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A L1ADY 0f LAVENDAR

HeEomeomebadPhoebe hie whispec- few warm
ed, ‘and meanwhile you will come hers |eastern spices, also little flakes d'

A Lady of Lavender. That was the
aame | always gave Miss Phoebe Les-

‘n heiress to be his wile.
{loved me, but he must say good-by.
That was what he said as we paced
up and down a green, yew-shaded path
together. He was very pale, and his
eves shone and gleamed.

sometimes and sit with your work lcedar and sandal wood, aod there,
and think of me?” 'half-concealed among the dried peuls
“I nodded my head, for if I had |peeped out a piece ol paper, an old‘
tried to speak, Peggy, the tears would and fauded emvelope.
“‘Hulloa, what's

AFTER XMAN

this?"" exclaimed
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umane of brown hair and sunburnt face

and hands.
As the years passed on I spent more

and more of my,time at Danecourt,
and the affection between myself and
Miss Phoebe became o very real and
Jiving thing Yet she was a mys-

tery to me—always a mystery—ior the
more | knew and loved Miss Phoebe
petter 1 understood that he
was nr6 really happy, and that the
weace which reigned in her beautiful
Mouse gave her no peace. was a
woman with a tortured heart—a trou-
thled soul.

Nobody guessed, nobody suspected
‘this except myself, but then I was
beginning to understand something of

She

dife, for the reason that 1 was being
faught by the greatest of all teach-
@rs; for the years when 1 was so
gouch with Miss Phoebe were the
wears when 1 loved without the
#kuowledge that came later that my

Aove was returning. How is a girl
to guess the secret that a man tries
this hardest to conceal for the miser-
Zable reason that she is rich and he is
DOOoT.

It. was Miss Phoebe who found out
®hat 1 loved Roger Ashton—Roger,
who was so poor and proud, and who
treated me with chilly indifierence till
it entered Miss Phoebe’s wise heart
to ask him down one summer week to
Danecourt.

He came in utter ignorance of my
presence there, and I think when he
saw me he wanted to go straight
Back again—back to his dusty office—

ack to thie smoke-begrimed city.
But Miss Phoebe smiled and would
mot iet him go. becavse she wanted

Danccourt to work a subtle spell up-
on Roger.

She knew, did wise Miss Phoebe,
%hat he could not wander with me
through those green, old-world gar-
dens, where the turf was soft as vel-

vet underfoot, without betraying his
love.
And Miss Phoebe was right. Roger

spoke at last, but it was to say |1
<could be nothing to him but a dream,
for his pride would never permib
that he, a poor man, should ask

DOES YOUR HEAD

Feel As Though It Was Being
Hammered ?
.As Though It Would Cracl- Open ?
_As Though a T 'llion Spark; Were
Flying Ous of Your Eyes?
Morrible Sickness of Your Stomach?
You Have Sick Headache !

BURDOCK
. BLOOD
BITTERS

wwill afford relief from headaches no matier
swhether sick, nervous, spasmodie, periodical or
®ilious. ¢ cures by removing the cause.
 Mr. Bemuel J. Hibbard, Belleville, Ont.,
warites: ‘' Last spring I was very poorly, my
sappetite failed me, I felt weak and nervous, had
~mick headaches, was all the time and not
I saw Blood Bitters
just such & case as mine and
of it, and found it to be an
medicine. You —v--:
that others should know

of Burdotk Blood

elected to speak. She was in  no
hll]l}’ herselfi ta leasve the old home—
eager rather to prolong the delicate

glamor of courting days.
Then quite suddenly and unexpected-

ly George had to go abroad. He came
over to Danecourt, to say good-by, and
Miss Phoebe explained how for the
first time she regretted she was one
of a large family, for it seemed as if
it were impossible for her, owing to

brothers and
word alone with

the presence of her 18-
ters, to have a single
the man she loved.

All were extremely fond of George
and they appeared to have shadowed
his path that morning, blind, most
likely, in the heedlessness of vouth,
to the fact that he was Miss Phoebe's
unacknowledged sweetheart.

I pitied Miss Phoebe as she told the
tale, and I eimagined what the fleeting,
speeding hours of that summer day
must have meant, also her innocent
attempts to secure a tete-a-tete.

She saw George for a few moments
alone at last, a few blessed moments,
as Miss Phoebe ealled them, tears
dimming her eves, her whole face ten-
der and wistful beyond words.

““We stood by the fountain,’ she
said dreamily. “The water lilies
were all out, and everything about us

looked so green and peaceful,;
heart was beating painfully, Peggy,
while as for George, he looked older
than I had ever seen him, so set and
pale. And oh, Peggy’.. Miss Phoebe
leaned forward and spoke with gentle
emphasis—"'I felt quite certain— yes,
absolutely certain—that he loved me
as we stood together by the fountain;
not that he said much, but his eyes
—his dear eyes spoke for him. And
then, as we turned awav—for they
were calling George from the house—
he took my hands and pressed them
so tightly in his that my rings = cut
into my flesh—not that I minded—oh,
Peggy, not that I minded.”

Miss Phoebe paused a second and
seemed to be gazing far back into her
youth, and T thought to myseli how
sweet she must have looked stonding
| by the side of the fountain. T pictur-
ed her dressed in white muslin, with
a blue sash, perhaps, round her slim
waist, all her curls shaking over her
| face.
| **Youll

but my

find

|er whom she never spoke of without
a letter that I've |

| written ta you, Phoebe, in the draw- |

]mg room,’ that was what George
| whispered,”” Miss Phoebe continued in
{low tomes; ‘“‘then he Lent his head
land kissed my fingers. ‘We'll meet
'here—h"e—m this very spot when I

| —
You cannot sswny nave

a better 0coa than

EPPS'S

A delicious drink and a sustainin

food.  Fragrant, nutritions nd
economical. This excellent Cocoa
maintains the system iu robust
health, and enables it to resist
winter’s extreme cold.

I have shed—what tears I have shed!'”

The lavender lady’s voice
she said the last words,
gentlv waved me imm her

‘lLeave me alone a
dear, leave me alone.”’

\}.4 spoke with soft
I knew she meant what she said and
that her heart craved for solitude. 1
felt that my presence was an intru
sion, so with bent head 1 left the
chintz-hung parlor and made my way
to the great drawing-room, for a
felt too tired to down and seek
Roger in the garden; also, the stary
Miss Phoebe had just told me had
reddened my eyes and saddened my |
heart.

I sat down on one of the big brocade|
chairs and wept tears for the lavender
ladyMand then quite suddenly the door
opened and Roger came into the|
room.

“How sweet something smells,” ob- |
served Roger with a smile, ﬁ\mg his
eyes on a high blue and white Ja-

broke as

then she

little while,

insistence, but

2o

panese vase, which emitted a faint !
and delicate fragrance.

“Pot-pourri,” I observed lightly. |
“That jar has stood in the same|
corner for over forty years, and you
smell the perfume of garnered rose

pet .xls—um petals blown and wither-
ed.’

“Fragrant still,”’ murmured Roger:
‘“‘sweet @8 dead leaves, withered
hopes.”’

He took the big jar
as he spoke. It was
he held it somehow awkwardly, snifi ‘
ing at the dried petals; then— then— |
somehow—I never knew quite how
it happened, but the jar slipped from |
his hands. I think perhaps he = was |
staring at me—staring, smiling—but,
anyway, it crashed heavily to the
floor, brea.ing into a hundred frag-
ments.

Roger

into his hands
over large, and

and I gazed at
aghast, dismayed. It
beautiful old vase, and how would
Miss Phoebe stand its breakage? I
knew the store she put on her fine old
china. Besides, she was verv fond
of that particular vase, for she {pld
me once that her mother had made
the pot-pourri which had scented it |
for so long—the dead and gone moth-s

|
each other |
was such a

a sigh.

“I wonder if it couid be mended,”
observed Roger tentatively. Then he
bent down over the hroken vase and |
looked with curious eyes at the dried
petals which lay in a great heap
the floor.

Lavender, clove, rose petah——thmr.
dusts and scents mingling together, |
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| disappear without Jeaving any trace. |

way wild gray
sea,
Mother! Mother!
And the heart of your child is yearn-

ing sore,

For the dear old days that can
come no more,
For 'tis many a mile o’er the cold,
gray sea,
Mother!

The face of the stranger is high and
proud,
Mother! Mothes!
And the heart of the stranger is
proud and cold
To the poor who work for his hard-
wrung gold,
O, the face of the stranger is cold and
proud,
Mother!

The hearts at home were kind and
tender,
Mother! Mother!

There was a welcome at every door,
A meeting smile and a sweet ‘‘As-
thore,”
O, the hearts at home were
and tender,
Mother!

warm

M) pillow is wet with bitter tears,
Mother! Wother!
Illollllg for the cot 'neath the sunny
i
For the green churchyard where the
dead lie still,
My pillow is wet with bitter tears,
Mother!

O, the \HJHQ.,CI -land is hroad and fair,
Mother! Mother!
But I long for the land that gave
me birth,

For the wild black heath and the |

linnet's mirth,
O, the stranger Jand is toq wide
my heart,
Mother!

I miss your song at the cabin door,
Mother! Mother!

When the kine lowed soft in the

milking shed;
miss your hands on my bended
head,

O, T miss your song at the twilight |
hour,

Mother!
-—Sister Anthony, S.H.
College of Notre Dame, San Jose.

What word is it which, by changmg
Lmted untied.

A Clear,

Healthy Skin—Eruptions |
{of the skin

and the blotches wkich

for |

|

la single letter, becomes its own op-|
n 'posn.e'

| blemish beauty, are the result of im-

pure blood caused by unhealthy action
{of the liver and kidneys. In correct-
ing this unhealthy action and restor-
ing the organs to their narmal condi-
tion, Parmelee's Vegetable Pills will
at the same time cleanse the blood,
the blotches and eruptions will

A Disreputable Letter

Did it ever occur ta you what a dis-
reputable fellow the letter D is?

It is, always in debt, disgrace, dis-|
tress, despair and never out of diffi-

cultbs says The Philadelphia Bulle- |contented, deceitful, disliked, disloy-

“THE SAFFORD”
Water Heater
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Perfect circulation, economy of fuel, simplicity
durability, easier to operate than a coal stove.
No high base ash sifting devices required with
the S8afford. The fire pot does the work. Burns
Coal to ashes. Saves time and labor.

Send for Descriptive Catalogue

The Dominion Radiator Co.

‘Limited
TORONTO

MONTREAL

WINNIPEG ST. JOHN, N.B-

script dyspeptlc lt is dissipated,
dissolute and distrustiul, alwa re&-
d{ for a duel and is a w

dust, dirt and darkness and is always
in disorder. It is disagreeable, dis-

tin. It u the beginning of wishon-|al, dilmd dilco and disobey- is sure to be duud
esty and largely in divorce. |ing. It makes a devil of evil, is y. and M tu:
Devours d ers and drunkards; de- | diabolicai, despondent, dupent may d u, it is m‘u

velops hllrhm tremens.

e ll in 'lpiclbh, debneled de;uento

do-neg

; t large the gen- I laughed and told him otherwise —  have come. Then we walked back to
‘d“::&;s‘&rm:h:l:ﬁqdml\exgmgz_u 5:.._, told him that 1 had loved him for Danecourt, to find every qur on the |Roger. ‘‘Here's an old letter which | 7
at Dapecourt was invariably knowpn Yyears, and would take none other terrace, waiting to wish Tcoree God- must evidently have fallen into the
as Miss Phoebe in his stea and then—well, Roger speed.” pot-pourri jarvand been buried away -
. She was pretty, and in her youth kissed me, and moments passed t1oo’' Miss Phoebe paused, then she leaned for ycars—b’l,lned among lavender and
must have been a beautiful girl, and sacied 1 liscussed, too dear, too her head back; I also noticed how  rose petals. * Y dollz hav |
she moved through lile—a delicate, fragrant—iragrant of the perfume of tightly her hands were clenched — He glanced at .the emdupe with our oliars ave |
old-world figute, a lady of lavender the bosom flower, the ved glowing those pretty, thin hands. B Y. & 2 SR e ay ionas ibl *
. and rosemary. ' rose of love ‘““He never came back, you kmow, rushed up to him and caught it from the greates possibie
. Her home w: eautif tO0—a I ran away from Roger at last, fled dear,” the lavender lady coutinued ti- him with "(’l{{lh”‘-\ fingers. hasi 0 .
Souse of memorn and dreams, a to the tender mulst of \Il\; ;. 111 a long pause. llel\\t.i; kille« — l {t\r lf{!l;‘:;' 1“l cx(‘l;:mlliube “A purchasing power In
use ' : sweet wo- Pheebe's chintz-hung parlor, and, find- x'l within a few weeks of his arri- letter, 0 1, can cue . .
_&f’.::“x \,\1 b g g A : honor- }N the lavender l.i\‘ there .HHH I val’ \\'hl(h.’.i:.xa' been lost for the last forty bU)mg Furs from this |
) . the roor smelt of flung my self on my knees by her side Miss Phoebe winced as she spoke, |years . . ) . > |
;.“.:.:\ and ;\; gling with the wa vI and told her all that had huppuu'd and all the blood left her face For | I glanced at the superscrigtion as 1 btor(? oy ! This sale |
scents of pinks and s came the She smiled and kissed me. than sud- a su» nd I feared she was about to spoke, and recognized with curious coming before we have
% finer and more delicate odor of pot- denly a sob caught her in the throat, [faint, but she recovered herself quick- | beating of the heart that it was ad- had : al . g ‘
ourri an 1 lavender ' such a sob, so deep, so bitter, and 1 |ly a"d smiled at my anxious face. drvssed in  a bold, manly hand to ad any rea winter }
: Yet—but 1 suppose at first that it understood \mh‘ 4 suddw;lnalsh of P l);)nl hiu .1fttnl»ut mle Ulmd ’f’ I(Mtl:s c\:llss Phoebe Leslie—addressed in pen- weather is without ex- '
v ny fancy—there was an odd comprehension that my gentle laven- oebe said softly. *‘I only e e 2 . -
;:‘; ?,lfl“p,"“"',, - Miss E»i“,.;.:t, \‘“\“.‘,ill der ILu!_\ must have loved in her day, twinge of an old pain—of a blow It is easy enough to guess what ception .th(. greatest j J
¥ ace Her lips, to my mind, seemed wo\—lbur {‘;\rd. 1 fw.nlz, 1;; her .\(;rrul\\-. \\l\l‘l(h h“f m\;r qurx‘e healed.” 2 ﬁ:‘\ieh;:l“:”tlluil_i:x?“llp?()()rn(ﬁor%szu:} opportumty ever offer- :
- = . nine an eternal que oli— “Miss Phoebe, yegan siowly, e sald nothing for a few moments. ace elle @ T (
t:i}&:{::,;‘ ??u“ :‘,.,‘:‘ ‘:’J.’,‘«‘l to will you be very cross if 1 ask you The warm sunshine streamed in the jar, and the heavy banging of a ed the people of TO

3 ®reathe—and her eves, for all taeir something?” through the open windowa, also the |door or the breeze rushing in through ronto to complete their l

wistful sweetness, were haunted eyes.  Miss Phoebe shook her head and heavy perfume of summer fiowers. In “.‘c open windows have blown the hl- winter wardrobe at a )
Miss Phoebe was the last of a big smiled the distance 1 could hear the cool |ter, written on thin, flimsy paper, in- : - 1

family of brothers and sisters who ‘‘You ought to realize well enough b\\l\h of a scythe, to the lar, ta be swallowed up d-mOHg tremendous' saving.
‘u.l] d]yd In warm middle age, ll"l\n;g by now, l'l‘,{}{}‘, she dL.\\\(ll‘(i ﬁl‘h.'- Ihc httzr—lh( ]('lt(’!’ h(‘ wrote to the ose petals y The fO“OWlng are ex-
the geutle lady alone. There was ly, ‘‘that nothing you say or do is you?’ I asked suddenly. ‘‘You had| I carricd the letter to Miss Phoebe, l I £ th
something melancholy in her position  likely to make me really cross with 'that, at all events, wss Phoebe. What taking my quick way to the chmtz ampies on Y 0 ¢
—something inexpressibly sad. It you; far I love you, chili—there is a |qid he say in that? .)d.“Ul and 1 knelt by her side as she || store’s oﬁerlng for to-
seemed so hard that she should live Strange and curious sympathy between| ‘‘Ah, Peggy,” she answered, her |read it, hiding my head against her o

JEREE & Bk owte S Daastsuey “Sl" ht M Phoebe's hand 1 o q!untﬂrl'u;] ’;;mh‘;lh in“‘; ‘(;3 lmicnf‘unt quiver passed over her face || o o ;

r S eoht re married in the t caught Miss noebe's hand anda come to the hidden tragedy of an o 0 D . . . o2
she nu:lu 1\«1.11'.:\1 narri d”.‘. he pas A 1Ll almost reverently: then I |maid’s life. I never In:nd George’s as I handed her the envelope, and a ; White Thibet Muffs, large Imperial style, lined with white |
’]m'l ht;“ ‘,‘.“ .'“M"\ - “”H{, ,“l lh;,‘, dared to ask her if she had not had | Jetter.” curious light shone in her eyes. Oth- | §! satin, and silk wrist cord. Regular §7. Sale price.............. %4.50

> W there s something mne dal ask net J
:n‘)(bl.l»’t‘nl‘llh ‘“,'“, \l\):‘:ulll‘u!‘ house. :md some love story of her own. “You never found his letter?”” I erwise, she was so strangely and || Ladies’' Fur-lined Ooluto, mab.: ﬁn'i‘ llm{lcﬁ hro;fdcl(:)tlh sh:;”ts
that was the patter of little feet| She trembled, and a curious expres- \murmured, half amazed. ‘‘Why, of wonderfully composed. : muskrat, squu]nl a;xq ha;;ute; n‘ungl: ]aun u (o(:rs - ;a E) 45 10
and the clear, ringing laughter of chil- sion came over her face. course he had written to sav he loved | She was a long while reading her |} 52 inches in lengths, all colors. CK“ ar price $65 eac &';7;6
dren. “Why have yvou asked me such a you, to ask you to wait for him.” letter—a very long while; but atlast |[J| cececceverranriinir ittt

Yet Miss Phoebe had never had a gquestion, child?”’ she murmured. “‘Oh,  “That’s what I think—that’s what she gave a little happy sigh—a siga Snowshoes Roduced 50 per c.nt. A full line of Ladies’
love story. for so my cousins told me Peggy, Peggy, why have you asked I have been trying to make myself be- of utter content—such a sigh as a girl Misses’ and Men’s Snow Shoes, all sizes. 'Reduced 50§ per cent. to
when | asked—the cousins whose es- me such a question?’ Then she sud- lieve for over forty years, llgg\ " re- | gives when her lips have been kissed J|  clear. .
tate bounded the grounds of Dane- denly burst into a passion of wild plied Miss Phoebe quickly. “‘But can l«_)l‘ the first time by her beloved. Men’s Persian Lamb Caps, f15. Sale price. .. %10,
court, and to whom I owe a great sobs ‘ you not umlu\un_d how .mll('h I want Tht‘h_lxt'! "'“L"'..“ strayed to mine—her Men’s Persian Lamb Gauntlets, §2250. For,..... %18,
deal, and most of all the friendship of l [‘ flung my arms “".'”” '.!‘!n lavender uA. I\:_.u\\' it L\“ a ’f” t? Ah, duerr, the ““l;ﬂ"'l‘l. “"M]Wl :;,1“-11"”' " g | Alaska Sable Scarfs, large, 4-skin styvle, trimmed with orna-
Miss Phoebe lady and tried mv best to console and f’l‘l\lng—lhv almost intfolerable ..av- A l\;“' , HLUIE eggy,  she mut- ments and 10 natural sable tails. Regular $18.” For............ 812

How well I remember the afternoon comfort her, and after a while some ing at times to find his letter and mured. \Miis well, George loved laska Sable | ial Muff: -gular § For $8.50
when I was first taken over to Dane- of Miss Phoebe’s gracious calm re- discover the truth!" me."”’ Alaska Sable Imperia uffs, "Flf “"12-51“' or {

- sourt I had ijust left school. and | turned, and she was able to look at I gazed at Miss Phoebe blankly,; “Thank God,” I murmured. *‘Oh, Isabella Sable Mufts, large, Imperial style, eiderdown beds,
was standing on the threshold of wo- me and smile pitifully. then, as the knowledge of the truth Miss Phoebe, thank God.’ brown satin lining, silk wrist cord. Regular $16.50. Sale price $9.75
manhood f\\‘l‘ fond of the bustlir You thought I swas too old for burst upon me, I murmured aghast: She sighed again—a sigh of utter Isabella Fox Stoles, large 2-skin stoles, finished wi'h natural
affairs of every-day life—attracted by such wild grief, Peggy,’”’ she observed “Do you mean that his ]"""‘7' was content. fox tails and claws, lined with brown satin. Regular price $20. Sale
all out-of-door sports—young and ra- slowly but. Peggy. little Peggy, I mi laid—=that vou never read it? Ah Nothing matters now, murmared price. Sl g U . ' ®12,75
diantly happy, not in the least 1in- wonder if you can realize that I have MmISS ‘["l“"'l"‘. how terrible—how ter- Miss Phoebe: ‘‘the long vears of wait Men'o Fur llned OOI.QO. Jeaver d'd melton cloths, muskrat
clined to the pose of the sentiment- pever grown old—old in spirit, that is rible? ing—the restless suspense—the broken lined, otter and Persian lamb collars. Regular$6s. Sale price $47.50
list. But I was most curiously \!’lh— to say—and that for all my gray hairs ~ Miss Phoebe’s iips quivered. " 'iwln} ns—the hnlmlwl misgivings. All Persian Lamb Ties, these are the new style paddle ends,

/’ fued when I found mysell in the old-/and sixty winters 1 am still girl  “I hunted for that letter for years,” —all is repaid. But where did you lined with fine black satin, 65 inches long. R('glllur $15 to $18. Sale

Vet world garden where Miss Phoebe was 'at heart? A woman who has spent she whispered; “hunted in every place find my letter, Peggy?’ price. NERRALE W o e oot RRAEETE g R o 80.75

receiving her \,gu«»\ Life was so mel- her life asking herself—day by day, I could possibly think of, and .j.\k(fd \h.<" turned to me .\\Hl.x flushed Penlan Lamb Muﬂ’l, hrm hu}nnal \1\]‘ lined with heavy

| low here, so chastened. year by year—the same question, won- everyone at Danecourt to aid we in cheeks and gleaming eves. For a few black satin, and silk wrist cord. R(gnl«r price $16.50 to $18. Sale

I~ Miss Phoebe i:u-wlmnu .ulm(-, not- dering if 1{n:- man w;n_' loved :Mwlrrm! tiw \;]-‘11';-11——1(;(11_\' undlre;n(*m:wl if Hllhlmlv i}wllnlvnl'-\_ Miss l;hm-h;- appear- PEMIB. v o o0 avnsssinsaosviaransanisdinessessssnnne b b N e 4 80.75
withstanding that was the mere  her love am speaking to vou about they had seen George’s letter, but no ed to be bathed in youth and to have X

hi)('k(')-])ld"l!?u: girl of the period, some one you never heard of, dear— one had. It was just as if it had ne- found her lost summer. R 'M]ink)Ml::]F(s, »lr‘xmf‘ ““I“”al “‘“ five ‘“‘I“ "f"“ satin ]""“"';’%:-

& and asked me to stay with her, and, 'my George—who died.” ver been written.” ‘The letter was hidden in the pot- R P! . ARy eRrigh : B
indeed, I was glad to go. I t00k My | hare was a note of intense vearn I shivered in sympathy, imagining ' pourri jar,” I whispered, “in among s Mink Ties, beautiful No. ILInanhm mmk lar;.,: sizes. R‘;;‘uldr
longest dresses with me, wy prettiest ino jn Miss Phoebe's voice; it was |the fine searching poor Miss Phoebe |the lavender and rose petals,  Miss » B0 T iosierenetosiinivnnian, ke T - $20.78
muslin frocks, for I felt somehow I 418 voice of a woman who had spent made, the eager. search of a girl anx- | Phoehe Roger broke the jar by ac-
must not be short-skirted when I her sweet life and had wasted her ieus ta find her love letter, and then ' cident a few moments ago.” ;
went to visit Danecourt. I must gegh vouth in trying ta solve an un- | the craving despair with which she <] see ' answered Phoebe. ‘I see.”
soften my voice and learn to move ,pcwerable questior . must have sought uer vanished trea-| She was very quiet for a few mo-

- and speak as the women who had liv- [t was not difficult to get Miss sure after the writer had met his ments, then she murmured softly. half
ed there in the old days Phoebe to tell me her pitiful little death. under her breath, ‘“‘lavender and rose -

The visit, which was to have lasted 4,10 11 appeared that she had been Do you know,” murmured Miss | petals.”
a week, l:-nulmu! into a month, and deeply in love with George Hallowes, Phoebe, slowly, “I hunt for that *%1" stole away. for the } Sbiben

; | before I leit Miss Phoebe made me | ;nq had had every reason to believe letter still, Peggy. Sometimes 1. & G oo 1'; Qxi" .(,'1'1'1

bappy by saying I must come again that the young man returned her love. dream that I have found it, and then g = 0 " Miing ‘:""I' oL

HOON Her father and his father were near leave my bed, trying to believe that ; skole aw a I:I-II‘ \ger. .‘Ml left the FU R CO Ll M l TED

For you are a sweet child—a dear, poeichhors and warm friends: there- some vision has been sent to direct ll\v‘Alllir"I I‘lx;li—\—-ll “:' E"'I _"(“' “‘ - .

gender child, Peggy,” so she whisper- fore 3 marriage was pretty sure to me I've sped along dark passages ' SoRe.~180 Yoorm.

@d, placing her cool, soft hands upon Wneet with the (i']l;.,“”i approval of 1n the cool chill of the dawn; I've Bt R P HFURS EXCLUSlVELY."
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