T s (W it

b LA AL SR

6

==

‘:4,&GE—%&-GE&E%&&&%&@%&E—GE&&—5%

W Presented -
W 4o the <-~
W Queen )

g \"-i'

On the banks of the bayon stood
the cabin of mud-chinked logs, with
a mud chimney at one end and a
pancless window on each side of
its open door. From the cascnients
wooden shutters hung lopsided on
rusty hinges; it was only 2 ques-
tion of time and tempestuous
winds when they would fall upon
the gourd-vines heneath.

Naked, the cabin would have been
a miserable sight, but in the
land of the sun Nature is a prodig-
al mother, covering even her step-
children  with gay garments of
green moss and aspiring creepers
that offer to the joyous winds their
silken trumpets of rainbow hue.

Majestic oa¥s with a swaying
drapery of mystery gray towered
fenind the tiny dwelling, contrast-
ing their permanence with its pati-
ful decay. Above it hung, in mag-
nificent condescension, the vanished
Jcaves and alabaster blossoms of
the magnolia, glorious empress of
the summer woods, fit to adorn
a regal park or the mirador of a
poet’s villa. ...

In a japonica but a few fect from
the door a mocking-bird, attracted
by the profusion of rosy flowers,
perch.d and sang rapturously, fill-
ing the air with his melodious
; clamor.

A voung girl just within the cab-
in got up from her chair, exclaim-
8 ing in a poignant voice:

Tl #Oh, that bird!"

. “No, Marie,”” came pleadingly
from the bed in the corner, *‘do not
drive him away. I will not hear
him sing to-morrow. '

tMother!" cried the girl sharply,
then saunk upon her knees at the
bedside and clasped in her brown
hand the pale one of the dying
woman. In the other, toilworn
and clammy, the-beads slipped like
2 tueasure of heart-beats, ‘Three
children on the doorstep imme-
diately turned inquisitive httle
heads. The eldest, a boy of ten,
crept to the foot of the couch.

«Mutterchen!” he murmured, and
the tears rushed to his eyes. .

The dying woman looked from
one to the other:

«My poor little ones! You will
e good to thetn, Mariechen?"

“Oh mother—thou knuwest!”

Do not leave us! Do not kave
ust” mourned Rudolf at her fect.
He squeezed himself between the
wall and the bed and lay down be-
side her, snuggling ki, face against
her arm, wetting b.r sleeve with
. ‘his tears. The other small crea-

tures. came into the room also.
The youngest, a L hy of three,
puckered her cherry lips and set up
ot a piti{ul‘whimper.
TN “Nein, nein, Lottchen! Cry not,"”
?‘ ‘o said-Marie soitly, picking her up.
&9" . Her blonde moon-ace was stained
o with blackberry juice, betraying

g her disobedience, and her sturdy
white legs, sadly scratched, show-
L ed’ through the rents in her coarse
o homespun froch, “Do not whip
. me," she pleaded in baby German,

helplessly, widening her lovely eyes
of forget-me-not blue, “Nein, lieb-

* chen," whispered Marie, kissing her

apricot cheek, ‘sit there, sweet,”
and put her on the bed beside the
‘mother, who held her tenderly,
R ' kissing her soft neck and dimpled

o shouiders.  The other girl, Odile,
. slipped under Marie’s arm with
n jealous eyes, and from the shadow
A of the fireplace a tall, handsome
e lad of fifteen stole to her side. They
. knelt with heads huddled together,
&L, and the mother's soft black eyes
. *  lingered from one to the other.

She stretched out her hand; it wan-

dered from Lottchen’s golden curls

to Marie’s black ones, from Odile's
flaxen plaits to Hermanu’s short
brown bristles.
“My children, my children!” she
said faintly; then more clearly:
. %You will be alwavs ~ood children?
You will mind the father? You
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wilt keep the house clean, v
Maric? Odile you will knit the

stockings, and Lottchen will pick
up the chips for Marie, and Her-
-mann will help the father in  the
. field, for the sun is hot and the
ploughing. is hard, My little Rudolf
will- milk the Kuhchen and sce that
the ducks and chickens are fed,
. -and~—" her voice ebbed away.
“Yes, yes,” they sobbed.
She slipped the beads between

whisper the rosary, the children re-
sponding.  The doorway datkened
. as the husband and father entered
- — a patient creature with stoop-
jng shoulders and myopic eyes. He
went to -the foot of the bed and
", Teaned heavily upon it. .
“QOh, my Eliska,” he murmuired,
. “thou art very ill to-day, then?”
. ¢ %Yes, Rudolf—I think it is time
* - 1o -send for the pricst. Things ook
.~ “.strange to me—even: my childrenl
:‘Aud your voice sounds far away.”
Sayés, it is  time,” he answered,
And-went out with dragging feet.
Herman kissed * his mothet again
5" -anid again, and stole away. The
: old ploush-myle was at the door

“

" ~with 2 miserdble saddle strapped
.. -ovet-a.Tavred banket,

Wi¥ou<must go to the Fathers at

- Ppalmetto;”. said. Rudolf, “and beg
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her delicate fingers and began  to.
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one of them to come quick. ‘Tell
them your mother is dying, I have
never seen her look like this. Ask
for Father Vogel.”

Hermann rode away, holding the
sobs in his aching throat. He usn-
ally like the journcy to Palmetto,
under the interlaced boughs of the
tall trees that made a green roof
for the road, and he always kept a
lookout for a fern or a flower for
his mother But now he was too
occupied with the idea of her going
away from them to think of auy-
thing eise. She had never been one
of those loud-voiced, bustling,
scolding woman like some he had
seen and heard. She was always
smiling and merry of speecl, and
even if she had to punish, it was
with a light hand, and she would
cry as much as the naughty child.
So it was seldom that she had to
ply etthier hand or switih, For the
rest she was a slender hittle figure
with abundant hair like the silk
of young corn, cyes like blots of
ink, and a clear singing voice, Pco-
dle always observed her curiously
in return for the timid, deer-hke re-
gard of her soft eyes, as if there
was sometling uncomon about
her. ‘fhere was; but not as they
thought.

The fother of the family, Rudolf
Raubiter, had drifted to the South
after cmigration to the North,
where he had been on the verge of
starvation. His father and erand-
father had been getnckeepers in a
nobleman’s preserves near Ralisz,
a1 1 Rudolf married Elisk» Timan-
ofi, the daughter of one of the
Counte s' Polish serving-women.
People touched their forehcads sig-
nificantly whenever they saw the
girl, for her ethereal heauty was of
a type decidedly more aristocratic
than is to be expected among wo-
men of her class. Certain things
were whispered bekind her back,
and finwers were pointed at various
portraits in the splendid gallery of
the castle in confirmation. But
Eliska's mother was hersclf beauti-
ful and married respectably, and
the girl grew up in the lodge-keep-
er's cottage, became a wife when
she was but fifteen, and when her
eldest children were cight and six
years old emigrated to Amcrica,
The Raubtiers knew nothing of life
outside the forests of th: Polish
frontier, and glad the wife was
when they left the crowded squalid
quarter of the cold notuern city
for the bright, open clearing bavks
of the harou.

The Southern woods were fairy-
land to her, with the spiky pal-
mettos, the lustrous magnolias,
1}1& :‘.'v')llen vypresses and spread-
ing live-oaks.  How beautiful to
lter was the sluggish bayou reflect-
ing in its deep bosom the golden
cotistellations of the summer skies,
and cradling in its shallows the
splendid  water-lily above whose
ivory shallops fluttered the blue
sails of the Flower of Francel

The heron, the flamingo, the
sttowy crane, mallars with peacock
necks, and hundreds of wild fowl
unknown to her built nests—as she
did — in the swamp and reared
their young in peace.  When the
full moon huny its glorious glassy
orb in the profound skies the mock-
ing-birds sang all night long, perch-
ed in ccstacy upon the dazaling
pyramids of the daggered yucca.
Yet; at times when Eliska awoke

in the midsummer brilliance at
dead of night, her heart would
stand still at the sound of th:

rapturous trilling of the Southern
nightingale.  Again she saw the
vast expanse of snow bencath the
northern lights, the black and sol-
emn firs against the mountain side,
and heard the faery sound of dis-
tant sleigh-bells, or the long cry
of the wolf from the dismal wood.

Very often the heating, incessant
sunlight sickened and blinded her.
When Lottchen was born she had
a hard fight for life, and after that
her step became less and less elas-
tic; there was an oppression at her
heart. At times she could breathe
with difliculty. Often Maric would
find her half-sleeping, half-fainting
in her chair, the darning-needlé in
her fingers, or the pan of peas or
potatoes in her lap. .She had to
give up digging in the garden, but
the flowers grew bravely as if to
reward her past attentions. A
thick bush of white roscs made a
areat bouquet on one side the door-
step, a red rosc on the other, They
were the Polish colors, so Eliska—
after plaiting her abundant hair —
would stick a flower from each
bush over her ear, and pin others
on the bosom of her cotton gown.

Remembering this, Marie gather-
ed a quantity of tnem and scatter-
ed them over the coarse but clean
coverings of the death-bed. Her
mother held out cager hands for
them, inhaling gratefully their pure
delicious fragrance, The little
shrine, just where her cyes could
rest most casily, was bright with
the flowers, hiding the cheap cups
and taper-stands hefore theicrucifix
that Hermann had deftly carved
for her.

“Marie,” said the,dying woman
presentl- “look in the old trunk—

| in the bottom of it — and bring

mie—" her cyes and languid hand
completed the  sentence. She
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was almost too tired to look at
the garments Marie brought her.
The young girl looked at them
covetously. .234,0 was thinking of
Arsene de I'He Dormante and  her
promise to marry him. The mother
read her eyes and munuured:

“Mariechen — would vou wear——
as a bride — things that were wov-
en aud made — for death-clothes?
H so — I will give them to vou.'"

“No, no!" cried Marie, shrinking
awav. “But they are beautiful, mo-
ther.”

“Not beautiful enough,” whisper-
ed the mother, “o I not remem-
ber how the countess dressed to go
to court? Oh, if I could dress like
that? All silk — with a veil hke
mist -— white feathers in my hait—
satin on my feet — pearls hke
moons and diamondé like suns!—"

“Mother!" cried Marie in alarm.

4l am not dreaming, my child
Am I not to be presented to @
Quecen? -- the Queen of Heaven!
Oh, Marie, how glorious it will
be!” Thes, as a sudden thought oc-
curred: ‘But  what shall I say?
What shail I sav?”

“Say — mother?”

“Why, yes," continued Eliska,
sitting up in bed, her face hright
with anxiety. “One raust not be
dumb hkec a fish — or a peasant —
when a Queen  speahs.  Oh, if I
could only remember what the
countess said when she went to
court! Cun you not think, Marie?”

“}Tow can I, mother?”

“Perhaps your father will re-
member.”” She fell back on her pil-
lows, while Maric whispered to
Rudoli, who sat on the door-steps,
holding his head miserably in his
hands.

“Poor thing her mind wunders,”
he said, Then went in and sat he-
side the sleeping woman until the
priest came in.

Father Vogel, besides his duties
as a priest, taught a class of most
unruly boys in the colleﬁc in the
town, of which establishment he
was also housckeeper; so a horse-
back ride in the heat of the day was
not soothing cither to mind or
bodv The ani:aal he bestrode was
never intended by nature to wear
a saddle, and Father Vogel groan-
ed despite himself when he dis-
mounted at the cabin-door, being
a merciful man and regretting the
necessit- for the application of the
hickory to urge his unwilling beast
from a stifi and solemn walk into
a perpendicular, tongue-biting trot
or a pallop that loosed eveiy joint
in its socket. A sympathetic trav-
cller could have easily forgiven him
for sceing nothing but tbe poverty
of the place; the rottine casements

and threshold, the bare floor, the
children in faded clothes, greesy
from dinder, uncared for in the

stress of grief.
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Phie heat made him petspire pro-
fusely, to his great discomfort and
meintal disquict. ITe mopped his
drippmg head and hands, and sat
for a fow moment. on the rude
beneh in the shade of the magnolia
while Marie offered him a glass of
lukewarm bayou water, which he
poured over his wrists, an unpre-
meditated libation  to the carth.
When he went into  the cabin he
was surprised by the white death-
bed which love had spread  with
TOSses.,

Klisha's simple confession  was
soon made. No gravid, life-weight
was here to be disposed of, A lit-
tle, pitiful, month-old list of home-
longings, of vardonable scoldings,
of tinv vexations, of mild envyings
of the tortunate of carth, of a re-
gretted shrinking from her voluble
neighbors, the I/Ile Dormantes; @
mother’s natural jealousy of b.r
daughter's  betrothed.  Then the
priest heckoned onud  the family
kuelt in a decorous row, the father
at the head, his rosary in his hatd
hands.

After receiving the last Sacra-
mients the dving woman turned her
white face to the wall; the priest
bent an ear to her breathing — she
was still alive. How bright and hot
the sunlight was! How intensc the
odor of the flowers! How shrill the
filing of cicadas! Sounds were
borne from a great distance in the
yuivering air — the sereech of a
saw-mill a mile away, the thythm-
wai plash of the oars in the bayou,
the intermittent tap-tapping of a
hammer in soine distant clearing.

As Father Vogel was leaving the
room, thinking that the sick wo-
man might sleep  for hours ~and
perchance wake to rencwed lifc, she
turned her face and called impera-
tively:

vFather, father!” and he hasten-
ed to her, She was sitting up, her
eyes brilliant. “Oh, father — I al-
most forgot. What shall I say
when I meet the Queen of Heaven?
What do the ladies say when they
are presented at court?”

The priest was astonished; he
knew nothing of [Eliska's history,
but her question made him look
at her attentively, He noticed the
unusual refinement of her features,
the careful arrangment of her beau-
tiful hair, the deticacy of her trans-
parent hands, the sweetness of her
voice.

“See, father,’” she continued, “I
have kept the best 1 had to wear.
1 embroidered these. I made the
lace. Once I made some like them
for the wife of a grand duke. She
wore them when she went to court.
But I cannot remember what she
said when she was presented to the
queen. What will the Queen of
Heaven think of me if I +tend ton-
ue-tied and  stupid beiogg her?
\What shall T sav?”

The poor pricst was
loss. At first, like Rudolf, he
thought her delirious. Then, re-
iembering the ineradicable vanity
of the sex, he considered this exhi-
bition of it on the grave's ecdge
something extremely reprehensible,
and — in conncction with Eliska’s
appearatnce — denotiny unusual
frivolity. 1fe stood silent and &c-
cusing, groping for words that
would not wound too much, yet
Astermined that  he dying should
not expect to enter Paradise or

himself ata

Purgatory as a princess. He him-

ety
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ASTHMA CURE FREE!

Asthmalene Brings Instant
Relief and Permanent
Oure in All Cases

SENT .BSOLUTELY FREE ON RE.
CEIPT OF POSTAL

Write Your Name and Kddress
Plajily

There is nothing like Asthmalene.
Tt brings instant relief, even in the
worst cases. It cures when all else
fails

The Rev, C. F. WELLS, of Villa
Ridge, ., says: *Your trial bottla
o8 Asthmalene received fu good condi-
tiont, I caunot tell you how thankful
1 fecl for the goud derived from it, I
was a slave, chained with putrid sore
throat and Asthma for ten years.
despaired of cver being cured. I saw
your advertiscment for the cure of
this dreadful and tormenting disease,
Astlma, and thought you had over-
spoken yourselves, but resolved to
give it o trial, To my astonishwent,
the trial acted like a charm. Send me
& {ull size bottle.”

Dr. Taft Bros.' Medicine Co.,

G.ntlenten

Rev. Dr. Morris Wechsler,

Ratbi of the Cong Bnai Israel

New York, Jan. 1901.
:  Your Asthmalene is an excellent rcmedy: for Agt'hmt and

Hay Fever, and 1ts compusttion alleviates all troubles which comhine with

Asthma,
After havi

no opium, morphine, chloroiorm or ether.

Dr. Taft Bros. Medicine "o.,

Gentlemen
the wonderful

Its success is astouishing and wonderful.

ng catclullv analyzed, we can state that Asthnalene contains
Very trulv vours,

REV. DR. MORRIS WECHSLER.
, Avon Springs. N, Y., Feb, 1, 1901,
: I write t! 3 testimonial from a seuse of duty, having tested
effect of yu r Asthrialene, for the cure of Asthma, My wife

has been afflicted with spasmodic usthma for che past 12 vears., Having ex-

hausted my own skill as well as mm%

upon your wi

of Asthmalene.

others, I chaunced to see your sl
ew York, I at once obtained a bottle

ndows on 13oth street,
My wife commented taking it about the Lirst of Novem-

ber. I very soon noticed a radical improvement. After using one bottle her
Asthma has disappeared and she is entirely {ree from all sv:’itptoms. I feel
that I can consistently recommend the medicine to all who ars afflticted
with this distressing discase.

Dr. Taft Bros. Medicine Co.,
Gentlemen:

numerous rem

ment and started with a frial bottle.

Yours respoctfully, 0. D. PHELD'S, M.D
Feb. 5, 1901,

I have tried
1 ran eiross your advertise-
1 found relief at once, I hava since

: T was troubled with Asthma for 22 vears.
edies, but they have all failed.

urchased your full-size bottle, and Iam ever grateful. I have & family of

our children, and for six years was unable to work. 1 am now the
best of health and am doing businiss every day. This testimony yow can
make use of as you see fit.
Home address, 235 Rivington street. 8 RAPHANIL,
67 Itast 129th St., New Yerk City.
TRIAL BOTTLE SENT ABSOLUTELY FREE ON RECEIPT OF POSTAL
Do sot de’ 't MBLp NB

CO., 79 East

'ay. Write at once, addressing DR. TAFT Bk.
1otk St N, Y, S{‘Y,‘g
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