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A CRUEL DECEPTION
OR WHY DUX SHE SHUN HIM? BY EFF1E ADELAIDE ROWLANDS

(Continued)
that the Karl of Taunton and 
Torfo had placed the defense of 
Lituanie and honor in the hands 
or the first counsel of the day, and 
to the great legal firm who had al
ways lieen associate! with his fam
ily.

“But it is impossible, it is in
credible, it cannot lie !” was 111-1 
cry that rang in poor I*ady Rose 
Glenlee's ears all through that dry 

had been besieged by inquir- 
guests. There was simething 
jrtling, so bewildering in the 

tvs A hat one and all flocked to 
the first source to "obtain more in
formation. Naturally, the inotli- 
ei of Lord Taunton's future wife 
was supposed to know all there 
was to know ; anil to her, in ••on- 
sequence, Hocked the curious • 
crowd.

Lady Rose could not say noth
ing. She was. in truth, bewilder-! 
•si, a m a zed, crushed by the events 
of the last few hours.

Upstairs in he

‘‘This does not sttrpsise you ?” 
Lady Rose said. *.f

He shook his head, and then 
folded the letter and put it in his 
pocket.

“Do not trouble about it, Lady 
Rose,” he said gently, for he saw 
her eyes were full of tears, and 
that she was completely over
whelmed. "It is one of the trials 
which come into our daily life. 
There must be pain to me, to G us, 
for the mere suggestion !” lie 
checked himself. "But it is only 
a suggestion, and we cannot ex
pect all sunshine. Tell me, what 

j.ire you going to do with her!"
I His eyes went toward AI Wyn
ne, who still lav in'a state of ex
haustion. Sir Hector sat by the 
couch, his ting, is on her slendi r 

' pulse. ,.

J
you?” she cried to her daughter, 
who sat like some large, fair sta
tue, impervious to all she said. 
“To turn your back on any one 
just at such a moment, and to 
jeopardize your future ? You 
have lost him, Blanche, and”— 
with the shrewdness of a woman 
of the world—“you have done 
yourself an incalculable amount 
of harm !"

“There are other men in the 
world!” Blanche Glenlee said 
coldly, but she was biting her lip, 
and her mind was in a most, dis-

“It is so odd, it does not seem 
to worry you at all!” Lady Rose 
said to Taunton one day, when he 
called in obedience to her wish, 
just before her departure for Scot
land. He did not see Blanche nor 
speak to her. Lady Rose receiv
ed him in a state of some excite
ment. “You have heard the last 
news, of course !” she said, after 
she had greeted him. “You have 
seen Sir Hector ?”

He shook his head.
“It is very sad, and it has 

thrown the child back tremend
ously. I suppose you do not go 
to see her?”

Taunton said “No.” He was 
looking down at his hat. His 
manner was always constrained 
when Alwynne was mentioned.

“It is something sad and extra
ordinary. Lndv Graham is

“The last letter was from Trin
idad.” He sighed again. “By 
this time I am afraid she will 
have had spme inkling through 
the papers, and then I shall have 
her back here in a shot, and— 
well, Augusta is not me, and I 
fear she will be unhappy.”

“Why should she"- be?” Lady 
Rose asked quickly.

Taunton was keenly grateful 
to her for her attitude in this 
matter, though every one spoke 
of the Hunter action as foolish
and incomprehensible, there were 
few who were so stanch in declar
ing this as Blanche’s mother.

"The case might alarm vhiiv 
people.” | hievements. the

“So annoying, it cannot he fin- j mate murder of 
ished

ways and means resorted to bj 
Hunter during his sojourn in tin 
French capital required the pet 
of a Dumas to do it full justice 
His nqirvclous accomplishments 
his wonderful personal attrac 
tions, his almost supernatural waj 
>f committing any wrongdoing hi 
desired without inculpating him 
self; this, in conjunction with hi.- 
earner as ui singer, a painter, i 
doctor, and. lastly, us a hypnotist 
all described a history almost un 
equaled in its line for audacity 
skill and wickedness.

The crime for which the detec 
live “wanted” him was the mos* 
terrible and horrible of all his ac- 

•obbery and ulti- 
nn unfortunate

it is a illr ail—it might break
at any moment !” the physician i__ i would I

spirit that had dictated it.
She little knew the overwhclm-

decision had
dis*

said, as there was silence between j 
/he other two. ami lie looked aero; 
at them. They re alone. . ,. , ,, . ,, , , • . , ;jng relief that her"1U1 Blanche had gone a wav without a , , . , .i,„.i.,„i .i,,,.-. ...... I , ... , , . , brought to the man in thisloekeii Hour.-, iiiauetie was sitting, i word, lo save her life she could 1 ” , , TI ,

I,..;,,,, ...     r,.(.in ti„. ht,,,.. 11 i i- • agiceable moment of his life. Hadtr.'ing to recover nom t.ie tiiuii : have -tiokoii nothing. , . , ...
, ' lie ever given her a deep thought

I hen there followed a discus-j he migh, auJ woulJ undoubtedly 
sion as to what was best. It was|hilV(. j,,,,,, paillcd and hurt ut

•Vllvvnne "" *t she had done; but as it whs.
."\\ line to rjed awav. for manv reasons, to
close to Sir sax.p Liuly Rose from the cou-

-iilenee. i" : sequences that must ensue, if Al-

Comforting condition. Vanitv. iordinal
I '. 1 ,l,,n,l i”however, in some mutins, I-
stronger even than circumstances.! Taunton looked up at this : his 
and Blanche was not long before ! face grew very pale, 
she regained lier normal mental ! “Alwynnc’s mother dead ; 
rendition.• Comforting herself as ! “Of heart disease, quite sudden- 
regards the future by determ in- j l.v yesterday. That is to say, she 
ing that Taunton would never i bad a serious attack 
blame her for her action, since he 1 which terminated finally wi:

omprehend so well the j kind o,f syncope of the heart. Sir T°-
Hector says she has been a doom- 1 .v,m Wv,l*d n’llu
ed woman for years."- ° Scotland. Lady Rose s time

now. Isn’t it funny, IIii- ! young man, whom he had follow- 
go ? He never goes near the j cd about from place to place, in 
house. It is pitiable, sometimes. |order to make himself master of 
to see Alwynnc’s face, lest he | his fortune, and with whom lie 
should come. But she is well ! had grown intimate cut indy 
guarded. I cannot quite under- ! through the means of his ines- 
stand. however, how it is lie has meric power, which nature in the 
not done something.” > first place, and practice in the se-

“ Don’t you think lie has tried cond. had brought to such a pi tel:
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of illness. t<> do enough ?’
! with " r......

Taunton asked.
at

f perfection.
faint smile, as lie rose to, The newspapers took this 

their text to preach a tirade

And so August passed, Soptem
i lx r came and waned, and Octons . ’

blow I ] 
very hour ofi 
early that

that had fallen in the 
tier triumph. Only 
morning. Lady Rose 
in company, eoiiveyci 
a quiet nursing home 
Hector Carden’s r 
Harley Street,

There had liven a si rungs 
most unpleasant scene in the little i al), t|1( 
loudoir, when Lady Rose return- ^se]f t 
cd from bidding farewell to her i 
guests. It was a question of a 
struggle betwecu Sir Hector's 
will, and the will of the wliite-fac-, 
ed, nngrv man who faced him. I 
The doctor won, as lie was deter- *

agree
it was only as though some weight 
had been lifted from his sliould- 

, ers. leaving his arms free to fight 
wynne remained in her house ;jthc worM, or t„ work a l,u!wark 

• land to sav,. what was m<,re import- |of protection and pcacc about the
! slender, frail life, that spelled the 
meaning of his own.

When Lord Taunton took his CHAPTER XXXII
jdcpurturv at last, Sir Hector had | Lord Taunton had never ken 
I arranged everything, and the loi-1 so relieved about anything so 
lowing morning early Alwynne j mUcIi as lie was in the knowledge 

which the j of his sister's absence during the

girl's verv existence it-

lnined to du. and 
ed Mr. Hunter 
condition

quickly inform 
that his wife'

was driven to the holt
j physician had chosen, and placed j weeks that followed on the an- 

p Jin 'll” <‘«rc "f skilled and tender 1 nouecmeiil of the claim to his 
JJnur-cs. At Taunton’s suggestion j title and fortune. Fur awuy out

Hector, dared not permit her to ~ 11 !“>' whitc-crostcd waves,
out of his professional keeping. “°,C ° Uh’ i "J l-rowning her checks, and

"We will not minis' litter.-." wjrtainly hc-idv l„r;,he breeze giving health and
child 111 this hour of trouble and strength to her beloved Jack, 
misery. The world, fortunately. ! Lady Augusta had not u thought

of the trouble that was working 
against her brother and herself.

Blair Hunter at present was 
leaving his wife in peace. Taun- 

was not ! ton understood his movements, 
whi-perud in any way in cornice-1 He knew that the man was too

lie said, very coldly. "TIi 
tion is taken out of your 
now. This girl requires 
sort of care and intention 
desire to keep life ill her. 
must be placed apart from

*u< " I misery. The world, fortunately, 
had been too little impressed by 
Alwynnc’s fainting lit to attach 
anv inijsirtki.ee to it, and the 
whole matter had been so well ar

ranged that iter name
her.

hands
every
if We 

Site 
VoU.

refuse to allow you to move 
Yes, I know you arc her husband, 
but. as Lord Taunton said just 
now, we have certain laws in this 
country which will protect help
less women, even from their right-, 
fnl owners. You will, I am sure.! ,Tr «« a wh“h
see the advantage of ending a dis- ^ ^ weeka to k

;cd. Society could not under-
1 stand it, and yet, as every one 
said, Blair Hunter had been uni
versally described as a man of

tion will) the excitement of the 
moment, save, of course, in the 
fact of her being Blair Hunter’s 
wile.

It was a

termination—your defeat. f< 
present, at least ?"

Hunter looked a I the <

the

f. ir
lever 

moment inface lie for 
silence.

“I leave you victor of the situa
tion for tile moment, Si 
he said coolly. "Pray exercise 
your ‘might" as loug as the power 
remains to you. My right will |

thing as justice, and before many ! J 
we shall meet 

again!" lie bowed, and, turning

was
cool-headed to risk anything just 
now. aud so long as he did not at
tempt to molest his wife or inter
fere with Sir Hector’s care of 
her, so long would he himself be 
free from the powerful blow 
which that clever physician would 
most assuredly strike at him. The 
claimant for an old title, and to 
a place in an honorable family 

| mystery, and now, most surely, he j must not permit the public to
know him as he really was, a 
charlatan, trading by the weaken
ed physical condition of a half- 
starved, miserable, wholly sick 
girl. Let him put one finger to
ward her, and Sir Hector would 
publicly denounce him, and, in all 
probability, bring about some dis
agreeable if not actually danger
ous results.

Blair Hunter, if he indulged 
| «aie instant that she believed such | in a fury of auger against the fate

had...... developed into something
1 more startling than anything hu- 

,, man thought could have imagined.
Lady Rose was almost beside 

I herself. Answers to the questions 
she had none. She knew nothing, 

find a substantial roinedv in the "1"’ eoul1 tel1 1,0 mor<" tha“ what 
law. which vou so warm.lv udvo-!wils Publish('d ™ lll° PaF'rs- liul 
rate. Fortunately, there is such a Iwlu u questioned on her eredenee

of them, she became furious. Asp 
hours are gone we shall mcvt!if '' <vuid ^ «f'ougiit lms-ible for

at the door, he looked back. “I 
wish you good night, Lord Taun
ton !” he said, and, at the sneer 
on the last two words, the hot 
blood leaped into Taunton’s 
veins.

No sooner was lie gone, than 
-ady Rose came toward that sil

ent figure by tho fireplace.
"Oh,. Hugo !” she cried, worn 

out with agitation and distress. 
“What docs it mean? There is 
something so sinister and strange 
about that man—I—don’t under
stand.”

“I am afraid I do," was Taun
ton’s quiet answer ; and, with that 
he took out from his pocket Mr. 
Pennell's unopened letter, and 
read it. “The explanation ia 
iere !" he said, giving the letter 

to Lady Rose.
Her blanched face provoked a 

faint smile on his lips.
“Oh, Hugo, my dear, my dear 

—but—but it is all nonsense—all 
a mistake! Surely you do not 
credit it!”

The earl looked straight into 
the speaker’s eyes.

“Yon think I would stand here 
like this if I did?” he asked curt- 
l“, proudly. ‘ It is the yelp and 

of a malignant, clever enr; 
have to be met never-

history of the Taunton family 
from its earliest foundation as 
well as she had known her o\.n 

But Blanche ? That was, after 
all, what the crowd desired most 
to know—what Blanche thought, 
what Blanche would do.

The world, for once, was grati
fied by beipg informed again 
through the medium of the news
papers, that the engagement of 
marriage announced only a few 
days ago between the Earl of 
Taunton and Torre and Miss 
Blanche Glenlee was suddenly 
terminated.

For explanation of this, every 
one had their own particular rea
son, but no one except Blanche, 
her mother, and Taunton know 
exactly the true one, which was 
that the man had given back her 
freedom to the Woman whom lie 
had asked to bf his wife, during 
the period in wkich tho name he 
had offered to her was threatened 
—even though there was some
thing nearly approaching tho ridi
culous in that same threat—by 
dishonor and disgrace.

To Lad^ Rose’s intense pain 
and aatonish-^ent, Blanche coldly 
accepted her lover's offer. Lady 
Rose was nearly distraught.

in
mi'll

a thing ! She who had known the | that had put him in the power of
so strung a man, was too cautions 
to let that anger lead him into 
any hasty step.

It was this coolness on his part 
which astonished Taunton. He 
knew that Hunter could never 
substantiate his claim. He had 
uot the faintest scintillation of 
fear. He saw that Mr. Pennell 
was more than agitated as to the 
result of the trial, but he himself 
liad not the smallest discomfort 
on the question.

Fortunately, the case came on 
immediately. So great was the 
interest expressed in the matter, 
that many people who would in 
tho ordinary course of events 
have hastened from town, remain
ed to lend their assistance, if that 
were possible, to the man whom 
everybody esteemed, liked and 
respected.

It was hoped to have the mat
ter settled before the long vaca
tion, but Lord Taunton knew this 
would be an impi^sibility. The 
list of witnesses on his side was 
enormous, and the case threatened 
to give employment for something 
like months.

It was, in fact, adjourned till 
the autumn, and every one was 
full of commiseration for the 
vexatious

“And she—”
Lady Rose understood his 

quiet, constrained voice.
“Alwynne is prostrated. It 

was a great joy to her to see her 
mother again. Sir Hector told 
me he was almost afraid the meet
ing would have been harmful to 
the girl, but instead it seemed to 
do her good. The separation 
from her mother had weighed so 
terribly on her mind aud was 
eating away at her heart all the 
time. She had told me she felt 
her mother would never forgive 
her, never see her again, and 
even now I do not know what in
duced Lady Graham to relent. 
But she did go. suddenly, two 
days ago, and maybe it was the 
sight of the child’s forlorn condi
tion that brought on the illness 
which ended so fatally.”

Lord Taunton was drawing his 
gloves off aud on. His thoughts 
had gone out of the drawingroom 
in which he sat to that meeting by 
Alwynnc’s sick bed. His memory 
conjured up the portrait of Mrs. 
Brabante as lie had last seen her ; 
so regal in her cold bounty, so 
strange in her curiously isolated 
position, a woman never to he for
gotten.

“And she is dead i" he said in- 
volontary. It was hard to believe 
this.

“She is dead,” Lady Rose re
peated. “She is dead, and Al
wynne sorrows for her. But the 
mother has left her child a leg
acy, which has given her peace, 
and will bring satisfaction.1 Hu
go ! Just imagine ! Alwynne be
longs to the Bradley family ! Her 
mother was married to William 
St. Vincent Bradley. Of course, 
you will not remember him. but 
you must have heard, at some 
time or other, mention made of 
handsome Wil Bradley. He was 
commonly supposed to be the 
wildest soul that ever drew 
breath, and was credited with all 
sorts of escapades. He 
died out in India, years ago. He 
married, it seems now, before he 
left England, and Alwynne is the 
child of the marriage. Yes, I 
know what is passing in your 
mind! Why the family have 
never recognized either mother 
or child. It is easy to understand 
when one remembers the Bradley 
pride. Alwynnc’s mother was of 
humble origin, and they would 
not own her. The woman in her 
turn had some pride, and refused 
to claim any further recognition 
from them, and then—well, then 
her life, perhaps, put her still 
farther outside the barrier. She 
was Louise Laic, the burlesque ar
tiste, yon know, and there is no 
more to be said. After that, her 
career was almost traditional. 
But she is dead, and death levels 
many things.”

Taunton sat with drawn brows.
All the struggle that had gone 

through Alwynnc’s young mind 
was fully comprehended by him. 
He could not fail to censure the 
dead woman, and yet he was full 
of pity fot her, too. He sighed 
deeply, and Lady Rose promptly 
began to fuss about him.

“You want Augusta home?” 
she said

away!”

was full of solicitude. Sin 
a great pain in seeing this 
so changed and worn. She 
nothing beyond what lay on 
surface, but 1: 
and her worn;

sit

their midst a performance 
as that given bv the ; 

f'1” j limiter in many a great London 
Very little was said about 

young wife, whose assistance 
been so necessary to him in 

r woman s instinct ! |ds peculiar way of making mon
heart tatlimood ,,v Ahvyiiiie's connection with 

mi was touched on verv

her was I 
I with her 
I weather was

tsy painting the world 
autumn brush. The 

wonderful;—clear.

man | house, 
mew ; t]1(,

‘he I had 
'his 
'ey.

•face, and spoke to |.j lightly; |
exprès- j

> sup

below that
her of some suffering which had ; hut there was ii genera 
no connection with the Hunter j s;ol, given that would lead ti 
affair, or her own daughter. Thev | pose sho had been..native agent j 
clasped hands warmly as he went j [u the past, and that even in the 
away . ; fact of being this man’s wife, she

“You are a true friend. I shall \ had succumbed only to the strong
and evil influence hr exercised up 
on her.

It was Lord Taunton’s influ
ence which shielded Alwynne in 
this moment. The news of Hunt
er’s arrest had been brought to 
him just when he was on Je 
point of going up to Scot bun. in 
company with his lawyer to make 
personal researches in view ut de- 
coming trial. His first thought 
was for the woman he loved. 
Above all. she must lx: kept as far 
apart from the publicity and 
shame. I xml Taunton’s pen 

probably, on toe ; influence was found to 
the movement, great pAwcr. In every 

hostess with in-1 succeeded as he intemli

never forget your kindness,” Hu
go said, his voice growing tender 
as it knew how to do sometimes.

Lady Rose .-at thinking deeply 
after he had gone.

“Blanche had lost him forever. 
No matter what the issue may lx-, 
it can be but one way. He will 
never return to her!"

And, with a sigh of regret, for 
despite her womanliness and sin
cere friendship. Blanche’s mother 
was not absolutely an idealist. 
Lady Rose went to greet some 
newcomer, who would discourse 
for an hour, 
cause celebrc of 
and wearv her

tonal 
have a 

ease lie 
I to. and

‘he j ll0 matter what savory scandal 
an -would lie dished up for the world

numerable questions, which 
court of justice alone eouhl
ower. | to read and comment on, her fair

Society had barely been seat- name would be kept sacred and 
tered a week, and was still to be 'free from degradation. '
found clustered in goodly num- ] Tho ncW5 0f Blair Hunter * ar
bors at Cowes, or on Scottish j WgS hardly a day old before

had on- 
in

ease was forthcoming in a novel hirth by his own hand
The evening papers sol

moors, when tho solution to ‘h< ;tlle gigantic bubble he 
extraordinary Taunton mid Torre j dcavon,d to blow was broken

“Thank GoiL sue is 
as his earnest re pi

and most unexpected manner, 
one which provoked the most wild 
excitement amid all classes as 
soon as the news reached them.

This was no less a matter thaï) 
the discovery by an astute French 
detective that the claimant to the 
title and estates of the earldom of 
Taunton and Torre was a crim
inal, for whom he had been 
searching for several years, but 
vho had always managed to evade 
and elude him in a manner little 
less than marvelous.

The record of crime brought to 
light by this detective against 
Hunter—who possessed at least a 
good dozen aliases—was one so 
remarkable in ingenuity and fer
tile resources as to wake some
thing like admiration in the 
breast, even for so hardened and 
extraordinary a criminal.

There was scarcely a branch of 
dishonesty which had not lxim 
practiced by the man at some time 
or other of the career, and in 
every case, except one, he had 
managed to escape detection and 
punishment, and even suspicion.

The one and only time in 
which justice had overtaken him 
had been several years back, when 
he had been sojourning in Aus
tralia, pursuing, in conjunction 
with some few kindred spirits, a 
policy of dishonesty on an enor
mous scale, and which, unfortun
ately for him and his confederat
es, ended in such a way as to 
bring them all into the hands of 
the law. Hunter .had suffered 
two years’ imprisonment for this 
offense, and immediately on his 
release had sailed for Europe, 
choosing Paris as his headquart
ers for further speculations.

The history given in the news
papers—which eagerly seized on 
the Taunton affair as a godsend

ut u
tremendous rate, for the news 
had circulated far and wide that 
the claimant to the Taunton title 
had made full confession of the 
fraud he was about to perpetrate, 
and avowed the fact that the posi
tion of the present owner of the 
title was, so far as he was concern
ed, what it had always been—the 
position of a man who, by right of 
birth and long descent, held his 
own among the great ones ut the 
land.

CHAPTER XXX11I
Blanche Glenlee spent a most 

uncomfortable August. She ac
companied her mother to Scot
land, not because she had any par 
tieular liking for the Highland 
scenery or pure air. or Ixicuuse 
she affected her mother’s society, 
but because she wished to avoid 
meeting any of her own world 
just at this particular crisis.

To say she was mortified and 
angry with herself would lx1 hut 
to sketch ,in very faint lines the 
state of her feelings. She knew 
so well the comment and chatter 
that would be circulating nliout 
her at this moment, and how 
those who had envied her would 
probably rejoice at tho foolish 
position in which her hasty and 
inconsiderate action had placed 
her.

Hnr mother had sufficient tact 
and affection to make no sort of 
remark whatever, and boro .with 
Blanche’s ill humor as only a 
mother can. But Lady Rose 
would not have been human if 
she, too, had not felt mortified at 
the lack of womanliness which 
had prompted her child to re
nounce all connection with a man

j warm, bright—an unusual and de- 
j lightful continuation of summer.
I III a certain title village nest
ling in the heart of Yorkshire, na
ture seemed at her greatest beau
ty. The rugged grandeur of the 
scenery, the distant vistas of hills, 
clothed in the unfading heats, 
melting and mingling into the 

i misty clouds, and forming a deep, 
hadowy background to the few 

houses scattered here and there, 
all gave one a sense of freedom 
and rest, of peace and solitude.

Alwynne walked slowly 
through the rough lanes. She 
stopped every now and then at 
some bend in the road to look 
a round her, and to feel tho beau
ty of the scene creep into her 
heart. She was dressed in a 
rough black serge, almost the 
same sort of dross she had worn 
when she had crossed the rough 
Atlantic, and had felt the salt 
spray and wind dash in her face.
She had grown very thin, and 
walked slowly, leaning on a stick 
as she toiled over the hilly path.

Behind her, following her 
closely, was a huge dog, a hour- 
hound, which was at once the ad
miration aud terror of the village 
which was her home now. Tin- 
dog followed her sedately, and 
every now and again she put her 
little hand on his big, smooth 
head and said some ten
der worh to him. and 
the animal would look up m 
her at such moments as if acknow
ledging the words and expressing 
his delight in her gentle presence.

The splendid hound had been 
with her a monrli now, having 
been sent down one day from 
town in company with a sturdy, 
rough, active little pony and a 
strong country cart. She took 
him in at ouce, though Marie, 
who had the care of her young 
mistress once again broke out’ into 
voluble expressions of fear. Al
wynne had not need of words 
with him. She knew from whom 
he came, and she welcomed him 
for the silent giver’s sake with a 
warmth and tenderness straight 
from her heart. He was to her a 
wonderful solace and enjoyment, 
a comrade in her daily lonely 
walks, a friend who would be 
faithful unto death.

Alwynne stood at one corner 
for a long time, lost in thought. 
What thoughts were in her brain 
—what memories ? What a 
strange, bewildering series of pic
tures!

The peace of her new life was 
something almost divine. A t.
moments she would start sudden
ly ont of her calmneès, and - her 
heart would begin to thump gad 
beat like some caged animal Ban 
was nervous. Her mental system 
had been well-nigh shattered fcy 
tho strain sho had endured. Ms) 1 
illness had been all nerves. It 
would be many and many a 
month before sho would recover 
her normal balance and men» " 
constitution.

Standing with her hand 
on the dog’s head, her c 
out to the distant hills 
fell into a sort of w 

All the qvents ** 
weeks flittetK 
long illness,
Marie, and ,tl

f


