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A IADY Of LAVENDAR
▲ Lady of Lavender. That was the

an heiress to be his wide. He 
loved me, bat 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

•ame 1 always gi*e Miss Pnoebe Les- ®ye* shone and gleamed.
âle, but to the world at large the gen 
tie spinster who held sovereign sway 
at Danecourt was invariably known 
as Miss l’boebe.

Stic was pretty, and m her youth 
«mist have been a beautiful girl, and 
she moved through life—a delicate, 
eld-world figure, a lady of lavender
and rosemary.

lier home was beautiful, too—a 
house of memories and dreams, a 
house where charming anu sweet wo
men had lived, and brave and honor
able men. All the rooms smelt of 
Sowers, a”d mingling with the waitu 
scents of pinks .aid roses came the 
diner and more delicate odor of pot- 
ipourri and lavender.

Yet—but 1 suppose at first that it 
was only my fancy—there was an odd 
-lack at peace in Miss Phoebe’s sweet 
ifaoe. Her lips, to my mind, seemed 
always framing an eternal question— 
—a question she never dared to 
hreathe—and her eyes, for all tneir 
wistful sweetness, were haunted eyes.

Miss Phoebe was the last ol a big 
family of brothers and sisters who 
arid died in warm middle age, leaving 
the gentle lady alone. There was 
something melancholy in her position 
—something inexpressibly sad. It 
seemed so hard that she should live 
alone in a great house like Danecourt; 
she ought to have married in the past 
and been the happy mother of chil
dren, for there was something one 
missed in the beautiful house, and 
•that was the potter of little feet 
and the clear, ringing laughter of chil- 
«dren.

Yet Miss Phoebe had never hail a 
love story, for so my cousins told me 
when I asked—the cousins whose es
tate bounded the grounds of Dane- 
-court, ami to whom I owe a great 
deal, and most of all the friendship of 
Miss Phoebe

How well I remember the afternoon 
when 1 was first taken over to Dane- 

<oourt I had just left school, and 
was standing on the threshold of wo
manhood. I was fond of the bustling 
afiairs of every-day life—attracted by 
all out-of-door sports—voung and ra
diantly happy, not in the least in
clined to the pise of the sentiment
alist. Hut 1 was most curiously sub
dued when I found myself in the old- 
world garden where Miss Phoebe was 
receiving her guests. Life was so mel
low here, so chastened.

Miss Phoebe grew fond of me, not
withstanding that I was the mere 
hockey-playing girl of the period, 
and asked me to stay with her, and, 
indeed, I was glad to go. 1 took my I 
longest dresses with me, iny prettiest 
muslin frocks, for I felt somehow I 
must not be short-skirted when 1 
went to visit Danecourt. 1 must 
soften my voice and learn to move 
and speak as the women who had liv
ed there in the old days.

The visit, which was to have lasted 
a week, lengthened into a month, and 
before I left Miss Phoebe made me 
happy by saying I must come again 
soon

“For you are a sweet child—a dear, 
render child, Peggy," so she whisper-

told him that I had loved him for Danecourt, to find ever; 
years, and would take none other 
in his stead, and then—well, Roger 
kissed me, and moments pr*>sed too 
sacred to be discussed, too dear, too 
fragrant—flagrant of the jierfume of 
the bosom flower, the red glowing 
rate of love

1 ran away from Roger at last, fled 
to the tender coolness of Miss 
Phoebe's chintz-hung parlor, and, find
ing the lavender lady there alone, 1 
flung myself on my knees by her side 
and told her all that had happened.

She smiled and kissed me. than sud
denly a sob caught her in the throat,

, such a sob, so deep, so bitter, and I 
understood with a sudden flash of 
comprehension that my gentle laven- 

1 der lady must have loved in her day, 
too—but loved, I fear, to her sorrow.

"Miss Phoebe," 1 began slowly, 
will you be very cross if 1 ask you 
something'"

Miss Phoebe shook her head and 
smiled.

“You ought to realize well enough 
by nowr, Peggy," she answered gent
ly, “that nothing you say or do is 
likely to make me really cross with
you; for I love you, child—there is a did he say in that''*’ 
strange and curious sympathy between “Ah, Peggy," she answered,
us."

I caught Miss Phoebe's hand and 
kissed it almost reverently; then I 
dared to ask her if she had not had 
some love story of her own.

She trembled, and a curious expres
sion came over her face.

“Why have you asked me such a 
question, child?" she murmured. "Oh,
Peggy, Peggy, why have you asked 
me such a question?" Then she sud- 
denly burst into a passion of wild 
sobs.

once come back, Phoebe,' ho whisper- and mixed with them » lew warm 
ed, ‘and meanwhile you will come here eastern spices, also little flakes o1

" cedar and sandal wood, aod there, 
hall-concealed among the dried petals, 
peeped out a piece of paper, an old 
and filled envelope.

“Hulloa, what's this’” exclaimed 
Roger. “Here's an old letter which 
must evidently have fallen into the 
pot-pourri jar and been buried away 
for years—buried among lavender and 
rose petals."

He glanced at the envelope with 
some curiosity as be spoke, but I 
rushed up to him and caught it from

sometimes and sit with roar work 
and think of me?"

“I nodded my head, for il I had 
tried to speak, Peggy, the tears would 

I laughed and told him otherwise — have come. Then we walked back to
one on the 

-•'rge God-
ivery om

terrace, waiting to wish Ce. 
speed. ’ ’

Miss Phoebe paused, then she leaned 
her head back; I also noticed how 
tightly her hands were clenched — 
those pretty, thin hands.

“He never came back, you know, 
dear," the lavender lady continued tf- him with trembling fingers, 
ter a long pause. “He was killet, — "A letter!" 1 exclaimed. “A 
killed within a few weeks of his arri- letter, Roger! Oh, can it be one 
val " which has been lost for the last lolly

Miss Phoebe winced as she spoke, years7 
and all the blood left her face For
a second I feared she was about to 
faint, but she recovered herself quick
ly and smiled at my anxious face.

"Don’t fret about me, child," Miss 
Phoebe said softly. “I only felt the 
twinge of an old pain—of a blow 
which has never quite healed ”

We said nothing for a few moments.
The warm sunshine streamed in 
through the open windowa, also the door or the breeze rushing in through 
heavy perfume of summer flowers. In the open windows have blown the let-

I glanced at the superscription as I 
spoke, and recognized with a curious 
beating of the heart that it was ad
dressed in a bold, manly hand to 
Miss Phoebe Leslie—addressed in pen
cil.

It is easy enough to guess what 
had happened—how poor George must 
have placed his letter on the edge of 
the jar, and the heavy banging of a

the distance I could hear the cool 
swish of a scythe.

"The letter—the letter he wrote to 
you?" I asked suddenly. “You had 
that, at all events, Miss Phoebe. What

her
face quivering pitifully, ‘now you 
come to the hidden tragedy of an old 
maid’s life. I never found George’s 
letter."

“Y’ou never found his letter?" I 
murmured, half amazed. "Why, of 
course he had written to sav he loved 
you, to ask you to wait for him."

"That’s what 1 think—that’s what 
I have been trying to make myself be
lieve for over forty years, Peggy," re
plied Miss Phoebe quickly. “But can 
you not understand how much I want

I flung my arms about the lavender to know it is a fact? Ah, dtir, <he
lady and tried my best to console and 
comfort her, and after a while some 
of Miss Phoebe’s gracious calm re
turned, and she was able to look at 
mo and smile pitifully.

“You thought I Tvas too old for 
such wrild grief, Peggy," she observed 
slowly, "but, Peggy, little Peggy, I 
wonder if you can realize that I have 
never grown old—old in spirit, that is 
to say—and that for all my gray hairs 
and sixty winters I am still a girl 
at heart? A woman who has spent 
her life asking herself—day by day, 
year by year—the same question, won
dering if the man site loved returned 
jier love. I am speaking to vou about 
some one you never heard of, dear— 
my George—who died."

There was a note of intense yearn
ing in Miss Phoebe’s voice; it was 
the voice of a woman who had spent 
her sweet life and hail wasted her 
fresh youth in trying to solve an un
answerable question.

It was not difficult to get Miss 
Phoebe to tell me her pitiful little 
tale. It appeared that she had been 
deeply in love with George Hallowcs, 
and had had every reason to believe 
that the voung man returned her love.

Her father and his father were near 
neighbors and warm friends; there
fore a marriage was pretty sure to

v i av- 
and

Ah,

craving—the almost intolerable 
ing at times to find his letter 
discover the truth!"

I gazed at Miss Phoebe blankly; 
then, as the knowledge of the truth 
burst upon me, I murmured aghast:

"Do you mean that his letter was 
mislaid—that you never read it? 
miss Phoebe, how terrible—how 
rible?"

Miss Phoebe’s lips quivered.
“I hunted for that letter for years," 

she whispered; "hunted In every place 
I could possibly think of, and asked 
everyone at Danecourt to aid me in 
the search—to try and remember 
they had seen George’s letter, but 
one had. It was just as if it had ne
ver been written."

I shivered in sympathy, imagining 
the line searching poor Miss Phoebe 
made, the eager search oi a girl anx
ious tq find tier love letter, and then 
the craving despair with which she 
must have sought ner vanished trea
sure after the writer had met his 
death.

ter, written on thin, flimsy paper, in
to the jar, tq be swallowed up among 
the ose petals.

I carried the letter to Miss Phoebe, 
taking my quick way to the chintz 
parlor, and 1 knelt by her side as she 
read it, hiding my head against her 
knee.

A faint quiver passed over her face 
as I handed her the envelope, and a 
curious light shone in her eyes. Oth
erwise, she was so strangely and 
wonderfully composed.

She was a long while reading her 
letter—a very long while; but at last 
she gave a little happy sigh—a sigu 
of utter content—such a sigh as a girl 
gives when her lips have been kissed 
for the first time by her beloved. 
Then her fingers strayed to mine—her 
fingers, cold—so cold.

"All is well, little Peggy," she mut- 
mmed. “All is well, George loved 
me."

"Thank God," I murmured. “Oh, 
Miss Phoebe, thank God."

She sighed again—a sigh of utter 
content.

“Nothing matters now," murmured 
ter- Miss Phoebe; “the long years of wait

ing—the restless suspense—the broken 
dreams—the tortured misgivings. All 
—all is repaid. Hut where did you 
find my letter, Peggy?”

She turned to me with flushed 
cheeks and gleaming eyes. For a few 

if sublime moments Miss Phoebe appear- 
nq eil to be bathed in youth and to have 

found her lost summer.
“The letter was hidden in the pot

pourri jar," I whispered, “in among 
the lavender and rose petals, Miss t 
Phoebe. Roger broke the jar by ac- ; 
cident a few moments ago.”

"I see," answered Phoebe. “I see." 
She was very quiet far a few mo-1

merits, then she murmured softly, half 
r- , ,, . under her breath, “lavender and roseDo you know," murmured Miss petals."

“I stole away, for the knowledge 
was on me that Miss Phoebe needed 
the company of no living soul.

I stole away to Roger, and left the 
lavender lady—alone.—The Queen.

•ed, placing her cool, soft hands upon ^n(,c( with the delighted approval of 
my forehead—"a child with a golden jbe elders.

5 m.„g f/rth, over to Danecourt to sav good-by, and T V1 l'rto me-always a my.-sten for the Miss Pho(,be explained how for the J/new she me 
I knew- and loved Miss Phoebe rUretteri she ™.s one 1hat her hcalt

Bheart.
This she said in her >weet kindness, 

*,dltnnt me above what i vvao — a 
stupid little hovden—a girl with a 

.mane 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 a very real and 
living thing. Yet she was a mys
tery 
more

•afcho be’ter 1 understood that she 
was not really happy, and that the 

'pear* which reigned in her beautiful 
‘house gave her no peace. She was a 
woman with a tortured heart—a trou

nded soul.
Nobody guessed, nobody suspected 

this except myself, hut then I was 
beginning to understand something of 
life, for the reason that. I was being 
taught by the greatest of all teach
ers; for the years when I was so 
much with Miss Phoebe were 
years when I loved without 
knowledge that came later that my 
love was returning. How is a girl 
to guess the secret that a man tries 

’his hardest to conceal for the miser- 
-ablo reason that she is rich and lie is 

’«poor.
It. was Miss Phoebe who found out 

Ifchat 1 loved Roger Ashton—Roger, 
wtio was so poor and proud, and who 
treated me with chilly indiffeience till 
it entered Miss Phoebe’s wise heart 
to ask him down one summer week to 
Danecourt.

Ho came in utter ignorance of my 
presence there, and f think when he 
saw me he wanted to go straight 
"back again—back to his dusty office— 
%ack to the smoke-begrimed city. 
But Miss Phoebe smiled and would 
mot let him go. because she wanted 
Danecourt to work a subtle spell up
on Roger

Mother
Miss Phoebe admitted that she had 

been quite confident about George’s 
love for herself and ready to wait 
in happy confidence till the young man 
elected to speak. She was in no 
hurry herself tq leave 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

gray

the

first time she regretted she was one 
of a laige family, for it seemed as if 
it were impossible for her, owing to 
the presence of her brothers and sis
ters, to have a single word alone with 
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 youth, 
to the fact that he was Miss Phoebe’s 
unacknowledged sweetheart.

I pitied Miss Phoebe as she told the 
the tale, and I imagined 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 eyes, her whole face ten
der and wistful beyond words.

“We stood by the fountain," she 
said dreamily. “The water lilies 
weru all out, and everything about us 
looked so green and peaceful; but my 
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 wc stood together by the fountain; 
not that he said much, but his eyes 
—his dear eyes spoke for him. And

She knew, did wise Miss Phoebe, then, as wc turned away—for they
that 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

w-ere calling George from the house— 
he took my hands and pressed them 
so tightly in his that my rings cut 
into mv flesh—not that I minded—oh, 
Peggy, not tha» I minded."

Miss Phoebe paused a second and
spoke at last, but it was to say I seemed to be gazing far back into her

Phoebe, slowly, “I hunt for that 
letter still, Peggy. Sometimes I 
dream that I have found it, and then 
leave my bed, trying to believe that 
some vision has been sent to direct 
me. I’ve sped along dark passages 
in the cool chill of the dawn; 1'vp 
left, my warm bod on hitter winter 
evenings, when the snow was falling 
heavily outside, hut only to discover 
that the dream has been a mockiii« 
one, and, oh, little Peggy, what tears 
I have shed—what tears I have shed!"

The lavender lady’s voice broke as 
she said the last words, then she 
gently waved me from her.

“Leave me alone a little while, 
dear, leave me alone."

She spoke with soft insistence, hut 
ant what she said and 
craved for solitude. I 

felt that my presence was an intru
sion, so with bent head I left the 
chintz-hung parlor and made my way 
to the great drawing-room, for a 
felt too tired to go down and seek 
Roger in the garden; also, the stqry 
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, fixing his 
eyes on a high blue and white Ja
panese vase, which emitted a faint 
ami delicate fragrance.

"Pot-pourri," I observed lightly.
“That jar has stood in the sanie 
corner for over forty years, and you 
smell the perfume of garnered rose 
petals—rose petals blown and wither
ed."

“Fragrant still," murmured Roger;
"sweet os dead leaves, withered 
hopes ’’

He took the big jar into his hands 
as he spoke. It was ovpr large, and 
he held it somehow awkwardly, sniff
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 
flqor, breaking into a hundred frag
ments.

Roger and I gazed at each other 
aghast, dismayed. It was such a I
beautiful old vase, and how would I miss your song at the cabin door,

- - Mother! Mother!

(The Monitor.)
’Tis a weary way o’er the wild 

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,"
the hearts at home were warm 
and tender,

Mother!

AFTER
FUR

MAS
BARGAINS

Your dollars have 
the greatest possible 
purchasing power in 
bu)ing Furs from this 
store now. This sale 
coming before we have 
had any real winter 
weather is without ex
ception the greatest 
opportunity ever offer
ed the people of To
ronto to complete their 
winter wardrobe at a 
tremendous saving.
The following are ex
amples only of the 
store’s offering for to
morrow.

White Thibet Muffs, large Imperial style, lined with white
satin, and silk wrist cord. Regular $7. Sale price.......................$4 50

Ladies' Fur-lined Coate, made fine ladies' broadcloth shells, 
muskrat, squirrel, and hamster linings, beautiful collars of sable, 48 to 
52 inches in lengths, all colors. Regular price Î65 each. On sale
.......................................................................................................187.80

Snowshoee Reduced BO per cent. A full line of Indies’ 
Misses’ and Men’s Snow Shoes, all sizes. 'Reduced 5o| per cent, to 
clear.

Man's Persian Lamb Cape, (15. Sale price............. ipiO.
Men's Persian Lamb Gauntlets, #22.50. For....... $18.
Alaska Sable Scarfs, large, 4-skin style, trimmed with orna

ments and 10 natural sable tails. Regular #18. For.....................$12.
Alaska Sable Imperial MufF», regular 812.50. For $8 50 
Isabella Sable Mufts, large. Imperial style, eiderdown beds, 

brown satin lining, silk w rist cord. Regular #16 50. Sale price $1). 73 
Isabella Fox Stoles, large 2-skin stoles, finished wi h natural 

fox tails and claws, lined with brown satin. Regular price 820. Sale
price............................. .................................................................$ 12,7S

Men’s Fur lined Coats, Beaver and melton cloths, muskrat 
lined, otter and Persian It mb collars. Regular$6s. Sale price $47.30 

Persian Lamb Ties, these are the new style paddle ends, 
lined with fine black satin, 65 inches long. Regular $15 to 818. Sale
price................................................................................................ $11.73

Persian Lamb Muffs, large Imperial style, lined with heavy 
black satin, and silk wrist cord. Regular price $16.50 to 818. Sale
price..................................................................................................$11 7 5

Mink Muffs, large Imperial style, five «traps, brow satin lining.
Regular $50. Sale price................................................................... $33.

Mink Ties, beautiful No. 1 Canadian mink, large sizes. Regular 
J40. For.......................................................................................$21). 73

SELLERS-GOUGH
FUR CO.: LIMITED

“FURS EXCLUSIVELY.”
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O,

My pillow is wet with bitter tears, 1 
Mother! Wother!

I long for the cot ’neath the sunny 
hill,

For the green churchyard where the 
dead lie still,

My pillow is wet with bitter tears, 
Mother!

gave

O. the stranger-land is broad and fair, 
Mother! Mother!

Hut I long for the loud that 
me birth,

For the wild black heath and the 
linnet’s mirth,
the stranger land is too wide for 
my heart,

Mother!

O

could be nothing to him but a dream, 
for his pride would never permit) 
that he, a poor man, should ask

DOES YOUR HEAD
Peel As Though It Was Being 

Hammered?
-As Though It Would CracP Open? 
As Though a r Tllon Sparks Were 

Flying Out of Your Eyes? 
Horrible Sickness of Your Stomach? 

Then You Have Sick Headache !

BURDOCK
BLOOD

BITTERS
■will aCord relief from headaches no metier 
'Whether eck. nervous, spasmodic, periodical or 
Rulioue. Tt cures by removing the cause.

Mr. Samuel J. Hibbard. Belleville. Ont.,
wrritee: “Lest spring I was very poorly, my 
wppetite failed me, I felt weak and nervous, bad 
■ick headaches was tired all the time and not 
•He to work. I eew Burdock Blood Bitters
HUieu—lut tor jest such a case as mine and 
H get two kMlu ef It, and found it to be an 
<Ueee#eet blood m» Usine. You may use my 
mmmo ns I think that ethers should knew ef the 

1 ef Berdeet Blood Bitte*/’

v •, r,.

youth, and I thought to myself how- 
sweet she must have looked standing 
by the side of the fountain. I pictur
ed her dressed in white muslin, with 
a blue sash, perhaps, round her slim 
waist, all her curls shaking over her 

I face.
“ ‘You’ll find a letter that I’ve 

j written to you, Phoebe, in the draw- 
j ing room,’ that was what George 
; whispered," Miss Phoebe continued in 
: low tones; “then he tent his head 
i and kissed my fingers. ‘.We’ll meet 
here—here—in this very spot when I

When the kine lowed soft in the 
milking shed;

I miss your hands on my bended 
head,

O, I miss your song at the twilight 
hour.

Mother!
—Sister Anthony, S.H.

College of Notre Dame, San Jose.

You cannot 
a

nave 
than

cannot possibly h, 
better Cocoa than

EPPS'S
A delicious drink and a sustaining 
food. Fragrant, nutritions and 
economical. This excellent Cocoa 
maintains the system in robnst 
health, and enables it to resist 

winter’s extreme cold.

COCOA
Sold by Grocers and Storekeepers 

ie i-lb. m4 é-lb This.

Miss Phoebe stand its breakage? I 
knew the store she put on her fine old 
china. Besides, she was very fond 
of that particular vase, for she told 
me once that her mother had made 
the pot-pourri which had scent°d it 
for so long—the dead and gone moth
er whom she never spoke of without 
a sigh.

“I wonder if it couid be mended," 
observed Roger tentatively. Then he
SUTBà'îMr 5S?« ïlS I »?*« V,iIS » which, by changing

which in , g„.i heap Oh^g" K&’SK* ~ ^

du«'“dndVXr' mmgl.^Xllh^ |0,A,hCele";„

___  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 normal condi
tion, Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills will 
at the same time cleanse the blood, 
and the blotches and eruptions will 
disappear without leaving any trace.

DODDS
KIDNEYf it/

§>/, PILLS M
l\\xxxx^s(

I A Disreputable Letter
Did it ever occur tq you what a dis

reputable fellow the letter D is?
It is. always in debt, disgrace, dis 

i tress, despair and never out of diffi
culties, says The Philadelphia Bulle
tin. It is the beginning of vishon- 
esty and figures largely in divorce. 
Devours drinkers and drunkards; de
velops delirium tremens, --is in

"THE SAFFORD''
Hot Water Heater

1907 MODEL

IJSD

Perfect circulation, economy of fuel, simplicity 
durability, easier to operate than a coal stove. 
No high base ash sifting devices required with 
the Safford. The firs pot doe» the work. Burns 

Coal to ashes. Saves time and labor.

Send for Descriptive Catalogue

The Dominion Ra " " Co.
WINNIPEG

^Limited

TORONTO
MONTREAL

dust, dirt and darkness and is always 
in disorder. It is disagreeable, dis
contented, deceitful, disliked, disloy
al, dismal, discouraged and disobey
ing. It makes a devil of evil, is a 
diabolical, despondent, desperate, de
spicable, debauched, degenerate, de-

. \

ST. JOHN, N.B

script dyspeptic. It is dissipated, 
dissolute and distrustful, always rea
dy for a duel and is s very demon. 
It is sure to be damned after death 
and dissolution. On# rood thing 
may be said ot tt, It ts the end of 
fiend and friend.
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