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A man crossing the lower glope of the
orchard heard the. bubbling peal,
hoked in the direation of the
sodid his attendant, ' &
pard dog. He tore up. g
vellowing ferociously. . . Be ]
aster’s shout arose above his baying
4o was almost upon the girls.. At the
instant of alarm, Hetty ‘had thrown her-
«lf before the wheeled chair and. the
helpless occupant, and . faced “the.foe.
Crouching slightly, as for a spring, her
face blenched, eyes wide and steady,’
<pe stood in the ‘rosy shadow of the
pranches, both hands outthrown to ward
of the bounding assailant.

“What a pose!” was, March’s first
thought, professional instinct asserting
{tself, concerned though he ‘was at the

panic for which he was responsible. ‘‘In
the same lightning-fiash ecame—T'11
paint thab girl some day!” 24

.Don’t be frightened!” he was calling;
asheran. *He will nothurt youl!”

Hester had shriéked feebly, and lay
almost swooning, among her cushions.
Hetty had mnot uttered a sound, but, as
.he master 1aid his hand on the dog’s
collar her knees gave way under her;
and she sank down by the cripple’s
chair, her head resting upon the edge of
the wicker side. She was fighting' des-
perately for composure, OT the sem-
blance of it, and did not look up when
March began to apologize.

] am awfully sorry,” he panted, Tuc-
fully penitent.
loz, you know!—be wheén he understands
how badly he has behaved. He fs
scldom so inhospitable.”

The word brought up Hetty’shead and
wits.

“Are wo trespassing?’ she queried,
anxiously. ““We thought that this or-
chard was a part of the parsonage-
grounds, or we would not have come, I
is me who should beﬁ your pardon.”

By no means!” He had taken off his
nat, and in his regretful sincerity,
lookod handsomer than when 'his eyes
wad smiled, concluded Hester, whose sen-
scs were rapidly returning. ‘‘My name is
Gilehrist, and my father’s grounds ad-
join those of the parsonage. He had
the gate cut between your garden and
the orchard, that the clergyman’s family
might be as much at home here as our-
selves. I hope you will forgive my
dog’s misdemeanor, and my heedlessness
in not seeing you before he had a chance
to frighten you.”

Summoning something of his father’s
cracious stateliness, he continued, more
formally:

“Have I the pleasure of addressing
Miss Wayt?” .

Bow and question were for Hetty.
Tlester’s voice, thin and dissonant, re-
plied with old-fashioned decorum of

manner, but in unconventional phrase:
_“Ihave the misfortune to be Miss
Wayt. This is Mr. Wayt's wife sister,
Miss Alling.”

It was a queer speech, made queerer
by the prim articolation the author
deemed proper in the situation. March
iried not to see that the subject of the
<econd clause of the introduction flushed
deeply, while her mute return of his
bow had a serious natural grace he
thought charming. When he begged
that she would resume herseat, the lit-
tle roguish curl at the corner of her
lips which he recollected as archly de-
mure, came into play.

“We have no chairs to offer, but if you
do not object to the best we have to
rive—” finishing the half-invitation by
seating herself upon a grass-grown root,

jutting out near the trunk of the tree.

“The nicest carpet and lounge in the
world,” affirmed March, sitting down
upor the sward.
American men don’t know how to loll
on the turf as English do? Our climate
is ever so much drier and we haye three
times as many fair days in the year, and
some of us seem to be as loosely put to-
gether. But we don’t understand how to
fling oursclves down all in a heap that
doesn’t look awkward either, and be
altogether at ease in genuine Anglican
fashion. Even if there are ladies pres-
ent an Englishman lies on the grass,
and it is considered ‘quite the thing,
don’t you know? They say the import-
ed American never gets the hangof it,
try as he will.
the other side or he can’t learn it.”

“There may be something in your
countryman’s inborn reverence for
women that prevents him' from master-
ing the accomplishment,” said Hetty, a
little dryly.

March bowed gayly-

~Lb€ craft.
doesn’t slink. A

‘,‘, the other.”

_“Thank you for the implied compli- |

100t in the name of American men! Iam

dyou are getting the benefit of this

ct May day. There, at any rate,
ave the advantage of the Mother-
wry, if she has given us the May-
ols and  ‘The Queen of the May.’
‘l" s is a sour and dubious month in
Merry England.”
‘You have been there, then?”’
llester said it abruptly, as she said
st things, but the eagerness, dashed
longing, that gave plaintive
adence to the question, caught March’s

o

T

“Several times. I gailed from Liver-
:w,-l twelve days ago. I was just oft
'he steamer, and may be a little un-
steady on my feet when I collided with

I think?” , A
L 7 Sadatbee ) e R >
TThe tone was reserved, withoutbeing

‘Tiess underlay civil regrot. Perhaps May
had been mistakenin postpo! %

| call until the parsonage was

-iShe means to call very soon. Bhe
thought it would be mmaishborlr to
intrude before you had recovered

the fatigue of removal-and trave ;
Wayt was my father’s guest for a day or
two, you know, before your arrival, and
1 have had since the: pleaguré of meet-
ing him several times ‘and .of hearing

«“And so will Thor—my :

| asYoung John Chivery,

him preach this morning.” om0
In the pause ' that succeeded : the
speech the churd! -bell began to ring for
afternoon gervice. Under the impres-
sion that he had lost caste in not at-
tending upon the second stated ordi-
nance of the sanctuary he offered alame
explanation. R
“] am afraid I am not an exemplary
church-goer. But 1 find oné sermon as
much as I can digest and; practice from
Sunday to Sunday. My mother doesn’t
1ike to hear me say it. = She thinks such
sentiments revolutionary ‘ ‘and unoa-
nonical, and no doubt sheé is right.”
“Anybody is excusable for preferring
to worship ‘under green applé-boughs’
to-day,” observed Hester, with unchar-
acteristic tact. *“Yousee we have al-
ways lived in cities, great and small.
We have been used to. brick walls and
narrow, high ~houses, with paved back-
yards, with cats on the fences”—disgust-
fully—“and wet clothes flapping in your
eyes if you tried to pretend to ruralize. :
\Every body hasn’t as much imagination
who. said the
flapping of sheets and towels in ‘his face
‘made him feel like he was in groves.’”
ssFairhill has preserved the rural ele-

{.ment remarkably well, when one con-

siders her iens of thousands of inhabit-
‘ants, her water-supply :and electric
lights,” ‘said March; ‘‘and luckily one
doesn’t need much imagination ta help

out his enjoyment of the world on this
Sundayafternoon.”

His tone was so respectfully familiar,
is blaring so easy, the girls forgot that
he was a stranger. *

«It wasn't your Dickens who said it,
but you can, perhaps, tell me who did
write a verse that has been running in
my unpoetical brain ever since I entered
your fairy bower,” he said by and by.

« ¢ The orchard’s all a-flutter with pink;

Robins twitter, and wild bees hummi

©0dd, isn’t it, that i

A man must be born ony
)

Break the song with a thrili to think ™

How sweet is life when summer is coming.'

«That is the way it goes, I believe.
Itisa miracle for me to recollect so
| much rhyme. The robins and bees
! must have helped me out.” ;

«I wish I knew who did that!”* sighed
Hester. “O! what it must be to write

! poetry or paint pictures!”

‘ March’s glance of mirthful suspicion

! changed at sight of the knotted brow
and wistful eyes. -

“One ought to be thankful for either
| gift,” he said, quietly. *“‘Iwas thinking
just now how I should-like -to make a
picture of what 1 saw asIranup the
hill. May I try some day?”

Hetty drew herself up and looked in-
quiry. Hester’shands fluttered, painful
scarlet throbbed-into her cheeks.

“Can yon draw?' Do you paint? Are
you an artist?” bringing out the last word
in an excited whisper.

March was t00 much touched to trifle
{with her agitation. I try to be,” he

answered simply, almost reverently.

i «And would you—may I—would it an-

noy you—Hetty! ask him. You know

, what I want!”

«“My darling!” The cooing, comfort-
‘ing murmur was passing sweet. “Be
quiet for one moment, and you can pub
what youwant to say into words.” Asthe
fragile form quivered under her hand,
a light seemed to dawn upon her. “You
see, Mr, Gilchrist, my niece loves pict-
uresbetter than any thing else—and she
never has met a real, live artist before,”
the corners of hermouth yielding alittle.
«She has had a great longing to know
how the beautiful things that delight
her are made—how they grow into being.
i Is that it, dear?”

Hester nodded, her eyes luminous
with tears she strove to drive back.

March struck his hands together with
boyish glee.

“] have it! T will make a study of
sorchards all a-flutter with pink,’ and
you shall see me put in every stroke.
May I begin to-morrow? Blossom-time
; is short. How unspeakably jolly!
! we, Miss Alling?”

The proposition was so ingenious, and
Hester’s imploring eyes were SO elo-
quent that the referee turned pale un-
der the heart-wrench demur cost her.

i «Dear!” she said, soothingly, to thein-
valid, ‘it would not be right to promise
until we have consulted your mother.
Mr. Gilchrist is very kind. Indeed”—

; raising an earnest face whose pallor set

a0 oomid have tansied that sad- |y

May |

‘any.

ran; cam -
S

ugly bud that wil

: " precions onel” Helty's tears
fowed with hers. Do I ever forget
your sorrows?  Are you listening, dear?
1t possible you shall have this one poor

the
' Both
~waiting for
‘place was forlornly clean
ol s gave forth the i
11} ot oily wool 3

-little pledsure.. You must trust your
mother's -love, and mine, to deny you
nothing 'we can safely give. If we
must refuse it is only bearing a liftle
‘more!” :

The going-out.of the May day.was
salm as with remembered happiness,
but the chill that lurks 4in the imper-
fectly-tempered air of the new-born
season, awaiting the. departure of the:
" sun, was so pronounced by seven o’clock
' that Hetty called upon Homer. to build

Hester were sitting,. The children
were sent to:bed ateight o’clock. Mrs.
‘Wayt was lying down in her chamber
with one of her. frequent headaches,
rallying her forces againsther husbdnd’s
return from the long walk hé found
neoessary ‘‘to work; off the cumulative
electricity ‘unexpended. by the day’s
services.” ¥ e ;

« belong to the peripatetic school of
philosophy,” he said to a parishioner
whom b . ‘met two miles from home.

‘¢Heo was forging ahead like a trained
prize-fighter,” reported the admiring
pewholder to a friend. “Nothing of the
gontimental weakling about &im/”

March and May Gilchrist, pausing
upon the parsonage porch, at sound of a
voice singing softly and clearly within,
saw, past’ a half-drawn sagh ourtain,
Hetty rocking back and for thin the fire-
light,” with Hester, in hor arms. The
cripple’s head was thrown back slightly,
bringing into reliéf the small, fine-
foatured face and lustrous eyes. Her
wealth of hair waved and glivtered with
the motion of the chair like spun gold.
It might have been a young mother
crooning to her baby in a sort of chant,
the words of which were distinctly
awible to brother and sister, the near-
est window being lowered a few inches
from the top. Hester loved heat and
light as well as & salamander, but could
not breathe freely in a closed room. To-
night was one of her “bad times,” and
nothing but Hetty’s singing could win
her a modenate degree of ease.

«Blow winds!” sang Hetty,

«And waft through all the rooms

The snow-flakes of the cherry blooms!

Blow winds! and bend within my reach
- The fiery blossoms of the peach!

0, Life and Love! O, happy throng

Of thoughts whose only speech is song!

O, heart of man! canst thou not be

Blithe as the air is, and as free?”

March moveéd forward hastily to ring.

the bell. . He felt likean eavesdropping
spy upon the unconscious. girls. With-
'out any knowledge of the isolation and
mutual dependence of the two, the-visit-
ors perceived pathos in the scene—in
the clinging helplessness of one and the
| brooding tenderncss expressed in the
| close clasp and bent head of the other.
The ginging ceased instantly at the
gound of the gong. By George! what
| an alarm!” muttered March, discomfited
by . the clang succeeding his touch.
“ «And I gave it such a genteel pull!”

His attitude wasapologetic still, when
Mr. Wayt's wife’s sister opened the
door.

| I seem fated to be heralded noisily?’
he said, regretfully. I had as little
idea of the tone of your door-bell as you
had of the power of Thor’s lungs. Miss
Alling, let me introduce my sister! She
gave me no peace until I'brought her to
see you.” : .

May extended her hand with unmis-
takable intention of good fellowship.

«] scolded him for stealing a march

! upon me this afternoon while I, likea

| dutiful Christian, was in church,” she
said. Her smile was her brother’s, her
blithe, refined tones her own. “But I
mean to improve my advantages the
more diligently on that account.”

The genial persifiagehad bridged over

\ the always-awkward transit from front-
door to drawing-room when the host is
the conductor. It was the more embar-
rassing in this case because the two
/| meagerly furnished parlors were um-
lighted except as 3 glimmer from the
hall-gas added to the sense ot space and
emptiness. ’ ;
| «tAllow me!” March took from Hetty's
l fingers the match she had lighted, and

a fire in the sitting-room, whereshe and |

aot 10 ook s
the hostess’
carpets gave forth -

can dissipate.  Plain

“ish- stiffness  were

grouped in conversational attitudes near
the summer«ronted fire-place, and a ta-
ble pulled wellaway from the wall, with

‘books and photographs lying -about on

i, ‘March could fancy Hetty doing these
things, then standing disheartened, in
the waste of Moquoette, under the con-
sciousness that there was not, one-fifth
enough furniture for the vast rooms.
At this point, he spoke, again, subdued-

1y 5

«‘What possessed the phurch to build
these desolate barns and, call them fam-
ily parlors?” . AP e

May was a parish worker, and looked
her surprise. : S s A

“A_ parsonage must haye .plenty of
parlor room for church sqciables. g

“Then those who use. hem ought to
furnish them. Or, sayljit wouldnit be
amiss to keap them up, as show-places
are abroad—by . ¢harging:a shilking ad-
mission fee.” g

Hetty’s refurn sayed him
sorved rebuke. : ‘

«My mniece will be vefy liappy to see
you,” she reported, rather formally, ber
eyes.darkling into vaguc trouble or
doubt as she said it. < On tLo way across
the hall she added hurriedly to May:
“We never overpersuade -her to meet
strangers. In this casé there was 0o
need.” 5 :

May’s gloved hand sought hers with a
swift, - involuntary  gesture. It was
the merest touch that emphasized the
low ‘“Thank you!” but both struck
straight home to Hetty’s heart. The
March tact was inimitable. f

Hester lay upon a lounge, propped
into u sitting posture with pillows. Her
hair and drapings were cunningly dis-
posed. A casual eye would not have
penctrated the secret of the withered
limbs and curved 'spine. A red spot
like a rose-leaf rested upon each cheek;
her eyos shone and hersilent smile re-
vealed small, perfect teeth like a two-
year-old baby’s. She was 8o winsome
that May stooped impulsively to kiss
heras she would a pretty-child.

«I came to tell you how angry we all
are—my father, mother and I—with my
brother and his dog for scaring you to-
day!” ghe said, seating harself on an ot-
toman by the lounge, and retaining
hold of the wee hand until it ceased to
twitch and burn in hers. “I did think
Thor knew better! His tail committed
innumerable apologies to me when I
told him I hoped to see you this even-
ing.”

March and Hetty, chatting together
near the cragkling wood fire, caught,
presently, sentences relative to colors

and pencils and portfolios, and slack-
ened their talk to listen. May had
elicited the confession 'that Hester’s
brush was a solace and the only pastime
she had ‘“‘except reading and Hetty's
mausie.” .

«But it's only trying with me,” said
the tuneless voice. “I have had no
teacher exoept Hetty.” !

«“My dear Hester!” cried the person
named. “Be candid, and say ‘worse
than none! ”

Hester coldred vividly at this evi-
dence that her confidences to ‘her new
friend were shared by others, but rallied
gallantly to support her assertion.

«She doesn’t think she has any talent
for drawing, but she took lessons for
three months that she might teach me
how to shade and manage perspective,
and use water-colors. Sheand I amuse
ourselves with caricatures and all that,
and T make drawings—very poor ones—
to illustrate poems and stories, while
she reads to me, and I do a litfle—you
-can’t imagine how little and how badly!
—in color. Just bits, you know—grass
and mossy sticks, and brambles running
over stones, and frost-bitten leaves—
and such thiggs. Hetty is alwayson
tho lookout for studies for me. Ican
not sit up long enough to undertake
any thing more important if I had the
skill. And I shouldn’t dare venture to
copy any thing really beautiful—such
as apple-blossoms,” with a short-lived
smile at March thatleft a plait between
her eyes. 2

Intercepting Hetty’s.. apprehensive
glance, he smiled in return, but forbore

from de-

% s

to introduce the petition left with them

figure of the clergyman.
gate, an
his. wife’s sanction ' to the presence of
hor sister and daughter in tte ‘orchard
thatafternoon 40 watch Miss Gilohrist's
brother upon a gketel’ he proposed to
begin before the apple-blossoms fell:

<1 shall be there, of oourse,” the
young diplomatist mentioned, casually.
“] am studying art in an amateurish
way, under my brother’s. direction., I
dearly enjoy seeing him paint. s
hand is so firm and rapid; andhis eye 8o
true!  Your daughter tells me she' is
fond of drawing. March and I would
be only too_happy to render any agsist-
ance in our power to forward her studies
in that line.” 7 :

“My sister_has spoken fo me of your
kindness, and his,” Mrs. Wayt answered,
thoughtfnlly. “Sho. told me, also, that
she had referred the question ‘of ac-
nepting Mr. Gilchrist’s generous prop-
osition to- me. ' Hesitation seems un-

.| gracious, but my-poor childis very exy

citable, and in nerve o unify to work
long at any thing, that 1 have donbted
the expediency of allowing her to be-
come inferested in her favorite pursuit
to the extent necessary for the acquisi-
tion of any degree of skill.” ;

Nevertheless, May wént home vietori-
ous, and Mrs. Wayt, disquietzin eye and
soul, sou:; it her sister and detailed the
steps of thesiege and the surrender. °

«Refusal was impossible without risk-
ing the displeasure of influential par-
jshioners, or exciting suspicions that
might be more hurtful,” she concluded.

Hetty was cleaning silver in the din-
ing-room. Over her buft gingham she
wore a voluminous bib-apron; house-
wifely solicitude informed her whole
personality. Her hair was turned back
from her temples, and the roughened
roll showed rust-red lights in a bar of
sunshine crossed by her head as she
moved. The lines of her face had what.
Hester called ‘*‘their forenoon sag,”
downward inclination that signified as
much care as she could bear. She
rubbed a tablespoon until she could see
each loosened hair and drooping line
in it, before unclosing her thinned lips
to reply. Even then, her speech was re-
luctant.

«The ohild is “yours, Frances —not
mine—dearly as I love her, I under-
stand as well as you, how cruel it seems
to deny her whatis, in itself, a harmless
pleasure. Still we have agreed up to
this time that it wasinexpedient to give
people the run of the house, and this
\ooks like a straight road to that.” ;

She did not glance up, in speaking, or
afterwards. Her accent was unimpas-
sioned, her thoughts apparently -en-
grossed in the business of bringing pol-
ish outof tarnish. Wy -

«“There are circumstances that may

alter . cases—and premises,” Treturned -

Mrs. Wayt, deprecatingly. “I can not
but feel that we may begin to argue
and determine from a different stand-
point. I wish you could be & little more
sanguine, dear.”

/ “Youdon’t wish it more than I do,
sister! I wasn’t' built upon the ‘Hope
on, Hope ever’ plan.. My utmost effort
in that direction is to make the best of
what can not be bettered. And since
you have said ‘Yes’ to this painting
scheme we will think only of what a
boom it will be to Hester. The new
cook is a morg imminent difficulty.
This house is large, and the salary
exoellent, I admit, but it would have
been wise to wait until our arrival be-
fore engaging her.””. s,

She knew that her sister was as much
surprised as herself at Mr. Wayt's com-
misson to Mrs. Gilchrist, also, that the
wife would not plead this ignorance in
self-defence.

«Homer, you and I could = have
divided the housework, as Wwe did
in other places,” continued Hetty, at-
tacking a row "of forks, now that the
spoons were done with, “and we could
hire a woman by the day to wagh and
iron. The cook may justify Mrs. Gil-
christ’s recommendation. I dare say she
will. Only—but I'll not. utter another
croak to-day! You are an “angelic
optimist, and I-am given over to
pessimism of the opposite type. We

will accept Mary Ame,’ami the rest of

and take his way dowh-town; won |

the pockets: of her ‘husband’s

clothes.  They layovera chair
le

hamber.

| ‘prattled of “dee papa

faithful shadow wherever

low her to follow. He had been too-
busy of late years and too distraught by
various anxitties to take much notice of
‘the younger-children, but he had made
a pet-of littlo Hegter. He used to call

twined and burnished her sunny curls
around his fingers. Annie was a loving
-little darling, but neither so sprightly
norso beautiful as her fitst-born at the
same age. She worshiped. her father,
and he was beginning to. recognize and
be pleased by hor pref

“Poor Percy?” \

“Papa hick?? asked the child,
by. the ejaculation.
. “No, my darling.  Papa is very well!
Mamma is only sorry! sorry! sorpy!™

«Horry! horry! korry/ Mammahorry!
horry! Rorry!”  While shi¢ crammed the
yellow flowers into the castle, the baby
made the words into a song, catehing in-
tonation and emphasis as they had es-
caped her mother'slips. = ' 2%

Dandelions dying were as fair to ‘her

as dandelions golden-erisp in the
meadow-grass. A drop of blood red
from the heart would mean no more
than a coral bead.

At three o'clock, Hester’s chair was
drawn by Homer into the orchard. The
painter, his sister, his dog and his easel
were already in place.  March had
sketched in the arbor, and indicated the
figures. sufficiently to reveal the pur-
pose of the picture. ;
~ Blossom-time is short, but fortunate-
1y, the weather that week was phenom-
enally equable for May. In eight days
the painting was finished. The reader
may have noticed it at the academy
exhibition the mext winter, where it
was catalogued as ‘““The Defence.”
Hetty's portrait and pose were admira-
bly rendered, and the bound of the big
St. Bernard was flercely spirited. But
the wonder of the group was the oc-
cupant of the low wicker carriage.

“My. baby-daughter!”’ faltered Mrs.
Wayt, on first seeing it, and no more
words would come.

To herself and to March, later and
confidentially, - Hetty spoke of ‘it as
‘Hester glorified.” At times, she was
almost afraid to look at it: It was the
face of an infant, but an infant whose
soul had outleaped the limitations of

;mut.ied

cloud-like, about her, her perfectly-
molded hands were clasped in  the
fearless delight of ignorance as she
leaned forward to welcome the enemy
her eustodian was ready to beat off. It
was Hester in every lineament.

Even tho baby knew it. Bub it was
Hester-as her brothers and sisters would
never see her unless among the fadoless
blossoms of the world where crooked
things will be made straight.

March Gilchrist was not poetical ex-
cept with his brush, It was his tongue,
his song, his story. Through it, Hetty
Alling first learned to know him, yet
they were never strangers after that
carliest meeting in the orchard. She
was a capital sitter, and he lingered
over her portrait as he dared not over
Hester’s for fear of , wearying her.
While Hetty posed, and he painted, May
and Hester became warm friends. Miss
Gilohrist had her own sketch-book, and
March improvised an easel for it which
was attashed to the wheeled chair, in
desk-fashion. Under May’s tutelage,
Hes ade a study of apple-blossoms,
and another of plumy grasses which
the overlooker praised with honest
warmth, and promised to keep forever

as souvenirs of the “pink-and-white

sight of the social group that they ex-
changed tender confidences freely, over-
head, as to_ summer plans and prospec-
tive birdlings. Thor’s massive bulk
flattened, daily, the same area of sunny
turf, and he may have had canine
views as to the folly of working when
the sun was warm and the sod softest.
The orchard, where every tree was a
mighty bouquet, was an impervious
screen between the partyand the streets
and such windows as commanded the
slope, :
“It is paradise, with rows upon Tows

of shining, fluffy angels to keep out the

her “Lassie with glory croyned,” as, he 5

years. The filmy gold of her hair lay.
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et the bright eye of the other-robin’’
peering over the edge of her nest’ with
what May chose to interpret as & wind
of intelligent amusement, ;
-“She asked me as plainly as dumbshow
could ‘ask, ‘who would provide three
meals a day for the happy exclusives,” .
and, when Talluded to bread-fruit trees !
and beefstesk goraninms, wanted to know
swhere ovensand grid-irons would come ¢
from.” said May, afterward; *Thak:
formed the basis of my five minute rev-
erie.” s
% T My soul, to-day,
Is far away,
Sailing the Vesuvian bay;
My winged boat,
A bird afioat, Y
Swimsround the purple peaks remote.’”
So runs the poem, between the lines
of which might be written the exultant,
« Abgent from the body!” Hester's soul
had the poet’s power of ‘“drifting” into
absolute idealization. She was used to
building with dream-stuff. In the time
she had allotted, she lived out a life-
time, to tell of which would require
hours and many pages. That she paid
for the wide sweep into the remote and
the never-to-be, by 'reactiomn bitterer
than death, never dissuaded her from
other voyages of the ‘‘winged boat.”
i 1To be Continued.]

DEATH. ¥

CARLETON—At the residence of his son, No.

375 Do street, onN\lE? ll]tt):) instant. of’
isease, George N. Carlef nati

of Massachusetts, aged 75 e e

A BURNING SORE LEG

Ulcers Form. Hospitals and -
tors Useless, s&amdagvithncc
Pain, Cured by Cut.-
cura Remedies.

About eight years ago I wrote you from
Wilkesbarre, Pa., describing how your won-
derful remedies completely cured e of a ter-
rible case of eczema or salt rhenm. I must now
tell you what CUTICURA have done

= for me,
b

e to bruise my leg,and I

put a piece of sticking plaster-

on it. - Inside ofa week I had

My wife be-
and advised

1wy

8 te:rlnle leg.
b,

frightened

1ES.
tained a set, and ipside of five weeks
was healed up as well as-it ever was, ,enx’
the terrible scar itleft for a reminder of what
was once a terrible sore leg. . These R
are worth their veifhf,. in gold.

JOHN THIEL, 117 E. 88th Street, New York.

Cuticura._ﬁesolvent

The new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest
of Humor Remedies. internally {to cleanse the
blood of all impurities and poisonous elements,
and thus remove'the cause), and CUTICURA,
the great Skin Cure, and CUTICURA S0P, an
g{qu&slte Skin Beautifier,

X

week.” The robins were so used to the |and
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to age, from-pimpl
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