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The mother sat still with snow-white hair, 
So feeble and thin and pale; 

The son at her side, in manhood's pride, 
Was ruddy and tall and pale; 

So ready of hand, so fleet of foot. 
So haughty in bis might, 

That he oft forgot the tender care 
That was still in bis mother's right; 

That the careless wrong and the cruel word 
Were easy to do and say; 

Till sorely wounded, with flushing cheeks, 
She answered him thus one day: 

"If only the past could speak, my son. 
If thou wouldst remember right. 

How 1 carried thee in these trembling arms. 
And I toiled for thee day and night; . 

Loving and guiding, and watching thee. 
Till tne years have made thee strong: 

If only thou wouldst remember this. 
Thou never wouldst do me wronsr; 

For now I am cast upon thy love, 
I am frail and old and gray; 

Oh! son, that I nursed long years ago, 
Remember mv love to-day." 

He dropped by her knee, as in olden times, 
Her pardon and love to seek ; 

Her gray head bowed to his young brown head 
Ancl her tears were on his cheek; 

And ever since in his heart she trusts, 
In his strong young arms has rest. 

For he never forgets that once he lav 
An infant upon her breast. 

G, men In you stiength and hope and joy! 
O, maids in your youthful charms! 

Remember tbat wailing infants once 
You lay in your mother's arms? 

Remember she then was fair and strong; 
That you will grow old and gray ; 

That the wrong or the right you do to her 
Will come back to your hearts some day! 

Suil-Dhuv, 
THE COINER. 

BY GERALD GRIFFIN, 

Author of " The Collegians," etc. 

CHAPTER IX.—(Continued.) 

The recollection of this occasion 
completely nnhinged the courage of the 
unhappy wretch. He trembled vio
lently, flung himself unconsciously on 
his knees—struck his breast rapidly and 
violently with his clenched fist—mut 
tered a hurried snatch of the half-for
gotten rosary— and yet, by some strange 
influence, amid all this agitation and re
morse, the thought of desisting from the 
crime, which he meditated at that very 
moment, scarcely once occurred to him. 

Vague and general notions of an 
amended life, not in any instance assum
ing the vigor or sincerity of a positive 
intention, glanced across his spirit at in
tervals, while he busied himself in pre
paring his instruments, and examined 
the door and windows of the building. 
The very security which seemed to at
tend this undertaking, the absence of all 
human obstacle, the facility which the 
loneliness of the place itself presented 
the slight resistance which the door 
seemed likely to oppose to his entrance, 
all furnished hi*" with matter for new 
distrust. He paused before the build
ing with that feeling of fearful suspicion 
which chills the heart of the bravest 
soldier, when he finds a position totally 
silent and undefended where he expect
ed to meet with an opposition worthy of 
its importance. 

The sullen dash of the waters behind 
tiim began to boom upon his hearing, 
like the sound of distant thunder. He 
struck fiercely at the lock of the door, 
then started and trembled as the many 
echoes of the blow came back upon him 
from the rents and hollows of the cliff 
and glyn, and again repeated the strokes 
with double vehemence. At length, 
flinging tl^e hammer away, he stept a 
few paces back, then dashing himself 
furiously against it, he sent it crashing 
round upon its hinges. 

We dare not follow the sacrilegious 
wretch through all the detail of his im
pieties in the interior of the building. 
The whole proceeding, from this mo
ment, was one of such absolute delirium, 
that he could hardly be said to have 
acted it with consciousness. He rushed 
to the recess in which the object of his 
search—the silver chalice or ciboreum 
was kept, forced it open, flung himself 
on his knees once more, clasped his 
hands, prostrated himself on the earth, 
started to his feet, snatched the sacred 
vessel, dashed the contents, the sight of 
which almost maddened him, upon the 
altar—and fled in an abandonment of ut
ter fear along the aisle, panting heavily, 
crossing himself, and striking his breast, 
and muttering prayers and curses blend
ed while his sight swam and wandered 
wildly over the place, his ears seemed to 
ring with the din of mingled thunders, 
hymns and laughter; flakes of whitish 
light darted with throbs of anguish from 
his eyeballs; the air about him grew hot 
and suffocating; the darkening vault of 
the night seemed to press with a horrid 
weight upon his brain; and his conscience 
rising like a buried giant, from beneath 
the mountains of crime he had cast upon 
it, revealed, and almost realized the Pan
demonium which his slighted, though 
unforgotten faith had pointed out to 

-with a warning finger in his days 
of early innocence. 

CHAPTER X. 
Goobo—Pray you, sir, stand up, I am sure 

you are not Lancelot, my boy, 
Lancelot—Fray you, let's have no more fool

ing about it, but give me your blessing; 1 am 
Lancelot, your boy that was, your son that is, 
your child that shalL be.-Shakespeare. 

The same red sun which had lighted 
the old Palatine and his party on their 
road by the Corrig-on-Dhiol, beheld the 
Comer's accomplice; Mun Maher, pacing 
impatiently up and down the road near 
near the fort, the sugan collar of his 
x)wn, and the bridle of his leader's horse, 

both resting on his arm, while he busied | moven song too. and a dale o' tender-
Tiimsplf in keeping peace between the 
animals, a question having arisen as to 
the right of property in the nutritious 
succedaneum which encircled the head 
of Mun Maher's charger, and which, in 
the opinion of the better-appointed 
steed, was capable of being appropriated 
to a more gratifying purpose than that 
of a mere symbol of subserviency. 

Mun Maher would have been much. 
the fitter person (for the purpose of the 
gang) to have sent on the enterprise 
which the Suil Dhuv had undertaken 
He was one of those happy characters 
who are relieved by Nature from the evil 
of either thinking or feeling deeply on 
any subject, and whose vice or virtue is 
the result altogether of accident and 
habit; who take whatever little ideas. 
they may possess altogether upon trust, 
and live, as one of the most independent 
of the tribe of independent thinkers bit
terly expresses it—"upon the aim's 
basket—on scraps of begged opinions. 

Maher's' tone of mind or feeling, in 
consequence, was always formed by the 
company into which circumstances had 
thrown him last. He was ferocious after 
he had conversed for an hour with Red 
Rody—spirited, fiery, and ambitious 
while in the presence of Suil Dhuv-— 
given to crusheening when he and Jerry 
got into a corner together—and h3 never 
left the room where Maney O'Neil sat, 
without a passion for roguery and low 
cheating. 

Neither was this cameleon-like quality 
of imitation confined to the moral com
position of the man. He generally as
sumed, with the tone of mind imparted 
by those into whose society he was 
thrown, the gesture, the voice, and even 
the very air of the features. By a 
singular flexibility of countenance, sim
ilar to that which, even in these days of 
the Drama's disgrace, enables a Math
ews to collect around his green cloth and 
lamps, a laughing circle of her once-
generous patrons from the world of the 
Exclusive themselves—by such a capa
bility was Mun Maher enabled, even 
without the intention or consciousness 
of it, to adapt his face and manner en
tirely to those of his companions— 
changing occasionally from Jerry's soft, 
open gaze, to the hard-knit brow and 
fixed stare of Suil Dhuv—the stupid, 
foolish eye of Maher, and even, occa
sionally, to adopt the palsied agitation 
of Rody himself. He was certain, more
over, to remain in the condition of mind 
in which he had been last placed, until 
some new archsetype was presented to 
him, for (like the bird of the American 
forests, that is songless in itself, yet can 
become the pupil or even the rival of 
the nightingale), he might be said to 
have no positive or original existence of 
his own, but to present at all times the 
double of some neighbor or acquaint
ance. playing the same part in the world 
which a loser plays at a game of forfeits, 
who is condemned to receive and retain 
an attitude from each of the company in 
turn. 

The same feeling, moreover, which 
would render such a one impatient at 
being left for any considerable time in 
the same position, made Mun fret and 
chafe at a great rate whenever he was 
left long alone. He remained for some 
time after Suil Dhuv left him, with his 
arms folded and his eyes fixed musingly 
through his gathered brows upon the 
ground, then led his horses slowly up 
and down, wondered at the long delay 
made by his companion (a considerable 
time before the latter had reached his 
destination), and at last, taking from his 
coat pocket a bundle of smoke-stained. 
whited-brown papers stitched together 
in the form of a book, in which the 
print, composed of a strange jumble of 
types, of all shapes and sizes, was 
scarcely discernable in the gloom (a spe
cies of confusion of which our London 
readers may be enabled to form some 
idea by walking as far as the dead-wall 
in Oxford street, or any other dead-wall 
where those elegant specimens of typo
graphy from "Pitt's and Son, at the 
Seven Dials," flutter on their pack
thread in the dusty street gale, and 
where, with reverence be it spoken, in 
the friendless hours of our literary no
viciate in the great babel, we were wont 
to charm away the remembrance of 
many a cold repulse and many & sting
ing disappointment), taking we repeat 
(craving the reader's indulgence for our 
long parenthesis) taking such a book 
from his coat pocket, and turning over a 
few of the well-fingerea and dog's-eared 
pages, he selected, from a number of 
ballads, one which their habits had ren
dered very popular among the gang, 
and which he adapted to that exquisitely 
passionate air which our tuneful fellow-
countryman, Moore, has since graced 
with no less exquisitely passionate words. 
The reader, however, is requested to 
keep those out of his recollection while 
he follows Mun through "The Lamenta
tion of "FHlfiii Maguare, or the Angler's 
Deceit"— 

"Phoo! where is it at all for one song? 
Eh? —No—"The Red-Haired Man's  
Wife"—the " Colleen Rue "—the 
Hah! you animal, you—will you be 
quiet, there—Is it to ait me horse's col
lar upon her you maie, this evening? 
You're liltft your own master, you tyrant, 
wanten to have uvury thing to yourself 
—"John M'Goulderick's Trial for the 
Quaker's Daughter," — and that's a 

ness and fine English in it. How is this 
it goes?. . . .hum! 

. 'My name is John M'Goulderick, 
I qever will deny— 

They swore I was a Ribbonman 
Condemned I was to die-

As soon as my dead letter came 
My sorrows did renew— 

Sayen, for to die 
I do deny— 

Brave boys, what shall I do? 

lhere:8 a hole in the ballad—I'm not 
able for that at all to-night.—You won't 
let that sugan alone, again? Sheela-na-
Guira—A'then, joy be with you in a 
bottle o' moss, Mary, wherever you are 
this  evenen,  ' twas you that  used to turn 
that nate: 
4I, trembling, approached this beautiful dame— 
And in great confusion I asked her name— 

Was she Flora? 
Aurora? 

Or great Queen Demlra? 
Says she, I am neither—I'm Sheela-na-Guira.' 

Well, pass to the next—that's too moven; 
it pnts me in mind of ould times and 
things, intirely—Oh, here it is at last— 
'As I went—' Yes—oy—that's it—'' 
(and clearing his voice by a "hem" 
which made the neighboring valleys 
ring, he commenced the "Lamentation" 
in a truly lamentable key, dwelling with 
a due degree of tremulous vehemence 
upon the semibreves, and prolonging the 
key-note from the ferocious, ear-pierc
ing loudness of a trumpet, to the buzz
ing indistinctness of the echo of an 
echo's echo). 

i. ' 
As I went a walken one mornen in June 
To view those gay ilowers whin spreaden in 

bloom, 
I spied a young faymale quite handsome and 

fair, 
She had me enamored—young Ellen Maguare. 

II. 
She far exceeds Phcebus—Luno, the moon— 
Her breath is far Bweeter than Roses in J une— 
I have traveled this nation—I vow and declare, 
But I never could aiquil young Ellen Maguare. 

in. 
At length I stept to her, and this did 1 say— 
Your modest appearance has led me a9tray— 
Both you and blind Cupid has me in a snare, 
I hope you'll rilase me young Ellen Maguare. 

IV. 
With this modest answer, then, she told her 

mind 
If I could rilase you, I'd be well inclined— 

My heart is entangled, af you're in a snare— 
So that is your answer from Ellen Maguare.' 

Gondoutha, wisha! And he murdered 
her after all the love—oy, indeed— 

v. 
Now I'll conclude and let you understand 
May this be a warning to every young man. 
To the lapboardof Sligo I straight must Re

pair— 
And die for the murder of " 

Maguare," he would have said—or 
sung—had not the quartrain been cut 
short in a manner which seemed almost 
to threaten the vocalist with a fate simi
lar to that of the unhappy heroine of 
his monody. This was neither more 
nor less than a well-aimed blow, which 
took him on the middle of the crown and 
laid him sprawling, book and all, upon 
his face and hands in the very centre of 
the high road. 

A thousand vague suspicions and sur
mises identified with the peculiar super
stitions of the night—the power of the 
secret ministers of evil—the dark and 
sudden pooca—the wanton" Sheevrie— 
the sowlth (bodiless spirit), or the dhin-
amauha—(good people) as mischiev
ously inclined, notwithstanding the con
ciliatory appellation which is given 
them, as any among the host of mali
cious spirits who are supposed to make 
a holiday on those sacred vigils—and be 
gifted with a power almost unlimited 
over all who, unprotected by the shield 
of a secure conscience, are found wan
dering at sunset in lonely places—a 
thousand surmises of this nature flashed 
in indistinct and hurrying masses upon 
the mind of the prostrate Maher, and, 
for a time, prevented him from lifting 
up his eyes, as he would very speedily 
have done under any other circumstan
ces, to .ascertain from what cause or 
with whom the aggi^ssion originated. 
His doubts on this subject, however, 
were solved by the sound of a shrill 
voice, the tones of which, though not 
heard during the lapse of many a long 
day before, were most familiar to his 
ear:— 

"Millia buehus—agus millia gloria! 
you contraiiy boy! have I found you at 
last? get up wit you, and eoom along 
home wit me this minnit, I tell you 
agin!" 

Mun raised his eyes cautiously, and 
beheld, standing above him with the 
fragment of an ashen bough in her hand 
and the rosary transferred from that 
hand to her neck, the old woman to 
whom Suil Dhuv had been so civil when 
he met her in the glyn. 

Aih, mother, is that you that's 
there?" 

4 'D'ye hear him for one rogue? 'Tis 
thin, I that's there—get up an coom. 
along wit me now. Ah, you ingrateful 
rebel—you that I rared and cared for, 
and that I thought would be spreaden a 
bed in heaven for your old mother, yit— 
to go after sech coorses as them! Whose 
horses are them you're houlden?" 

"My own, and the Suil Dhuv." 
"The Suil Dhuv!" the old woman ex

claimed, dropping the bough, and clasp
ing and wreathing her bony* fingers in 
strong terror. "Oh, Mun, a boughleen 
dhown! is that the company you're 
keepen now, darlen?" 

"What else would I be doen?" 
"Stayen at home, to be sure, minden 

the ould widowed mother, you thief o* 
the world—look! look over! Do you see 
that fort beyont, with the black hazels 
stirren upon the edges of it and do 
yon know what was done .here? Eh 
the gentle Heaven perserve us, may be 
'tis to one o' themselves I'd be talken, 
this way! Answer me, eroo. wor you 
one o' them that did that deed, in that 
place, that night?" and the old woman 
moved back from him with some dis
trust. 

"Ax me no questions, mother," en
joying, for a moment, even the unenvi
able kind of superiority which the hor
rible suspicion of his worthy parent gave 
him—and affecting a degree of gloomy 
and mystical importance—"ax me no 
questions—an' I'll tell you no stories. 
There are some people in the world that 
are obliged, sometimes, to do things 
that other people arn't to know any-
then about. Do you think," he added, 
bending on her one of his leader's dark 
glances—"do you think you are able to 
judge that deed, whether it was good or 
bad? did you ever hear tell of the bunch 
of loghero?" [rushes.] 

"The bunch o' loghero! eroo—" said 
the old widow, quite bewildered— 

"Coom,.sit down a-near me hereon 
the ditch—an' I'll tell you it while the 
Suil Dhuv is away. Siedh shus! here. 
The moryil of it is that you arn't to say 
anythen is wrong whin you jedge be 
yourself, and can't for the life o' you 
see the inward meaning o' what's done. 
Listen to me. 

"A holy and a good man, but too 
much troubled with doubts, Father 
Dennis, was awoke in the middle of a 
dark December night by a great noise 
outside his window. He got up, threw 
open the shutters, and looking out, he 
saw two men, one of them striving to 
kill the other with a hatchet, and the 
other endeavoring to save himself as 
well as he could. Just as the priest was 
going to cry out a thousand murders, he 
heard a heavy crash, and a groan, and 
then a great fall, and then there was a 
silence, so he knew all was over. 

"He held his tongue, and waited to 
see what would become of the murderer. 
'I shall now know to a certainty,' said 
the Priest, 'whether there is a Providence 
or no.' 

Opposite to the Priest's house was a 
sweet cottage tenanted by a young 
couple who had been married only a few 
months, and were the admiration of the 
whole village for theii fondness. To 
this houpe he saw the murderer drag the 
body—he laid it near the cottage door, 
and placing the bloody hatchet on his 
breast, he went his ways. 

"The Priest never returned to his bed 
that night, but stood at the window 
waiting for daylight, to see what would 
become of the murdered and the mur
derer. 'If there be a Providence,' says 
the Priest, 'the' murder surely shall not 
he suffered to escape.' 

"Day broke—there was very little 
light—scarce so much as might serve to 
guide a man upon his road; for the 
moon and stars had gone down, and it 
was long—long before sunrise. He saw 
the cottage door open—and the man of 
the house—a young, hale, handsome 
man came out. He stumbled over the 
dead body, and fell;—not knowing the 
cause, he was greatly surprised on ris
ing, to find himself dabbled with blood. 
He startled and trembled from head to 
foot—stooped and touched the corpse, 
taking the hatchet in his hand, and after 
making certain that the man was dead 
iildeed. he ran towards the high road, 
scascely knowing what he was about to 
do. At the gate he was met and hailed 
by a neighbor. 

'Ho! you're early rising this morn
ing, sir,' said the strange man—'where 
to, now?' 
" 'I'm going—don't know—I want 

help—there's murder has been done.' 
" 'By whom? Not by you I hope— 

what brings the blood upon your vest 
and face—and what business have you 
(Lord save us!) with the bloody hatchet 
in your hands. Show me the body. 
What? at your own door too? In the 
name of the great Lord, and of the king 
of the land, I take you a prisoner for 
this deed.' 
" 'Surely,' says the Priest, 'if there be 

a Providence this innocent man won't 
suffer for the deed he never shared in.' 
Tne young man was sent to jail, and the 
priest staid all that day praying in his 
own room, that if there was a Providence 
it might be made known to him in that 
business. 

"The next morning be was roused 
from his knees by a wild shrieking and 
clapping of hands in the street. He 
went again to the window, and he saw a 
young woman, fair and well formed, 
standing on the roadside, crying bitterly, 
wringing her hands, and now and then 
looking, like one that is crazed, along 
the road, giving a loud cry, and clap
ping her hands, and shading her hair 
over her shoulders. Father Dennis 
looked along the road in the same direc
tion, and he saw red coats, and horses 
prancing, and guns and swords glitter
ing, and a crowd of people pressing 
round a car, in which, after the whole 
procession came a little nearer, he saw, 
sitting very pale—and looking now and 
then at the straw that covered the hang
man near him—the young of the 
cottage—his neighbor. 

(To be continued.) 

MATT WALSH'S 

SPECIAL BARGAINS 
IN 

Fifty-one lots in Burgess' Addition, on Minnehaha avenue, $600 to $900 
each, on reasonable terms. Best location in the city. 

Two lots in Elwell's Second :ir. ution, $700 each. Terms to suit. 
Fortv a^res of land in Richfield; $50 per acre. 
Lot on Twenty-fourth avenue south, near Franklin, $1,300. Cheap. 
Two lots on Six and a half ave south, near Twenty-eight st., $1,200 each. 
Lot on Sixteenth ave. south, near Twenty-second st., $1,700. Good location. 

-- - Two lots corner Twenty-seventh St. and Thir
teenth Av. S., £900; cheap. 

Bouse and lot on Harmon Place, near 12th 
St , 66x165, $10,000; cheap. 

Lot 55x165, corner Twentieth avenue south 
and Washington, with 2 houses, 17,500. An ex
tra bargain. 

36x165 feet, with large brick house, on 2J4 
street, near 19th ave. s , $3,600. Terms to suit. 

farm of 120 acres in sec. 7, town 118, range 
22, Plymouth township, with house anrt barn; 
good water aud some timber, 60 acres culti
vated. $50 per acre. 

10-acre tract on Chicago avenue, 2J4 miles 
from ciiy limits. $250 per acre. A good bargain. 

1 acre cor 29: h st and 23d av. south. Special 
bargain for a short time. 

Houge No. 1207 Washington ave. north, with 
lot. 28x165 feet. $7,000. 

6 lots in Van Ness'addition 1350 each. Lots 
in this addition have sold for $700. 

2 lots on Thirty-third street, near Fort ave
nue, $450 each 

i.ot on 23d ave. south, near 87th street, $300. 
A snap. 

HouseandlotonOthav. south, near 28th St., 
$2,800. A bargain. 

House and lot on Sixth St., near Cedar av„ 
$2,700 Easy terms; a bargain. 

Large house and lot on Sixth ave. S., near 
Tenth St., 55x165, $10,000; a bargain. 

Lot on First Av. S.,near Twenty-seventh St., 
$2,200; 50x125 to alley. 

40x132 feet on Second Av. N., near Washing, 
ton Av., $17,500. A bargain. 

This is only a small portion of BARGAINS left 
for Sale with 

MATT WALSH, 
527 BOSTON 

<^»CALL AND SEE FOR YOURSELF, 

T. W. HAN LEY, 
FASHIONABLE 

T A I  L O R ,  
Dress and Wedding Suits a Specially. 

N. B.—Altering, Repairing, Gleaning, Dveintr, Scouring and 
Pressing with Neatness andDispatch. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

51 FOURTH STREET SOUTH 
(OPPOSITE TRIBUNE OFFICE.) 

NOTICE OP MORTGAGE FORECLOSURE 
SALE. 

WHEREAS, default has been made in the 
condition of a certain mortgage made, 

executed and delivered by Charles £. Parment-
er and Althea D. Farmenter, his wife, mort
gagors, to Andrew J. Finnegan, mortgagee, and 
dated the fourteenth day of July, A. D. 1883, 
and recorded in the office of the Register of 
Deeds of Hennepin county and State of Minne
sota, on the sixteenth day of July. A. D. 1883, 
at 5 o'clock p. m., in book 96 of mortgages on 
page 265. This mortgage was subsequently and 
on the first day of'August, A. D. 1?83, duly 
assigned and transferred by said Andrew J. 
Finnegan to David Crimby an assignment 
dated Augustflrst, A. D. 188S, which was on the 
twenty-ninth day of December, A. D. 1883, re
corded in the office of the Register of Deeds of 
Hennepia county aforesaid, in book 87 of 
mortgages on page 574; this mortgage was 
subsequently and on the twenty-second day of 
November, A. D. 1886, duly assigned and trans
ferred by the said David Crim to Andrew J. 
Finnegan, aforesaid, who is now the owner 
thereof, by an assignment dated November 
22nd. A. D 1886, wbich was on the 18th day of 
January. A. D. 1887, recorded in the office of 
the Register of Deeds of Hennepin county, 
aforesaid, in book 191 of mortgages, on page 
241. 

The lands described in said mortgage are as 
follows, viz.: B ock one (1), block two (2), and 
block three (3) of Mount View addition to Min
neapolis, according to the plat of said addition 
on file and of record in the office of the Regis
ter of Deeds of said Hennepin county; said 
mortgage was given to secure the sum of 
eleven thousand ($11,000) dollars due on or be
fore five years from July 14th, 1883, with inter
est at seven per cent, per annum until paid, 
payable semi-annually, according to the condi
tions of one promissory note referred to in 
said mortgage, and whereas it is stipulated in 
said mortgage that any of the lots of the num
ber herein mortgaged shall be released by said 
party of the second part, his heirs, executors, 
administrators or assigos from the lien of said 
mortgage, upon the payment by said parties of 
the first part, their heirs, executors, adminis
trators or assigns of the sum of two hundred 
($200) dollars for each lot so desired to be re
leased and the proportionate sbare of the in
terest and taxes due on said lot up to the time 
said sum is so paid and said lot or lots so re
leased, and in pursuance of said stipulation or 
agreement there has been paid on the said 
mortgage the sum of five thousand ($5,000) dol
lars as principal and the proportionate sbare of 
interest tbereon. And wbereas Jots one (1). 
two [2], three |3], four [4], live [5], six [6], 
seven [7], eight [81, nine [9], ten [10], eleven 
[11], twelve [12], thirteen [13], fourteen [14], 
eighteen (18], twentv [20]. twenty-one [21] and 
twenty-two [22], in block one [l],and lot five 
[5] in block two [2]: also lots one [1], two [2], 
eight [8], nine [9], ten [10] and eleven (11), in 
block three (3), have been released from the 
lien of said mortgage, in accordance with said 
stipulation, there is now claimed to be due, 
and is actually due at the date hereof, for in
terest on the said mortgage fourteen hundred 
and sixty-three (81,461) dollars. 

No action or proceeding at law or otherwise 
having been instituted to recover the debt se
cured by said mortgage or any part thereof. 

Now, therefore, notice is hereby given, that 
by virtue of a power of sale contained in aaid 
mortgage aad pursuant to the statute in 
such case made and provided, the said mort
gage will be foreclosed, and tbe premises 
described in and covered bv said mortgage 
will be sold by tbe Sheiiff of said Hennepin 
county, at public auction, to the highest bidder 
for casb to pay said debt and interest, and 
also the sum of two hundred ($200) dollars as 
attorney's fees, as stipulated in said mortgage 
in case of foreclosure and the disbursements 
as allowed by law, at the front door of the 
Court House, in the city of Minneapolis, in said 
Hennepin county, on Monday, the fourth day 
of April, A. D. 1887, at 10 o'clock a. m. of that 
day, subject to redemption at any time within 
one year from the day of sale, as provided by 
law, dated February 14th, 1887. 

ANDREW J. FINNEGAN, 
Mortgagee and Assignee of Mortgagee. 

AKTHUR D. SMITH, 
Attorney for Mortgagee and Assignee of Mort

gagee-

T. CONNOLLY & GO, 
UNDERTAKERS. 

A FULL LINE OF 

HABITS, SHROUDS AND ROBES. 

25 Second St. S., Minneapolis. 
Telephone call 456-1. Answered at all hour*. 

JOHN C. MACCARTHY. JOHN M. DOHEKTY, 

NlacCarthy & Doherty, 

ARCHITECTS 
AND 

SUPERINTENDENTS, 

ROOM 47, DAVIDSON BLOCK, 
ST. PAUL, MINK. 

Glsason & Byorum, 
Undertakers and Embalmers, 

324 Oedar Ave., also 223 Plymomn Ave. 
fWA complete stock of everything in our 

line always on band. Open day and night 
Cedar avenue call, 645-2. Plymouth avenue 
call 339-2. 

GARRITY'S 

New Hotel 
LAWRENCE GARRITY, PROP., 

206 WASHINGTON AV. $., 
MINNEAPOLIS, MINN. 

A sixty-room hotel, centrally located, newly 
built, fire-proof, newly furnished, and supplied 
with all modern improvements. 

MATES, $2 PER DAY. 
Special rates made to permanent guests. An 

elegant bar in connection with the house. 

G.P. GOULD, N. P. LILJENGREN, 
Pres.. Sec. and Treas. V -P. aud Gen'l Mgr. 

LILJENCREN 

FURNITURE 
AND-

LUMBER CO. 
MANUFACTURE TO ORDER 

Art Furniture 
OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS. 

Japanese Furniture in new designs. 
Upholstering, Bank, Office and Resi-
toaUktodT$ing aSpeCial<*' 

HARD WOOD LUMBER ! 
Also Kiln Dried Lumber. 

; STORE AND OFFICE: 

1216 AND 1218 FIRST AVE. S, 
Telephone call 133-4. • MINNEAPOLIS. 


