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The next three days were days of waiting
»nd suspense. Lucille was expecting Gaston,

just as ifhe could have received her letter
-lready. Mme. Benoit was waiting for her
noble debtors to return her visits. Mother
mil daughter remained at home, but not
together; one at the window watching the
.arriage entrance; the other in the garden
peering into the future. Mme.
Eenoit relied on her splendor to
make friends for her; she would
take delight in showing the sumptuous apart-

ments. "We shall be unfortunate," she
mused, "ifno one offers us a cup of tea;

people cheerfully offer things to those who
can return them." The parlor, decked with
flowers, looked as ifprepared for a fete; its
mistress was in fulldress from morning till
night, like Russian officers who never take off
their uniforms. Jacquet, in.new livery, was

serving apprenticeship as a lackey and walk-
ingup and down under the portico. Sympa-
thizing hearts willbe grieved to learn that all
this expense was vain no one called on
Mmc Benoit. These ladies and gentlemen
Lad made ita rule to pay neither in money
nor politeness, and to return her nothing,

not even calls.
the was sadly musing behind her curtains,

where a coupe sounded cheerily on the grav-
eled court yard. The widow felt her heart
bound. Itwas the first time that any car-
riage buther own had left its impress before
her door. The coupe stopped; a gentleman,
stillyoung, alighted. Itwas not a debtor; it
was a hundred times better; itwas the Count
de Preux himself! He disappeared under
the portico; and Mme. Benoit cast

her eye over the parlor, glanced
approvingly at her toilet, and pre-
pared a little speech, though she had wit
enough to improvise one. The couut delayed.
She cursed Jacquet, who, doubtless, was de-
taining him in the ante-chamber. Why
didn't the door open Sue would have run
to meet her noble visitor had she not been
afraid of spoiling everything by unseemly
baste Finally the door opened; Jacquet
appeared.

"Show him in !"said the breathless widow.
"Show who in, madame?"
"The count!"
4 'Ahlhe's a count is lie? Well, there he

Is in toe court."
Mme. Benoit hurried to the window In

time to see Count de Preux enter his car-
riage, without turning his head, and give a
direction to his coachman. "Run after
him," said she to Jacquet. "What did he
say?"

"Madame, he's a very nice man, not a bit
stuck up. He is probably from the country,
because he asked whether the marquis wee
in. Isaid he wasn't, that's all."

"You blockhead, you didn't tell him ma-1-
ame was at home

"Yes, madame, Idid, but he didn't seem
to hear me."'

"You ought to have told him again."

"Ihadn't time. He asked me at once
when monsieur would come home. Iguess
be granted to speak to the marquis."

"Well, what did you tell him;"

"2fajVi! Itold him we didn't exactly
know how to take monsieur; that he didn't
see m to want to come back; then, as be
wasn't a hi! proud nor airisb, lup and told
him what a good joke madame and made-
moiselle played on the marquis."

"You blockhead, get out of here; you are
discharged! How much is coming to you?"

"Idon't know, madame."
"How much do youearn a month?"
"Nine francs, madame, but don't send me

away! Ididn't do anything! Iwont do so
any more!" and a flow of tears,

"How long since you were paid?"
"Two months, madame. But what's to

become of me ifyon drive me away?"
--! me here here are item Francs, and

here are twenty more I give you that you
ma* have time to find another ice. Now
go!"

Jacquet took the money, counted it to see
Hint the amount was correct, then fell on bis
knees, exclaiming: '.'Forgive me, madame,
I'm not bad! inever harmed anybody Inmy

life!"
"Ma«ter Jacquet, learn that stupidity is the

worst of vices."
"Why is that, madame," sobbed Jacquet.
"Because itis thi only one tint is never

ae."
Shi pushed him out, shut the floor in bis

face, and threw herself into an arm chair.
Jacquet leftthe house, carrying his posses-
sions and muttering, in a discon-
bolnte tone: "Sixty-two and eight
makes seventy, and ten makes eighty,
and twenty makes one hundred. But
I've killed the goose, snd she'll lay no more
golden eggs."

At dinner Lucille heard of Jacquet' dis-
grace, but dared not ask the cause. Mother
und daughter sat at the table, one sad, the
other morose, and ate dinner without a
word, when a letter waa brought for Mine.
d'Outreville. "From Gaston!" she ex-
claimed. Ala-*!no; It was from Mme. flint*
Jordy, nee Mclier. Lucille read aloud:

"Mydear friend: Iwrite toyouboth to our
hamlet and to Paris, for since your marriage
you have so forgotten me, that Ido not know
what ha become of you. As fur me, lam
liappy, happy, happy! There, you have my
whole history In three words. If you want

fuller details, come anIget them, or tell mc
where you are hiding yourself. Robert is the
best of men, except Monsieur t'.iston
d'Outreville, whom Ihave never "ii,but
whom Ishall kuow when you show him to
mc. Now, when cm Iembrace you? ihave
a thousand secrets that Ican tell to D > one
but you; have you not been my
only confidante? I am anxious to
ace whether you will know me >

without my having to write my nan* on
my hat. You, too, you must have changed.
We were such children, yon :ih two weeks .
ago, aud Ibut three weeks ago! Come to-
morrow to Passy Ifyou are inI'aris; as soon
cs you can ifyou are not at Arlange. Ihope

I•re are uot got ug to play the marchionesses, j
but that we will see e^-h other ofter, without !
even standing ou ceremony. Ilong to show I
you my bouse, tho most delightful plebeian
home In the world. You can then humble j
me with a view ofyour palace: but Imust see I
it. Itis my will. This is a command that
noone ever thinks of disobeying at Passv.
Hue dcs Tilleuls, No. lft. Good-bye. •Iem-
brace you without knowing where you arc.
Year

*
Cn.iSE."'

"Dear Celine!Ishall spend the da] with
her to-morrow. You will uot want mc, will
you. mammal"

"No,Iam goiuc to call ou a friend."
"Who. mammal'

'\u2666You don't know her. the Countess de
Malesy I Itwas thirteen years since Mme.
Boncit bad seen this venerable friend, on j
whom she hung her last hope. She found i
ber little chanced. The countess hadcrown j
deaf from bearing the cries of her creditor- ;j
but It was an accommodating deafness, that {
did not prevent her hearing when she j
wanted to. But her eye was bright, hrr ap- j
petite excellent, and she recognized Lcr

'

creditor and received her w!th touching fa-
railtarlty. •'Good morning, my dear, good |
morning.*" aha -aid. "1 never closed 'my |
door against you. You have too much good
•ens-- to come here to ssk for money J"

"Obi madame la countess! Ihave never
made you any Interested visits."

"You are likeyour father, my dear! Oh!
"Lopiuot was a ccMe fellow.

"

"You overwhelm him, madame la coun-I
'.

••Can you Imagine bow people can come j

to collect bills from such a poor woman as I?
ItIs not a year since Imarried my daughter
to the Marquis de Oroix-Maugars! It is a
good match, but it cost me my head and
eyes!" (Mile. "Malesy had not received a
centime of dowry.)

"As for me, madame,! have just married
my daughter to the Marquis d'Outreville."

"What's that! What did you say is that
gentleman's inline?"

Mme. Benoit made a trumpet "with her
hands and cried: "The Marquis d'Outrc-

IvillcI"'>/•//
"Yes, yes,Ihear; but which Outreville?

I There are real Outreviiles and false Outre-
vllles; and there are not many good' ones
left."

"This is ope of the good ones."
"Are you sure? Is he rich?"
"He has nothing."
"Allthe better for you! The bad ones are

j rich in deviltry; they bought the land and
;chateau and picked the name out of the

sfreet. What kind of a nose has he?"
"Who?"
"Your son-in-law."
"An aquiline nose."
"Icongratulate you. The false Outreviiles

;are apes; they have pug noses."
"This one was in the polytechnic school."
"Oh! Iknow bim; eccentric, but good

fellow. But, come, you are a sensible woman,
tell me how he ever came to commit such a
blunder."
Itwas Mme. Benoit's turn to play deaf.

, The countess continued: "I mean the.
blunder of marrying your daughter. Is she
very rich?"

"She had an income of one hundred thou-
sand livres for a dowry. We of the bourgeoisie
retain the custom of giving dowries to our
daughters. Take that!"

"No matter; Ithought he had better sense.
Understand, my dear, Iwould not say this if
be were here, but e/ttre nous

—
What is it

Rosine?" /

"Madame," said the chambermaid, "itis
the Bon Saint Louis clerk."
"Iam not in! Those tralesmen of the

Bon Saint Louts are intolerable! Ah! my

dear, what a good man your father was! I
j was about to remark that the marquis willbe
iblamed by everybody. No one willreproach

him to his face; he can drag his wife where he
!plea_es; but a true d'Outreville should never

have made a miss What now Rosine?"
"Madame, itis Mons. Majou."
"I'm out for the day; Ihave started for

the country. Did you ever see such a wine
merchant? Creditors now-a-days are worse
than beggars; ah! my dear, what a grand
man your father was! Your daughter, at
least, is handsome.

"Madame, 1shall have the honor of pre-
senting her to you some afternoon. My
son-in-law is ou our estate just now."

"That's right, bring her some morning.
I'm always at home until noon

—
Again,

Rosine! are we having a procession to-day?", "Madame, itis Mons. Bouniol."
"Tell him they are applying leeches to

me."
"Madame, he says he has been here live

times this week, and that if you refuse to
see him lie wont come any more."

"Well, show him in; I'lltell him his fate.
You willexcuse mc, my dear. Oh! your
father was a great man."
'Mine. Benoit, as she entered her carriage,

muttered: "Railon '.impertinent old woman !
You have debts. Ihave money; Ihold you!
Ifitcosts me 500 louis, you shall introduce
me into your daughter's salon."

Lucille bad long been with her friend in
one of the finest homes in the Rue drs Til—
leuls. The garden full of flowers looked
like a gigantic bouquet. Blackbirds with
golden bills sang and flew from tree to tree.
The house seemed to smile at the happy
splendor. Everything that climbs and
blooms, climbed and bloomed along its
walls. The sight ofall this awakened is the
marchioness sweet recollections of Arlange;
at that moment she would gladly ha* ex-
changed her proud mansion iv the Rue

\u25a0 Saint Dominique and that narrow garden in
j which the flowers seemed crowded, the
heavy shade of tbe house and thick foliage
Of the chestnut trees, for this beautiful and
cosy home.

Celine was a little blonde, plump and
round, with a dimpled chin and turned up
nose, and every moment displayed two rows
oflittle sharp, white teeth; Laughing for no
other reason than the happiness of being
alive, ping without cause, changing her
countenance twenty times an hour, and al-
ways pretty. Lucille resembled Mine. Jordy
in nothing, and Iffriendship thrives by con-
trasts their intimacy might have been
eternal. The young marchioness was
a bead taller than her friend,
without her stoutness. The for-
est queen of Arlange wore a white crepe hat
and pink taffeta dress; the little fat bour-
geoise was dressed iva straw hat and flowing
robe. "How kind itwas In you to come!''
she aid. The reader will excuse me from
giving the kisses that interrupted their words.
"Iwas dreaming about you. Now longhave
you been in Paris, dear?"

"Since the day after my marriage."
"Two weeks lost to me! Why, this is

horrible I"
••IfIhad known where to find you," mur-

mured the little marchioness. "1wanted to
see you ever so much."

"AndIwanted to see you. Now look me
in tbe face! DoIlook like a woman! Would
1 still be taken for a girl'"

"True; there is something more settled
about you; a certain air of gravity

"
"Not another word, or Iwill kill myself

laughing, and you, let trie see! You are still
tbe same. Good morning, mademoiselle."

"Your servant, madame."
'•Madame! 0, what a pretty word!Ifyou

an; very good at the dejeuner, Iwill call you
madame nt desert Do you remember the
time when we used to play lady*"

"Itisn't so tone ago that Ihave forgot-
ten it."

"Come, mademoiselle, I'm going to show
you my garden, but you musn'l touch the
Bowers!*' And as she spoke she gathered
the choicest she could Bnd and mad. them
into \u25a0 beautiful bouquet.

"1compliment you on your beautiful gar-
den," cried Lucille.

14J forbid you saying my beautiful garden.
Everybody sees It, everybody comes to it*it
belongs to everybody. My beautiful garden
I*there behind that watt, But two persons
arc allowed to walk In it; Robert and I:you
shall be the third. Do you see that green
gate! Let's see who'll get there first!"" She
started it fullspeed, Lucille followed and
pissed her. <la reaching the gate Mtnv*.
.lordy took a key from her pocket and
opened if.

"This," said she, "is our private garden.
Those lindens bloom only for us. We walk
here every rooming before itis time to so'
to work, for we are early birds; I've kept
my _;ooil Arlange habits. As for Robert, I
don't know how he manages, for. no matter
how early Iwake, Ifind him leaning on
his elbow watching me as Isleep.
Here the former proprietor of
the place built a large, damp grotto, paved
with shell.-, with an Apollo ivplaster in the
center, and frogs all around it. Robert had
ItBeat all demolished, and let in lightand
air. He bought these running vines, bung j
those basket*, and tisrd this pretty table and
these chairs. He has vlmirabie taste; he is
*n architect, an upholsterer, gardener, and
everything else! Sit down on this moss.
Stop, Iforgot your new dross. As for me,
this is what Iwear in the morning. With
this you cau sit wherever you picas-. Come, jlet's'go."

"No. not yeL It's so nice here un der the
'

trees."
"We'll come back again for lunch. Come |

and sec our home. Then I'llshow you my j
husband: he's at the factory now. Here Is j
our r.-om. He selected the hangings for me j
just as he would a dress: blue, on recount j
of mv Monde hair. You, my brunette with j
dark eyes, Isuppose your chamber is hung I
with rose-colored satin."
"Ithink so," replied Lucille.
"What! Yon think so. You answer like

an Euglish woman."
Ina moment the door Bed, and Mon s.

Jordy bounded in. throwing his baton
a bench. The presence of Lucille rata- :
bim, and he made a respectful bow. His
wife threw her a.-:.. aroum* bis neck and
then, pointing to the marchioness, said:

"Rober_, this is Lucille.*.*
This was all thi» introduction. Moas.

-only paid Lucille a little- compUm-nt, which {

showed that she was neither a Imager nor
one in whom he felt no interest., lie sat j
do» a and his wife placed herself close to j
kirn. "Ishe not a fine Ms*,** she said.!
'But where do you come from. Tea must |

have been running. You are all In perspi-
ration." and she passed 'her 'handkerchief
over the face of the young man, who. vaiuly
sought to restrain her. Mons. Jordy had
seen more of the world than Celine bad; bin
It was useless for him to look at her in a
manner he wished to appear severe. , Tlit
little Arlange girl boldly placed her hand ovei

his eyes and kissed his closed lids. "Don't
scold," she said. "Lucille is only two
weeks married, which means that she is jusl
as foolish as we." The clock struck 12;
it was" time for lunch. . They went into the
garden and seated themselves joyously under
those beautiful lindens. No servant waited
on them. The two friends sipped
a mild and delicious wine which M.
Jordy brought from an adjacent brook
where he bad placed itto cool. Robert had
no difficultyin pleasing the marchioness: he
bad education arid wit, was unaffected, good-
hearted and of the stuff that good friends are
made of. Besides, people fancy cheerful
faces; only selfish people dislike "those who
are happy. Celine, who was anxious to show
off her husband's attainments, insisted on
his singing after lunch. He selected one of
Beranger'p prettiest songs. The birds on the
trees overhead, aroused from their siesta,
added a merry accompaniment. Lucille sang
without having to be coaxed, and her sou
was not an aria from Italian opera. They
joked together like good people; they chatted
about everything except their neighbors and
the latest play, their merry laugh was unre-
strained, and no one noticed that there was
a shade of nervousness in the marchioness'
gayety. • '

"Why is not Monsieur d'Outreville here?"
asked Celine, "two can make love together
very nicely, but with four there is competi-
tion!",

At •-' o'clock M. Jordy started for business
and the friends resumed their talks. Celine
chatted unceasingly, without noticing that she
was carrying on a monologue. Women
are wonderfully adapted for microscopic
work; they excel in detailing their joys and
their sorrows. Lucille, full of her own
thoughts, listened, learned, guessed, aud
sometimes failed to understand. Dinner
time was drawing near, Celine was still
talking and Lucille still listening. She was
going on with a description of her joys, pres-
ent and prospective, when she looked up and
perceived that Lucille was in tears.

"Youweep!" cried Celine. "HaveIpained
you?" jJsj&_^Bff-_M

"Ah! Celine, Iam indeed to be pitied.
Think of it. Mamma dragged me away on
the night of my marriage and Ihave not
seen my husband since."

"On that night? Mercy! But this is
treachery! Why did you not tell me that
before? Here I've been rattling away like a
madcap and you've never said a word. I
should never forgive you ifyou were not so
unhappy."

Lucille told her story.
"Andyou have not written to *our hus-

band?"
"Yes,Ihave written to him."
"When?"
"Four days ago."

is"Well,my pet, don't cry; he will be here
to-night"

Atdinner the table was elegant; the dining
room bright and cheerful; the setting sun
shone through the blinds; wine glistened in
the glasses; and Mons. Jordy, from time to
time, caressed his wife's pretty cheek; but
Celine maintained the gravity of a Roman
matron, and forgot herself so far on one
occasion as to say "you" instead of "thou" to
her husband. Lucille departed at I*oo'clock.
Celine and her husband accompanied her to
her carriage. On seeing the coachman Ce-
line was seized with a sudden inspiration.
"Pierre," said she in a tone of indifference,
"has monsieur le marquis arrived?"

"Yes, madame."
The marchioness threw herself into her

friend's arms witha low cry.
"What's the matter?" asked Robert.
"Nothing," replied Celine.

'

On receiving LucUle's letter Gaston did
what every man Would have done in his
place; be kissed the signature over and over
again and immediately set out for Paris.
Fortune, which plays with us much as a
little girl plays with her doll,
arranged it that he entered the door
of the d'Outreville mansion one
Tuesday evening, two weeks after
his marriage. He succeeded in convincing
himself that the first fortnight of June had
been a horrid dream from which he had just
awakened by the side of his wife. This lime
his mind was made up; he was armed with
courage against the despotism of his mother-
in-law, and vowed to himself to defend his
rights to the last. He had hardly opened the

i door when Julie ran to Mine. Benoit,crying,
"Madame! madame! the marquis has ar-
rived!".'

The widow, who was not aware that her
Idaughter bad written to Arlange, imagined

that she had gained a victory. She replied
with illconcealed satisfaction: "Well, you
needn't make such a fuss about It;Iwas ex-
pecting him." •

"Ididu't knowtha*, madame; after what
occurred two weeks ago, [thought, perhaps,
madame would like to lie notified of his ar-
rival. Madame Is in, then, to the marquis?"

"Of course Iami Hurry up! What are
yon meddling with?"

"Pardon, madame, but tbey are unload-
ing monsieur's trunk. L* he going to stop
here?" ,

"Where do you expect him to stop? Go
and take his baggage."

"Pardon, madame, but where shall Iput
v"'"-__H_

"How stupid you are, to be sure! Where
else but in the marchioness' apartments! Is
not a husband's nlace where bis wife is?"

first look was for the absent Lucille. Mme.
Benoit answered tbat look: "You seek Lu-
cille? She Is dining witha friend; but Itis
growing late and you will see her within an
hour. So you are here at last? Come and
embrace me. Iforgive you."

'•Why, my good mother, you rob mc of the
very words J was going to utter. Let this
kiss wipe out all past offenses."

"IfIhave done any wrong yon drove me
to itby that Incomprehensible mania which
you have at las) overcome. To want to live
in the country at your age! Confess that it
was a piece \u25a0if folly and thank her who
helped you out of It. Are you not better off
here than anywhere else? And can one live
like a Christian outside of Paris?''

'•Pardon, madame, butIdid not come to
Paris to stay."

"Pray, then, what did you come for?"
"Icame to get my wife and to make an

indispensable visit."
"You expect to take my daughter back to'

"She willaccompany you to that kennel 1'
••I think it her duty to do so."
"Would yon command her to do so by law

and have her accompanied by two gen-
a'armi

-
"By no means, madame; Ishould give

her up if Ihad to enforce ray claim, but I
am sure Lucille would follow me through
love."

\u25a0•].\u25a0\u25a0 for you or for Ariance?"
'•For both; for the forge and for the

smith.''
"Yonare sure of this?"
"Nothing more certain."
'•We shall sec about that. Now, pray, sir.

is there any harm in asking the nature of
that indispensable lit which shares with
rur daughter the honor of your coming to
Paris""*'

"Don't deceive yourself: it is a visit in
which you cannot accompany me." ,

"To some privileged mortal, p-riiapsl" :
"The minister of the interior." ]
"The minister! What are you thinking i

about!"
" ,

"Iwill tell yon." » j
"•Youare going to set mc at sixes and 1

sevens witb the Right!" i
"Wo never ect into trouble witb those who 1

know us. Had you questioned me on my i

political opinions, Ishould have told you 1
that lam not a man to brook opposition, i
Besides, itseems to me that we landed pro- 1
prietors have litilfcau*e for complaint, since ]
everything is done inour interest." j

"There, yon have said it. •We landed 1
proprietors!' One would think youbad been i
one all yonr life.** *

"Why not, ma lame! We have been so i
from father to son for the last 900 years. Do . «
yoa know many landholders older than ]
that?"

" ,
4*lf we go on at this rate, we shall never i

come to an understanding. Listen. You ,
are pleased to so'icii a country constituency: *

be itso. Yet the forge _» moved along all <
right. notwithstanding the fact that Ihave <
never had a scat In the counseil central Yea t
propese tooff-r yourself as ministerial can- <
d;d_:e; Ithink you would have done better 1
to solicit the votes of our friends, who are

-
numerous, wealthy and IsSuentlaL Bat I!i
-rillpa*, over that. See bow accommodating )1

I I

!Iam! Ihave gained a victory over you; I
have compelled you to come to Paris; on my
own ground.

* * * * * *"*
,

"In my own bouse." ''."...'
"Very true. 'Oh! you are: a": born "land,

holder; you have taken root veryquickly; But,\
for all that,Nyou arc here because Iforced you
to come; that's one point gained for 'me;, but'

do not intend to follow up my advantage.
Are you ready to make peace?"

"With heart and soul— you are reason-
able."

'

. ; *
';

:"Lo,Imenu to be. You are devoted to
Arlange,' you want to return to it, and you
don't want to be\\separated from your|wife;
nothing more natural. .1shall restore Lucille
to you so that you may take her back to your
forge." .

"

•.
"This is all Iask. Let us sign' the treaty

of pence." BffiffHjSffa""_3s"ftM
"Stop a moment! For my • part,, Ilove

Paris as much as you do the forge, und the
Faubourg as dearly as you do Lucille. If[
cannot get into the great world I'm aJ dead
woman. While you are here, introduce your
wife and her mother to some eight or ten
families ofyour acquaintance, aud give 119

just one little peep into that earthly paradise
from whichIhave always beeu excluded be-
cause of my ."

"Original sin ! What you ask would cost
me a great deal and avail you nothing. I
have an old and abiding hatred for the fau-
bourg, which prevents my ever entering it
again. Perhaps you imagine you have a suffi-
cient claim upon me to ask me to overcome
my repugnance and sacrifice my self-respect.
But can you ask me to risk Lucille's future?
Ihave instore for her, far from Paris, a
happiness which is modest, unobtrusive,
tranquil and of sweet uniformity. We have,
ifGod wills it, thirty or forty years to live to-
gether withinanarrow and delightful horizon.
This happiness fills us the measure of our
ambition; she has told me so. What -assur-
ance have Ithat familiarity ina life in which
everything is appearance and vanity willnot
turn the head? That her eyes dazzled by the
lustre of the chandeliers willbe able to con-
tent themselves with the lamp that is to light
us at uight? That her ears turned to rude
noise of the world will care to hear the voice
of our forests or mine? She is still the Lu-
cille of old; she has a mortal horror of
Paris

"'
"What do you know about that?"
"Iam sure of it;but Iam not sure. that in

six months she willbe of the same mind. It
takes but one ball to change a woman's heart,
and a ten minutes' waltz can cause a greater
commotion than an earthquake."
. "You think so? Very well. Lucille is
yours, do withher as you like,but, sa forme,
that is my ultimatum, and if you do not ac-
cede Ibreak all contracts. What would pre-
vent your introducing me, Ido not say to
the entire Faubourg, but to live or six fami-
lies of your acquaintance?""

Without my wife? Believe me, my dear
Mine. Benoit, there would be about as much
sense in doing that as ifwe were to tie mill-
stones about our hecks and cast ourselves
into the river. All the aristocracy knows you
as well as it knew your father, and yon are
the by-word of, the Faubourg; the baron has
told me so and his testimony is incontrovert-
ible. It is reported that you have spent two
or three millions sailing through the upper
classes in tow of a marquise. IfIwere to
present you to-day they would to-morrow
count up the number of calls we had made
and calculate to, a centime the amount each
one brought me in. What do you say to this?
Ifyou are young enough to play such a game
Iam not enough of a philosopher to be your
partner. Iset out to-morrow with my
wifefor Arlange;Ioffer you like a good son-
in-law a seat in our carriage, and that's all
that common sense willpermit me to do."

Mme. Benoit was strongly' tempted to
wring that good son-in-law's nose, but she
concealed her displeasure. "My, good fel-
low," said she, "you have spent thirty hours
in a postchaise and you are tired anil sleepy.
You willbe more accommodating when you
have rested. Wait for me while Igo to look
after your convenience. I'll be back ina
moment." I

She left the room smiling, and ran like a
tempest into her daughter's room. Icannot
tell whether she Iopened the door or broke
through it, so violent was her entrance. She
rudely seized Julie by the arm as she was in
the act of unfolding a pillow-case, aud cried,
"Miscreant, what are you doing?"

"Iam doing What you ordered, madame."
"Stupid girl, you have misunderstood me.

Stop that, and carry out this baggage. Who-
ever heard of such a thing? A man's bag-
gage in my daughter's apartment!"

"Pardon, madame, but -"

"There are no buts in the case, out with all
this."

"What shall Ido withit,madame!"
"Anything you like; put it in the street!

No; stop; put it in my room;"'

"madame gives upher room!Where shall
Imake mndaine's bed?"

"Here, on the divan, in the fmarquise's
room. Why do you stare so? Is not a moth-
er's place by the side of her daughter?"

She leftthe astonished chambermaid to
her reflections and went downstairs again,
muttering to herself in a low tone: "The
marquis has come to defy me, has he? He
wont make much by it. Ishall go insociety
in spite of him. Madame de Malesy will
help me. We shall show this bewitched
smith tiiat we can get along without him.
But Imust not let him beguile my daughter!
He would carry her to Arlange, and then

—
farewell to Faubourg."

Atthis moment I'ierre knocked at the door
and Lucille, wild with joy, sprang lightly
from the carriage. Mine. Beuoit reached the
parlor before her; she dreaded nothing more
tiiau this meeting, and it was important for
her to be on hand to prevent the first out-
burst of two young hearts. Lucille expected
to fallInto the arms of her husband; it was
her mother who received her: "So here yon
are, my little dear!" said she with volubility
and unusual tenderness; "How long you
staid. Iwas beginning to feel uneasy, my
dear one! There is in this world but one un-
selfish affection tbe love of a mother for
her daughter. How did you enjoy your-
self? Say, Gaston, don't you think she has
changed since you saw her last? Your con-
duct worried her so much. She requires
careful attention; violent emotions are fatal
to her; the very sight of you makes the blood
come and go from her cheeks. And yon, |
my dear marquis, nowIlook at you, closely,
Ihardly recognise you. You say that the
air ofArlange agrees with you. No one to
look at you would think to. You are no
longer the bright Marquis d'Outreville Imet
two months ago. Of course, due allowance
must be made for the long journey you have
made. Happily, a good night's rest willre-
vive yon. There is a good bed at your ser-
vice in my room, which Ihave given up to
yon."

"But, madame
"

timidly ventured
Gaston.

"No objections. Itis a mother's happi-
ness to sacrifice herself for her children. Be-
sides, Ishall sleep comfoitably in a cot
beside Lucille. So, pleasant dreams to you;
say good-night to your wife, and kiss her
hand. You don't seem over pleased to see
her!"

Neither Gaston DOT Lucille was deceived
by these word*,but they fell victims to them.
Impudence succeeds with you people, be-
cause they feel a degree a shame in refuting* falsehood.

Mme. Benoit hail laid a plan which could
never have succeeded but for the influence
me exercised over hex daughter and but for
jiaston's proud timidity. For a week she
succeeded in keeping them apart Wnat it
*ost that woman in turbulence to cover
ierdanghter and of impudence to restrain
icrson-in-law is beyond conception. Every'
lay she devised some new pretext for drag-
.-ing her daughter after her over the city and
\u25a0aving the marquis at home. She chained
icr daughter to her and .never trn-tcd her
)at of .;.t except when Gaston was out. To
lave seen her zeal and perseverance one
vould have imagined her one of
hose j.alo*** mothers who can-
lot reconcile herself to share
wr danghter witha husband. Her first fa-
>alse was to pan*-*" her son-in-law. She
magiued that Gaston would weary and, of
lis own accord, offer to lead her into that
ociety she so longed for. But the marquis
lore bis widowhood *» ith resfsmation. He
rrote to Lucille and received her replies by
tealtb. He was p'ann.ng an escape . with
Mr. Thanks to Mme. Benoir these two
onag people, united by law and by religion,
mused themselves with the stratagems of
chooi children. Their love without losing j
tren_*t_* or serenity acquired the piquant
harms of clandestine passions. Tbe daily

'

eremony of hand-kissing, presided over by
be mother-in-law, concealed the interchange

\u25a0i correspondence, which Mme. Benoit was i
_* from suspecting- Wearied, at last, with
raiting for ber son-in-law's conversion. she >

eturned to ber cherished purpose and fixed
*reyes upon Mme. de Maleiy. She learned

Hither. dressmaker's that the Marquis de
PMl'roix-Mangars was' about to give a fete in
Hiis garden on the anniversary of his mar-
H'iage. All the nobilityin Paris was expected,*.
Hfor the ball was to;.be on tbe 2.id of June,
Hind an opportunity to dance under a tent
Hs not to be lost. By a lucky chance

'
Gaston

Hi:ulobtained an audience with the
"

minister
H>' the interior for the 21st at 11 a.. m. i The'

PBvldow availed herself of her son-in-law's ab-
Hence, to leave Lucille nt home and' hurried
Ho the old countess.^ "Madame," she shouted
Inher ear, "you owe; me 18,000 francs or-pfthcreabouts."
I"What do you say?" asked the countess,

Hvho was hard of hearing in that ear.
I"Idid not come to ask you -for money,

Hi.]-ii> upbraid you."
\u25a0 "That's right."
H "Icare so little for money that Inot only
Hgive up all claims to that sum, butIam ready
Ho make further sacrifices, if necessary, to
Bwain my object. Imust be admitted Into
Hue Faubourg with the marquise, my daugh-
Her, and that without delay. Mine,de Croix-

\u25a0\u25a0Mangers gives a ball to-morrow; you are tier
Hit'ithcr, she can refuse you nothing; would
Htbe abusing the claims 1 have upon your
BBdndiiess to ask you to get me two iuvitn-
Bftious?";
HJ The countess' bright little eyes became
Bfrouud like the nail heads inher arm chair.H<i,i' smiled.
I "Alas! my friend,'),said she, wiping away

Hi tear, "my. inllueuce has been greatly over-
\u25a0\u25a0.'stimated. My daughter is

—
my daughter, I

Bfcraut you, but she is under the control of a
\u25a0\u25a0husband. Do you know Croix-Maiigars?"
I"IfIknew himIwould not have to-r—-"•
I "Just so. Well, my good woman, Ihave

\u25a0\u25a0only to ask anything of him to be refused.
Hiam the most unfortunate woman in Paris.
HMycreditors are leagued against me, although
Hi have never done them harm. My son-iu-
Haw is a man. He ought to protect me.
\u25a0\u25a0What happened day before yesterday? I
Hsim ply asked him for a little money to pay
Hlion Saint Louis, which has greatly degener-
Hated since your good father's time . He an-
Hswered that his fete would be a magnificent
Haffair, and that his purse was exhausted. I
Hdon't know which way to turn. Have you
Hthe heart to talk of a ball and of pleasure to
Hiwoman in such desperate straits? Ishall
Hue 'seized; my furniture sold

—
excuse me,

Hyou see that lam hardly in a fitstate to re-
Hceive visitors;but Ishall always be glad to
Iseeyou; you remind me so much of poor
BjLopinot. Ah!ifhe were only alive ! Come
lagain one of these days, and if Iam still
\u25a0good foranything Ishall try to serve you.".
IAt the first tear the countess shed, Mme.

\u25a0JBcnoit's handkerchief was resolutely brought
lout. She said to herself: "Since we must
Iweep, let us weep. And, after all, tears don't
Icost us any more than they do her." Then
Ishe added, aloud: "Come, mydear countess,
Hake courage ! There is nothing in this to
Igrieve a heart like yours. You must owe a
\u25a0great deal to this wicked Saint Louis?"
I"Alas! my dear, 1,500 francs."
I"That's a mere trifle."
I"It's a great misfortune to be the Countess
Ide Malesy; to be the mother of the Marquise
Ide Croix-.Vlangars: to be most prominent in
Hthe Faubourg, and have access for self and
Bfriends to every parlor in it, and withallthis,
Hnoi, tobe able to pay 1,500 francs! Igrieve
\u25a0you, don't I? Well, good-bye, my dear; my
BJgrief is redoubled at seeing your tears; leave
line alone with my troubles."
I"Willyou permit me to go to Bon Saint
\u25a0Louis? Iwillengage to' settle the matter."
I"By no means!

—
or rather, do go. Those

Bpeople are your successors; y*ou can get along
\u25a0with them better than Ican. Besides, they
Bbelong to your caste; tradespeople never
\u25a0harm one another. You are a lucky set. You
Bean get for a hundred francs what would
Bcost us a thousand. Go to Bon Saint Louis.
Ii'11 wager you can buy my debt without loos-
Ben ing your purse strings -and then itwillbe
It> you that Ishall owe these 1.500 francs !"
I"Enough said, madame la countesse; and
las one good turn deserves another -'."
I"Yes;Ishall do you all the good turns er
\u25a0my power. But, after all, Iwould ratbse
lyou would not make peace for me with tboni
\u25a0shop-keepers. What would Igain by it? It
Iwould soon leak out that they are paid, and I
Iwould have all the others after me. No, my
Ipoor friend,Iowe from one end of Paris to
Hthe other."
I"How much about?"
I"Ah!yes, how much! Ican hardly tell

\u25a0 myself. My memory is failing. But Ihave
Isome bills here. Let us see; there's the
Ibaker of the Rue de Poitiers who charges five
Ihundred francs for half a dozen spring

chickens he sent me, and a few cakes Inib-
bled in his store. What extortioners these
people are!"

"I'llsoon settle him."
"Yes, tell him he ought to be ashamed of

himself, and that Idon't want to hear any
more about him."

"Make yourself easy."
"Now, here's Maitre Majou who wants the

price of a case of ordinary Bordeaux."
"That's nothing; give me that piece of

paper."
"Athousand francs!"
"The deuce! your ordinaire is not to be

sneezed at."
"Now, there's the bill of an honest man;

lam sure you'll have no trouble with him.
It's the upholsterer who renovated my furni-
ture. He wants a thousand francs, but if he
were approached in the right direction, lam
sure he would be willingto compromise on a
nominal sum."

"Ishall sound him, my dear conn teas."
She took the four bills and folded them.
"Andnow, that you feel more at ease, will
you not try the effect of your eloquence upon
the Marquis de Croix-Mangara !"

''Yes, my dear, I will. But my mind is
not as free from care as you imagine. I
have not told you all my troubles." She
opened the drawer of her work table and took
out a portfolio full of papers. "You are
going to learn many other troubles."

"Very fine," thought Mine. Benoit.
"Here's four thousand francs, quite a price
for a passport to the interior of the Faubourg.
The old lady is in the humor, but if Idon't
draw the line shell want me to.buy her the
Louvre and the Tuillerics." The widow laid
the hills she bad just folded on the table, say-
lug: "Alas, madame. Igreatly fear you are
right, and that your trouble* are beyond
remedy!"

"By no means!" quickly replied the coun-
tess. "Iami sure of extricating myself. You
have given me courage, and Ifeel rejuven-
ated. Ishall be at my daughter's Inan hour:
the time it takes to change my dress I I
shall have an invitation in the name of the
Marquis d'Outreville. You will not require
two; you go in with your daughter; Iwant to
avoid the name of Benoit, which would spoil
everything. While lam busy with your af-
fairs, hasten to your tradespeople with those
bills. Come back here at .'" o'clock precisely
and we shall exchange our powers, like two
ambassadors."

' __
"Monsicurde Croix-Mangars scowled when

ihis mother-in-law came in. Tfiecouat—Mwas
|so terribly impecunious that the sight of her

was as unwelcome as that of a tax collector.'
But, as soon as It was known that she was

!not after money, she was regarded with more
Ifavor. The marquis smilingly handed her

a satin-finished card, the value of which he
was far from imagining. Itwas the fourth j
time that year that he had paid ber debts, i

j Mine. Benoit, as happy as a mariner who has'
reached the longed-for port, hurried to her
notary, then to yie creditors and paid them

jwithout a word. At 3 o'clock Mme. Malesy
had her receipts, and the delighted wid^w

Ihurried home with her precious invitation. i
jShe would not trust itInher pocket; she car- |
ried it in her band; she contemplated itand
smiled upon it. '-At last!" she exclaimed,
"these are ray naturalization papers. lam
a citizen of tie Faubourg: provided Idon't
fall sick between now and to-morrow"'

She now remembered tbat Lucille bad been !
alone since 11o'clock, and that the marquis j
had had time to see her alone. This thought, j
which would have distracted her the day be- !
fore, gave be Httieruneasiness now. Her
present joy reconcile bet with everybody: j
an intoxicated person has no enemies. On
alighting from her carriage she noticed a
former victim of her anger, the simple Jac- j
que*. "Come here, my man." she s.'.id to •
him. "Don't be afraid"; you are foigive**.

;Do you want toreturn to my El-flea J"
"Thank you very much, madame, but tbe

marquis was kind enough.to get me a place."
"The marquis I You are lucky."
'•Yes, madame, and Iget thirty francs a

month."
"Icongratulate you. Is tbat'all yon have

to tellme**'
t%So7 madame, Icame to' bring you two;

letters."
"Give them to me."
'•One moment, madame, tbey are in the

Ha ing ofmy bat. Here they are!"
roe of these letters was from Gaston, the

other from Lucille. Gaston's was as fol-
low*.-

-••My charming mother: In the hope tbat
'

your,maternal affection will wean you from
that Paris you love too much Itake your
daughter to Arlange. Come and join us
soon." '< . "

v . i

[ ;. "Who gave you this?'' asked Mme. Benoit-
of Jacquet, But Jacquet bad lied like, the

j bird before the storm. She quickly opened
her daughter's letter ;and found three pages
of excuses, eliding with these words "A
wife's place is with her husband."
.The widow after reading these letters
thought nothing Of her daughter's desertion
nor her son-in-law's treachery, nor the isola-
tion in which she found herself, nor the rup-
ture; of the bonds which, bound her to.'her
family. Her mind reverted to the fact that
she had bought an invitation, that that, invi-
tation was the name of d' Outrevllle, that
it was of no earthly use to Mme. Benoit. and
that they would dance without her at the
Croix -Mangers fete. . h :'\u25a0: v.:,';.

The Marquis d'Outreville, confident of his
rights and Lucille's affection, had no fear of
being pursued by his mother-in-law. Tiieir
journey to Arlange was one ;of unalloyed
pleasure. Lucille was as much ofa marchion-
ess as it was possible for a woman to be. She
was- recognized as such at every place they
stopped along a journey which she had made
with her mother only a few weeks before ,in
twenty-four hours, which ittook her now three
weeks tomake, and which appeared to her, by-
far, the shorter of the two. Their arrival at
Arlange was a fete day for all the good people
of the vicinity. She was adored by all her
vassals, who never tired of telling her how
lonesome they had been without her. Gaston
divided his time between his forges and his
bride. Celine and her husband came to
spend their first vacation with

'
them, aud

were as happy as it was possible for mortals
to be.

Mme. Benoit, of all our friends, was the
only one who found no means of happiness.
She became a misanthrope aud hated every-
one. She no longer visited her creditors or
Mme. de Melesy. Baron Soubresac was I
the only exception. She did not care par-
ticularly about him, but when one feels
abandoned by the world the friendship of a
baron is not to be despised. She received
him kindly, aud gradually his visits became
quite frequent. Some months after
the departure of Lucille, a3 Mme.
Beuoit was at table with the
baron, after partaking of her unstinted
hospitality, lie turned to her suddenly and
said: "My good friend, lam no longer good
for anything, but, such as Iam, itis stillin
my power to give you what you have been
wanting all your life. .'Will you become a
baroness? \u25a0'.Ido not offer you a husband,
but a name. Atyour age and with your at-
tractions you deserve more, butIcan "only
offer what Ihave. Something tells me*that
Ishall not trouble you long, and that my old
age will soon draw to a close. Indeed, I
think we shall do well to act promptly if you
are willing to become Mme. de Subresac.
Ihave many acquaintances in the Faubourg;
Iam pretty well thought of, and 1have just
about time enough left me to present you to
'my friends. After my death they willcon-
tinue to receive you for my sake. This done,
nothing will prevent you, if you arc so in-
clined, from choosing a man who will be
your 'husband in reality and not in name.
Consider my proposition, take a week to
think the mutter over; Iam still good for
eight days. . Write to your children, "perhaps
the fear of this marriage willinduce them to
yield to your wishes. As for me, Ishall die
easier having had the consolation of con-
tributing to your happiness."

Mine. Benoit was little prepared for such
overtures as these, but, being a business
woman, an hour after the baron's departure
her mind was made up. She reasoned thus:
"Imade a vow that Iwould never marry
again; but Ihad. before that, made a vow
to enter the Faubourg. Iam certain this
time not to be beaten by my husband! I
shall marry the baron;. Ishall alter my will,
disinherit the marquise. Now to business!"

Next morning she sent' her answer to the
baron, and began preparing for her wedding.
Never was a love sick maiden more in earn-
est, for, it must be remembered," that Mine.
Benoit was about to marry the Faubourg and
not the man. A slight indisposition on the
part of the baron warned her to lose no time.
She took wings and bestirred herself more
energetically than she had when preparing
for her daughter's marriage. Whilst the
baron was confined to his room, the affianced
bride hurried from the mairie to the notary,
and thence to the clergyman. She stillfound
time to see her beloved patient and to talk
with the doctor. The ceremony was ar-
ranged for the 15th of October. On the 14th
the baron, who had been feeling better, com-
plained of a heaviness in the head; the doc-
tor suggested' bleeding, but Mme. Be-
uoit dissuaded him. The bleeding
was postponed, the patient felt better
and the lovers dined pleasantly together.
The day appointed for the wedding was all
that could be desired of an autumn day. The
weather was delightful and everything was
most auspicious. At10 o'clock in the morn- .
ingMme. Benoit entered her celebrated car-
riage, which had just been finished, and on
which the arms of •Soubresae were emblaz-
oned in place of those of d'Outreville, and
which she eyed withan air of more that sat-
isfaction. Contrary to general usage the
bride .went for the groom ;she soon reached
hi_ apartments, bounded up the stairs to tho
fourth story, with the joy of an expectant
bride, and on reaching his door was con-
fronted by two servants with tearful eyes;
the baron had died suddenly only a lew min-
utes before! The poor bride experienced all
the sorrow that filled the heart of Calypso
when .he heard of the departure of Ulyncs.
She wanted to see all that remained of the
baron ;she felt his cold hands, sat beside his
bed, and gazed withdespairing but tearless
eyes upon the dead, and thought sadly of her
vanished hopes.

Mine. Beuoit paid the funeral expenses
and provided for the future care of the
baron's servants. "ItIs my duty," she said
to herself, "to pay his debts, for am Inot
biswidow in the eyeaofGodl M She resolved
to go in mourning for him. She followed
his remains to the cemetery. The whole
Faubourg attended the funeral. Whilst con-
templating the long Hue of carriages that
followed her own, she at last found relief in
tears. "Alas! what an unfortunate woman
Iam !all these people would have danced at
my parties!"* -::- * « -x *

Some time after these unfortunate events
Mine. Benoit received a letter from Lucille,
who, after complaining of her mother's Jong
neglect and 'unforgiving spirit, again pressed
her to return to Arlange, and as an extra in-
ducement added that there was a little
stranger waiting to give her a hearty wel-
come.

"Out-da," exclaimed Mme. Benoit, "what
If this stranger. were a little girl

She turned to a large mirror over the
mantle piece and continued: "J aa bow
42 years of age; in sixteen years my
grandchild will be ready to go int.)society.
Her parents will never leave Arlange; who,
then, willconduct her Into the Faubourg. ifIt
is not I. The dear little thing: How Ilove
ber already! Ishall then be only 58 years
old. That's still young enough! To Arlange,
then."

Mme. Benoit was not long In reaching
Arlange, where she found the little,stranger
to be a bouncing baby boy!* * # *

Gabrlelle August. Elaine Benoit died like
Moses on Mount >'•',,. without having set
foot onthe promised land.

[the BSD.]
_1 -XANCIAX. FANCIES.

Tbe breath of Winter may be cold, but it
is not half so cold as the glance (,l the man
you strike for the loan of half a dollar.— Oil
City Blizzard.

"Suppose we have no sugar?" suggests
an English magazine. Well. then, we don't
see bow you could successfully run apolitical
campaign.— Lowell Citizen.

We never know how dear a friend waa to
us untilbe has skipped and taken the $20
we loaned him along with hlrn to remind
bim of our existence. Fall Liver Herald.

Down in Georgia the other day a dog's
skull was fonnd containing two .20 gold
pieces and some small *_*_-_ of silver. This
isn't by any means the first time that a
man's money has gone to the dogs.

—
Boston

TraDscript.
Policeman to lottery agent "l see. you."

Lottery agent to policeman
—
"I will see

you." The former grins pleasantly and
passes on, and the latter wink* to himself as
be rolls a -ig_ret and counts up the number
of tickets sold.— Sau Francisco News Letter.

In tbe February number of the English
Illustrated Magazine Mr. Jones completes
bis extremely excellent article The .Dramatic'
Ontlook. So sincere and Intelligent a view
of the subject has not been published for a
very long while.

GRATEFUL—COMFORT-NO.

EPPS'S COCOA.
BREAKFAST.

..«Bya thorough knowledge of the natural laws
which govern the operations ofdigestion and na-
trition, and by a careful application of the fln»properties of well-selected Cocoa, Mr.Epps ha»
provided our breakfast table, with a delicately
flavored beverage which may save na many heavy
doctor's bills. ItIs by the judicious use of such'\u25a0 articles of diet that a constitution may be gradu-
allybuilt np untilistrong enough to resist every
tendency of disease. Hundreds of. subtle mala-
dies are floatingaround us ready toattack wherev-er there Is a weak point, We may escape many a
fatal shaft by keeping ourselves ;well fortified
with pure blood and a properly nourished framo."

Civil Service Gazette.'
Made simply with boiling water ormill:. Sold

Intins only('/»-and B>)byGrocers, labeled thus:

JAMES EPP_ & CO.. *"T__n_?_g__s

SEALED PROPOSALS.

Sealed Proposals.
\u25a0".-. '?\u25a0:.\u25a0". ' *

Cirr Comptholler's OVFICE. CityHall, ). City ov Saint Paul, Minnksota, >
...*. '; February .th, 1885.

Sealed proposals willbe received at tbe office
of the City Comptroller the city of Saint Paul,
State of Minnesota, until 3 o'clock, p. m.,

ON THURSDAY,

The FifthMyof March, 1885,
FOR

Five (5) Per (lent

OF THE

} City of Saint Paul
. AND

iCounty of Ramsey.
h

(Coupons . Attache:!,)

Miiiin "flirty Years,
Allissued under and by virtue of an act of the"
legislature of the state of Minnesota, approved*
February 20th, A. D. 1883, for the' erection ofIa new

iCourt House and City Hall,
VIZ:

"

$50,000 City or Saint Paul Bonds.- $50,000 County of Rimsey Bonds.
"• Allbearing interest at the rate of five(5) per'
r

cent, per annum, payable semi-annually at the' financial agencies of the city of Saint Paul andc Ramsay County iv the city of New,York, dated
& January first, 1883, maturing January first, 1915,, (30 years.)

1 These bonds willbe Issued indenominations of •

_ too Thousand Dollars Each,_
And delivered to the successful purchaser In the
cityof Saint Paul. 'y ;-•.;

No bid willbe entertained lor lens than per
? and accrued intercut, as provided by law."

Bids willbe entertained for all the bonds as a. whole or forany part thereof.
1 Tbe "Commissioners of the Interest and Sink-

ing Fund" reserving the right to reject any or
all bids.

C. D.'O'BRIEN, Mayor.
\u25a0 ROBERT A. SMITH,

President of Common Council.
W. 1). CORNISH,

Chairman Com. Ways and Means.
GEORGE ItKIS,City Treasurer.'
JOHN W. ROCHE,'

City Comptroller.
I "Commissioner- of the Interest and Sinking
i Fund."'

Mark bids "Sealed proposals for Court House-
and City Hall Ponds," and address

! JOHN W. ROCHE,
1 City Comptroller,
) 41-04 Saint Paul, Minnesota.

NORTHWESTERN

i luteal Life line Co.
; -OF-

i MILWAUKEE,WIS.
i

President ..ILL.Palmer'
Secretary I.W. Skinner

ASSETS IJKC. '11. 1884.
J Loans onreal estate 317,3*0,080 "1

Premium notes and loans 1,-00,087 91
Value ofreal estate owned 1,059,004 01
Market value of bonds and stocks, owned HO-.', 9S
Cash on hand and in bank 1,293,104 sfl
Accrued interests and rents 3-0,46/4 TO
Net deferred and outstanding pre-

miums 884,611 14

Total admitted assets $'."-.497,772 84
M-'iill.lTlKS.

Net present value of outstanding
policies, American experience
table of mortality with :,_ per
cent Interest {17,219,-27 00

Total gross policy claims. 970,019 M
Allother liabilities 111,507 59

Total liabilities $17,031,1 14 15

Surplus over liabilities £1,800,058 09

INCOME a 1984.

(Total premium income $.'{,370,770 07
Prom Interest and dividend- 1,2-6 1_* 05
From rents and allother sources... 4-7*oB 53

Total income $1,055,881 65
-

K_*-E*n>-T*niKß ix 188 1.
j L_>Mes and matured endowment*. . $1,474,007 72
:Dividend*and other disbursement*

to policy holder* 1,0*1,301 02.

Total payments to policy holders $2,435,90 874
Management expenses 763,741 55

Total disbursement* $3,239,710 29
_y_M_B_Wiy*MI
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_-**s_raas IN wnriraaoT* I**1831.
Inforce st end -of 1888 8178 94,878.478 0
Issued ,-in.' 1-14 ........ -71 495,5.3 0
Inforce December 31 1884.. 3235 -",007,115 08
Total premium receipts... 98,397 35

losses paid In 1831 $54,698 55
Losses incurred In 1881...... 51,501 M

STATE OF MINNESOTA. -
JD-:part_ g-*Tor lasr/aaac*, r

St. i'.iM.,February -i, IsO. )

I,A.K.McGill,Insurance Commissioner of the
State of Minnesota, do hereby certify that th-
Northwestern Mutual Life fas-trance Company
above named, has complied with the laws of this
State relating to insurance, and I*now fullyem-
powered through ifauthorized agents to transact
its appropriate bs__t.es life insurance, In this
State for the year ending January 81, 1830.

A.R.MtCILL,
Insurance Commissfouar.

MYRON BROWN, General Agent,
58-03 St. I'a-.1, Mlna.
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