
,  — NEWSPAPER LAWS. 

Any person who takes the paper resrularty from the 

EostotHcc, whether directed to his name or whether 
o is n subscriber or not. Is responsible for the pay. 
The courts havo decided ;th«t refusing to take 

newspapers ami periodicals from tho postoftfoe. or 
removing' and leuvinit them uncalled tor it prime 
jficizevidence of intentional fraitd. 

YE HAPPY FARMERS' LIFE. 

Of all the Lives I wot of 
Ye farmer's Is most Blest. 

He tills ye Soil with sturdy Toll 
And wastes no Tyrae in Rest. 

He rises in ye Morning 
When half-past Two has struck, 

At Tenne he hittes ye Bedde again, 
If yet he has good Luck. 

He journeys Xo ye Stable 
And milks two dozen klne. 

At half-past Four he hungers sore, 
And for ye Food does Pine. 

Of fried Pork Chops and Coffee 
He gladly does partake. 

And to complete ye Meal does eat 
Ye luscious Buckwheat cake. 

He rises from ye Table 
And Follows forth' ye Plow, 

But leaves his Place full soon to chase 
Back home ye straying Cowe. 

Returning to ye Meadow 
He labors hard till noon, 

And then does, munch a Bite of 
Lunch, 

Which he dispatches soon. 

All day he Gayly labors 
In the Field and Stable-Yard, 

Nor weary grows as on he goes, 
Nor finds his Work is hard, 

lie beds down all ye Cattle, 
When roosts ye tired Lark, 

A sickly Glim he takes with him 
To light him after dark. 

From one Year to another 
He Harvest sows and reaps, 

lie lives and thinks and works and 
drinks, 

And also eats and sleeps. 
What work he has not Tyme for 

Is managed by his Wyfe. 
All must concede 'tis good to lead 

Ye happye Farmer's life. 
-Portland Oregonian. 

MYSTERIOUS 
MISS DACRES 
By Mrs. Schuyler Crowninshield. 

Copyright liXJl, by J. B. Lipplncott Co. 

CHAPTER IV.— CONTINUED. 
"Well, yes, somewhat," confessed 

Mr. Beldon, "but really they gave 
me no such idea of her, I must say— 
no such awful idea of her—as that 
.sin? gave me herself when she came 
in here last night." 

"Yon have been dreaming," I de-
flared—"dreaming! Lock your door, 
Mr. Beldon, and don't imagine " 

Here Glorianna unceremoniously 
polced her head in at the door. 

"The's another newspaper feller 
t'liino an' he Kays he wants to get 
look in." 

Mr. 1'eldon sprang to the door. 
"Say she'll come in a minute, Glory, 
in a minute." He pushed her out, 
drew me in, and this time he did lock 
his door most hurriedly. 

"1 told you," lie said, speaking very 
fast, "that old Haiglit was putting 
them 011 to the case. Now promise 
me that you won't take him in. They 
have withdrawn the police from the 
Hall, L hear, and now the newspaper 
harpies, are going to have their 
innings. Xow promise me, Mrs. 
Brathwaite, do promise me. If you 
must take in a reporter, take some 
•one not on our paper." 

"I slia'n't take him," said I. "Don't 
you be alarmed. Nothing would 
tempt me to help annoy the ladies 
>it the Ilall." I then went out and 
I heard him lock the door after me. 
He was evidently more afraid of his 
own editor than of all the ghosts 
in Christendom. I went swiftly out 
to the porch, and there I found a 
young fellow, not yet out of his 
teens. He had newspapers in all his 
pockets, and there was such an erup
tion of pencils everywhere that he 
might almost have answered to the 
sobriquet of "The Human Porcu
pine." 

He bowed politely. 
"Have you a room for rent?" he 

said. 
"No," said I. 
"Why, I was told in the village 

that 1 might be able to get in here. 
I came from the city this morning 
to write up a sensation, and I want 
to remain for two or three days." 

"Well, I have no room for you," I 
said. "What is your paper?" 

"The Morning Scythe," said he. At 
this L smiled a little, with relief at 
finding it not to be the Star Union, 
but I had no idea of harboring any
one who wanted to write up my own 
dear people at the Ilall, and said 
only, "Well, I have 110 room unoccu
pied: besides, I never let my room 
for less than a week." 

"Oh, the editor wouldn't mind pay
ing a week's rent at all, I'm sure. 
He is very keen after this article." 

"Well," said I, "I wouldn't let you 
have a room if I was as poverty-
stricken as Job's turkey, and you 
offered me a hundred dollars a week. 
Here, Hill," I said, "see this stranger 
oft' the premises." 

My old dog got up and came over 
to where the young man stood and 
began pushing against him with his 
great body. 

"Does he bite?" asked he. 
"Not. unless too hard pushed," I 

•aid. "Don't push him too hard." 
"I won't" said he. "That's what 

fte's doing to me. I'll just go along' 
and up to the Hall." 

"Glorianna," I called. 
"Yes'111," said Glorianna. 
"Send Baldwin here." 
"Oh, I'm going, ma'am," said the 

young stranger. 
"Yes," said J, "you are." 
"I'm going right on up to the 

Ilall." 
"No." said I, "you're not." » 
Here lialily Towner appeared. 
"Baldwin," said I, "this young 

man. hardly more than a lad, wants 
to iip and annoy the ladies. You 

and Bill see that he doesn't," and I 
sat down as Baldy Towner came 
round the house. 

The young man walked down the 
steps quickly and out to the gate. 

"You carn't mount that there bike 
until ye've walked down the road a 
bit," said Baldy Towner; "in fact, I 
don' know as ye'd better mount at 
all." Whereupon he took an awl 
from his pocket and gave the tire a 
jab; there was a great rush of air, 
and the punctured rubber collapsed. 

"How dare you!" said the lad. 
"That is an indictable offense. I'll 
have you up in court. I'll " 

"You kin do anything but go to 
the Hall; thet ye carn't." 

Bill stood where Baldy ordered him 
to stand, in the middle of the road 
leading up to the Hall, ready to 
spring if Baldy gave the word, and 
so the young man started to walk 
back to the village, pushing his use
less bicycle in front of him along 
the way that he had come. I saw 
that he was passed by another man, 
who was driving in one of the regu
lar buggy-hacks that take visitors 
out to the country places round Gal-
tersville. The buggy stopped right 
in front of our door. 

"Is that another of those report
ers, Charlie?" I called to the man. 
He was a driver for our one livery 
stable. We had been to the village 
school together in our childhood. 

"I dono'm," said Charlie. "He said 
he wanted a nice place to board, and 
I thought I'd bring him out to your 
house." 

"I never saw anything like the 
number of people wanting board just 
now," said I. "I might make money 
if I owned a hotel. No, I haven't any 
place for you," for I saw that his 
pockets, too, were fairly bulging out 
with papers and pads and pencils. 

By this time the man was close to 
the steps. 

"What paper are you from?" 
said I. 

"How did you know? Oh, my ma
terials, I suppose. Well, then, the 
Star Union." 

"I wouldn't take a man from the 
Star Union for his weight in gold," 
said I. 
. "What's the matter with the Star 
Union?" he asked. "Been saying 
anything about you, or anyone con
nect " 

"No," said I. "I never jjet into the 
papers. There is no reason why I 
should, but I don't want to take 
newspaper reporters. I have an in
valid aunt " 

"I should like to interview her 
" He took a pad from his 

pocket. 
"We have a ghost in the house, 

and " 
"I'll write it up " He drew a 

pencil from another pocket. 
"I have a strange young woman, a 

trained nurse, in my lower front, 
and " 

"She might give me an article on 
the system of training nurses " 

" And a news—but no! I won't 
take you." 

"What were you going to say about 
a newspaper man?" 

"I was going to say that a news
paper never knows enough to mind 
its own business, and I, for one, will 
have nothing to do with them." 

"Then I'll go on to the Hall," said 
the stranger, turning towards the 
buggy. 

"Charley Blount," I called, "if you 
let that man go to the Hall, you and 
I are friends no longer. Y'ou know 
what the ladies wish. Do it, and 
don't let strangers come meddling in 
Galtersville." 

Charlie Blount looked uncertainly 
at me. Then he turned to the 
stranger. 

"I don't know as I can take you," 
said he. "Ef the ladies don't want it, 
nuff said." 

"Then I'll walk." 
"Not ef Bill knows it," said Baldy 

Towner. "Here. Bill." 
"Well, I'm blessed! Deprive a man 

of his liberty on the high-road in this 
free country? I'll see what the law 
says to that," and the stranger got 
slowly into the carriage to drive 
back to the village with Charlie 
Blount. 

He had not more than taken his 
seat in the buggy before Miss Dacres 
dashed down the hill from the di
rection of the Hall, rode up to the 
side of the fence, jumped lightly off 
in that way that experts have, and 
leaned her wheel against the elm-
tree. She stood looking inquiringly 
at the two men. 

"What do they want?" she said. 
"One's a newspaper man," I re

plied. "He wants to interview the 
ladies up at the Ilall, but as far 
as I can, I shall prevent it." 

"Perhaps I'll let you interview me 
some day," said Miss Dacres, smiling 
at the stranger. 

"You're not what I'm after," said 
the man as they drove off. 

"Well," said Miss Dacres, "I'm glad 
I'm not what he's after," and came 
in at the gate. 

"Please do not walk on the grass," 
I called. "Just since you have been 
here it's getting dreadfully worn." 

"Am I the only one?" asked Miss 
Dacres. 

"Yes," said I, "you are, or no—" 
and then I recalled the fact that Mr. 
Beldon always walked on the grass 
also. "I must speak to him about 
it," said I. 

"To whom?" asked Miss Dacres. 
"Have you a room for rent?" 
The question was getting monoton

ous. I turned quickly at these words. 
This latest applicant for a room at 
my house seemed to have risen out 
of the ground. He began to cough 
as soon as I10 had spoken, and 
coughed violently for a minute or 
so. He was a weak old man, a 
clergyman, apparently. When he 
had finished his paroxysm he came 
nearer. "I have had a bad attack 
of grippe," said he. "I am from 
the west. I was traveling to Wash

ington to see about a pension to 
which I am entitled, for, you must 
know, I served in the late war." 

"Come right in," said I,, "and rest 
yourself." 

He came slowly into the yard and 
walked haltingly up the gravel path. 
That" pleased me, his not walking on 
the grass, and I made up my mind 
that if he was willing to take the 
little room over Mr. Beldon's and 
back of Aunt Jane Mary's, I would 
take him in. At this rate it would 
not be long before I should be able 
to repay Miss Dacres what I owed 
her and send her off. But stay! 
Did I wish to send her oil? Her blue 
eyes—her light curly hair—her name 
—Amaranthe! 

We walked to the steps together, 
the old gentleman and I. I really 
wanted to assist him, but was afraid 
of hurting his feelings, so I went 

at 
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"HAVE YOU A ROOM FOR RENT?" 

slowly up to the piazza and sat down. 
He had halted half way to cough 
again, and as he seized upon the rail I 
thought that he would strangle. 

Finally he recovered, wiped his 
eyes, and came to where I sat. I 
arose hastily and drew a chair for
ward. into vjliich he sank with a 
grateful nod. He wore a frock coat 
of shabby black and a turned-down 
white collar, what we used to call 
a Byron collar. He had bushy eye
brows, and thin side whiskers, and 
long, thin, iron-gray hair. 

"How queer for you to find this 
quiet little place," said I. 

"I came to see your college. You 
have a very fine one," he replied. 
"The president is an old friend of 
mine. In fact, we were college 
chums, and shouldered muskets in 
the old Ninety-second New York side 
by side. I have been at his house to
day, and when he saw how worn out 
I was with this cough, he advised 
me to rest awhile before going to 
Washington. He recommended me 
to you." lie then fumbled in his 
pocket and brought out a letter, 
which he handed me. I knew the 
writing well. I opened it. It ran: 

"Dear Mrs. Brathwaite: You will do all 
good people a favor If you will take in 
my old friend. Dr. Wynne, for a little 
stay. He ought not to travel at present, 
and I think your neighborhood is exact
ly the one for him just now. I shall come 
out to see him soon; meantime do what 
you can for him. and thus place me only 
deeper in your debt as a friend, and 

"Believe me, yours faithfully, 
"As ever, 

"Marmaduke Smith." 
Now Marmaduke Smith and I had 

studied our geography in the same 
class at the village school, Marma
duke at the head, Charlie Blount at 
the foot, and I half way between, 
and there had been a time—well, I 
won't go into that, but I felt if Mar
maduke wanted anything, and I 
could procure it for him, I was bound 
to do so. 

"Do you think you can go up
stairs?" I asked. "My other rooms 
are all taken." 

"Front or back?" said he in his 
quavering voice. 

"Well, I'm sorry to say that my 
aimt has the upper front, and I have 
the room across the hall from hers. 
There is only a small room left, back 
of my aunt's." 

"Have you other boarders in the 
house?" 

"Yes, a lady and a gentleman. 
They are strangers to each other. 
The lady is in the front, and the 
gentleman at the back. I could give 
you a small room over his—the gen
tleman's, I mean." 

"That will do capitally," said Dr. 
Wynne. 

"Or I could change into the little 
back room myself," said I, "and give 
you mine; it wouldn't be much trou
ble. The front is pleasanter, and 

"Not for the world," cried out the 
old gentleman, "not for the " and 
then he began to cough again until 
the tears rained down his cheeks. 
"I will take the back room with the 
greatest pleasure," said he when he 
could speak. "When can I come?" 

"At once," said I. "Have you a 
trunk?" 

"Oh, yes, we arranged that. If I 
did not return by four o'clock, Dr. 
Smith was to send it out. Y'ou know 
he boards in the village, but he 
thought the dust of Main street 
would irritate my lungs. It seems 
all very sweet and peaceful out 
here." 

I settled Dr. Wynne in the litile 
room over Mr. Beldon's, and - came 
down to find my lower-back in the 
hall. 

"You've taken a new boarder," said 
he, "after all your promises." 

"He is not a newspaper man. I 
promised not to take newspaper men. 
You really must know that I cannot 
be bound to take no one while you 
are here. In that case, you had bet
ter engage the entire house." 

He muttered something which 
sounded like "that would have been 
better," and then spoke aloud. "How 

is it possible for me, a poor reporter, 
to take a whole house like this? Of 
course I can't. What is this new man 
like?" 

"He is an old clergyman," said I. 
"He is highly recommended by my 
old friend, President Marmaduke 
Smith, of the Galtersville College. 
He is from way out west somewhere, 
I don't know where. But how did 
you know that I had taken anyone?" 

"How do I know? I'm sure I can't 
tell you. It's in the air, I suppose, 
as you said this morning. You are 
sure he is just a clergyman?" 

"One look at the poor, old man is 
enough," said I. "Why, What did 
you think he was?" 

"Well, I—I—thought it might be 
old Haight himself perhaps, come 
out here to track out the mystery 
up at the Hall. But, of course, lie 
would make no secret of who he is, 
and he wouldn't tell a lie, not to get 
the whole scoop. What peculiar su
perstition does your friend affect?" 

"If you mean what church he be-_ 
longs to," I said stiffly, for I did not 
at. all like the lightness of his tone 
in speaking of religious matters, "I 
think he is a Baptist. He said some
thing about bathing, called it immer
sion, this morning. Poor old gentle
man! I'm afraid lifc's not long for 
this life." 

"Well," said my lower-back, shrug
ging his shoulders. "I suppose I'll 
have to put up with him, but I 
want to say just this, if he makes a 
noise overhead, or roams round at 
night like your aunt, you can count 
me out." 

"I'm very sorry," said I, "but my 
poor aunt cannot walk one step. 
How you do harry me. Y'ou are so 
fanciful. I really have no one to 
help me, and nowhere to turn. I 
must make all the income I can at 
present, and I don't want you to ask 
me why." 

"Very well, enough said," and Mr. 
Beldon went into his room and closed 
the door. This time he locked it, as 
I had advised, and I saw nothing 
more of him that day. 

Meanwhile, whenever I could get 
an opportunity, I stole one of Miss 
Dacres' letters, and as I did so I re
placed it with the one that I had 
just copied. I read them with deep 
interest, and spent a great deal of 
time over them in my own room, so 
much so that Aunt Jane Mary com
plained that she was left entirely to 
Glorianna. 

One day when Miss Dacres had 
gone off on one of her lengthy rides, 
and I had been up to call on the la
dies, I returned to find her door open 
and Glorianna standing within the 
opening. She was beckoning silent
ly with a quick, sharp crook of the 
finger. 

"Glorianna," said I, "Miss Dacres 
allows no one in her room'but me." 

"That's why I come," said Glori
anna. "You be'n fooled long 
enough." 

"What do yen mean?" I asked. 
Glorianna closed the door gently 

and then crossed the floor. She flung 
a towel over the keyhole of the com
municating; door, and led the way to 
the door of the cellar. This I saw 
that she had already unbolted; she 
began to descend the stairs. 

"Come back, Glorianna," said I, 
"come back!" in as loud a whisper 
as I dared give voice to. "You know 
I told her that no one should enter 
her room but myself, and going into 
the cellar was a very particular part 
of the promise. Come up, do you 
hear? Come up!" 

[To Be Continued.] 

Lesson in Hair Dressing; 

The Cowboy's Virgil. 
George Handy is in town—tender

foot from Colorado. Originally he 
Mas a tenderfoot in Colorado from 
New Y'ork. When acting as tele
graph operator at the railroad station 
in Guthrie he was approached one 
day by a citizen of quiet mien who 
asked when the next train left. In 
an airy way he replied, "Oh, when it 
can." The stranger reached back 
and produced a "gun," which, accord
ing to Handy, was two feet long and 
as big around as a cannon. "When 
do that train leave?" he repeated. 
Handy, yielding the floor, anjiably 
answered that question and a dozen 
others which were flung at him. See
ing a book lying on the desk, he 
said: "What book are that you're 
reading?'" "That's my Virgil, and 
I'm translating a few lines when I 
have time." "Virgil? God bless him! 
Haven't seen him in 20 ye,ars. How 
is the old boy? Just the same as 
ever?" He opened the volume, sat 
down 011 a bench and began to read 
it off in perfect English, to the 
amazement of Handy, a Yale boy. 
"How did you learn it?" the operator 
asked. "Oh, I was first honor man 
at Harvard and always loved Virgil. 
Where is that train?"—N. Y. Press. 

"Itutitiaed u I.eetle." 
"Very amusing are the struggles 

our German friends have with the 
English vocabulary," remarked a 
gentleman I met on the smoker's plat
form. 

"We had a religious revival in our 
neighborhood, and Annie, our Ger
man housemaid, decided to become a 
church member, y, was a sect of a 
liberal creed, some of whose members 
favored baptism by immersion, some 
by sprinkling. 

"We did not know which Annie pre
ferred, and although the question was 
a nice one with my wife she did not 
think best to urge or advise in the 
matter. The ceremony was per
formed one evening, and the moruing 
after Annie presented herself with 
smiling face. 

" 'Well, Annie,' said my wife, 'you 
were baptised, were you?' 

" 'Ya—yes,' said Annie, 'a leetle.' 
"We subsequently learned that her 

'leetle' baptism was a sprinkling. 
"We never learned why she chose 

the 'leetle' instead of the 'big.'"— 
Detroit Free Press. 

HE accompanying sketches 
show a style of liairdressing 
that is now fashionable. 
Waving the hair is still in 
vogue, and, as all of us are 
not able to pay a visit-to a 

fashionable hairdresser's every time 
we want our hair to look nice, we here 
instruct our readers how to produce 
the latest in coiffures. 

Our No. 1 shows how the hair should 
be divided, and how three wavers are 
used for each side. The hair may be 
allowed to remain in the wavers all 
Jiiglit, or can be pinched with hot irons 
should the effect be required imme
diately. 

When the hair is waved all round 
the head, it is frizzed underneath with 
the comb, or, better still, a liglitly-
made horse-hair frame is placed under
neath, to reach from ear to ear. The 
wavy hair is combed over this. 

Next \ve come to the back hair, which, 

as the illustration shows, is tied first 
of all in one piece at the back. After 
that it is divided into four strands. 
If one's own hair is not thick enough, 
a tail of hair made from combings, or 
a false one of 20 inches, should be 
added, and divided with one's own. 

The lower loop is formed first, and 
pinned in position; after this, the upper 
one, pointing in the opposite direction. 
;See No. 2.) Then the side ones are 
arranged to finish the back dressing. 
(See Fig. 3.) 

The front can be left rather flat, as 
Fig. 4, or may be raised, as Figs. 5 and 
G. This is according to style of face. 
The fringe is worn very often divided 
a little at the side, without making an 
actual parting, and the wavy part, 
which falls back, is divided, and forms 
three separate pieces, as Fig. G. 

Combs, flowers, and aigrettes are 
among the fashionable novelties for 
evening wear. 

In the Whirl of Fashion 
EAUTY at, this time of the 
year shines in ermine and 
white broadtail, but she 
carries the promise of 
spring in the guise of prim
roses and violets in her 

headgear. In our present dearth of 
novelties we are compelled to beautify 
all we possess, and paint the lily for 
the nonce! 

By what subtle process have skirts 
become gathered, Hutted, or plaited all 

once? Possibly the skirt yoke fs 
responsible, for it is a feature in all 
Uie latest skirts. It fits closely round 
the hips, it moulds the figure, and is 
Often covered with rows of fringe, or 
that new guipure which is made of 
braid and closely resembles embroi
dery. 

Fringe is immensely popular—whole 
skirts are made of chenille or silk 
fringe, and, if the production is ex
pensive, the effect is very graceful. 
Fringe forms berthas on low 
Victorian bodices—it edges open 
sleeves, and falls round the brim of 
Spanish bolero hats! Mantles are 
trimmed with the large caterpillar 
chenille fringe. For matrons'gowns 
very rich panels are made with rows 
of fringe in graduated widths. These 

Tweed Di at for a Matron. 

adorn the sides or narrow apron fronts 
of the new skirts, in which the front 
breadths are reduced to a minimum. 

In some cases the yoke curves round, 
quite narrow at the back, where one 
or two double box-plaits recall the 
skirts worn a few years ago. One o£ 
the most popular skirts is made with a 
very shallow box-plait in front and 
machine-stitched folds, which, like the 
box-plait,-flow loose from tliekne&to 
give the fashionable fulness round the 
feet. 

Velvet and velveteen are the smart
est wea r just now. Some of the cordu
roy and panne velveteens, so fusliiou-
alile, ar> as supple and thin in texture 
as the finest cloth. They can bekilUd 
or box-phiiled w'th excellent effect. 
Velvet dresses ior evening wear are 
made in the new princess sluipe, tight-
tittinE r..l the back, but opening infront 
on an imderskirt of sonis other mate
rial. Light, velvets are ths ivtust fash.. 

i o n a b 1 e — slate-blue, silver-gray, 
orange, turquoise, rose-pink, cherry, 
and cream velvets are certainly the 
loveliest fabrics imaginable. Black 
and white is still at the zenith of popu
larity; and there is a great fancy for 
plain figured moire for evening gowns. 
Transparent gauzes and chiffon ara 
worn over chine silks, and flecked wool
len materials in pepper and salt, or 
black and white, are in vogue, trimmed 
with red or royal blue machine-
stitched bands of velvet. 

Ball dresses run the risk of looking 
a trifle tawdry, they are so bedecked 
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Satin or Velvet Evening Gown for a Matron. 

with lace lozenges, beads, pearls, and 
artificial flowers. 

Square tabs and rounded scallops are 
being worn again. 

Sealskin coats are modernized with 
Louis Quinze yokes and front pieces 
of jardiniere embroidered ecru or pearl 
satin, and the bell-shaped sleeves show 
pieces underneath. 

The hard belts are succumbing to 
the charm of a small drawn belt oJ 
silk, satin or velvet, which crosses over 
at the back to droop in two short ir
regular ends, finished off with tags, 
tassels, or filigree balls of metal. 

ELLEN OSMONDE. 

Soudanese Clraillnm. 
Throughout the journey, at nothing 

in my equipment did the- natives gaze 
with such longing as at my supply of 
soap, writes William Gage Erving in 
his interesting account of a trip by 
Auirondaeks canoe down the Nile. It 
was unduly large when 1 left Berber; 
a week later it was gone. It was al
most the only article which had the 
habit of strangely disappearing by day 
or night and to make a present, of m 
tiny piece was to make the recipient a 
warm friend. The Sudanese river-
man is a cleanly animal; he bathes 
constantly in the river, and washes his 
clothing frequently,tut the white cot
ton cloth gives little evidence thereof. 
The water he uses is thick with mud. 
The scrubbing board is a rock, and the 
cleaning is accomplished by treading 
underfoot for an indefinite period the 
muddy heap of garments.—Century. 

I'wo Ilinlvein. 
Willie—Have you Leard the latest, 

Gus? 
(ills—No. 
"Oholh's half-brother is evtgaged to 

Reggie's half sister." 
"When will they b« Jtado Ooe,"-v$, 
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