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CHAPTER XV. !

It is perhaps time that the reader
shounld know a little of the ancient
house and locality where many of the
personages of whose history thess
pages Lreat, lived, and moved, and had
“H".il' hﬁing+

The Abbey House, so called, was in |
reality that part of the munutnry'l
which had been devoted to the use of
successive generations of priors. It
was like the ruins that lay to its rear,
sutirely built of gray masonry, rend-
arad grayer still by the lichens that
fed upon its walls, which were of ex-
seading strength and thickness. It
was a long, irregular building, and
b roofed with old and narrow tiles, which
from red had in the course of ages,
faded to sober russet. The banquet-
ing-hall was a separate building at its
gorthern end, and connected with the |
main dwelling by a covered way. ThHe
- aspact of the house was westerly, and
she front windows looked on to an &x-
panse of park-like land, heavily timb-
ered with oaks of large size, some of
them pollards that might have pushed
their first leaves in the time of ‘-‘I-"l.'i-
liam the Conqueror. In spring their
vivid green was diversified by the red-
dish-brown of a double line of noble
walnut-trees, a full half mile in !enp{ih
marking the track of the carriage-drive
: ghat led to the Roxham high-road. [
Y flel.ind the house lay the walled gar-

den. celebrated in the time of t:hﬂ

monks as being a fortnight earlier

| than any other im the naighhn_rhuml.

' Skicting the southern wall of this gar-

den. which was a little less than a hun-

! dred paces long, the visitor reached

: Is the scattered ruins of the old monas-
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tery that had for generations .-:.er':'ed‘
* as a stope quarry to the surrounding
villages, but of which enough was left, .
imcluding a magnificent gateway, L0 |
dow how great had been its formar |
extent. Passing om through these, he ;
0 would come to an enclosure that mark-
ad the boundaries of the old grave-

yard, now turned to agricultural 1uses. |
itself, a build-
posses- |

and then to the church
ing with a very fine tower, but
sing no particular interest, if we ox-
capt some exceedingly good brasses and
: “a colossal figure of & monk cut out of E
| the solid heart of an oak, and supposed
| to be the effigy of a prior of the abbey
who died in the time of Edward 1. Be-
law the church again, and :a.hn.ut one |

‘ hundred and fifty paces from it, was

the vicarage, & comparatively modern
building, possessing No architectural
attraction, and evidently reared out ol |
the remains of the monastery. |
Al the south end of the Abbey House

J itsell lay a small grass plot. and ple_ﬂparﬂl
| are garden fringed with shrubberiss,
and adorned with two fine :-adu.r-l;re:-.m. _
One of these trees was at its further
exiremity. and under it thera ran a
palh cutl through the dense :-ih.z'tlhlhf1r}'. .
Ihis path, which was adged wlf.,h lines |
and called the “Punnel "n‘{aik.' h-jl 'm!
tha lake, and debouched 1n tiﬁm 1|tt.le:
glade where stood Careafoots :-rmt[‘.
The lake itsell was a {ine plece OL Wi~ |
tar, partly maturai and |:-ﬂ.rt.ljr_ c{:n-ri
structed by the monks, m?uﬁurmg a |
full mile round, and from fiity 'L:‘.} t1#ul
pundred yards in width. It was Iu.FhHi
shape of a man’s shoe, the heel facing

wasl like the house, but projecting .'I'm-,
the narrow part reprosenting |
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yoned ik, )
the hollow of the instep,. belng raxu.,utal
iy opposed to it, and the Fj.ulﬂ ri'wn:lllng!
oul in an easterly Jdiraction.
Bartham Abbey was altogether =
fine old place, bul the mosL remu:ka‘-t:lu |
thing about it was ita air of .'ulthulw -
and the solemnity of its peace. It did
|, strike the spirit W ith that
to fall ap-

gaze aiong Lae v walted

i il
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g1, il'l:i.uf‘!i‘
religions awe

which 8 apl

—_— "“twlr'
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: sisles of great cathedrals, bul it ap~|
: . l " +
! pealed perhaps with equal H!.rt‘:u}..hl.. Lo

the softer and more reflective Shue “?
our natare. F'or generition -'lnf’f‘:!
seneration that house had hi-rn 11-1
home of men like ourselves; they had

passed and were forgotien, but it Te-
mained, the sole witness ol 'th“_-“‘E-UI"'-‘JH
§ their lives. Hands of which the
vary bones had long since r‘r:111111|="~1
Lo dist had ]1::1{111-*..3 these old l*-'.ll-_n:‘
and walnuts, that still donned their
i green robes in summer, and shed them

in the autumn, .
tons through the winter months. await-
ing the resurrection of the spring.
There lay upon the place an | its sur-
coundings a burden of dead lives, 1n-
tangible, but none the less real. T'he
air was thick with memories, as Sug-
tive as the gray dust in a vault.
en in the summer, in th efull burst

But in the winter,
came howling through
drove the gray
when the

place was sad.
when the wind
the groaning trees, and
send across an ashy sky,
birds were dumb, an e W
ealtle on the sodden lawn, its isolated
melancholy was a palpable thing.
That hoary house might bhave been
a gateway af the dim/ land we call the
: PPast, looking down in stony sorrow on
) the follies of those who so soon must
i gross its portals, and, to the wise who
sonld hear the lesson, pregnant with
1 1 achoes of the warning voices of many

. gonerations.
) Here it was that Angela grew up
! -' to womanhood.

! 'Some nine and a half years had pass-
| i ad from thﬁhdut.tu of the events l:lu-
ibed in the foregol ges, when

o Mr. Frm:%orl:uu ht him

been in-doors all day, and

had better take

When quite young,

' nld squire and his

ily at the graves.
Ced and

\ng here at this time of night '
asked, in some surprise.

in a deprecatory voikce; “but I was so0 |
lonely this evening that I came here
for company.”

you mean ¥

mean.'”
tall
and she observed it and wenl on:

must not be cross
Alie
times 1 feel aver so much alone,

| much

' was angry with Pigott for giving me

' not give them to me at all.

to stand great skele-'

| floating

of nature reveling in her strength, the | “And

. i | "Is it? 1 deoen't uncerstand
are wera no | - "
d th ican be aiways happy if we go there.

readi till late that night,

THE DURH&IH

which those gf;
lmost invaria |
3 written on

nallor of complexion
voted to mu-:hh itqd L
acquire, he ad s A d %)
;;.if‘-].l f:s.l{-:?e. His history was a E“fﬂ:ﬂ;_.
ly _common ORne. n Emhﬂf;h - |
miral abilities oL & P Fdistln Ofahed |

nimself greatly at colleze g
~lassical and a mathematical EE?:tE- |

he was appo

through the influence of a relation, to

' i . where the income
-E.rm prez?int Jﬂ“ﬁm nlation very
s F g‘um all neces- |

i indeed. £
iﬁ? fe:-lr exertion, he shut himself up

with his books, having his little gﬂ:;{i
of parish work for relaxation, anuim e
or sought to emerge from tlllu iqr e
his aimless studies to struggi® uld i
and place in the laborious wor g
Fraser was what people call ﬂi‘] el
man thrown away. If they had n%E e
his shy, sensitive nature a littl? Tt
ter, they would have undg:ratm;: ook
he was infinitely more suited m-'l e
solitary and ful lot in life W I:ﬂt
he had chosen, than to become & u Bt
in the turbulent and r:aeldi huram o
ihat isstruggling through al tE gmle
up the slippery steps of thES E'mlss
uF that greatest of our gods— uif?l'
There are many such men——prt:-ﬁ}tf
-ou, my reader, know one or two. : ith
infinite labor they store up lmne?r dtl'gi
the fields of knowledge. collect f.:ll oo
data from the statistics of sclence, pl
up their calculations against the w{y
atars: and all to no and. As 3 1;;1[1 e,
they do not write books: they ga ;fr
the learning for the learning's sa &..
and for the very love uI. it ra;mmh
count their labor lost. And thus t ;33
go on from year Lo vear, until {4: 18
golden bowl 13 broken and the pit _ltu'l
broken at the fountain, and the I::a.l.ttl-r
ered knowledge sinks, or appears L;
sink. back to whence 1{ came. Alasd
that one generation cannot han
on its wisdom and experience—more
especially its experience—Lto unut}mr. in
its perfect form | If it :ruiuhl, wea meni
hould soon become as goads.
¥ lt?wu.u a mild evening 1D the I:,=4.=I;1:-ariI
and of October when Mr. Fraser start-|
ed on his walk. The moon was up in
the heavens as he, an hour later, made
his way from the side of the lake, |
where he had been wandering, back |
to the churchyard through which h‘t‘-
had to pass to reach the vicarage. Just
befors he came to the gate, however,
he was surprised, in such 8 solitary
spot, to see a slight figure leaning
against the wall opposite ‘the place
where lay the mortal remains of the
daughter-in-law,
Hilda. He stood still and ‘watched ;
the figure appeared to be gazing stead-
Presently it turn-
saw him, and he recognized
the great gray eyes and golden hair of
little Angela Caresfoot.

‘““Angela, my dear, whal are you d;:_
SO A

She blushed a little as she shook

hands rather awkwardly with bim. ,

“Don't be angry with me,"” she said, |

“Came here for company! What do

She hung her head.

“Come,” he said, “tall me what you
“I dom’'t kmow mysell, How can I
rﬂurn

He looked more puzzled than ever,

“I will try and tell you, but you
like Pigott when
Some-
as
though I was looking for something
and could not find it, and then 1 come
and stand here and look at my moth-
er's grave, and 1 get company and am
not lonely any more. That is all 1
know ; L cannot tell you any more. Do
you think me silly? Pigott does.”

“l think you eare a very strange
child. Are you not afraid to come
here alone at night!”

“Afraid—oh, nol Nobody comes
here after dark, because they say that
the ruins are full of spirits. Jakes
told me that. But I must be stupid;
I cannot see them ; and I want so very
to see them. I hope it is not
wrong, but I told my father so the
other day, and he turned white and

cannot understand me.

such ideas; but you know Pigott did

ot § I am not
afraid to come; I like it, it is so0 quiet,
and, if one listens enough in the quiet
I always think one may hear some-
thing that other people do not hear.”

“Do you hear anything, then?” i

“¥Yes, 1 hear things,but I cannot un-|
derstand them. Listen to the wind in
the branches of that tree, the chest-
nut, off which the leafl is falling now.
'; says something, if only 1 couid cateh
it.

“Yes, child, yes, you are right in a
way ; all Nature telis the same eternal
tale, if our ears were not stopped to
its voices,” he answered, with a sigh;
indeed, the child's talk had struck a
vein of thought famiiiar to his own
mind, and, what is more, it deeply in-

| Why, the hole whar\q'hthe ravens nest
'is fifty feet up. V

k | can’'t understand.”

aeed, And it is just the same way
with storms. You rTemember Lhat
| dreadful gale a montly ago, Lhe one

o got them for .

much: it is so rotten., you have no
idea. There were three little nnn%
in the nest, all with reat mﬂuﬁﬂﬁm
took two, and left ops for the old e
When I was nearly down a.:.ln. :
old birds found me out, and flew a
me, and beat my heal with their w Ingﬂk.
and pecked—oh, they did peck! Loo
here,” and she showed him a Scar u{?
her hand; “that’s where they ked.
But I stuck to my hnf. g.nd got down
at last, and I'm glad I did, for we are
great friends now ; ynd I am sure the
cross old birds would be quite pleased
if they knew how niely I am educating
their young ones, ard how their mﬁn—
ners have improved. But 1 say, r.
i'raser, don't tell Figott; she cannot
climb trees, and dess not like to see
me do it. She does not know 1 went
after them myself."

Mr. Fraser laughe. : ‘

“1 won't tell her, Angela, my cedar,
but you must be areful—you might
tumble and kill ymrﬂeli.' :

“I don’t think I shall, Mr. l'raser,
unless I am meant t. God looks after
me as much when | am up a tree as
when 1 am upon the ground.

Once more he had nothing to say, be
could not ventura to disturb her
faith.

“1 will walk home vith you, my dear.
Tell me, Angela, would you like to
learn 1" :

“Learn!—learn whst ?"

“Books, and the lapguages that other
nations, nations thathave passed away
used to talk, and how to calculate
numbers and distane:s.

“Yes, 1 should like to learn very
much : but who will teach me? [ have
learned all Pigott EKnows two years
ago, and since thea I have been try-
ing to learn about tie trees and flowers
and stars: but 1 ok and watch, and

“Ah! my dear, wntact with Nature
is the highest education; but the
mind that would ippreciate her won-
ders must have a {oundation of know-
ledge to work upen. The uneducated
man is rarely senstive to the thousand
beauties and marvels of the fields
around him, and the skies above him.
But, if you like, [ will teach you, An-
cela. I am practically an idle man,
and it will give me great pleasure;
but you must premise to work and do
what 1 tell you."

“Oh, how good you ara! Of course I
will work. Whea am [ to begin?”

“I don't know—to-morrow, if you
liks: but [ must speak to your father
first.”

Her face fall a little at the men-
tion of her father's name, but present-
ly she said, quietly:

“My father; he will not care if I
laarn or not. [ hardly ever ses Iy
father ; he does not like me. [ see no-
body but Pigott and you and old Jakes,
and Sam sometimes. You need not
ask my father; he will never miss me
whilst 1 am Jearning. Ask Pigott.”
At that moment Pigott herself hove
in view, in a great flurry.

“Oh, here you are, DIiss Angela !
Where have you been to, you naughty
girl¥ At some of your star-gazing
tricks again, I'll be bound, frightening
the life out of a body,. It's just too
bad of you, Miss Angela.”

The little girl looked at her with a
peculiarly winning smile, and took her
very solid hand between her own tiny
palms.

“Don't be cross, Pigott, dear,” she
said. "I didn’'t mean to frighten you.
I couldn't help going—I couldn’t in-
deed; and then 1 stopped talking to
Mr. Fraser.”

“There, there, I should' just like to
know who can be cross witih you when
you put on those ways. Are your leet
wel? Ah, | thought so, Run n and
tage them off.”

“ Won't that be just a
ficwlt?” and she was gone
ry laugh.

“There, sir, that's just like ner,
catehing a body up like, and Lwisting
wlhat she says, till you don't know
which is head and which is neels. ULl
Le bound you found her down yonder,’

iittle dif-
with a iner-

and she nodded toward the church-
viard

8 i 1":.5.:1

Frggot drew a little pearer, and
spokie in a  low voice,

* "Iis my belief, sir, that hatcnuild
sees Lhings; she is just the oddesichild
! ever saw. There's nothing shalikes
better than to slip out of a mnight,and
to go to that there beastly churchyard,
saving your presence, for ‘company, as
she calls it—npice sort. of company in-

that took down the North Grove and
Llew the spire off Rewtham  Church.

terested him,; there was a quaint, far-
off wisdom in it.

dir.  kraser ¢ said
“though everything

tne little maud,

15 dying.

thr rain and wind.
neross the moon,
beautiiul ¥ |
shadows of something up in heaven.”
when there are no cloudsi”
“Oh! then heaven is quite still and
| happy.”
|  “But heaven is always happy.”
how it

I'tl.'hﬁrﬂ must he so0 many to be sorry
or."”
| Mr. Fraser mused a little; that last
remark was difficult to answer. He
looked at the [leecy cloud, and, fall-
ing into her humor, said:
| “I think your cloud is the shadow of
an eagle carrying a lamb to its little
ones," , -
““And I think,” she answered, con-
fident)y, “that it is the shadow of an
angel carrying & baby home.”
~ Again he was silenced ; the idea was
infinitely more tical than his own.
“This,” ke reflected, “is a child of a
curious mental caliber.
Before he could pursue the thought
further, she broke in upow it in quite
a different strain.

“Have you seen Jack Jill
&, jollgg* and ? They

“Who are Jack and Jill 1"
“Why, my ravens, of course, I got

g™,

“It is pieasant to-night, is it not, |

i 'Lhe

things die softly without any pain this!
year,; last year they were all killed in|
Look at that cloud |
is it not |
_ wonder what it is the!
| shadow of; 1 think all the clouds are

Well, just when it was at its worst,
and | was a-sitting and praying that
tiwe roof might keep over our heads, 1
look round for Angela, and can’'t sece
ner, ‘“ome ol :.'ﬂul* Ll‘iL’kE. Ilg‘ﬂ.ill,' thinks
to myseli, and just then up comes
virs., Jakes to say' that bam had seen
\1ttle

missy creeping down the
tunnel walk. [ was that scared that
I ran down, got hold ot Sam, for
Jakes said he wouldn't go out with

all them trees a-flying about in the air
like straws—no, not for a thousand,
pounds, and off we set after her."” Here
Pirott paused to groan at the recol-
lection of that walk.

“Well,” said Mr. Fraser, who was
rather interested— everything about
this queer child interested him; " where
did you find her?"”

“Well, sir, you know! where the old
wall runs out into the water, below
(Caresfoot's Staff there? Well, at the
end of it there's a post sunk in,
with a ring in it to tie boats to. Now,
would you believe it? out there atthe
end of the wall, and tied to the ring
by a scarf passed round her middle,
was that dreadful child. She was stand-

ing there, her back against the t,
right in the teeth of the gale, witht
spray dashing over her, her arms

stretched out before her, her hat gone,
her long hair standing out nd,
straight as an iron bar, and iher eyes
flashing as though they were on fire,
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thank God; but how long we shall keep | method has some merits—for one thing,
it is more concise
on the other hand{ it shows feminine
weakness.
low every step froml your premises
to your conclusion, correct as it
u my

e 2 4o with a hole in |
g7 v ™N | thenyot of the Ols e, B gt it Bl o for |
it at ‘ of the lake! rowning her
» | _Thy tree at the €O she takes to the water like a duck,

and now breaking her neck off

you §" St aflui I:lr:mrd gnf:ring to ghuutgt‘! B
T ¢ th . Sam—you KDOW | churchyar or company. r-
;uﬂllﬂt;;i’?rﬂiﬁf 0 up, He sald}ing me to the bone, that's what it
he shauld fall, and that _the old ’hll'ltjiﬂ is.’ ) ¢ : e
would peck his eyes So I wenb. Y Mr. Fraser smiled, for, to tell the’
mysel! one mornin quiie carly, With | trutn, Figott's bones were pretty com-
n bag tied round BY neck, and E'i't' lortably ﬂnvar&t}. ' t
up. It was hard work, and I near “Come,” he said, “you would not par
D iblecl omce: but Lgot on the bough | with her for all her wicked deeds,
beneath the hole at Isst. It shook very | would you?”

be, with her sweet ways; and, if
know anything about girls,
the beauty of England, she will.
made for a
look at them eyes and forehead
hair—where did yow ever see
And, as for her. queer ways,
you expect from a _
a great empty mind and nothing
put in it, and, no one to talk to buat |
a common woman like me, and a fal
er’— here she dropped her voice— @5
is a miser, and hates the sight ofhis |
own flesh and blood.” |
" Hush !
things,
you something ;
ask your master toallow
Angela."”

“Part with her,”” answered Pigott,

sharp enough to learn anything,
it’s kind of you to teach her.
can make her mind like what her
will be if she lives, somebody will be
a lucky man one of these days. Good-|
nizht, sir, and many thanks for bring- |
ing missy home.

tion.

again, and to see
but you must
change in her personal appearance, for

the curtain has been down for ten
years since last yow metl the 1;11:._1:1
whose odd propensities excited Pig-

ott's wonder and indignation, and Mr.
I'raser's interest, and ten years, as we
all know, can work many changes 1n
the history of the world and individ-
uals.
swept clean off the board and
places taken by others; a
grown richer, many poorer, some
sadder, some wiser, and all of us ten
years older.
what had happened td little Angela—
thatis, the Angela we knew as little
and ten years make curious differences
hetween the slim child of nine and a
half and the woman of nearly twen-

ty

about to commence her education. Let
us reintroduce ourselves on the mem-
orable evening when, after ten years

of study, Mr. Fraser, a master by no
means easily pleased, pxpressed
himself unable to teach her any
more.

falls the rain from the leafless boughs
on to the soddew earth. ;
for daylight that has been doing

dull
alowly

celebrating the fact, and showing its
joy at the closing in of the melancholy
night by howling itd loudest through
the
scud it has brought with it from the
sea,
like
horses,

look within.
chair in the comfortabla study, near
to a
holding some loose sheets ol foolscap
in his hand, sits Mr. Fraser.
is a little grayer than when he began
Angela’s education, about as gray as
rather accommodating hair will
at the age of fifty-three; otherwise his
general appearance is much the same,
and his face as refined and gentleman-
like as ever.
the sheets of
been studying attentively, and says;

Angela; but you have arrived at it in
a characteristic fashion, and by ¥your
own rtoad.

trees,

in the

she’ll be |
She's
and
and |
the like? |
what can
has gol
to

beantiful woman;

child as

you should not say such
Pigott !— Now, I~ will tell
. [ am going on to
me toeducate -;

“I'm right glad to hear it, sir. Hlm':—; :
and |
If you |
body

Next day Angela Legan her educa-

CHAPTER XVL
Reader, we are about, to see Angela
a good deal of her;

be prepared for a |

heen
their
have
of us

In ten years some have

faw

Now, this was exactly

When we last saw bher, Angela was

It is Christmas eve. Drip, drop, drip, !
The apology
i!’.ﬂ
duty for the last few hours 18
affacing itself, andi the wale 1s

trees, and flogging the flying

sky |
race-

across the
ghostly

till it whirls
a succession of

This is outside the vicarage: let us |
In a well-worn arm- |
table covered with books, and

His hair I

et

Presently, he lays down
paper which he has

“Your solution is perfectly sound,

Not but your |

what

e T A YT RS R il

and all the while there were the r:'ut
trees cr - down all round in a
VAY enoug make
| vith fright. We got

a body sick
her back safe,

Before

happy ripp _
is busy with some tea things out of
range of the ring of light thrown by
the double reading lamp,
blame me for jumping at conclusions,
but what does it matter, provided they
are right?
I used the equivalent algebraic formu-

fath- \ -

i are entitled to do that

| bastion

| that

than my own; but,

It is not possible to fol-

with a
@ in it, the owner of which

i"A.hI“ says a low voice,

“you often

The whole secret is that

in hot indignatiom, “part with 1Y | la but suppressed the working in or-
little beauty! I would rather part | der to puzzle yon,” and the voice
with my head. The love, there nﬁ"ﬁll' laughed sweetly.

was another like hery nor never ~wil “That is not worthy of a mathe-

matician,” said Mr. Fraser, with some
irritation: “it is nothing but a trick,
a tour de force.”

“The solution is correct you say?"’
“{}U“-E-”

“Then [ maintain that it s
perfectly mathematical ; the object
of mathematics is to arrive at the
truth.”

“Vox et preterea nihil. Come out
of that corner, my dear. [ hate argu-
ing with a person I cannot see. Butl

there. what is the nuse of arguing at
all! The fact is, Angela, yon are a
first elass mathematician, and | am
only second elass I am obliged to
stick to the old tracks; vou cut a Ro-
man road of yvour own. Great masters
That algebraie
formula never occurred ta me when |
worked the problem out, and it took
me two days to do it."
Te Be Continued.
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SAVED BY GENERAL BOURBAKL

——

Correspondent whoe was Sentenced (o he
shal n< n Spy.

Alvan S. Southworth, read of the
death of General Bourbaki with an un-
usual thrill of interest, because it was
only the intervention
that saved him from being shot as a

Frenchman's

spyv during the Franco-P’russian war
iwenly-seven Yyears ago.
“While I was at Lille, in the north

of France, as a newspaper correspond-
ent,"” Mr. Southworth, *1 was
seized as a spy, tried by drum-head
court martial and condemned to die. ]

said

shivered a little when 1 heard the
edict : but 1 took courage from the
fact that the sentence must recieve

the approval of Bourbaki, then in com-
mand of the department of the north.
He noted as a man of chivalry.
Yet when 1 was informed that he had
already settled my fate life began to
ooze out of every pore

Wil

“ 1t so happemed that one of those
nohle women, a s8ister of the Order
of <t. Vincent de Paul, visited the

where I was confined, offer-
ing fruit and religious consolation. |

told her that it was all a rnnuutlwul_.ﬂ.l
mistake, and that if I could see bim
I could convince General Bourbaki
that he was not only about o com-
mit an act of silly barbarity, but also
that it would be widely noted and
promptly avenged. 1 asked her to have
me brought before the General at the
earliest moment, as the execution was
fixed for the morning at daybreak.
(ould she do it? I think the Sister—
her name was Sister Augustine—felt
that the charge was preposterous, and
she said: ‘ Immediatement ! Immediate-
ment, monsieur!” She flew from the
bastion. and within half an hour I
was before Bourbaki., who was nerv-
ously pacing up and down on the par-
ade ground.

“This good sister has asked that 1
see you,” he said, in a disdainful way.
“Que voulex wous dire?”

“] am merely an American news-
paper correspondent,’ 1 replied, *and
was inspecting the fortifications in
pursuit of my profession; that is all—
nothing antagonistic to the French—
no treason. My full credentials are at
the Hotel de 1'Europe.”

“The General sent an orderly for
my luggage, which was light, and be-
ing more than satisfied that I was not

'a dangerous enemy of I'rance, 1 re-
| ceived my freedom over cognac and
cigars,”’
— e e
HOW LONG BEAUTIFULT

This question is discussed in an Eng-
lish jourmal by a writer who maintains
‘“the fulness of beauty does not
reach its zenith under the age of thir-
ty-five or forty."” This claim is disput-
ed by another writer, who cites the
opinion of women themselves as shown

by the undoubted fact that " any wo-
i man who craved

admiration on the

wore of her personal appearance would
be vastly more pleased were Ler age to
be guessed as being thirty rather than

| forty.”

This is a very wide and delicate ques-
tion. Much depends upon the race and
not a little upon the womnan. In some

| southern lands women are either
| wrinkled and shrivelled or fat and
shapeless grandmothers before they
reach the age mentioned. In Eng-

Retiring....

take Ayer’s Pills, and you will
sleep better and wake in better
condition for the day’s work.
Ayer's Cathartic Pills have no
equal as a pleasant and effect-
ual remedy for constipation,
biliousness, sick headache, and
all liver troubles. They are
sugar-coated, and so perfectly
prepared, that they cure with-
out the annoyances experienced
in the use of so many of the
pills on the market. Ask your
druggist for Ayer’s Cathartic
Pills. @ When other pills won’t
help you, Ayer’s is ®©

|

THE PILL THAT WILL, |

land and in this country it often hap-
pens that the “ fulness of beauty ™ in
women " does not reach its zenith un-
der the age of thirty-five or forty.”
The question of taste, too, has much
to do with a decision, and it is a can-
on of eriticism that in meatters of taste
there can be no unvarying standard of
judgment. There is a beauty of the
bud and a beautgouf the blossom in all
its glory. In the eye of cold fact a
woman probably reaches the fulness of
her beauty at her physical maturity
:Etd. :11 ' ?1“‘1; time in differ-
mes and with different
And—blessed fact |—she mm:":“"m‘“:
tiful as long as she looks so in the
eyes of those who love her.
. The age limit is very elastic, depend-
ing upon health, rament, here-
dity, conditions of life and a dozen oth-
er things that help to preserve or to
impair that beauty is its own

d for being seen !
TWO SURPRISES.

It beats all how
money. some people. spend
Yes; and it beats all how
ple get money to spend.
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