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Elycutlcln the * distance; but Ers-
ne did not look at that. Neither did
his glance dwell long on the flowers,
for: was & young girl tluro&lh-
ering them, and his eyes met those
other eyes, soft and dark, tender as a
southern night, and rested there.

- as a tender reserve, almost | g
aF sadness, in the face, and the flush on

the cheeks was not d than that of
the blush rose she held in her hand.

Em:e was not an artist, he was only
a clerk on a holiday; but that

: piocture was photographed on his soul.

“ing blonde who had follow

.ing his purse —not too well
Dark, velvety Jaogueminots | th

8he stood by & mossgrown fountain,
. where a wingless d n spouted up a
silvery stream amid dripping wreaths
of maiden hsir. Huge trees
stood in the background; but in the
. lluminated among the flowers
was this ous re in a dull blue
gown, that defined the soft ocurves and

, rounded outlines,

What irony of fate had transplanted
her from the wilderness of roses to a
London music hall? 'He felt at once an
im ve need of knowing the story.
voloe soared up like a lark to
meet the sunbeam.

followed and the young girl

 seemed suddenly recalled to the pﬁ

ent. She
bowed.
or bo!

about timidly and
tly. There were no smirks
glances. She glided away

| | quietly, and the encore did not bring
"back,

Vanoe cast one glance at the llt.m;
an
then he rushed out of the hall. He
astonished the nearest florist by empty-
ed—for
roses.
and oream-white : blossoms, mingled
with others as pink as a girl's blush,
in his hurried grug.

';Ah, hallo !’ ”:h & voice near him,
as he paused at the stage entrance,
wondering vaguely as to what should
be his next step. “Why, Va;'nee. you

. are a oaptive of her train, too?"’

- %@h, get out!” answered Vanoe,
impatiently, looking areund ata pom-
pous-looking individual with a heavy,
rublcund visage and scant hair. e
was a man of forty-five, and an au.
thority on 'Change, but he had by no
means laid aside the follies of ysuth.
" “Bah—flowers,” said Mr. Zachary

: Sheldon, looking at the roses, «they

would like diamonds better."’

“Come," said Vance fiercely, as-
tonished at the sudden fire in his heart,
*no sneers, I'm not in the mood for
them."

“«Well, we won't anml." said
'Sheldon, with a mirthfu lwh. Ot
oourse it's the blonde Lillian.

An unconscious feeling of relief came
into Vanoe's heart.

“The othe. ~e is a poem—Rosalia,
beautiful Rosalia. She's a flower, a
sunbeam—no, too pale for & sunbeam
—a silver moonbeam. She says—"'

At these words Vance tted his
‘bad humot.: This mancould help him.
He knew the Italian nightingale.

¢ say, Sheldon, excuss my gruff-
ness; somebody stepped on my corns

just now. does she say?” he
asked, eagerly.

¢That she canriot’ her in
a strange land; that she has her

‘soul =mong the roses. - Ah, you raseal,
iuo. : Roses! but not for the blonde
“No; introduce me!” eagerly cried
Vance. And that was the way it be-
It was only Zachary Sheldon’s con-
fidence in the supreme power of money
Chatm of youth, s sagwt opes aad
of youth, an and
y romance He loundpo:t' his
when, smitten beyond his
p.:l:o.::o h‘l'.iw it, he _o!ar; him-
money to
Italian girl. It was oolnlaartl:
see the ex n in p;huf fat faoce, the
small, eyes.
Mnudh did not smile. Bhe was
troubled; but the lumimous of
'her. lovely face was not flushed with
the palest rose tint ss she declined the

favor. :
] can restore you to ltaly,” he
sald.  “What ance Erskine do

[

A storm of ap-|%™

because of his love, and disgrace was
all the more unbearable because of her.
He had no excuse for his folly. He
had borrowed a sum from the bank,

on an t from
:‘md. '.l‘hm&d ll: denly died

insolvent. Vanee bad squandered the
bank's money, y at the gaming-
table. - It must be replaced, or—

He turned suddenly. He would tell
Rose all. How unworthy, how ignoble
he was! At his best he had never de-
served her, and now—— Her love
should have lifted him out of his follies
—should have sufficed for him. He
seemed to see all the sweet possibili-
ties of his life rising before him. He
t his breath with a gasp—it was
too late, too late!

A drear London mist was rising. He
was rather to have the ple
blotted out, and the houses. He longed
to be alone somewhere—anywhere, yet
he shuddered at the awful loneliness of

eath.

“‘But it would be easier to leave a
world wrapt up in fog,” he said, «than
a land of sunshine and flowers. If
there is uytblng that can make a man
feel like suicide it is a London fog."
Rosalia was waiting for him. S8he
was not to sing this evening, and she
paced the room impatiently, with some
feeling of unrest she could not explain.
Her cheeks were scarlet, her eyes shone
like stars. Of late she had lost her
pallor in the evening. Roses bloomed
on the delicate cheeks—such roses as
would have made her mother's heart
ache if she had lived to see them.
;;8':3‘13 brightness dying socems dif-

Vanoe was not wise enough to un-
derstand. He only saw that she was
wing more beautiful. When he
looked into her eyes he tried to mask
his own misery, but she read some ter-
rible seoret in his face.

“Tell me,"” she faltered. I can bear
anything if you will only be frank. Is
it that you have ceased to loye me? I
have been much afraid of that. Noth-
ing else can hurt ms.”’

“No, no! God knows I never loved
you better,” cried Vance, bitterly.
«There!

Vanoe caught the slight form in his
arms, and crushed her to his breast.
“My darling,’ he cried, I have been
mad! I soe it now, darling. Why did
we ever meet?'’

“Because we were meant for one an-
:)ther." whispered Rose, faintly smil-
n;

g

“Let me tell you. I must,” said the
young man, in' sudden anguish. «I
will tell you all the truth."’

He poured out his story with fever-
ish h;ste.! N

«There e gasped, as he finished.
“What is left for me?’’

“I am left, Vance,"" she said, nest-
ling up to him.

“You see, I can’tsay, ‘all is lost save
honor!’"* cried Vance. - ‘‘Honor is lost
first ofall.’

“‘How much time is there before—"’
she faltered, paling visibly.

“‘Before discovery and the trial and
the prison? Bah! do you think I would
face that?”

“Oh! what do you mean?’’ she cried,
clinging to him in terror. ¢«But I know
—I know! Oh, promise me, Vance,
you will not. You will wait—wait two
days. I might think—of a way."’
“Child, what could you doP Have
you hoarded up five thousand dollars?’’
cried Vance, mockingly.

“No; do not jest, but promise me."”
He saw her face 80 ghastly in its ter-
ror, that he did his best to dispel the
phantom he had raised.

She only half believed him. When
he left her she could not rest. It was
10 o'clock, and the night was a dreary
one. The fog had turned fo a dreary
drizsle, and the pavements looked
slimy and forbidding in the pale glim-
mer of the street lamps.

Rose shuddered as she looked out.
A child of the sun, she shrank from the
oold and the fog and storm, but she
faced it, nevertheless, wrapping herself
in & waterproof and covering her black
felt hat with a valil.

“I have ne time tolose,” shesaid,and
the scarlet spot flew back to her
cheeks, though her teeth were chatter-
ing.  “He be bus
must see him to-night."’

Sk liacy (hat pomoteated thartho:
& 00! pen her be.
ing. She was too absorbed in her mis-
sion to analyua it, or te notice that her
kid lllﬂpeu were soaked and sodden.

“It is a chance,” she said to herself,
«sand I must not let it go.”

She had caloulated .well. Zachary
Taylor had to hear her sing
that night, Wils éven now emerg-
in ;l; bad humor from the h:ﬁ.

to-morrow. I

plunged into the fog—a big, unwield
:ﬁun, who looked cl.pabh‘ of mklny
way through the mist that seem
solid h to lean against. He
stopped with a jerk as & little tremb-
nd was laid on his arm.

«You said—you said,” faltered Rose,
almost in tears, that if I ever wanted
a friend—and, oh! I want one now.”

+‘Why, bless my soul, my dear little
girl," said Zachary, «to besure. Come
all right—and tell

'mlo hl: walt fol'«l
w she pretended to give
cold shoulder before folkf:"

‘Just a moment sooner, Mr. Erskine,
and you would have found her."
“‘HerP—who?'' muttered Vance ina
startied tone.

“Ah, what! the one woman in the
universe, to be sure—the Provence
Rose! She's a grlmme gonerally, but
to-night! Ah, I always suspect the
prim ones. Now I am frankly gay.
It's all open and above board. But
who would suspect that little puss of
scheming for the favor of the rich
broker! There they go, turning into
Minaud’s, I declare! Well I've had
some pretty little rackets at Minaud’s.”

Vance had grown white to the lips.
He stopped not for a word, but sprang
after this retreatsng couple. He saw
them enter the restaurant, and then Le
stoppod to catch his breath. Ho was
panting like a runner. He had reach-
ed his goul and knew not what to do
next. A mad, unmasonlni jealousy
had gained ssion of him. The
rain inc , and he stood out in it,
x‘nherably wondering what he shonld
0.
Rose sat at the table, the wineglass
in her hand. Her eyes fell under the
ardent gaze of the man near her, who
had been listening. to her passionate
pleading for another. His heart had
grown as heavy as lead.
“And if I do this thing; if I lend my
money to release a man I hate, what
am [ to have—what will be my re-
ward®"
Rose looked into the man’s cyes, and
her face blanched.
+I—we will work and pay you back,"’
she said. ¢And oh, it must be grand
to be able to help a human being who
is driven to the wall—to save a soul
alive.”

Zacahary was abashed before the
pure innocence of the girl. The divine
sgnrk that had nearly gone out in the
choke-damps of sin flamed up for a
moment. He thought of a little sister
who had died when he was a boy. He
drew out his check-book and filled out
a check.

+I will not ask much,
an uneasy laugh.
me to help a rival.”
Rose flushed and drew back as he
handed the check to her.

“The conditions?’’ she faltered.
There was a proud dignity in her
face.

“Remember me in your prayers,”
said Zachary, laughingg

At this moment Vance had made his
way to the door. His face grew white,
and hard, and scornful as he looked.
“What is he giving her?” he thought,
a flame kindling in his eyes. «By Jupi-
ter, she is false! This meeting, with
such a man!"

What was she saying?

*‘He must not know!"

*O\f course not!’ said Zachary, hold-
ing the little hand a moment longer
than was neccessary, and looking into
the lovely cyes.

Vance waited no longer. With a
smothered oath he faced the two, who
stared in astonishment and fell apart.
il‘he girl's face grew gray in its pal-
or.

But they seemed to be flames before
Vance's eyes,and his’heart gave a great
throb of pain. Rose started, and laid
her hand on his arm, in terror at the
expression of his face.

“Come away! I can explain!"’ she
said. She saw his face as in a mist.
Everything swam before her.

He shook her hand off angrily. His
cyes grew burning hot. The blood
surged through his brain.

“#Gol” he said. I must settle with
this man. I have nothing to say to
you!"

Zachary’s face was a study. Per-
haps his ttmo was coming—who knew?
Yet he was man enough to speak.
“This lady's explanation will do her
honor. If you will not hear her, I must
make you hear me!"

“‘Oh, we all know what men of honor
say at such times!'’ sneered Vance.

ae said, with
“You are asking

but through the mist she seemed to see
a gleam! It rose, it leaped like a
flame! In whose hand was the cruel
knife?

She seemed to reel between them. A
stinging pain struck her, and there
was a sudden shriek that rang out like
the crack of doom.

Those who rushed in saw a dark
mass of drapery on the floor; A man
kneeling beside it, pressing a girl's
head against his breast. He was sob-
bing without restraint, Zachary stood
afar off, as one paralyzed. The girl's
white face was convulsed with pain,
and there was a horrible wound in her
side, but she was groping feebly about
clutching at her breast.

“I—have it somewhere,”’ she
moaned. ¢Itis safe, Vance! Youcan
live now! The money is all right.”

Like an electric flash, Vance com.
prehended all.

“Oh, my love, my love!’ he sobbed,
“was it for meP Fool! beast that 1
am! Oh, Rose, stay! I cannot live
with?ut you! Oh, forgive!—forgive
me!’

There was only a fluttering sigh in
answer, but in that sigh the soul of
the fading Rose escaped from its
prison.

Vanco Erskine wanders over the
world like a lost spirit, but he never
fails to keop the roses bright and
blooming about the elender shaft of
Italian marble that marks his darling’s
grave. The inscription reads:

“Ross—she lived as roses llve,
Bat a morn.”

One Eye on Cuba.

New York World: What fal.-de-ral
to talk abont the ‘annexation of debt-
Iaden Oanada. If wé need territorial
acquisition about this time Cuba is onr

The very air swooned about the girl, | &

Letter in Chicago Herald: One of the
handsomest womes who haunt the

capitol is a tall and magnificently-
formed widow, who is' the agentof a
prominent book conoern. She has lus-
trous brown hair snd splendid eyes,
and many aad many a member of con-
gress has wilted under thelr expressive
glances. She solicits subscriptions,
and, it is understood, is the most suc-
nessful of all the vdst army of book
H;uu who prey upon the community.
there is one thing above another that
will interest gallant Semator Black-
burn, it is a handsome woman. The
widow by some means, ascertained
that the courtly Keatuckian was some-
what susceptible, and so went up to the
senate chamber and sent in her card.
Several of the senator’s associates
learned that «‘General Joe'’ was about
to receive a oull, and they made up
their minds to play a practical joke at
his expense. They enlistod the services
of a messenger, and substituted
for the widow’s card one bearing the
name, *‘Mrs. Wrats.'' Blackburn came
out into the ante-rbom, and when he
caught sight of the beautiful widow his
face was wreathed'in smiles and his
breast swelled out like nponwrytgoou.
Advancing in his most fascinatin
manner, he extended his hand and sai
with great cordiality: I am very glad
to meet you, Mrs. Wratz."” The wid-
ow's eyes snappod _as she replied
sharply: ¢«Senator Blackbnrn, I am as-
tounded. I came here to 2ee you on a
matter of business. You ave the first
member of congress who hag ever said
‘rats’ to me.”" The senator looked con-
fused for a moment, and then drew out
the card which the practical jokers had
prepared, and said: «I'm sure there
there must be some mistake; the name
reads Wer-a-t-z.”’ The widow looked
at the card and then they both laughed.
A few moments later the widow put
down the senator’s name for two cop-
ies of her book. Then they shook
hands and the widow went to look for
a fresh victim. ;

A Famous Detective.
Sing Sing (N. Y.) Daily Register:
James Jackson, the famous state de-
tective, resides in Sing Sing, and is
generally in attendance at the prison.
His duties are to examine carefully the
face of every convict as he enters, and
to scrutinize every visitor in order to

prevent any discharged convict seeing
his pals. Occasionally ho has to make
long journeys in pursuit of runaway
prisoners or to identify criminals con-
victed in other states. He never
makes a mistake; if once he
looks a man in the eye he will
know him under any disguise,
as he tells his man by the look of his
eyes. Once an escaped convict had
his nose pared down one-third, but
Jackson detected him at once, notwith-
standing this remarkable change of
feature. Mr. Jackson is about b feet
8 inches in height, about 85 years old,
of a light and sinewy buildy svith black
hair and piercing black eyes, and is
altogether remarkably handsome. He
knows about 10,000 criminals, and it
is simply wonderful that he can dis-
tinguish the features of every one.
On his long journeys he eats very
moderately and always takes one
Brandreth pill at night.  When much
fatigued by the jolting of the cars on
his tiresonie trips he uses two Allcock’s
Porous Plasters on the small of the
back, which give him renewed vigor
and quickly relieve him of all weari-
ness. These are the only two remedies
he uses, and he attributes his vigor and
remarkable health to Allcock's Porous
Plasters and Brandreth Pills

She Clung to the Flesh Pots,

Paterson Press: During conference

in Hackensack eleven brothers and one
sister were at dinner at one of the ho-
tels where the dessert was suet pud-
ding and pie. Each brother significd
his preference for pudding, and each,
upon tasting the dish, changed his mind
to pie. The sister also took pudding,
but, to the surprise of the eleven par-
sons, instead of sending it back, pro-
ceeded to dispose of it with unmistake-
able relish. Looking down from his
seat at the head of the table, the senior
brother said in solemn tones:

«Sister Briggs, do you know what
you are eatingP”’

“Why, yes, Brother Perkins, I'm
am eating suet pudding, and it is very
ood, too."

With deeper solemnity the brother
again remarked:

“Sister Briggs, you are eating bran-
dy sauce.”

Having enjoyed about ope-half the
contents of her plate, the d sister
was not disposed to forego the pleas-
ure of finishing the remainder, and
looking squarely up at the horrified
dominie, retorted:

«Well, Brother Perkins, I may as
well be killed for a sheep as a lamb,
and shall therefore hold fast to that
which is good.”

She Wore Seven Suits,

San Francisco Chronicle: Among
the Chinese who came off on a return
certificate was one giving the name of
“Leland Stanford.” His luggage was
marked in that name. He was for-
merly an employe of the senator. He
was accompanied by his wife, who, to
all appearances, as she toddled down
the gang plank, was a rolund matron.
Inspectress Kincaid thought that the
psuedo Mrs, Stanford was extremely
bulky in her dress and invited the lady
to a secret investigation. The ins
tress removed what she supposed to
be Mrs. Stanford’s dress. hen the
article was taken off Mrs. Stanford
w.s still dressed,though in a suit of
different color and texture. 8o, mar-
veling, the inspectress drew off the
garment. Another dress of even finer
satin was revealed. Mrs. Stanford
wore saven suits.

—At the Graves sale of pictures in New
York last week C. P. Huntington, the rail-
road magnate, paid $10,000 for one of Corot's
pictures,

geme.  There is swoetness in Cuba,

—Ex-Secretary Windom has an office in the
Mutual Life buflding, New York, where he is

66,551, which ' proved
number.. This he de

he heard of his uck
zens' Bank of eapolis, Minn., for
collection, and in due time received

mmediately invested in Minneapolis
city property.—Decorah (Iowa) Re-
publican, April 7.

SOME DAY.

Some day—some coming day, perhaps not far
AWay,

1 shall be deaf to your impassioned call.

S8ome day your words of love will have ne
power to move

Mine heart Lo rapture as by me they fal,

Some day, oh, my beloved, and you alone
shall sit

And list, but all in valn, my feet will not
come,

Some day, oh, cdearest heart, whene'er 1
think of it,

Mine eyes are filled with tears, my lips
are stricken damb,

Some day—some coming day—it may be in
the May—
And you will come to my love-curtained

bed,

And, bringing daltles with you, there shall,
sobbing, say:

“S8he loved them eo, and she, alas!is
dead.”

S8ome day—some coming day, and you will
turn away

From that low Mecca of your troubled

yeags;
And e'en the sky so bluc that shines o’er you,
You will not see, becaute of many tears,

Sime day—some coming day—thank God!
thank God! I say,

The one that here s left with yearning
soul shall go

To where the other 1s. Dear heart, you'll will
not miss

Me long before you come,
me, I know,

—Helen A. Manville,

You come to

A leading real estate agent and pri.
vate banker, Mr. Ira Brown, Chicago,
IlL,, writes: «I feel it my duty to say
of St. Jacobs Oil that Ilay on, my
back three months with rheumatism. I
tried it, was cured, and have never
been troubled since.’

He Christenzd It
From the Merchant Traveller: They
had chicken for dimner and supper the

day before, and each occassion the
lundlady announced that she guessed
that would finish it.

«\Vill you pass the Patti chickenP'
asked the old boarder gravely, at breftk-
fast Lthe next day.

«The which?”

«The Patti chicken."

I fail to see why you call it by that
name,’’ said the landlady suspiciously,
as she handed it over.

But everybody else saw it.

Counterfeiting. \
Allen’s Iron Tonic Bitters have proved to
be the finest thing of the kind ever discovered,
and conscquently dishonest persons are coun-
terfelting them,

The genuine are put up in round black bot-
tles holding 11¢ pts., with a white lithographed
label on orne side, bearlng the signature of J.
P. Allen, and a yellow label on the other elde.
These are the old genulne and original Allen’s
Iron Tonlc Bitters, and if they had not been
good no one would have thought of counter-
feiting them. Thisis no advertising dodge.
Look out for frauds.

— Ex-President Mark HMopkins has taught
all but thirty-one of the 1,726 living graduates
of Willlams college.

To Dislodge the Enemy,

When {t takes the form of diseass of the
k'dneys or bladder, is a task well nighim-
possible of accomplishment. Renal and
vesical maladies are more obstinate than
any others. Counteract, therefore, the
earliest indications of inactivity of the
many orgins with Hostetter's Ntomach
Bitters, which possesses, among other ex-
cellent quulities, those of an efficlent diu-
retie. o degree of stimulation apparent
from {ts use reashes, butnevergues beyond
the bounds of safety., It invigorgtes al-
ways, never irritates. Bright's dissease,
diabetes, catarrh of the bladder, are d
enses successfully combatted in their in-
ciplency with this benign medicinal stimu-
lant and tonic. Besides reinforcing and
regulating the kidneys and bladder, tha
Bitters 18 a gpecific for fever and ague,
constipation and dyspepsia.

—General Bankshas a farm near Boston
where he spends all his spare cash on agricul-
tural experiments.

ItIs a Fact,

that Dr. Harter’s Iron Tonic {s cooling to the
blood, controls excessive perspiration, and
will safely tide you over that period charac-
terized by headache, falnting spells, exhaue-
tive spasmedic affections, and will give
strength and new life to the entire system.

~Prince Rupert of Bavaria has been ap-
prenticed to a Munich wood turrer.

Nightmare,

sick-headsche, depression of spirits, and want
of ambition are symptoms of diseased liver.
The lungs, stomach, and bowzls are all in
sympathy. Lifeisonlya living death, Dr.
l?leme’l s‘Golden Medical Discovery’’ acts up-
on the torpid liver, and effectually removes
all these difficulties and disorders. Nervous
fcelinges, gloomy forebodings, and {rritabllity
of temper all disappear,

—Ben Butler still carries his right arm in a
sling as are sult of his fall in Philadelphia.

What Would the World Do
without woman? asks the essayist who starts
out to say something new on this oft-treated
subject. Of course, the human element of the
world would not exist without woman, so the
question is gratuitous. It would have been
tar more sentible co ask: What would the
world do without the salvation of woman

without s panacea for her p’ y.i. 1 il's nnd
cure for her diseaser. lu o word,
what weuld the world do without Dr, Plerce's

‘Favorite Prescription,’ the great remedy for
female weaknesses! It is indispensa'!: fur
the ills of womankind.

on March 12.

drowned. No Europesns were lost.

road project,

pushing his Topolobampe Bay, Mexico, rafl-

rosd.

A s N e

—Benator and Mrs, Frye winl suil for Europe

A dispatch from Cookstown, Australis, an-
nounces that the steamer Benton, of Bings-
pore, was sunk in a collision with a bark off
the fsland of Formosa and 150 persons

~—The accumulations of snow on the rosds
in certain sections or Canada are so formid-

able that in many places a person riding can
touch the telegraph wires when they croes the

| —The astate of the lote Helen Hustdost-|
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*Roysl Giue” Mends Everything!
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000 the other day for the race horee, Montana

Regeat, at Lexiagton, Ky.
-m'od-ub use_and )
for Catarrh, By druggists. .

—Leon Gambetta's fatber lives at Nice. He
is seventy-four years old, and lives oa the

proceeds of his feulit business.
Second-Hand Outfits.
to start mewspapers

secure in outfits M:
We have several gond seco newspaper
outfits at t at low figures.

&0vx Crry Prixrine Co.,

Sroux Crry, Iowa.

—There was an average of 4.71 rallroad ac-
Idents perday in the United States duriag
S ——————————————
FOR WEAK WOMEN.

Mre. Lydia E. Pinkham. Lynn, Mass:
“About the first of Beptember, 1881, my wife
Was taken with uterine hemorrhage. The
best styptics the physician oould preseribe
did not eheok it, and she got more and
more enfeebled. Bhe was troubled with
Prolapsus Uterl, Leucorrhwea, numbness of
the limbs, sickness of the stomach and loss
of appetite. I purchased a trial bottle of
your Vegetable Compound. SAs said she
could discover @ salutary effect from ths Aret dose,
Now she is eomparatively free from the
Prolapsus, Btomach's sickness, &o. The
hemorrhage is very much better and is less
at the regular periods. Her appetite is re-
stored, and her general health and strength
are much improved. We feel that we have
been wonderyully dengited, and our hearts
are drawn out in gratitude for the same
and in sympathy for other sufferers, for
whose sakes we allow our names to be
used.” O. W. EATON, Thurston, N. Y.

!'OI GRAEF INSTITUT E

Park Place, New York.
BSole Agent U. 8, and Canada fur
DR. CARL VON GRAEF'S

The Compound is put up in Pill, Lozenge
and Liquid form. Allsold by druggists. The
Pills and Losenges sent by mall on recelpt
of priees.
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