* —

'HE WEEKLY

Oh, P
hat 1 Oh, 1 1
\}
} I
f |
! 1 \ J I |
|
face fl | v e | ' h vith haif
Oh, Mr. H ¥ 1 f
¥ W 1 o
‘ L ‘Do y what I ha' bin thinkin® on
I na ey ! All a
‘W i 0 D Oh, v Duleic I thought as you wer
iy L old Hary g o e Wdih-Sonnton \
patting & { 1 No; | worn't exact asleep, Peach-Dl
i 5 o g . m. It seem nehow as though 1 wor
fir tas half-asleey awalk I wor werry
nany a day
' acelful neve '
Peachy, think many good £ RN I .
n { thels . 1 | thi ! e and over me
the d % n jest a few words as m 1
v t ¢ .
: . " f ¢ When she wor a-dying
Da wa 1 a o} o |
t it all ready, and have a cup of
e v v t she awol ATY I ) ¥
ul st manner of doubt | %10 ¢
i bighly ncurishing and sup. | 1M 80 weak
T Sonf W fect Dul havin® hleve
wre almost instant \ hie must not 50
am 1 I th hee n
t boinsdat Oay all,” )
the least idea, 81 b tbout him he ol k m
{ vorf . ed to read out f
I v -
her, as the f
Hitl ) wl
nly tl |
et v |
1 \ "
\
f—wl ha
witl
f-t I
m f
nof herd 1
A silly
thing w
al |
1 wa It
nger it
I wted ar
¢ i 1
felt ! ful. She went ttle A | was away ! when their own
t pla t the fire, for it had wel was absolutely le
t. and the k boil. 1 re P heart even to think of
Iv as Dul 1, and Dulcie—Dulcie who had
ago, and | loved her devotedly, in whose care their
the heef | dying mother left her— uld say calmly
t. She then filled | that he had never a eare, Peachy wisl

water, and
Yes, what a com
at last, and all
wd get well on

an hour the sick

Inam
r feet and

and taking the
! ured out a cup of
Well, certainly it not look
g3 it had an n red look,
les of under-done fat
had n v No

d extremely ions,  She
brimmir her lips t
Well! no e did not
try another v
about 1 ea! al

r stufl, er nasty tha
had no doubt, however,

ne, the virtue lay beneatl
nl.. nee in its hea
d poor Dulcie’s
sy Wa
ef-tea at last,
the doctor says as you've
made quite well again.”
s it 1" said 1 ie. I never
I'any way, Let me have a

Dulcie

her hand under her head and
s and Dulcie took a long sip
not try another, however, She
said, a UJL faintly
“I don’t think as s

She

rry good. T'da

s0 motionless, with her

of stupor,
the bed,
her hands supportin
was & quick run up the stairs,
2 rather impatient tap at 'Lwld or,
Peach-blossom opene ‘i it
out with medicine.

very much, and partly made up, in the s
surance with which it filled her mind, for
the failure of the beef-tea,
unbappy to care to exert herself
it began to grow dusk ;
another tap at the door, It
was a very faint and timid tap this time,

rouse herself to drink that beef
S t must be nourishing
would do anything but lie
dark lashes hiding

her sunken eves

CHAPTER XXIV,~—=MRS, GENTLE

Duleie lay most of the afternoonin akina
and Peachy sat on the side of
her elbows resting on her knees,

her chin Hn.w:\.m

a boy stood with-

e enquired of Peachy
d Peachy.

“(an you read
“No—never a line,” answer

Then he told her she was to give half the
to Dulcie when she

mtents of the hottle
woke,

wed, with the bottle
| That medicine comforted |

She sat on, t
listless and

nany way, unti
then there came

and it eame without any perceptible fore

runner of footsteps,

ef she ‘hh‘ t drink up that ’ere heef-tea a

er breathing, and pu b ack her heavy,

removed her bonnet 1w| h

lowed by
When

but she was on noaccount to disturb
her to take it, and with a nod he vanished

Peachy sat down again on the side of the
of medicine clasped in | werry kind woman, and I'm more obligated |and as hard as ]w\'--r you like,

so that Peachy, sitting

R e e Y
\
MESSENGER.
Lit about an inch. A woman was stand-| Mrs. i Be you ealled Mrs, Jones or
a tall, pale woman, dressed in| Mrs, lease, ma'am 1"
wk Dark as it was ! “No, | neither o' they,  You may
| son fliculty | call me- , if you like, Mrs, Gent
t ht of ¢ Peach-bl m
" lay their 1 | Gientl repe 1 Peachy ; “I like tha
ra fartl 1 v look like
1 ! ppy lambs who feed may |
O » ed T y m
el ! 1 w 1 I r irH r n
] | wmber ! awd she { for tl sinee
v v ‘ Wi me her mothe lea athered nto the ¢
a tr n v 1 vou fordng embrace of a loving woman ; hut
ety 1 n;y D s when Mrs, Gentle Kissed her she left n
1 as Wever wor, and hlour little Angel as| tears o 1 After that they busied
1 pr vl | 1 themselves over the heef-tea and toast, m
% know nothink "bout our darlin’| til Dulcie awoke. It wasquite dark by that
Angel ‘s gone quite away, same | time, and th h the fire-hight shed a warm
i little gal w (uite away.’ glow over the centre which immediately
not so far as that,” answered tl urounded it wa dark for Dul
! ‘1 far, nor so complete | cie to notice the strange woman who knelt
Wiy tl tra now my by the hearth She called to her sist who

i, but 1 had a dream as y ed her almost trembling with ex-

iy little d Don't y and bearing in her hand a steam-
v love, children like your ¢ delicious cup of real, strong beef-
1 care on by Almighty God. | tea
1 this "ere gal 1" “ Dalcie, please—"tis better now

bave another sip of the beef-tea
I'ever since our little Duleie allowed her head to be rais
> 1 to-day I’'m mortal the fragrant smell encouraging her,

real bad, she do talk so|asip ; onesip,and yet anc er, did
he won't h'eat nothink—not | until the
my beef-ten, and the doctor did say |had disap
llHllll]

iid Peach-bl m;

she take,
urishing food, toast and all,

d, and Peachy, flushed
sat down on theside of the .
said llu\ ie, and already her
k as she'll die,” said the|voice was stro and more natural'in its
It down as she spoke, and | wne, “1'd real ]llu ef you were to sing me
1 very softly over Dulcie’s|* Home, sweet Home.””
listened for a moment to| Peachy started at this request; she felt her
heart failing her, and something like a lnmp

Te

lark hair,

Then she got up, say

i “Dosing * Home, sweet Home,’

a sleep IUM wor, r\wl Duleie

' repeated

u.l()ml‘ *s a little moisture on Still Peachy hesitated.  “Home, sweet

won't die, my dear, she'll do! Home” was her favorite song—the song

ve won't disturh her, but you she sang best, the song she felt, now that

et ready the beef-tea to give Angel was gone, she conld never, never bear

wakes to sing or hear again. for little Angelghad
ready,” “, Y ") loved it =0, and was Leginning to join her

s heart wa 1,‘ own dear little tiny voice so very prettily in

ew not what measure of coin.|the chor achy began to f all her

od reliaf fears for reviving, when she made so

“Tis h'all ready,
I

‘am. I'm feared as it may be a t; for Dulcie knew well

¢ had been to Angel, what it
had been to them xl. Y Duleie must
really be dving when she asked for this song.
But “when a third time she d,in a
slightly fretful key, that Peachy would sing
“ Home, sweet Home,” the little girl felt
that t her what it might, she must make
Trembling all over, her voice
1sky with the effort after self-control, she
commenced ; but her own perfect knowledge
of the tune gave her confidence, and sweet
'unl full the exquisite, bird-like voice took
up the second part of the first verse—

1
w a littl
he said, | the attempt,

it worn’t a good thing a yme h'in
afternoon.  Why, my poor little honey,
this ain’t beef-tea at all ; yer sister "ud only
be made worse by sech bad, sickening stu II
s this. You get me one of yer saucepans,
Peachy, and make it werry clean, and 1" 1|
how you, deary, how to make it right—s

ef Dulcie won't drink it up when it is mr\'lr
right.”

I'he next half-hour was one of great hap-
iness to Peachy. She watched the catting
ip of the beef, and saw it, with the same

he

“ A eharm from the skles seems to hallow us

there,
Which seek thro' the world 1s ne'er met with
elsewnere,
Home! home' sweet, sweet, home'
There's no place like home

A cry from the bed suddenly broke on
had poured over it, turned into | her ear’; Dulcie had started forward
he saucepan, and a little salt added ; and|  «Oh, Peachy, Peachy!” she Y
the m-:|-:m was put upon the fire, | through a whole torrent of choking sobs,
and the woman in black explained to P achy | @ therell never, never be no more sweet
how beef-tea n Jjust boil, and keep just home for u Oh, my little Angel—my
boiling, but never quite boil, which was | little Angel! 3 :
altogether an inexplicable mystery to so| [t was the first time since she had lain
ignorant a little cook. Presently from|down on her sick-bed that Dulcie had men-
mder the lid of the saucepan issued forth a'tjoned Angel ; it was the first time a tear
most fragrant  smell, at  which Peachy had come to her eyes. Now the full tor-
macked her lips and tried to live over in|yent of tears came with such an agony that
imagination the delightful moment for |t almost seemed as if it must rend the weak,
Dulcie when she would be drinking up| frail life away. Peachy was terrified ; but
ymie real, fragrant, strong beef-tea.  Poor| Mys, Gentle knew what to do. She to
Peachy was very hungry herself,, which, the weeping, exhausted girl in her arms,
ubtless, made her n{nlqmnm nof Duleie’s and laid her head on her shoulder, and told
! -nJuumn the keener, her to cry her fill, “Don’t be frightened,
he said at last, “ yer a honey,” she said ; “ery as long as you like,
t 'ull do
y you than W'any words can say, but I'd like a real power o’ good.”  She also found
well to know yer name. You kvow lime and opportunity to whisper to Peachy
Vall Wour names, ma’am, even mine, though | that these tears had taken the pressure off
I can’t tell how hever vou guessed it ; but|the poor child’s brain, and in all probability
I don’t know how Iui to eall you, ma’am.* | had saved her life,

Had there been light enough to see by “My little Angel—my little lost, lost
Peachy would have noticed a faint flu h|lost Angel 1" sobbed the poor girl. It was
ome over the sad woman’s face ; she did not until these cries had soothed themselves
not k at all for a moment, then she said | down, and from their very force were ex-
in a faltering, rather apologetic kind of tone, | hausted, that Mrs. Geutle, still holdng Dul-

water &

ymit

ma'am

T
|

in the dark, felt for a moment half afraid to |« 'y allers rare and quick at picking up | cie clasped to her bosom, began her task of

attend to it ; but when the knock came a
econd time, a little more firmly, fearing
that it might continue and disturb Duleie, |

<he

sse softly, erept to the door, and open- | know a Mrs, Jones,

, and I never heered little ml-mllm comforter.
| pretty ones as you three!” | “I wouldn't fret about the little Angel ;
“Yes, but wot’s vour name, ma'am 7 I she's safe, mul no harm can happen to lhr
and I did know dear | little dear.”

nauw
by

)

:
\
o

-

- e asafiob Tt

B

m|u||u
safe
“Do
good k
away 1
green p
a1l

woman

hone)

that's |
when y
His otl
I think

werry
back a
“ON
-I'm
Him, ¢
Maybe
“Ol
“lets
When

said M
take }

musty
&

Du
sunk
and n
fore )

She
she ca
took
quiet
ing, f
now t
with
wome

e
Now

“y

band
tell 1

Seey

and
this,
near
sleev
mar)

mor
spea
“

con!
got
nor
He
and
not
fur
givi
cou




