4ory of Mystery, Loveand

Dm&,._ =

now.

with wate: en in which ~Ve: v r

) e WO A Ty clever, IndBEG—’-VBrrLM
.g]lllore .w:ia: a.straoge compoynd of meat Doctor, -as he l’ooked at the' artist. -:
-Chopped in pieces atout the size of a | Shall preserve this.

&3 & specimen of your
talent and persoverance. You have suc-
ceeded in this as well as in the drawing
on the pieces of the bowl.you broke, It
ig plain to us now.” You found - knife-
3 -natt-on the st there. Let

mtz [hzve it.” K

ave peither a kmif. 1

uail,_” said Beauchampe. e-blade nor a
_ “Nqmatter. Iwill have you stripped
-if you do not produee it; and w e
fnd it if it s, as 1believe, a nail, mark
=my words, I will cotpel you-to swallow
it. Choose now, onthe instant.”

wmarble. potatees, and onfons. .
_ There was something els~, but whether
Vlt was dongh, or beesd-soaked before its
admixture with the meat and potatoos,
__| Beauchampe was n 3 -
The attendaunt deliberately emptied
the contents of the wooden bowl into the
pewter dishi that was lying on the tieor,
placed the tin beside it, and was walk-
Ing to the door, when Beauchampe said,

- sotntingtotie vewter dish

<“Am I to
3

n_eithcr spoon nor

DMajor returned home, probably. was
familiar with his habits, and bei{:z de-

> Ty, suddenly killed the
Major to avold arrest, and effected his
escape from the window the servant had
closed a few minutes later. 9. That the’
Major had incurred the merciless hatred
_of political leaders like himself, and was
murdéred by some henchman whom the
Major had sent to prison, for he was re-
lentless when he retaliated upon his
volitical evemies. 3. That the real
motive of the murder was jealousy. The
Major, it was intimated, had excited the_|
jealousy of an artist who was in love
with a“noted singer. This artist was
seen fn the vicinity of the Major's house

proportion as his schemes
cessful his example was all the
be dreaded and fosred. ~ The tragedy
would emphasize & moral, etc. .

Livingston thanked heavan that there
were men who had the courage to print
th& plain truth as he tossed the papers
aside. iy

At that moment 3 light tap sounded on -
his door. Livingston opened it, and con-
fronted the servant.

“A lady, sir, 10 see Mr Livingston® -

His thoughts reverted to Miss Beau-
champe. How could he ymeet hor? 14— ¢
=would have teen wiser, Tatich wiser, had
he adhered to his original resoluson, and --
called upon her instead of sendling a

gY DAVID LOWRY. ™ "

C(BAPTER V.—(Continuéd.)
with the paper—Draw ag
.heads as you please, (ar-

knife2
spoon.” .
- The attendant did not even vouchsafe

8 look at him, but unconcernedi los
and locked the doar.. . v closed

k

e _Beauchampe banded them the tack in
*snleufe, and both started when they
saw ft. -

“Neverthelc:s,iCarriq‘ you shall be

i —myseit Wit a

late that’ night. .. Nothing
heard of bim since.; #

Simmons:Avalkéd through the house)
with Livingston: A prominegt city.

-~

had been |

As he descended to the parlor he tried
to inventa speech that would all&y her.
apprehension, but-for once his powers of
invention_ - .

stripped, “you héad gved i
] £y.—If nothing more “is found,]
will believe you made these pictures

Although Beauchampe's stomach rose
inrevolt, he-resolved to eat all that was

| pointed to certsin marks on the desk

officlal accompanied them  Simmons

near the keyhole; to the door-o;

given to him. He m

away

not Carrick, Doctor. It

aare Carriek here, whatever you

1« cali yourself out of this house.”
5. if 1 am pot Carrick—_ir I gm an-

persons ~what answer will _you
b when you are charged with detain-
o here as you will be? My friends
idle; dnd -soms of them are

~Vorcicsmitedy and—now—for—the-{—the 0ok he. steoped-and-
me HBeauchampe discov@red thdt
po-ter was cruel as well_as crafty,
L ihat usually go together: | )
gwrybody that has enteted this
influential friends outside;

ipon Beauchampe.
.. Carrick, it is immaterial to
ro—you are Carrick to me,
arrick you shall be treated.
not Carrick, who sat for this?”
10 Dactor produced a small photo-
boband handed it to the artist,-whose
s dilated a3 he gazed on it.
ped ihe picture slowly over, and read
ing on. the back, in a neat hand:
ren. your true friend. Jas. Carrick.”
tograph bore a remarkable re-

d from the Doctor to Haw-
westioningly, and raised his right
dso.-mnly. saying, “Gentlemen, as [

iiec unnecessarily,
lloctor, tartly: ¢I despise the
That {8 your likeness.
before you were arrested for
g1 Bishop Dunn’s residence. ~The
pin you gave it to sent you to the

aleed? _exclaimed Beauchampe:
iao\a\iﬁ'the»-inSMOI an

‘fou are capable of anything, Car-
You tried to escape from Sing
nd you pafd the penalty—vyou
nrez months for that.

know your record.
Enaie & bargain with you.

1f you will promise that you will
seak to any other person here ox-
the attendants, you shall not be

Streogth——he resolved rather to husband
his physical resources. 'The time might
come soon when he would necd them—
-when they might prove bis sole depend-
cnee.

He lifted the pewter dish, and ate the
contents like 8 man famishing. Then he
drank all the water. He was botter sat-
isfied with himself after he had cleaned
the pewter dish. - ER

There were pieces of paper Iying on
up, and onc be; t d. o them o S i y . !

3 TiCC more began to draw. Now, for the first time since he en- |’

But now he.drew scenes lie had looked | tored Dr. Varek's establishment, Leslie
upon when abroad. He wasstriving to Beauchampe sank. into sleep while it
think of something that would n.ake him was yet daylight. He roused himseif
forget his sister, But his sister's eves | gnee, turned ovcr‘ and looked at his
Igoll(ed up at him dfrom the white paper. | window— )

t last, in sheer despair. he resolved to gray T
draw his sister's faclc). Perhaps in that The ray of dusk fell on the Soor.

! Beauchampe welcomed the fanciful
way he might be able presentiy to think
of something else. ! shadows cast upon the bare walls by the

Futile attempt, trees near the house; he wanted rest.

The face when half drawn was 1aid on ;{,?;’,,e{gu,““‘” for sleep xxznean? brief
ghe bed, and Beauchampe suddenly burst :
into tears. He walked to the window,.
gazing ont with tear-dimmed eyes.

Graduaily he became aware of the fact
that he was looking out on 2 roadway.

There was a house opposite him. but
at a considerable distance. Then Beau-
champe discovered that the building he
,was in was made of stone. And now,

he observed. there were a number of
iron bars outside the windows. The
‘spaces between these bars were so small
that it was impossible for a boy, let
alone a man, to squeeze through them.
Strange that all this bad escaped his
notice the previous day.
If he had observed the iron bars, they
-inade no impression upon him. Now
they angered him. .
Suddenly Beauchampe leaned for-
ward- What was that betweea the
stones, just inside the broad stone sill,
beside the foot of one of the strong iron
bars, bedded in lead? Beauchampe
 pushed the window with all his might.
-It was immovable. He turned, looked
at the door of his room, then, suddenly’|
flung himself against the window, with :
both palms outspread. The jar moved
‘the lower half of the sash. He exerted
himself again.
Now the large window moved.

1nyy 3

with my silverware; 1t is a greater cu-
Tiosity every way than the drawings on
the pieces of the broken bowl.” -

“You are.fiends; you are not men'”
exclaimed Beauchampe furiously.

They did not reply. They walked
away, locking the door carefully, whilo
Beauchampe flung himself face down-/
ward upon the bed, cursing them and.
gritting his. teeth in the impotency of-
his rage. -
T W *

CHAPIER VI. -
1IN A FOG.

It was broad daylight when Livinzston
and Simmons separated.

In the meantime Simmons had accom-
plished wonders. - His familiarity with
the city and the heads of the depart-
ments he found it necessary to visit,
Livingston regarded as great factors in
his favoe, but making due allowance for
these, Simmons “came out strong,” to
employ the language Livingston ured
when the affair was discussed in all its
phases afterwards.

In the first place, he knew more of the
murder of Major Dabney than the re-
porter who wrote up the account Livings-
ton had corrected in the Record. Sim-
mons' informant was a placeman who
was under ebligativns to the municipal
manipulator. He gathered as much
from two or three men occupying re-
spoonsible. positions as -they had learned
concerning the crime, and was prepared.
the moment he rejoined Livingston, to
repair to the scene of the murder.

This he resolved upon for various rea-
sons,. .

If his surmise was correct, the sooner
Livingston was convinced that Beau-
champe was 3 scoundrel unworthy ol

‘be guilty of such a de!iberate murder;

Simmons, looking at his
gloomy face.
at him:
upon a window across the street, then
without pausing to spéak foHis com-

cabinet that was unlocked, bus. clesed:
‘toths spot the Major was fouad, and
summed the case up thus: .

“The murder was committed by a
thief. "He entercd before the Major.
Possibly he was sedrching for money in.
the cabinet in this corner.. He succeed-
ed in_opening it, but had no key thgt
would unlock the desk.. hen the

Major entered the thief_tried™o escape.

through the window: the Major heard

thief, tried to'open the door. The thict
pounced upon him and killed him.

“It all happened in less than lifteen
seconds. B N

“Nobody but a hardened criminal could

nobedy but & man accustomed to weigh
all the chances could execute it and es-
cape as quietly as this murderer es-
caped.” . -
Simmons next sought the man who
bad seen the person suspected of the
murder late on the night the murder was
committed. N

Tnis man, though illiterate, was posi-
tive, and stoutly naintained that he hedd
seen Mr. Beauchampe near the Major's
bouse about twelve o'clock. He de-
scribed Beauchampe's festures so ac-
curdately that-Livingston's heart sank.
When he 'was asked how he knew the
artist, he promptly replied that his little
niece, who had-—posed s-veral times for
Beauchampe, had pointed him out on
two occasions. :
Livingston's feet were like lead when
they left this man.

Simmons was as brisk and eazer as a
huntsman entering the ticld.

Livingston was silent: moody. Sim-
mons was talkative. Livingston had not
lost faith in his friend—he had lost all
faith in the ability of the agents of the
law.

- There- was a terrible wrong done a
man he believed as innocent as himself,
but there-was not the least reason to be-
lieve the wrong would ever be wholly
righted.

“You are not listening to me,” said
companion’s
Livingston turned to look
his glance rested an instant

t Even
Lnabl

him, but instead- of ruaning toward the |

reservation.
her almsgiving throngh organized chan-
uels of charity, rather than at the front
door or in the streets.

When heentered the parlor he started
The figure that rose; silently and ad-
vapce i

Beauchampe. The lady was deeply
veiled. The curtains were undrawn.
whnsshl. spoke, Livingston was
t le to reroznize thewishor, who sald
in a'voice of singular sweetness and with
a decision rare: - - :
“I trust you will pardon this intro-
_Sion, .but they told me at the office of the
Record that you rarely go there in the
morning. 1 come to you because -Iam.
:o:d'ﬂyzn are Mr. Beauchampe’s warm
rien

proved guce ©

She paused. as if to give duc time to
consider. .

“It i3 true. I am.” Livingston an-
swered. “I shall not desert him.now in
this awful extremity, no matter’ what
people say or think.” T

The earnestnessof his tones seemed
sufficient. .

The visitor threw back her veil and
Livingston beheld the famous singer,
Vittoria. . . -

|70 BE CONTINUED.]
e r—rr———
WHAT SHOOK HER FAITH.
How a Very Sweet Tempered  Brids
Learned Something of O1d Soldiers.

~ Sbe is a bride, sweet tempered, sympa-

thetic and with a boundless-faith in hu-
maa nature. She lives.in a pretty little
rome in West End avenue—no matter

~what the number is. Before her mar-

riage —and, indeed. ever since—she has
been active in works of charity and good
will, and long ago she made a resolve

that when she came to have a homs of
her own no ngedy man should be turned

frora her docr empty handed.
But already she has made a mental
She is disposed now to do

And this is how
her clildlike faith was shattered.

The snow had just stopped falling. It
lay six inches deep, white and glistening
on. the pavement of West End avenue,
when a poor, forlorn fellow in tattered

coat and leaky shoes came shuffling

through the drifts and up the steps that
led to the pretty bridal nest. He shook
the feathery flakes from an old slouch
hat, hesitated a moment, then touched
the cleetric bell and stood-firmantd erect,

ted i thé "bolt.  Take your choice
tive you three minutes.” )
e Ductor produced his watch, but
hihampe exclaimed cn the instant,
fre yoi: my word, sit,” Then—with--
sttering & word, the Doctor and

kacchampe sat down on his bed like

ow that he was alone once more, he
Med imself to despair.
truth, supposed to be James
realized made little differ-
Had he not said as
pizin terms? But if it were
that they had seized the wrong
41 he could. convince them. .af |
or, would they give him

“It-moved2—B said-inward=
ly. He succeeded in lifting it nearly two
inches. Then he put two fingers under
it, but the object he strove to reach was
_as far _from him as though it lay in an-
other world.

Beauchampe struck his forehcad re-
peatedly. If he failed to securc this
object, he would become ijpsane. He
must have it!

He seized the wristband of his shirt !
between his teeth, and tore it off. Then
he twisted the ragged edge downward,
bent one end in such a way that the cor-
ner would drop in the crack between the
stones, and pushing the strip under the
window, drew it along slowly until the *
1d was over the object he sought.

confidence, the better. And if he erred.
the sooner he would be able to assist
Livingston in aiding his friend.

Major Dabney’s residence was an un-
pretentious house, and its appointments,
strange to say, were sevefely simple.
The man who lavished money in a thou-
sand ways had very few luxuries in his
house. There were people who said he
could afford to dispense with them in a
house he called his home. but which was
in fact an “occasional lodging.” .
The ncwspapers gave considerable
space to speculalions: the description of
the house, the discovery of the crime,
the relative position of the rooms and
the character of the appointments—al
these made columns of reading., but

i the wrong man?
Beauchampe recalled the sinis-
the Doetor bestowed upon him

TN glassy Stare; ho shiuddered. - rate
ingston fly to- his rescue?
t clance was tbere that his friend
'l vver learn. the_truth?
—tie very thought drove Beau-
N He paced the floor rap-
%Lin: rlacing his hands, and exclaim-
intervals passionately.
i1 faded away, and still Beau-
anpe paced his floor.
tries that had disturbed him the
iinu< night again resounded through
hils  Beauchampe paused suddenly.
mself how long a man could

Ning times did Beauchampe Tepeat
this, each time jerking the strip sudden-

threw no light upon the murder.
1

ATt ST 45 :

narrowly escaping _a_wagon --that- was
driven rapidty.” Simmons ran after him
as soon as

posite pavement. Livingston had disap-
little shop.

troversy with the proprietor, a2 man well-
advanced in years, who wore spectacles
high on his nose, and shot angry glances
at the Intruders.

way.
truth.”

ing out of your window,” said Livings-
ton.

vanion he dashed across the street.

he recovered from his sur-

prise.” Bythe time he reached the op- |

peared through the-entrance of a dingy

Simmors found him in a heated con-

“For shame, sir: To insult pecople this
To tell me I do not speak the

“I am ready to swear I saw him look-
~I cannot be mistaken.”

“Vepy well  We will see The police

those he wore.
them gratefully..
then =aid, with an air almost Chester-
fleldian:

despite his begga raiment, in the atti-
tude of “attentio —e .-
“Excuse me, miss,” he said to the maid
who opened the door, as he gave. her the
military salute, “I'm aun old soldier, and
not used to begging, butif you would ask
your mistress if she hasn’t an old pair of
shoes to spare. The snow comes clear
through the soles of these.” .
The maid left him standing there, and

so0n returned with 4 balf worn but serv-

iceable pair of shoes, much better than
The old soldier took
He hesitated, and

“Miss, your-blue eyes are as kind as

they are pretty. and that makes me bold
to ask if you couldn’t.perhaps find an old

a
vihrat-Simmons-spesdily-discoveredfor
! himself and his companion was this:
That Major Dabney did not enter his
house_until 1 minutes to one. He was

1y inwards, and each time his face ex-
pressed bitter disappointment.
The tenth time he was very delib-

U will hal'c something to say about it now.
i1 will have you arrested for disorder!y
s conduct.™

alone. secmingly in his usual mood. He|:
used his- night key, and closed the -door
behind him, telling the man-servant who ||
had general supervision of the house{!
that he might go to bed.

He entered his library, in which he
wrote all his letters, and where his pa-
pers were ncatly filed. and lit his lamp.

The man-servant heard him moving in
his room at ten minutes after one, and
about eight or ten m¥nutes later, haviag
occasion to gointo a back-room to closea
1 shutter which was open, he was sure he
saw the Major's shadow dimly defined

This time he was successful. _Beau-
champe  $uddenly seized the win-
dow, and pulled at it, but it refosed to
raove. He bent his fingers until the
nails caught in the sash that was flat
and beveled towards the panes. At the
risk of tearing his nails out, he succeed-
ed in closing the window. -

Then he stooped and picked up a
small iron tack,such a tack asis used
in fastening carpets.

was the object that he had ex-
imself to secure
- Having secured it, ke very deliberately

turning Livingston around. and striv
< to calm him. -

‘Do not waste a moment.” said Livings-

you see?” .
“I saw Beauchampe's fac» looking out
of that window,” he pointed to the small
window in the front of the store. “just as
. plain as I now sec you.”

“Yon hear what iy friend says?” said

What s this?™ dewranded =S

1ig

- “Can you not search this house--now?

We must proceed in the
*aid Simmons. “~Who did

_spoken man.

coattrifter-more presertabte thaa thess
rags I am wearing.™

The maid v “He's a well

s impressed.

1

LA serviceable coat ‘was. found.. The -

bride’s good husband only glanced over
his newspaper to see that™ it wasn’t his
newest cutaway that was to be sacrificed.
Hesmiled!. He was rather fond of humoz-
ing the bride's little charitable whima.
The maid deli vas 8
up stairs aga
terable surprise.

vered the coat and wassoon
wearing a look of unut~

*And what is it he wants now, Maggie?”

said the mistress

reason—in-the condition he

Paced in.  He tried to reeall all the

< e found himself speculating
the duration of his life as a mad-
. Th&iHe resolved that. come what
bt. he would be free in a few days at
A fortnight in the mad-honsg he
f wounld add ten years to his

Hox 1c1¢ he paced his room he had no

d down, and again he slept
othes on, fitfully, starting up
02 loud shriek burst from the mad

e phiec

n  Beauchampe's

°r the morning dawned, he sat on
™ bed, rocking his body

CWad woman's cries were rin ging
. but now they-were blended

o curses were uttered

B‘j“"‘}mnne pictured this wom n as
“odoser her vietim, beating her.
\ a4 woman with strong arms,

nessions, He ptet

XA GEASH
hroat, and shaking her.
3§ vividly pictured in the
pitifal protests'and wails,
fainter .wnd fainter uatil,

God!l My hair! Let |
reath.” You will=

befale hia dooemas.opened....

on-the-hali-open doar af_the library ge

gathered up all the pieces of paper. the into the hall

5
{"was unable to sleep. Ile lay twenty"
minutes, possibly longer. he was not
.positive, and observing the Iight from
i the half-open iibrary door shining on
thefopposite side of the hall, a thing un-
usual, became nervous, rose, stoodin the
haH above the library. and . listened
veral minutes intently. witinout hear-
ng & sound.
Then he desceaded the stairway, and
approaching the door, looked in.
Surprised at the strovg light, and fail- | ]
ing to see the Major in his accustomed 1
soat before his-desk, the-sérvant-strode |-
into the room.
The door yiclded a& he passed, then
almost closed. Turning around quickly
the servant beheld the Major lying on
his rlght side, with his left knee drawn

self on his and hi g the
tack firmly betwcen his thumb and fore-
finger, began to scratch the bottom of ;
the pewter plate.

At intervals he would

d lay the dish

aside and take up a piece of paper. And’
all the while he inclined an. ear lest

some one should surprise him.

He was ~seated thus.on his bed, draw-

fng a child's face, when the door opened

‘without a warning sound, and Dr. Varek

stood before him. - The deor stood opéan.

Presently Hawkins stood near the door,

but did not enter.

The pewter dish was Iying oa the
floor, piaces of paper were lying near it,

alt covered with drawings.

The Doctor stooped and lifted them

one by one, looked at them, and then:

-Doctor, who advanced 1o higside.

“There {s the mark of his nalls.®

They both turned from the window,

then, and looked at the artist. Beau- e R rary

c¢hampe returned their look, In which | T e ervan: sumimoned & physi-
4 & ai ry I baii--i &

The servant stooped. touched his fores
head and recoiled with a cry that awoke
the two female servants, who presently

U VU U U RO UV

Simmons
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torted angrily. “I am goin
do not dare to remain—stop-—you shall
“be apprehended. ”

of the store, and passed on.
corner, they paused, and looked at rach |
other. <
Simmons asked.

champe—but looking as T never saw him

ook again. He must be crazed with
iguor.? e e eem e s e e
- “Very well; then. . Now 1 have some-

thing to go on.
You know where to find me.
“you going?”; -

think.”

Y

arply—to-the proprivtor:
il both hear wbat the author-

" “You wi

Li

“Well, ma'am, I never saw the likes of
i £ b 3L 45

OpTintol TP-
g now—you 1

But Simmons coolly led Livingston ont
At the next

“Is it poésible you made a mistake?”

“Utterly impossible. It was Deau-

ook—as T trust I may never sre him

I will leave you at once.
Where aro

“f do not know. T have half & notidn

And thus they parted.

CHAPTER Vil
THE UNEXPECTED VISITOR.

sns%iclon was manifested as plainly 88 it | PHRYST
i kA
' 1 rived he gave it as'his opinion that the

cou

fected indifference. i
'“’g"frm"fm T CRIETAR i

Then Hawking’

1
|

hour.

“the room slowly. P
around the roo! 3. Gpon examiniug

. eyes scttled on the pewter dish. Ho
kicked it over with his foot, picked it
up, and was on the point of dropping it
POt the Tt

fm, it was fowid
that he had received his -death-wound
{rom soms small sharp iustrument. The
puncture was small, but tho stroke wont
straight to the heart. ~The blow came

| _Friends

boldness of .the crime, but not onpe word
o
or. three papers,, hast
and, seating himself; scanned the papers
rapidly.

sufficiont.

Ihe HGWSEOYS were crying iﬁl‘ murder.
ATV

stopped_each other to discuss it.
ﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁf%ﬁ TRy COTRHBITES i £ |

t pity for thevictim. He bought two
to his rcom,

A glance at the hradlines was
fle was interested in an ed-

said the bride.
gome..equivalent, even by his own hard
laber; proves- hive—to-be«vvworthy—man,—
don’t you think so, my dear?”’ and she
turned toward her more worldly wise

she opened the door.
glistened in the xunshioe. 1
six inches deep on the level, and dxifting.

foutprints of th
bad the coil shovel.
- A Box containi

signed to King & Franklin’s circus, fell
and broke open in the Southern Ex-

he took the shoes, almost a eryin’, he was
80 pleased, and then be kind o' chuked up
like,aud he says to me: . Sure, miss, I'd
like to do something for yez to show me
gratitude is genuine, aud. if yez'li get me
the coal shovel I'll do yez a good turan
auyway by a-clearing the snow off your
frout pavement.” So I got the coal shovet
and gaveit
again.”’

to him, and he touched his has

“He is no ordinary mendicant, nu.l"eiﬁ"
“His desire to give us

husband for his approval.
But the ‘worldly svise husband only
smiled as he glauced over the top of his'

beckoned Hawkins. § t A message at the of- i .

o5 ! ¢in- 1 up, and his elbows pressed closely | 0 %0 tomy room. message a ® Ol | newspuper again and said: “Perliaps 80
. Ila\!vl\ms \:a‘ltlfe& itrzgo?i?m?dthleo“tll:‘e against ‘his sides.  His hands were ( fice will find me. ‘This has.unstrung me. | n:y dear; but Maggic had bstter g\rdowti
dow,-look a _the ot -clenched, his eyes staring horribly. | Simmons. Lam in.a.fog. L want 0] uudjust veo-thnt he dossulisteal-theco

The wind whistled aa
The snow still
It was still -

Maggie went.

[T+ b oxd

to-

KTTa T tor-tirb
e old soldiet headed
S .

R

ng & big snake; con- -

6, whén his Bitention
“was arrested. -

§

torialin-one.of the papors, in-swhich the |

press office dt Birmingham, Als. The

side; “the -Major led
over on his right. There was not a drop .

blood -the carpet, and véry 1itt
sgon g arig, 04 vy

\
- —He | :
compressed 'his 1ips a trifle more, and
handod the dish-to the Detton —pointing 1oL

-

editor depretated he: crrime, but rejoiced

n & subdued manner over tho result.
)

soake;-seven feet-in—tength-drove the—
other - oecupaats frem
" compelled th

, a8d
¢ night olsrk. o ks -

peTs). :

[ :{ 3 l N 9 .
iha dish cbm_es%ly. _The perspiration

i..

|

R

she_said to her mistress, . ]
as shie delivered the second message, ’
“aud I'm thinking he’s scen better
times.” )




