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vocable parting. Living or dead she was
my wife no longer. You are her father ; she
has not outraged you—she has not cast you

shadow. The fiielight fli s half
and swords in the reegueu at lt{]:::“;f b

and there was a circle of soft i

ﬁmthk‘w ﬂ'ﬂ“i—ngl h'l.'ﬂ].r thlgr I
h‘]f iuﬂl‘, 'ir !ﬂ' .-'l- gull:ha]: €88
@ B T ere is Jittle variation inits s

* How clever of you.”
They were on very friendly tsrms, Lucy
bhaving known the Abbey and the Abbey

danghter is leading & wicked life? It is your

duty to reveal the truth, Adrian.”
*¢Jt is my duty to keep my oath. Mother,

But-I cannot imagine him getting the better
of a lion, or discovering the source of a river.
And then he is so dreadfully lame! How

- - - = 1 i ™ It ] 5 .
did he ever get about Africa with that lame off with scornful words, as 'Eﬂ did me if you say one word more, I shall regret | people all her life. A few years ago when | the spot where V slenti T rony a quarterof a fathom or hs
?’ ' was for you to look after her. having trusted you. I beseech you to keep | she had been in the nureery she had looked | ¢5lza lamp on th ne sat, frog y, [ alWayS The air has a sickly

n burat You may be sure, Mr. Belfield, thatI g vou up to Sir Adrian as & very grand personage, P _on the small Sutherlang ti, i difference.

*« He wasnot always lame. His gu

above a swamp.
one day when he was shooting antelopes, like the air

faith with me. Not one syllable to anyone,
' And a blue sky ! The water-g

*“ A good rum, Val %" :
least of all to Valentine.”" » Vall asked Adriy

0, e

shall not fail to do a father’s duty,” an-

standing as it were apart from sll other

ing himself opposite his brother, -

and wounded him in the hip.” swered the Colonel, throwing down the end ¢ Poor Valentine. Can you see him so | young men upon the strength of superior “Pretsy good,” : d brownish tones alter
““ Well, he is rather nice little soul, and I :’:;::Fff::;::d lgr mi:ﬁ“ﬂ:ﬂiﬂ&?ﬁ: miserable and yet not tell him ?* | attainments, but of lats she had felt herself | « yoy quat. have killed nnogp ;:: l:;kl visc ous and yellow
hnpaﬁﬁa I::ll ]}:m;t{nn in better spirits,” an- polished pm“g Ys Ml_‘ llliuthll::g ium:l:;in tell mlddoh?lp him. mura_u;lplqn a la_*'iwutljr mt; hm:l,,l :;dhmuf at her lam; Fiy, motly is ochre-oolored, very yeli:: En
swe 0 tly. ; ; - t t t ou CAND or your | ease in his society. He ca er Lucy, as “ - : . It seems unnato
Her father ‘E’lﬂ Fh“ nothing about his in- | . HecouldnotbutfeelthatValentinehadsome u:n el ' :f mind—-lngdriuruiﬂl-—i! t«n?fnr- a matter of course having known her E,pi Eiﬂgg,ﬁ killed at sunset, on Plimpayg sky .h%uml hang over so hideous

nafores, but she called him Sir Adrian. water ; it aeems to demand a gra

e was unusual-

terview with St. Austell. get the past as ‘far as it can be forgotten.

justification for repudiating all nhh%:iitzl; “‘ But that means five o'clock, !'-'lﬂlthm.

1 ve and silent after his return from | towards s wife who had written such a There is nothing that can be done ; nothing. | **Js my brother st home?" he asked, a8 | quarters of Yok and such green being
fongt;:n, but on the arrival of an invitation ':t::;:di“ ﬂ}":;i:h ﬁ:iﬁtgldizﬂ]ﬁfdm I think you kmﬁ%w that I am not without | they walked towards the Abbey. Ea.va you bw:':inz:ﬂ;;,“ ride home. ey ﬁ"f ?h-wnter inundation.
to dinner from Lady Belfield, he hastened | oL Bn el o 8t @ al been | conscience—that I have some sense of duty. |  *‘No, there is no one but Lady Belfield § < T'den’t know.,” gve or six degrees morth of t
tﬂ:ﬂﬂﬂpﬁ it. . PR sy ent, would hardly It there were anything that could be done, | and mother. They are talking parish talk— | ¢ Valentine I” Very low the land lies belore
L8 My friend, Hﬂlﬂﬂtﬁa-'}ihﬁ m‘m- diske  stenamant te 45 an insalted I would do it ; but there is nothing. As I | about the poor old panFIa their ailments * Don't stare at me, man! T tell | dark green  line, nnggaat:lug‘i
| % veller, is staying with me,” he wrote, ‘“and husband 8Ty hope for the life eternal, _there is no act of | —such dreadful complications. How hard | don’t know. I have been ri dio n missma, paludal odors; an
ERE " ] : I should much like to be allowed to include | TUEDARG. ours or mine that can be of any service to | it ssems that the poor should suffer in all | somewhere—losing myself on the g abu na useous color of the water dee
gl ol him in our party.” ' | | - {ar whose loss we both deplore,” ways. People who know nothing about them. | you like. Great God, if I counld ;:]“L': Even this same ghastly flood
* The messenger who carried Colonel Dever- CHAPTER XXXIX.—A DEcipED CASE oF |  His words and looks were 20 y earn- | think they are healthy and hardy because of | myself altogesher—rida away into “L . great penal colony of Cayenne.
ill's note brought back Lady Belfield’s DryY Rot. : that his mother oould not disbelieve. | theirscanty fare and open air life : but when | chanted valley, and g0to sleep there ; a convict dies, the body 18 him
- I'Epl?. " r After that brief conversation with Colonel Adrian had been h‘“ strong rock in the last | one comes to know them. one finds that ever.” - : and & gmt bell is ﬁﬂn-ﬂ:f-
‘I shall be charmed to make Melnotte's few years ; her friend and com , the | theory a hollow mockery. The open air may | 1t was almost the first time he had Dok viscous, glaucous sea suriace

Deverill in the billiard-room, Valentine Bal- fins inpumerable, 83

ing whose presence always brought| be very good for us, but the poor get to

:itl;:ﬁnhnﬁs vhough I confess to a lament- openly of his despair. From the hou ¢ denly by

field withdrew himself still’ more from the | E:i;hl e and comfors, u —the legions of the
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orance about Africa. Iam prepar-| "~ . pon whose souna | much of it.” the crime antil -
ed to be interested, m“‘i‘“ i“.t.:euéﬂﬂﬂﬁ-" E‘:g :If:al“]:nf:g:ﬁzﬁ I:IGE:I:I; lm' sense and unselfish affection she could rely. | She spoke warmly, having just come from ﬁ;g'.:f:l;.mﬁ: "Eﬂmﬂtﬂ_h“{hﬂ L" to the hideous ﬁmerailﬁa‘ The
Leonora B'ddlﬂﬂ?h A “ﬂ'lk fﬁ!f- Mel- He was rarely seen at the meet, but would She was mystified but she was submissive ; | a scene of suffering in one of the cottages. | lived together, and talked of the daily bei. Bell 1 - [Harp='s 2882
“ﬂ“_t“"i“‘mﬁ:‘ﬂ:“ yw ‘“'ﬁ“ﬂ'f;:; ‘lllm:iﬂtﬁ contrive te fall in with the hounds about the | 824 the journey to Lanherne was given up. | She was a frank, warm-hearted, energetic | ness of lifes,bmt there had been an imps : . e
o ::m‘“i“ dFﬂ:“&“ 1 3 oot I middle of the day, and would ride till the She told Mr. Rockstone only that she had”| girl, tall and strong, in the full bloom of | able gulf begwixt the past and the prese:- Married in Spite of Then
:n g thlaru“imi v n: g::tnc::sppe]ﬁu ¢ his | Ainish like's modern Zamiel, or any other changed her mind. T I youth and beauty, a girl for whom life meant | By mutual ‘consent they had been dumb, :
& Rihils Nenakiaae -k demoniac character, with a reckless disre- J think you have done right inaban- | action and duty, not dress and pleasure. | ‘B¢ 1o pight, Valentine was utterly mn Some years ago, when free
eyes were remarka us, keen, doning your idea,” he said. *‘ Be sure that | Yet at a county bsll she danced as gailyas | ..+ i mind and body, fagged, helpim, were running around loose 1z 1

quick, and yet steadfast. Those rather
prominent blue-gray eyes had a kindly look
too, keen as they were. Mr. Melnotte was
not handsome; but he was a pleasant-look-
little mun, and seemed thoroughly at
his ease in a dress coat, in spite of Africa.

““ I almost expected to see you with a
circle of ostrich feathers standing straight
up from your head,” said Leonora, laughing,
as she stood ready for her fur cloak, gorgeous
in black and gold, one of those gowns which
defy dezcription and leave only a vague
impreesion of Brussels lace, brocaded velvet,
and hullion.

¢ I left my feathers in Bashuto Land,”
answered Melnotie, ‘¢ but I sometimes
regret a continent upon which I was not
obliged to dress for dioner.”

He seemed to enjoy himself at the Ab-
bey, whatever his prejudice against civilisa- |
tion. He was graciously received by Lady
Belfield, and Sir Adrian talked to him for a

eat part of the evening, and questioned

im closely about his African experiences.

“ 1 have read most of the books upon
Africa,” said Adrian, *‘ but I blush to say
I have not read yours.”

¢ ) have not written any book. I have
been content to jog along in a very quiet
way.. I am pretty well known in a certain
part of Africa, but I doubt if anybody has
ever heard of me or my adventures, { am
not a Fellow of the Geographical.”

Sir Adrian knew this beforehand, as he
had looked up the list of Fellows, and had
been surprised at not discovering Mr. Mel-
notte’s name.

The traveller’s conversation waa not the
leas eable because his fame had been
-nma:ir:t exaggerated by Colonel Deverill.
He told a good many interesting anecdotes,
some of which were rather familiar to Sir
Adrian’s ear ; but then there must needs be
t mblance between all adventures in a
E:i ive world, where the changes had to

rung upon blacks, buffaloes, lions, alli-
gators, and fever.

Mr. Rockstone, Mr. and . Freemantle
~ and their danghter Lucy, werw of the 5
and every one at the table, except Valen-
tine, seemed interested in the lion and buf-
falo stories, the serious aspect of desert life
being relieved by recollections of a comic
American, who had been Mr., Melnotte’s fel-
low traveller at one period. Mr. Belfield
heard these anecdotes with a gloomy brow,
and did not trouble himself to be particular-
ly civil to the narrator.

It was the first time Valentine had seen
is father io-law since the Colonel’s journey
to London, and when they were in the. bil-
liard-room after dinner, Colorel Deverill
took occasion to mentionSt. AustelVs return. |
Mr. Freemantle and Mr. Mg¢lnotte were
El;lw billiarde, while Valentine and the

sat on a raised settee at the end uf‘

the room, in a elled receas decorated

whom she would be likely to be living ?”
asked one of the Miss Traduceys.

with breech-loaders of the latest fashion,

and rapiers that had been carried by hﬂckll

and bloods in the days of Addiso d
Cheaterfield. 3 G

Mr. Heln?tta E}l:yad & neat game, but he
Was a very slow player—aggravatingly slow
Mr. Freemantle thougbt, whmhll:ag d to
wait through a longish break, his o

gard of his own bones which was only a
litt'e less offensive than his carelessness
about other people.

*“I believe Belfield must offer a premium |
for kicking horses, or he would never get
such brutes as he rides,” said Mr. Free--
mantle, who rode a sober well-mannered
weight carrier, in a sober and gentleman-
like way, and who contrived to keep pretty
near the hounds without exerting himself
much, '

-There was a general feeling that Mr, Bel-
field bad gone altogether to the bad since
his wife's disappearance. People pitied
him, but wantea to see as little of him as
postible. He had never been a favorite 1n
the neighborhood, and of late, Lis sullen
manner had been calculated to alienate
even friendship. |

And now it had become known that St,
Austell was in London, and people—
especially the feminine portion of the com-
munity—began to be exercised in mind as
to what could have become of Mrs. Belfield.
Had she eloped with St. Auttell, and had
they quarrelled and parted after brief
union ? Or had she never gone off with him ?
That waa the question debated with hushed
breath over many an afternoon tea table.

‘¢ Has she any old aunt in Ireland with

; ¢ Most
girls have an old aunt that they can go toon
an emergency.”

*“1don’t believe Mra. Belfield has anything
so respectable as an old auut belynging to
her,” replied DorothyToffstaff, who was sour- |
ed t'y three unsuccessful seasonsin London,
during which all the attentions she had re-
ceived had been too obviously inspired by
her father’s wealth rather than by her own
charme. ‘‘ My idea is that she went off
with St. Austell, as everybody thotght at
the time of her disappearance, and that ' he
has grown sick of an empty-headed beauty,
and has lefv her in India. She would be
sure to get picked up by somebody,” added
Miss Toffstaff, with the air of consigning
Mrs. Belfield to the Oriental gutter,

Thus lightly did eociety at Cnadford dis-

cuss the problem of a fallen sister’s fate ; but
it was not 30 lightly that Lady Belfield con-
disa ce. In a conversation with Col-
onel Deverill, she drew from him much that

Ihadmdbohrunhim and St, Austell, and |

the idea that Helen had changed her mind
at the last, after writing that terrible let'er,
filled her with a new hope.

. What more likely than that the erring
girl had turned to some conventual sanctuar
as the possible shelter from temptation ; as
Louise de la Valliere in the dawn of love fled’
from her royal lover to the convent, There

sidered the mystery of her daughter-in-law’s I

only could she find a safeguard against her
own passionate heart, and aid fn:ghar own
weak will. Such a course would accouns.
for the unclaimed trunks in the bed chamber.
For the handmaid of heaven, vowed to holy
poverty, fine clothes and
were a dead letter.
Impressed with this idea, Lady Belfield
resolved to travel quietly through the West
of England, ?ig;i.ng all those itutions,

i ¢ | At or manist, to which Helen
deliberating before every shot, and wkan esibly have attached herself. She

down his cue meditatively before he too
his aim,

“ A man who can play as well as he does | 21!

needn’t be so confoundly slow,” thought Mr.
Freemantle. :

Colenel Deverill smoked haif his cigar in
silence, while Valentine sat by his side, ap-
psrently engroesed by watching the game.

“ Have

3 ) north coast of Cornwall. - ek -

“ A lon time. , .

‘“ He was never at Morcomb, was he |” .,WT“M“ ' ty Adrian strongly
“ No, HWEMHHMMIM * Dear mother, no oy mmh
‘‘Ah, to be sure, He is not -ydlw all that fatigue and naxisty on your pars;™

* | ho said, geatly. . '*J am wmre
considering he has been so long an Af- mhw : ~ DR
. i s = besare?” . - . .
Oh, he has been back over a twelvemonth, |  * Mother i-;mm ‘%0 know. n
. knocking :l-'but in Ireland ;” answered the , mast li-'lm:n. Y-;HIIE

en Mr, into her oconfi-

deuce, and with his aid she- had obtained

the information necessary to guide her

"%'ﬁ:}nm Adrian thing of pu;rpou—
no ber

until her plan was made and she was on the

int of setting out with her old servant for
com i

froe with-the park and

feminias luxuries |
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if Mre. Belfield is in- any retreat of that
kind, she will communicate with you before
long.” Her heart will yearn tor you as time
goes by, aund the longing to see you or to
hear from you will be too strong to be re-
pressed by any aecetic rule, however se-
vere.”’ .
+* * * & #* . L

After that conversation with his mother,
Adrian had an uneasy feeling that he had
eaid too much, that he had gone too near

the betrayal of his brother's dreadful secret. |

Yet to have allowed his mother to follow a

phantom, to wear out her heart in false

hopes and disappointing researches, was
more than his duty as a son would allow.
His firet thought had been of his mother ; it

was for her sake he had kept Valentine’s
secret ; and it was for her sake that he had
lifted a corner of the veil. It was for her
sake that he had tried t> seem happy and at
ease when his heart was gnawed by care,
?nd his life darkemed by the shadow of
€ar.

‘* Let us forget,” he had said to her; and

oftan, in the long slow days, he had maid to
himself, *“ Oh, God, if I could but forget.”

His daily welk was by the river. He
seemed drawn there by an irresistible at-
traction. - Scarcely a day ed on which
he did not stand beside that silent 1 be.
neath which ):y the murdered wife. He
went there oftenest in the twilight, when all
things had a vague and ghostly aspect, or
when the eye created its own spectres out
of the commonest forms. He wondered
some times that her spirit had never ap-
peared to him, when his thoughts were so0
full of her. He geszed with melancholy eyes
among the shadows of the willow trunks,

half expecting to see a spectral form waving
tremulously above the bank, like a ghostly
But there was nothing. The

Undine,
dead made no sign.

One eve he sawa red rk- shinin
n% I:F:m neare g

brightly amidst the .
as he advanced al mpﬂh, and

ly he found himself face to face with Mr.

Melnotte, who was strolling quietly along,

smoking a big cigar. -

“Good evening, Sir. Adrian, A mild
night. and a picturesque m: ; R
¢t must seem

“Very. Baut I should

uncommonly tame to you after the Zambeai

Falls.”

*“Oh, but I am cstholic in my tastes. I

can admire an Eaglish landscape as heartily
A favorit,

as if I had never seen Africa,
walt;t yﬁun, Sir Adrian?”
*“ Yes; it is one of my favorite walks:”
“f thought so, f: _
nearly every evening for the last ten ;
I ganur;ll';yhh s e

ay 1
‘“ Naturally. Any friend
Deverill’s would be weloome.

‘“Of this side of the county,
the sonth coast pretty] wel '? -
county.” 2
‘‘ You are not 3 Devonshire man ?”
** I have not that privilege.
There was a Mr

or puanhge. Was a

. . Sir Adrian
friendship

s little in common. From s good

bave seen you here

_ my afternoon stroll in this
direction, but on the opposite bank. Lady
Belfield was se good as to % might make

3

silence, . Melnotte [did

not volunteer lni.hfmm “mm :
onus | man

lnthhwila,md,trmfurhilmq AR ex-

with Colonel Devertll contd hes
come about. - The two men séemed to have

the moat feather-headed of her siasters, and
never complained, as they did, of an evening
being slow. 1 :

Lady Belfi:l1 and Mrs. Freemantle were
sitting by the firé in the inner drawing room,
the cosy tea table and hissing kettla between
them. They had been joined by Mr. Rock-
stone, who sat in one of the most luxarious of

the large arm chairs, with his legs stretched
‘out in front of the hearth, basking

in the
glow of a friendly fireside, after a long day
among his poorest parishioners.

They were talking of Valentine.

“He nught' to mzke an effort, my dear Lady
Belfiel1, ” said the Vicar. ** The blow that
has fallen upon him is a heavy one, but it is
slmost unmanly to succumb as he has done.
His whole being is undergoing deterioration.
He has brooded upon the one t wrong
until- his soul has become steeped in gall.
He is a misanthrope at an age when men
generally love their fellow creatures., Some-

‘thing must be done to save him fiom him-

Hlf. ER ]

¢ Yes, something must be done,” echoed
Mrs, Freemantle. * [t is terrible to see a
fine young man like Valentine lapsing into
physical and moral decay. My husband
tells me that he shuns all old friends—
does not even show at the meet, and rides
in a way that shows he cares no more for
other people’s lives than he does for his own.
He ought to go to Australia.”

‘‘ That is the remedy, Mrs. Freemantle,”
said the Vicar, *‘ a new country—Australia,
or the Red River district—a new and not
too civilised country—utterly new surround-
inge. That kind of thing is your only
Listhe ; the only remedy for a mind diseased.
I know it would grieve you to part with
him, my dear Lady Belfield, Yut you - would
have him back in two or three years, a new
man. Whereas, if you let him stay here,
decay is inevitable, You remember what
Dickens says about the dry ro¢ in a man.
1’:: afraid poor Valentine’s is a case of dry
ro " /

“ ] wonld do snything for his welfare—
sacrifice anything,” lied Lady Belfield.

“ Then you and Ad must put your
heads together and persuade him to travel ;
—California, Texas, Red River, or even
Africa, if he fancies shooting aatelopes, or
d in buffaloes. - You can take advan-
tage of this Mr. Melnotte, who I am told is
a mighty traveller. The grand thing is to
rouse Valentine from his present apathy,
and set him in some way.”

‘1 am entirely of your.o

“ n, Vicar,”
saild Adrian,, . ** My brother

surroundings. A young man without aims |

or intareata, moping away his life in a coun-

try , isas0 tacle, I will take
him inhand tonight.?

- “ Do, t;ll‘r dzli' hﬂ.ﬂt:.“ exclaimed Mrs.
reemantle, I | .you aac your
brother too long to. be nb?::nr: 'einhzr of
?ﬂ:d. %oln; wrong without speaking my

‘Thtrrllt-rnnn'i the fire for lﬁmn‘ﬂﬁl .

after talking of th joy
o i el e
aroma of Lady Belfield's exce'lent tea—but
among them were heavy at

nl as the general tone of tic
¢ be. Fot Adrian there hud bects mo
l, OF §ven of
fatal night. His fi'; had
was & bunting ;day, -and on such

day s

sy o

‘that.

that I could hardly be more

logs, and the

nervous. That powerful frame and stroy
self-reliant temper had been'broken by th
slow agonies of remorse, Brutal as the
man’s nature might be, conscience was
dead in him. It had awakened in the bow
when he found himself alone after his crime
—face to face with the memory of s murder.

It had never sleps since.

‘‘ Valentice,” began Adrian earnestly,
“ you are leading a miserable life, Thisp
cannot go on like this,”

““Ysu mean that I.had betterdo as you
criminal - of the lower classes sometima
does under such circumstances—give mystl
up—walk into Freemantle’s study to-mor
row morning and tell him that I killed my
wife. Is that what you mean?”

“No. It is too late for that cours
What I mean is that you must leave tt
gcene of your —misadveature, You haw
lingered here too long. You must goaws
fﬁ, another continent—Africa, Emtrll_h
wherever you can find the resources whict
will give you moat -relief of mind. The
past is past, Val. There 18 mno help for
Let it be past. You have sufferel
for your sin of a moment inall the loag
months that have gon by since that fate
night. - You will suffer more or less to the
end.”

““More sor less, no doubt. I’hl‘i'ﬂ the
privilege of an excellent memory,’ :
Valentine, with quivering lips, st
gloomily at the fire, the incarnation
despair.

“Your self torture can do mo S?‘D‘ih.

you or to anyone else, Far away, 1

wild free lifa which auig fm;r tami:;im{““
ou wil at least sulier less. !

innhi' be better than the stagnatiod

our existence here.” b
4 “You are right, Anything would D¢

better—but I think the best would B

death.” :
“Don’t say that, Val. Men have outlived

ws than yours. :
wﬂﬁn.nnr::u made of very hard '%}
flattered myself—till last summer

was teak or iron-wood: but the

I
into - me, all thesl®
am wnm—utas:tm the very ﬂmmﬁ"s‘

think you .are right, Adrian. ‘IE 0
away from this Pll;el if Idon ;w::;ﬂ
become & howling lunatic. I“M
here in a kind of gloomy dmmin;tlﬂ* hl;
than anywhere else—but you ar :
have nh:yod too lonz. I "."mw ":ﬁ:ﬁl
Here 1 am a cause ﬂ{nm““f v

aloud without anybod
 }) tﬂiﬂ

mnt‘ b "
¢ Your mind will clear and ligh v’

to face with umPhhﬁ““& o
said Adrisn, who throughout b G
spoken Wi ineff life.
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dryrotol

a Boston man and woman who
of these doctrines uctl they 2
spise all the common conventio
came t> the conclusion that tb
together withoutgoing through
of marriage. They had both x

" pociety and made no secret ©

tion. In fact, they announce
one they met. Staid cld Boctn
was shaken to the depths.

The man v7as pﬂg?;.ﬂed u
dinner party, t> which were '
nent society }aupls, including
of the Stata; When dessert:
the table the talk became ger
turaed upon the perverse cou
and woman answered every c
them with the most perfect eq
ally the Gov rmo: took a ha
versation, Aitter asking a
and commenting on the ansy
a calm, judicial manner, he

man and asked : 3

“Do you, Mr. ——, inter
cherish this woman as your ¥
evil 1 ;

¢ Yes, sir,” answered the !

““ And do you, madam, 1
this man as your husband for
for good or evil ?”

1 do, sir,” answered the
ly.

F“Thﬂn by the power inv

Governor of this commJn#

you to be man and wife.”

And thus the plans of t
frustrated.

Not So Favora

Deacon Willizms, *‘ Bru

did yer eon come outen de !

Brother Jones.. *° De jed
two munfs ia de jayvl.”

- Deacon Williame, *‘’Pe:
if you oughter be pow'ful ti
off mighty light, he did.’

Brother Jones. ¢ 'Twar
seem ter think. Dey's a-g
when de two munfs is up.”
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The Sweetest .

Which are the sweetest
The brown, wkere fire:
The suuny, laughing eye
Or black, with glance:

Or opsline, with change!
_Or gray, where mind
Or violet, so soft and trt

- Tell me, which are th

My darling bent her sur
radiant face seen

“ The swectost ayes to
¢¢ Are those thatlook

A Sight for tk

Tramp—Will you give

a of beer w.th, sir?

. Citisen—I guessso.

you might feel quits 2
_Baloon, my friend.

‘Tramp—Yes, sir ; but

~ Ppure, ﬁmm abandon,

.- ‘»ome time when I'min 3

A ————

For the B

* :hhm neocessary to bu
=~ %nd women should reme
e f:;‘h"ﬂm Extractor
- 8 corn remo’
4’1” ity Hhk;ninkly and °
.. thapflle-signatare N.
%% Ders on each bottle.
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%% Napoleon even in Ris
e s
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