporary expedient". Proprie-
tary chapels nave no right to exist to tho

| detriment of true parochial churches,and
they havo still less right to bo perma-
nently substituted for them. Their pres-
ent position in the American church is
only one proof that the church has not
yet outgrown the period of missionary
exigency. It is to be hoped that she is
fast entering on a period of more inaturo
establishments. 1'

The Evangelist (Pres.) says: "Itdoes
seem to us a great mistake in what wemay call theological tactics, that is, in
arraying tho evidences of our religion
against infidelity, to stake the whole"fate
of Christianity on the ability to support
by historical proofs what is." after all, of
very inferior importance. This lias been
a stumbling block in all ages. Old Saint
Jerome wrestled over these preploxities,
and at last came to a conclusion which
may be a lesson to some scholars in our
day. The following quotation we find in
the American Ecclesiastical Review
(Roman Catholic) lor May, which we
translate from the Latin. He was dis-
cussing the difficulty caused by disagree-
ments in tho Bible chronology, and he
throws up the whoio matter in despair
and says:

1 "For what is the use in bothering with
the letter and finding fault with the error
of the writer or the chronology, when it
is very clearly written, "The letter
killfth, but the Spirit giveth life." Qq
carefully over all'the books of the Old
and New Testament, and you will find
so much disagreement in the years, and
the chronology of the two kingdoms of
Judah and Israel so confused, that to de-
vote one's self to questions of this sort
docs not appear to be tho business so
much of a student as it is of a man who
has nothing important to do. (Ep. ad.
Vitaiem, Migno'l'alr. Lat., v. 22, Col.
G7G.)"'

S
The Occident (Pres.) says: "It has for

ton years or more been the lament, in
private, of sagacious Presbyterians that
a few hot bloods seemed bent on forcing
the church to face a whole brood of new
theological issues before her scholarship
had been able to refine the crude material
for the ecclesiastical market, or the mass
ofthe people schooled to appreciate any
values which might thus be disclosed.
Protests and warnings have not been
wanting, but they seem to have been in

! vain. The pressure has been relentless.
juntil we seem forced already to the verge
Of a settlement while yet the church

i does not know and could not be expected
to know Just what it is she is to settle.
The scholars themselves are not yet out
of the early morning fog of their new
science. The mist enshrouds us all. It
to the part ofChristian fidelityto put re-
straint on tho rashness which would
force on us the new theological definition
under ihese trying conditions. The time
i* not ripe. Tho church refuses to au-

| thorite in her professors' chairs tho bel-
ligerent advocacy of theological novelties
thsit seem to threaten cherished dogmas.
siie demands that these novelties be
sifted before they shall bear her stamp as
tit for inculcation among students of
theology. Whoever arrays himself against
this demand is guilty'of folly. Those
w ho give temperate void's to this demand
are not necessarily the foes of progn j,
but they are sagacious exponents of dor
denominational life and habit. If their
critics insist on forcing the issue, the

iissue may be deplorable, but it can read-

ilybe foreseen, and Princeton herself is
notstrong enough to prevent it. If tho
'higher uriticidui' insists on 'judgment'
now, and accepts tho Bziffga ease as tho
test, rashness will overpower the ijood
sense that would fain have prevented a
premature verdict, and our New York
friends must bear the blame of their own
and the chureh'.s calamity. They may
fancy they are lighting; Princeton, or con-
servatism, or old-fashioned Calvinism;
the fact is that they ure lighting tho laws
of nature; if thoy don't stop that, all the
rest of us cannot prevent their being
hurt, no matter how much we wish to;
and doubtless in the collision we shall all
be wounded more or less, and (What is of
vastly more moment) our beloved church
will be wounded sorely—all because a
few earnest souls in New York insist on
courting a contest with the law of ecclesi-
astical gravitation."

IT DOESX'T COST MONEY.

! Jt doesn't cost mouey.as many suppose,
To have a good time on the earth,

• The best of its pleasures an live unto those
j Who know how to value ihclr worth.
The sweetest of mule the birds to us sing.

The loveliest flowers grow wild.
The finest of drinks gusb out of the spring-

All free tv man, woman ami child.
No money can purchase, no artist can paint

Such pictures as nature supplies
Forever, all Over, to sinner and saint

Who use to advantage their eyes.
Kind words and glad looks and smiles cheery

and brave
Cost nothing—no nothing at all,

And yet all the wealth Monte Cristo could
SB V c

Can make no such pleasures befell.
To bask in the sunshine, to breathe the pure

air,
Hones) toil, the enjoyment of health,

Sweet slumber refreshing—the pleasures we
share

Without any portion bf wcaith.

Communion with friends that are tried, true
and strong.

To lot s 1 and be iove.l i'oj- low s sake—
In tact, ijlthat mak< B s lifehappy and long

Are free to whoever will take.

It doesn't cost money to have a good time,
Ami that is the rao^qo.tUas!

Why many who might have enjoyment sub-
lime

Their lives in sticb misery pass.
It doesat oosi money to have a goo4time;

The world's best eiuoyin< uts ar \u25a0 fr< o;
I But those who and pleasure in tollyand crime

Will aoi with these true fronts agree.

HE WASDELIGHTED.
i Hero Is a Man Who Was Bound to Ho

Satisfied.
A man charged with robbing a stage

coach, in a remote county of Kentucky,
was brought to trial the other day, and
although lie had numerous friends, was

J sentenced to the penitentiary lor a term
oi" ninety-nine years. Immediately after
the sentence had ir.en pronounced the
prisoner's face lighted up with an ex-
pression of joy; and, moving about the
o >urtroom, he began to shake hands with
his friends.

"Why, Bob," said a friend, "you ae.t as
it you were ylad."
"Iam," the prisoner answered.
"Did you expect to be hanged?"
"< sh, ho."
"Then how can you be pleased at your

sentence?"'
Why^ you see, I was only sentenced

for ninety-nine years."
"Yes, i understand that."
"Out," said the prisoner, smiling

broadly, "I was afraid that instead of
{ ninety-nine they might send me up for a
hundred. I tell you that to a man who is
getting along in life one year makes a
good deal of difference."

Death Not tho End.
The following beautiful lines, taken

! from tho OanfectiQhtrit Journal, wore re-
cently written by a devout Christian
traveling salesman to a friend, also a
traveling man, wfae had not accepted the
light of divine revelation which enabled
his friend to so beautifully interpret the
words. "Death is is'ot the End" :
].h>,' is like a rosebush, its stem our way thro 1

lite—
The brandies are the by-ways, that lead to

woe and strife—
The roses axe the joys we meet, sorrows are

the thorns—
The fragrance ofthe roses fair, tho thoughts

that life adorns—
The leaves are friend-, which turn to us when

fortune's sun doth shine,
When clouds of sorrow lower, away from us

incline.
And when we reach the end aud look, we find

the busli all bare,
The joys iiml frit-mi* •have left us, though

thorns still linger there;
The bush stands bare aud withered till spring-

tlnte oomes onoe mure,
When beauteous roses bloom again as frag-

rant as before. •I The gem, or vital \u25a0] ark, but slept, as ours will
some day,

To wake us in eternal fields, where roses bloom
ah. ay.

HIGHTOWERS.
[Written for thr Baoo&fllSXOK by GftJo Braith

(Alice Robertson)}.
" Ifyou're evor goius to love me,

Lovenu' now whufl Ican know
AH the sweet and tender feelings

Which, from real alleotion, How.
Love me how while 1 am With you—
Do not wait till Iam gone."

Tho summer sun was shining bright
and warm that afternoon, lighting up tho
diamond-shaped window pauos of lligh-
towors with million brilliant colors glint-
ing upon tho long, low iron railings of
the balustrade. The stonewalks and
white marble Corinthian columns, which
support the portico, arc blinding to the
eye, so glaring: in their whiteness. Aw ay
offinthe distance you can see Sit. Joseph's,
with its tall steeple reaching and seeming
to pierce far into the sky.

It was very quiet around tho tower
that afternoon, with an occasional laugh
from the distant reapers, or, perhaps, you
may hear a bird t witter. Then a chirping
and caroling as if the scene wholly and
rightfully belonged to themselves. Most
surely it was this ceaseless clamoring ami
singing that deadened the distant echoes
of the highways and by whys.

To the left slants the wide, green lawn
like an enrolled emerald carpet, ending
at a thick clump of weeping willows
trailing and dipping their slender leaves
into the cooling waters of a miniature
lake, whieh;bcars upon its placid bottom
a oounle ofgraceful, snowy swans raising
their long necks and sending torch, from
their bills, a crescent-shaped silverspray.
A light bre«ze is beginning to rise, and
sends a million tiny ripples crumbling
toward the edge of the bank, guutly
rocking Rosamund's little White bout,
which is loosely tied to a laurel bush,
with its dainty, smoothly-polished oars
crossed carelessly in the bottom. The
breeze becomes stronger, and a shower of
sweet dead leaves flutter from the tree
tops.
I will not weary you by conducting

you through the more pretentious parts
of the interior. From a passing glance
you may perceive that then- seems to be
a decided taste for oriental things. See.
here are a number of Turkish and Per-
sian carpets and rugs. Behold the painted
walls, clerstOJdos, ceilings wit.1! dark, rich,
bold designs. You observe the Oriental
hangings. Please note the variety and
profusion; almost bewildering, is it not?
But come, 1 will lead you quickly and
quietly through the servants 1 hall where,
as we pass, a lady's nniid, in coquettish
cap and apron, is seated in an old-fash-
ioned oaken chair tilting and balancing
herself dangerously far backward, look-
ingup with laughing, saiiey eyes at a tall
young footman who is "la/fly leaning
across the table and proffering her a glass
of ruby wine.

Past these I hurry you until we reach
the housekeeper's cosy sitting-room.
Comfort is marked upon every article,
plain but substantial, as becoming the
abode of a long and well-tried servant.
The sun is pouring in through the half-
drawn crimson curtains, lighting up the
little copper kettle singing so merrily
upon tin: hearth; dancing in fitful shad-
ow's upon ih< solid silver spoons and su-
gar tongs; sparkling upon the long steel
knitting needles which slip so quickly
through the housekeeper's plump, white
hands; caressing her gold-rimmed specta-
cles; kissing and resting aa with, a mess-
ing upon her snowy cap and silver hair.
one long sunbeam lays across Rosa-
mund's fair hand; a warm, bright strip of
sunlight, blue, crimson and gold, which
moves, trembles and quivers amongst her
shining hair.

Suddenly the girl -.springs to her ft it,
letting tho book, she had just been read-
ing, fall to tho floor.

"oh, bother the sun, nurse. I cannot
gee t'> read another word. My eyes are
positively dancing jigs."

She stands and stretches her long arms
far above her head. A very lovely girl
is Rosamnnd—lovelier by far than I can
describe ox; you imagine. Tall, remarka-
bly tall, with a firm, straight body mod-
eled like a statue. But it is her (hoe
which would be hard to surpass in love-
liness. A small, queenly head, around
Which is twisted numerous strands <»;

golden-bronze hair, falling and rippling
away from a low, broad forehead, beneath
which shines a pair of dark, gray eyes
Shadowed by narrow, straight brows and
Iringed with black, curling lashes, v
small Grecian nose and adorable mouth
and chin. Yes, a beautiful, thoughtful,
though sad face, has Kosamund liigh-
lowers. And the old housekeeper sighs
softly as she gazes with adnihing eyes
upon her beloved young mistress.

"Why do you sigh, nursie?" asked tho
girl, seating herself at the old woman's
feet and gently taking the knitting from
her hands.

"Ah, dearie, 'tis for your future I am
sighing. Forgive me; but stubbornness
never brought happiness yet."

The girl's face Hushes faintly.
"Then you think the fault is" mine?"
"Not entirely, perhaps; but you, I

think, are the most to blame, therefore
you should be the first to forgive."

With a sol) Rosamund lays her head
upon the housekeeper's knee."

"Perhaps it is. But 1 will never ask
forgiveness. My pride will hold me
back."

"Pride, my dear, Is our worst enemy at
times. Will you let me tell you a story?"
asked tho old woman, smoothing the
girl's bright hair with tender, loving
lingers. "A story that you have often
begged for. but which 1 never cared to
repeat until now."

"You mean my mother?"
She nods assent, and, with interested

eyes, Kosamund listen's to the nurse's
story.

"Itwas a great many years ago that I
first came aw nurse to the Towers. That
was when Master Bertram, your papa,
was a baby; therefore I remember your
grandparents distinctly, and I do know
your grandfather had a moat violent
temper. It wan he who arranged the
marriago between your mother and his
son. Your grandma was a delicate,
nervous woman, never daring to have an
opinion of her own. And when your
grandfather announced his intention of
leaking the match between his son and
orphan niece, she did not venture a
word against it, though she knew full
well her aon loved, and had long loved,
another woman—a beautiful creature
who came, no ouc know from where, and
was living, with her brother, in one of
the cottages on the estate. Your mother,
Miss Judith, was very handsome and
proud, but could not, for a moment,
compare with Mj.<s Arbuthnot—that, my
dear, was the lady's name. Itwas no se-
cret that your father, Master Bertram, was
quite wild about the woman. Itis even
said he went to his father, and, upon his
knees, begged to be allowed to chose his
own wife, but the old man nearly died
from rage, and threatened his son with
his curse, and disinheritance, and good-
ness knows what elso besides, if he
should breath a word to Miss Judith."

The old woman paused and laid a
hand upon the knitting which her mis-
tress was unconsciously unraveling.

"Well, after that, Master Bertram went
around sad and sulleu-like. It would
have been strange that Miss Judith—l
beg your pardon: I meant to say your
mamma, dear—did not notice. But she
had been away on a long visit to distant
relations, and only returned a few days
before the wedding, and she being hur-
ried and llurried with dressmakers and
milliners, it is not to bo wondered at that
she did not notice her future husband's
gloom. At any rate, they were married,
and went away on a short wedding trip;
and shortly after their return your grand-
father died, and your grandma soon fol-
lowed. Then your papa changed from
gloom to storm, lie would rage and
curse the servants up hilland down dale.
Your mother was so sad, so dreadfully
unhappy, and him, never giving her a
pleasant word. In fact, he spent the
whole of his time at the Arbuthnot Cot-
tage drinking and carousing, and fre-
quently attending the hunt. V our mother
bore her husband's treatment quietly and
patiently—bless her. But many's the
time I have felt like scratching his face
and pulling his hair out, even if I did
nurse him at my breast—no disrespect to
you, dear."

The girl lifts the plump, white hand
and lays it softly against her lips.

"And so things ran from bad to worse;

and one r\ ening, a shorj lima bofi>r6 you j
were born, shecook a notion to go and
moot him as he was riding through tin-
park. Something hud gone wrong in
the hunting field, and he swore a graal
oath, and gave her a stinging lash with
his riding whip iij;hi across the i';uo.
Some of the servants cried "Shame! 1 but I
walked straight op !\u25a0> him and slapped
his faoe soundlyj I did upon my word,
and gave him a poace of my mind bo-
sides. Tour mother said never a word,
but her fuse was like marble, so white
and bold it looked, and theH was the
eniei, t>i^ welt across the poor cheek and
neck."

The silent tears are running down 110- j
samund'a cheeks, and the housekeeper I
stops to wipe tlieiu tenderly away with j
her own handkerchief, as she proceeded: j

"That night i was aroused out of my
sleep by your mamma, wlic was standing |
at my bedside, and asked me to co
away' with !:,jr as she \va> Loaviug H
towers forever. I hesitated a mom
not knowingif it was (heright thing to j
do; bin the poor young thing seemed so
miserable ami so firm about it. I could
not refuse. So I hurriedly parked to-
getherafew clothes and Quietly we crept
out into the darkness. We wore luckily !
just in time to catch a south-bound train, j
My mistress bad quite a sum of m«>!

in'her own right, and she Rtraightway
bought and furnished a neai « ttage, just
in the suburbs of London, where sho sel-
dom set her foot outdoors, and nevez
mentic Hi d your father's name until one
day sho showed niß :i paper, it] which
there was an advertisement, plainly show- j
u\\i it was meant for herself, and begging
her to return to the Towers, [asked her
ifshe intended answering it. Shelaoghed
scornful-like and threw it Into the lire,
but for weeks l noticed the same adver-
tisement, and as thetime drew near for
us to expect you, I took the liberty of an-
swering it myself, quite unU known to
my mistress, and begging master to come
and find his wife, in a day he was at the
dour, looking so sad and >>id 1 scarcely
know him. Betook my hand and shook
italmost off. 'Thank you, Burton. May
God bless you,' he said; and walked
right past me into his wife's sitting-
room. I heard a scream. and then your
papa's, voice, saying: 'Darling, forgive
me;' and then Ihurried away- not want-
ing to listen, dear. Then shortly after
your papa came out white as death. I*
was sorry for him, because 1 knew my
mistress was very stubborn, and fdtal-1
most sure, from the first, that she would
not forgive him very easily. Ho shook
my hand again, Chough not so hard this
time, thank goodness, and said:

"\u2666Takecar©of her. Burton, she will
not forgive me, and I cannot blame her,
for I wasera/.y drunk at the time.'

"Asob was in his throat and tears swim- |

mii!£ in his dark eyes-and very hand-
some eyes they wore, too, lei me tefl you
- a shade or two darker than your own.
""Icannot bl&me her,' In-repeated, and

then he was gone, in a few days after-
ward you were born. 1 don't know
how it Is, but it seems to me that when a
woman be omefi a mother she also be-
comes more gentle, toore noble, kinder
and forgiving—at least in most all eases. :

At any rate that's how'itwas with my
mistress. As soon us Bhe saw your pretty i

little lace she cried softly—the first tears]
I ever saw her shed—rand Kissing your
wee mouth, said : 'My oomfbrtp and
then turning her eyes to me, 'Burton,
dear*—she nevercaued me dear before
'how T wish my husband could see his
child.' 'Then why not. prayf 1 1
hastily replied, then hoping to catch
her while she was in the notion, 'Let
me scud him word.' Her face Hushed
as she gently shook her head. But the
next morning she called me to her bed-
Bide and said: 'Burton, I can wait no
longer—l must see my husl and.'

" 'Very well, I will write,' said I.
" 'No, no,' she replied. 'I could not

trust a totter. Why, Burton, it might go \
estray, be lost or delayed. Do you think ;
I could trust such a precious message
through the mails? >io, indeed. You
shall go and see him, ISurton—my good,
faithful Burton. Iwill bo quite safe hero
with the nurse, so give yourself no mi- i
easiness; and, Barton, listen, tell him 1 j
am longing for him, night-and day. Tell
him to eoine to me. 1 wish to lay uiy
child in his arms.'

"Agreat many loud messages she sent
which 1 cannot now remember. And
with a light heart [started on my jour-
ney, reaching Hightowers early the next
morning. When I entered, the gates
everything around the place seen; 1
strangely sad and quiet. 1 made my way
up to the servants' quarters, and was sur-
prised to liud some of the women in
tears, aud the rest all talking in whispers.
And then, after awhile, T learned that
your papa was dead. Ho died very early
that same morning of heart disease, and
was found, sitting in his study, with your
mamma's picture clasped tightly iv his
hand.
"I don't hardly know now how I got j

back to my mistress. Icannot tell you.]
It would break my heart to describe the
joyous light which shone in her eyes as
I entered the room, expecting to see hor
husband following mo, and the disap-
pointment, as her eyes questioned mine,
with such an imploring look of yearning I
in their depths. 1 bent and kissed tho j
pale, damp forehead, and still she looked i
at mo without speaking. Oh, such a j
dumb, beseeching 100k—it almost mad-
dened me.

" 'lie cannot como just yet, dear,' I |
said. 'Have a little patience.' But her
eyes never lelt mine for a. moment. They j
held mo as with a spell.
" 'Tell me the truth, Burton. Tell me i

the truth—no matter how bad ftis,'sho
moaned, with her eyes still searching and
searching my face; and so I toid her how
her hosband h;;d died with her picture
in his hand. She smiled, and, sighing
faintly, pressed you tightly in her arms.
But your mamma never fully regained
her strength, and in the winter she I>l- \came weaker and weaker day after day,
when she, too, passed away, leaving youj
a four-months' babe, in my care. And j
there, dearie, is all that is to be told."

The girl slowly rises to her feet and
takes the old woman's face between both
her hands and kisses hoy lips once, I
twice and thrice, and also the brow three
times, and then hurriedly leaves the !
room.

Like a white dove ot peace a snowy let- 1
tor is flying quickly on its way to far-off j
India—a sweet, humble little letter—ask-
ing iv pretty girlish words for forgive-
ness.

A handsome, sad-faced young officer
is seated in camp idly watching a couple 'of comrades engaged in a lively game of
cards. He raises his eyes, without inter-
est, as the mail carrier approaches, and!
lazily scans the half-dozen letters whi-h
fall to his share until, with a gasp of un-
utterable joy, he seizes a dainty, white
missive which has 11uttered, from br-
tween the others, to the ground. His
trembling ringers almost refuse to open
it. He rises to his feet, letting the others
fall unheeded in a heap on the ground,
and walks quickly toward his tent, A
few minutes after one of his brother offi-
cers approaches his tent, fearing some
evil tidings bus reached the favorite. He
raises the tent flap and sees Tom sitting 'with the letter pressed to his lace.

"Bad news, eh? Cheer up, old chap.
You havi n't neeeived sentence of death,
have you?"

Tom jumps to his feet with a loud
laugh.

"No, Ted. I have just received my
pardon, and am offby the next steamer. ""Apetticoat in the case, I'llbet my best
pair of spurs," growls Ted.

The old nurse and housekeeper is sit-

tinjj in her cosy rooiu knitting tho pretti-
est pail of tiny bluo Bocksiinaeumble.Beneath the window oomea acEorasof
childish, happy voices; then n olatler and
natter of little feet, two .pak 1 of chubby

\u25a0 am beating loudly unon the door.
SuiHiug. Bhe rises and allows them t() v.:\-
t.r, to be saluted by cries for ;i "flilry
m r-.\." The old woman shakes her
hcttUj fondly declaring sho knovrs no
storit"*.

"Yes, yea, you do, nursio. Papa saya
you can tell wonderful stories."

"Yes," tho other tot breaks in breath*
lcsslv, "papa says you told mamma a
wonderful story once, and it brought hiiu
all tho way from India."
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All on one side—the offer that's made by the pro-
prietors of Dr. Sage's Catarrh
Kemedy. It's $500 reward for
an incurable case of Catarrh, no
matter how bad, or of how long
standing. They mean what they
My ; they're responsible, and the
offer has been made for years.
It's all on your side—you lose I
your catarrh, or you're paid $500 j
for keeping it. But it's safe for !

them, too — they know you'll be
cured.

Dr. Sage's Remedy produces
perfect and permanent cures of
Chronic Catarrh in the Head, as
thousands can testify. "Cold in
the Head " is cured with a few
applications. Catarrlial Head-
ache is relieved and cured as if
by magic. It removes offensive
breath, loss or impairmc nt of the
sense of taste, smell or hearing,
watering or weak eyes, and im-
paired memory, when caused by
the violence of Catarrh, as they
all frequently are. Remedy sold j

I by druggists, 50 cents.

of mercury and potash mixtures.
They aggravate the disease instead
of curing it.

Life A Burden.
"Isuffered for five years with mercurial '

rheumatism, which was the result ofpotash
and mercurial treatment by physicians for
constitutional blood poison. They not only
failed to cure me, but made me a physical
wreck and my life a burden. I then com-
menced taking Swift's Speciflo (S.S.S.,)ancl
after taking a few bottles was entirely
cured both of the rheumatism and blood
poison. Icheerfully commend S. S. S., to
any one similarly afflicted.

John H. Lyles, Sorento, 111.

Books on Blood and skin Diseases Free.
THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO., Atlanta, Ga.

|H Wood-working Machinery
fy\ f\F ALLKINDS, OF BEST

—*•*—-»». Vy inn.ke and Lowest Price.Is2sS?^ S AND SHINGLEi-jggjgn MACHINERY, TIOK CHIS-
N^TgfiL IXTOOTH SAWS, Etc.

TRON-WORKING TOOLS,I CROSBY STEAM GAUGES!ENGINES and BOILEIiS ofany
capacity, etc.

TATUM 6c BOW EN,
84 and 30 Fremont street, San

Francisco, Manufacturers and
Aceiits- \Va

PCl>leae«t«r'a Eccilok Dtaa*nd Braad.

ENNYROYAL PILLS
-<S>v Or«arlBBl mat Osly a«i;n(Dr. A

£~4l fr£\ •*'«• »!»»/« r'Uable. ladies uk >K\rJi\ V~\MB l»rugn-ißt f»r Oiichfteri Br..jUt\ Dia-JBh\m^VUk^M^L^'n'Ad Brand ia KtM nod Gold ni*UHia\WSr
CV —OBmbozea. scalod with b'.at- ribbon. Take VST
7*7 S^ vhjjuo other. He/Use daii/tirovt $übititu- V
I / *~ fjftioruiand imitaitom. At I)ra«xisi«, or «fnd <i«.
I v tjf In siin.fl for partieclart, testimoatals %m\
\V D> "K»llv-f for I.adlrn,*1 i>»!<:««-. by rrtnm

—\^ IT Mail. 10,000 Tei:tnieD!»]«. t/am* Paper.
/—*/;Chl<>>ie«t«rCJbemicalCo.,afadliionBq Bmr«lSo.d by all Local Druggisu. i'hiJadiu. Fa>

1

! Penetrating
'•^QUfCK^-' PLASTER.
I"3 hmtL *LL t'" yl*CX- Others in
":^ AND TnE fc,-comparison are slow or
~-^%, np i « ._. iR^DEAD. Iffcuffcringtry

A Di^WOOD'S PLASTER.
//T^v^ VtvNN It Penetrates, Re-
•y^/7?^xS*Pr\VOO licveK. Cures.
"^•///V'lii^VvX An Dru-ffiPta.

ajuuve wo/twiM&F/s*Mro#£a/Bs
RKMiTES GOLDEN SPECIFICItcan bt givrn!n coffee, tea, or tvarticles offo«Kitbout tbe kaowiedre of patient if nccevsanIt Is absolutely harmless and v»ilj effect a permineat and speedy cure, whether the patient la

I niocjoratedrinkeroran aloohollc wreck 1TK"""ER FAILS. Itoperates so quietly And with sncertainty that the patient undergoes no Inot\u25bcenience, and »oon his complete reformntlc^effected. 4S paa« book free. Tobe had of

j JOSEPH UAHN & CO., Fifth and J Street!

!*iu*ccllrtjicou**

THE CHEAPEST AM) KEisT MEDICINE FOR FAMILY USE IN THE WORLD.
Instantly stops, the most excrnclatlnepatns; never bits to give e»we to the mflbm, a'ftwapplications act like magic, oaosing ue pain to Instantly stop,

A CURE FOR ALL BOWEL COMPLAINTS.
Internally tau«n In doses of from thirty tosixty CUroi s bo ball ;i tumbler of \* iter will euro
Ina fewminutes Cramps, Spasms, Sour Stomach. Colic, Flatnl rtburu LansuoiPainting Spells, < noLfSRA MOHBI S, DTARKH3 A., DYSKNTKin .1

ache, Naiisfu, Vomiting, Norvousnoss, S!i\'}>!csstu>ss, Malaria aiul ;:il Internal p » d
from change of diet or water or other causes. SOCeataa Hoitii-. -->i.i iivin-n-c.-i-.

The Liebig COMPANY
Have lor t\v. r.ty-liw you* bOOD putting
up the famous protlucl which stirredmedical circles when flrsl Invented and
given to the world by the renowned
chemist, Justus yon Lfa bi^. Their

EXTRACT OF BEEF
Isknown around the world and has laJ
been rani.a into "Darkest Africa" j
Stanley. Itis anapproachablo for purlliavor ami beneficial effects. As i.
Tea, delicious and refreshlni;. bidUipw
sable in Improved and E^couoiulo r'
I iy.

Genuine >O of

Sigaatnrc*^ *$

CONSUMPTION C U RED.
ion u> yi;ai;s dr. wm..

HILL'S BillAil
F"OR TME LUNGS

Has been a never-felling family remedy lotCOUGHS, COX.DS, CONSUMPTION, "I*GKIPVE," SORE THROAT, HO VRSK-
'. PNBUMONH, CATARRH, IN-

£&X5££A.l. WWW A?*» CHRONICBRONCXTTTIS, ASTHMA, WICOOIUNOCOUGH, CROUP, PIEUKtSY, PAIN IXXw^v^P,15 ANI> »»*ABT, SPITTINGOF blood and all dUease* of tb«

Throat, Chest and Lungs
Leaaingto CONSUMPTION

I>r. wm. HAii'S BALSAM contains Daopium, morphine, nor any deleterious drug
It booUmm atiJ heals the Membrane of the

•.ntlutn.'d :ma polMOnAd by dlaeaM andpn rents nighi sweata and tlghtnesti across
the chest It Is pleasanl to the ta
and ask for Dr. wm. halvs balsamuiid take no other.
Trade supplied by KIRS, GEARY & CO., Sacramento. Cal.

PRICE, -.'.m \u0084 500., <*l-
Dr. WM. HAUL CO., NKW YOKK.

TUECRftTuSniDRIKIC
Packngc BUkM S K»Ucn»-
Dt'licii>is. iparKlinif. and
wpetixinc, fcold T»y »U
di'Hl.-rs. A beaniiful pic-
ture Hook auil onr.tri wit
Fi'.-t t)any oiio. ddreMsing
Thk O. K. HIKESCO..

PhilaUulptuUk

;
V£TERIHARY SPECIFICS

For Horses, Cattle, Sheep, Dogs, Hogs, !
AND POULTRY.

5001'age ISonk (tnTrcntmcnt ofAnimal*
and Chare seal !•>«•»•.

v FcvcrN.Cr.iiv^^iioiiH.lr.dunimationA.A.fSptnul MenißKttlk, Milk Fove*.
!? B.—Sit-aiuM, Lanetm, Kin-nnintisia.
<'.t.--!tt».i<-:ii|MM'. Nasal t)iM<-huri{cs.
I>.lt. —Dots or <>riit>t, Uiirn -.
1"..K.--<'«ill»:ll«., HeSTCW, i'lU-MtlMlliiii.
F.1«".--Colic or Grtyem Iti'llyaont'.
|;.<;.-->1 i>.:u rriuirc, Il<>ni»rrliuu<' X
11.12 .—l'rinary iincl Kidncv DlaesUMS*
I.l.—Eruptive Itih«-n-\u25a0(•-«. ilanijf.
J.K.—Dioeasc-H of Diiit-btiou, Faraiyais.
M:ii,li li. •itk> (ovt-r 50 doses), - - .()0
Stable Case, with Specifics, Mamuil,

Veterinujp Core Oiland .UcUU'uiur, S ?.<>'>Jar Vt'iiTiuary I'uri- Oil, - . "1.00
Sold by DrucKists; or y^utFrepaid aaywhoro

and inany quautity on Receipt ofPrice-
HUMPHREYS' MEDICINS CO.,

Corner William aud John Sts., Nrw York.

i t^SBwI 1 hoh£opathic jrif?

H USPECIFIC Ko.fi 0
lv uso 30 jfars Tho only suocessful IKBCd] tat

Nervous Debility, Vita! Weakness,
and Prostration, from over-work or other eWB
91 pur vwl, or ft vmUnrul lai^<; vn.l powder, tor

Bold ry Dbosoicts, or sent }x>su>uli!on receipt
of price.-HUMPHREYS 1 MEDICINE CO.,

Cor. William and Joha Sta.. If.V-

The Original and Ganuine
(WORCESTEjRSHiRE)

SAUCE
Zffipnts tho moat ddicious tasto anJ zeat to

EXTRACT fl»i SOUPS,
Of a LETTKItlroru HB
a MEDICAL GEN- All tilt IVIES,
TLEIIAN at M.id- TJrO,
itif,to his brother WM FISH,
at WORCE3IXK. £|g8
Slay, 136LlIOT *COIJB
LKA & PERKINS' MEATS,
thai their uar.cb is l&'ggjxS/i
hwhlyenteemod in SSSJgig t;A3IE,
Idilia, anJ la in my §\u25a0•, -<^,^sra
cpinloa, tiio most b«I*_[se2? I^ll-
-nnlatnble, as wc'J SrSS*KM»i
ax Xhc uiost whole. 'M^X% IiAWEBITS,
some sauco thul is tt^^ aW

Be^^of^mtatioiis;
gee that you get Lea & Perrins 1

Sifmatnra on every bottloor Orteifcal & Genuine.
JOHN DUNCAN'S SONS, NEW YOKK.

CEilTli MATE OF PARTNERSHIP.

WE CERTIFY THAT WE OONSTFTUTH
a partnership transacting business in

tho City of Sacramento, in this btato. Its
principal place ol busineßi! succnto,
Oftlifbrnia, Its name in M.HIRSCH
The fuli names and respect! of resi-
dence ol all Its members are signed hereto.

Doted' Sacramento, Cal., .Inly 2, 1891.
[SKAL.j MARKS BlRSCH,Saeramcnto,Cal.

PHILIP HIR» .nt.^Ca!.
State <>f California, ( i>i;r11% o<' Sacramento—?aa~. On this :]ii cbty ofJuly, in tboyo

thoujtand el^hi hundred and niruty-
fore iiß', Isjuu- joscpn, a Notary E*ublic. in
aiid for the said County ol
Bonally appeared MAIIKS HIKSCH and
PHILIP BfIRSCH, kiKiwu to mo to be tho
pofsona who . arc sutocribed to:m<l

:ecut*d the within Instrument, un<J
they acknowled£ed to mo that they executed
the same.

[;\u25a0 witness \v!h.t<ol, i have hereunto a t my
hand and nffixed my official Beal,al ray o Rce
in the said County of Saeramcnto, the day
and year tn tbiscertlficftte HrsJ übovo written.

!.si:,vi..l ISAAC JOSEPH, Notary L*ublic.
Indoi-.sod: Filed July L\ 1891.
[ska U] V- . \V. BHUADS, Cleric.
By J. F. Doonv, Deputy. jy4-5tS


