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sign ol her emotion. 
'"Mamma lokl me I might come, and 

I was so glad dariing. I came at once. 
You were out. and hearing haby was 
here, I intruded upon Mr. Parker. He 
was good enough to give me a cup of 
tea.*' 

uvr:-,.. A 11..,.i... - i.:,..i 
take one,"' said Mr. Parke]-, eagerly; 
l ,she found me in tin- most absurd posi
tion." 

'•.'Nothing is absurd that is done in 
kindness,'' said Margaret, quickly; "he 
was simply playing with baby, as I 
.should have done, and I thank you very 
miicii. Mr. Parker."" 

Miss Allenby gave him her hand with 
the freedom of an old friend, and then 
the fair vision went upstairs accom
panied by Mary and the baby. Strug
gling Avitli a wild desire to steal the tea
cup she had drank from, he kissed the 
place her lips had touched, and seizing 
his hat went for a walk round the 
square. "Where he wont after that he 
could not have said, but he was gone 
three hours, and when he returned Miss 

r Allenby was taking leave of Mary at 
the door." 

"I am so glad you are here, Mr. Park
er."' Mary said: "1 was wondering what 
we should do. It is so late for my sis
ter to be out alone; will you kindly see 
her to Orthorpe Square?" 

iiail prepared the large trout room on 
the second-floor as a bedchamber, and 
put some solid, handsome furniture in 
the room behind it, for him to read or 
write or smoke in—not that he had ever 
been a favorite of hers, .but he was her 
late husband's brother, and he was rich: 
the pains she took to please him were 
not entirely based on selfishness. 

Nothing could have pleased the old 
man more than did the unexpected 
meeting with Margaret at the door. Xo 
sooner had lie raised his hat than she 
said "Uncle Michael!"1 and threw back 
her veil to kiss him with a glad weleomi-
in her eyes. "I should have known you 
anywhere." she added, softly—"you are 
so Ilk" my father." 

!-l bh-ss you. my child." he said: 
worth a thousand welcomes sn-

"Of course she is very young," the 
lady said, "and her character is natur
ally obstinate, still I have no wish to 
say or think anything unkind now. We 
must not expect too much of her. "We 
have to remember her early training 
and lamentable surroundings, and so 
every allowance is to be made for her. 
Above all, there is Arthur's boy to be 
considered."' 

"Yes," said Uncle -Michael, "that is 
to be considered lirsl oi: all." 

"It is bad enough that she should 
have the care, of him, even while he is 
so young," the lady went on; "but when 
he grows older, and begins to under
stand tilings, it would be dreadful for 
him to think of himself as the child of 
a lodging-house keeper, and not what 

demur down the stairs, lie did v.rt 
know whether it was a chest of drawers 
or the piano, but his heart leaped up 
into his throat, and when he ventured 
to lookout he found it was only a huge 
arm-chair. 

"And if you do not hold that infernal 
row," roared the dreadful voice, "I will 
jump through the ceiling and annihi
late you." 

"Jump!" said Mr. Parker, recklessly, 
•with all the voice he could muster, and 
opened his door about an extra inch and 
a- half. "•Jump!" he repeated, "who 
cares? You would not jump if you had 
the goitf. 1 don't believe you ever had 
the goat: you left it behind you when 
you went: upstairs for the baby! You 
leave it behind you when you please. 

is arranged, so far. 
appointed. Uncle 

one would call a respectable lodging- Your blue frauds are simply spectacles 
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Mr. Parker never forgot that memor
able walk. With Margaret's hand upon 
his arm he felt a .manhood anda dignity 
within him such as he had never ex
perienced before. They resumed their 
conversation almost at the point where 
baby interrupted it with the spoon, and 
Margaret took pleasure in bringing out 
the thought and sense that were only 
kept back by the diilidonce he had 
found unconquerable till now. 

"If I never see you again," lie said, 
as they parted; "if we are never better 
acquainted than we are at present, 1 
shall always remember this day. You 
have taught me to have more confidence 
in myself. I shall never forget that 
you. with your beauty and high position 
—so l'ar above me as you are in every
thing—considered me good enough to 
sit with and "walk with." 

"You will :- ; ,-e me again," Manraret 
said. "I shall be very often ai j.sv sis
ter's now. .L have to thank you. f< you 
saved me from a great disappointment. 
I could not have seen baby. <••]• stayed 
with him. had the room !> 'longed to 

anyone but yourself." 
They said good-night, and a cab drove 

up at the moment. A gentleman alight
ed—a tall, stoul. heavily-built man. at 
whom Mr. Parker, at a distance of ten 
yards, stared in bewildered amazement, 
lie looked at his feet, expecting to see 
a ponderous felt shoe eo\enng a gouty 
foot, and saw instead n shapely boot on 
a fo >t of the proper si:-:.', lie looked 
from his feet to iiis face for a pair of 
blue spectacles, and saw instcvd a pair 
of clear, bright eyes, and then this gen
tleman went up the few steps with an 
alert, powerful stride, currying the 
weight of his erect iiguro with ee.se and 
dignity. Mr. Parker saw him raise his 
hat to Margaret, and distinctly heard 
her say: 

"Uncle .Michael." 
"I am going out of my mind." .Mr. 

Parker said to himself. "1 must be; 
that beautiful creature has turned my 
brain, I am goinii' out of my mind, or 
else 1 have seen a ghost. Uncle Michael! 
Why it was Mr. Barker without his 
gouty foot and the blue spectacles! 
Uncle Michael!—but these -people may 
be wonderfully alike. Steady! I shall 
run against a post presently and hurt 
myself. Uncle Barker—Michael I mean; 
the most extraordinary thing I ever 
saw." 

lie told Mary when he reached home, 
and she listened wiih a gravely amused 
smile, llad not :Jr. .Barker told her 
that he and Uncle Michael were some
thing alike? It was no mystery to her, 
but Mr. Parker could not got over it. 

"He was so much like the old gentle
man upstairs,"' he said, "that when he 
looked at me—and he certainly did look 
at me—I half expected to hear his ter
rific voice roar at me." 

"I daresay you will see him here," 
Mary said, "and then you can judge for 

• yourself haw much resemblance there 
is. You took Miss Allenby home 
safely?" 

• "My dear lady, you do not know how 
much pleasure you have given me," he 
said, thoughtfully. "I never met any
one, except yourself, who understood 
me as your sister does, or cared to. What 
a noble creature she is!" 

"As good," Mary said, "as she is 
beautiful. She has a very high opinion 

3 of yo6< Mr. Parker, and her friendship 
«. is worth' much to any man or woman. 1 

would accept anyone on trust whom 
she had faith in; her instinct is so quick 
and true." 

That sense of manhood and dignity 
never left Mr. Parker again. It would 
have fared badly with his riotous friends 
had they attempted to play their un
seemly jests upon him now. lie stood J 
npon a different footing in the house.: 
and Miss Allenby, who came nearly 
every day. rarely passed his door with-j 
out stopping to say a few words to him.' 
Perhaps in mercy for him she nevei 
stayed too long; she knew the poor fel
low was steeped to the heart in love foi 
her. 

They had almost given Uncle Michael' 
up for the night when he arrived in Or-j 

thorpe Square: but everything was ready 
for him. Mrs. Allenby had tried her 
best to remember what she could of liet 
«rofmcr-jr.-law'3 tastes and habit.-.: ch= 

, • ha I looked with dread and dis
taste- upon the prospect of a formal and 
prepared reception, ami he knew that 
Margaret's was genuine. Accustomed 
as he was to expect an interested mo
tive in everything said and done for 
him, it was a iviiaf to see the innocent 
and eager gladness in the beautiful face 
of his young niece. It was nothing but 
the truth that he was like her father— 
the resemblance between them was 
striking when they were young, and it 
grew more pronounced as they advanc
ed in years. 

The girl led him in, and set her moth
er's preparations for a stately reception 
in disorder by taken him into the draw
ing-room hand-in-hand. 

"1 met him at the door, mamma," she 
said, "and knew him directly. Is ho 
not like father?" 

"Very much," Mrs. Allenby se.id, 
softening in voice and features at the 
resemblance. "More even than he used 
to be: if, Michael, you had returned a j 
few years sooner." 

Some unexpected chord, wa.s touched 
by the resemblance, for her eyes filled 
as she looked at him and kissed him. 

"Well, well, Charlotte." he said, with 
a short husky cough, "it is these few 
years that do the mischief, and I am 
older than he was, you know. 1 thought 
when I came back Ave should both retire 
and smoke our pipes together, but it 
was not. to bo,- Yoii have . borne the 
wear and tear of this life'well, and your 
children are all a mother could desire. 
This," and he turned to the tall voting 
lady standing waiting to be spoken to, 
"issurely my niece Victoria?" 

"Yes. uncle," said 'Tory, kissing him 
at arm's length, as it were. 

"If you are always as sparing of your 
words and your kisses," he said, with 
grim good temper, "you will never give 
any man the heartache. There is one 
who should be here whom I miss very 
sadly. Charlotte." 

"My poor boy. Arthur." 
"Aye. and that wife and child oi: his, 

are they here?" 
"Xo." said Mrs. Allenby, regretfully. 

"She did not come. It would take too 
long to explain now. but you shall hear 
everything in the morning." 

"1 shall not be herein the morning. 
I have rooms at the \Langham.' " 

••Your rooms are ready for you hero, 
Michael, and you will not. I hope, think 
of leaving us."' 

"Do stay, uncle,"-Margaret said.as lie 
hesitated, "if only for a few days." 

"Well, if you will undertake, the care 
of a troublesomeold man. it is your own 
fault mind; but I shall require looking 
after. I have given my man a holiday." 

"Let me take his place," said Mar
garet. "I used to wait upon father al
ways." 

"I hope he paid you good wages if he 
gave us much trouble as I do. Can you 
"undertake to look through my letters, 
sift them, answer those that are worth 
answering, put the others in the tiro 
without burning the wrong ones, read 
to me. till my pipes, put on my slippers, 
mix my grog, and take care of my loose 
cash when 1 come home late—from the 
club." 

"I will try." -Margaret said. "You 
have only to tell me what to do." 

"That's a good little girl." he said, "I 
think we shall get along together,"— 
and slight as the inllectiou was it did 
not escape the elder sister's notice,— 
"and since Ave have the night before us, 
you can tell me how it is that Arthur's 
wife declined to be here. You told her 
I was coming home. She must have 
known I should like to see Arthur's 
boy." 

"Margaret wrote toner for me,'" said 
Mrs. Ailenby, in the same tone cif re
gret for another's folly. "Here is her 
reply; and Margaret has just left her. 
There were, I may tell you, differences 
between us. I objected to the marriage, 
ller father was a disreputable old liter
ary hack; went to tavern bars and that 
sort of thing, and the girl herself, as I 
have heard, had not altogether a good 
reputation. I hope,it is not true. Still, 
t declined to receive her until your let
ter came, and then, for the boy's sake, 
I made .iip.njy jQtiiftd to overlook all un
pleasant matters, and Margaret' wrote 
to her at my request. There is her re
ply." 

house either—wild young medical stud
ents who keep dreadful hours, and eld
erly bachelors from Heaven knows 
where: a disreputable untidy old person, 
who takes snuff and keeps a negro serv
ant." 

"You are mistaken, mamma." Mar
garet said quietly: "there is but one 
medical student in the house—a sweet-
tempered, simple-hearted gentleman; if 
he were otherwise George Hyde would 
not make a friend of him. As for the 
elderly gentleman. I just long to see 
him. Mary literally loves him, and 
baby is never happy out of his rooms, 
and the negro servant—thatis so absurd 
—he is a handsome creole or mulatto of 
the lightest brown. I wonder who could 
have told you such things?"' 

"I heard it from the servants, my 
dear." 

"Servants, my dear mamma; you 
know how they let their tongues run 
away with them. I should never speak 
of them as reliable authorities." 

"XOAV I do not agree with you there," 
Mr. Ailenby said, with a smile of kind 
ly humor at his niece. "I have found 
that you generally can re-lie on the 
statements of most servants, if you re 
peat those statements; but you should 
be an •authority, as you are so frequent
ly at the house. Still, as your mother 
correctly observes, it would never do to 
let the little fellow grow up to think 
himself the son of a lodging-house 
keeper; but the thing is, how can we 
bring this obstinate young lady to rea
son?"' 

"If there, is no other way," Airs. Al
lenby said, "I will see her myself. She 
will scarcely carry her ill-breeding so 
far as to refuse to see her husband's 
mother." 

"Mary is not ill-bred, my dear ma
ma," said Margaret's tranquil voice; 

—I mean your blue spectacles are a 
fraud. L will not stand it. sir, I—I'll 
go for a w alk, there!" 

He carried out. this heroic resolution 
promptly, as the girl brought in his 
tray, and he thought he heard the old 
gentleman coming. By the time lie 
reached the street door, Martha spoke 
to him. 

"Xever mind him. sir," she said, stif
ling down a laugh; "it is only his way, 
and you gave him as good as he sent. 
Depend upon it, he won't do it when lie 
linds you have got a spirit in you. 
Speak: like you did just now. I wee-
glad tr> hear it. and don't spoil youi 
breakfast". Mrs. Allenby cooked it for you 
every bit, and made 1 lie coffee herself." 

"I will, -Martha!" said Mr. Parker. :  

when he was in his own room again: 
"why should I not? If he were not such 
a very old man. I would really speak to 
him. I would tell him how bad it isfoi 
him at his age." 

Martha poured out his coffee sooth
ingly, and he began his breakfast, lis
tening meanwhile for the dreadful 
voice, but he only heard it in a deep 
bass laugh. It pained him rather, how
ever, to think he heard Mary's musical 
voice laughing too. 

"It is too bad," he said to himself. "I 
wish I had more command of my nerves. 
When people treat me like a fool. I feel 
like one. I am only myself, or v."hat I 
wish io be. when I am with -Miss Alien-
by!" 

And it was too bad. -Mary told the 
old gentleman so, and he admitted it. 

"But." he sa.id. "how can one help it 
when the i'eilow is so easily frightened? 
If he came up and demanded an apolo
gy. or told me that but for my age lie 
would, throw me out of the window. I 
should like him nil the better!  How can 
lie hope to get along in l i te  world with 

"but you would scarcely expect her to i such a nerve system as h 
our neglect of her 
and be reconciled 
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Ilad Michael Allenby only depended 
on his respected sister-in-law's word for j to have temporary attacks 

overlook, or forget, 
for so many years 
just when it suits us." 

"Uer good-breeding lias not improv
ed you," Mrs. Allenby said, with a bit
terness she could, not suppress. "Veil 
I rear ni'with no respect, and (.oiitra-
dicl me at every word." 

"[ am very sorry. Mamma." and the 
girl's iips tr-mbh'd; "but you a:-' under 
a misapprehension, and T like yen io 
know the truth, if you go you will be 
received with courtesy, and after a time 
you are sure to b > good friends." 

"What would wu have me do?" and 
the lady turned to her brother-in-law. 
"Understand mo that I do not know 
whether i shall ever learn to forgive or 
like this girl, and if I go it will only be 
for the sake of Arthur's boy. Oi' course 
I do not know what time may do. She 
may be very lovable. Arthur found all 
his happiness with her. and Margaret 
is entirely taken by her, as you see. 
What would you have me do?" 

"I think," the oid gentleman said, 
slowly. "I should go. It would be a 
very womanly and graceful thing to do. 
The kindness in such a concession 
would not fail to bring its own reward. 
You may learn to forgive and like each 
other: in any case you will be doing 
what is right, and that is always good; 
for it is so easy to go wrong, to "letpride 
and stubborn temper lead us on, step 
by step, till it is too late to return." 

He spoke with some solemnity and a 
touch of sadness too, as if he had some 
such memory-to repent. Mrs. Allenby 
took her cue from that. 

"I will go,'" she said, "to-morrow. I 
will not let her pride and stubborn tem
per lead me, step by step, into wrong 
until it is too late." 

".Why not write first, or let Margaret 
inform her of your intention? She will 
be prepared then, and in a better frame 
of mind, perhaps." 

"I will write, pnd Margaret can speak 
to her as well. We will leave nothing 
undone since you desire this reconcilia
tion." 

"I do." 
Mrs. Allenby wrote that evening, and 

set the letter before him to read. There 
was no fault to be found in it; the tone 
was conciliatory jyid kind, though the 
lady had not abated a jot of her dignity. 
Mary was wondering how to answer it 
when her eccentric lodger arrived, 
though it was quite early in the morn
ing—so early that Mr. Parker, who was 
standing at the window reading his pa
per while waiting for his breakfast, saw 
the old gentleman alight from his cab, 
blue, spectacles, gout, and all complete, 
and asked himself if he was beginning 

of insanitv. 
it, he might not have believed her. but 
there was nothing except the truth in 
his niece .Margaret's voice and eyes. 
She spoke, too, in a tone of regret as to 
Mary's obdurate conduct, and there was 

1 would swear to the figure." he 
said, "and the carriage of the shoulders 
when getting down from the cab; but 
then, the gout as bad as ever and those 
hideous spectacles, of course it cannot 

the plain unmistakable fact of the let- ; be, and perhaps I am go.ng wrom 
ter sent in reply to the one Margaret 
had written at her mother's request. 

He spoke very decidedly when he said 
lie would not go to Cranmore Square, 
and Mrs. Allenby was secretly glad; but 
she had lier part to play, and played it 
•well. 

I had better read up Forbes Winslow's ' 
treatise on soothing syrup—symptomatic | 
mania, I mean. 1 wonder if a little j 
music would do me good?" 1 

Thinking that it might, he began to 
tune his violin, and after an interval of 
about a minute .something cnm« t.hun-

"Tl'.e poor fellow n:::y have inherited 
it: I have hoard Arthur say that is fre
quently the case." 

"Yes, that's true," said Mr. Barker. 
"Nervous people should no! marry. 
They never think what a curse they en-j 
tail upon their children and prosperity j 

—men and women like our friend. They • 
may be morally and physically bravo . 
when they have time for r; llection, but 
the sudden sound of a. loud voice or any ' 
unexpected imvdcnt deprives them of ; 
all sell-possession and gives them a 
temporary paralysis of mind and body. . 
I do not think you are nervous, my • 
dear!'" • 

" I went into the world very early, sir, ; 
and learned it thoroughly before I had 
time to be afraid of it." 

"I know." he said, kindly; "your ' 
father was rifther a helpless man, and , 
yon had to take care of him as well." I 

"He had been very brave," sa.id Mary; j 
"but the trouble lie endured-so patient- ; 
ly broke him down. Xo one but a brave j 

| man could have borne that trouble so > 
: patiently." 
j "Yes, that was him: he could endure, 
: but he could not light.—set a stern and 
j savage front to the world, and beat or 
! wear down all that came before him,— 
' yet that is what must he done in these 
j days by all who think life worth living; 
, the others can only turn their faces to 
; the wall and die. Have you," he ask-
• ed. with one of his abrupt transitions, 
i  "seen your Uncle Michael yet?" 
j "Xot yet. sir." 
i "How is that?" 

"He has not been here." 
"If you wait for that. I am afraid you 

wiil not see him." stud Mr. Barker. "Do 
not set your pretty mouth so. hard. He 
has been told that .Arthur's mother 
wrote to you. asking you to meet him 
at her house." 

"That is quite true." 
"And you refused to go?"' 
"I could not: go. After' what I have 

told you. Mr. Barker, could you expect 
me to? I know it was out .of no regard 
for me. She only wanted to let Uncle 
Michael see Arthur's boy, and I was an 
unwelcome but indispensable accessory. 
I could not and I will not,', she added, 
passionately. "Can you, Mr. Barker, 
say that I aiii wrong?" - : ••• • ' 

"My child," he said, very, gently, "it 
is not for me to say what is right or 
wrong, for I know what my own pride 
and stubborn temper have done for me. 
Sinking that question altogether, say
ing it is only the boy they want to see, 
have some consideration for your Uncle 
Michael." 

"Why can he not come here?" 
"You see. dear, how difficult his posi

tion is. lie could not very well come 
here since you have so distinctly de
clined his sister-in-law's fully expressed 
desire for a reconciliation. Do you 
see?" 

, "I did not think of that." said Mary, 
; in perplexity; "but I do not feel as if I 
' could go." 

"Well, then, let him see the boy. 
George Hyde could take him—or Mar
garet. You would not mind that, 
especially as 1 should most probably be 
there." 

"Ao, 1 should not mmd. much," sam 
Mary, reluctantly. 

"Well. then, that 
We will have a day 
Michael is rather erratic in his move
ments. and though he is supposed to be 
staying in the house he has quarters of 
his own elsewhere. Will you suggest 
this to your sister Margaret or Mr. 
Hyde, or when you reply to the letter 
you had this morning?" 

"Did you know?" she asked, in sus
picion. 

"Oh. yes. I see Uncle Michael every 
day. and we talk over tilings; but I do 
not want my name mentioned, or any 
hut yourself and George Hyde to know 
that-Michael Allenby and myself are 
acquainted. How did you think of an
swering that letter?" 

"I did not know. I wa.s pondering 
over it when you came in. I would 
rather let Arthur go for a few hours 
than see Mrs. Allenby just yet. I want 
time. It: vronId be so hard to meet her 
after so long a. time and what has pass
ed." 

"Perhaps you are right. You require 
time to recover your mind; and it Avill 
not matter so much for a few days if 
Uncle Michael sees the child of his old 
favorite. Do not think, my girl, that 
he has an unkind thought of you. I 
have told him everything, aiuiAve would 
have been here long ago. but you see 
she stole a- march upon us by asking you 
to meet him there. Of course, as he is 
ready to admit, she could do no more." 

"And of course she made it appear 
that I Avas declining to meet him?" 

"It did look a little like that: but. 
much to his surprise, she rather made 
excuses for you, and then, as a second 
concession, she Avrotc the letter you 
luwe this morning." 

"I always thought her a clever AVO-

man," Mary said, quietly—"one who 
Avould never put herself in the Avrong. 
I Avill Avritc to-day and tell her to come 
when she pleases." 

"The child haul better see Mrs. Allen
by lirst," he suggested. 

"If you think so." 
"It Avill smooth the way, and soften 

all things down;—show him that, al
though you are willing to please him. 
you have no idea, of losing your own 
dignity. You will like Uncle Allenby 
when you see him. Mary." 

"I. am sure of thai, sir." 
"If, by any chance, he should be there 

this evening, and Margaret calls upon 
you. will you send the hoy?" 

"Will you be there as AVCII?" 

"Most likely. [ shad not be far 
away." 

"I will sen:l hiiii.tifii: but they must 
not keep him lona\" 

J 

". time i'or his return. 
- Margaret—will keep 
i'ucie Michael is in 

• "Name, your 
! and Miss AH. v. 
: faith with yo: 
• love witii hi r. She must, from what he 
\ says of her. be something like you." 
i "Xot a bit." said Mary; •"Margaixt is 
: rather tall, and Avhat mea would con-
sider very i.-t auiii'ul." 

:  "In disposition. 1 meant, my dear: 
' beauty is nothing, though it is as weli 
! IV.r a Woman to haA'e a little of it, if 
' oniv to s-t- oil' her mind. Should I see 
Uncle Michael tins morning, as 1 very 

: likely shall, may I tell him you wiil 
i semi the boy this evening?" 

rker. i will do what-

and he kissed her soft 
"That old uncle will 

ilous of me, 1. fancy."' 
is much l'orhim in time." 

•* Yi s. Mr. B: 
ever yen think b 

"Thank you." 
cheek tenderly. 
Le rather je; 

"f may care 
Maty began. 

"Con;—come," Mr. Barker interrupt
ed; "tl at is high treason. If I. told him 
that. I do ne.t ke->w what he would 
think. The hoy is not up yet, I sup
pose?" 

"Xot yet. Would you like to see 
him?" 

"Yes. but 1 will not have him distur
bed. The Dutch, who are a prosaic 
people, say that children should never 
be awakened, for they talk with the 
angel:- when they sleep. Tell that 
young i'tiiow down stairs 1 Avas very 
sorry to interrupt his music, but the 
sound of a tiddle drives my gout out of 
its mind. Does he smoke?" 
"-I think so—cigarettes." 
"Cigarettes! open that draAver in the 

.cabinet and give him the big pipe you 
Avill see there; it is carved like a min
aret. and holds nearly an ounce of to
bacco. . Give him one of those canisters 
of Latakia—that's it, and tell him lAvill 
come and have a pipe Avitli him some 

.day. He can accept it as a kind of 
burnt offering, and advise him not to 
make himself ill—with cigarettes." 

[To be Continued.] 
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* •- • i ST. PAUL E'Y 
Is the". Fast-Alail Short Line from St. 
Paul and Minneapolis via La Crosse and 
Milwaukee to Chicago and all points in 
the Eastern States and Canada. It is 
the only line under one management be
tween St. Paul and Chicago, and is the 
finest equipped railway in the Northwest 
It is the only line running sleeping car* 
with luxuriant smoking rooms, and the 
finest dining cars in the world, via the 
famous "Jiiver Bank Route," along the 
shores of Lake Pepin and the beautiful 
Mississippi river, to Milwaukee and 
Chicago. Its trains connect with those 
of the Northern lines in the Grand 

j Union depot at St. Paul. No change of 
cars of any class between St. Paul and 
Chicago. Forthrough tickets, time-tables 
and full information, apply to any cou
pon ticket agent in the NortinresL 
B.Miller.General Manager: J.F. Tucker, 
Ass't. Gen'l. Manager: A. V II."Carpen
ter. Gen'l Pass. Agent; Geo. II. Ileaf-
forri, Asst. Gen'l Pass. Agent, Mihvau-

) kee, Wis.; W. II. Dixon, Gen'l North-
1 western Pass. Agent, St. Paul. Alum. 


