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GIVE HONOR NOW.

0, how changed the words and feeliugs 5
Toward a brother passed away,

As we grieve and pay our hoaor

To the lifeless lump of clay!

Now there's silence o'er his failings,

And the virtues he possesged,

And applauded from the pulpit,

And by enemies contessed.

But the words of tender feeling,
And the honor you bestow,

{annot now confer the blessing

Thot they raight haye days /go.
Had the form, now cold and lifeless,
Head his honor when 'twas due,

You conld have more now to tell us
Of his virtues kind ana orue.

O, my friends, don't hold in memory
Till you gather round my bier,

Alr the disapproving feelings

That I may have caused you here!
If there's aught in me of kindoess,
It I've favored one distressed,

Give me eredit while U'm living,
Aund there'll be another blest.

You cun grieve when I've departed
You can deck with flowers my brow,
But [ thivk of them so fondly,

Give me bhalf the flowers now.

1f there's any kind inscription

You would resr above my head,

s fond of kindness,
induess now be said.

I'm so

Lot the X

1 do not seek for praise or honor,

I'd not court the great or small, "|~ L
But apeak weil of me \\'hi‘.r living,

vou ever speak at u!

would be much hw of gorrow,

A5

AL
¥Famizhed souls be better fes
Waore we kind unto the living,
A3 we talk kind of the dead.

Onmch Matters,

The Countess de (Jhamhurd is dead.
She was a fervent Catholic.

Rederptorist Fathers opened & mis-
sion at St, Edward’s Church in Cincin-
nati on Sunday.

Fai.u r O’Conuell, rector of the
American college in Rowe, sailed from
New \ ork for lurope last week.

The Dominican Sisters who have had
charze of the o1phan asylum at Mem-
phis, Tenn., have resigned the charge.
and are succeeded by the Sisters of
Charity of Nazareth.

The Rt. Rev. Dr. Meurin, Vicar-
Apostolie of Bombay, has established a
school in that city for the education of
deaf mutes. It is the first institution
of its kind that has been started in In-
dia.

Whether William Penn was a friend
to Catholies or not, his last male de-
geendant, the grandson of his grand-
danghter, William Penn Gaskell, died
a Catholie in Philadelphia, and is bu-
ried at St. John’s Chureh.

More Magsses are offered at Lourdes
than in any other sanctuary in the
world. In 1884, notwithstanding the
panic caused by the cholera, which no-
tably diminished the pilgrimages, as
many as 83.00¢ were celebrated. ;

On the Feast of the .\nnunm.mon,
Archbishop Elder celebrated Pontificial
High Mass at 8t, Francis® Church, Cin-
cinnati, the solemn ceremonies of the
oceasion mangurated the Custodia of
the Frauciscan Fathers into a Pro-
vince, witli the Very Rev. Jerome Kil-
genstein, O. 8. F., as Provincial.

The Holy Uoimcil of Lateran decreed
concerning the Easter duty: “All of
the faithful of both sexes, after they
shall have come to the years of disere-
tion, shall in private, faithfnlly confess
all their sins at least once a year to
their own pastor, and take care to ful-
fil, to the best of their power, the pen-
anc3enjoined on them; and they shall
reverently receive, at least at KEaster,
the Sacrament of tho Eucharist, unless
perhaps by the counsel of their pastor,
for some reasonable cause. they judge
it proper to abstain from it for a time
otherwise, let them be excluded from
the Church while living, and when they
die be deprived of (‘huatmn burial.”

A Tegend of Our Lard.

Jesus, says the story, arrived one
evening at the gates of a certain city,
and Ile sent His disciples forward to
prepare supper, whide Ife Himself, in-
teut on doing good, walked through
the streets inte the market place. And
He saw at the corner of the market
p:ace some men gathered together look-
ing at some object on the ground, and
He drew near to see what it might be.
It was a dead dog with a halteraround
its neck, by which it appeared to have
been dragged through the dirt, and a
viler, more abject. and a more unclean
thing never met the eyes of man. And
those who stood by looked on with ab-
horrence.

"i:‘aught” said one, stopping his nose,
“it pollutes the air!” *‘llow long,” said
another, ‘shall this foul beast ofiend our
sight?"? **Louvk at his torn hide,” said a
third, “one could not even cut a shoe
ont of it.” *“*And his ears,” said a
fourth, ‘‘all draggled and bleeding.”
“No doubt,’’ said a fifth, ‘"he bas been
hanged for thieving.” And Jesus lieard
them and looking down compassion-
ately npon the dead creature, He said :
“Pearls ave not equal to the whiteness
of his teath.” Then the pecple turned
to bim'in ama'zeme‘nt and said among

hemselves: ‘‘This must be Jesus ot
Nazeveth, for only He could find some-
{hing to pity and approve of, evenin a

dead dog ;7 and being ashamed, they.

bowed their heads before him, and
each one went Lis way.

The Secretary of the Interior has re-
jected the selection of 18,000 acres
made by the St, Paul, Minneapolis &
'\d&mtoba road in Dakota. Thus one
by one the great corporations of the
sountry are done np by the present ad-
fpinistration.

SERVING A LIFE SENTENCE.

GROOVE OF A CONVIOT’S MIND,

The Events of His Last Day Iu the
Worldare Fresh in His Mind,

The iron doors in the high stone wall
which enclosed a prison yard shut with a
resonant snap behind a swmall party of
visitors.

Entering the premises one of the party
fell buck with the turnkey, and five min-
utes later stood in a narrow cell, locked in
with & man whose body the law would re-
Jease only when death should free his soul.

«You want to know something of my
life,” began the conviet, taking without
comment the visitor's tobacco and repeat-
ing his guestion, “something of my ‘men-
tal life; a8 you put it, something of the
thoughts and feelings of a life convict, I
suppose. You're a newspaper man, you
say. You would put me on the rack like
Prometheus of old, and paiut a pen pic-
ture of my agony that the public shall see
and gloat over while it admires your skill,”
he went on, with a curious expression thac
had in it no despair, but a certain grim
apathy, asif the features set themselves
mechanically to an emotion the soul no
longer evolved.

«Well,” after a moment’s pause, while
the visitor stared in astonishment at the
prisoner’s language and fluency, “Iam
willing, but I warn you that I shall not
writhe under the process: you will find no
quivering in these bared nerves, no shrink-
ing in these exposed and handled sensi-
biilities. Emotionally, sir, T am as dead
as I shall be when, sooner or later, I shall
leave these marrow quarters for another
cell not s0 very much narrower and darker
than is this one, whose earthly door shuts
no closer and no more inevitably than that
iron one there.

«It i8 a month now,” he continued,
“over twenty years since I crossed the
threshold of this prison and was entered
upon its records as a life convict. It was
a littde past mid-summer in the year, and
we came & day’s journey from the country
seat of the scene of my cvime. I am in,
as you know, for homicide. Every inci-
dent of that day, my last in the world, is
indelibly printed upon my memory. We
started very early. The dew was heavy
upon the grass as we drove from the jail
and over the hills to take the train. I
remember just how the sunshown through
the gray mist rising from the river, and I
hoped the fog rolling so swiftly up from
the valley would lift before we reached a
certain elevation whence a fleeting and
distant view of my boyhood home could
be had. It did lift. I looked down the
vista of forest and river, and saw distinct-
ly the wooded hill against whose side and
at whose feet nestled the little village
where I was born. White stones in the
graveyard glistened in the oncoming sun-
light; on one hgadstone I was sure fhe
rays were falling like a benediction, glad
to shine on her grave that day rather than
on the living face of one whose life would
be forever sumless had she lived to greet
that morning’s light.

«The day gvew hot toward noon; the
fresh ride of the morning was followed by
a tedious railroad trip. We seemed al-
ways to be rushing through a dry and
uninviting country. The bushes and
grass by the meadows by which we sped
were dusty and gray, the streams were
dried, and the bared stones lay white and
hot in the midday glare. The men who
accompanied me were gruffly kind, I re-
member, and the people on the cars did
not bother me much with'their euriosity.
1 felt all day as if I were lifted away from
the mass of mankind—we had nothing in
common, and at that time I was not im-
pressed thas the balance was in their favor.
At nightfall we reached—here. I had &
little sense of curiosity and excitement at
the novelty of my experience during my
official reception and initiation—even
when, duly recorded, bathed, shaved, and
clad in the prison suit, I stepped eut inte
the stone corridor a life convict. I ex-
amined the imterior arrangeiments with
much the same feeling of curious inspec-
tion that you did to-day in your walk to
my cell, and I suffered myself to be locked
in still possessed of that sense of unim-
personal interest in what was going on.

It was not much after 8 o’clock when 1
reached my cell—8¢'clock on & Thursday
evening in late summer of the year 1865
—repeated the prisaner withont a rising
inflection, “that I began my first night in
hell. For as the sound of the turnkey’s
retreating footsteps died away, and the
long corridor settled into the night's still-
ness, all the shadowy drapery of my fate
fell away, and for the first time the txruth
presented itself in all #ts awful strength.
I am a college-bred man, and I was the
achlete of my class, I was 28 years ok,
and as I stoad that night clinging in my
despafr to the iron rods of my cell door,
every nerve and musele of my frame
thrilled with physical power. Mentally,
tco, I was not deficient. Ihad my hopes
and ambitions like other men, and a little
while before I had looked forward to the
years which sbould bring meo the gifts of
fame and forture on no meagre scale. My
guilt wasnot of a nature to grant me even
the solace of remorse. I searcely knew
the man I had killed. It was a barrcom
brawl]l, a sudden flaming of temper, a
furious onslaught in hot blood, and all was
done. The deed I could deplore; the
man deed T conld not mourn. There
was nothing to temper or even direct my
despair. Like a vise it held me while the
hours crept on, my strong frame trembling
in its force, with only an occasional moan
breaking from my lips.”

The prisoner paused. He moistened his
lips a little and passed one hand lightly
down his face.

«The first year such nights were many.
My perfect health was against me. The
regular hours and constant exercise kept
me strong of limb and clear of head. It
was hard to crush me down, and I grew to
dread the hours after dusk, when the
struggle was fierce and long.

«QOnce I thought I saw a chance for my-
self. Icounld get books from the prison
library, and at certain times pencil and
paper. I would write, I thought: pour
out something of my pent up force in this
way, and Itried it. The second attempt
showed it8 futility. A bird may sing in
its cage, poor fool, but a strong man
locked forever in a stone cell, the very air
he breathes coming t.hrough grated win-
dows—he draws no inspiration for a pip-
ing note.

«After that I fell back and fed upon
myself. I watched myself callous and
sink. The outward signscame first. In
liberty I had been a man of reﬂned habits

of life. In n I became & varlet. One
by one the toflet amenities within my
reach’I re! u.isbod the coarse food no
lon ger repenul me; the rough “voices of |
the keepers to gall; ‘deeper ‘and
deeper sank t

rlson yoke, cutting
way down, dm at lqst M«eﬁ 3

sapportable, has become satisfying to my
narrowed faculties. My whole range of
being has become condensed and shorten-
ed till this treadmill existence fillsit. Put
me down ontside these walls, and I should
grope feebly and uncertainly in  the wide
stretching space. Set me again in the
world of commerce, and its swift-moving
wheels would confuse me. The noise of
men would deafen my dulled ears: the
friction of life fret my rusty and cprroded
brain. There is not much more to say. I
am old before my time; the coming years
will deal me donble portions of ' agze, and
some day the end. The keeper is gefting

impatient. Your time is up. Don’t thank
me; it has neither hurt nor helped to
talk.”

FORGOT THE OLD LADY.

The Farmer’s hopping Tour That
Resulted Unpleasantly.

The Lewiston Me. Journal tells the fol-
lowing: Uncle B., from onc of the towns
just out of Lewiston, is a very prosperous
farmer. He has a snug bank account, a
pleasant home, #hd a nice wife. He is
well along to the shady side of 60, but his
face is round and so kindly that it belies
his years while his wife’s cheeks are as
rosy as Winter Baldwins. They are a
finely preserved couple, and Lewiston
traders like to meet them across the
counter.

Uncle B. usually drives in at this seasou
of the year alone. Sometimes in Snmmer
his amiable lady comes with him, but
usually at this season she is putting down
the pork and piling ap the cheeses. Tues-
day of this week, however, it was decided
that she should make the trip. They ar-
rived at 2 o’clock in the afternoon atone of
the Lisbon-street dry zoods stores, and,
leaving her, he drove off on a little busi-
ness. He went to the bank and talked
with the cashier. He drove upto the
blackemith’s shop to get the shoes sharp-
ened on the old mare. He sold some but-
ter, bought a coal hod at the hardware
store, and put in a bag of cottonseed at
the grain store. It puzzled him whether
he better market hay now or wait till
Spring, and he wasthinking of it when he
turned his mare's head over Main street
bridge and chirrupped a ‘gid-dap” to her
along the homeward road.

He unhitched, baving driven right into
the barn, and baving fed and bedded his
horse, went into the house. He came to
anchor in the arm-chair in front of the
kitchen fire, where the girls were getting
supper. He yanked off his boots and
pulled up the toe of his blue woolen stock-
ing. He had a vague impression of having
forgotten something. He thought he
would ask his wife.

«Where's your mother?”’ he said, look-
ing around as he held his left stockinged
foot in his right hand.

“Where’s who?” replied his oldest
daughter, as she stood, astonished, with a
tea plate in her hand.

“Why, where's your mother?”

«“Out in the barn, ain’t she? Didn’t she
come with you? You ought to know
where she is!”

«Jf any one, said Uncle B. in telling this
story on Wednesday in Lewiston, ¢had ’a
flung me heels over head into our muck
bed, I couldn’t ’a felt =0 mean, but X
braced up and I says I reckon [ know
where your mother is. She said she would
wait for me at Oswald & Armstrong’s, on
Lisbon street, and 1 think I'd better not
stop for any supper before I just drive
down and get her’ Well, I drove down
to Lewiston and found her. She was'’a
sittin’ there, kind of mad, long about
6:800'clock, Shedidn’t say nothin® worth
mentionin’ to you. 'We hoth eat pretty
hearty when we reached home. The next
time I take her with me [ guess I'll tie a
string around my finger"”

An Imperiant Orisis,

The three of us had been tramping over
the battlefield of Malvern Hillall day long,
and as night cameoen there was every ovi-
dence of a steady, soaking rainstorm. We
had to get shelter right away, and we
found it in a small farmm-house ewned by a
widow. She was willing enough to fur-
mish us supper, but when it came to
lodgings she was greatly embarrassed.

«You see,” she said, my “hpuse is very
smull. Indeed, I haveonly this room with
a bedroom.”

««But can’t we skeep in the barm?”’ asked
the Colonel.

«J have no barn.”

«But you can go @ bed and let ms sleep
om the floor in this room, can’t yeu?”

+Y-e-8, but—but—""

«Oh, you needn’t have any fear of us,
madame, protested the colonel.”

«[t isn't that sir, but—""

She blushed like a rose, but nome of us
could understand until she said:

«Well, to® tell the truth, my beau will
be here .to-n'ight."

“In this storm?”

“Oh. yes. William would come “if it
rained pitchforks.”

“Well, we won't huré William.”

«No, sir; but we—that is, he will ex-
pect to spark me, and—and-—"

«Kxactly,”” said the Colonel. I see the
situation. You don’t want to disappeint
William?”

4No, sir; and I don’'t want to turn you
gentlemen out, either. You see sir, it’s
probably my only chance e get mnrrhd,
and it wouldn’t do to offend William.
This is his sparking night, and he’s got
to come five miles.”

“Well, we won’t stand in the way; we
will hunt some other place.”

“No, sir, you shall stay; but .you see
how §f is. I think I can Aixit. Il take
this room, and yon three can have the bed-
mm" 3

«What!

«“0Oh, no, sir.
spark till daylight.
it that way, sir.”

We did. After supper we locked our-
selves into the bedroom, and taking the
pillows from the bed lay down on the
floor and slept like bricks until “talled to
breakfast. When we went out the Col-
onel asked:

«Well, did William show up?"

Y-yes, sir,”’ she stammered, and he asked "
me to m-marry ajm. nwe hadn’t fixed
things maybe he’d waited a whole year
longer. B-breakfast is ready, and I'll
neyer forget your k-kindness to a poor
widow!”’—[ Detroit Free Press.

The $ Mark.
«What is the origin of the sign 4 for
the American dollar?”’ was the question
propounded at a London dinner m&lopg
ago. The American Consul did not know
neither did any .one else.” An
temlted m this theory: !l'he

Deprive you of sleep?”
William and I always
If you would only fix

dollar tmmthoslunhh Z
ddm md tﬁe is to be found, of |
ag?fhtbm 8@:‘3

donsr. Ontharevornstﬂsot uw

?md esch pﬂhr lctéll‘,

devieeln thoeoumot,ume,hn w&

ated into the wmmnm
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RATES OF POSTAGE.

Letters, prepaid by stamps, 2 cts.
each oz. or fraction thereof, to all parts
of the United States ; forwarded to an-
other post-otlfice without charge, on re-
quest of the person addressed before
delivery: if not callad for, returned to
the writer free, if indorsed with that
request; also postal cards. If the
stamp is omitted, the letter is forward-
ed to the dead-letter office to be re-

turned to the writer, unless the en- ;

velope gives his address. For register-
ing letters 10 cts. additional.. Drop or
local ‘letters, 1 ct. each oz. prepaid; 2
cts. in cities: with carriers. Govern-
ment postal cards, 1 ct. each; if any-
thing except address is pasted on a
postal card, letter postage is charged.
For 10 cts. additional, immediate de-

livery of any letter in places designated

by the Department.

SECOND-CcLASS MATTER. — Postage
on all newspapers and periodicals sent
to any part of the United to subserib-
ers must be prepaid at the office of
mailing. Transient second-class mat-
ter 1 cent each four ounces, or part.

TRIRD-CLASS MArTER.—On books,
unsealed publications for advertising
purposes, or at nominal rates, circu-
lars, proofsheets with copy,commercial
blanks, photos, ete., the postage is one
cent for every two ounces or fractional
part. They must contain no written
information.

FOoURTH-CLASS MATTER. — On all
blank cards or envelopes, seeds, cut-
tings, bulbs, drawings, samples of
merchandise, ete., the postage is one
cent for each ounce. The sender of
any article of third or fourth ¢lass may
write his name or address within or on
the outside, with the word *“‘from,” or
may write or print on any package the
pumber and names of the articles en-
closed. The weight of any article of
these classes, a single book excepted, is
limited to 4 pounds, and it must be so
wrapped that the contents may be ex-
amined without mutilating the wrap-
per.

Liquids, poisons, explosive or in-
flammable matter, indecencies, lottery
and false pretence matters, are exclud-
ed from the mails.

MoNEY can be sent with safety
through the principal post-offices of the
United States by buying **P. O. Money
Orders:” fees, for $10 or less, 8 cts.:
$10 to $15, 10 cts.; $15 to $30, 15 cts.;
$30 to $40, 20 cts.; $40 to $50, 25 cts.;
$50 to $60, 30 cts; $60 to $70. 35 cts.; $70
to $80, 40 cts.; $80 to $100, 45 cts. None
supplied over $100.

To CANADA AND BriTisH NORTH
AMERICAN STATES, letters, postals,
and papers, in general, as if a part of
the United States. To Newfoundland
5 ets4=postals 2 cts.; newspapers 1 cent
for two ounces or less.

ForEIGN PosTAGE. — To France,
Germany, Austria, Hungary, Belgium,
Denmark, Iceland, Egypt, Spain, Can-
ary Islands, Spanish Africa, Cuba,
Mexico, Great Britain and Ireland,
Malta, Greece, Italy, Luxemburg, Nor-
way, the Netherlands, Portugal, Ma-
deira, the Azores, Roumania, Russia,
Finland, Servia, Sweden, Switzerland,
Turkey, -Bahamas, Bermuda, Brazil,
Pera, Ecuador, Japan, China, Singa-
pore, and Persia, for prepaid letterss
cts. per # oz. Unpaid 10 cts. Postal
cards 2 cts. Newspapers, not over two
oz.,1ct. Books, other printed matter,

Eichelzer & Kruse,

248 Nicollet Avenue,
AND MEN'S FURNISHERS.

We invite your attention to our Splendid New
Stock in new Spring Goods. See our

ELEGANT NECKWEAR, UNDERWEAR,

HOSIERY, GLOVES, ETC., ETC.

248 Nicollet Avenue, Minneapolis.
Philip Fay,

Plain and Ornamenial

SIGNS!=

BANNERS AND SHOW CARDS, |

[ 14 Washington Avenue South,
THE MOTOR TIME CARD.

TRAINS LEAVE MINNEAPOLIS. i

For CALHOUN— At *6:30, 7:00,7:30, 8:00, 8:30, 9:00, 9:30, 10, 10:30, 11:00, 11:30
. m., 12:15, 12:30, 1:00, 1:30, 2400, 2:30, 300 330 400 430 500 630 *6: 5,6:80,
00.730 800 830 9:00, 9:45, 10:55 p. m.

For LAKE HARRIET—A' 7:30 a. m. and 4:00 p. m )

For MINNEHAHA—AL *6:30, 19:00, *10:00 a. m., and 12: 00, 2:00, 6:00 p. m, 3

For EXCELSIOR—AL 7:30 a. m. and 4:00 p. m.

¢ FOR MINNEAPOLIS,

LEAVE CALHOUN—*6:00, 6:30, 7:00, 7:30, 8:00, 8:30, 9:(0, 9:30, 10:00, 10:30,
11:00, 11:30, 11:50 a. m., and 12:03, 1230,100 1:30, 2:00, 2:80, 300 330 406, 4:30,
5:00. 530 *550 *6:03, b30 7:00, 730 8:00, 8:30, 912 1025p m.

LEAVE HARRIET—9:55 4. m. and625p m.

LEAVE MINNEHAHA—®7:20, 19:50, *#10:50 a. m., and 12:50, 2:50, 6:52 p. m.

LEAVE EXCELSIOR—9:10 a. m. and540p. y . .

TRAINS ARRIVE.
AT EXCELSIOR—S8:50 2. m. and 5:20

MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.

AT MINNEHAHA—*7:12, 19:42, *10: a. m and 12:40, 2:42, 6:40 p. m. D .
AT HARRIET—8:05 a. m. and 4:85 p. m.
ARRIVE AT MINNEAPOLIS.. oy

FroM EXCELSIOR—10:27 a. m. and 7:00 p.1n. : ! i
FroyM HARRIET—10:27 a. m. and 7:00 p :
FroM MINNEBATA—*T:57, 110:27, *11: 27 a. m., and 1:27, 8:27, 7:27 p. m,

% Daxly, except Sunday. 1 Sunday only.

East bound trains pass Thirty-first street éunc‘lon seven minutes and Twen-
‘ty-fourth street twelve minttes after leaving Calhoun
West bound trains pass Thirteenth street ten minutes and Twenty—fourth ;
street sixteen minutes after leavmg Bridge Square.
Tickets for sale at Hofflin’s Drug Store, Crescent Drug Store and 'Bige—

ow’gr‘g[btore.
St Paul, Minneapolis & Manitoba Railway.
FARGO SHORT LINE.
ONLY RAIL LINE TO WINNIPEG AND THE CANADIAN NORTHWEST..

——

patberns, legal documents, photographs, TIME TABLE.
etc., 1 cot. for each two oz. Registra- e wl;:g‘v;o (Arrval P
ul. aul, 'n'eapli 8 o
tion fee on all correspandence 10 ¢'s. Morrls, Wilimar, Brown's Valley and Erockenridge ¥T:0am 805 am( 3100 p 1 e%“%‘-'{; b7
Adl.l m}gismted arﬂc::’a m‘;lﬂt be Dl't;' hg&&g awommodﬁdon. via Monticelio and :'w i i ol i ::;:)P e 1510 Lt 5 o
pai ewspapers, other prin pm| 3:05pm m| 11:20am A
papers, and all matter of the seeond,| be ?:::m ‘:"&m‘ "Ca' .gse“f’.::i::df':gg&f *3:30pm| 4:06pm) *10:66 8 m| 10:20 % },4
motm d g )
thil‘d.,. and fourth classes, #hO“‘d be Lake ‘m{vll Vincent .J’ er‘gx‘n r........ ..... 7:30 pm| 8:06p 7:80 a m e:u & m 3:
prepaid; unless at least partly prepaid, | Ferrus rmua.lt Moorhead, Fa Forks, @
will mot be forwarded. Devil's Lake, Larimore. N reeamseeseeneoool B30 pmi 0:10pm! 7:00 am!  8:25 4 m i
Gold and silver money, jewels and ST. PAUL AND MINNEAPOLIS SHORT LINE. ‘;ii‘ 25
precious stones, and any other articles LEAVE 87, PAUL—6:45 8 m, *7: (Bam.mlu m, *7:56 a m, *8; oum.saosm.o wam. 10: a
whatever liable to customs’ duties, are ;', 26 ﬁ) ;:’. 5’53" pp:.‘lﬁo ym, ! 8200 m, %gnn.&)awm. ngo m.'?i. m Pt "f 1
excluded from foreign mails. To the 6 mtuv?nmﬁxwfg;msﬁ_g. flg % 'I.’l}g 4 m, 718_0-0 m, 7”3 m, ‘8 15 a m, 8:80 A m, 33
following, postage must be prepaid:|4:30 p m,5:30 pm, *5:45 gt ni.:' % p m, :.l?plg});im%%' s,lop ':f 10: m- pm, 3:80 pm, f:
To Bolivia, 17 cts.; Sandwich Islands, 5|  myorer Orr .,:i&_ Ty SxceptiahnRyl i “
cts.; to Costa Rica, 5 cts. Union Depot, IC] oor?l)‘f]ﬂco m:lh Wl.gno&isreeu U on Depot. Minneapolis— : 3
W

JOHN P. FITZGERALD,
¥ ES"I‘.A.TEfv
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