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au, e same as the rest, and they was. . i ' H VX ser ones, o !
agt?:{osggggt e gy bts: %oor, and the garcon b;lnr “Non, non,” she sald, and shut the mlltﬁ?%ggfdpoggtﬁpeﬁultt b < A Menvacat, e little o :’:x’gtjo’&r;g; g: b s e ate:mh“&hn‘ntwh.g: n‘ergot%e: s and%ﬂgf?:‘bggtu: Sy
-out the ndy—just a little, but just dJoor in his face. S % a on, were more sorry than e er. n ad for. ref Bathed in 1 f fal ” ?
3 3 B his counter. Then he reached over, caught offended, they stood ‘aloof till the man | love him enough—then. He left all :&?&' “‘ﬁtt"‘ggrg",‘;m‘,""ﬁf,‘f’g',‘,‘tﬁg ’l‘h:: tlnie 8! :ﬁ."-u’.’a'i&?}"«?ﬁ';f o i

Close upon the edge of heaven
W 8 the ea her Raster way,. -

’
Through the @ of all her bel
From that t and unknown sphert
Life to-day flows flame-like, filling
All the measure of her year, §
Life to break in brier and blossom,
Life to break In smile and tear.

enough, too. I am talking to Henri He stared blankly at the door for a

auvin: I am telling ,ﬁim . Junie moment, and u,en.ymmed round and ;:F' a brandy bottle from the shelf,|should in some magrer redeem him-| his money with me ; some to pay for
-Gauloir have run away with Dicey the .stood looking down into the road, with "°°}‘ed off the neck with a knife, and, | self, and repent of 'his horrid blas. ses for his. father, some to buy
Protestant, when all very quick Luc the,pitcher in his. hand.  -The. milk-|POUring a tumblerful, drank it off at{ phemy. But one Person” persistently | things for our—for opr home, and the
‘push” betweén meé and Henrf, jump man’s little boy, Maxime, .came run. |2 Sasp. defled church and, people, cure, and rest to keep till he came back.” '
into the street, and speak lke that!” n\mg round the corner of the house: .| Hls head came up, his shoulders| voyageur. Parpon.gpenly and boldly Yes, yes,” sald Pomfrette, his eyes

Lajeunesse looked around, es if for \“Maxime,” he said involuntarily and Straightened out, his eyes snapped fire | walked with Pomfrette, talked with | fixed painfully on her face ; “yes, yes!”
‘ corroboration; Hoari and others nod- half eagerly, for he and the lad had| e laughed aloud, a sardonic, wild, | him, and occasionally visited his house. “The day after Luc went away
«ded, and some one said: been great friends. coarse laugh, and he shivered once or {Luc made hard fts to live. He|John Dicey the Protestant came to

“That's true, that's true. There was Maxime's face brightened, then be-| tWice: violently, in spite of the brandy | grew everything that he ate, vege-|me. I'd always llked him ; he could

pesn’t have to pay
phs takeén. On the
herself for the ex-
ke photographis of
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not yet adorn the
t they’'re all over
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man’s photographs

Austro-Russfan frontier a body of Au-
strian cavalry out for tse, gquite
inadvertently crossed the sacred line.
In an instant the alarm was given.
The' Cossacks turned out,-and charged
down upon the unconscious invaders,
who, finding no dishonor in such a re~
treat, got back into their own terri=|
tory as fast as their horses’ legs would

Langtry was new no eause.” i came clouded ; he stood still -an.in- he had drunk.  tables and grains. Parpon showed| talk as Lugc couldn’t, and it sounded Nearer to the darlings vanished
Maybe It was the drink,” sald a stant, and presently turning round, You won't speak to me, eh ? Won't| him how to make his own flour in| nice. I listened and listened. He gt:ﬁ::%‘::’%: ji g ”éi‘éniﬁ'}t?“’:c&'iﬁ BRI e s or e heari,
not one of the .little hunchbacked .pushing his and looking at Pomfrette askance, ran | YOu ! Curse g Pass me on  the| primitive faghion, fonno miller in, any | knew about Luc and about the money: the frontier, : Ifhl-welnﬁe?a!wnr%‘t’ t‘h:lg new x‘lbklrt‘h
e is slender and Way In beside the cure “It must have away behind the house, saying, “Non,| Other side—so! . Look at me. o& 3m | parish near would, sell him flour, nor | and all. Then he talked to me. I No much more cheerless and monot-| When the earth aspires to heaven, '
. In “An Artist's been the drink; there was nothing else ' non.” . _'| the worst man in the world, eh ? Ju-| had he money to bugdt, nor would any | was gli wild in the head, and things] snous ooctipation. ails (o the lot even| ~ When the heaven stoops to earth,
tomboy. She has ~no.” g o Pomfrette drew his rough: knuckles|das is nothing—no! Ack! What are|one who knew him. give him work | went round and round, and ol hOW| or tne  overworked,  underpaid and]. &
atural smile, and . It was Parpon, the dwarf, the odd- across his forehead in & dazed way ;|YOu to turn your back on me ? Lisgten And after his return to Pontiac he| I hated to marry Luc—then ! So after wretchedly clad and 'ted Russian soldier Down the reaches of the river, B

Passing sweet, and fine, and far,
Come th‘e Easter joy-bells ringing = :‘ »
»

to me!. You, there, Muroc, with your| never asked for it, His mood was| he had talked a long while I said yes,
in others the wisest man in Pontiac. | came home to him, he broke out with | charcoal  face, who was it walk deflant, morbid and stern. His wood | I'would go with him and marry him
~ .That is no excuse,” sald the cure.. |a flerce oath, and strode away down | thirty miles in the dead of winter to he chopped from the common known | & Protestant ;- for I loved him, I don’
= “It is the only one he has, eh?” an=| the yard and into the road. On the | bring a doctor to your wife, eh ? She| as No-Man’s-Land. . His clothes he| know how or why.” .

Swered Parpon. His eyes were fixed | way to his house, he met Duclosse, the d‘e,; but that is no matter. Who was| made himself out of the skins of the| Pomfrette trembled so that Porpon
meaningly on those of Pomfretfe. mealman, and Garotte, the lime-burn.|it? It was Luc Pomfrette. You, Al-| deer that he shot ; when his powder | and the little chemist made him sit
It Is no excuse,” repeated the cure.!er. He wondered what they would do. | Ptonse Durlen, who was it drag you and shot gave out, he killed the deer { down, and he leaned against thelr

sternly. “The blasphemy fs horrible, | He could see the fat, wheezy Duclosse | OUt of the bog at the Cote Chaudiere? with bow and arrow. shoulders, while Junie went on:
& shame and stigma upon Pontiac for-| hesitate, but the arld, alert Garotte had | It was Luc Pomfrette. You, Ja.cquﬁs i 1IL “I gave him Luc’s money to go and
¢ver” He looked Pomfrette in the| determination and motion in every| Baby, who was it lled for you to the give to Uarpon here, for I was too
face. “Foul:mouthed and wicked man, | look. They came nearer ; they were | Protestant .girl at Faribeau ? Just| The end came at last. Luc was ashamed to go myseélf. And I wrote
it is two years since you took the| about to pass ; there was no sign. Luc Pomfrette. ~ You, too, Jean and |taken ill. For four days, all alone, he | g 1ittle not to Luc, and sent it with
blessed sacrament. Last Easter day Pomfrette stopped short. ‘“‘Good| Nicolas Mariban, who was. it lent you | lay burning with fever and inflamma- | the money. I belleved in John Dicey,
& hundred dollars when you lost all| tion, and when Parpon found him he of course. He came back, and said

than the task of guarding the tier
Whers 1t ToRe aircas ths B SIS By

Where Tuns across: plain 8o might bel las,” fond fancy!
-Masuria and Lithuania. A good . Rin ‘where our beloved nre!’,, 4%
deal] of bad blood is aroused locally by | ~—HARRIET PRESCOTT SPOFFORD, .
the Russian frontier guards’ efforts to :
improve their miserable rations at th A Theatre for Young Girls.
expense of the Prussian farmers, an Mme, Samary, a famous actress, has {
midnight raids on farm .stock are of {had the happy idea of starting a 4
by no means {infrequent occurrence. |theatre in Paris to which mothers may,
‘Sometimes, too, a Prussian goose, or{take their daughters, gays Modern So-
hen, or pig, igriorant of international |ciety. The company 1s to consist;
bickerings and jealousy, strolls unsus-|exciusively of young girls, &nd the

manner is quite
trdditional stage
in New York de-
have been g face
pdholme’s that fn-
mpion’s lines:

in her face

e and lilles grow.”
she is the most
young vzoman. on
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est, in- some ways the most foolish, | then, ag the significance of the thing
‘alnt as from some other star, .

hre told to illus- ‘You were in a drunken sleep while high day, lime-burner ; good.day, Duclosse,”
f this exceptional 1 vy mass was being sald; after the funeral | he said, looking straight at them. your money at poker ? Ha ,ha, ha !| was almost dead. Then began a fight he had seen Parpon, and had done it g::;‘,“‘;’uyt ':tmt‘e'n tg:y:m:ﬁ:nd int;h:’: gtu:l’ fsﬁ;ﬁm&enwev::&g:ﬁ’m
n Artist’s Model’ N of your own fdther you were drunk| Garotte made no reply, but walked|Only that beast Luc Pomfrette !| for life again, in which Parpon was/| a]] right. Then we went away to| fiontier violation with its life commence with a matinee, or day per-°
le scene that she sgaln. When you went away to the straight on. Pomfrétte stepped swift-| Mother of heaven ! such a beast is he | the only physielan; for Pomfrette| Montreal, and got married, The very e ) " [tormance, ° No. 55 rue d Ponythll’e
ctors in the ¢om- ; Woods you never left a penny for can-| ly in front of the mealman. There was | —eh, Limon Rouge ?—such a beast | would not allow the little chemist or| first day at Montreal, I found out that During the Russian manoesuvres of ﬁm n i B 9. 0 .e% : “Paut du;
the stage save - dles, nor for masses to be sald for your | fury in his face—fury and danger : his | that used to give your Victorine little | & doctor near him. Parpon at last| he had Luc's money. It was awful ; 1892, the fact that frontiers do not ex- :? Sanire srgg;‘ggmep ao"Les Turors’
has to make Hhis 1 ; father’s soul; yet you sold his horse| hair was disordered, his eyes afire. [ #ilver things, and feed her with bread | 8ave up hope : but one night, when he | | went mad, and he got angry and tend up into the air was unpleasantly d":::.dam'ac »  Mme. S.':m declures
Studholme is on : and his little house, and spent the| “Good day, mealman,” he said, and | and sugar and buttermilk pop. Ah,|came back from the village, he saw | Jeft me alone, and didn’t come back. brought home to the Czar and his t': t th dering of th l:y Wil Be
at-the Broadway . ; money in drink. Not a cent for a can-| waited. my degr le'c,m Rouge, how is it all] ta hlf Joy, old Mme. Degardy (“crazy| A week afterward he was killed, and enerals by a very annoying way the :g te rer:le -hgno me x?ltgl. ted on
for this actor to . b St nB “Duclosse,” called Garotte, warning- | differn’ now ! Joan” she was called) sitting by Pome | I did not know it for a long time, But Germans had of going up in bailoons B Catarneite resliedl T e e o5
t B @id Hak & i ‘It's'a lle,” cried Pomfrette, shaking | 1y, “remember.” He raised the bottle and drank long | frette’s bedside, He did not disturb| began: to work, for I wanted to DAY L na tarite -dteok o evervthing the te i:hed that' nop X R Hosary of
g Duclosse's knees shook, and his face | from the ragged neck. When he took | her, for she had no love for him, and| baek Luc's money. It was very slow, | Rugsians did not want them to krow. .ﬁ'éh a thing before. The necessity for

e, alone fon the : with rage from head to foot.
‘ A long horror-stricken “Ah!” broke became mottled like a plece of soap ;| it away from his mouth not much| he waited til] she was gone. When| and I worked hard. Will it never be

Ivesy oft Ite the 1 from the crowd. he pushed his fingers into his shirt, | more than half remained in the quart| he came into the room he found Pom-| finighed; I say ? At last Parpon find AT DAFRS tha SDEC AP DOWATN S

lights, which they . threw o the firtis such a theatre had, of late, been very

forcibly brought before her. A niece, . |

e the aector. She J
3 The cure’s face became graver and| a ouched the Agnus Dei that he| bottle. Blood was dripping from his| frette in a sweet sleep, and a Jug of [ me, and I tell him all—all .except th t |
:r aeny;;n pr;)onm ‘t)}tx‘; a colder, . c:gﬂ:d c?here_ e'mfat and Garotte's | beard from a _cut on his lip, and from | tincture, with a little tin cup, placed | John Dicey was dead, and Icegid n:t fications, so ‘h“& they °‘t’:£’nb° .tkl.::?; who was staying with her, had re« {
E : “You have a bad heart,” he answer- d hi e. He scarcely | there to the ground. / by the bed. Time and again he had| j that. T made hi i ed at leisure, and over $ an peatedly asked to 'be taken to the !
malned overdue. o . 2 words gave him courage. scarcely | the A 5 . 3 now that. ade him promise to camps in a most exasperating fashion. | e It h ot 1o\ soaaible
not be omitted ed, “and you give us an evil name. | knew what he sald, but it had mean- And - you, M’siew’ Bourienne !” he | sent for Mme, Degardy, but she would tell nobody, but he knows all about my Whether this was & violation: of | theatre. was, however, P!
nderstafiding 1 1 command you to come to mass next | ing, cried hoarsely. ' “Do I not remember | not come. She had answered that the life since then. Then I find out one ether the Russians took it |0 @ccede to her request. To:take her
2'“ Leixi‘:saswd‘-‘ y Sunday to repent ‘and to hear your ‘Good-bye—lepeér,” he answered, that dear M’sieu’ Bourilenne, when he| dear Luc could go to the devil for all day that John Dicey is dead, and I trontle}z‘- or ;otfl'azes s,wun.” o,t'the bal|to see “Amants” at the Renalssance, i
di)e.rce Percelved « ?ehance. glven from the altar. Forun-| Pomfrette's arm flew out to throw betfilmeh t? {e%ve Pontliac for a little olt‘ her ; }I\,e’d find better company there | get from the gover'ment s hundred ﬁ-,so :;xc w:u%:rclmt dotne -then)x’ o Hiisaad) "3{3\23&!&:&&9%" ﬁeev !g:rl:vn.ﬁ “lgg i,
g : R A the pi ealman’s head, but | While tha 0 not give evidence in| than in Pontiac. dcllars of the money he stole. \ thel “y ’ ' b
roni e i - “I'lL. go to' no mass till I'm carried Dsc?oggge’;v?rthtzeg?um of terror, flung | court against him ? Eh, bien! you| But for a whim, perhaps, she had| found on hiry whenyheew:alekmgawa; cupauity: the slightedt “‘“‘}' This 1815t of the question; still less could she ‘
ind what to @o. v to it,” was the sullen, malevolent in.| y ¢ Y all walk by me now, as if I th me at ] ithout asking, and Luc ; perhaps, the only modern instance on be allowed to see the “Carnet du
TR i , . P in front of his face the small bag a y w, was the | come at last w a g, work for six months longer, and now e of the soldlers of one hation e 0 B L e |
n ' terruption. of meal th ried, the contents | father of smallpox, and not Luc Pom-| returned to the world a2 mere bundle I come back—with Luc’s mo » cord -1n | Diable” or “Paris Fin-de-Sexe, e
Sy She IRIR S el Selth e me s money. liberately firing on those of anotherin “Sept Chat
o fi h 3 The cure turned upon the people. pouring over his walstcoat from a| frette—only Luc Pomfrette, who spits| of bones. She .drew from her pocket s packet H of perfect peace was nothing left but the *‘Sep n Il
:ge "1? speect s g i, “This is a blasphemer, an evil icose corner. The picture was so ludi- | at every one of you for a pack of cow- It was still while he was only a bun-| of notes, and put it in Luc’s hands. aB A txl’le mo:?emte'rentinc trontler | €aUX du Diable,” a kind of pantomime |
. ?llc anlg"e - : hearted, shameless man,” he sald.!crous that Pomfrette laughed with a|ards and hypocrites.” dle of bones that one Sunday morning | He took it dazedly, then dropped it, | ¢ éu{pr :nd certainly the most rig- [t the Chatelet, which was very poor,
le 5~ erl:?r? non- ; h kUntll he repents humbly and bows devilish humor, and flinging the pitcher | He thrust the bottle inside his coat, Parpon, without a word, lifted him up | ang the little chemist picked it up ; he I{,‘, ua?re&ed is that o?eranlen on |and fit only for children. She, there-
e spea" g. In - ] I8 viclous spirit to holy church, and| at the bag, he walked away toward his| Went to the door, flung it open with a | in his arms and carried him out of the| had no prescriptions like that in his|ip Y”% from Konigsberg to St Peters | fore, resolved to try and provide some«
Loy thnes o P i his heart to the mercy of God, I com-| gwn house. Duclosse, pale and fright-| bang, and strode out into the street, | hcuse. Pomfrette did not speak at pharmacopoeia. b ‘;_ e’rh lnttogr'h 1:'divlde'd in the | thing interesting and moral at the some |
d out 3 aceir'nf 3 g mand you to avoid him as you would ened, stepped from among the frag-| muttering as he went. Ag the land-{ first ; it seemed scarcely worth while ;| * “That's how I've lived,” she said, lfdfi'le o ee,phlzh strong, iron femee |time for young girls generally, |
:(: czt:lmeas :] A a blague. 1 command that no door be | menfs of crockery, and with backward | lcrd came to close the door Medallion | he was so weak he did not care, and she handed a letter to the cure. :‘:“d in this is  siile Gube whisk &
o o " comfory. m; that no one offer him|glances toward Pomfrette joined his | said : G ere are You Fong?’ Ne mald At] "It ‘was frem a priest i Montreal | Srane ek nha t ks
ers appeared on ! - camfort’ or friendship; that not even, comrade. - g “The leper has a memory, my| last, as they came well into the vil- setting forth the history of her carest | o wne ar of ot e
olme got a tr:- » b/ @ bon jour or a bon soir pass between “Lime-burner,” he said, sitting down | friends.” Then he also walked out, lage. The bell in St. Saviour's had| in that city, her repentance for her| guards, and on the other two Russians J
use. When she 1 { sou.h He has blasphemed against our on the bag of meal, and mechanically | and went to his office depressed, for stopped ringing for mass, and the| clopement and the sin of marrying a |51 with loaded rifics and fixed i J
who had fallen 4 : Fat e(;- in hea}‘ten: he’s a leper.” He| twisting tight the loose, leaking cor-| the face of the man-haunted him. streets were almost empty. Protestant, and her good life. ghe pets.  On'the Germun #ide the stond- i
E_room over a 3 tgrne .to Pomfretts, “I pray God ner, “the devil is in that leper.” Pomfrette reached his deserted, “I'm taking you to mass,” sald Par-| had wished to do her penance in Pon=| 314 gauge for the European rallways vy - 3
in’s poems, she = -3 that y‘i‘“ have no peace in mind or| “Hewas & g0od enough fellow once,” | cheerless house. There was not a stick | pon, puffing under his load, for Pom- tiac, and it remained fo M’sieu’ le|ends. and on the othér the broaldl Rk PFERALL WWAN. i
the hits of out ! l{ody gll your evil life is changed, and | answereq Garotte, watching Pomfrette. | of firewood in the shed, not a thing to| frette made an ungainly burden. cure to set it. Bhe cure’s face ré- élan'gun,uge it s : : }
e i i )ogr Qth heart is broken by SOrrow | “T drank with him at five o’clock | €at or drink in cellar or cupboard. The| *“Hand of a little devil, no I oried laxed, and a rare gentleness came Into| Once through the gate no passenger : R HOLIDAYS :
1 i anTherep:n a:-;:ce.» .| Yesterday,” said Duclosse, philosophi-| door of the shed at the back was open, Pomfrette, startled. “I said I'd never| . ) <can return on any pretense without EASTE : .
“ ' “I have c‘;mmin{’,“""‘e he sald again:}cally. “He was fit for any company | and the dog chains lay covered with|go to mass again, and I never will.” He read the letter aloud. Luc once| first having his passport vised and ob- :
ake: see that yoo sou,[OFJOUr soUls’ | then ; now he's it for noner” e e e rbedded In mud. With| ‘“You said you'd never go to mass| more struggled to his  feet, ooy taining official permission to enter or GLE & FARE
fonty seie .  in obey. Go to your! Garotte looked - wise. “Mealman,” | & shiver of misery Pomfrette raised the | till you were carried ; 80 it's all right.” listening. leave the Russian territory, and every SJ N Sheen
Homet;.v d tthus ea\; the leper—alone.” | said he, “i¢ takes years to make folks | brandy to his mouth, drank every Once or twice Pomfrette struggled, “You did not love Luc?” the cure|article of Vo et o i e 21 O ROUND TRIF !
?'Sv}:'alle :ﬁwe crowd back. . love you; you can make them hate| drop, and threw the bottle on the | but Parpon held him tight, saying : asked Junie, meaningly. through the grille from the German ¢ alf stations fn Onosda, Detrolt .
all we take off the little bell?” | you in an hour. La, la! It’s easier|flcor. Then he went to the front door, “It's no use ; you must come ; we've “I did not love Luc—then,” she an- rters to the Russian, or vice versa,|la rt Huron, Mich. Good going April 2 | |
as}’(ed rLa{euge)ss% of the cure. to hate than to love, Come along, | opened it, and stepped outside. His had enough, Besides—" swered, a flush going over her face. E:the ca:e m:y be, Tor Boné are Glida: th dates Inclusive. Valld for return t <
¢ g re:her ‘his 5 sy hle Sy | Moslsw dusty-belly foot glipped, and he tumbled headfor-| “Besides what ?” asked Pomfrette, |~ “you loved Junle,” the cure sald to|ed tG go and come through. Hence fore Ayl 7. ’ !
¢ :éroci?ge o Nis haw; Aving 1o the | ac i BIrelte's life in Pontiac went on | ward into the snow. Once or twice faintly. j Pomfrette. ' there are no opportunities here for LV ACAIONS ‘ :
belt where his, voyageury e o e |88 It began that day. - Not once a day, | he half raised himself, but fell back| “Never mind,” answered Parpon. “I could have killed her, but I've al-| geemingly harmless diversions, such S8CHOO .
sed and g hung. The cufe did- ot iase-kt?lite 4 i4 sometimes not once in twenty days,| again, and presently lay still. The| At a word from Parpon, the shriv-|ways loved her,” answered Luc, Then as were once found on the Lithuanian | Orete™seued to teachers and students agi :
Without 1enite bis heas toward Pon.| swd 0¥ human being speak to him. | frost caught his ears and iced them ;| elied 0ld sexton cleared a way through | he raised his volce excitedly : “I love | feontioe BY & ‘Darty of Germai: tene 108 A
‘ : frette, he sald: om=) The village baker would not sell him | it began to creep over his cheeks ; it | the alsle, making a stir, through which | her, love her, love her—but what’s the ants, who started a snowballing match | First-ClassFare and One-Third
< “I have commanded you my child F oy 'hms groceries he had to buy | made his fingers white, like a leper’s. the silver bell at Pomfrette’'s knee| good ! She'd never ’ve been happy | with some Russians on the other side, (g0 Round Trip between all stations fn |
Ten. Leave the leper alone.” B i eﬂ?elghbonng parishes, for the He would goon have stiffencd for-| tinkled, in answer, as It were, to the | with me. Look what my ‘lqve drove|which came to an abrupt conclusion by |(enads. Detroit and Port Huron, Mich., on
. Again he waved the crowd to b grecer's flighty wife called for the con- | ever had not Parpon the dwarf, pass-| tinkling of the acolyte’s bell in the| her to! What's the good, at all!” the discovery by a sentry of the fact!presentation of certificate signed by prin-
gone, and they scattered, whispering | nad jo. nepe Gontired the shop. ~He | ing along the Toad, seen the open door ostuary. People turned at the sound, | “She said she did not love you then, | that the German snowballs were & cipal,
S ik o y e m(p }r‘lg had to bake his own bread, and do|and the sprawling body, and come and | women stopped telling their beads, | Luc Michee,” said Parpon, interrupt-|mixture of snow and valuable Brussels ?od vln MARCH 19 to APRIL 4‘ lxh-
oy, chlrl.r ?irl Pontgmc gert rl:; his own cooking, Washing, cleaning, | drawn Pomfrette inside the house. He some of the choir forgot their chant- ing. “Luc Michee, you're g fool a8 Tana. clusive, Valid to return on or before Apr
44 nor had they Jf;, s;‘en the eure “?,3; :gg gﬂr%‘f;’t‘ggé beglrsn eha;lr bgrew long ru!t)}b:ed the mic:u sar!\:a rllmgfi& asggwetilrﬂ itr;lz- hA sthmnge rcelelins ga;sed ‘tihzugth well as 3 Mnneir.h Speak up, Junie.” Certainly the most hecux-louns fron- (13- '
3 o M 8 shabbier, At | of the unconsc e church. , and reached an art- “I used to tell him that "t love i Eu is the one between
this granite look in his face, nor heard last, when he neceded a pew suit—so | the whiteness disappeared, and taking | led the cure as he recited the mass. | him. I only liked him. wa(xla.lgr)lxonest. };’{?n:):r):rl‘;nd rg{%elland on the lower WHITE STAR LINE'

Rhine. It is marked by a row of boats v, .
hored to{NEW YORK 1o LIVERPOOL-CALLING AT
chained together and ancho 20 A :

mcorings in midstream. The theoreti=

his voice so bitterly hard. torn had his othe '
i ; 1 ers become at wood-| off the boots, did the same with the He turned” round, and saw Parpon Well, I am still. I love him now.”
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