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; No 32 SAINT ANDREWS, NEW BRUNSWICK, AUG. 11, 1875, Vel i;
sheep's clothing. Yet I loved my Aunt Jane, hour at his house in the evening. Grenvillo| He wrote once more,- & short letter be wipe i vian
agnsn‘u, and had an earnest desire to be as good and |insisted upon accompanying me home. Tt wulginning “Friend Mn“."' I rcsoivo«l u; 8 ® A Bugie Su,
R g { saintly as she. the first time my hand had touched him, as it | bring this cruel uncertainty to an end. 1 There is a brave girl in Asten, Pennsyl-
“VOICES OF SORROW.” | I would sit in the garden at twilight, and lay on his arm, the first time I ever felt his had suffered him to kiss my lips. No wo- v;‘m'u,d'“'lmw Soshe Ju Rae Saehin, Sod
sing songs to my guitar, though I knew she | breath upon my brow. man, pure and guileless, ever yicids the ;h‘:’ l;: ld“;‘ghlm. o Halioollt SEheS, Jus.
Low drop the cloulls towards the deep | would shake her head and sigh, and ask me | Ah Celeste, young as I was, I had all the per- treasure of her lips, where she would not | was )’re poon lelrt, alone in the house, and
With derkdvingad Sgsod oot | how I could expect.t6 bo a Christiah 4 long as |fect nature of a true. constant and loving wo- 'gladly give her hand, her life itself. You |tion lwa’}':lr_:':’fw:;-(:kfunt, when her atten-
White Eillowy wares Wilh Godsslias swoup I indulged in stich vapities: ~‘Fhere was- better | man. The round moon-was coming up-oub -of know this, Celeste. 8o I wrote him_an |in the din.i‘;:r o y tho};ouml_of footsteps
Beat "gninst the gaunt rock ledges ; music in the hymn-book than “Allan Water,” | *he east. We paused at the gate. He pressed Zz:'_vm] l"“;’": asking if the correspond- | she saw a lﬂll";‘n::'ll‘;—.lm)ki':?lpanmg ‘:b‘t_"ﬂ'
And through the long night watches, as I weep, 'aud “Coming thro' the Rye.”" So in penance 1 | my arm a little closer, and said : I,“,;L,‘;LL‘ nn:):.u,»c(:(lulnu n‘kmu‘le.; if wo were l:p the centre ‘;f “l: a ml‘tm:ll'tnm'\]'; “:il:g
i The moaning sed dirge wails amid the sedges; had to bring my guitar and sing with her “Hark | “Let us go down to the brook, May. It's the it wﬁllh lhi[?n LO’ &(lj)' th'blbel'cll(‘t-l‘l’h‘Nh’ l}h-.l g gor At oneo locked :hc door .uhi':‘lshi":.
2 «O from the Tombs,” and “St. Martin’s.” In vain | last time I shall see yoa—perhaps forever.” ing back my letlcr; o liked abor’,, send: (and Miss Larkin, without exhibiting the
sad, sad, sad, for me to rend I urged that such tunes were too slow for the| “Perhaps forever.” The words lay like ice Did I ever tell you s least terror at his singular proceedi
My sea-weed locks in sorrow ; guitar. But she assured me it sounded far bet- | g0 my heart, has been my ,;()y‘-} 5 rf‘-:"lm’(“flmt"? She ! stepped into the kitchen, and hpnvin 5::5“'
() sad, sad, sad, that I must bend lter than quiok music. And she bunted up| “Are you. sorry?" e urged, as I did not vitality llzo' d smfriend. Full of rich |ed herself with a shot g\’m mmmegd lnd-
i s g gy ol g wirgughgnan ,_,lr oryon s bl g s Sl e A m.jn: on lier strength, and ad-| took her position at another door. . The
The lfuppy souls that now their fair ways wend #Robin Adair.” “When shall I see the day “[t has been very pleasant.” [ said it in a, inste~q oi‘ m,»‘r::,‘,?? 53?:(" II, ‘il*{l"dl her | man advancel toward the place whe.r.e she
- In JOi\;; mu»'.ﬂsoon their shrouds of sen-dlmp'u,“ ends my woes ?" mentally I said, “Soon I careless way, wondering if he could feel my ! ~Onstancy m")my Iu.\'eA L:m;"lt%l(’l:‘ilvlnz:m:\unil:: Z'::gd ;}3"" ": he approached she said to
rTrow, hope.” heart's throbbing. " |Ler arms, in her own ,Lod, she told me how | shoo 00 00Mme, ANy R A0 Fowill
Low sink the clouds on mountain peak At the seminary, I had a seat next to a| :;0,."1“ down by the stream, anJ cowsiips :;:\‘:)0:;1”[ h;’ wl“ of the true ““-"“'“"""i:i <ll;ri:i«}‘1::“‘"l d “}(:uu:l;ggl )'r;uhihr:t')’th'?d’li:
Viaghert seand witkotakud: lightulng i lh().uglxtful-looklng young man, whose only 'l'Ill \:’Oli‘!nl oplfned their eyes ’..0 smile on us. W(mo:l t';w ﬁ;w'_]gnlcu .Inm; ‘l:?‘v he had | then drew a knife, and on his oomin.g Py
The muttering storin-fiends loudly shriek, claims to beauty were a well-built frame, a pure | - ¢ 8448 100 ed down kweaily through thel,|l'the exe Vg o ""“ff’l"“‘ g h"r"“" er to her the brave girl fired, the shot tak-
- % The croncliing wilkd goats frigln:oning; healthy complexion and expression of open blue. The strevm 8%ng un, the song that was “Uozy \'ut;l:""’m:l"lliv i'? g "‘ml'ml“' S B b effect in- his feet and anikles. B)' this
While deep in caves the strong wind, growing| truth a.nd honor ; and 'u\fleed, there can be no in‘?ur hearts.  All uature seemed to bless us. !li;! u'.ru;s fur‘huun:qbv‘:'hte _?—u':;:)i:;?(;:ehcr 64 tlln.c.'thc g pealy e g 4 jclose to Miss
mbek, type of manly beauty without these, Celeste. |, Lc.t us stay Liere always, May,” he said, play- “Every one knew of it,” she said ; “I d. lm.l\<I"' who sprang behind him, and push-
Thus sadly moans anent the morning's brighl.v'f“"e day l was in diugr'nce about my algebra, ing with n:," passive fingers, but not frightening | not think he is engaged Ylu her. l't's nnl;lﬁ.l lh'l“l llhlrou;_:h the - doorway where she
dolie s and he kindly passed his slate with the probler, me by clasping them too tightly. a summer ﬂiru:liui:,h Buat, Mamie, you do dd‘ & 0od, iuto the room, and locked the
° solved in the neatest and most elegant figures 1 labghed and answered : not have summer ﬂil'l;uin;w. h"h{\ ever ,-‘,)m # A'])['mrently 9pprehensive that the
# 40 grief, grief, grief, for me to find I ever saw, and on the margin of the elate was| ' Dot would Aunt Jane say 7" kissed you, your lips huave kept his kisses L;IE()i:ll'::o:j.c v !:“gh't o
i | To-morrow’s sunlight breaking ; printed in old English letters the namg «Gren.] 1/00Kking up into his eyes, as I roplied, I sucre'(L No other ever dared to kiss you.” cursinjg his BK:"“‘HI "f""“’ﬂ'_‘.“ v sttt £
O grief, grief, grief, that I must wind ville Deane.” This will scem viry simple to | oo that his thoughts were not on his lips. .f\ o, Sere.” fellers for "““'i'"*t., " il o
O'er blue eyes never waking, you, Celeste, if you never Lad a schoolgirl ro- Thats b ver i FRNNAE S-S gs gen, 1 II; EO ““Ol‘llly Of"’ UL B o et
o Sinetod's Moo dns Sdody Sawers tetned, mnnce, but %o -me it is. fall of -delicious fra. that took from me all power to repulse the cmlx. win hlm_ back :,', 3 ‘.-X.,h dere some ledder here for me ?” i
O'er traveller ‘n . , : 2 Ira-{fond movement with which his arms gn- I do not wish to. tired a G e
eath the cliff his long rest | 8™®nc® that mingles with the breath of pinks|{cld sl me : P 1 wept her kin q.- ierman, nt the general delivery
taking” gty <y oy 3 d me, and he pressed his beardless lip[, * WEPton her ind motherly heart, and window of the post office.
: s the garden opposite, to my check, in the innocent and earnest buried my love doep in the ashes of the| “No—none here,”
e v 1 That evening T sat on the doorstep playing |fervor of first young 1 The scaldiug|Past «y ore,” was the reply.
ow hang the clouds above my roof and singing “My [leart Pt e i ¥ ¥ o .g i imbifaag s ( ¢t eveni i lge“-dot.kqleer, he continued got-
Their great drops never failing ; ging “My Ileart and Lute,” when the |trimson-went over my brow. Icould hear| . On the noxt evening we were ata reu- | ting his heud into the window; “my neigh
s weu:e o ﬁ' L garden gate opposite unclosed, and Grenville | my own heart beat. I was angry with my- nion of old schoolmates. It was a merry bor gets somedimes dree Iul,der,-.')in fno
- - " e angled woo Deane canio across the street to the garden |¢lf that T had given him the opportunity affair. Louise was there, but had another|day, und I get none. I bays more d
weeping hair wild trailing ; gate where [ was sitting. and with & shy smile |10 take such freedlom—for I remembered admirer, and Grenville was devoted to me. |48 he does, und I haf “G';'OI‘) t % Sedior
] And through the midnight, with its long re- fof greeting offered me two or _three sprays of the early lessons of man’s perfidy—but I They asked me to sing. 1 took up my gui-|yet. How comes dose din, :".:?, pae—
1 My lP"’ot"k lillies of the valley. forgot lolwithdrnlw miy h}:\n(} from the ca-|lar and sung: b Josh Billings gives the fgll b ad
Myheart keeps moan, its sad plaint ever| “Do you live there ?” I as ; . {ressing clasp with which he held it be- “The last link is broken.” “W) Ml 8 vice:
% wailiog ;| ly, at tt{e thought of his th::l?i]l;gblluw?:n.gi:j;ifs ::’;0‘;1"[:;)1:1})}:5 o\i'nidtondertll_).v nndl softly L I sawIa dark shadow as of pain on his dx"’fu:l:ln' {lt:,ull{] ((:'lr zl:ir:‘:::e?ya'nguﬁl;‘:bﬂ.t -
3 ! 1t have held a nestling robin. row. i § g e . ! im
r 40 pain, pain, pain, for me to live On“[\n'urp.ose for him to hear. . was the ﬁrst to rise to return, m"nsd w;l wcni | others. ;VI?l)l:ll«;“:low)osl:“c::-lyo‘?::‘::nly a's tojup. “Life is real, life is earncst.’ If he is
-~ . A With dead hopes round me lying ; “F :;a ’,'"fi now will you “f"' sing for me?” |back in silence. Ie went through the forever. He could n,ever suffer tl?onéi‘ln: :a}:'n'etlii ﬂu};scnb.e o ot T of Nisd, Snd
o O pati pais, pein, thet T must give “Sobwn ¢ sing well enO\.A_gh. i gate, under the shadow of the doorway, |day and nights of grief and pain thiat I(l:?\i:i uncal,;l“l cposited in the far West with a
< My dear ones up to dying; "l\il"’tli ‘.l""i"’)’o"l do. Sing ‘Midnight Hour.’ " ('la‘s]?cd my hand nud‘ said: |suffered. He would never know of them govering"mll]:"\:illrl“k o o A Sle
& T°]‘°"¢U::dely and watch but ne'er receive “\\'::lll ik i : ‘:(‘“j’c"l‘f'b.‘)" A :I“.}' S ‘llzt:'lé :oiri'fti (‘)K ‘w‘(:ul ”Y | ?;Llil the gates of eternity unfolded to our}er life is a drears orn:; g Ranh o o
ove's healin shich my li 4 - R o & i vish.”  view. o
sighing,"g Laln ft:r which my life goes| g4 o sang together in the twilight, and so Then he broke out in a little impatient| I was not romantic enough not to love M. Blivens, an old bachelor of Roches- -
quietly and sweetly began my heart 1o dream pu:smn ‘! . again, Celeste, a8 you well know, and the ter, who is much absorbed in politics, visit:
@0 sad, 50d, sad, ia 2ife to bear, the.Jotus dpesm of love, . Presently Aunt Jave Jlun”! go, May. T can’t bear to have full perfect love that sought me ’mndo my idﬂthe Wlld'()w (‘;rnhxtm the other day, just
N e o opened;thexioor and said : 5'0;1 bo.’lcd g : | heart glad again. Not with thé tender|gpas she ing Grant's letter, and asked her
Through sweetest songs there steals an air “Good-evening, Grenville,” in a sharp wiry |§ - Rb84 M{!Bl‘ speech, and , blushing shame of early girlhood, but the #ae thanghl of n.lblrd term. Now,
% : rp wiry |Suggested that I had nothing to stay for. maturer w ly joy 8 | the widow his been twice married i
Tl:l‘he whole with sadness toning ; :_0";1 ‘h‘; ;elmﬂl to say, “What are you here | But that strong magnetic look enu"l?; my | ness—a degx'-“f:":rilcidj‘tg bgf;\l“ v e hnpp:i response to the question’she mlde’ :nd l;l
e sea, the hills, the springclouds ever wear |oF 7'’ an le me come in. heart again in i y 0 | et prutitting 1 iy e lpmtilonat § T3 d Mr. Bli o
% To me, the same pained look of sad ones I felt that I had done something very wrong, | more r(iist iltlt;::np:)v\i‘t‘;: 'ma'l l}(;‘unly ;Orlrrdst::” swﬂ?zl?l::ﬂ'mgl:lpl? g {ne mother. {| him tﬁ""g‘:};) u?:feﬂclrb‘;“?;l:"em l. ',’d' uk‘l‘"E
| _moaning:”! though i could not tell what. the Alpine avalanche. ile clusi)ed m{: he t:oul:ll evel:}?a : l?ewmllddto i B g you dear, dear man.! Wimf-;c ;nned, 0,
. . o o~ Aunt Jane wrote to my mother : closely to his heart, kissed ‘my lips, and |1 am happier th:: 1 ::Jl-l::h hef,}btec[“ .tm]oi man] am!” At last accounts \‘!lnl-)ply?: }:«(i
NY LOVE STORY. “Mary does very well, but is too fond of at. | With 2 hasty good-by left me in a moment. be, for 1 love and am chln\?el:f—'mrd(?vul:) locked himself in his wood house, and was
SRS L L tracting the attention of young men—a propen- I stamped my feet inrage and passion— | shall say that Heaven has highor joys? 101 endeavoring toexplain matters to the wi-
ALy sity I do not like to see. I shall try to do my not at him, but at myself, that I could be Ten years have passed ﬁil:c.o i'h{n. " dow through the keyhole.
You psked mo to tell you my lovestory, Ce- |44ty by her.” duped and insulted. Idid notknow it was |leste. I am growing old. I met Grenville| A very tall and shabby-looki 3
Yeste, last night, when you had told me your| I will do my parents justice to say they were - ?mnlpo':ent band of Love that grasped | Deane, the other day. He was never so fellow that reminded Vﬂz ofa l:.g?"]:u;n,l .
own, hiding your blushes on my bosom, and too pure and noble to suspect guile in every ::\el ikoa l‘ate.. I said to my heart, “I|cordial, so frank an friendly before. He ter from a fout of forty-line pe o it ok
A e S i . y ill notlove him. I am not old enough to| told h s . | conde . J paragon extra
thrilling through all your being with that rich- | innocent demonstration of a young maiden. |love any one.” So I strove to g me then that he had loved me. No|condensed, stépped up to one of our bars
A il g i ; M. Gl S e o s l)]p B outso;(::: e beqr)ush IIt (;ult, other face camejout of the past half so sweet last week, and, after heaving a glass of
nectar that can be drunk but once, darling— | foma depraved heart. They did not know |the wrotchedness that \{n ltxllgtod 15}3 :i?:a::-lm 38 tml; s. No other mémories s ill:luogal"w his long throat, blandly asked
drain ‘the chalice slowly. It is sometimes what I had done. They only knew that I had | Must bring, and shrank frol;:qit. I saw of’th:l;on 7 e:)rasltbe‘ s ke iy biﬁ 'I:‘l-tendcr . he_could rrvs it g
g Meaven's own sacrament. Thank God for it. 'committed some indiscretion which had grieved how easy it was for me to make him my |never wldgn‘:g l;GR'T'é ,lflyzl-lic;]bflvid . could :R\Iv'r;’fl-.le_',n-":ln xﬂff)rnmd bim that he
5 My parents were of (he striotest sect of O 'Y auntand called for her censure. Conse- idol, and yet he might forget me to-morrow, | wondered if men ever (-:;n l:":vc onl sigh of Bﬂ[isfuz‘(ib‘“ “tl)fl tall - one, with ~
* thodox Christians, and held cold and somewhat duently, I received a letter of fourteen pages while I could rover, never, never forget |do; but I thought of Richard. T:. ::;';3; I can find one,” ‘;\r;;d he ‘i!l(l) ?:::innd oo
" puritanic views ‘of life. They instructed me [ull of sorrow and disappointment at my com- ““it l.xe had kissed mo. to me that the strong abiding love of man- the cold world on his mirsfo':'lh v g
i i early of the deceit and wickedness of mankind. duct, and rehearsing the careful admonifions I went home, and he wrote to me—let-1hood only comes with maturer years,| “What i .
- & 1 think I embraced t0o readily the lessons of had received. 1 was dumb with ters my father and mother insisted upon | while woman's love is faithful forever. . %1, o hat are yo dancing around fur 7 'jn-
A o0 1 amazement, Igecing. There was nothing the iglh I i i i quired a bootblack yésterday of
distrust and suspicion. At fifteen I was sent to and carried the letter to Aunt Jane. not see, might not sce—he \%as c.xyef’llllllg I: o Iu::d RTA l ovene 1, sugmpe: quaintance whoss face ‘V'Wyoo .’N:)y ih
: iy : X . ar 3 ’ : " p e i
?";unh to attend school at the B—— Semi- doz‘::v:’“ does all this mean? What have I lol 'tjuy—»beowas careful not to commit h'i]l(l)\" He l(i)ilzeyio;(lal. el cromegty 2:11;1';:, “f“‘él“'h‘{ W? 'exocmin;on do:;:l::
* ) self. Shas 1 i ory 'n . » o2
They lived quite out of the village, in abright “Do you think any modest girl would sit on| ‘“May,” “My Friend,” “Sister May,” * tlo Y:cltﬂne h]‘;les uf'the valley have a power | the Jad, j“ml’ig::; sl;-illfo;,i(:;,eegay‘i(};:plwd
sunny place, in a pale yellow cottage housc the doorstep night after night singing, to at-| Were the fondest terms v,vith wﬁich h(; 31:1 uitar :t::msmmllpg;t nu'd o, S b garden. this morping .‘“d mm&“-'-.
with a little garden in front. Below was a tract the notice of young men, and call thein | dressed me. 1 boldly declared to wmiself gﬂelodies Bulsﬁnlol:" \vlg]. .}:ho;!e olden}| every bed flat as yer hat, and I wonlt heve
stretch of meadow, with a thread of silver o see her?” each day I did not love him ; but 2t night | cause he loves mo [ nemmylmilc'tm'l‘lyhﬁ“d bo-jto pita wood this summer ¥ °
g streamlet that woded ‘wild flowers, and mur—l My aunt was shocked. one of tlgo e daintily. written letters alw:y,; ed so. One never marf:ies hlelfl m-;:;l‘ )":; - Blifkins was down in Chicago the tl; 3
daared under's listle rustic bridge. Opposite! “I dide't know anybody could Host me. 1 |\ Jcer my check. you know. Heigh-ho. Good night, dear.| 1% When he received a lotter. froin b
g was & white cottage with a garden of miniature 1Dt know he lived there." i ll)l: L"Ol'l‘or‘pondcncc waned. Few andRichard is at the gate, ealling to me. “*| young wife, saying to him that “on thi:
{ magnificence, whose odors of spicy pinks, wu-l But the look of pious incredulity on her face n‘:)lt 1 t“Ieﬁn the.le‘tetgn:. gl vaehy goien o mominﬁ. vy o
e . . i g lace and menkdaneresseseara o breathe e i this tha okt Bl | oy w:;'e:;u or l";;n,,' Once I saw | Momry Bar'—How tsaching is this | o os hoart;” aud old Blif, just looked wild
mml;ﬂrquﬂil | falsehood to my indiscretions. I felt like a bird snut.cl'led a lotter)(v)u(g?fv‘h' ;Vaa l\a_. Iifrom a city friend, who tells ofa pooE “"; ?’omillﬂlo, ﬂml' lhgn w?k & TRl tein for
‘ My aunt had been s wild gay creature when  i® & net—helpless and fluttering. I was con- | delicate girlish-superseri ::i(?:c IOI!;‘-V-M:_,&‘ man who went to_her clergyman, asking Bcl:;; i, S+ g
# girl ; ardent, and impetuous, ‘easily swayed, | Yineed that 1 was bold and very naughty, and |#larmed, and took it rudley o m‘o‘"“m him to come and perform the funeral ser- eye e:'i:u"gﬂtlments, old man; keep yer’
\ and narrowly escaping the temptations and pit- {80 I avoidcd my neighbor in every possible “You can’t read that, May." 2 vice of her fourth husband; he having offi- AP i
) falls of & too Southern femp t, flirting r, while he sought every opportunity to’ I wasvery rude. But O the blow to me. b -y st v{ho h =j previonsly dleap- lA s s i o it
 dway all worthy and honest lof Finding | be near me, and would lie in wait for me coms I never had a leiter he might not have pof“d“x fromw piblic view. clergyman. He lml)un united in marriage
47 ) herself suddenly stranded upon \the sands of ing from school. Then I knew the Argus eyes|pie gi It was all true, then, the Finbrs ofygverend Iiﬂdtllgen bow, s, malend, e | et S S
’ thirty, che repented of ber gayelyy joined the |of Aunt Jane were upon me, and I felt that T his flirtation with Louise. Well, I never uA; i,{?:nm?ml:“"' bad.” sk . g]%em'm"' and Ann.  “How did they appear
- éhuarch, married a Methodist, ‘acnme as | had itted donable sins cured for him.  O.Celeste, Celeste, Love|«There ni oy g By roplisii~- [SHN the owremony 7, Nilied o g
5 dadenth iinh o it bt 21 g ol e lrl-o P um; fhla :s omnipotent.’ No one kno_w how my pil- with mch.":'io‘z'-(l}mi):, :vomﬂ'? 10|:n do\‘vn “'l‘he{ appeared both Annie-mated and Bc-nn:
»~ ‘ e own experience led her to assump| a peculiar | even dream he cared for me. If1 l;housl:t. i::n' b(:xem?;:gbig Fdrancoed with testyal the beén.” G TR e e e [ Nads. e v xoply.
’ m of‘ d&iﬁxc?‘s:'[;. p\:onuoq ‘ ith all the :"_'-enhve. Im!hntly thought of the deceit and| 1 was foolish enough to think ho might| greip.— Anof ; Liorhia feot l:r:‘c{g:-l:‘i'nmhpﬁ‘ dl.li_lnce of Gty
wafoh over the | wiles of mankind, as my parents had taught|Say I was too dear to him. But he did not ¢ Er.—An old Highlander, rather fond ;o P ﬁ!m 8 few seratches, a
viirs of T iiking sealliion thnd ithin her fme- Vet I missed him when he was not 1o 1.+ | Ho sent them all back to' ma, the' foolish of his toddy, was ordered by his physician ’,tg';‘,:-'l‘:‘ger remarked that ho was “too slow
care, to keep them out of the patlis wherein | schoolroom:the moment I entered, but I missed | 111 notes, sr.mgglingbetwee;l @l my girl- during a temporary iliness, not to exceed ast enough to’hurt himself.”
! she had well nigh slipped—never ti 10 other ;'abd if he were absent half a . the ish affection and reserve, thattold so plain- 'one onnce of spirits daily. ~ The old wentle- A western editor insista that he w: rto
the fault was in her own feat, rathe house seomed dark aud desolate and I m’) b ly how inoxpresdively dear he' was to me. ms‘s‘n ’\vl:w dubious about the ampuwht, and |the word “troussean” a8 plain as a pik e’c':-ﬂ’
the roseate paths of girlhood. My and only brightened when he appeared. Yy .:}[‘y:}-@ wete heavy in'the niornings, after mo \::s son, a schoolboy, how much an Tll?hl;onngcnttmn \v;th certain bridal presents
coki-oonfdenset &aa o : : ‘that. . 4 " Z or, - how: it
; .'a. s M"";hh:r;m;d “:::‘inﬁi 3-5:: ::t: d‘:y":r‘:vﬁ?' r(_z) vaguely | T went to B——, to the exhibition the ii‘;f;fi""" (;mm"’," ‘1‘“ the reply. “troasore.” ever, valgarly put it
g A% b.,‘;: anded fivis the wolven| Kad eobdniod 006 Somdiie ¥} 1.’h n..goldu;:tl:]? l\‘v(:;)tt stgrtll!:fylit::l: {oar? t’:)‘o"t‘,l the ﬁI'Pe we mpﬁ:ad ::: ’(ﬁ:l’i’:h(&i ‘ll‘l?::;;?al\l:;;dm““ﬂu'n a ‘(?:x) vll:] 1 c’m"fb Mﬂcﬁom affable tItl!!
£ & Ml 4 Y Ve y rook together. He was : APl SHUIOR  Organ ;
of life, 1havé often thought since .nud had received: an invitation to spend an’ there, stouter, lmudsommiadm?md by all, g:’n;":{lo‘lz‘)&:liim’l::w"h and big Johh ‘mi?;lh::e;'t ﬁi” ta"m’dy bat ::Ou 0:‘;:: :’v%
" ¢ * ‘Blos rst,
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