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My lord rides through his palace gate, her in his arms, years, will you ike her—will you care ; ““ Fly away from all the riding, row- | us!” eried Rose, ‘‘the idea of calling Rifle practice—Picking pockets. P
' My lady sweeps along in state ; ‘I shall carry you. Now be quiet!” | for her ?” ing and bowling that Madge has pre- | him a beau | I should s soon think of A nigh witness—One who was there, L
The sage thinks long on many & thing, She clung to him as he lifted her up. | * As God hears me, yes, Agatha !” pared for to-morrow ¢ Oh, no!” flirting with a marble statue,” & e
And the maiden muses on marrying ; “Don’t let me fall, please,” said the | ¢ For the sake of the old, dead years, | And Barclay Ayre whispered over the | A footstep came along the piazza to A great moral show—the hypoerite. °/
TosAk Wi ik The nunstrel harpeth merrily, little voice, Ralph Ayre?” white hand : ; the window. Agatha looked up. A perspiration proof collar has been t
V 90anat @ Oy00 k. ,:,::" r"‘" t ploughs the fosming ses, His arms enclosed hers, strong asiron. | She fell back, closing & smile upin| ‘‘And from the hearts at your m(my The dusk was fast gathering. At first | invented,
rticulars address immedi- An: t'::;"']n,“," xilla ”‘f’“‘:’""d rod deer, He crossed the grounds with long |the sad, dark eyes. A little current of | Agatha,” she thought it was Barclay returned, but{—~Only one house out of seven in Paris
HRACH orvermry, LT S oy, strides, leaped the fence at a bound, | blood bubbled through the white lips— | Did she understand? Rising carelessly, | 4 gsecond glance undeceived her. Ralph | is 1i »>
gents wanted But high or low whate'er befall » g Ph | ig lit by gas.
Peo tarinee hi 1ot Tood thth all and went through the weedy old garden | she had gone with the echoes of his | she took SBydney Faxon's arm, and went | Ayre stood there, holding back the o ik &
1y fO!' Use By ; s of the Hall, name, sauntering down the graveled walk, with | honeysuckles, § “ill’(;ull ? AN
Manufacturers. ’\f:" b"'m'}""‘ castlos ;1': and high, “ Nurse Berpard will whip you for | 8o the old hall among the poplars was | the moonlight striking in fldfks on her | «Shall T com in ?” he said. ks e g
_;‘:l""‘l‘{; folor can slways ”r::e;:ire:';i::'::’:ry Al this, Mies Agatha.” sold, and that was how little Agatha soft bronze hair, ahd every fold of her | * « [f yon haven’t been eavesdropping,” F58 5w o ooutt, REL.OW, how e, .
Flies and do not, | like the bl e R Her little head lay on his shoulder, Stanford came to find s home with the | dress shaking out perfume. answered Rose, Tocourt your girl 'fore “ ma and dad.
o x:‘“:&' wa e;mr... X Pl g gpomelipmiop gy 4 *“Oh, no, mamma won’t let her,” | grave master of Ayre, The ensuing weeks went’ by like a ‘“ Won’t you scream ?” Persons on the shady side of life are
"E‘;i‘; "p-‘:l"glg " Fair palaces aid pleasing bowers ; sleepily. And so six years went by, dream, Country life did not prove to| He stepped through. Rose cried out, | just as liable to sunstroke as other peo
~ Great work is done, be it here or there, He sat her down on the broad stone - * * * * ::be': ull]m’hl{)'fﬁl bor’:hh;BD::hgmﬁfyre(i shrilly. The tall figure had a gleam of | ple,
But work or rest, whate'er befall, step. “Nurse Bernard opened the door.| « ”» all. Iading ‘wii gatha ord | gold upon it from head to foot. There
THRENTE TN TAAVEOI SR Rl ‘?Mon Dieu !” she cril:l out. ST . | throtigh purple clover lanes, walking | were two silver eagles fastened to the IO PN ) et Nt e
. . The tall, grave gentleman, pacing | i) b ko & h P dig their graves with their teeth than
ctte————h——— I advise you to put this child to SasONs lib a with her up the slopes of the mountains, | broad shoulders, g
bed,” said Ralph Ayre, dryly. back and f_orth ,the LT T reading ‘‘ Owen Meredith ” at her feet ¢ Oh, Mr. Ayre, what have you done ?” " .
AGATHA. A woft voieo called fo the nures trom | P e e V! and seid; of hot noons in the dim conservatory, | oried Rose, = Goutod fote-4Fk o Ouboms. i |
i " and listening to her low’ voice amon i yune informs us t there are wore
digesti an inner room, ‘ : b & . g | He was deaf to her voice then, Agatha . A . [l
?ﬂ l{n Head: Y She was @ mere child when Ralph| ¢ Will monsieur come in ?” said nurse : tI:l, Ml;: DIPL- %0 Mhve. T BTN Walr still, moonlit evenings, | had arisen, and stood beside him, dumb; h.dl“m Gonlill men in Sebb Tabo ]
lick Headache. Ayre first saw her in the weedy garden | Bernard, T Y e:lg were rather plessant than otherwise. | colorless—looking at him with great, | O1¥: :
of that lonely old country house with her | ~Agatha writhed out of her clutoh. «Then T beg to inform yom that Tt is | JoneY Fazon sulked, then made flerce | dilated eyes. He held her off, as if not| It having been stated that nose of the
wrinkled, blear-cyed nurse, He paused | ‘‘Come in and see my mamma—my | que in fifteen minutes.” :;:eh': d‘Madge Liyon, Snc}{althg long daring to trust himself, One of those | boatmen can 1::’“ s sunshroke, i s
suddenly, and coming close to the fence, | pretty mamma! Oh, come—she wants | « ” & ys sped on, an ph Ayre | quick, intuitive perceptions that come to | suggested that * That depends upon the
Fowles: 4 ; ok’ " oried Agath: I have sent Robert for the horses,” | a1 aloof and went on in his quiet, sober | all of us sometimes in our changeful |'scull.” it
-.co:-iu h;'h:';; held out to her two great, ripe peaches, | you cr.l gatha, o said Mr. Ayre. mers vy el » . changefu i
Iw:'u.i., WX Nebs, *‘Say thank you,” prothpted the old | She tried to draw him in. He stepped ’ Y ing them quietly. lives made Ralph Ayre pause. A man in Detroit has recently invented -
¢ T : Barclay Ayre, nephew and heir pre-| Qne dreadful July day, the news of “ ” ; tn. [48
or s narse, dropping a courtesy to the rich.| into the wide, dark: hall, almost mechan- i £ th k Fas s . y day, L] My God, Agatha ! an apparatus for arresting and extin-
W. ¢ Ily. - Nurse Bernard led th into | SmPUve of the speaker, and as LANc- | ploody and disasterous defeat thrilled | - He caught her two hands in his, h- | guishi i i i
i ed master of Ayre, ically. urse Berna e way in T . 8 , search- | gnighing sparks. Are the girls going to
" P The child stood silent, clutching the | that inner /foom. - A low -couch was somel ol i |lawy eras ¢ ¢ |acrosss the - wires—the battle of | ing her face one moment. stand that
R- SECKER'S I thm; and looking at h’im from :::der drawn up k‘lthe fire—Mrs, Stanford’s, _ N t, laid down his | Manassas. “Itis true!” he cried, passionately, :
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“Thank the gentleman, Miss Agatha,” | scene, He clutched at his mantle, look- | . gl Lo ’ g itself with glory,” cried Sydney Faxon,| In the very face and eyes of Rose | . y . i
I8 A SURL CURE : . i is coming—it will help to save us from Sohad Tebirasd. fa o | F 4 the h K a 4 rains but it pours, while the other never
NFLAMED, WEAK £YES, commandegd the nurse, shaking her, by | ing at Mr: Sh:lhlo:l a8 if she had been complete ation.” :;; ohmre urn “m theJtovl:n with : axon ;n al ou;:eb::]:)er, gur;:)l.ve- ins Batit b
FES asd SOFT. L YELI DS, way of emphasis, a specter from the dead. Bhenuedher- & i " A e papers ; ‘‘ poor Jack’s got | ly speaking, thoug were sobbing | P*™ 5
P g 8till no thaks. self up, Mr. Ayre drew on his gloves—his |, g0 i1 the arm, though.” behind their handkerchiefs, Agatha| AR enterprising fTowa man has named
P BY MAlL BOR dou * Mademoiselle will lose Ler play-hour | . < Ralph 1" IR APES ppp & Ble. “ And Gus Lyon—.” Stanford raised her white arms and | his dsughters Time and Tide, so they
T if she dopsn’t eay ¢ thank you’ girzctlv A B ?:;It’:,;I]" "i)oty?lﬂ - oo mln ol Barclay psused sbruptly,  Poor | twined them round her guardian’s neck, | Will wait for no man, and have got a
Not a sign of relenting. The wrinkled |  He took che hand she held out tohim. |« How do you know her ?” Madge ! it was her only brother, bad- Th‘?n she answered: <l ﬁﬂu: mortgage on matrimony to begin ; :
crone made her second courtesy to the “Y knew that it was yon,” she said, O e e S N s st Al A ly wounded and not expected to survive, More than all the world beside | wil
g(::tlemn:, nlmtli‘ (r:::; tll;:tlse‘:: :f;o‘: m‘a Avoilwl unspeakably sad, fords-—she spent a vacation with them,” AI: m:rmmatnon to so many days of hi;l‘lllm beau::il ul:e::a ts:?;: ::‘u(::xl]’t o.: ni’:‘h&ﬂge;; H:;:ndlhymﬁ ;:y;n tJ::; ]
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farther ado, --y‘,:, did not dream of another-meet- Mr. Barolay Ayro stretohed his hand- | * g5 mugt start for New York that | he held her there. in all her youth and | makes money by being small. She
! A ; some length upon the, velvet sofa. night. Sydney F: uld é A , . !
Ralph Ayre resumed his walk, shrug- | ing off earth !” e, g ydney I‘axon wo! accom- | beauty, Ralph Ayre stood repaid for the | hasn’t a monopoly of the business by
Ralp ; ' 8 ! « Well ?” said Mr. Ayre, pany her—they had been betrothed a is li I
ug his shoulders with a low langh, He L : ¢ y losses of his life, any means,
el 31 it CF e Tt oo . * Heeat down. The child on the floor | «ghe is handsome as a houri—the | week. Agatha stood, pale and shivering, g 3 2
wondered greatly if the hl @ eulprit Was | Jooking at him with dark, wide-opened | handsomest woman I ever saw, andin |in the hall door looking out on the de- _.i;hn B (:‘on h ek wonld NESy N you. shonlt ohs
not glad to forego an hour among the | oreq  They were silent for @ long time. | the matter of mplishments, cannot | parture, Sl - . gh. | the Indnn? coxring right down upon
weeds nyd nmle? uHh;l veglected place, She turned at last among the soft | be surpassed.” * 0, Mr. Aye,” said Madge, piteous Rt d(aiw a:tr o?neal%)ondent, referring | you n'ov?" asks an Oregsm paper. !
where bird np.l utterfly never .s'eemed cushions, a red hectie couyng out like a «Ah¢” dryly. ly, what n dreary night—it is raining e departure for Europe o! Gough, | Haven't given ‘lhe question much
eekly, Quartc, to come. His gardener stood trailing up | pioagom of.fire, on her beantiful cheek, Rarclay lay back among the sofa pil- | fnst1” the well-known lecturer, mentions some | thought, but strikes us we would say, °
I, MASS, a vine, heavy with scarlet flowers, near | ' « Ralph how many years is 1t since | lows, and looked up at the ceiling. e bbb et T kot b interesting fagt.g about lnm_, a8 fouows: ‘““ excuse my back.”—Detroit Post. '
. by. peos ] pped gr Ankel-shawl | A very surprising feature in his char-
m“.,"p:.,sbf'?.l,',,,’.';;""u‘ﬁ: S Fativbon . s alds v ds g =i yO8 and I parted ? ““Poor Jack Clifford turned Zouave, { quietly about her, His grave, strong aster iy his- eod H ol AJO‘“‘G man, on béing sffianced; was
oke o o b <ivcl.” A obnson, lmt i l‘ 'lyo“t “t " | His face was grave aud sad, but he | becanse she frdwned cn him af the Al- | manliness made her cling to him then, o " - lur:nce i mentioned | 5 of presenting his intended with
\nnam in advance. ;m{lt!""_n; of that new family ab the {had thrust one band into his vest, and a | fords, "Pon my soul, good-looking | in spite of Sydney Faxon, He lifted her (ouzle' g di‘;l‘il . h‘s. l.n_himeﬁw ’ :‘h"' he |, ring appropriately mncnbed but, be-
12 one address,) §7.50 per ';'“;\ little. sir.” drop of 1‘100‘_1 5'&“10‘! the _wlnte palm | young ladies, one and all, seem to be | to the carriage. A gust of wind swept | , weelio £ e hyu:hglvmg - e;ture« ing at a loes what to have engraved upon
:;I;;dEHCOPY - Wl';:rzm‘ th:'y?'l:‘ "h";jh‘he ""1; l‘;d Ik“‘“'c"d it. the natural enemies of the peace of man- | through the rose thickets, a peal of | voung man thi.sgwo ul: t;':‘:z:;ethiz; o‘; it, he asked his father’s advice, *“Well,”
Rl Hw ** Thirteen, I think.” kind,” thunder rattled above the mountain. & said the old gentleman, “put om, thn
g ’;l"wk ]‘“1{, Aud a child. “And in all that time have you| My, Ayre went out quietly, and taking | Ralph Ayre drew Agatha gently into the :::‘:i’:;u_t;:;heft{“;‘:r“_eneddw _G"“tih this you see remember me.”” The young !
i Y learned to forgive & woman's falsity ?” | the reins of the gray horses from Robert, | hall as the carriage rolled away. N bl od 81 oogmgs Uring the | 103y was surprised, upon the receipt of
e e b s ik S long " ‘‘Long ago,” said he calmly. leaped into his buggy and drove away to | One quiet afternoon, just susceeding whiml? alverng ts s Pe; week, of | 410" ring, a few days later, to read this
— {‘ r)er]nmln ml’)“ bi tha ol ‘“And you have married, Ralph ?” the station. Madge’s departure, Agatha sat in the Gouc hae ugetpu w'zn 1tn ¢ 'I"ty' kAB inscription: “When this you see re-
o W iy n. bonghl (e plane, : NO}—I;h:U e o I ;| . Aslender figure in a gray traveling. | old library, leaning back in Mr. Ayre's bim as stll 8t home, Hois & marricd | PCPer ather.”
ks v A er hand shad of face a moment; | dress came across the platform. She | easy cheir, with half closed eyes, and 5 i THE DEAD CHILD,
Thl La;{p-l:l 1?:; eb 'en;« P: tllliu w'ny nglam. then sbe cried out, with a sharp pain in | raiged her veil—two large, dark eyes | her white hands listlessly crossed in her 3’;’,::;;:8 b_n :hChﬂgr:: i 11311 b B A lily broken by the rain,
- N PEAGRIOR TR 0S| 1 Wolow) scanned him one moment from head to | lap, Theair was heavy with pérfume— riggndopor g o i
time . before their coming—he had a Py ) . P: vy pe Woreester, Mass., where he has a farm Before a single earthly stain
natural ouriosity to know who his neigh- | . D0, Y0 8ee that I am dying?” 1| foot; then a little, gloved hand washeld | a languid, slumberous heaviness, and | of 120 mcres. This is worked by a ten.| = 1A% o0 its veivet whitenoss ain;
P 4 {ud ":(“ ch]i(l)d‘ w::::ger-. think I have lmngerg«l more for your | out to him. not a breath of wind stirred the scarlet | yn¢ hut Mrs: Gough hss a 8"”“ Yove A suowy bird"that close caressed
tainly a very odd little thing—that was forgiveness than for life itself. :: Mr. Ayre? creepers over the window. = Rose Faxon | for fancy poultry, to which she devotes By the soft, brooding mother breast,
all “It was a mistake--that isall,” he Agathat lay asleep in her own room. much attention. Her collection includes Dazes yot forsalie (he shalissing seet,
;\pelting rain came up at twilight, answered ; * fifty years hence it will| Nothing more. He took the little Someb(?dy crept suddenly up to that | pa rarest and most beautifal as well as And straight, befors its silver wings
not matter,” hand quietly, and assisting her into the eacy chair, and dropped a spray of | g oet tiseful breeds in existence. Have ever stooped to baser things,
Plies up to heaven, and flying einge—

The orimsor ot gleamed th h it
g g e P, She pushed back her heavy, shining | bnggy, gathered up the reins, and |jasmine on the soft bronze tfmea of the Gough is but little at home, except on

fiercely, then died out behind the dark, ;. ! i g . 5
watery clouds. In the west wing of the | hair, with a wild despairing gesture. dashed rapidly off down the village | dreamer. ; Saturdays and Sundays. He is a mem- These and all other pure and mild
Hall a single lamp glimmered throngh | *You are happy?” street, “ Dolce far niente !” said- the “low,| ber of the Congregational church, and a And lovely objects undefiled, !
the casement, “Yes,” gravely. Madge Lyon, a pretty littlo blonde, | mellow voice of Barclay Ayre. regular attendant at public service, Are types of what thou wert, my child!
The Ayre library faced the west wing. | * Thank God for that, at least.” with blue eyes and pale golden hair,| Her white lids flashed up. | During his lecturing itineracy he is
Some one sat at the grand piano there| She fell back among the cushions— | came running down the staircase with a | +* Was it your wraith or yourself, sir, accompanied by his brother-in-law, who e .
playing snatches of wild, mystical Ger- | the woman that Ralph Ayre had onoe | rustle of pink silk and a clatter of high- | that T.saw riding from Ayre not a half mlst\ in all minor duties, and who is ApSn 29 @ A.O:‘ e
man melodies, It was Ralph Ayre. loved so madly—and that child sat|heeled French slippers, and met Miss ( hour ago?” also a\guardian sgainst any sudden [ The position of scicnce with regard to
Prosently, something clambered upon | Watching them, so still and motionless Btanford in the hall, with a rapturous | It was myself.” temptation. Ever since Gough fell from | man and the anthropoid apes is, that in
the piazza, and ran along it, with sly | that neither remembered she was there. | school-girl embrace. *“ You returned in haste,” dryly. his rectifide he has needed such pro- | 0 case.can these lutter be considered
feet, to the window, where. it crouched | It Was her first lesson—a dark, dreary | O, you darling! I've so much to] < Yes, I am tired of by-play.” tection. The fall referred to took place | 0ur progenitors or descendsnts. The
down in the rsin. lesson. X tell you—0, 0—" The white fingers closed together | in this oxtyp 1843, and I well remember | Rh¥sical and. mental characteristics are
Ralph Ayre broke the painful stillness | Barclay Ayre's handsome, envious face | nervously, and a dash of scarlet came | the -excitement it ioned. Had he | too diverse te admit of such conclusions.
The apes have evidently come down an-

Ayre played on—an hour or more.

The pale lady | interposed. He took Miss Stanford’s | and went on the pearly cheek. . - been properly guarded this never would

at last by rising to go.
other line of descent, although the time
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fi‘;‘;:ynl;)::,:n '.:‘l;:r: l::&:‘:o t.::::x;g held out her hand with piteous, implor- | hand, looking down into her ‘face with | ¢ There is no reason why we should | have ocourred, . In personal appearance
! 7 5 o , A 5 in the weird, wonderful sweetness of the | in& €yes. great, sparkling, blue eyes. not understand mh other now, | Gongh, when traveling, is & rough look- | When both the apes and man may have
: music till the last sweep crossed the| ‘‘There will be an hour when I shall *‘Weloome to Ayre—a thousand times Agatha” ing fellow, buk he carries a special suit | émerged from a common branch of the
(e s S 1 BEY - polished keys. ask you to come to me again, Ralph.” welcome 1" *“Dont!” she said, vnmmsly. ! for the platform. He told me that in | tree of animal life may not be so yery
seiosn weskly Bewspapers. . “Pghaw!” he said, rising froni the “ 1 will come.,” “ And did yqu leave New York to say | He started up eager, desperate, order to tone down his nervous system | long past. But, whenever the hne of
Rt e o { music-stool, and actually yawning. She dropped his hand. that to me?” wickedly. I must—I'will I : he spent an haur after lecturing in the | man and that of the anthropoid apes
& The something at the window looked | ** Then good-night,” ““ That, and more,” She held up her hand, as if to ward | perusal of some entertaining volume, | coincide, it is clear that now the tenden-
rivien-t BN BEEE. ’ : in, white and immovable, Tt eaughit his | * He openied the door and went out bur- |« How very good of you I” his word away. and then found no diffieulty in getting a | ©y must be to diverge more and more,
T ROR :::2: astonished eyes at once. He went up to riedly. He flushed: ‘Spare me—spare ynnrsell_l" | good night’s rest, The resemblance between the apes and
lyin advance, five per cént. it. It was a small, white face, pressed | Shghad been the one only love of his| «1left New York booanse after you 'He caught her hand, covering it with : : man, however, cannot be overlooked by
te for making and sending close to the pane, with a Quaker bonnet | life: How the past years came back ! | were gone there could possibly be no at- | his passionate kiss. bl A Crow Playing Beggar. the thinking mind. They are so great
i pushed back on loose, light hair, and How utterly he had loved her—how | traction for one there.” A4~ ““One word of hope, Agt.thnl The crows of|India are quite tame, that if we assume the theory of dqm

1 other information s ddree { 4 two great, black eyes staring into his | false. she had been to him! Well, it| Her black, dangerous eyes laughed At| ‘I cannot. You know it—you must They.are cunning birds, and seemingly acy to be true, and so were willing to
\' with the most profound admiration and | 4id not matter now—he went on &nd on, | him, have known I% jong ago.” watoh a person’s habits in order to get | thr0W the whole animal kingdom back-
PGSTEB. ; ; awe. through the rain, snd all the old re-| «Unfortunate Gotham !” / Whe phisd M ol Hor oyonfilled | gy tuast of M| Thay comss ‘on e | WG om M all Sullai ot et et b
; R Mr. Ralph Ayre reoognugd the bhok proach went out of his heart, and some | ¢« Agatha!” slowly up with tears. veranda and watoh until the inmates of | fe6t,; we might eondda them to be de-
h, of the old love turned to pity and came . Ralph A “Bnt I thought you would learn to generated and “wild” men. And it is

get, New York. eyes. He raised the window, and held | ¢ pity 8She would hear no more, ph Ayre ought y the house leave the breakfast table, |8 e -

. : it ap. m, " | was coming up the steps behind her, an : | love me I” Then they fly in and pounce upon the interesting to find that this is what they
¢ ““Come in!" he commanded, dryly. After that the days passed swiftly, | Agatharan up the broad stairoase with | *‘Never, BarclayI” first savory object they see, and are off | Were formerly held fo be. The early
Miss Agatha stepped through, looking deepening toward sutumn. Ralph Ayre | Madge Liyon, and was seen no more till | Her calm voioe told him how useless | ;. o twinkling. pmmu of the orang’ md chimpanzee
it was to multiply words. He looked | , lady residing in Indi ioed o plify this notion to give them per-

‘very sober, but in no way discomfited, | 8t in his lonely, sumptuous home, and | tea time. T o
Shr: was a protty ohi]dy with those | looked off to the shadowy blue mountain | An hour or too later, when nho sat on | hopelessly into that pale, exquisite face, apparently lame crow, which visited her fectly human features and erect position,
wondertul eyes, and a peouliar blackness | in the distance, and wited for his sum- | the broad piasza amid the roses and the | thert dropped het hand, and went out, veranda every morning at the breakfast | Prutalized only by their hairy body.

! of eyelash and pureneéss of skin, and her m‘;‘:‘- Pl Y 'snmmar m:hghmmm:hdﬁd‘l’;yon cl:;nc»the doo: PR hour. He limped along sideways in the | LReY. Were, in fu:l, umm::d t:‘l:::vq
came night in early Ooto- |leaning over her cl me, e drew a long, deep breal 3 iti ) 's oot | Aandoned kind of man, very

. %t this Arel I Seien S e elevated kind of monkey. It is thought

figure was exquisitely petite, though _ d
ber. He crossed the garden once more, | dashing, Byﬂneyl"uonlinsmgmthhﬂ had livedin dread of this for weeks. ' It | pagsion d P
‘ : ; o o and she regularly |\ o, tibes of men to this day the

she was el twelve years old, cer-
oo bt Y and entered tha still réom ih the west | an 0ld Sootch melody, Barclay pushed | was a relief, at least, to know that it had | threw him a bone, or some other pleas-
““What in the world are you doing | Willg- forward a Turkish cushion from the | passed. He was wise enough to spare |ing morsel. One day, however, this | the #pes could talk if u“’do'“u':ﬂul
here ?”” he began. 3 Shehyonthenmelov oouhbyum bamboo settee under the vines and sat | her another meeting. Miss Faxon and crow, growing mmlmhgpm_h_L%’l.‘“,'ﬁ‘gM" they ﬁ.l:y \
“I never heard anybody sing’ like | fire, propped up by pillows, the large | down st her feet, Her voico was not | the housekeepersatalonéat-the ten- | walk as well as crows usually do, She | D¢ made slaves of and o -uk.h,
eyes wild and glassy, the beautifal brow | pcwoﬂnl.xtmonly sweet and clear. | table that night, and Rose greeted her | watched him, and (discovered that, rm%n:hv&bbﬁm”

s :Jho g et g ith its death-de He kneit| ‘‘Made f fireside and oné ear | with a good natured langh. “
come when Nurse Bernard went away, | damp with i W, L) e for one with a ug though he came limping, the instant he A t .
and I dressed myself,” . dov: beside her. oiily,” Barclay said to himself. “Two forlorn belles, with not a beau mmm morsel, he l;:dpped off nimbly the black with lnu.»dou..nu!e_ed, seem
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