Whrited—A Liule G, Eﬂ:ﬁ here, and took & long, & laet | would leave l"l'l'ﬂiﬂﬂ to yo R Why do | yeaterday. Why do I feel no sur ®, 0o | ever met me. Had be even doubted on the
w

ﬁgﬂ h‘l'" they gone to—the little gixls, of each other. you ask me to-day émotion ? Is the mind indeed within me subject his treachery would bave been
:E:."&&"Elﬁ?ﬁ'ﬁ'ﬁ:ﬂ:tﬁfh“m’ How can I write of it, how desoribe the |~ « Law, mum, sure ii's Christmas day,|dead? Iam more puzsied by my own unequalled. But you oannot think that;
talk of something besides the boys ¢ snguish of those few minutes, in which & | ana 1 thought maybe as 'ow—-1 oalmness at this moment than even by an | it is impossible you can think it ; therefore
icl R whole year's keenest torture was ocom. “ Obristmas day, is it I I exolaim, curi. | event 80 unexpeoted as his presence here. | say so I
Materod RO Sa e fnﬂ:;-'l‘;_d, pressed? How paint word by word the ously, “Then I have been & whole fort-| We both stand still and gaze at each till he is lﬂiul—nmlnnnild 80, a8 it
Little 0ld flirts who talk of theis © bianx mad but bopeless olinging, the lingerin night in this place.” Other. As far as I am conoerned, time |seeme to me. His eyes are still downoass -
Aud vie with each otuer in stylish elothes. touch of hands that mever more shoul * Yes, mum, A whole fortnight and one dies; I forget these weary months at]the evil determination in his face is
Fithle ola beles, whi a4 ing and tee Cmbinga? 7 1 Paseon, of Ahe B | aay, by v k e liverky of Aaking Sob so | . *Hin span s Eass o 4 Sesoge. | aironger ; hia une s digei deep forrows
sick of p easure &, ¥+ 1ton e iy of as ou to | more, I8 eyes Are 8 BAD ORID.
we of tiavel, urfhﬂila.' Eﬁuﬂf o Itis over,and he is gone, and I have order dinner for this one night, lhilfh’ing as | with undhgu.in{ud pain, the ohanges in mf “Why dn};'i you speak,” oried I, fiercely ;
Bd no new thing under the sun, fallen into a settled state of apathy and you might put a pame to Something or | face and form. At length he speaks. “what do you mean by stunding there
Once in the beautiful long ago indifferenoe to what is going on around me, other dllm{ that you fancies.” “Ihardly thought to meet you here, silent, with that hateful expression u&on
Bome dearlittie children fuun-r'.l to know ; that surely bears some resemblance to a **Indeed I have no choice, cook, and I am | Mra. Car p," he BAYS, lﬂmﬂnl your fage ? Do you mean %0 insinuate that
111;{.' ‘Irhttl.‘ll'hl'l! merry as lambes at ﬁ.hy' melancho y madness. not at all hunm.r_u ‘lﬂwlft and addressing me in the low, I there was a doubt in bis mind ? Look at me,
Sughed aud rollicked the livelong day. Haszelion is a very pretty, old-fashioned | Likely enongh, mum, considering it is | hushed tone one adopts towards the eiok | and answer truly. Do you believe Marma-
They thought uot atall of the “style * of their | BOUSe, about half the size of Btrangemore | pow only twelve o'olook ; but for a lady |or dying. He appears agitated, duke knew that woman to be livivg when
mh‘nlutﬂu. e 2 T T '—"l'tﬁl:lllﬂ!‘ straggling rooms ""lh‘“i:‘l' like yourself, as eats no luncheon to :S“I I regard him with fixed coldness, | be married me 2"
“Other Siin hratiatat, b PR e E’uﬂmu ﬂz?ﬂm‘:‘-“.:.g:‘;‘:ﬁ oac li:h 4 of, you will for certain be starved by| * You, whe know all," I say, with quist | I am half mad with tuspense and fear,
they ; ng po seven, emphasis, * why do you ecall me by that | Placing both my hands upon his arm, I put
Iplundi’d fellows to help them play, oak, some riohly, heavily oarpeted ; 1”1:' “I thought a Ohriatmas dinner never [name? Call me Phyllis ; that, at least, | forth all my puny streugth, and aotuully
pioturesque place, that at any other varied, cook, You oan have the usual |still remains to me."” compel him, strovg man as he ie, o meet
E“"? bave thoy Bone ot oYU seo time, and under any other ciroumstances, thing, I suppose.” He flushes orimson, and a pained look | my gaze,
would Cive s Lo crre. ond hier to we. would bave filled me with admiration. **In course, mum,” Bays oook, undaunted, | comes into his eyes. ; For a moment kp hesitates—a long mo.

I would give & mieaal of rlu‘-ult gold .
To one of those dear little girlsof old, | Alaroff one oan catoh a glimpae of the [ g1 14 5 fine, fat, healthy-looking woman,| *I suppose,” ] g0 on, ourioualy, * that | ment—and then ' the right triumphs,

With an innocont beart and an open sumile, 8ea. From the parlor windows it is plaioly | with lar 6 eyes, and slightly wheezy intona- | Iast warnip u gave Marmaduke at the | Though in his own mind he is firmly con.
9 iuows Lot the meaning of “dirt" or visible; in the osher rooms a rising hill, sion, “E‘h“?:;* s '-Ln nh.nl{jr e | ibeiry duuf- 4 h:!um-— at Strangemore,” | vinced tbat oau he but endae my mind
aud in summer the foliage, intercept the | o swallow some of her own good th gorrecting myself without haste, * had |with this doubt of Marmaduke's integrity,
view. In reality it is only a mile and a that had inadvertently stuck in her throat. | reference to—that woman? Am I right ?" | is will subetantially aid his own cause, still,
balf distant from the house,so that at|yq seems to me that I ought tolove this| * Yes: I regret now having ever utterdit.” | being a gentleman born and bred, he finds
Dight when the wind is high, the sullen comfortable creature, who is 8o obstinately | ** Regreta are useless, and your words |a difficulty in b & his lips to utter the
roar of it comes to the listening ear, bent on flattering me against my mu?, did no m, Thinking of things sinoe, I miserable falsehood.
The few servants who have had the |« But whatever { may 8ay, & plum pud. | knew they must have meant an allusion to| ¢ No; I don’t believe he did know,"” he
house in charge have been retained, and | ding for a delicats lady like you is onoom- | her.” answers, doggedly.
three more have been added. These have mon 'eavy on the 'art and mind when bed-| * How calmly you epeak of it!" he eays,| * You are sure of this?" I ask, feverishly.
evidently made up their minds to receive | hour comes. If you would just say any- | amazed, “I would give my oath of it,” he replies,
me with open arms ; but as a week passes, | thing that wounld please you—something| ‘' I speak asl feel,” I reply. with inoreased sullenness. ;
and I show no signs of interest in them, or | light that I might try my bhand on—an ios-| There is rather an awkward pause. Now| * Coward!” murmur I bitterly, taking
their work, or the gardens, or anything con. pudding, now ?"—this with as near an |that he 18 here, the question naturally pre- | my handas from his arm, and turning AWAY,
nected with my life, thu& are olearly puz- | attempt at oeaxing as respeot will permit. | sents itself—for what reason has he come ? g?ha excitement of the past few minutes
sled and disappointed. This I noticein a| Bus the word * ioe-pudding" calls up old | At length—— | bas been terrible to my weakened frame;
dull, wondering fashion. Wby can they | memories ; I remember my ancient weak-| * Will you not say you are glad to see | I feel a vague dizainess, a coldness creeping
E:i l:;a a8 indifferent to me us I am to :m for that pmi:ghr confeotion. My |me ?" ventures Sir Mark, uneasily. over m.i: I nim.in ﬁbﬂ hl_nH*:ﬂl' tf;jnm
em - rOWs oontract; a pain fills m “Iam neither glad no 2 is | home ; should I ¢ nt, there wi nothing
All the visitors that should call do call ; | breass. " 4 unmoved Hinrn': "gllii““!!mm mng for it but for Sir Mark to oarry me there,
it is not a populous neighborhood, but as I| No, no! anything but ioe-pudding,” I | emotional, I believe my real feeling just | 8nd to have that man’s arms round me for
decline seelvg them, and do not return 8ay, haatily ;  I—hate it.” now 18 indifference. Considering how | B0 long a time is more than I oould endure. 1
their visits, the would-be acquaintance| # Dear me, mum | now do you ? Most of | unlooked.for is your presence here, it |The bare thought of it nerves me #0 aotion, |
drops. On Monday the vicar, a alight, | the :r;lululilr lovesit. Then what would yon astonishes even myself that I can oall up | Hurriedly drawing ajpin from some seoret
mhllnnlnnl-looh::&n man, rides up to the|say? I'm & first-olass hand in the pastry | go little surprise. Curious, is it not ? You | foldof mydrees, I prees :HI:F into my arm,
door, and, being retused admittanoe, leaves | line—— | look thin, I think, and older—not 8o well | 80 deep iﬂ presently I feel a warm slug-
his oard, and expresses his intention of | ¢ Make me—a meringue,” I murmur, in | a3 when last we met.” bitterly. * Have you come all the way
coming again some day soon, Which mes- despair, seeing I shall bave to give in, or| He grows a shade paler. down here to tell me what I know so well
8age, being conveyed to me by the respeot- | else g0 through a list from the cookery| « pc I1?" Then, drawing a hard, quiok | already " ;
able person who eigns here as butler, | book, and fortunately remembering how I breath—* And you, child, what have you| " Yes, and for something more; to ask
raises my ire, and induces me to give an | onoe heard a olever housekeeper say there | been doing with yourself ? Exocept for your | you to be my wife. Hush! le# me speak.
order on the spot that never, on any pre- | were fow sweets so diffioult to bring to per- eyes, it is hardly you I see. 8o white, so | I know the answer you would make me,
~ “Yop, pir." tence whatever, is any one—vicar or no feotion., But the difficulty, if there is any, worn, 8o ohanged; this place is killing | but I do not think you have fully weighed
= “ It may be Il to ¢t you know thag | V108 —t0 be admitted to my presence. only enchants my goddess of the range. you.” | everything. Were you to endure this life
' ﬂ‘:!: L g wﬂd 1 » 31 uﬂnuu;l . Bunday ocomes, but I feel no inolination| * Very good, mum; you shall 'ave it,”|” «I4is a very quiet place. It suits me |YOu are now leading but for a season, for a
ot mi ?Erc;:; nn“ L are leaving home to clothe myself and go !urtlg to confess my she says, rapturously ; and retires with better than any other oounld.” year, even for séveral years, I would say
“Indeed, si ?ma mnfr " Tynon's face | *12® 80d pour out my griets in the house of [ flying colors, having beaten me ignomi-| [ tel) you it is killing you,” he repeats, | hothing ; bus until this woman, this Car-
I“ L r Fﬂn.i S r:nn : = png::. All days are alike to me, and I niously. angrily. “ Better to face and endare the | lotta, u oan never be his wife.
ntrE" SCWy 'FEIPE ";- chmlih " bein. shrink with & morbid horror from present-| A month—two monthe—go by, and still | worla’s talk at once, than linger here until ember 'rﬂ- And who ever knew any
.';“ 3"'“1 'm'}“ oy “‘, 5 ing myself to the eyes of my fellows. In|my self.im seclusion is unbroken. body and soul pars.” one to die quickly whose death was longed
Ilighu fﬁun%:u awn cate regret and | .. quiet retreat I can bury myself, and Now and again I receive a letter from | T ghall never face the world,” return I,[for? Look at annuitants, for iunnm_:n;
'“ﬂlw, huﬂ;L feel much disappointed at | 2UF%¢ MY Wwrongs, and brood over my)former friends, but these I discourage. | quietly, ‘* Here is my oconvent ; at leasg | they live for ever ; therefore this isolation
c ‘Eﬂ"“ 2% | troubles without interference from a oruel | From mother I hear regularly onoe a week, | within its walls I find peace. I see no one, | of yours will know n> end.”

PHYLLIS.

BY THE DUCHESS,

g

Author of “Molly Bawn,' " The Baby,” " Airy
Fairy Lilian,” eto., ste.

There is & low apologetio knock at the
door. Instantly I seat myself on the sofa
in a8 digoified an attitude as I can assume,
oongidering my hair is all awry and my

8 orimeon. 'Duke lowers the lamp
prudently, and falls back to the hearthrug,
standing with his hands olasped oarelessly
behind him, before he Baye, in a olear, dis-
tinot tone ;

“ Come ip.”

“Dinner 18 served,” announoces Tynon,
soltly, with tbe vaguest, discreetest of
ong. How is it that servants always
know everything ?

** Very good,” returns Marmaduke, in his
;‘ ordinary voice. * Let Mrs. Vernon know.”
- Then, as though acting on a second

“Tynon.”

e = —————

obliged to leave home at partiou- | oora ' whether I answer her or not. Poor talk.
mother ! | therefore h h I am motionless, ¢paechless, from rage
serlhagnin 'h::; _ %ﬁf’g{:’:‘iﬂ“m‘ takos | .. I fiod some hall-finished work among my | Bhe has begged and prayed for permission hﬁfﬁmﬁﬁf 4 e N and amazement.
L1 ' w no delay. | hong over it hour by hour; more often 1t | whether I am well or ill; bus all to no|voun must—you oannet fail to tire of it, Is

I shall leave behind me the usual sum of falls unheeded on ‘my lap, while I let|avail. I will not be dragged ous of the | it natural to one so young to lock herself | Bl Arp on Lite Farmers,

money for the poor, with an additional memory wander backward, and ask myself, | gloomy seli i A G :
: y solitude in which I have chosen to | volontarily a
gite h:ﬂ Mra.H“ ﬂgringn"hw ?'Tﬁh:ﬂf“ml $rusk | gadly, if suoh a belngpuﬂr_ really lived as | bury myselt, qﬂt;n W'ﬂ,‘ sl :fgif;ﬂlfﬂﬁlﬁﬁ' atgind P! ﬂa‘t.:‘d“i? l"'““'I 2 Eﬁ':ﬂg::‘:h.:
%40 sse properly dissributodsr " **P*") [ wild, merry, careless Phyllia Verhon. trom Dors, on her return from Rome, | * Almoss ninsteen.” many happy matings as there seem to be.
properly : The days go by, and I feel no wish for | comes 8uch a kindly, tender letter as I had | “ Almost nineteen !” cries he, with an Partners For life ought to be congenial and
outdoor exercise. My oolor slowly fades. | not believed it possible the chilly Dora | anmirthful laugh, *and you may live for | harmonious in 80 many things. Whenmen
One morning, the woman who has taken | could pen. It is wound vp by a postaoript | fitty yeara! Are you going to immure|make a partnership in business they oan’s
Martha's » aud who finds much appa. | from Sir George, as warm-hearted in tone yourself within these same four walls for | gt along well if they are unlike in disposi-
rent delight in the binding and twut[tn&n! a8 he is himself., It tonches me, in a far. | fitty years.” n or in moral prineiple or in'lmum
te ab

| “Thank you, gir; it shall be oarelully
| attended to.”

‘' I am quite sure of that,” kindly. Then,
! with & return to the rather foroed and

Stilted manner that has distinguished his my hair ¥ .

A y to impossible fashions, takes | off, curious manner ; but I shrink from the| I ghall nok live for fifly years.”
wi:ﬁ :E:.ﬁ];’wlfmﬂ“: on ; .hl: i'mf“:“ munﬁe 0 addreas me— invitation to join them that it contains,| * Bug you may; ﬁmiT‘! excitemens$ of hr.bimh. Eiwm?ﬂ'ﬁﬂf‘ !;.p::n and
ml.mu back to Btrangem thﬂl“ Shie hdbin ** The gardens here, ma’am, are so pretty, | and refuse it in such a way as must prevent | any desoription, I see no reason why you E;. wife cught to be alike in moat every.
of whioh I speak will necass! tate my w"',,g the prettieat for miles round.” & repetition of it. should no$ live for a ceatury,” thing. It is said that folks like th
abroad ; and as Mrs. Oarrington’s health| ''Ave they? I must go and see them.”| Morotonous as is my existence, I hardly [ ‘' I ahall nos live for two years,” returned opposite, their counterparte, and so they
will not allow her to accompany me, and as| ** ' Deed, m'm, and it would do you good, | know how time flies, Maroh winds I,im vely. do, in Bome respects. A man with blne

A smart walk now onoe in a way is better'n | by me, and I searcel heed them, But for| ‘ Phyllis, what are you saying?” cries pigh distracted over a
o g been ordered change of air, uhe will medicine, 8o I'm told. And the $he hurtfal racking 4 o | be, with & shudder. woman olth Batel. mag.h I did, and I'm

to Hazelton, whioh sh $ Been, unds cough they leave me as
ﬂﬂ AWait m :nlum t;“l:_“ I’ﬂ; E:, round here is rare and pretty to look at, | & legaoy, ere takin their final de tore, I| “Thetruth. I am dying slowly, and I distraoted Hygt whenever I look into them.

; A u though to be sure winter has a dispinitin’ | would mos have known the been | know is. I am glad of it. I have no énergy, | But in Mental qualities and emotional
understand, Tynon effect on everything.” among us. This cough grows nid inoreases | 10 hope, no wish for life. Do you wonder qualities, and tl.'!&! and habite and prinoi-

“ Perfeotly, sir,” replies the old butler, 3 | ;
with his eyes on the ground. And as 1| ‘‘Itiscold,” I say, with a shiver., steadily, rendering more palid my already |much? At times I have a strange fmu{ ples and the hke théy ought to olass to-
“I%is, m'm "—leaving the mighty | colorless cheeks, while the little flesh th t|that I am already dead; and then—" . Indeed, it is beiter for them to

watoh him, 1 know how perfeotly indeed he ’ y g igh siill oleav 68h tha break ¢ff dreamily. vh“thn i s sbalthe ealne

edifioe she is erecting on the topof my h es to nes becomes less and
understauds, not only what ““‘“ﬂ“‘“-lm give the fire & Vigorous poko-.' bu |less as the Iinunjéu on. Ittears my slight| ‘' Whatabominable morbid fancy! It is religion. And 8o I have otssrved that the

but also what is not being said. :

"Dake lying, hand | ¥ith your for cloak and hat you won't feel | frame with & orgel foroe, and leaves me | horrible! exclsims Sir Mark, excitedly. | happiest unions, as & peneral thing, are
lnln: hi:;m ;EL ri‘l'ulru:r:mm :‘li;“ loé Iii. hall I bring them to you after break. | Bleeplees when all the rest of the world is | ** You must see a dootor withon delay ; it mpp where th:'high mgnnmﬁug parties
the other servants know of our movements, | {88¢, ma'am ?” wrapped in slumber, oula rell no euch mournful ideas|have known each ofher for a long time,
Although my absenoce may be mope pro- “ Yery well ; do,” reply I with a sigh of| Ob, the weary days; the more thap | would coour tr.n: you. and have assimilated from their youth in.

than I think, I Ihllf wish them all ation. | Weary nights, when oblivion never oomes to| ‘‘Mournful!” I emile a little. ' Yee, thought and feeling.—Atlantic Constitution.

longed

#0 remain as they now are uch pleascd wish her suocesn, the dam. | drown Iy thoughts, or, coming, only wra

may be in 88 B0 ,m'::m sel retreats, and punotually to the momen, | me in dreams from which I wake, damply

moment. But,” turning. his gazs for the |8 I rise from my break{ast table, appears | cold, or sobbing with a horror too deep for

firat time fally upon Tynon and speaking ;Fh"‘i“' armed wish oloak and gloves and hat. | words | your poople left you 80 much alone? I is deep ooncern, approached his friend

very sternly, ‘I will have no whispering or | Thu8 constrained, I sally forth, and make There are times when I fight with Fate, |shameful, unheard of! Phyllis, promise | F.,I:m, Glover, abd, withous spesking,
g about things that don’t oonoern | ® $0ur round the gardens that surround|with all $has has brought me to this pass ; | me you will see a dootor if I send one." 106 AN ;

L1] 3

i !::m‘; mind that. I leave: you in charge what must be for evermore my home, when I ory aloud and wring my hands and bo shall minister to a mind’dm-
: oallon death to rescue me, in the f |eased ?" says I, etill 8 . *“No, I"wmll
Lynon, and I deeire that all such condaot| And very delicious old gardens they are, privaoy s | BE4 86 sahit: doskoi mm""u, ailment has no

13- my own room Irnmthnmlnrythnw ;
minhud with instant dismissal, You Isugui ::;:Iﬂ:nm‘lr :l ut:.iulm:“t'u ::l]ﬂ 3:1:: ;-: me down and 'luupn me languishing inmfgg name; I ﬂu not suffer; quiet is my best

) . | t0 me but seldom—a4 such weak momenta| We walk on a litile way in silence.
wwng or whispering going on in this }h::ﬂn ﬂﬁ-mﬁﬂm in“?:u:l-l;ﬁ::l |28 when & feeling of deadly sioknessor| * Youdo mot ssk after your friends,”

porh:lfnm—whmlmummﬂﬂl _
am Pl | Conseling the 'Nquirc:

* Nonsense,” impatiently. * Why have 'Squire Patterson, wearing an air of

leaned on the fence and sighed.

‘* What's the matter, 'squire ?”

“Idon't know what thia conntry’s comin’
0. What would you think if yonr
daughter should run away and IAITY aDs
ignorant hired man ?”

**Ob, I don't know, equire, but I would
not take it %0 heart, if I were you. L

\
“1 hope not.” Then, having noticed the [and from flower. én on again to|OVerpowering regret gains maatery over Saye he, abruptly. woul thiok thas it happened for the
guﬂring voice and dep air of this | orohard, without a of any sort; no | M6 ] sh H'ﬁﬂ “?“ .y hh“? Well, tell me, I hﬂ."’l U9 —
e sarvitor, who hes known him from his | gates divide them; it 1s all one pretty,| In very Shis Lt & oo and wherers " —how is Marmaduke (e o)y you forgive the girl 2" asked the-
Yoush up, he more gently, ** Youm ADpPYy m ¥ ; & Piace T n | '8qU
nmr.pl Noow T cas “”;“ Fj':lﬂ- Ldo n::{ Ehn walks, thoush lﬂ!ﬂglﬂﬂﬂﬂr neat, | for me in the universe that seems so great, mli?ﬂ you not hear nt:lnm him, l“"-'n? ..lf:'.l I believe I would. There's no use
sinkl have any more directions to give | are ungravelled, and here and thore a dead | There is no happines within me, no spring v & Yo gaze suspiciously in my face. in holding out, you know. When did it
you at present.” eal, orisp and dry, dis lays iteelf. The |©f hope. I appear to myself a thing apars No; why should I? "We parted f“;':' ha 91 '
: Tynon bows in a shaky, dispirited way, | very trees, though hntf of leaves, do not | —innooens, yet marked with a disgraoceful :_Till wha; he It;mtqht Hmn here. Ob, ,P!’r'“, ust & while ago.” :
T and leaves the room. Qutside in the dusk | appaar ro foolish, so melancholy, in this | brand. With an old writer—whom I now .ﬁ‘:‘ '“hd'"' o ap m"f of my voice| |, Who performed the ceremony ?"
of the oorridor, I oan see him put his hand | free land of theirs, as they always look | forget—I can truly say : :nd ;:mngmamﬂ:n??f:ﬂ wu]::‘ ;&T‘ “Idid.”

“What! Then you could nct have been .

oppored to the marriage.”
P:‘ Oh, it makea no difference to me,"” re-

plied the ’equire, ** for, you see, its your -
daughter, instead of mine.”"—Adrkansas .
Tﬂltl'eﬂtn .

Mure to !a_: Felitician.
Arkansas Traveller : A little boy and !

%o his eyes. But he is staunoh, and even | elsewhere. ‘“For the world, 1 oount it not an inn, here is he ?"
Dow compels himself to turn and say, with| Ifeel some animation oreeping in my | but an hospital; and a place not to live, 1""'.."3']:Ir 7 have '
deference and with a praisworshy show of | blood : Iy step is more springy, At the |but to die in.” k “;: “?“’ !En't'. n];mu 000
oranoce of what the preceding conversa. | garden gate the father of all this sweet-| At last I awake to the faock that ‘1 I:I.I}E' ;r “trl'l I:.: h‘il d“rﬂhiminin“m
| oD mAay mean : Dess steps up to me. He ia a rosy-oheoked, | am ill—dreadfully ill. There can be no “:Hi . t s "j b h gnlnd
** L hope you will exouse my mentioningi, good-humored-looking man, @ brilliant | doubsof it : and yot my malady has mo ff 1,;‘ i “:h' '"th" lliﬂm : "“1“
sir, but if¢ ere is one thing nﬂmqt.%gr contrast to the unlﬂprumhnhlu Cummine ; | name. I have loat all appetite ; my [“ 3 Jous 9 aﬁhf’ . :rh“d o
that raises Mrs, Oook’s irrita eness, and | he presents me with a small huuqngi of l'-‘ﬂllﬂih has deserted me; great hollows I ;:El;u]?;nrr?u m: ?Ii;hﬂ oad i 6 orisis
make her perverse towards the reat of the | winter flowers. have grown in my oheeks, above whioh III'-""| ‘I think I regret nothing but my youth,”

household, it ia to hear the soup wasallowed | ® « Y am prond to 8ee you ma'am,” he says, | 8Ye# gleam largeand feverish. When T i rl playing in the yard. The girl finds an
#e grow cold.” with » totoh of interest 1o his tore vy | down T fee] no deetes ey cr again Rt ey, ol g b Ao tree, and with an exolama.

“All right, Tynon ; Mrs, H n's nerves Towards the middle of April I rallya| ' Had you fever at any time, any idea ’ i
ahall not be upsed this evening, We will ?E:ﬂ'ﬂ;r;u: u'::n“th':ﬁhf:fﬁmﬁ?“ﬁ:ﬁ little, and an_intense oraviog for aip i.l“' the truth ?” asks he, in'a low tone, pre- | ! " Hoid oEht beglns to e R it
go down now,"” says '‘Duke, Ii.g f me the bouquet as he speaks—a very mar. [ éVer on me. Down by the sea I wander “E lg . H hould I? H away. The colwy is comin’, an’ if you eat
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