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i -- aift rrri; HnitE was a sad
heart In the low- -

storied, dark little
house that 6tood
humbly by the
roadside under
some tall elms.
Small as her house

tan. was, old Mrs. Itobb
found It too large
for herself alone;
she only needed the

kitchen and tiny bedroom that led

out of it, and there still remained the
test room and a bedroom, wun uic
low garret overhead. There had been
n mo nftni aha WAS left alone, when
Mrs. Hobb could help those who were
poorer than herself. She owned a pig.

and was strong enough not only to do

a woman's work inside her house, but
also a man's work outside in her piece

of garden ground. At last sickness and
age had come hand in hand, those two

relentless enemies of the poor, and to-

gether they had wasted her strength
and substance. She had always been

looked up to by her neighbors as be

ing independent, but now she was leit,
lame-foote- d and lame-hande- d, with a

debt to carry and her bare land, and
the house to stand the
.siege of time. For a while she man-

aged to get on, but at last It began to
be whispered about that it was no use

for any one to be so proud; it was eas-

ier for the whole town to care for her
than for a few neighbors, and she had
better go to the poorhouse before win- - i

ter, and be done with it. At this ter- - j

rible suggestion her brave heart ;

seemed to stand still. Tb people ,

whom she cared most for happened to
bo poor, and she could no longer go

into their households to make herself of

use. The very elms overhead seemed
to say "No" ae they groaned in the late
autumn winds, and there was sone-thin- g

appealing even to strange passer-

s-by in the look of the little gray-hous-

with Mrs. Robb's pale, worried
face at the window.

Anniversaries are days to make other
people happy In, but sometimes when
.hey come they seem to be full of sha-

dows, and the power of giving Joy to
others, that inalienable right which
ought to lighten the saddest heart, the
most indifferent sympathy, sometimes
even this seems to be withdrawn. So
poor old Mary Ann Robb sat at her
window on the afternoon before
Thanksgiving and felt herself to be
poor and sorrowful Indeed. Across the
frozen road she looked eastward over

'a great stretch of cold meadow-lan- d,

brown and windswept and crossed by

I fill mmwi h mm

Iml:mmm
hrmmmteammmm'I

THERE WAS A TALL MAN.
icy ditches. It seemed to her as if in
ell the troubles that she had known
end carried before this, there had al-

ways been some hope to hold, as if
she had never looked poverty full in
the face and seen its cold and pitiless
look before. She looked anxiously
oown the road, with a horrible shrink-
ing and dread at the thought of being
asked, out of pity, to join In some
Thanksgiving feast, but there was no-
body coming with gifts in hand. Once
she had been full of love for such days,
whether at home or abroad, but some-
thing had chilled her very heart now,
poor old woman.

Her nearest neighbor had Teen fore
most of those who wished her to go to
the town-far- and he had said more
than once that It was the only sensible
thing. Rut John Mandcr was waiting
patiently to get her tiny farm into his
own handa. He had advanced some
money upon it In hA extremity, and
pretended that there was still a debt,
after' he had cleared her wood lot to
nay himself back. He would plow ovar
tho graves in the field-corn- and fell
tho great elniH, and waited for his poor
prey like apider. He had often re
proarhed her for being too generous to
worthless people in the past ana com

lug to be a charge to others row. Oh,
If she could only die In her own house
and not suffer the pain of homeless-nes- s

and dependence!
It was just at sunset, and as cho

looked out hopelessly across tho gray
there was a sudden gleam of

light far away on the low. hills beyond,
the clouds opened In the west and let
the sunshine through. One lovely
gleam shot 6wift as an arrow and
brightened n far cold hillside where it
fell, and at the same moment a sudden
gleam of hope brightened the winter
landscape of her heart.

"There was Johnny Harris," said
Mary Ann, softly. "He was a soldier's
son, left an orphan and distressed. Old

John Mandcr scolded, but I couldn't see
the poor boy want. I kep' hira that
year after he got hurt, spite o' what
anybody said, an' he helped me what
little he could. He said I was the only
mother he'd ever had. 'I'm goln' out
West, Mother Robb.' says he. 'I shan't
come back till I get rich,' an' then he'd
look at me an' laugh, so pleasant an
boyish. He wa'n't one that liked to
write. I don't think he was iloin' very
well when I heard there, it'a years
ago now. I always thought If he got
sick or anything, I should have a good
home for him. There was Ezra Blake,
the deaf one, too he won't have any
place to come to"

The light faded out of doors, and
again Mrs. Robb's troubles stood before
her. Yet It was not so dark as it had
been in her sad heart. She still sat
by the window, hoping now, ia spite of
herself, instead of fearing; and a curi-
ous feeling of nearnes and expectancy
made her feel not so much light-hearte- d

as light-heade- d.

"I feel Just as If aomethin was goln'
to happen," she Eald. "Poor Johnny
Harris, perhaps he's thlnkin o' me, if
he's alive."

It was dark now out of doors, and
there were tiny clicks against the win-

dow. It was beginning to snow, and
the great elms creaked in the rising
wind overhead.

A dead limb of one of the old trees
had fallen that autumn, and poor fire-
wood as It had been, it was Mrs. Robb's
own. and she had burnt it most thank-
fully. There was only a small armful
left, but at least she could have the
luxury of a fire. She had a feeling
that it was her last night at home, and
with strange recklessness she began to
fill the stove as she used to do in better
days.

"I'll get me good an warm," she
said, still talking to herself, as lonely
people do, "an' I'll go to bed early. It's
comin on to storm." The snow
clicked faster and faster against, the
window, and she sat alone thinking
in the dark.

"There's lots o' folks I love," she
said once. "They d be sorry I ain t got
nobody to come an' no supper the night
afore Thanksgivin. I'm dreadful glad
they don't know." And she drew a lit
tle nearer to the fire, and laid her head
back drowsily in the old rocking-chai- r.

It seemed only a moment before there
was a loud knocking, and somebody
lifted the latch of the door. The fire
shone bright through the front of the
old stove and made a little light in
the room, but Mary Ann Robb waked
up frightened and bewildered.

"Who's there?" she called, as she
found her crutch and went to the door.
She was conscious of only her one
great fear. "They've come to take me
to the poorhouse!" she said, and burst
into tears.

There was a tall man. not John Man-de- r,

who seemed to fill the narrow door-
way.

"Come, let me In!" he said gayly. "It's
a cold night. You didn't expect me.
did you. Mother Robb?"

"Dear me! What is it?" she faltered,
stepping back as he came in and drop-nin- g

her crutch. "Be I dreamin'? I
was about Oh there!
What wa I Tain't true! No!
I've made some kind of a mistake."
Yefl, this was the man who kept the
poorhouse, and she would go without
complaint; they might have given her
notice, but she must not fret.

"Sit down, sir," she said, turning to-

ward him with touching patience.
"You'll have to give me a llttlo time.
If I'd been notified I wouldn't have
kept you waiting a minute this cold
nlzht " It was not the keeper. The
man by the door took one step forward
and put his arm round her and kissed
her.

"What are you talkin' about?" said
Johh Harris. "You ain't goln' to make
me feci like a etranger. I've come all
the way from Dakota to spend Thanks-
givin. There's all sorts o' things out
here in the wagon, an' a man to help
get 'em in. Why don't you cry so,
Mother Rpbb. I thought you'd have a
great laugh if I come an' surprised you.
Don't you remember I eald I should?"

It was John Harris Indeed.' Tho poor
soul could say nothing. She felt now

as ir her heart vas going to break wiu
joy. He left her iu tho rocklng-cha- l
and came and went In his old bonn:
way, bringing Jn his store ot gifts anc
provisions. It was better than an:
dream. He laughed and talked ant

"
went out to send the man to bring
wagonful of wood from John Mander'a
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and camo In himself laden with pieces
of the nearest fence to keep the fire go
ing in the meantime. They must cook
tbe steak for supper right away; tluy
must find the package of tea among all
the other bundles; they must get good
fires started in both the bedrooms.
Why, Mother Robb didn't eeem to be
ready for company from out West! The
great cheerful fellow hurried about the
tiny house, and the little, old woman
limped after him, forgetting ev .hin
but hosDltality. Had not she u iiouse
for John to come to? Were not her
old chairs and tables In their placet
still? And he remembered everythln-an-

klsEed her as they stood before tbt
fire as if she were a girl.

He had found plenty of hard times,

but luck had come at last. He had
struck luck, and this was the end of a
great year.

"No, I couldn't seem to write letters;
no use to complain o the worst, an' 1

wanted to tell you the best when
came"; and he told It while she cooked
the supper. No. 1 wa n t gom to write
no foolish letters," John repeated. Uo
was afraid he should cry himself when
he found out how bad things had been;
and they uat down to supper together.
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"DON'T YOU CRY SO!"

Just EQ they used to when he was
homeless orphan boy, whom nobody
else wanted in winter weather while he
was crippled and could not work. She
could not be kinder now than she was
then but she looked so poor and old!
He saw her tasto her cup of tea and set
it down again, with a trembling hanti
and a look at him. "No, I wanted to
come myself," he blustered, wiping hL
eyes and trying to laugh; : "And you're
going to have everything you need to
make you comfortable long's you live,
Mother Robb!"

She looked at him again and nodded,
but 6he did not even try to speak.
There was a good, hot supper ready,
and her own folks had come; it was the
night before Thanksglvinc

Oh! Turkey with cranberry Jelly!
Oh! Doughnuts and pudding and pie!

If there is ever a time when we want
our turkey to be tend. and Juicy, it Is

for the Thanksgiving dinner. It is not
every housekeeper who knows how to
select a turkey, though it is not a diffi-

cult matter. The best turkeys have
smooth, black legs with soft, loose
spurs, and aro short and plump. The
end of the breast bone should be eoft
and flexible. The breasts are full, and
the flesh plump and white.

The cooking is fully as Important as
the selection, and the preparation for
It should bo carefully attended to.

A turkey Is greatly Improved by
drawing tho sinews from the lega. Thla
converts the otherwise coarse and
tough flesh of the drumstick lato deli
cate meat.

If you prefer to stuff your turkey,
place enough in ellt of neck to fill the
cavity made by removing the crop; fill
the breast with the remainder and sew
firmly.

Thrtnksgivtag Day is a timely pre
paration tor Christmas. A thankful
heart makre one desire to share good
gifts with a poorer neighbor, and so
by the time Christmas Day appears th
spirit of selfishness has : been sup
pressed. .

J THE FltCi THAT WAS L0S1.

It was a midsummer morning. The
grass waa waiting for tho scythe, but
after breakfast Silas Rogers took down
the old bible that had been his moth-

er's dally companion for ever eighty
years, and, they sat reverently down
to worship. The reading was that ten-

der lesson of the wandering sheep, and
the lost piece of silver, and ended with
the heavenly rejoicing "over the sin
ner that repenteth," and after the earn-

est, though homely prayer, they were
ready for work. Abner, the hired man.
nnd Reuben, the boy, as they started
out of tho house, almcct stumbled over
a woman sitting in the doorway, ab-

sorbed in thought. Silas looked at her.
but did not stay to question her. And
when they were gone, she rose
abruptly and said, "Will you give mo
some breakfast?"

Mrs. Rogers looked at her. She was
tall and cot uncomely woman of

about thirty, but with something in
definably evil about her face. The hard
mouth,, the bold, defiant eyes, repeiled
her. yet It seemed a3 If at any instant
they might break into scornful tears.

"Who are you?" asked the good wlf j
coming nearer, with a pan of bread
In her hand. Again tho face dirkencd
and . liphtened, grew' hard and yield
ing, with, the sudden declaration, "I
am the piece that wa3 lost."

Martha Rogers had not a particle of
poetry In lt?r nature, but she had tho
most profound reverence for the Scrip-

ture, therefore the words both puzzled
and shocked her. But she was cot the
woman to refuse bread to the hungry;
go she priced food upon the tabic, and
motioned the woman to a chair, say
ing, "Set up and eat."

All the time that tho woman wa3 eat
ingand she did no'l hasten her eye
followed the mistress and Hetty, the
bright young daughter, until Martha
Rogers grew nervous and sent Hetty
to "red up the chambers."

"Will you Rive me work to do?" she
demanded rather than asked.

"Who are you?" asked Mrs. Rogers
again, simply to gain time.

"I thought you knew. I am Moll

Prltchard; they have turned me out of
my house, burned It over my head."
and her eyes grew lur'.d.

"What can you do?" asked Mrs.
Rogers.
' "Anything that a woman can do, or
a man. I can work in the field with
the best of them; I hae done It many
a time; but I should like to do what
to be like other women."

"Are you a good woman?"
The question came straight and

strong, without any faltering. She had
heard of this Moll Prltchard, a woman
who lived alone In a tumble down hut
below the sawmill, and won a meager
living by weaving rag carpets, picking
berries for sale, and, it was suspected
In less reputable ways; but Martha Ro-

gers took no stock In Idle rumors. If
she had not the divine compassion, she
had something like divine Justice,
which Is altogether a sweeter thing In
Us remembering of our frame "than
the tender mercies of the wicked."

The woman lookedat her curiously
at first with a mocking smile, then
with a sullen, and at last with a defiant
expression.
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"I AM THE FIECE THAT WAS
LOST."

"Is it likely?" Bhe said fiercely. "A
good woman! How should I be a good
woman? I tell you, I'm tho piece that
was lost, and nobody ever looked for
me. If I was a good woman, do you
suppose I should ue where I be only
28 years old, well and hearty, and
every door in the world shut in my
face? 1 tell you the man who wrote
that story didn't know women; they
don't hunt for the piece that's losi,
they Just let It go. There's enough of
them and don't get lost."
; Poor Martha Rogers was sorely per-

plexed, all the more that her way had
lain so smooth and plain before her
that she might have walked into it
blindly., - If she was a lost piece of
silver, It was not she who lost It; but
what If it were the Master's", precious
to his heart, and a careless hand
dropped it and left it to He In the dust?
And what If he bade her to seek It, and
find it for him? Should she dare re-

fuse? On this very day, when she
re-'de- d so surely the help which she had
so looked for In vain, bad , not this

been sent to her very door,

aJ was it not a plain leading of Prov-lieuc-

It Is a blessed thing for U3

that w are usually driven to act first
and theorize afterward, even though
'the after-thoug- sometimes brings re- -

W.ancc. Tho bread was ready for
Itba oven and the woodbox cmp'y.

" fou may fetch In some wood," said
iMi-th- a Rogers, and the woman
'promptly obeyed, filling the box with
V.nA load of her sinewy arms, and then
akood humbly waiting. Hetty came in
to the kitchen and began to clear Ifce

table, but her moihe'r'safd, "Go upstairs
and fetch a big apron and one of our
sewing caps, and see If you can finish
up your dress." ' '

Away went Hetty, her light heart

bounding with tho unexpected release;
and the mother turned again to tl.j
woman, furnished her with a coam
towel, and sent her to tho wash house
for a thorough purification. Half an
hour afterward, with her hair hidden
In the nnislin cap, her whole figure en-

veloped In the calico apron, a conitly
wonym was cllently engaged in house-
hold tasks, doing her work with such
rapidity and skill that the housewife
drew acigh of relief.

"There's a handful of towels and
coarse clothes loft from the Ironing;
you might put tho irons on, Mary, and
smooth 'em out."

The woman turned a startled face
upon her, and then went quickly for
the clothes; but something was it a
tear? rolled down her swarthy cheeks,
mingling with the bright drops she
sprinkled over them. When had she
ever heard anything but Moll? Not
since among New Hampshire hills a
pale woman had lain her hands upon
tho tangled curls of her little daugh-
ter and prayed that Eorae one would
watch over these wayward feet, lost
they should go astray. It made Moll
shudder to think of it. What 'did she
know about joy in heaven over one
sinner and repente-th-?

Silas Rogers listened to the day's
story as ho sat mending a bit cf har-
ness with clumsy lingers, and. amon;;
his other thoughts ha grasped tho Idea
tluit hk wife had secured a valuable
and much-neede- d helper.

"It se?iiis a risk to run," said Mar-
tha, anxiously, "and I don't know but
It's pie.sir.ntuou'i; there's Hetty and
there's Reuben "

"And there's tho Lord." said Silas.
stopping to open his knife.

'Yes," paid Martha, with a little
fitart, "and I quite can't get rid of
what she said about the 'piece that was
lotit,' though, to bo sure, the woman
that lost It ought to hunt It."

"She never does; folks are always
losing things for somebody else-- to
find; 'taint many of them can say.
'Those that thou hast given rae I have
kept,' right straight along."

"Hut If you lc3e your own piece look
Ing after other foilt's "

"Well, there's the rli?ks, a3 you say,
but I'd rather take a risk for the
Lord than agin him."

Martha Rogers took the risk for the
Lord, and he abundantly Justified and
rewarded her faith. For the piece that
was lost becomes "my piece" to the
heart that finds It again in the Mas
fer's hand; and locking the story of
the wanderer In her own breast, it was
only to the angels that she said, "Re
joice wlh me."

And when years afterward the worn
an herself said before the committee
of the church, "I am the woman over
whom there U a great Joy in heaven,'
there was not wanting those who
thought she was presumptuously claim
Ing to be a saint. Emily Huntington
Miller.

A CitMxl Advert Ulnjj Medium.
A glance In an Atlanta book store

yesterday made this striking truth
stand forth:

Death is sometimes a big advertise
ment.

In no department of human effort do
men put forth such terrific energy as
in their attempts to catch tbe public
eye. Men rack their brain for lngeni
oua schemes to attract public attention
The good advertiser is the rarest and
richest of successes.

But some times all the cleverness
and Ingenuity of these brain workers
are beaten and unexpectedly.

Du Mauriers death last week was
an advertisement for Harper Bros
which no idea they , might dig out of
their brains could excel. It has started
a great rush after last month's Har
per's, which contained the first install
ment of "The Martian," Du Maurier';
new story, and a third edition of the
number is now being fast exhausted
Those who cannot find the magazine
are Investing In "Peter Ibbetson," and
if there happen to be any who have not
read "Trilby" they invest In that. The
book dealers will tell you that In tho
past four days there has been a won
derful demand for Du Maurler's works,

This great author who has added
thousands to the coffers of the Har
pers by his life, is adding thousands
to their profits by the mere fact of his
death. Atlanta Constitution.

The Spirit of Modern (Athens.

Modern Athens, which recalls In so
many ways the Athens of ancient day
has inherited from her the privilege of
being beautiful and enriched by her
children. The public treasury was not
always very well filled In those times
any more than in the present, but
wealthy citizens who had made for
tunea at a distance liked to crown their
commercial career by some act of lib
erallty to the mother country. They
endowed the land with superb edifices
of general utility theaters, gymna
sia, temples. The modern city is like
wise full of monuments which she owes
to such generosity. It was easy to ob-

tain from private Individuals what the
state could not give. The Olympic
games had burned with eo bright a lus-

ter in the past of the Greeks that they
could not but have their revival at
heart. "The Olympic Games of 1SSV
by Baron Pierre do Caubertln, in the
Century.

A Sore Sign.

"I saw Muggins on hia front porch
this evening smoking a cigar; it must
be that his wife Is away."

"What makes you think bo?"
"Why, when the'e at home he smokes

a brier-ro- ot pipe and tries to look eco-

nomical." Buffalo Express.

Rev. John Wler, after 'nine years of
continuous labor in Japan, is soon to
return with his family to this country.

H w'a TliU!
tv nffrr One Hundred Dollars rrwarti

for uny cast of catanh that cannot
cured y Hall'n Catarrh Cure.

W. the uixlers'.jrned, have known I'. J- -

Cheney for the last Jf years, aixl ti!U'v
Mm pprft-etl- honorable In all buslns
transaction! un1 financially able to rarrr
out any obligations made by their firm.
Went & Truux. Wholesale Drugslats.

WaldinK. Klnnan & Marvin, Wholesal
I trnwclHts. Toiono, u.
Hair Catarrh Cure Is taken Internally.
ctlnp directly upon the blood and mu

cous surracea oi inn nymeui. irsiiuimii.
la Kent fiee. Price 7io per bottlu. tfold

by all druggists.

Cheese Fonda.
Two ounces of butter, four ounces of

bread crumbs, eight ounces of cheese.
one cup of sweet milk, three igga.

Cut the butter and cheese m rmall
pieces and place them In a largo bowl
with the bread; on this pour scalding
milk, after which add the yolks well
beaten, and also a little salt; mix well
together, cover and place on the back
of the range, stirring occasionally uu- -
tll dissolved, when add tho white l:at-c- n

to a stiff froth; place in a mittrm!
plo plate and bake on a quick oveu for
about twenty minutes; serve tho mo
ment it is taken from the oven.

Santa re Route California I.lmttrxt.
Leaves Chicago C p. in. Weilm-sdav-

and Saturdays, reaching Loh Awrvle
7:i hours and .Sau Du'tro m ,uyi

tours. Ki'lurnH ironx luaiorma iuou- -

davs nnd Thursdays.
Equipment of supt'rb vest ibuleil Pull

man palaeo sleetx'rs, bullet sinoivxnjf
nnd dining" car. Most luxurious

service via anv lino.
Another express train carry-i- both

palaco and tourist sleepers, leaves Chi
cago 10:,,'."i p. in. daily, for Los Angeles,
ian Diego and Sau r raneiseo.

Inquire of (. T. Nicholson, General
Passenger Agent, Great .Northern
Building', Chicago.

One cannot know what a man really is by
the end of a fortnight.

How common It Is when a man blunders to
correct hi fault by abusing those aroaoi
mm.

.'heap ICxeurslons to the Wet t, North and
Northweiit.

On Dec. 1 and 15, 1S0G, the North
western Line (Chicago & North-Wester- n

Raihvaj-- ) will sell excursion ticket
to a large number of points in the vestr
north nnd northwest, r or full informa- -
ion apply to ticket agents of connect

ing-- lines, or address . 1. ivnisuem.
General Passenger and Ticket Ajjent,- -

&. N. W. R'y, Chicago, 111.

When anv one haa offended me. I try tor- -

raise my fcoul so high that the offence laiuiol
xu

Are You Going to Florida?
For rates, time cards ami deserW)tie

matter for Florida- and all points in the
South and Southeast, address ihc fol-
lowing agents of the Popular IVig Four
IJoute: J. C. Tucker, (ieneral .Noruieni.
Agent, or II. . Sparks, Traveling- - Pas
senger Agent, Clark St, Chicago.

Women make poor captains, but the Terr
best ot lieutenants.

For Pin Worms, lOczema, Hives, iw
fact, any of the various torturing, itchy
diseases of the skin, Doan's Ointment,
is an instant and positive remedy. Get
it from your dealer.

The short time for circuiting the globe at.
present in M days.

Physicians recommend Dr. WuoV
Norway Pine Syrup because of its
prompt, positive action in all eases of
lun trouble, it is n positively reli-
able cure for coughs and colds..

You can't save a drowning nun by any
fancy swimming.

Even catarrh, that dread breeder of
consumption, succumbs to the healing-
influences of 1 nomas lA lcctnc UxU

Money talks-b- ut it doesn't always rcply
when ioken to.

Pure blood is the secret of healUu
Purdoek Ulood Hitters insures pirnr
blood.

Heat travels faster than cold, Anybody
can catch cold.

Sirs. Vlnlow' Soothing Syrup
t'urrliiUi't'ntett.liiiijf. aof tana the lint,
uuiiiuo, uUaya pitio, ruroa wind colic. ZS cenua bUv

The average Japanese god Is 00 fect high.

Two bottles of PIro's Cure for Consumption
cured me of a bad lunc trouble.-3J- U a.

l'rinceton, lnd., Alar. Stt, lJi.

Milk Is always sold by weight in Arabia.

Just tfy a 10c box of Oascarets. the finest
liver and lwweU regulator ever made.

Urarll has abolished lotteries.

Ilrtraian1 Camphor lee with Wlyeertaa.
rtia original and wnly iwiulne. Cui Chapcd haaaaa
ud I arc, Uuhi Korea, Ac. C O. Clark CO..K. Ueo. i.
Florida has 210 bar rooms.

When bilious or costive cat a Cabaret
candy cathartic, cure guaranteed, loc, Sic

The Chief IJuallflcatlona.
When for a fitting occupant.

An ofilce starts to beg.
Then every honest aspirant

Protrudes a tensile leg.
TrutU.

There is no substitute for thoroughgoing
ardent and sincere earnest

aftarpBai
Is ft const itutionnl dlwise and requ ires a const

remedy like llood'sKnrkaparilla. This
modicino purines tho blood and cures catarrh.

PLJl 32V
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Sarsaparilla
ts tho bestIn fact the Ona Truo Wood PcrMer.

Hood's pins aar&y
flDIIIM HMtCnrd E- -t nl7l. Thmun4U
llrllim eurwl. Cheapen and . Tnnr Taia
Wl I Will BtAtecaae, Pa. Masail, (julnry. MWh.

JTlUa .,,.,., p. ruin i.j.n.i"ir'T.ir'
H IfJKtS WKLl.k All . Q,

. 1 BortiAMiuh tYrnrv TnMca Onod. CjlH
mtn tlrn. gold brdrnr(rla.


