LIESCHEN.

Who chooseth me must . ve and hazard all be
has—Merchant of Venice.

“Lieechen,” child, I must say adieu.
I know not wken [ shall eee thee in,”
‘“* Adieu, them, Gustav., A . pleasant

journey to you! If you didn’t come back
for fifty years you would find me still here,
milking the cows and attending to the houte-
hold., Life here is much the same year by
vear,” ~

*‘And thou wouldst not fret, Lieschen, if
I did not come for fifty years?’

He spcke as though he scarcely knew
whether to jest or be in earnes:, and s:tood
watching her with a wistful, doubtful smi’e.
Ske was making butiecmilk cheeses at the
dresser by the escullery window, #nd he was
leaning in over the window-»ill, with a pipe
smolderiog in one hand, while the other
kept breaking off little twigs and rezes that
clambered all round the window, and made
a pretty frame to his sun-burned face and
broad shoulders.

L'e:chen langhed at his question, as she
shaped the little white cheeses all speckled
over with caraway-seeds, and did not look
up.
. ‘*You wculd be about a hundred years old

#hen, Gustav, I thiok,” was the only remark
she made.

‘““No, come, Lieschen, that is cruel of you.
I am only thirty-eight—more thin twice
your age, it is true, but not nearly fifty.
And it is something to have a fine farm and
a good new houee, and the only carriage on
Regen,even if your hueband is old enough to
know white from black.”

“Yes, I hnow,” eaid Liescten, indiffer-
ently ; “but there is plenty of time yet.,”

(sustav Baier bit h's lip and frowned un-
e1slly as he looked at her. '

‘*‘Thou dost not care, Lieschen, ’tis plain
to tee,” he said bitterly. ‘I think thou
hast no heart at all, for all thine eyes are 80
sweet and thy ways so gentle. Thou'rt
some mermaiden from the sea here, and one
day will vanish like tke foam, Is it not
a0 7"

‘] don’t make myself,” retorted the girl
pztulantly, ‘‘and I pever asked you to come
and fall in love with me. If you are not
siticfied”—she drew the gold botrotbal ring
from her finger—*‘‘here’s your ring. Give it
to somebody that has a heart for you.”

He left the window abruptly, and she
glanced up, flushed and frighteved, not
knowing what he meant to do. The next
minute be came 1n at the door from the
yard, and went up to the table where she
stood with the ring in her open hand.

“Come, come, we musn’'t guarrel,” he
sald peaceably, replacing the ring, and
drawing her onto his knee as he sat on the
orester, ‘'l shall not be satisfied tiil that
ring is on the other band, and you have
come away hcme with me,”

Licschen hupg lec head, and her big
brown eyes filled with tears

“¥What, crying !"” he remonstrated, taking
her chin in his great rough hand, and turn-
ing her unwilling face round towards him,
““Thunder and lightning, why, =0 she is!
You spcil those eycs my pretty one. What's
it all ubout? Art not hoppy, Lieschen?”’

“*Yes, quite,” she said, with a gulp, *if
you would let me zlone, Gustav. I am
yours now—what mo:e do you want? You
say I have no hcart ; I can’t give you what
I havn't got.”

. “Wty, that’s tive. (ive me kistes in-
stead, then,” rald he, magnanimously,—
“‘“cnough for fifty years, in ca:e¢ I do not ses
thee again.”

‘“ Stupid old (ivstav!” cried the gir!,
laughing and struggling, ** There, that
will do! Put ms down, Guastav.”

‘“‘Ach! sce, now, theselovers,theee lovers!”
cr.ed an old shrill voice in the dcorway.
‘*“Tears and esmiles and kiss¢s, k’sees and
smiles and tears ! So runs the world away,
and the old folk are forgotten.”

“‘Lieschen counts me one of the old fnlk,
nurse,”’ remarked (rustav, pausing to speak,
but helding his pricorer helpless the while
1n his great strong armas.

“Tut, tut, child ! Not many maidens of
¢ixteen can boast of such a fne, brave lover
¢s thine, with his broad farm and pice pew
hovses acd steadirg, and everything heart
can desire, Not but wkat thou carst briag
him linen enough to stock the house, were
it twice the size 1t is ; but he had no need to
seek out a eimple child like thee to be his
bride.” :

“So I tell bim, nurse, . I didn’t want him

() (+ustav !" Her speech was smothered
in b's great read beard.

‘** Good-by, dearest,” ke s1id at last,
putting her down. *‘Take care of her for
me, nvree, I don’t think it will be fifty
years before I come again,” he added, turn-
ing {o Lie:cken as he went out, ‘‘though to
me at least, it will seem twice as long.”

Perhaps the wistful look in his eyes, or the
sadness that crept into his voice as he said
these last words, touched the girl ; perhaps
she loved him after all ; anyhow, Lbefore he
had crcssed the threshold she ran after him
and slipped her hand through his,

““I'll go as far as the gate with you dear
(ruetav,” she sald ; and they walked away
d>wn the yard tcgether,

“Look at my young ducks,Gustav ; aren’t
they growing fast? And thechickens too! And
look at those lazy geese ; they do nothing
but feed and sleep. Do you know, I thought
tiey were all up, every one of them ?”

‘““Ay. thou'rt a brave housewife, Lieschen;
and it thou loveth thy fatker now, and ser-
vest him so well, I doubt not thou'lt love
me wken the time comes, Adieu, herzlieb-
chen! Be good and happy and don’t forget
me—eh ?”

““No, you dear, good Grstav! Adien!
Come soon again !” And so they parted.

“Nurse,” said Lieschen, re-entering the
scullery, ‘‘how do people come to have

hearts "
“Duy lieber Himmell! “What dces the
child mean? Hearta? Why, they are born

80 !I” exclaimed the old woman, taking off

her spectacles, the better to see her young [

qguestioner,
about %"

““Gustav says I have no heart, nurse,”
she replied, sitting on the old woman's knee
and stroking her white bair, ‘‘and I think
he is right. How do we get hearts?”

“Herr Gustav should rejoice that thou
hast none,” said the old nurse, looking
thoughtfully into the bright young face with
her dim eyes : ‘‘it comes by suffering—suf-
fering and sorrow and trial, and weeping
and loving gs it all. They say

““What art thou -chattering

—loving brin
a heart is like the steel 1n iron ; ’tis there,
but you can not have it till it haas gone
tbrough the terrible fires and been Leaten oc
the anvil. The good God save thee from
finding thine ; fcr truly I think it would be
thy death, my listle flower.”

~oould almost have laughed at the idea of a

| the quiet tide, under the

good $0 me,” murmured
Lieschen, slowly turning the ring on her

er. “I think Ido love him ; he isso0
tall arid broad and strong—he could kill me
with cne hand, nurse, I 10 think.”

‘‘Behute ! What nonsénse the child does
talk !” exclaimed the nurse. ‘‘Butsee,” she
said pointing to the window, ‘‘is not that
thy Gustay come back agam? Ran, child,
and ses what bricrga him.”

L'escken ran out into 'the yard, bus
stopped suddenly short, petrified with fear
at the eight that met her eyes,

§ 4‘‘Bring him ic—3c—Zzentiy,” Guatav was
saying ; and two farm servants followed bim,
bear'ng between them the apparently lifeless
body of a young man—the head fallen back,
the eyes closed, the lips parted, the hands |
hands hanging limply down, the clothes
staiced here and there with blood.

“Run, away, child, run away! 'Tis no
sight for thee,” Gustav called out, when he
saw her standing there white and frightened.
“We want the nur:e.”

Then he turned to the old wem~n, who
bad come out, and explained rapidly ; Liee-
chen, instead of running away, listened
eagerly to every word :

““There has been a duel—unless 1t was
darker work. We found him in the wood up
ycnder, bleeding to death. Where can we
lay him down ? The nearer the better—
here on this sofa 1’

*Oh, anywhere—yes !” cried Lieechen,
brimming over with pity.

And so they laid him down on the sofa ia
she little sitting room, and then Gustav, not
unkindly, but quite irresistibly, put Lieschen
outside the door,

She stood there with her hands pressed
together, every nerve strained to interpref
the sounds that came from within, hals
muffled by the loud beating of her own
heart, !

‘““Ach, Gott! If only he be not dead!”
she murmured, as the stillness seemed to
grow into'erable, Then there came a low
gasping moan of pain, and she heard Gustav
83y :

‘**He is coming to : water now, and linen:"

Then the old nurse came out hurriedly.
her eye fell upon the girl's white face, and
she sent her to fetch a bundle of old linen
from the press in the garret as quick as
might be, while she herself went for water,

When Lieschen came flying back the
nurge had returned to the side of the wound-
ed man, and she stole in after her with the
linen, She could hardly repress the cry of
pain and pity that rose to her lips when she
saw the deathlike pallor of the face lying
back on Gustav’s supporting shoulder ; but
she felt that she must be very quiet if she
would not draw attention to the fact thas
she had come in unbidden,

The nurse took the linen from her hands
without noticing her at all, and then Gustay
helped with his disengaged hand, gently un
fastening and laying open the young man’t
coat. disclosing a white shirt all soaked with
blood,

“Cut it —cut it |” said Guetiv impatient-
ly ; ‘‘there’s no time to lacse.”

‘“What a pity | and the linen so fair and
fine,” lamented the nurse, in an undertone.
“*The lad is noble, no doubt,” _

“No doubt,” echoed Gustav : “‘but, noble
cr not, he must die if we can’t staunch this
Lleeding at once, If only I had both hands
free I” he muttersd, exasperated at the
tremulous elowness ¢f the old woman., ““This
won't do, and not a soul in the house to
help! Here, Lieschen, you must ke useful,
Come and hold up his head—so, so—upon
your shoulder. Lucky I’ve reen 8o much of
this in the war, aud know what to be at,”
he remarked to himself, And Lischen knelt
and tcok the heavy, fainting head upon her
bosom, and clcsed her eyes to shut out the
sight of blood that almost overcame her.

Now and then, when one of those gasping
moans broke from him, she opened them
quickly, and gazed in tearful distress at the
white face so near her own, and yet seeming,
too, so far away—half-ray into those cold
domains of death that are so very far off to
thcse that are strong and ycung,

““Yes, be is nobls,” she thought to herselt,
tryicg to keep still and patient, under the
weigbt that began to make her limbs ache
and tremble. “His hair is like the sunshina,
and all waving—like that picture of an
angel in my Bible,” she thought, noting him
curiously ;_‘‘and}his forehead is so white that
the veins show through. No doubt he is an
officer,”—this she merely inferred from
the nightly growth that fringed his upper
lip,—*‘and how beautiful heis! Gustay is
handsome, but not like him;” and she

“‘Gustav is very

comparison between graat, broad Gustav,
with his sun-krowned face, fine rough-hewu
features, and his red beard, and the delicate
refinement and almost womanly fairness of
the other face, At length Gustav released
her, and laid the lad as he called him—he
looked about five-and-twenty—gently down
on the pillows,

~ ‘‘He may do now,” he said, after watch-
Ing him a while, *‘I mustleave him to your
care, nurse, and that of Herr Uterhart. You
will explain it—what little we know—when
he returns to-night. Good-by, heart’s darl.
ing ! Thou'lt be a first-rate nurse ere I
come again,” and he kissed his betrothed on
either cheek, and went away.

It was drawing towards evening. A
familiar clatter of wooden shoes on the out-
ride told Liescken it was time to go amilk-
ing. She stole out, tied on her great sun-
bonnet,took up her atool and pail,and follow-
ed the women away to the meadows, ss she
did morning and evening all the summer
through.

Tke shadows were growing very long and
the colors fading in the western sky when
they came back ; and Lieschen still had her |
young ducks and fowls to shut up for the |
night, As she crossed and recrossed the
yard—now with a can of water, now with.
the pail and stool ready for the morning—
she sang ia a shrill, sweet voice some of |
those lovely, plaintive volkelieder—those
‘*songs of love and lorging,” of endless wan-
dering, secking, and yearaing, that have
sprung from the heart of the German
paople.

Before going into the house, ail her work
done, she wandered through the en,
under the heavy-laden syringa and ﬁr:ary
wilderncss of roses, down on to the sea-
shore, and stood there, dreaml looking
over the smooth water into the fbil.ng' sky
and listening to the plash of the little waves

falling cn the sand. She thought of
Gustav had said about the ;Earmﬁd,wm

thought if would be sweet to float away on

immering sky,
!igmp onfdt{r
0 up there, and

and see the little stars
| nn:hi:rthin ﬂt"h;?1 golden
wa e flights of birds winging
| singing beside the boats of ﬁ:herm::ﬂ't;:ii
nightly teil, and dip down at suarise—down,

| down among the seaweed forests whaere

I and garlanded with fresh flowers of s

strance wild cresiures swim in and out, and
the IIEI. fiowers bboom, and the mermaids sit
combing their loag, golden hair under the
tideless Baltic sea : _
Shbe was a strange, romantic child, $his
Lieachen, full of dreams and lon fanoles;
and this seemed bstter to her t to be a
creature of flesh and blood, with a human
hesrt and human hope and bleszed with the
love of man. ; - i
And they live three hundred years,  shé
murmared halt aloud, as the light died off
the sea, ‘‘unless’ they strive to win an 1m-
mortal soul by the love of a living man; if
they fail they vanish in the sea-foam on the

day when he weds another, But Ph ere iﬂ
pever, never foand a man. He gives his
love to a creature of his own sphere, and the

1f I were &

foam ever gathers on the eea.
mermaid, thoagh,”’—a shy,
gleamed across her face,—
fail,” )

L'eschen wes sitting in the sick-room one
hot summer afternoon, her patient aslesp on
the couch, and the warm, fragrant air float-
ing in with the murmuring of bees at the
open window, Her work -lay in her Jlap.
but her hancs were idle, and her eyes gazing
dreamily out at the sky, while very, very
low and softly, she sang : ‘‘War’ ich ein
Vogelein.” ]

“‘Brava | brava !’ murmured a voice from
the couch behind her, ‘'A sweet voice and
a sweet song 1"

Lieschen colored at his praiss and went
and knelt by his side,

‘I thought you were a.ale-.}p. You arve
stronger—you feel better, life is coming
back I” she said, in a voice quite tremulous

proud smile
] would not

with joy. ‘'Ach, Gott! you have been so
ill ; do you not know it ?”

He smiled faintly.

““How long have I been here 1"’ he atked.

‘““Nearly tbree weeks,” she answered.
‘ See how thin I” and she lifted up the hand
that lay on the coverlet and showed him how
wasted it had grown.

He looked at it with a languid soré of
curiosity, and then let it fall heavilgy by his
side, and turned his head on the pillow to
look at her,

She was a good sight for sick eyes to ress
upon, with her pretty brown hair, and great,
gentle brown eyes so full of womanly pity,
tenderness and submission, and, withal,
dreamy and wistful as a child’s eyes

“‘And who art thou, dear child?” he asked
presently.

“I am Eliso Uterhart—Lieschen they call
me. Thit is my home ; I live here with my

| father and nurse, arnd keep the house,’’

*‘Aad hast thou nursed me all these
week ?”

““Yes,” she answerad, ‘‘and I have prayed
for you when I thought you were dying, and
see, the dear God has heard. You live and
will grow well and strong again.”

“Dear child ! I owe thee my life.
can I give thee or do for thee ?"

Lieschen blushed, her eyes faltsred from
his face, and she looked down in silence.

‘Nay, ask what thou wilt, 'tis thine, if I
have it to give,

“Indeed, I know not ; ’tis nothing I have
doune, only watching,” stammerec Lieschen.
““Tell me your name,” and she rawsed her
eyes to his,

He tried to hold out his band, and she
put hers into it. “‘Let be, then, ‘‘he said,
slowly ;" there is time enough, My name?
is Otto von der Lanken: I—"

““Ach! You are tired,” interrupted the
girl, seeing a helpless look come into his
eyes as he broke off.” Driok this, and do
not speak any more.”

She raised his head with one arm, and he
drank the milk she held to his lips. Then
she Jaid him down upon the pillows, and
went back to her seat by the window, he
watching hec with the idle look of a man
still too weak to speculate about things, or
thir any thoughts, but ose or two that
seemed of themeelves t7 pass in and out of
his brain. - e YNl

Lieschen smiled and shook her head at
him, ‘‘Shut your eyez and sleep,” said she
with a pretty little authoritative air,

‘“‘Sing, then,” he murmured, inclined to
dictate his own t2rms, and watching her
every gesture with passive enjoymest ; ‘‘sing
to me.”

Lieschen could think of no song
one she had been singing

What

but the
when he woke,

which was still running in her head and she.

sang it,

Ach! wie ist's moglich dann
Dass ich dich lassen kann ?
**Ah! can it ever be

That I should part from thee

When she had finished she tarned and
looked at him, and saw tears standing in his
eyes,

‘*“’Tis very sweet,” he murmured, *‘and
plain to see that thou knowest what love is,
Sing again—the last verse again.”

So she sang again :

“YWere I a birdie wee.

And by thy side would be,

Fearing not hawk nor kite,

To thee swift I'd fly,

Pierced by the hunter’s dart,

%tﬁ nes:le nadi::t thgd heart ; ’
one tear dimmed th

Glad then 1'd die.” =~ © 0

And he closed hif eyes ahd slept,

So the slow sumwmer days went by.
day he grew a little stronger, and
grees she.gathered from him the
the duel which bhad so nearly been
bim ; how he and his friend
about a lady and had fought,

‘I suppose they thought me dead
me,"’ nlI:l Otto; “Onag has not muﬁi!;f:
to waste on these occasions, Poor Ruadolf |
He will have fled ; bu he can come back
now, since no harm is done,”

““And the lady ?” asked Li
il y ed Lieschen, breath-

‘She will marry Rudolf no doubt.” re.
plied Otto, with a ' hard laugh ; bﬁ,ﬂ.m; EI
:hfl dance at the weddir g."

ieschen said nothing; b '
dark eyes that rested gun ht;: tfgza g:::é
lighted with a new fire, g burning worship
an unspeakable devotion ; her heart beat.
and her pulses thrilled with a new, sweet,
m};:&r{ﬂﬂtﬂ 1:11111 The die was cast. '
as ére came a day—oh,
days, those few days that maky ® upth:;:
earthly history of a life! Some all in white
nded ring ;
some in gold and crowned wit :
coming slowly, sursly on, each in it:z-
pnoni-nlt:tdur h;na, neither sooner for oye ing
Or our agony of fear ; and we can
not choose but take them -
them shine; I-F“ “d
be — draped’
they
the

Every
by de-
story of
fatal to
had quarreled

bave run, and there are

ere came a day wh

fﬂ':lﬂk:hdq fn-f;«}:l.u hﬁf:&? tﬁfo:;;
L ‘.“h

good-by to her, oould not mﬂ:&'ﬂ

] s the amﬂ thunder ) heads over it ; and the
sawlittle fuﬂt‘ﬂ'_"h I:h“ led d:l?: ontoghe) forgo 4

:ll::n.' E‘:dfabwdthm and foand Lies-
chen standing by the tide looking out to

Bﬂ.-:Limh en,” he said, coming up to her,

——

)RT TALKS WITH

heard you speak
son, I as ‘‘the old mar

t all about it and haFnt . Iy :,".’:,?Ear highness.”
Meanwhile she pmm,;n Hll; That 8 tae mattir that vou
ing to ward noon, and thep ﬂ.‘.“ n a8 your father an-1 moth
turrets of the great Schioy p, ppose your parents shoul
| rose dimly through the fal); ~ he h_l 7 or u;l:;dﬂge.en [
i e Ko ot Rrow ‘ ! shing 3 u“The gon who

] am come t0 8ay
¢0Oh, mnot to-day
ing her hands and
| her great piteous eyes ;
““poch ja, 1labeau kind,’
kindly ; “I am well again _
tha.nkyn to my good little Lieechen, and lt 18
time to be up and doing. And now,” he
added, seeing the tears rush to her e;eu;
‘now what can I do for thes, sweet child
Ask what thou wilt.” _
She l.oked up a$ him a moment, standing
there so tall and straight snd fair, with the
sun on bis Lbright hair and the blue sky
| shining in his eyes, and then she put her
hands over her face and sobbed aloud like a

| little child.

looking up at him with
s “not so soon !”
” he - answered,

| softly to bimself, in great perplexity. Then
he drew a step nearer, ‘‘Dear little Lies-
chen, don't cry, for pity’s sake! What can
T I do for thee ? Tell me.” -

*'Qh, give me your love—your love ! she
cried out passionately. ‘‘Love me, if only
a little I” and then she broke down utterly
and leaned h;r litilala brown head against his
arm, cryi itterly.

‘W E:lfhn t-hg:l hast, dear one—not a
little, but a great deal. Who could help
loving thee?’ he answered soothingly.
““Ask something harder, for my love thou
haat,”

After a long pause she looked up through
her tears. ‘‘And thou wilt—thou wilt come
back one day?!”’

‘“Why, surely,” said he, I am not worth
all these tears, pretty oce! Be happy,
right happy, till I come again, Adieu now,
sweet child! Auf Wiedersehen | auf baldig
Wiedersehen !I” He stooped and Lissed her
on the forehead, and went away up the
sand, turning under the syringas to wave
another farewell, and then she heard his
horse’s hoofs clattering up the yard, and he
was gone, :

Gone! How it haunted her day after day
as she in and out of the house,
empty of hie presence ; down the garden and
the meadows, which knew his step and
voice no more ; and upon the shore, where
he had bidden her farewell! Weeks pass-
ed before she at all turned from that feel-
ing of missing him so sorely to the hope of
his return. He had said ‘‘Auf Wieder-
sehen !” Perhaps in a week, a month—
perhaps at harvest-time—perhaps at Christ-
mas—h+ would come, she thought, as the
time went by.

Bat he did not come—not even when it
was spring, and the early leaves came out,
and the clouds lifted and shone white in the
young sunshine, and the birds sang merri-

¥

l

Gustav came and went, and began to urge
the marriage. Perhaps he saw that his be-
trothed was losing the pretty roses in her
cheeks, and that the light in her eyes was
growing sad and strange ; and he—knowing
as none but he knew how much he loved
her—longed to take her to himself in his
own ktome and make her happy.

So they tixed a day at last, and Lieschen,
like one in a dream, helped the old nurse to
make all preparations, and plied her needle
bus:ly.

All was ready at length, and two days
before the wedding Lieschen stood on the
ehore, her work done, and no more to do
| but to wait now for the dawning of the day
::i;.t was to bring Gustavand make her his

e,

As she stood there she seemed to hear a
voice answering her own thoughts :

““Thou wilt lose all, bethink thee well—
all if thou fail. Thy father's _love, thy
peaceful home, thy fair name, thy good,
| honest husband—all will be lost !

““Alas, alas, I know it!” she apswered,
| weeping ; ‘‘but I can not, will not fail !”

Sne went into the house and looked into
the sitting room. There sat her father in
his chair asleep, tue pipe still between his
fingers, and the room dim with smoke, Her
ligs seemed to frame some word they vainly
sought to utter, and then with a choking,
stified sob, she turned and stole away—
away out of the house, across the meadows,
and on toward the shore of the other side
of the promontcry, on which lay her father’s
farm. She was not strong, but something
within her gave her power to walk all night
in the chill spring weather., Long before
noon next day she had caught the Stralsund
steamer on 1t8 backward way. aud was being
crrried across the water to Stralsund,

She telt no weariness, no hupger, thirat,
or cold, and only longed to be on foot once
more. She was quite familar with the
quaint old town, and- hurried up the quay,
across the Water street, and up under the
dark, _nha.dnwy Zemlower gateway, along
the quiet streets where grass grows between
the stones of the pavement, and the old
gabled houses have looked down for hun-
dreds of years upon the simple burgher life
below. She went through the town and out
into the country beyond, past many a plea-
sant !ﬁtle farm_l, where the storks were
patching up their great nests on the thatch.
ed barns and cow-houses, gnd making their
ourious rattling cry as they dew to and fro.
She remembered that the storks used to

ring yummer in old days and all good gifts
when they came baok, and that this spring
they had not yet come to her home on Ru.

en. In one little village she asked for a

rink of milk, and they made her eat and
rest a little while ; but she was restless and
anxious to be gome, so they let her
though the wind wss rising and hluwiné

sharp and keen, and little flak
| were flying through the air, Ry

By nightfall a fierce storm was blow;

1 OWln
and the air was thick with driving lnugr
L .eschen asked shelter at a farm lying a lit.
tle back from the high road, )

‘““How far is it to Friedenhagen " ghe ask-

““What, hast thou friends at Friedenh
en? In the service of e T,
Laoken, then ?” oo of the Count von der

‘““Yes, I have
the girl, with
‘now "

ed

& friend there,” answered
a faint smile, “Is it far

& sad etory, doubtless,
the good people, shaking

their

-Jﬂ I"
ﬂoj Liﬁlﬂlﬂll, G].ﬁlp- '

an d mngi |

“Donner |’ ejaculated the young count

e

snow glared upon her agh;
cold winds seemed to :;:r%: o
and through ; but still she sty lad o
stood at length under the ﬂ?ﬂ
chere, and rang the be]l sgt
thought of her soiled and drag 1:,1 :
or of the impression she mighf 7
the servants ; no thought at g ﬂ?&*
ooly of him, of Otto voa dep L -
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Oh1 how tired and weak I feel, I dont ¥ qd
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will 1f 70u take & bOWALE or ywo of DF. C'"th,?”.;u#
Bitters to purify your blood and tone Up

large bottles 50 cents.
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