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great yellow moon slowly
view.
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‘An Ol0 Plantation Story:

By M. E. Davis, |Author of *In War Times
At La Rose Biradhe.”

Uncle Marcellus Brandon eat in his
biz arm chair on one side of ths lofty
doorway that led into the hall from the
veranda, and Tante swung herself softly
to and fro in her low rocker onlthe
other. .

Uncle Marcellus was a Virginia Bran-
dcn. In the dashing and gallant days
of his early manhood he had adventur-
ed—with a gigantic black body-servant
at his elbow and the proceeds of an un-
usually fine tobacco crop in his pocket—
down to New Orleans for the awowed
purpose of dancing at one of the then
famous cordon blew Lalie, He had it in
mind to scatter broadcast other seeds of
hat unfenced crop which - Fashion at
that time permitted the youth of his
class to sow openly and above board.

Pasting down- Rue Bourbon on the
way to his first revel, however, he en-
countered the dark and lustrous eyes of
Mademoiselle Elise Joubert. Her pretty
heéad was enveloped in fleecy laces, her
white gown was garlanded with roses,her
softly rounded cheeks had the velvety
whiteness of a magnolia leaf. She was
tripping demurely along behind her short
fat mamma) and her shorter lean papa
near the entrance to the old Theatre
d'Orleans.

The cordon blew with its dream of vo-
luptuous octoroou sirens vanished in-
stantly from his mental vision. He
abandoned  like one under a spell his
mocking companions, and elbowed a
passage, with a fierceness quite unneces-
sary, through the goodnatured chatter-

ing crowd lounging about the controle. |, .= . o

The curtain was already up when he
entered the fine ¢ld salle, and a soft hiss
pursued him as he marched with'an un-
consciously eager and determined step
slong the narrow airles. But he heeded
this no more than he heeded the faint
ripple of amusemert that stirred across
the highbred assembly when he stood
stock still before the loge griilee where
she sat, and stared at her with all his
heart in his eyes.

The wooing, was hasty and impetueus
though the wooer knew not one word of
French, and la belle Louisianaise bad at
her command but the merest scrap of
{convent) English. '

When duly informed of his demand
for her hand by her mother—to whom,
much to his disgust, Marcellus Brandon
found himself obliged first to submit it
—Mademoiselle Elise consented meekly
and with down dropped, eyelids to be
vransported to Wheatfield, the Brandon
estate, Albemarle county, Virginia;
and with eyes uprolled vowed sweetly
that she would at the instant make her-
self teached cette Lell: longue Anglaise,

But that was when she was Mademoi-
selle Joubert. When she became Mrs
Marcellus Brandon, she placidly but
tirmly refused to do either. Uncle Mar-
cellus was fain to transfer himself and
his hundred-and-odd _‘‘hands” from
Wheatfield, Albemarle county, Virginia,
to St. Denys, Rapides Parish, Louisiana,
which ample plantation wasa part of his
wife's dot, and to begin life-long strug-
gle with French verbs.

His forehead, knotted by years of this
combat, gradually smoothed Marcellus
and Joseph-Marie, his twin sons, grew
to. manhood. Freuch came to them with
their mother’s milk, as Pere Joubert |
proudly observed, but by the time they
were fairly in trousers they learned to
twist their soft tongues to English when-

B — —————— -

“It's

all a

his painfully’ acquired and “Iaborious | ¢rue ; but we are still friends 7"
French that Cecile seemed to grow'pret-
tier every day. Tante nodded & pleased | prised, and it must. be

ament, ;

in all his Jife loved any woman but | pleaded his suit with I
Tante. Her eyes, which remainéd theland after each finsland emphtio no, he
same large soft and shining wells of light |had gone off declaring gaily that he

ux Ifs, whose distant chimn
go of » |40 %ay, gommanistio opinions.
g into “N&‘?l mind, Cecille,” he added,

Undle lﬁfcﬂlu- remarked 4¢ "Lante in | light and airy tone, *‘I havemy snawer,

*Why, of course,” she assented sur-
: admitted, secretly
a littlo-wounded by this teady acqdies-
hér decision. borto” he had

Now, truly, Uncle Marcellgs had gever | cenge in,
warmth,

that had lured him into the Theatre|would return again—and again—and

form had broadened to ahapeleun?l quered.
and a pronounced moustache shaded Her | had at last learned wisdom, so much the
upper lip), had been the only eyes in | better for him. She thought as she sat
the whole world for him. Yet some.|on the steps in the moonlight and listen-

Oseile had imbibed her democratic, not‘l containing Captain Tarver's miscellane-
ay, ons asssortment of calicos, and cheap |Cecile hotly, “‘and I think it is perfectly | more dead than L.am ¥ The
woolens, candles, candies, spices, medi- i
with & sudden return to his erdinary | cines and stationery. On the other side |
were ranged boxes and barrels, §ars,
buckets, wash-boards, a plough or two,a
sdoond hand hand sewing-machiue, and
other nondescript articles,
from the squatty ceiling depended hams,
and pieces of bagon, bunches of trace-
chains, whips ¢éw-bells and yokes ; and
here and there hung & ready-made 'dress
aind a ruffled gingham sun-bonnet.

d'Orleans fifty years ago (though her | again, until he should at last have con- | with buyers, all waiting their time to be
Ah well, he had eome—and |served, for Captain Tarver's new clerk
was -busily engaged attending to the
wants of old ‘Betty-Rose, one of the St. | the river, and Octave has gone with it,
Deny’s negroes.

how, as he stood looking at Cecile, with
her tender blue eyes and her rose-tinted
cheeks, and her fair wavy hair, his

ed to his light chiat, now in one tongue,
now in another, with Uncle Marcellus
snd Tante. Tante rocking softly to and
fro in her low chair was happily as yet

ho was reaching up to ono of the highest | pot,
shelves for a piece of red ealico, and
“hey could not see his face.

l| “I dont know what it means,” replied

1 disgusting.’

It was hard enough to bear the persist-
ent.questions aud the amaznd comment
of Tante wiid Uncle Marcellus ; and the
knowing silence of Laure and. Jeannie.
But in the evening whén Mr Josgph Ma-
rie Gaston, the small, dark, shrivelled,
choleriz old Frenchman, and -life<long
friend and neighbor, came uver to gcold
and gesticulate and groan; and to launch

Over-head,

poor Cecil was angey indeed .and very
wretched. 3

“The Tradin'-Boat has gone on te the
ext lannding, six or seven miles down |

The dingy little place was thronged

Sir ! I commanded, I even begged hiur
When Cecile and her cousins entered, | to come home, but ke swore he would
And who is guing to keep my -ac-
eounts and look after the place,” wailed

When he | the good uncle. ‘'There never was such

blown up, my love, ™
to Tante, who coald not help g
however, that she had perfectly uader-
stoad his initial remark.;. ““the boat was
blown up, but Obtave was ot h
the explosion, or by hid dive in the Fiver
after the girl.” '
There wis no time fur further ex; -
tion, fur here was Octave hiniself gallop-
ing up to'the gaté and finging hifteelf
scarcely veiled reproaches at Hitheelf;gfrom his horse, ' He wote Mickel" Bures'
Senday suit of Slee flannel, and “his
wida cajan hat, and he looked remarka.
bly Lrizht and handsome as he ‘came
smiling toward the excited group. 'Ang
then—

he ! lie!

added

ng,

by

Alimp, black-clad figure lay helpless

and sobbing in his arms !

Tante's fine tact was proverbial. But

on this occasion no' tact was needed to
sweep all the speotators, black and

can hope to convey an idea of the music

heart stirred strangely within hiu, -d
he was minded of the slim little fourth
or fifth cousin who came down to the
gate to bid him good bye the day he
went away on that first coystering jour-
ney to New Orleans, and who, when he
looked back, was gazing so wistfully
after him. She had the same name,
too, though at Whealtield they called her
Cis'ly and sometimes Cis. And she had
been dead these forty years and more,
dear, dear!

The old man coughed and Tante got
up and went over and stocd beside him
patting him on the back with affection-
ate nolicitude, Just then the clatter of
horses’ hoofs sounded in the lane, and
presently the gate opened and shut.
“‘Tis but Octave,” said Tante, reseat-
ing herself, and she smiled significantly.
She spoke as always, in her soft syllabl-
ed native tcngue. “‘It is thy wish,” she
went on after a short pause, ‘‘that the
children shall settle this marriage for
themselves, and it is perhaps best for
them. Thou and I were not permitted
American custome. But
then, we had no need of it, eh Mar-
rsay lous !” No combination of letters

of Tante's rare utterance of her hus-
band’s name.
Uncle Marcellus smiled back at her
through the gathering dusk. He had
already forgotten little cousin Cicely
Brandon,
Meantime, Tante’s favorite scheme
was not prospering out in the rose.
garden, although aided and whettled by
Uncle Marcellus’ odd American notions
of liberty. The *‘children had taken a
turn or two about the violet-bordered
walks, and then Octave had drawn his
companion aside to a seat under the old
magnolia-tree, whose great white bells
were filling all the dewy air with their
rich and pungent perfume. “Cecile,”
he had said, laying his hand upon hers,
where it rested upon the back of the
rustic bench. “I have come—again—
for my answer.,”

“I am sorry, Octave,” Cecile had re-
plied gently, ‘‘but it is always the same,

*‘And always the same reason {"’ Oc-
tave had demanded in a slightly banter-
ing tone.

““Yes,” she was exclaiming with som :
heat at the very moment wheu kindly,
shrewd old 7Tante was congratulating
herself that La Ferne auxlts (for was
not Octaye Gaston the sole and only
heir of the good bachelor uncle Joseph
Marie Gaston?) and Bcrd du Bois.
Cecile’s almost princely inheritance
were at last about to be reunited. ‘‘Yes !
always the same reason. I will not
marry any man whe does nothing with
himself all day long and every day but
lounge about rose-gardens—"

“Garden,” corrected Octave, “‘tie St.
Denys rose-garden, Be at least jus,
Cecile.”

ever they "addressed their father. In
the meantime Uncle Marcellus used of-l
ten to be secen hanging over the gnrden'
gate, his face aglow with pleasure as he
listened to the familiar Jeems River
varnacular of Unk’ Blly, an old Bran-
don retainer. And then there was Bed-
ford, his own solemn old body-servant.
But all that was in the halcyon days
“‘pefo’ de wah.” Unk’ Billy and Bed-
ford had been.gathered to the dust these
many years ; twins twins were long gone
out into the world ; and Uncle Marcel!us,
who was growing oid, and had been
“‘Uncle” Marcellus to half the parish for

“And sing, though you sing well,
Octave, I admit that—"

“I only warble accompaniments to
Cecile Joubert's songs,” murmured
Octave humbly.

“‘And fish and smoke cigarettes, and
ride about the country with a pack of
hounds at his horse’s heels! The o'd
times have passed Octave,” she went on
earnestly and a trifle dramatically, “‘a
man has no right to be idle like that:

no right! He should - be standing
shoulder to shoulder with the world’s
workers. He should—

“But Cecile,” remonstrated Octava

two generations™at least, had resigned

himself to an unbr:‘nken tete a M,»”with'this very magnificent theory, with which pery bluff off the Tradin’ Boat, The
Mrs Marcellus, whoShad become 7t lit is true, he was already tolerably | Tradin’ Boat with a small aide-wheel

alike to relatives and friends.

Therefore it was worth something to
see the smile on his round red face now- |
alays, when Cecile Joubert, Tante's |
orphaned niece, who had come to liveat |
St Denys, entered the breakfast room f
with s kiss and bo.jour for Tante, and— |
oh, the dear old English with the quaint
little flavor of accent upon it, good mora

ny, and a kiss for Uncle Marcellus,

It was Cecile who came along the hall
now and stood in the doorway between
them. She had, it appeared, brouzht a

shawl for Tante. for the evening was

or a father-

lightly and apparently unimpressed by

familisr,
Marie—"

“the good wuncle Joseph-

“QOh, the good uucle,” she interrupt-
ed scornfully. “‘I'd rather be—JMickel
Bares on the Tradin’:boat if I were a

unaware that Ferme aux Ifs and Bord du
Bois divided more than half a century
ago by the perversness of a foolish young
woman, were likely by the perverseness
of another to remain asunder.

huge old family carriage came lumber-
ing up the lane and stopped with a great

Themext morning M. Paul Joubert's

flourish at the front steps. Out bundl-
ed cousins Loure and Jeanne, bag. bag..
gage and bonne. ‘“‘For a whole week,
Qecille ! they cried in the midet of the
joyous clatter that welcomed them.
‘‘And oh, do hurry up with the rese-
leaves for Tante's spice-jars, and Jget
dressed. The Tradin’ Boat is at the
landing.”

An hour or so later the three girls,
followed by Valentine, Cecile's high-
turbaned, mahogany-coloraed bonne, came
fluttering into Tante’s morning room.
Their cool-looking white gowns were
belted with dainty ribbons about their
slim young waists; wide straw hats
shaded their fresh yonng faces.
What did Tante want from the Tra-
din’ Boat ? and what could they bring
Uncle Marcellus ¥ they demanded with
many airy gestures and bird hike
caresses.
Uncle Marcellus would like some
Perique tobacco. Tante's list was a
long one and included spices and pepper
and cotton thread, and a paper of tacks ;
some jeans for Angelique’s twin pickan-
innies ; & garden hoe and a watering
pot.
It was a good mile and more down. to
the river, but a soft breeze came in from
the moss-hung swamp at the back of the
plantation, and the way lay along the
wide plaasant lane that ran between St.
Denys and Forme aux Ifs. The chero-
kee rose hedges on either side were all
white with long slim buds and big petal-
ed blossoms, and the dewy grass fring-
ing the road was odorous with the tinty
purple and yellow balls of the sensitive
plant.
““Already !” exclaimed Jeanne, when
they came to the first low vine hung
cabin of the stiaggling little village
under the high levee. Here they en-
countered an acquaintance, He took
off his slouch hat at sight of them and
stopped, grinning foolishly,
“‘Michael Bares,” demanded Cecile,
severely, ‘‘what are you doing on
shore ?”
“‘Michel Bares, a slight, dark and
rather good looking young fellow, mut-

about having had a fresson, and his
nanian was going to make him a lisane
of geranium leaves.
“Ido not believe a word you say,
Michel,” interrupted Cecile, ‘‘that is
what you said the last time you stopped
off and got drunk and beat your wife,
and Captain Tarver had to come him-
eelf he was ti'd h'an wanted to res’ a
while.”
“You are not telling me the truth,
Michael,” said his monitress inexorably
“and mind, I shall certainly tell Father

last time.”
Michel took his scolding in very good
part, and looked after them with a
cunning smile as they walked on toward
the landing,
The river was low and they had to
pick their way carefully down the steep
side of the levee, A noisy crowd, most-
ly of negroes, stood aside to let them
pass, and returned their greeting with
loud but respectful salutations,
A wide gang plank led from the slif-

steamboat with a single deck, at the
front end of which was constructed a
cabin with a flat roof. This was sur.
mounted by a tiny pilot-house, and
sarved as the floating ‘‘store.” The

man, than to be dependant on an uncle,
or a wife !

A flush rose to the young man’s dark |
cheek and he sprang hastily to his feet,

“Oh, Octave,” she cried in dismay.
She had for a moment forgotten the |
p’ersunal nature of the discussion ; as for
her own vast fortune, she had a habit of

drawing on, and she had fetched Uncle not remembering that at all. ‘‘Please
Marcellus his pipe  When she had forgive me, | did not intend t.. be so
rude But, at the American school

lighted a taper for the une and wrapped
the shawl about the other she come down
the stepsand paced back and forth alorg
the shelled walks of her rose garden,

humming a gay little chansonette and |
glancing now and again toward the gate |
and up the lane that led to La Ferne!

where | have been, yeu know, they have
such different ideas from—'

**Oh, yes, I know,” he growled with a
avage imprecation urder his breath ad-
ydressed {0 American schools, in general,
and this particular pension where

L4

snug space behind the cabin was occu

tered something in the soft Cajan patols

Kenyon if you behave as you did the

turned, however, a torrent cf surprised | g head as Octave's for business.
exclamation burst from Jeanne and|t
Laure.
tave Gaston,
sleeves, and his dark curls were tosssd

Michel Bares’ successor was Oc-
He was in his shirt-

in unwonted confusion about his white
torehead, but he looked undeniably dig-
nified and handsome in his new role.
He shook hands composedly across the
counter with them all. 3
“Yes,” he said, with easy grace, in
answer to Laure’s amazed questioning,
‘1 have taken Michel Bares’ place. How
many yards did you say, Aunt Betty-
Rose 7" ‘

‘‘Lawed-a-mussy, neb’ min’ me, Marse
Octave !” said Aunt Betty-Rose, hur-
riedly, backing away from  the counter.
‘“Jes’ wait on Miss Cecile. Well, den,
if yer don’ wan’ nuttin’,Miss Cecile hon-
ey, do’' I is pcw’ful shame ter had Marse
Octave waitin’ on er ole nigger like ez ef
he wuz po’ white trash—eight yards er
dat tu’ky-red, Marse Octave.”

*‘Michel Bares’ placs;” continued Oc-
tave, placidly, measuring of the gaudy
stuff with deft and graceful fingers;
*‘true, it is not a very lucrative position
—what else, Aunt Betty-Rose? Oh, ap-
ples,”’—he dived under the counter and
re-appeared with a scoop-full of dried
apples, which he placed upon the fly- |
specked scales—*‘‘you see, Laura, I havel
grown tired of being idle. 1 haye made:
up my mind to stand alene (he glanced |
furtively at Cecile’s compressed lips and |
angry eyes and stumbled a little in his |
speech)—I mean I am guing to try and
make my own living.” §

“T took the first thing that offered,” \

thing for me—Michel's frisson.  DBacon,
He came around the counter and dex-
terously unhooked a piece of bacon from
the ceiling, ‘‘five pounds, eh ? That was
| better than being 1dle”—he was weigh-
! ing the greasy stuff now and wrapping it
l'in & piece cf brown paper.

Cecile up to this moment had not
spoken. She had been standing apart,
now pale with scorn, now red with some
feeling she could not define, her blazing
eyes following Octave's movements.
Suddenly her face softened ; a half-
pleading, half imperious light came into
her eyes ; she took a step forward, and
her lips opened as if to speak. Just
then, however, a little door in the rear
of the cabin opened and a girl came in.
She was abcut Cecile's own age ; she had
a pretty round face dusted with brown
| freckles and lighted by a pair of wide,
open grey eyes. A mass of yellow curls
nestled against her neck and crowned

cottun gown were rolled up to the elbow,
displaying a pair of white well-rounded
arms. She cawe forward similing and
smoothing her check apron with plump,
floury hands.

‘‘Mister Gaston,” she said in a soft
drawling voice, ‘‘Captain Tarver, he
says fer yer ter come in ter the tent fer
dinner. I'll ‘ten’ the sto’ tell you're
done eatin’.”

“‘Dinner 7" said Octave, staring at her
a moment in bewilderment, while a v -
sion rcse before him of the round table
at Ferme aux Ifs, with its array of chry-
stal and silver ; under Joseph-Marie at
one end sipping his claret and denousrc-
ing the new-fangled boiling-kettles; him-
self at the other, and the open window,
with the sunset streaming in ; and away
over the tops of the trees the steep rocf
of St. Denys, where Cecil =————
“Dinner? Oh, certainly,” he cried,
coming suddenly to himself. And Le
smiled down into the pretty Jace lifted
to his, ‘‘as soon as I shall have served
these ladies—"

But the ladies were gone. Cecil was
i flying across the gangway and up the

And now that these new fangled beilers

reached Cecile’s ears,
silently up to her own room at the men-
tion of the departure of the Tradin’
Boat.
did not care—where he went or what he
did ! she said to herself fiercely ; why,
indeed, should she be held responsible
for the foolish escapades of Octave Gas-

he went on gravely, “really a fortunate | the window across her little bare feet

Aunt Betty-Rose —how much 7’ llnowy night-dress.

her forehead, the sleeves of her blue |leave her.

These
hiee years he has wanaged everything.

white, into-the house or behind it. Even
the wide-eyed, copper colored piekanin-
ny twins, Joseph-Marie aud Marcéllus,
" so named in honor of the twin sons of
thé house, scuttled silently after their
mother and disappeared without even so
much as a backward glance. *So that
by the time Octave had half-Jed, half-
carried Cecile to the bench under the
magnolia, and thrown himself on his
knees before her, holding her hands in
his, the rose garden over which the first
long level rays of the morniong sun
were beginning to stretch, was as still and
deserted as a lover’s tryst,

““For me! This for me! Oh, my
dear, my dear !” he cried, with a scb in
his voice, lifting a fold of her black

P

But nnghing of this last complaint
She had stolen

She did not care—of eourse she

ton ! Perhaps, after all—and here a

little chilly sensation crept over her as a

vision of a pretty plump girl in a blue

calico gown arese unbidden to hef mind

and she remembered with a start, the bk

smile in Octave's eyes when he looked dress and kissing it reverently.

down on that fair freckled face! At/ ““h: I' thought——"" she began and

this point, like many another heroine be- | *PPed choked with tears.

fore her, she sat down on the edge of | *‘But imagine, my love,” he said pre-
sently, when they had grown calmer and

he sat beside her with bis arm about her

her bed and cried ; and then steod up |

wrathfully brushing the tears from her | ™" :
still trembling form, ‘‘there was really
no danger. I went up in the air a little

eyes,
She tossed feverishly from side to side ;
in her white little bed for a long time | *®Y it 18 true, and came down in the
water ; and then I saw her close by
struzgling, poor child—"

and thought she would never get to
sleep.  Bat sleep is very friendly to all | °%
young creatures. and long before mid.{ = She drew away away ever so slightly,
night the soft fringed lids had ‘closed | but he went on.
over the slightly reddened eyes, and she *0ld Jackson Tarver's young wife,you
was dreaming that Octave was wrapping | KIOW, you saw her yesterday on the
a bit of bacon in that long coveted white Tradin’ Boat, didn’t you? and so I
China-crape shaw! in Tance's big amcise. brought her ashore with me, neither of
When us the worse for a little wetting. How
Did- suyting ilgpso o e Taund ! those blandering idiots could have
| brought up such & piece of news I can’t
conceive. But then,” he added with a

herself standing in the mindle of the
room shaking from head to foot. The ;

smile, “I, at least, ought not to com-
plain.”

white moonrlight, streamed in through
“Do you know, Cecile,” he went dh

more gravely, ‘‘that Iam horsitly afraid
that it is I who am resporsible for the
ezplosion ! I was very tired after mea-

{and the wind tiuttered the folds of her
‘ What was it I Her
| heart was beating still and in the honey

| suckle vines outside the window,a mock- | auri : e
ling bird was thrilling softly. suring calico and weighing sugar and
Cbacon all day— —"

After a time she crept back to bed, [ up ;

with her rosary on her wrist, and lay |, . oor boy,” she murmured sympathet-
| there, still trembling, and counting her 1‘ |ca‘h_v.

| beads. A long time after, she could | Ao whgn Loat dawn to ke and
| [ t> dream of Somebody’s rose-garden and

never tell how lonz—there was a sudden S
tumult cut mn the lane, a rush up the |, vmebody, . perhaps even, then, walking

. | ligl i

avenue, & banging of doors, bursied Sieps | there, I lighted my cigarette and tossed
| the match over amoung the kegs and

boxes : i -

g sprang? xfu;, and the next thlr.ng I knew the

up again, as Laure burst into the room | rc~‘). :“ SPSREANS No& Aelng sxyimed.

followed by Jeunne, shrieked, ‘ ’ J‘. Ucta‘\'e, Octave I” and she nest]-
ed against him, shivering again at the

*‘Cecile, Cecile, the Tradin-Boat has : :
blown up and Octave is killed " | mere thoughtief his past danger.

60 - Jeantie thonghtiots /)ff “Uncle Joseph-Marie is down at the
iyou " cried Luaure, reproachfully, as | landing now settling up with Jackson
they bent tcgether to lift a little white Ta‘rver. whowill no doubt in the end
senseless form from the fluor, For Cecile | #ain by ths damage done the Tradin
| had fainted. But it was only for a mo- ’ Boat—and, by Jove, I had quite forgot
ment, and she presently begged them to ' the thirty dollars T cwe Michel Baras for

She would rather be alone, | lending me his place fora month ! But

' I am going to be more careful next time
annther | Cecile, T mean to go away and find
messenger came in to tell how Octave | *"™€thing to do—now that I know that
had been seen perfectly safe, or at all | 7 ''Ve me—scmething in real earn-
events alive after the explosion, and how | "
he had aftewards lost his life endeavor- -\.he eineg to bim hysterically. *Nev.
5 40 TeNY 8 YOURE WENAR, Who N er,’ sho.cried, ‘“‘you are never to leave
employed on the buat. From her win. | |y, "< Octave. Oh, how can you
dow she saw Uncle Marcellus, in thev“]k Ml ?- Is not my fortune
soft mellow muonlight, swing himself | en‘vu.ch for us.  And even if that shoald
mto the saddle, with many puffe and | fail, is there r.ot always the good uncle,
groans—for it had been twenty years | Foneph:Mare 1
since he had mounted a horse—and ride
away. A little later she felt, rather than | ; €0 as You Plense.
heard, Mr Joseph Marie gallop down ! but if vou are constipated, or have sick- ¢

the lane from Ferme aux Ifs, And then | headache. bad taste in the mouth, rush

gne | of blod to the head, bili i
the hours wore silently away; the yel- | or any similar difiicdltl;ll()y‘:).n t:(;z::g}:l"::

low moonlight f; ; v !

. .lgh ; faded' ; the gray dawn | t[l‘t once to your druggist for Dr. Pierce's
ame creeping in. Wil she ever forget, | Pleasant Pargative Pellets,” the most
I wonder, howx she felt as she stood be. | eflicient means for eradicating it, hy cor-

fore her mirrorin the wan uncertain i recting all disorders cf the liver, stomach
and bowels. Small, sugar-coated, agree-

morning fastening one of Laure’s black | able to take

: E | , and i
dresses about her throat, for she hated | ing. By druzziuf:.uw AR
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