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CHAPTER I

“YWhat is love? 'Tis not herealter.
Present mirth hath present langhter,
“What's to come is still unsure.

“Bridget ! Bridget!” ecries Bridget’s
young mistress, in a clear, sweet tone.
Thers is something of anxiety 1o it
—enough to make the old woman to
whom the name belongs bobble more
gwiftly from the.kitchen to the sit-
ting room than is her usual custom.

«An® what is it agra 1" says she, step-
ping over the threshold and lu-nk'ing up
the big, bare room to where, in '#_hﬁ
third window, a tall, slight, childish
figure is standing. _

“Something., Hreadful, I'm certain.
Come bere | Come here !” beckoning hflf'
riedly to the old woman without taking
her eyes off the window. “Hurry,can’t
yout Look out over there,” pointing.
“What is that? A man, eh f—a man
murt, wounded "

“Faix. 'tis that!” says the old woman,
laying her hand to her brow and star-
ing into the growing darkness of the
November evening.

“YWhat can be the matter with him,
Bridget 1"

“I domn’'t know, me dear.
lookz bad, whatever it ia!"

“He shouldn’t have come this way,"”
says Miss McDermot, anxiously. “You
know those bogs down there, and those
—— Ob, Bridget! did you see? He was
nearly im then!"™ :

“May the diwvil carry him!”
Bridget wrathfully, “whoever he is, for
troublin’ ye like this! An’ may the
heavens sind him sinse, to kape him
for the future from searchin' for cowld
mud baths at this sayson of the year.”

“You mever care a pin about any-
thing, Bridget,” says her young mis-
tress glancing angrily at her over Ler
rhoulder, “except—"

“You, me dear !" retorts the old wom-
am promptly; whereupon both mistress
and maid laugh in a subdued sort of
war, as if a little afraid of being heard.

“*‘Pon me conscience! he'll be there
all night if the morning doesn't see
himn in the other world,” says the old
woman, presently, who again has re-
turned to her watching of the distant
figure that is trying in an uncertain
fashion to cross the morass.

She is a rather handsome old woman,
with masses of snow-white hair, that
are but partiy hidden beneath her still
more snowy cap. [Her dress is that of
Rhe ordinary Irish peasant, with a big
white apron flowing over the skirt of
the gown.

“Whoever he is,” says Miss McDer-
mot peering over the old servant's
ahoulder through the parlor window,
“he pertaimly knows nothing of the
aeighborhood. Ours is about the most
fangerous bog about here. Don't you
think, Bridget, we ought to send some
ope to help bhum ¥ |

“Unless ye mane me,"” said Mrs. Dris-
coll, whose Christian name is Bridget,
“l don't know who ye can sind; as ye
know well enough yerself, mies, an'
faix 'tis you've had cause to know it,
the master niver lets Patsy out ov his
gight from mornin’ till night. "Twould
be ridic'lous to count on him. An’ be-

pides—Glory be, miss? dld ye see that?
For a winged bird, he's a wonderful
lepper.®

ndeed, the man in the bog below
gesqna, in spite of the fact that he is
battling with an injured arm. extraord-
imarily full of life. The ill lucl that has
led himn into this dangerous mass of
water and spongy soil I8 not strong
enough to destroy him; even as the two
women. watching him breathlessly in
the window of the gaunt old house, have
almost given way to despair, he makes
n last effort and, landidg on a firm bit
of turf, jamps from that again to the
firm land beyond.

That last effort seems, however, to
bave exbausted himm. He staggers ra-
ther than walks toward the house. As
he nears it, the girl watching him can
see how ghastly is his face;, and fling-
ing open the old-fashioned casament
with an abrupt gesture, she springs
down to the soft grass beneath, re-
gardless of the old servant’s remonstr-
Anees.

A few minutes brings her to the
stranger’s side.

“You are hurt, sir. You are faint.
Lean on me. Oh!'we watched you cross-
ing that terrible bog and at one time
we feared— But you are safe now. You
will come im ¥ Your arm, 1 fear, is—="

"“Broken.” says the young man with
i nervous smile.

“Oh, I hope mot. Eprained, per-
haps—but not broken. There !-—-are you
pasier mow? lLean heavier on me I
don’'t mind it a bit, and—oh, don't faint!
Oh, Patsy | Patsy ! to the groom, gard-
ener, boot-cleaner, man-of-all-work, who
coones hurrying up to ber. “Catch
him ! He's awfully heavy.”

Patsy catches him.

“ls he dead entirely, d'ye think,
miss i"

“No; only fainted. There! Be ecare-
ful! His arm, he says is broken. There
now ! Oh, is that you, Bridget "’ to the
old woman who bas hobbled out to her
in & very angry frame of mind. “Where
can we put him, do you think? In the
north room 7"

“The hall will do him, I'm thinkin’,
till the dochtor tell us where to sind
bumn.” says the old woman, icily. _

With open she lends a

But he do

2AYS

Two or three chairs arranged i.n‘ the
hall make an improvised stretcher; but
the umconscious man lying om l'.lmau:ul15
looks so miserably mcnm;?rtu?;l: tha

he girl’s heart dies within :
t"Hg can't stay there! Take him to
the morth room,” she says, sharply.

“Miss Dulcinea, don't do _thn.tl says
Bridget, compressing her lips, and re-
garding her young mistress with an
anxious [ gaze. ‘'Tis unlucky enough
that a half-dead cruture should cross
the threshold; but to t.a._.’ka him in—to
keep him—till death claims him, that
will be bad, miss! I'm tellin’ ye 't will
be for your undoin,’ miss.”

“Nonsense | says the girl, scornful-
ly. “What superstition ! Besides he is
not going to die because his arm 1s
hroken. Patsy, give a hand here—to
the north room, I tell you!”

“Miss Dulcie, darlin’, be sinsible now,
[ tell ye a hurt man brings no luck.
An’ yer father, darlin’—think ov him |
Vhat'll be say ¥’ _

“The McDermot, whatever his faults,

o the devil himself, for aught
= ﬂtq. 1 wouldn’t .
could come

What did he

bog d b
mane at all, I wondher, by comin t‘.hu;
way 7 Was there mo one to warn him
or hedmft he an eye in his own head ?
But what's the good of an eye wid
them English? Why, they h:a.ﬁn‘t. a

i ' sinse between thim.’
“You think he's English?” eagerly.
“Couldn't you see

that much in the
cock o his mose? Faix, ye're near as
blind as Le is bimself

if ye couldn’t
aote that much, and the strange twist
o his tonwue. Ochl

English, sure 1"
“I don’t think he looks English! He
is so dark. Dil you mnotice t.ha.t"if
And from where is hef What 1s he 1
“Ope o thim young gintlemen up
at Ballybeg, I m thinkin’. Two of 'em
~ome last night, as ['m twold by Larry
Murphy, the cab driver. You kmow him
miss ™' ,
“No—no,” dreamily. “Not at all.’
“What! Not Larry the Thief t Ar-
rah. what ails ye at all, me dpa.lr‘l
“Oh, Larry? Oh! of course, blush-
ing furiously. “I thought you Wwere
talking of—of—"'
“Well, T wasn't,” says the old wom-

would not grudge hospitality to a
fainting man."”

“Well, well! maybe. But look here
now, my dearie! There's Sir Ralph to
he thought of! If he should hear of
this."

“Let hion hear of it!” says the girl,
angrily. “Am I to study his wishes,
aven before [—— 1"’ She pauses as if to
finish the sentence is distasteful to her,
and a frown contracts her exquisite,
low, broad Greek brow. “I'm tired of
hearing of Sir Ralph!” says she a sec-
ond later in a clear, ringing, wrathful
tone. ’

A tome loud enough to reach the ears
of the foremost of two men who now
enter the hall by the lower door.

CHAPTER II

“0O sweat Fancy! Let her loose;
Everything is spollt by use.”
L] [ ] - L

“There is a garden in her face.”

He is a tall man, between thirty and
thirty-two years, but looking con-ider-
ably older. Not a handsoms man—not
sven a commonly good-looking one. A
more decidedly plain man in a well-
bred way than Ralph Anketell it
would be difficult to find. That hi-
large mouth is kindly and his small
eyes earnest does little to redeem his
face. But one thing at least he has;
2 magnificent figure. A better set-
up man than he or one stronger or
more vigorous, is hardly to be found
in the Irish county to which he be-
longs.

Miss McDermot's last ‘words have
bean quite clear to him, and being en
gaged to her he may be pardoned for
pot finding them exactly palatable. Be-
yond a swift glance at the girl, how-
ever, he takes av notice of them; and
the glance goes astray, as she is look-
ing at the prostrate figure on the
chairs rather than at him—a fact that
comes home to Anketell with a little
l.."h!l”.

He had entered the big hall, beauti-
ful even in its decay and disorder, by
the lower door that leads to the gar-
den, followed by Dmlcinea’s father. The
lattar—The McDermot—is a spare, tall,
gaumt man, with dull eyes covered by
overhanging brows, -and a most dog-
ged mouth. Perhaps from him the
girl has taken her obstinacy and hat-
red of control, if from the dead mother
she has inherited the great love of
truth and honor, and the well of hid-
den affection that lives almost unsus-
pected within her hreast.

“What is this? What is this? de-
mands her father, hurrying to where,
in the dim growing of the autumn
twilight, the silent figure lies.

Dulcinea, in a low tone, and with a
slender hand uplifted, as if to insure
quiet for the wounded man, tells her
tale.

The whole scene makes a picture
hardly to be forgotten if once seen—
as once seen it was|

The soft gray, dying light that
scarcely lights up the grand old hall;
the central figure prone, inanimale ;
the old woman there, with her white
hair apd cap and scornful air; the
bending figure of the man servant, and
here, where the lights from the eastern
window fall full upon her, the proud,
slight figure of the girl, drawn to its
fullest height, and with the lovely face
uplifted. The rays from the depart-
ing sun fall with a wintry rapture on
her nut-brown hair, lighting it in parts
to gold. She (s looking stirred, anx-
ious; she is leaning a little forward
toward her father, and her eyes—such
eyes! Dlue, deep, heavenly blue ; blue,
like the occan when it dreams of storm
—are turned expectantly to his. Her
lips are parted. And in the back-
ground the two figu.,es—the father's
and* the lover’s—both silent, wonder-
ing.
“He is ill, father, he will die if mov-
ed,” says the girl, in soft tones fraught
with fear.

He i—who is he?" asks The McDer-
mot suspiciously.

“Ah! of that we know nothing.” Her
hand is still uplifted. “But Bridget
says he is to rest there—there!” with
a swift gesture toward the comfort-
less lounge, “until the doctor comes.”

“Certainly not!” says The McDer-
mot, taking a step forward. *“There!
Here, Patsy, what are you about ? Car-
ry this stranger to—where, Dulcie 1"

“The nworth room is the warmest., It
hras heeny prepared for Andy; but he
may mot come,” says Miss McDermot.
“Anl even if he does—— Take care
Patsy., Father, his arm is broken.”
~ She rums to the body they are lift-
ing, and thrusts her own young firm
arm under it, whare the broken limb
hangs helpless.

She is a second later a little sur-

“This is a man's work, not a wo-

mln'='.'
teously. “You must try to
if you find me in the "

unwillingness
to convey the fainti in
the house ¢ finm t"'l""""‘FI_I'i""""lIl down

s Sir Ralph curtly, if cour- |

an, lv. “I wouldn't presnme to let

'r:l‘ irr*ﬁf run a race about them Eng-
lish folk.”

. really think the poor man we
rescued was—is—an Englishman ¥

“Sorra doubt of it! Bad scran tothe
day we saw him. Ye'll see now, miss,
'twill bring us no Iuck. An’ naught
but a wandherin’ artist, I'd bet me life!
The ould lord above there is cracked on
fools o' that kind. I'm towld.” ,

“Why should artists be fopls ¥
Dulcinea. perhaps a little coldly.

“Waell. for one thing, they never has
1 penny to their name.”” _

“We haven't a penny either,” says
the girl with a superb straightening
of her lovely figure. “Are we fools (3

“More or less" says Mrs. [}r‘ﬂﬁn'lrl.
serenely—"yer father anyway! What's
he bin doin’ wid the property all th;?al?l
years ¥ Makim® ducks and dhrakes o
¢ However,” says the old woman, o L
\[eDermot do what he likes. It's not
of the likes of him I'd dare spake the
nnk'nd word, but thun nt._hr-r!' with 4
contemptuous eniff. “What's thim
Nothin’! People as go thravelin’ here
an’ there through the country an’ niver
a roof to the' r heals or a grandfather
to their portion. A McDermot should
not be named in the same day wid
thim, penny or no penny."”

“Ah, the pennies wcount, Bridg=t,”
says the girl with a quick but heavy
sigh.

“1Vid them that are risin’ but ro
wid the ould stock.” says the old wou
an eagerly. “A MeDermot poor is th
same as a MeDermot, rich.”

“No. no, shaking her head sadly.

“Ye say that? The more shame to
thim as makes we feel it!” ecries the
»'d woman fiercely, her lips quivering
“How dare any one forget the daye
ot so long distant. avther, when this
ould house was the best in the County
(ork. and when the MeDermots conld
shake their fists in the faces of all their
ememies 7'

“T gsappose we conld do that, now)”™
says Dulecinea lanzhing in svita of her
gelf. Then. gong back to her former
mood. “Well. that's all over, Bridaet,w
says she. imypatiently. “The end of the

asks

MeDermots  thas come. Father, yor
know. ia the 1ast of them."”
“No, I don’'t. {There’s you! there's

vou!” cries the old woman hastily.

“A melancholy sneciman.” says the
zirl, with a rather sad laugh. “I'm
afraid 1 shou'!d never summon up €n-
rmgh courage to shake my fists at any
body.”

“There's one at whom vou shake it
nten enongh* says the old woman. re-
sroachfully. “Take care ye don't do if
once too often.”

“Would the consequences”, (saucily)
“he so disastrous then?”

“Ah] now me dear! ye know bet-
ther about that than I conld tell ye!”

“Who could tell me if you couldn’t ¥
~urposcly misunderstanding her. *And
1o I shake my fist at you. Bridget?
And when T do it once too often, what”
(mischievous!v) “what will you do to
me. then, eh " :

“Ah. you will have your joke, alanna!
I know that, whativar comes o’ it. But
don't go too far wid Sir Ralph. miss
he careful I'm t»1lin' ye. He's none o
ver soft sort. He——"'

“Oh. bother S'r Ralnh!" eava th-
girl turning with a little petulant ges-
ture and walking away.

To Be Continued.

— o it~ —~ ~ ~ —— -

A QUIET BURGLAR.

In Bloomsbury, England, the other
night,a lady, being awakened by a noise
opened the door to be confronted by
an utter stranger. The position was
so eptirely novel that the conventions

of society were lost sight of. The only
remark that occurred to her was:
" Who are you " With equal frankness,
he replied: “I am a burglar!” Then
perceiving that this failed to put her
at ease, he added: " But a vrey quiet
one.” The entrance of the police put
an end to what prowmised to be a very
tnteresting description of his charac-
ter and methods of procedure.
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HIS AFFLICTION.

Dolly Swift—Let me seel Thu.l; oun
Mr. Bubblehead has an impodlmgnl: i:
hlg Hh, hasn't hef ’

ally Gay—No; his impediment is i
his thoughts. Pl

' TOO LATE.
Hawkins—So you sent for a doe-
t-ﬂﬂ' Does he think you will be out
soon

Robbins—I imagine so. He sald he
wished I had sent for him

THE NATURAL INFERENCE.
Beezletop—What did you mean

td.llﬁ‘?uhrthtl fond of talk-
l"iuhum— W, o

JIFLED L nanmimesicng

. -
THE GIFTED FRANZ LISZT AND HIS
ERRATIC WAYS.

—
Oliver Goldsmith's Pltirul Peverty and
Despalir — Lady Lamb and Lord Erron—
Bobby Burms® Wit

FRANZ LISZT.

Everything about this brilliant gen-
ius seemed erratic and weird. A Hun-
garian by birth, a fierce and ardent

patriot, Liszt seemed made for storm
and battle. His life in Paris and Vien-
pa was gemarkable for its artistic
l’:;lu:nptm and the havoe ha played
among women's hearts. Religion had
never meant much to him—his art and
the fame it brougzht him satisfied him.
As the years went on his fame grew
greater, and when he went to Rome,
ao longer young, his charm

was great enpugh to win and his will
strong enougih Lo enable him to break

off an interesting affair with a nubl_ﬂ
Polish lady from whom marriage di-

vided him—the daagerous folly of
which frieadship was known to all the

world.

Among the distinguished guesis at
a party given by acertain Roman pre-
jate Liszt attracted more nttentm.n
than any of the cardinals or the 'L.e.uut..l*
ful women upon Lhal oocasion. [Hitﬂ
slizht firure, his long gray hair, 1all-
i.ul.'uLf bt-l'i:li:;ht. and wiry to his bhlﬂlllﬂlj:-.
Uis restless eyes ansl pl?“erful. rough-
pewn features mude him consplcuous,
After aimlessly wandering aboutl the
rooms, Lub great artist sat down at the
piano. The wild, grand, melancholy
andl passionate music which came {rom
Liia  im-trument was indescribable.
Liszt's rugged, lurrowed face was light-
ad with a wopderful radiance. Sud-
denly he rose, leaving the tomes _
vibrating, leaving the hearts vibrat-
ing, and there was no sound to break
tha spell of the emraptured silence.

In the summer of 18562, Liszt went to
hve in a palf-ruined monastery just
outside the gates of Rome. In these
bare white-walled rooms he rsw-med per-
fe tly bappy with bhis pieno in one corn
or of the cell-like sitiingroom and his
writing-table piled with books and
meudc ) be ite these, there was nothing
A interest in tie rooms. His window
(oked out upen one of the most glori-
us views in the world—the bazy Cam-
_azm, tihe Alban hills cutting a clear
proiile against the vivid eky, and Rome,
i all its beauty, in tkie distance. Here
iszt cecgned appther being; bis art
possessed him more palpably and more
wnidi - idually. e

Later the world was electrified by
the news that Franz Liszt had recelv-
. the ecclesiastical tonsure, and hence-
"orth was to bear the titie of “abbe.”
s became a favorite of Pope Pius IX.
vl often played to Him at his villa on
ha classic Lale Nemi.

Always a great artist, this wonder-
ful man passed through many phases
ess eqpduring—patriot, spendthrift,
atheist, convert and almost saint!

s s

GOLDEMITH'S POVERTY.

Iy 1758, two years after Goldsmiib
returped from his wanderings on the
ontinent, he presented himself at Sur-
geoins’' hall for examination as a hospi-
tal mate, with tle view of entering
the army or mavy, but he suffered the
mortifli;ation of bheing rejected as un-
qualified. That he might appear be-
fore the examining surgeon suitably
dressed, Goldsmith obtained a new suil
of clothes for which Griffiths, the pub-
isher of the Monthly RHe:iew, became
scurity. The clothes were to be re-
turped immediately when the pur-
poce was served, or the debt was to be
ischarged. Poor Goldsmith, having
[ailed in his object, and probably dis-
tressad by urgeant want, pawned the
lothes. The publisher threatened and
roldemith repliad:

“l know of mo misery but a jail, to
whih my own imprudence and your
‘etter seems to point. 1 have seen it
inavitable these three or four weeks,
and by heavens! request it as a favor
—a favor that may prevent something
more fatal. I have been some years
struggling with a wretched being—
with all that contempt and indigence
brime with it—with all these strong
pas-ioas which make contempt insup-
portable. What, then, has a jail that
is formidable

Such was the hopelesspess, the deep
despair of this imprudent but amiable
author who has added to the delight of
millions and to the glory of English
literature.

A POET'S WIT.

Burns was standing one day upon
the quay at Greenock, whena wealthy
merchant belongring to th-e,tuwn had
the misfortune to fall into the harbor.
He was no swinimer anddeath would

have been inevitable had not a sailor
who happened to be passing at the time
rescued bim. The merchant, upon re-
covering a little from his fright, put
his hand into his pocket and gener-
ously presented the sailor with a shill-
ing. The crowd which had collected
loudly against the contemp-
tible incignifirance of the sum: but
Burns with a smile of ineffable scorn,

or, “for,” said he, “the gentleman is of
course the best judge of the value of
bis own life.”

UNFORTUNATE LADY LAMB.

Many of Byron's most charming and
tender verses are written to Lady
Caroline Lamb, the novelist, whose life
was sadly interesting. Sbe wus mar-
ried before the age of 20 to the Honor-

entreated them to restrain their clam- | Passes

al attractivemass and her grace, U"l

m Lord Byroa, she inwr;mth
victim of an unfortunate infatuy;

for the poet which contin e lhrI:

ears and was the cause of much g

The th 18 said to have trifies

her feelings and a quarre) t::

For muny years Lady L'u]‘uiim

led & life of wmtiiﬁ iy !”"'L'-'H. at

While riding ope iilh

she met at the Hri

the hearse which was « '*r""‘l*'iq

the remains of Lord Byron 1o Newsiey,
Abbey. was taken home ipge
B R ey

lowed, dﬂ.ﬁﬂﬂ' which sbe had spells of
mt " Fm Lhiﬂ- til'JiI.l;" I_'.--j' ”-"urltl.ﬁ:
ﬂ-ﬂ'd- ha tﬂw and three VEArs be,
fore her death, a separation took plag
between, her and husband. who hoy.
ever, visited her frequently und

responded with her. A romantic sy
ceptibility of temperament seems

have beea the misdfortune of this lady,

This fact illustrates the wisdug 'Zlf

Thompson's advice:

“Then keep each passion, hov ever degr,

Tm e, tﬂhﬂ' tmdﬂf are Lhe st
severe.”

BLANG AND THE RED MAN
In those days when you u-«l to g

G0N thﬁ Wﬂrr[ﬂt-h. dj-"i ¥y ou many
captives? asled the newspaj«r scribe
who was iloterviewing Man-alraid of.
everything-but-his-firewater. the oneg
mighty chief of a once poweriul tribe

Ugh! grunted the old warrior, In
jun bad ‘em to bura.
—mmr—

AMBASSADORS’ SALARI:S,

What GEreat Britale Pays Mer Hopresenia
tives af the Yarieus  anrs,

It is announced that Dr. Levds is ty
receive £17,000 a year as representativg
of the Transvaal in Europs
ary is greatly in exoess of the amount
which Great Britain deems -
for any one of her represen! = 10

foreign countries. Our most highly-
Pﬂ-ld I.D]hﬂ.ﬁ!ﬂd{)r i8 the RBriiis
sentative in Paris, though he reccives

little more than half the sum Ur. Levds
s to draw—a beggarly £3%000.  br-
tain’s ambassadors to Germa

tria-Hungary and Turkey receive L5000

a year each. The representative in 3t
Petershurg has the mext largesL =il
ary. £7,800; while £800 less is <o
enough for the British ambass |
takes up his residemce in the Flerna
City. For some reason, known o Lo
the diplomatic mind our reprosenia
tive imn Washington is much -
receiving but £6.500 a year, though he
has probably to work far harder Lor L
country. The ambassador to Spa.n e
ceives £5,500, while the represen £
in China and Persia draw £500) vach oss
The heads of the legations in .Jajpul
Brazii and Egypt, each receive i
but Lord Cromer has beside £1.00

a “personal allowance' The British

ni at Pretoria, ewho is paid by Lhe
colonial office, receives only &£z, &
year.
— —
GRAINS OF GOLD.
Fools rush im where angels '
tread,—Pope.

Early to bed. and early to rs:, o
a man healthy, wealthy and ws
Franklin.

God has never ceased to I«
true aim of all right human us) 1
—Vinet.

Blessings ever wait on virtuonus deed
and though a late, a sure reward Fik
ce-adm—-&:-ngme.

Fire and sword are but slow engnes
of destruction im comparison with
habbler—Steele.

Not education but character smans
greatest need and man's greastest saie
guard,—Speneer.

If you wish to be held in esies
must associate only with thos
estimables—Bruyere.

One of the Godlike things
world, is the veneration done .
an worth by the hearts ol men- Ca
Iyle.

The shortest and surest waly |
with honor in the world 1s to b i
ality what we would appear o b€~
crates.

Thie is the law of benefiis Delweed
men—the one ought to forgel W
what he bhas given. and the olher®o
never to forget whal he has rece
—Seneca.

#_-—-‘_
BORN THAT WAY.

Indiratlons of 1he
* Begen- rale.”

Degeneracy betrays itself among &
in ecertain physical characierns
which are denominaled
brand marks. Such stigmata cop=="
deformities, the umegual deveio me
of the two halves of Lthe face an' v} -
ium ; then imwrfﬁct-iﬂﬂﬂ in the 1.'.1".1 ] -
opment of the external ear, which
conspicuous for ils emormous =7
protrudes from the head like a hor ™

That which ﬂﬂr]y al[. degenera:t
lack is the sense of morality an’ =
and wrong. !n order to saii=i
momentary impulse or .lﬂl'ljllil' on .
caprice they committ crimes anc 500
with the greatest calmpess &0

Another mental stigma of the des"t
erate is his emotionalism. i+ laug .
ut“ he sheds tears or “'F-E"'g ] coplous
ly without adequate occasion

R

HADN'T THE GENUINE ARTICLE

Criminal

Physieal

i
sy
Ll |

glLIgM

|
¥
|rl ll[

First Sa f=What shall 1 dof
She says she t want apy cheap 11
tations.

Second Salesman—Show ber an %

:

wealthy from i

pess. In his |
pearly all cult
for setting @
are set in the
of mulching.

is required unt
{he next June.
of the finest b
fancy price.

I notice that
severely eritid
whether result
possible to mi
the plan the E
im worthy of
to offer a few
my experience
or.

lp mly 2@ yed
fxprrinwmnd
od of growin
of my largesi
od from plan
never practise
gively, because
the planls an
the dry wea
in August an
planis are s
to be Lirown
the winter.
referred to L
e overcome
until October
come, and the
are sel, cover
of the row ol
glaide manu
wealher, 1
piagls an 10
| presume sl
lcast tep LOC
the plaats.
ithe rows 14
manure alres
weeds, saves
and there a
they <o nol
tent uplil al
then the bed
plants setl in
rows are sel
feel ajart, aj
the row thak
of row |

| have soN
similar Lo Lo
early in Lhe
lowed, 1 lOsL o
I would lose iy
ed oul Ly LN
only gave Lh
ground a lLigh
s lead ol cowv
iL on each sid
up Lo Lhem
around them
i1 have saud,
berries, and w
1 think they
siderably less
sel plants.
Lhinks that ¢
of Lhe summ
berries has n

him between
crop. To gud
slake my ow

for Lhe bene
profit is at e
planis set in
planis are at
what | am s
dHI“i"E\.E any |
Ltake my advit
I hnwve found
for the last
["hlﬂi i wal
Birawberries
or BiX men |
BiX monibs ,
single dollar
hu'-'f' *H‘ltn Cor
else or e th
housa. ;
Erovwn a few
usi sel pland
Lhe plants set
er thaa for |
than twice t
Whea sety
the spring, |
Planig and s
lween them,
1"“1'1‘1&._ an‘i
able less wor
ed than w
Set- the sprig
had experien
Unmen<e
ed to take car
Bel strawber
lowed to mal
ve |

lo hire the
hire the wor
fothing left
Ary berries y

Eeneral p
Pose at opop




