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A CRUEL DECEPTION

OR WHY DID SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFFIE ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)

Like every other such entertain-
ment that ever yet was projected,
difficulties were thrown in her
pathway at every step.  The locul
tenor, who was her great stand by
oi course contracted a cold; her
quartette of four sisters—the ugiy
rectory girls, by the way—could
never be got together to rehearse.

Life at Torre Abbey had hes
come imbued with the atmosphere

)

ten’s society.

Taking one thing with another,
therefore, Miss Glenlee couli aot
bring herself to enter very hoirt-
ily into the concert proceedings.
That Lord Taunton shared in her
dislike to the proceedings, too, was
very clearly expressed. Miss Glen-
which he avoided the house :nd
the grave, pre-occupied look that
seemed to be perpetunally on his
face. She ventured to allude w0

that might be supposed to pervade
the inner life of an operatic im-
presario.  The rooms were steewn
with advertisement  bills, with
sheafs of new and old musie. with '
a variety of odd-shaped |-'uck1
leather cases which contained the!
instruments of the several artists |

¥ who had rashly promised their as-
sistance.  In all, and through all
the labor, excitement, and bustle,
Lady Augusta had, however, one
tungible and definite comfort in
the handsome person of her ¢ ad-
jutor, Mr. Hunter.

“What should 1 without |
him 27 she said to Miss Glenlee at
least u hundred times. *“He is so
kind, so thoughtful, so considerate !
—tries to do all he ean to make |
things so smoothly, and keeps h
temper, no matter what the dii-
ficulty may be!” '

Miss Glenlee always smiled a!
languid assent.

“He is certainly a very agree-
able—person,” what  she
would naturally have said, but
tinding that her hostess had 1ath-
ev quickly determined that  Mr.
Hunter’s birth and breeding en-
titled him to great consideration,
Miss Glenlee substituted “man®™
for “person” and she felt she had
made a great conecssion in so do-
ing; for, despite her languor, Miss
Glenlee was primed with a certain
kind of what may be termed now-
adays old-fashioned class preju-
dice; and, although she allowed
Mr. Hunter every sort of elaim to
attention, from a physical point of
view, she was not quite certain in
her mind whether she approved of
her lively little friend’s undoubted
belief in the handsome organist as
being not only hundsome, but a
gentleman into the bargain,

Blanche had none of the keen
knowledge of character or insight
into human nature which influen-
ved both Trevelyan and lLod
'faunton in their somewhat vague
objections to this young man.

The considerations that moved
these two, and would most certun-
1y have moved Lady Augusta, did
she feel them, would not have af-
feeted Miss Glenlee half so much
as the possibility of Mr. Blair
Hunter being, as had been disenss-
ed jokingly at the first, the son of
aome tradesman, or to her, other
undesirable individual.

Moreover, Miss Glenlee did not |
wholly enter into the business of
the concert.  She disliked all fuss
and confusion ; and slow and stu-
pid as she was, she was sufficiently
quick-witted to reulize that all the
excitement  that
constant rchearsals, and the wild
confusion following on these ¢
hearsals—had the effeet of send-

_ing Lord Taunton forth at an early
hour, und retarding his return to
the Abbey until an hour or two be-
fore dinner.

After all her lessons to her hus-
baud, after all her carefully cal-
culated manoeuvers, it was Lady
Augusta who acted in a way that
certainly did not throw Hugo and
Blanche into the constant cuin-
panionship she had so desired.

Now and then Miss Glenlee
went for a walk with Lord Taun-
ton—a slow, dull, heavy kind of
walk—during which they conver
sed on all the small topies that
Hugo thought most interesting
and possible to Miss Glenlee’s
somewhat dull intelligence: but a
fortnight had spun into ‘hree
weeks, and the intimacy between
them had not advanced one jot as
yet.

Blanche Glenlee was beginning
to get irritated. She knew per-
feetly well just why she had heen
invited to Torre Abbey, and the
knowledge had not been in the
least disagreeable to her.  She
would, in fact, very much enjoy
being the Countess of Taunton
and Torre, and she was beginning
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iscarching rays; and moreover, she

this sympathy between them one

*I am afraid you are not g at-
Iv eoncerned whether dear Gu-.ie
has a great suecess or not ¢ -he
seid, looking at him with her one
<mile.

They were standing out on the
liwn, under the buding trees. It
was a glorious morning, but Miss
Glenlee complacently endured the
brilliant sunlight. She knew .he
fear from its
vas well aware that in her well
cut-blue serge she was looking ier
very handsomest, - ™~

Lord Taunton was lookinz at
the distant form of his baby .e-
phew. who was trying to balunce
himself and his white fur sar-
rents in an ereet and dignitied
raanner.  Iis thoughts were very
far away from either the baby, (he
coneert, or Miss Glenlee. Never-
theless, he answered her remui’s.

“Dear little Gus! How cner-
She ought to have
been a prime minister. at loast,
She has flung herself into +his
ceneert heart and soul. Tt must
certainly be a success, Miss Gien-
lee, if only out of gratitude!”

Blanche was a little nonplused.
This was not quite the tone of a
wan who was irritated or annoved.

getie she is!

lie doing his best to
deavoring to start
surt of a conversation. He found
Blanche very hard to talk to, and
he was always relieved when she
confessed she had had enougl. of
walking and would go indoors. lie
was wondering if the second post
would bring him any sort of =.u-
munication from Mrs. Brabauie.
It was now quite a week since he
had been to town; and on his re-
tvrn he had sat down and written
to Alwynne's mother, directing it
t+ the London hotel, to be forward-
ed. It had been only an everyday
:hatty lettér, but it had certainly
given scope for an answer; and
Mirs. Brabante had held out decid-
ed hints of being a good corres-
pondent. Therefore  Taunton
wajted and hoped, almost with
the anxiety of a boy, for this let-
ter, which was to bring him news
ot her, to whom his soul aad
heart and life were indisputably
and altogether given.

a

“Here comes Gussie! All in a
hairry, as usual—rather more than
a hurry, to judge by her speed.
What! She actually passes ler
ofispring without a word! Vhen
scmething very much must be the
matter!” And Lord Taunton
laughed as he watched the liitle
trilor gowned form come running
wildly toward them.
*“Hold hard!” he cried, as his
sister flung herself on his arm.
“My dear child, if you proceed to
project ourself through space at
this reckless speed, what do you
think will happen to vou?”
“Guess ! panted Lady Auvgus-
ti, breathless, and yet aglow with
excitement,  “Guess!”

*Do vou care for music?" -he |
queried tentatively, as not qiite
knowing what to say.

They were sauntering along an-
der the
were dreamy—as eyes are wicn
the mind is retrospective. ilis
temory had flown to  anoiler
worning. How long ago it seemed
now to his lover's heart whea he

tad paced the deck beside anorhicr

trees.  The man's eyes

It was the only word she could
nianage to gasp out.

“Juck has done something, of
course; or.” with a recollection of
pessing events, -“the concert has

I

burst!

“Almost us bad !" Lady Augusta
suid, recovering her breath with
difficulty. She had to sit down on
the grass to get better, but was ig-
nominiously hauled up by bher

biue serge gown, and had caogat
sight of two duinty litle feet thut
looked us though they could uor|
possibly be strong enough to sup-

alove them. There was no such!
doubt appertaining to Miss Glen-
lee’s feet.  They were shapely, but
not small. They did not appoal to
Lord Taunton as those others had
done; nor, indeed, did any part of
the tall, fine young woman awuahen
more than the faintest admiration
in the young man's breast, How
conld there be room for other
feelings when Alwynne's
weighed as queen, wis stamped, 18
it were, upon his sight?” Lok
which way he, would, Alwynne's
exquisite individuality
blot out the scene, and to gaze into

illl.!s('.

#rose 1o
s eyes with those elear, thin win-
dews of her soul.

“I love musie,” he  answered
Blunche. It is a part of my au-
ture. 1 don't know,” he
musingly; “I don't think T conld
possibly conceive a life livable
without the poetry of sound
harmonize with our sorrows .nd
our joys

went on

Miss Glenlee looked straight be-
fere her.  She felt a little aggricy-
e! with Lord Taunton. She did
not quite understand him, and e
“poetry of sound” was something
she never troubled her mind ahdut
iu the very least. However, she
was not absolutely devoid of com-
mon sense, although she wonld
never have taken high rank as
diplomat.

“Life, indeed, would be nothing
without music!" she said. And
then she sighed ; for, truth to tcll,
she was a little dull, and it was
hard to walk for half an hour in
the bright morning svnshine and
yet not elicit even half a glance of
approval or admiration from her
companion,

The man heard the sigh, an at
once dismissed his droamy
thoughts.

“T hope you are not tired !’ he
said, in that charming, chivalrous
way of his. “I think we had let-
ter go back to the house.”

1o have a distinet desire for Taun-
\

brother, who demanded sternly
i she wished to get her death im-
mediately, there and then ?

“Pooh, a little dew, as if that

has happened! Hugo! Blanche!
Of course you will never guess; so
it is rather hard to make you try."
“Something about Mr. Hunt-
er!” observed Miss Glenlee, in her
slow way. Then she was obliged
ty confess: *“It was not clever-
ress, Gussie. But I see you have
a letter from him in your hand'!”
Taunton made an involuntrry
niovement to the house. The sec-
ond post was in, then. Lady Au-
gusta disclosed her letter.

“From Blair Hunter. He is ut
Westchester, He has been stayving
there all the week, and I could
scarcely believe my eyes! He is
raarried—actually married! Was
n.arried four days ago, and—"
“Is this so very surprising, Gus-
Lord  Taunton inquired.
“Mr. Hunter is a young man, and
a very good looking one!”

*Yes, but not to tell me he was
engaged. So odd, wasn’t it? 1
confess little hurt with
him.”

“Perhups he hasn’t been engag-
ed very long,” Miss Glenlee said
slowly.

“Oh, but he must have kn;wn
scinething about it! People can’t
get married all on a sudden! They
nwst be just a little acquainted
first, Blanche.”

“I don't see that that is an ab-
solute necessity. It would be pos-
gible to be married without any
engagement at all!”

This sophistry emanated from
Lord Taunton, whose feet wcre
hvrrying unconsciously toward
the hall and the letters. YT.iay
Augusta hanging on his arm
somewhat impeded his haste,

“You are so prosaic, Hugo
she cried. “No, I am quite sure
there is a romance of some sort.
Mr. Hunter is just the .man to
have a romance!” Already she
was forgetting her fancied griev-
auce at not having been taken iuto
the young organist’s confidence.

o 299
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Miss Glehlee assented, and they
strolled along—she a little sui'en,
keep nis
thoughts from wandering, and .n-

respeciuble

his wife?” asked Miss Gleulve,
who had recovergyl her temper.
She had been taught from child-
Lood to know that any mental ex-
pression carried to excess was in-
jurious to beauty.

Lady Augusta thereupon con-
fessed she had not read the letier
i throughout.

I only got as far ds the begin-
ning. where he says he thinks he
must now tell me he is married;
and then—"" She unfolded the pa-
per. smoothing at the creases, and
reads out lond.

*¢¢I should have told you of this
proposed change in my life had I
been quite free to do so. but wy
wife particularly desired that I
would say nothing to any one, ¢x-
cept, of course, to the few inti-
mate relations I possess. Bearing
her wish in mind therefore, I pre-
served silence, and I beg you wili
forgive what otherwise might
seem somewhat strange conduci on
my part.

“‘The people at Weston’s ‘nu-
sic—'" Lady Augusta broke off.
“QOh, that is all about the concert,
and will not interest either of you!
Let me see. Um! Um! He cer-
tainly is most kind; he forgets
ncthing. Oh, here we are! ‘I
shall bring my wife home the :nd
of this week, and I venture to hope
you will extend a little of tne
kindness and sympathy toward Al-
wynne that has been so great a
frctor toward making my fhife
pleasant at Torre, both socially
and professionally. I—'" Lady
Augusta broke off, and stood star-
ing at her brother. “Why, Hugo,
darling,” she said, in sudden <p-
xiety, “how you jumped! And
how pale you are! What is 1f!?
‘Are you ill? Oh, dear! Doa’t
say vou are ill!”

Taunton had his arms abount her
i an instant.

“Silly child” he said hurriedly.
Rut there was something strauge
about his voice. “What should
nake me ill4 I—1T twisted tay
foot. It was the old weak ankle
You remember I hurt it a year
ago. I always forget it till it »o
minds me in this unpleasant way.
1 beg your pardon, Miss Glenlee.
i am afraid I gave you a start,
tco. Hold up, Gussie; I'm all
right! Yes. Of course, h.mor
bright, it was only a twinge. Go
cn reading your letter. What dJdid
you say Mrs, Hunter is called ?"
Lady Augusta having assured
he rself all was well again with her
brother, returned to the letter.
“Such funny name—Al-
wynne—Alwynne ! 1 never

a

port the tall, slender, little hody |burts uny one! But do guess what | heard it before. It is pretty! T

wonder if she is pretty ? Isn't it a
funny name, Hugo ¢
“Very!” Lord Taunton an-
swered, as Miss Glenlee looked
across at him. She said to her:eif
it must have been a bad twinge
that had brought that strange,
drawn, gray look over his hand-
scme face.
CHAPTER XV

Lord Taunton found his way in-
to the hall almost mechanically. In
the same abstracted manner he
scrted out the letters addressed to
him, and recognized that Mrs.
Brabante's clear, bold-handwriting
was still absent from amonz uis
correspondence,
He stood holding his letiors
leosely in his hand while his eyes
went through the big, open decor
way, and gazed unseeingly at ti
sunlit grounds and gardens be-
yond.
Alwynne! Alwynne! Was it
p« ssible, could it be possible, ior
two women to bear so quaint, s0
wncommon a namef! He felt
stunned, as with a swift, sudden
blow. His very being had lcen
tuned in keeping with this naue;
and its utterapce in anothor's
voice, penned from another hand,
was something he could not under-
istand in the first supreme morucni
ol surprise,
Alwynne married! Alwynue a
wife! Alwynne, the very motive of
his existence, as it were! Alw:n-
ne, the proud, stately, slender
princess, with her cold, aweet
voice, her exquisite face her name-
less bewitchment, wife to that man
whom, at his very first glance, he
had divined to be something iust
a little beyond the pale of what his
code of honor would call an ho 1or-
able or even a desirable individual.
Alwynne married to Blair Huint-
er!

Taunton had a sudden revulsicu
of feeling. The absurdity of the
thing came to him all at once. He

“Does he tell you nothing abcut

almost laughed. Of course it was
certainly a very odd coincidence;
but it was certainly a coincidence,
all -the same. Another Alwynne
existed, perbaps, to gladden the
eves and senses with her beauty
and sweetness; but his  Alwynne,
the Alwynne he knew now he had
lived from the very first moment,
she was still apart—alone—above
'ali and any others in the whoie
| wide world.
{  He opened his letters, and read
I'them through, perhaps not wit: a
quite nndivided attention, but <nli
with a mind that
cuch  moment
Taunton was keen and quick to ar-
gue out the diffienlt
biems, and there was so much taat
niilitated against any possible «on-
nection between this newly
wife and Alwynne Brabante.
Firstly, as she was away in ike
country under the watchful eye of
her motlier, how could the thought
be¢ entertained, even for a morent
that she could have contract. i
marriage—to say nothing of
strange a marriage as this wouid
bc—a marriage to a man she had
never known! Tt was ridicu ous!
As Lady Augusta and Miss
Glenlee came into the hall, the
man was himself again, and ne
looked at them, with his rare s:uil
coming over his face and into lus
eyes.
“You are not resting that luor
as you promised to do!” his i tor
said reproachfully. “Oh, Huzo ™
“Oh, the pain is quite gone! 1t
is nothing! I have not felt such
a twinge for years.”
He spoke with genuine rruil:
these words; not even in the o'd
horrible trouble that was dead and
gone had he suffered more acuicly
than he had done in the moment
just passed.
Lady Augusta looked at him
carefully, and seeing that he »-ul-
13- had no signs of illness »+ pim
about him, sighed with reli . er
thoughts at once went Lo\ Yo n
new trouble.
“Hugo, what do you ' think/
Blanche says she must go back to
tewn the end of the week! Ihd
you ever hear anything so unkiud ?
But of course she cannot be allow-
ca to do anything of the sort!"”

Was  growing

more  reassared,

most pro-

S0

gradual, and mild as it was.

subject before her life was done.

The question of Blanche
satisfactorily settled, there came
the remembrance of Mr. Hunfer's
news to oceupy Lady Aungusta’s ac-
tive mind.

byiis
yone
ng

“I can’t get over it,” she declar-
titude on one of the many e
chiairs seattered albout the hall.

Lianche-

Miss Glenlee sunk into an s er
chair.

*Why is it so surprising ¢ Pea-
pic marey every day!™  Her ligh
blue eyves were  following  Lowd
Tauntan’s well built form
passed out of the  doorway
walked across the lawn.
“Yes. people  do,
course,” Lady  Augn-ta,
hugging her knees, and presenting

as

Some 01
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a singular and almost ridieuloasly
youthful appearance for a wife of
three aml

babi

marries,

vears'  standing,
nother of two strapphi
*Of course, everybody
sconer or Jater, but—"
“Well, and why not Mr. Blar
FEunter ¢”

Lady Augusta confessed she had
no answer ready to this query.
“But so funny have said
uothing about it. Not to me— e,
[--I mean who does so love h.ar
ing about sweethearts
ruges, and all that! Faney «un
ing here every day, and working
so bard at the concert, and all that
and theu never say a word! ¥ am
Jjust a little, a very little hurt ~\ith
him.”

*“I think Mr. Hunter what
mamma would call sly ! observed
Miss Glenlee, strangling a vawn
snecessfully.

o
g

to

and  war-
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His friend was in arms at onee.
*Oh, dear, no, Blanche! iy
Eose could never say such a *f ing
o Mr. Hunter.  Why, only “just
look at his eyes! He is as houeai
a- ke is handsome, and that i
suying a great deal !”

]

s

Miss Glenlee yawned altoecih-
Truth to tell, the subject of
Hunter was one that boied
She did consider ihe
young man to come even within

.
Mr.

her. not

Miss Glenlee smiled faintly.
“I have paid such a visitation |
already,” she said. in her siow!
way. |
Lady Augusta
growing furious
“Of course, T see it all,” sae
thought rapidly. “I have negleet-
ed her. But oh, dear me! surely
two people can fall in love and
manage their love without another
person always interfering? 1
know I hated any one who wanted
t» interfere.”
Lady Augusta
just to herself, or the circumstan-
ccs of the moment; but then, with
so much on her mind, how could
she be supposed to be just to any-
thing ?

“My dear—dear child!"
said, in her pretty, pleading
fushion. “Oh! you must be swect
and good, and put all such nen-
sense out of your head. Hngo
agrees with me, we can’t let youn
go, can we, Hugo ¢” B

“T am sure Miss Glenlee will
not press it when she sees how un-
happy she makes us!” Hugo said
gallantly, but with no real ~in-
cerity in his voice and manner.

Blanche paused dubiously. Of
ccurse, she was flattered by his
words, but somehow, dull as she
was, she was not altogether con-|
vinced by them.
wonld have li
individual than this—a more 1 er
sonal entreaty from Taunton, or a
sudden clouding of his face. It
was useless, she knew, as yer to

try and assure herself of ‘his
man’s devotion. Nevertheless,
Blanche let herself be swayed even
by the sound of his voice.

“Well, if you are not quite tived
of me,” she said hesitatingly, ad-
dressing the words to them both,
but glancing at Taunton as she
spoke,

The tone in which he answered
her this time was different, and
produced so much satisfaction in
her mind, that Blanche was lin-
mediately restored to good temiper
and to hope. To experience any
depth or extreme of feeling, either
in one way or another, was a r.ov-
elty to this woman . Her life vp
t> now had peen one of such an
even tenor that she had grown to
think and feel ahnost in a moro-
tene. She was hardly suve that

i
was  gradually 1
with herselt.

was  scarceely

\lic'

Moreover, =he |
«l something more

| terest.

i the borders of her soeial worid ;|

and beyond those borders  Miss
Glenlee had neither the desire nor
had she been trained to extend
the courtesy of even a passing in-
the  sudden
spring warmth, combined with ner
eurly walk, an uwnusual exertion
for her, had produced a delicious
scnse of sleepiness.

Lady Augusta Tooked at the
n.agnificent Junoesque figure. at
the fair, placid face, and at tie
drowsy eyecs and lips.

“Blanche will spread,” she de
termined to herself. *“In five or
six years she will be immense, i
less she does something very vigor-
aus to stop the spreading, whi-n |
don’t fancy she will ever do. T
hope she won't get too fat. I don't
think Hugo will care for that. and
she is large already;
deny it.”

Moreover

one can’t

And then Lady Augusta spring
cut of her hl'up, and flitted AWy,
leaving Miss Glenlee to enj . a
rop undisturbed, while she fani!
her husband, and imparted
news of the Hunter marrines
him.

Mr. Trevelyan made a sFg'e
grimace, and then pinched !
wife’s glowing cheek.

“And already you are plotting
and planning all sorts of schames
v hereby you may cultivate aa ac-
quaintance with the bride.
you are really the most sentirien
How
dc you know Mrs. Hunter is not
the plainest woman in the weid?
And she may be old, too. 1 have
an idea she is forty. and serppggy
into the bargain!”

Jut this idea was vetoed.

“Mr. Hunter has too much ar-
tistic feeling. He simply couldn’t
do such a thing!” Lady Augista
declared.

“He may have artistic feeling,
but I doubt if he has much arus
tic money,” was her husband’s
prosaic rejoinder.

“He gets a good salary for be
ing organist, and then he teaclos
s¢ much, and it can’t cost them
much to live here.”

“Y don’t think Mr. Hunter lLs
tested the living at Torre very far
a- yet.”

Mr. Trevelyan’s tone was of the
driest. His wife glanced at him.

“Now, Jack,” she gaid re-
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tul little goose in the world!

she eared for this awakening. « ven
She
would have much to learn on this
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proachfully, “‘that is not like you.
You mean something by that. You
don’t usually say nasty things
about people unless you have good
reason for so doing.”

“What have I said?” inquived
‘I revelyan innocently. 3

“Itis not exactly what ycu
suid, it is what you hinted ai.”
Iady Augusta was frowning. is
had not been, as she said, her
husband’s words so much as the
tene of his voice, and a sort of
haif-veiled  insinuation  about
Plair Hunter and his ways of
life. “I can’t think,” the little
v.oman went on warmly, “why yon
and Hugo are so nasty about this
poor man. That is what T want to
know.”

“And what I should lik: to
know alsc,” Mr. ‘frevelyan q:oth
+2 himself, Out loud he only .e-
niarked that his wife was a sinall
ecose, with a very vivid imaginu-
tion.

“1 don’t think I imagine things
n.ore than other people do, ani I
am certainly not drawing on iy
invention when 1 say you d:n’¢
like Mr. Hunter. Jack, you cun't
deny it, can you ?”

*“Do you really think Mr. Hunt-
¢r is worth an argument between
you and T, my bird?” Trevelyan
acked lightly. Then he changed
the subject. “Oh, by the " way;
Gus,” be said, “I have just had a
letter from Daryll. He tells me
that Graham has actanally maryied
that woman already!” 5

Lady Augusta gave an excla-
mwation of surprise and pain.

“Oh, dear!” she said.  “ow
scrry 1 am for poor Lena, and licr
t.other not a month dead! Sure-
1.- this will do Sir Henry a great
deal of harm, Jack #”

“Socially, of course it will be
viry bad, but I don’t think it can
touch his professional career « iy
much. As I told you the olier
doy, Graham is too big and uscful
a mun to be allowed to drop ont of
tl'ings, and you know, dear, we are
rct living in the puritanical age
nowadays, Gus! We are none of
us so easily shocked by shing: as
we nsed to be.”

*“I hope I shall remain a Puri
tan all my days, then!” Lady Au-
gusta cried hotly, “if to be othcr~
wise is (o sanction such ernel'y
and wrongdoing as- Sir Henry,
Graham has been capable of !

* “Little spitfire!” laughed ler
busband. *“Here comes Brown!
Irom his portentous air I shonld
‘agine he brings now some tire
rnendous information ! '

Lady Augusta was off at a ton-
gent at once. .

“Something wrong at the rce-
tory, of course,” she cried instant-
Iy “Ethel has the mumps, or give
en the measles, or something hag
happened to Maude’s thumb.
Whenever,” Lady Augusta declar-
e¢ solemnly to her husband-
“whenever we want to have any-
thing quite perfect with our quare
tctte, something always happens to
Maude’s thumb.  Well, Brownj
what is it?” ]

“Mr. Hunter has arrived, wjy
lady, and is in the library!” .

Lady Augusta gave a little ex»
clamation, and sped away liky ant
arrow from a bow, leaving heg
husband laugliing heartily at best
excitement and the amazement Jdo-
picted on the immaculate foote

man's face. ,
(To be continued) ‘

Minar@'s Linimeny Relleves Neéw
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