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In 1874 the Blackfoot nation had camped
upon the Cypress hills, and from that

eyrie their warriors kept watch upon the
Canadian plains. Far to the eastward
they saw the smoke of camp fires at dusk,
and by day the herds of buffalo disturb-
ed, while scouts rode in reporting a new
tribe of the Long Knives, the American
cavalry, on the war trail, rapidly ad-
vancing. The Blackfeet sent their women
to the rear, painted for war, performed
the solemnities of the war dance, ap-
pealing to the Almighty for aid in battle,
then set their ambush ready, while they
watched the enemy—vedettes, advance-
guard, transport, rear-guard—winding
like a little snake over the waves of the
golden grass, Could these be Long
Knives? The strangers had no ‘‘long
out. Then it was seen that they wore red
hostile American cavalry to be wiped
‘out. Then it was seen that they were red
coats—so they belonged to the Hudson's
Bay tribe. That scarlet coat, worn by
a Hudson's Bay company’s officer when
he sat in judgment, was known to all the
Red Indians as the symbol of stainless

honor and of fearless justice. Because
of the sign of the scarlet coat the terri-
ble Blackfoot nation came out of am-
bush, and gave a bhrotherly welcome to
the Northwest mounted police.

The Hudson's Bay company had ceded
all Rupertsland, two million square miles

or so, to the Canadian dominion. The
government hardly knew how to enter
upon and occupy so gigantic an empire,
but acted under the advice of a retired
chief commissioner of the company.. This

was Donald Smith, now l.ord Strathcona,
and at his suggestion 300 voung Cana-
dians were enlisted and drilled to form
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OUNTED POLICE

The quthwest Mounted Police.
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Types of the Northwest Mounted Police Thirty Years Ago.

Poker Game

Poker, like prize fighting, has a tre-
mendous fascination for very many
conscientious persons who read abut it
and talk about and know a lot about
it, but would no more play a game than

they would go to see the biggest fight

that was ever hippodromed. The
stories told so oftenin the newspapers
about the grafters who travel on the
big liners during the summer season,
skinwing a living out of unsuspicious
men who play the game for the pure
lIove of it, are especially familiar to
these people, This is the story of how
it worked on one of them.

The steamer sailed from Liverpool
about 5 o'clock in the afternoon. Half
past 4 found the fat, good-natured
young man from the middle West lean-
ing over the rail, watching the men on
a coal barge throw in the last of the
2,000 tons the big ship was going to
burn on the voyage. Some one strode
down the deck and gave the fat man a
thump between the sholuders.

“Dave, old man,” the thumper ex-
claimed, “what the devil you doing
here? Thought you were on the
ranch!”

“Hello, Jim!” responded the other.
“You over here, too? Me? I just

thought ¥'d see how much sea I could
put in in two weeks from New York.
Got here this morning, didn't like the

place and concluded to go back.”
They Explode Bubbles.

Jim had him by the arm before the
explanation was half through and was
heading him toward the smokeroom,
explaining that it was surely an oc-

casion which justified the explosion of
a few bubbles. In the smokeroom Jim
found four other young men making
similar demands on the steward.

“Here,” he called out, “you fellows
get into line here and meet the real
thing. This is Dave Brown, who owns
more cattle in Wyoming or some other
God-forgotten country than there are
straws in a bale of hay.”

Then he introduced the rest of the
crowd-—the son of a millicnaire oil
man from New York, the head of a
theatrical svndieate from Philadelphia,
another Philadelphia man, son of a
millionaire whose name is known on
both sides of the Atlantic, and a young

lawyer from Cleveland who won't
starve If he never gets a client.
“This,” said Jim, when the “hows”
were all said, “is the red necktie brig-
ade and you are formally initiated.
Tom, fetch out the badge of member-

ship.”

'[‘hﬁ_l:n\'yor pulled out of his pocket
a staring red necktie .with bright yel-
low spots and Jim hegan to fasten'‘it
around’ the throat of the cattleman.

“This means,” he explained, “that
you are a member in good standing of
the brigafle. You observe that all the
rest of us are wearing the badge. The
business of the brigade s to play pok-
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a body of cavalry, th: Northwest mounted
In 1874 they marched across the
met the Blackfoot nation, and
ormed  that singuler alllance which en-
abled them to selze the territories with-
out the shedding of blood.

The Hquor traders had been among the
Blackfeet, so that they were sorely re-
duced by hunger and pestilence; but at
once the sale of alcohol was made penal,
80 that the Indians are now increasing
yearly in numbers and In weaith, A
truce was arranged between the Black-
feot and thelr anclent enemles, the Crees,
which put an end to intertribal war.
These Red Indlans of the Plains, sup-
posed to be the most formidable savages
on earth, and numbering 23,000, were sub-
dued by 300 men, and In solemn treaties
made allles of the empire.

A little to the southward lived the
Bioux Natlon, ruled by the statesman,
Sitting Bull, and the soldler, Spotted
Tail, with 8,000 warriors. In 1876, hav-
ing wiped out Gen. Custer’s force of
American cavalry, they found that they
v cre suffering from too much United
States army, and retired hastily to the
Canadian plains., Here they discovered a
lttle fort, sat down in front of it, and
said: “Hand out your food!"

“Come and take it!"” sald the little fort,
throwing its gates open. -~

So the Sioux swarmed into the fort,
where they saw a couple of officers arm-
ed with switches, who stood smiling
blandly by the guard room door. All
round the square were log buildings,
loop-holed and bristling with rifles, The
Sioux force was neatly trapped by a gar-
rison of thirty men, and at a word could

be massacred. They bolted.
Two days later, Sitting Bull sent word
from his camp to the officer command-

ing: “Who are you; anyhow?' “North-
west mounted police;” “Well,” said the
big chief, “it's no use killing men who are
not afraid to die.”” =~ - 2

Now as soon as -the Blackfeet heard
that the Sioux were at ood Mountain
Post they came down for a fight, but wers
told by Maj. Walsh#o camp and behave
themselves, 'l‘heoixﬁle-_ stockade was now
surrounded by 6,000 gavages, all howling
for blood, and resgefved either to fight
each other or to joln hands and wipe out
the police. To begin with, the Blackfeet
stole thirty ponies from the Sioux, and
Sitting Bull, their chief, brought his
complaint to Walsh. ‘“Wait,” said the
major; then told off(six men with orders
to bring the thirty ponies out of the
Blackfoot herd. . In, those days the Cana-
dian lads . thought .30 more of Red In-
dians than they djid; of blackbeetles, so
the six riders romped down into the
Blackfoot herd;..not;knowing’ one . pony
from another, they gook good measure,
rounded up 180 horses, and gally drove
them past the Blagkfoot.- camp, which
seethed out in furious pursuit. Then the
six policemen 'having robbed and defied
3,000 thousand wapglers, stampeded the
plundered horses straight for the stock-
ade, and rolled in just in time.

Inside the fort the six troopers were
paraded up to see Maj. Walsh, and they
blushed and simperdd because they were
going to be praised.’ “Don’t you know,
said Walsh, “that vou've declared war
against the Blackfoot nation? I've a
mind to give you each three months’ im-
prisonment!” y

Within an hour the Blackfeet sur-
rendered their thirty Sioux horses to get
back the 180 which the police had stolen.

Such were the beginnings of this mighty
regiment,

That Shocked Conscientious Spectator.

er every minute of the voyage home
that we can keep awake. It is to be
the biggest game ever played on a
trans-Atlantic steamer, Chips are
fives, tens and hundreds, with markers
for anything you like.”

He came close to the cattle man and
dropped his voice.

“That’s for public presumption,” he
added. “We settle up the morning we
get into New York on the 10-cent
limit basis.”

“I'm in,” responded Dave heartily.
“What's the limit of membership for
the brigade?”

“Six, and. they're all in with you,”
chorused the others. “Game begins
right now! Every member stays in
throughout every session, and ses-
sions last all day except during meal
hours.”

It was going down the Irish coast
from Daunt’s Rock to Fastnet that the
superheated conscience found its
chance to get it, and met its surprising
rebuff.

The session began as soon as the
screws began to churn after the last
of the mail was aboard. The six brig-
adiers just filled one of the round tables
in the smoking room, but there was
comfortable room left for onlookers,
and the man with the extra-developed
conscience found a place behind the
cattle man, whose hands he scrutiniz-
ed over the player’s shoulder as if his
own money was at stake.

Brown Plays in Luck.

It was a goed, liberal*game, with a
lot of tilting back and forth and con-
siderable side comment on the part
of the players as to what they intended
to do to one another before the voyage
was ended. Brown won steadily, and
the piles of chips in front of him grew
constantly in size and shaded always
to blues.

The amounts staked on indifferent
hands fairly took the breath away from
the superheated conscience as its « wn-
er watched the cattle man’s play. Be-
fore long word went around the ship
that a very fast game was going on in
the -smoking room, and there were
comments not concealed with entire
success as to the shame it was to see
such young men playing for such sums.
The brigadiers winked occasionally at
one another and set to it all the harder.

There began to be side talk among
some of them as to the regularity of
Brown's winnings. It was a little sus-
picious, they thought, that luck should
set so persistently toward him, and
then followed -maturally! the covert
threats of combining to beat him.

“Let’'s rock old Dave,” one would
say as he raised the pot. X

“Tilt him again,” would be the re-
sponse from the other side of the table,
as it was raised agai/ after Brown had
come in.

Then Brown would win anﬁ remark
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If you are going there soon

save you many dollars.

C l : f ]
into the attractive round-trip excursions to Los Angeles
and 'Frisco offered by the Santa Fe in October.

Rate very low for the service.
wilh the details. It will be a

C. C. CARPENTER, Pass, Agent, A, T. & S. F. Ry.
503 Guaranty Bldg., MINNEAPOLIS.

Santa Fe All the Way

it will pay you wsall to look

Let me acquaint you
pleasure to do so and may
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that the way of the transgressor was
certainly hard.

So it had gone on until Fastnet was
nearly abeam. Then the great hand
uncovered itself,

A Big Jack Pot Arrives,

It wag a jack pot that had gone
around unopened for three or four deals
and was highly sweetened. Finally the
theatrical man, who was sitting third
from Brown on the right, opened with
a bunch of blue chips, that represented
in the'large language of the game $100
each, instead of the 10-cent pieces of
settlement day. The Philadelphia mer-
chant, who was next, camein with a
whoop, and then Tom, the Cleveland
lawyer, followed.

Brown looked at his hand and seemed
to study the chances. He had a pair of
jacks, an ace and two spot cards.

The superheated conscience behind
him breathed very hard, nearly burst-
ing with desire to wam the cattleman
not to go in, but his telepathy was
faulty, and Brown didn't know of the
hunch, so he followed his luck and
chipped along. Then Jim, who sat on
his left, hoisted in another bunch of
blues, with the cheerful remark that
he thought it was time to give Dave the
benefit of a little cradling.

The oil man hustled in and it was up
to the opener again. He raised back,
because, he said, he wanted to see
Brown rocked well enough so that he
would sleep quietly after it was over.

The conscience was working overtime
when_ it came to Brown again, and now
it got a terrible shock, for Brown took
a hand at raising, remarking that the
hand that rocks is the hand that rules
the world. They all stayed, but Brown's
raise seemed to have given them plenty.

On the draw Brown held only his
jacks. He noticed that the opener took
two cards and the others three each.
There was no one-card draw, and so,
he thought, the chance of meeting a
straight or a flush, or a straight flush
was very small.

Then he picked up his own cards and
found that he had drawn the other two
jacks and a king. That made four aces
and four kings that he had accounted
for, and with no straight flush possible
to go against he figured that the pot
was his, for the chance that there
would be four queens was too small to
be reckoned with.

The betting began with a good, stiff
bunch of blues from the opener. The
Philadelphia merchant had failed to
help his hand on the draw and quit
with an audible regret that he was
not to be in at the skinning of Brown.

Tom took a shy at it, but there was
a slight hesitancy about his way of
shoving up his chips that indicated
either a very deep gulle or a slender
hand. Brown took a good-sized chance.
He suspected that the desire to hit him
would lead some one to raise, and so
he merely chipped in to get the others
along as far as he could before he
went out after them, on the principle
that the longer they stayed in the fur-
ther they would go when he set sail.

Give Brown Another Rock.

Jim, however, merely saw the bets,
and Brown thought his chance was
gone, when the oil man came in with a
whoop and boosted the pile a hard one.

“One more for poor old Dave!” he
sald, as he shoved up the chips.

“Still another,” said the theatrical
man, and piled up another raise.

The onlookers were beginning to
buzz at the size of the pot, and the
superheated conscience behind Brown
was very near the melting point. A
few degrees more and it would begin to
go off in thin vapor.

These raises were too many for Tom
and he threw down his hand, declaring
disgustedly that it certainly was a
shame the Wway some men from the
West could handle the cards, even
when they did not deal. Brown saw
that his chance had come and he gave
it a whack that madg the others sit up
and ask themselves how many cards'
he had drawn. Also they asked him,
but he only sn%led and looked wise,
and the extra-developed conscience
behind him couldn’t help nudging him
not to téll,

Jim chipped in again, and then it

was the oil man’s turn once more. He
had a fine stack of blues in front of

him, and mow he pushed:them slowly
across the table and,/began knocking
the top off into the pot. The theatrical
man did the same thing with his blues,
and Brown folléwed suit.

“It seems to be a question of who hag
the tallest pile,” he said, “and I'll bet
that I have,” For b

“I guess' yourthave,” replied the ofl
man, “and if that .is:your deliberate
intention, P11 just. save the rest of
these, for I may wint to play a little
after dinner.” T

But the theatrical -man _held .on.
First he pushed in a few blues, and
then Brown. And so back and forth it
went until the tall stack of the man-
ager was almost gone. He counted the
chips of Brown's last raise and saw
that they were exactly as many as he
had left.

“Gunning for my pile, are you,
Dave?” he asked with a grin. “Well,
here’s where you get a chance to take

it,” And he shove;l up the last of his
chips. “I call you,” he said.
The superheated conscience was

fidgeting about in its chair behind
Brown, very near the point of volatili-
zation. With a superhuman effort it
managed to keep from openly address-
ing the cattlemen, “but it just simply
had to turn to one of the other on-
lookers and wag its wise head.

“He's got ’em sure,” it said. “My!
but that’s a corker."

“I thought I just dbout ‘had this one,”
remarked Brown, 'a§ he spread out his
cards on the table,

Then wicked fate prompted him to
make the explanation of his draw, that
always cheer the-heart of the winner
and fills the loser with three-ply, four
times ‘normal qiadruple expansion
rage. -

“Caught two of those jacks on the
draw,” he added with the cocksureness
of the sure-thing imbecile. “Threw
away an ace and got that king. That
settled four kings and four aces, and I
Just about guessed there wouldn’t be
any four queens ot against it.”

All this time the 'épener wasn't say=-
ing a woyd. He was just looking at
Brown With a dreamy sort of smile
and paying out the rope for the hang-
ing. ‘But now, as Brown reached for
the pile of chips with the remark that
he’ Wwas sorry he  hadn’'t thought to
bring along a scoop shovel, the theatri-
cal man laid down his hand and said
softly:

“Wait a minute.

Perhaps you would
like to look at these y

ladies.”
Had the Four Ladies.

He had four queens,

“I opened on three, you see,” he went
on cheerfully, while Brown stared and
stared and then stared some more,
“and I drew two eards and caught the
fourth.”

He began to pile up the blue chips
one by one, and Brown turned to call
the steward.

“It's time to turn on some bubbles,”
said the cattleman, “and it's my turn te
hold the nozzle.”

“Say,” he remarked in a whisper that
penetrated to the- far corner of the
room, “if I'd been playing that hand
Id have laid it down right straight.
That's too thin, that sort of thing.
They're laying for ¥ou, . You better get
out now while yow have a chance, 1
know about thesecard sharpers that
travel on these big" steamers just to
fleece the passengers. You never have
the ghost of a show with them.”

Brown had been regarding him with
mildly contemplative eyes, and listen-
ing solemnly to all he sald. Now he
thought it was higfurn to play, and he
patted the extra 'developed conscience
on the arm and d, hopefully:

“Would you mind falling off the rail
and drowning yourself? There's a lot
of water out there, and it won't take
long.” ma

The conscience «spluttered with in-
dignation. It wag' a scandal and an
outrage and a me, and he for one
would do his pl uty and report it
to the captain of the ship. That sort
of thing had got to'be stopped. It was
gambling and nothing else, and he went
off to try to make good.

Then Brown turned to the other
brigadiers and remarked:

“That’s the first one. Now, cheaters,
;v:l&lsdeaiult? I want my chips

Jewel Heaters—We
line—for hard coal—highest
double heating base burner;

We" are exclusive St. Paul
agents. - -These beautiful
base burners at A

New Carpotlri?
Brussels and V.
complete lines.
free with every Brussels,
Sweeper.

plete line of Rugs in the city.

..' N

o~

Large Arm Rocker, with
saddle seat, quartered

g:g‘ndaa';'d a‘;)%l(l:?;‘le.d.salgs e

R ———

passe article in stock,
thing
Eastern markets
backed by years of expe

haﬂdle the entire

)
s—Wiltons, Axminsters,
elvets, all grades here—

For Monday and Tuesday we will give
Axminster
or Velvet Carpet sold a good Carpet

We show the largest and most com-

ST O
Fadiagel

\

Rattan Rocker, full roll,

and Tuesday special...

that had marching orders.

ments.

From that price on up.

Sanitary Steel Couch Bed,

with drop sides, like cut,
Monday
specidl. . UOL0

% p——

M Removable top
Nickel Cuspi-
dor. Monday
and Tuesday,

23 Gents

Monday s

Domestic Jewel Ranges—The 1903 pat-
de, . tern embdédies. all t!

esign
and construction ~without an equal.

he latest improve-

They have no equal s
for style or quality. 3‘ 5
524 and We start them at
up.

$4l 65

We start the fall and winter season with NEW goods—not a
The July auction sale cleared out every-

Then we went direct to the

and bought—bought with practiced eye,
rience in the wants and needs of an
exacting patronage.
a cordial invitation to call Monday or
Tuesday and Inspect the fruits of our labors

We'll make it to your interest as far as prices
are concerned.

We extend you

IRON BEDS—In any" finish. All sizes.
This one has heavy post, round

corners, like cut,
Monday, $3 85
s Y e A S SR LA .

Iron and Brass-Trimmed Beds,
3 ft. 6 or 4 ft. 6 size—in all the
new colorings. Monday, special.

$4.15

Dover Fgg Beater,
Monday only......

be

Nickle Tea and Cof-
fee Pots, 4-pint size.

ial o B 350 Wire Potato Mash
‘Tuesday, g Jire Potato Mash-
Spe‘:la ’ special ........ er, large size ..... 50

Cash or Credit—All the Same t.o Us.

The American

Housefurnishing
Company ¥ e

22-24 East Seventh St., St. Paul,

Alexandra’s Passion
Perfumes Makes Them Popular

for

Queen Alexandra's passlon for per-
fumes is bringing scents back to pop-
ularity. In their new uses there is a
practical as well as an esthetic phase.
They are employed as an aid to beauty,
and also as a substitute for the vin-
aigrette. It has been discovered that
rose scent often will soothe a head-
ache and serve as an agreeable substi-
tute for a camphor bag when contagion
is feared.

The queen’s perfumes are made by a
firm which grows the flowers, and uses
processes the secrets of which are care-
fully guarded. Following the queen’s
example, the modern English beauty
perfumes her hair and imparts the odor
of roses or of lavender to her skin.

To perfume the flesh, to make it soft,
elastlc and pink, a flower bath must be
taken. If this is to be of roses a quan-
tity of rose petals are put in a bag and
covered with bolling water, which is al-
lowed to boil for ten minutes. The
water is cooled and poured into a
bathtub, half filled with tepid water.
Before entering the bath the body is
sponged with milk slightly warmed.
After fifteen minutes in the bath a
shampoo of rose water is given by
means of an atomizer or a bath
sprinkler. Then masses of the flowers
must be inhaled. >

This fad is too costly for ordinary
mortals. There is a way of perfuming
the halr, however, that one may try.
With the fingers dipped In rosewater
the scalp is given a gentle massage.
Then extract of violet or foses is plac-
ed In an atomizer and Is sprayed over
the head through a comb-like arrange-
ment.

The most famous manufactory of
perfume is a little old-fashioned build-
ing in Warwick street, London.

In that spot t}ze royal perfumery has
been made for more than 200 years,
large supplies going at regular intervals
to the principal courts of Europe.

The famous Ess. Bouquet, first used
by George IV. at a state ball in 1829,
has been supplied to the royal family
of England without a break since then.

The flowers from which the queen’s
perfumery is made are grown on farms
at "Byfleet. In making the scent a
quantity of beef or deer suet is put
into a metal pan. This is melted by
steam heat. Then the flowers required

for the odor are put to the liquid fat
and allowed to remain for forty-elght
hours, The fat next is strained from
the spent flowers, and fresh ones are
added many times, untll the fat has
absorbed sufficient “otto.” Alcohol is
added, and the whole is placed in a
machine containing electrically driven
knives. These cut up the pomade in
fine flakes.

Distillation is brought about by
means of an iron pan capable of hold-
ing twenty gallons. To the pan a
dome-shaped lid is fitted, terminating
with a pipe and fixed in a reservoir,
with the end peeping out like the tap
In a barrel. When the water in the
copper is made to boil the contents of
the pan also boll, and glve off a vapor,
which can escape only through the
pipes, passing through the cold water
in the reservoir. The vapor is con-
densed and received through a fun-
nel,

From sunrise to sunset during the
sgason on the farms at Byfleet girl
workers are engaged picking the flow-
ers for the royal perfumes. Other
countries, however, have to be largely
drawn upon for the making of many
scents,

Ten thousand rose trees can be
grown on one acre, and are worth $350.
Two thousand pounds of flowers are an
average yleld. An acre of jasmine pro-
duces 5,000 pounds of flowers, and is
worth $1,250. An acre of violets ylelds
only 1,600 pounds of flowers, and can
be had for $500. An acre of orange
trees, from which 2,000 pounds of flow-
ers are obtained, is valued at $7,500.

The best roses in the world come
from Roumelia and Bulgaria. The rose
crop of Roumelia aléne is worth $1,-
000,000 a year, and the famous attar de
rose is made from this harvest; 250,000
pounds of rose leaves are used to make
a single ounce of the essence.

A ton of orange blossoms yields only
forty ounces of the scent of the same
name, and fifty-six pounds of lavender
will give a pound of the liquid perfume.

Ambergris 1s the costliest scent in
the world, being worth $55 an ounce.
Jasmine attar comes in a good second
at $50 the ounce, and musk $40 for a’
like quantity. All good scents have a

basis of animal fat. This serves to fix
the perfume and make it lasting. The
“fixers” used are civet musk and am=-
bergris, a fatty material obtained from
the whale.

The chemist has done much to reduce
the price of perfumery by manufactur-
ing Imitations, but those are easlly de-
tected. Perfumes prepared from flow-
ers improve with age, while those
chemically prepared often become nau-
seous after a short time. The spurfous
article, too, 1s often responsible for
neuralgia and headaches.

Fun on the Wireless.

One of the many unsuspected possibil-
fties of wircless telegraphy wag developed
down the harbor on the occasion of the
second cup race. To gay that an electrical
storm raged {8 to put the case mildly.
On the water were three boats endeavor-
ing to transmit news to three statlons on
the shore. The rivals were unable: to
agree on the question of precedence, with
the result that to spite one another they
bombarded their several stations with
news so persistently and continuously
that only one coherent wireless message
reached the excited crowds in Herald
square and Park row. When, owing to
the haze that enveloped the yachts, au-
thentic, or even approximate, facts were
lacking, the operators had recourse to
the poetry of the sea, which got even
more hopelessly mixed than sea poetry is
accustomed to. be. Afterward they shift-
ed to religious poetry. The Mariconi op-
erator on board the Chetolah led off with
“The Wreck of the Hesperus,” -closely
followed by ““The Anclent Mariner” from
the De Forest operator on the Bowker.
The resulting informatioffi was picked up
by the Marconi receiving station at Ja-
malica

It was the good sloop Shamrock
That salled the Summer sea.

“By thy missing chain and anchor, too,
Now wherefore beardest thou me?”

The De Forest company at Coney 18«
land made the message as follows:
It was the Ancient Lipton,
And he hoped for one in three;
But alas! no sup from the Yankee cup
Wi1ll cheer his company.

By and by the station at Brooklyn navy
vard got the following:
Sham Rock of Ages number three!

Why did I put my faith In thee!
A variant reading came from Jamaica:

Shamrocks enough I've put to sea.

Henceforth I'll hide myself in tea.

Now, though the drift of events may
be gathered from all this, we hold that
in common justice both to Sir Thomad
and Signor Marconi, to say nothing of
the yachting public, the competing com-
paniesg 9houid be obliged to cut lots for
precedence.—New York Times,

of th« Association.

California—via El
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5790 and back
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One fare for the round trip.
« Made on account of the annual meeting of
the American bankers’ Association, but open
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