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" the differing inflections in her voice.

. low tone, “and that is all about 1t.”
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Since she wént home
Longer the evening shadows linger here,
Fhe winter days Mi so much of the year,
And even summer winds are chill and drear,
Singe she wen! home.

Since ahe went home—
Fbe robin’'s not has touched a minor sraino.
The old gtad songs breathe a sad refriain,
and laughter sobe with hiddem, bitter pain,
Bince slve wenit home,

Since she went bome—
How still the emply rooms her presence
blessed;
Untouched the plilow that her dear head
pressed ;
My lonely beart hath nowhere for it< rest,
Since she went howme.

Since ahe went home—
Khe long, long days have crept away iike
years,
Tbe sunlight has been dimmed with doubts
and fears,
And the dark nights bave rained in lonety
Lears,
Since she went home.
~Robert J. Burdette in Ladies’ Home Jour
nal.

DISTILLATION.

The hors d'oeuvre—a novel mixture
of savory fish, such as anchovy and
red herring, with olives, gherkins, beet
root, etc.—had ocome and gone. The
6oup, a consomme of delicious flavor,
had bad its day, and now the fish wad
before them. And still she had not
spoken’

Jusun Crawford ventured to sur-
vey her steaithily, with relieved cur-
tosily. She was & slim, pale woman,
with features refined to the poinl of
thinpess; meditative gray eyes, and
bair whose undulations shone prettily
in the soft glow of the shaded Hghts.

“She must have caught my name,”
be said to himself, with subdued gra-
tification. ‘‘S8he is probably a domes-
tic woman, and domestic women are
often deliciously Ignorant” He al-
most thought he mught venture a re-
mark.

“The red mullet is good to-night
Do you know what it always reminds
me of?"

“Na. Tell me.” Apd she lookad
up with all the simple defarence of a
woman of the old regime

“Mortimer Collins’ novels,” he said.
"He was so fond of it, and he made
all his favorite characters eat it—]
SUppose a8 a reward.”

“l bhave not read his books,” she
said. “"Indeed 1 seldom read novela."

*“Thie,” he sald to himself, "3 a
woman {n a thousand! His spirits
rose, and he waxed tmorously confi-
dential.

“Neither do I,” he said. "“Apd vet
people are always asking me what
novels ] ‘like best.' ] don’t like any.
i prefer a book with no conversation
in it The eternal chitchat in the
average novel s to me intensely weari-
some. | like something meditative—
something one ¢an smoke with,
lLamb’'s anéd Stevenson's essays suit
me very well Did you ever read
Bacon?’

*“I think—we got bim at school.”
There was an agreeable dubiety in hee
soft gray eyes.

‘8o did we. It's much a shame to
oall hia things eseays. They were
sachievements, and | like essays best.”

Perhaps she was listening, but she
did not answer, and there was a far-
away look in her tranquil eyes.

“Bhe is wondering how her chilidrem
are getting on at home without her,”
he decided. He knew she was mar-
ried, for he bad noted her marriage
ring, and also a guard of dim old
gold with an antique device Imprinted
upon it that she wore above it. “"How
superior to those assertive diamonds
most people wear,” he thought. "Her
ring !s like her—of plain, unassim-
tng gold, with just sufficient pattern
on it to individualize it.”

She noted his glance and brighten-
ed to a semblance of vivacity. “You
are looking at my old ring,” she sid.
“It is an helrloom in my husband’'se
family; it has mounted guard over
wedding rings for more than a hun-
dred years. f8ee, here is the posy in-
wide it,” and as she took it off he
Jnoted its finely worn apbearance, its
shape curved to fit the finger and not
eggreesively round like the modern
ring.

‘“‘May I hold it?' he said and took
it from her and held 1t up in his long
pervous fingers. *1 like these oid
rings. They seem to me fitly to epi-
tomize the old-fashioned woman She
bad a gracious adaptability and fitted
hereelf about a man’s heart just as
this ring does about your finger. The
modern woman—Ilike the modern ring
—is always the same—round, asser-
tive and complete. She never adapts
herself to any one. Allow me,"” and he
returned it {0 her with a bow full of
antique gallaatry.

There was a mellow flavor about
their host's old Burgundy. It temper-
ed the unquiet mind agreably and fll-
ed their silence with serenity.

A ravishing entree came next—
speech were an insult to it—and as
they partook of it the last uneasy
fear forsook him, and her thoughtful
eyea betrayed a fine cohtent.

“You do. not care for too much gon-
veraation,” he said insinuatingly.

“It dependas,” ahe.said. “I think peo-
ple are too fond of talking nowadays
It is all becauss the magaxines sy
oconversation s & lost art, and people
try to prove it & mistake. We need
Interludes of silence to breed our fancy
m"

“How delightful!”—and he fslt al-
most gay. “She would not quote my -
essay ob . ‘Silence’ so casually did- she
know she was to the author.”

“I agres with you,” he emid alound.
“The only oconvereation I thoroughly
appreciate ia that of children”

Her fase It up at omcs.  “Are they
not delicious?”’ she said.

“Now,” he thought, ““for the custom-
ary aneodote.” Aloud, “I am sure you
are a mother.” .

“l have two children—a little boy
mnd & glel” :

“And the little boy?”* He bad noted

‘ She flushed faintly, and her eyes foll.
“He is my little boy,”” she mid in »

He was at onos costant. How could
he dream of this. exceptiona! wemsn
giving way to the anecdiots?

“It is.a great deal,” he respomded -
“lI kmow how it feels It fs
like “reading. ageim & book..you. iead

as you remd it all comes before you
again. Boys are usually like their
mothers—I am sure yours is.”” And his
kindly glance seemed to say that in
that case the boy had done weli.

Across the table a vivacious lady
with carefully curled tair and judi-
cioysly tinted complexion whispered
to the man beside her: “Look at Jus-
tir Crawford 1 never saw him talk so
much before!”

.. »weels came, she partook
of thems with a lively greed that rather
diverted Mr. Crawford. *“l am sure,”
he said, “you like both sugar and milk
in your tea.”

“Of course.”

“How delightfully usual' And he
sighed with content. *“I am sorry I
shall not see you up stairs afterward.
I do like & woman who takes both
sugar and milk [t's so much less
trouble.”

“Are you not coming up afterward!”
She seemed surprissd—disappointed.

The =cared look came back to his
short sighted eyes for a little. *“I—I
have a standing engagement at my
club immediately after dinner,’” he
said.

“Coune up to-night.” And the gray
eyes looked soft persuasion at him,

*] shall,” he began magnanimeusly.
Then, his courage failing him, he
added, “for ten minutesa.”

Shortly afterward there vas th= usual
rustls of skirts, the agreeable patter
on the stairs, the echc of a feminine
laugh. and presently the disiant rum-
ble of the plano.

As a rule, this wag a time of unut-
terable reltef to Justin Crawtord. Fate
bhad made him a popular novelist—na-
ture had denied him the hardihood to
endure its social consequences. He
tad been tethared to so many admir-
ing women during dinners that season
that the festal meal had come to be a
matter of mortal dread to him. Any-
where else he could escape, but not at
dinner. To-night, however, he had en-
joyed himself, at least in a negative
way—he had been let alone and aliow-
od to talk or be silent as he pleased.

When he went up stairs, he found
hie late companion lying on a curved
obair at the half opemed window. He
went over beside her and peered out
tnto the dark. They wers almast at
the corner of a buay tharoughfore. It
had bean wet, and the lamplight glim-
mered across the pavement.

Beyond was the dim greenness of
trees, and the soent of wet May float-
ed across to them. The moon hung
apart, inocurious, behind a vell of yel-
‘low vapor, and as they looked Big
Ben struck the third quarter.

There was a clatter of cups
'saucers behind them.

“] am ready’'—and the gray eyos
smiled demurely-—"for my oup of tea”
|  *Ten minutes,’” he said as he went
to fetch it, “‘is DOt a very long time.”

He sat down beside her at the win-
dow,

“Da you see that peat just inside the
park gate?’

*No,” she said wonderingly.
good sight xou must have!”
| “Shortmighted ptople always see
well far away. There is a pair of
lovers over there, and they sces the
! colored lamp shades and hesr the mu-
sic here, and they think & very fine in-
deed, but do you think they would
come in it we asked them?”

She looked a little puzzled, but ho
did not heed har—he liked a person he
could forget, and he went on talking
to himself, as it were: ‘‘No, they are
better where they are. The scent of
the May is stronper there, and the
darkness & a kindly cloak. 1 should
like to go over there myself, only''—
with a whimsical flash of the short
sighted eyes—*I should be alome, and
go | should not require an umbrells,
as they do.”

No doubt he was talking nonsense,
but the perception of it visible in her
eyes recalled him to himself. He fin-
ished his tea and took the cups away.
Wbhen he came back, he sald diident-
ly., “Good night, Mrs.""—and paused
He had not caught her name, and
rather wished to know it

Bhe noted his expectancy, but for
some reason did mnot respond. A little
flush that rose in her cheeks was the
only s'gn she made of having under-
stood. ‘‘Good night, Mr. Crawford
she said.

He bowed and went away, but as
he went down stairs he said to him-
self. "She knew my name after all, and
yet she never mentioned my novels
or worrfed me in any way. A wonder
ful woman!”’

An hour afterward Mrs. Willle Dan-
vers was seated in her tiny drawing

and

“What

noir with her husband-—or. as she pre
ferred to call him, her “chym.”

“*And how did you get on with yow
interview?” he amked.

“Beautifully—he never knew it wai
going on. He Just prattled aws)
about the old and the new women
children, cups of tea, lovers and um:
brellas, and 1 diwtilled heaps of copj
from him. Now and again, though. |
didn't quite know what he was driv.
ing 4t,"" and agaim her clear gray eye
assumed that faraway look that -ha(
interested Justin Crawford eo much.

“I am not surprised,” said Mr. Dan
vers dryly. There is a fine casua
contempt about husbands at times.-
lj‘annie Douglas in National Oberrver

M. Faure is a Protestant

...« new Prealdent of the .. ..i
Republic is very miltary in appear.
snoe—very well ast up, and tall, with
closely-cropped white hair and a black
moustache. He s fifty-four years of
Age, bat looks youmger in the face and
is always very carefully dressed, being
in fact, one of the few dandies of the
French Chamber! He o a sslf-made
man, having amasesed & large fortuns
a8 a shipbullder. He is a Protestant—-
the first whe has ever been Presiden!
—and s great ally of the Y. M. C. A.

Horeos LowsPricsd in Franee,

A very serious fall has taken place
jn the price of horwes in Raris, aleo i
warions Franch towns. This is said
to be mainly dus te the
increase in the number of bieyoles and
tricycles, the production belag during
et year exocsssive—namely, over
100,000 more tham in the year prior
The colnpiaint is bitter on the part of
hores demiers, wko my the bizycle is
taking their dread away; they
must, like the rest of , suffee
for the benefit of the mil

twenty years ago and havs Soreot. but |
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. It 1li becomes & Christian to indulgs

room, having a cigarette and a cafe:

. olle may crawl into a pint bottle, says

MISSING WORDS,
A Fascinating Game fer the Amusement &
Youmg Rhymsters. =

HE five children had piayed
everything they knew over
twice; at least they thought
they Rhad, and still {t would not
gBet to be § o'clock, when they
were {0 go down stairs to the
lfbraxy to play a brand new game with
their father.

But if you only walt long enough it
will get to be 5 o'clock after a while;
and just as the clock befdn to striked
the five children went down =stairs
with a rush, and almost before it was
tirough they had swarmed into his
Ubfary. ’

“This, my dear children,” he sald,
“i4 The game of missing words. 1 will
give you the AArst line complete, and
the second line to its last word, which
¥ou must at once give, and it musg
thyme with the last word of the first
line. If you cannot think of it you
get dropped out. The one who stands
the longest may give out tLe next mis-
sing word lesson Are you ready?

“Yes, father,” they all answered at
onhce.

"Donny will be No. 1., Tommy 2,
Molly 3, Polly 4, and Dummy Dee 5.
You may help Dummy Dee a little it
he needs it,” said their father,

“l am not going to need it
Dummy Dee, indignantly.

So father began.

“A young fellow whoss surname was
8ill harnessed his horse and sgtarted
EU 1}

“T11.,” sald Donny, promptly and
edgerly.

“That’s good,” sald his father, *al-
thouga the word was mlill”

8o Donny sat down.

“He stopped beside a flowing——"

"R1ll,” said Tommy, who sald after
ward that he sald it by mistake, but
it happened to be right.

“There came a pretty girl named

“Jill,” sald Molly, sure she was
right. .

“"He wished that he was Jack, not

"84117" asked Polly.

“No, we cannot use the same word
twice; but you did not Xxnow that
80 you may try again.”

“WIIT' asked Polly again, and that
was right.

“Or, as they eometimes called him,

“Bill,” sald Dummy Dee, with such
an alr of conviction that he received
much applause.

“Which really was a bitter—

"Pill,"” sald Tommy, delighted with
his emasy one.

“His errand he forgot——"

But Molly could not think, neither
covld Polly. ‘Dummy Dee shouted
“Until!” and was right agzin.

“The sun shot down behind the—-"

"Hill,” sald Tominy, and that was
right, too, and the last line.

Then they all declided to write one
for their father, and it had to be hard,
because, as Molly said, their father
wrote things with rhymes in them for
the papers, 80 he was in the habit of
it; but before they were through with
their task the supper bell rang. to
thelr great surprise, so they had to
wait untll the next afternoon.—Youth's
Companion.
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HBER PAPA.
My paps's all dressed up to-day,
He never laoked so fine;
1 thought when I first looked at him,
My papa wasn't mine,

He's got a beautiful new sguit—
The old one was so old—

It's blue, with buttons, O so bright,
1 guess they must be gold.
And papa’s sort o’ glad and sort

0’ sad—] wonder why?
And every time she looks at him

It makes my mamma cry.

Who's Uncle Sam? My papa says
That he belongs to him:

But pape's joking, ‘cause he knows
My uncle's name is Jimg.

My paps just bhelongs to me
And mamma. And I guess

The tolks are blind who cannot see
His buttons, marked U. 8.

U. 8. spells “us.”” He’s ours—and yet
My mamma can’'t help cry;
And papa tries to smile at me
And can’t--I wonder why?
—Exchange.

The listtie Coungurer,
You must preface this trick by de
claring to the ccmpany thst it was
formerly supposed to be impossible tc
set the Thames on fire, and that 1t
was demonstrated some years ago ai
the Haymarket Theatre, that for s
person to crawl {nto a quart bottle was
an utter impossibility. But since that
the progress made in all kinds of
knowvledge has proved it is posstble
to set the Thames on fire and that any

an exchangs. The statement will, of
course be doubted, and to prove yours
sasertion, get & pint bettle and place
it {n the middle of the room; then slip
outside the ddor.and in a minuyte or
two return, creeping upon all .fours
saying: “Ladies and gentemer, this
is crawling in to the pint hotthe!”

White canves shoes may be kept i1
good condition by clesaing them with
a paste made from pipe clay dissolvaed

| of tLe toard are giins, gunpits, soldiers

."ANT AND BUMBLEBEE.

———

A Xuture Story of Hew tha Little Ant Pre
tegted Her Prize Frem the Emamy.

Over head a bright blue sky;, the
trees swayed in the soft breexe, while

droned a tender noonday lullaby to all

the St. Louis Globe-Democrat. A Ut
tle stream puried !axily alomg and
then made guite & dash, as thoiugh to
make up for loat time. Across the
hot sand of the road a great bumble
bee gulded his awkward body. He
must have been a very sleepy bumble
bee, for he bumped his head and yel
low-stripped body agalnst a large tree
—bump ~—buysas— buzz — bugzs — and he
was on hYs back making his wings
work very fast as though he was try
ing to iy on his head.

He was choked with the land; the
accident had been terrible to bhim,
Soon he ceased struggling, and the fus-
zy legs and black hips stuod up in the
air, still—no longer protesting against
fate. *

Now, during these struggles. a small
red ant had been wisely waliting. to
know the result. A live bumble bdeg
einging away in the air, was one
thing; but a dead bee on the ground
was sompething else altogether. A few
momenls passed, and still no move.
ment. The bumble bee was evidently
dead.

That ant, with the true instinct of
her kind of *putting by for a rainy
day,” quickly approached the fallen
prize, and, with her tiny feeiers ang
legs, went to work with a will,

Graclous, how that little red ant
worked—never stopplng to think sho
was trying to carry eomethlng many
times her size; but pulling away, now
as a straw lay across her path, and
again, attempting to life her burden

a forest of mosa,

Bhe would stop every now and thon
to rest; then she would look all around
the great body, wondering what she
was geing te de wilh it whep she got
it home.

A big bdlack sant, roaming around
Jooked for his dinper, espled the littly
ted ant and her bés, and ianstantly
conciuding that “might was right,” he
shortened the distance bstween him.
seif and the feast. The little red ant
paused. What should she do? BShe
had tried hard to do her work bravely
not calling for help though her burden

[ace.

The black ant came nearer And—
the red ant ran away as fast as het
small legs conld carry her.

Deserting her work? Well, it looked
iike 12

Oh, my little red ant don't glve uy
becauss it is hard—go back!

The little red ant knew what she
was about, howesver. In two minutes
she had collected a small amy of re
{ations, Back they all came—by twoe
and threes and dozxeny—S0ome 80 exg-
er that they trisd (o walk over the
backs of thoss in front.

The big blmck ant was getting un-
easy and really dld npot want thxt
bumble bee anyway!

Each red ant had his own work
Some went to help with the bee, while
others drew themielves ground the
now vanquished enemy; and not une
til the bee was quite safe In the ant’s
nest did the black prisoner obtain hry
freedom,

The besa safely stored, the ants 413
not even stop to admire thair own in-
dustry, but went to work at something

olse. What would you have? Do youn
oot know there is such & thing aw
winter?

Warsfare is the Latest Game.

From time immemorial boys have
played at being soldiers, and remark-
able campaigns have been carried on
in this way by doughty young genar-
als, whose uniform, though tatterde-
malion, has always besn picturesque.
Now, however, they are Invited ta
abandon this primitve method ot
making war and to substitute Yor it
the scientifjc method as illustrated in

. & game which has just bee invented,

Like chess, this new game {8 played
on a board, which s suppossd to rep-
resent a battle fleld. At efther ond-

and various other indispsrisgble para-
phernalis of battlé, The combatants, |
when ready, fight according to theap-
proval riles of warfare and viétory
falis to thet side which first succeedn
in mowing down the ranks of its op-
ponents. .

The battles of the Tramswial a8d
Spatish-American wars-oan'be fouglit-
over agaln on & board like this, and-

will also prove imstructive, especiaily
after a military career.

Lads stoexings,

in water. The clay may be purcbased
from a druggist for a few cents. Ap-
ply the paste with a cloth and after
ward put the shoes for a foew minutea ‘
in the sun to dry. A Brooklya girl
has diecovered that rubber-soled shoes
are excellent for mountian climbing

g T
“

b ‘worldly. dainties.—Pulgemtiue.
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PEORO.

Ordinarily scled §hoes cause the wear-
er toslip and thus rotard the t«d‘:é oty

are not intolerable, and we are novw to
have lace stockings—not lace fronts,
but Hose that are entirely made of-
lacen.. No doubt they. are becoming

to the skin, but, what seems mors. im- |

tha bees and insects hummed and
nature, writes Harriet . Wright, in

over a dead leaf, or forcing it throughl

was heavy. Now here was a fos to!

1t oome acroultulof;'mwy

‘|got (. That’s good emough for you,
‘{ma‘am, fan't R

‘| Mr. Sveever coughed and bégan:

" person has never called at office, but
| she is kmown by sight to my inf- :}; sh
'{ant. Rather a good-looking giFl, “with §
1tall, sim figure, and, genira)

4§ one occaulol _ R %
“Mr. Sweever, excuse me for indef-§

“Thete’s & lot mote, ma'am,” mid ]

in this way the game; while amusing, }
to those boys who have a hankering:

We have decided that.lace gloves {

SHE WANTE TO RMOW:
B B ¥
Thll Wl bow to woo (ReE, Freddls,

1im snxious to ;|
. T ave got my facky il readys
Tett me how your lrés win,
Dar't T kive lo take you Mud, x|
no“h‘t b '{w ROAPRTAN, wy,
that you may wi L, da
Thae *l,\utm'h& YHFE, sloni a
Only think what ©a've been misaing,
Til ghe New lo} came to gush—
Wiich of ud should start the Kiming
Ougixta't one of ws to Bitak.

Tel me, Freddle, how to woo thes,
For, when oace our twkchiugs go.
Womem meas that they shall do the
Asking, and I want to know.
£ A Miller, ta Home angd Country.

CASE OF SUSPICION.

Old i.ady Leadel bad had & long coi
voration with Ler young friondd aad

_was enjoylng derself very much. Bhe |
‘wras & dear, good wnl, Lady Lan

lwith & great desire to intsrfere with-

everything and put it Nl right, And| §
amateuriahness |

remedy thus the maw
of !"rra)ﬂdenuo. .

“The way I look at it, my Qar™
'n.fd cld Lady Lendcl =i» this. There
cal be m harm in making inquiries.”

“l suppose not,” said young Mr.
Heathcots, doubttully,

“l think every woman ought to do
It. realty, It's very cheep, you know,
and [ could glye you the address.”

“Don™t trouble, Lady Lendel*”

“0h, it's mo trouble at all, What
made me speak of it most partionlarly
, was that Mr. Heatheote is on the stock
exchinge and really, you Xnow, my
dear, I bave heard taled about the
stock exchange mean that 1 should
blush—actually bluab—to repeat.
| “And M there is nothing to be fonnd
out just see how nics it is to know,
And if apything was wrong, why, you
see, yorx've only to send for me and I
&hould be most pieased.”

“l am sure you are very good,™ mid
Mrs. Heathcots, faintly.
| The result of this oconversation was
that & for{night Istee young M,
Heathcote was walking up and down
ber dravwlag room waiting for MNT
Sweever. He was o call this after-
ooon with the reeult of his tnquirie. -
) Bhe, on her side, had not failed to
walth her hushand with exceeding

del;: |l

to forkive ma.
“I will nevee

o

“Oh, it was Lady Lende), ‘m
“Yeu, 1 shall never forget hae

d directly.
“Well," he sald,’

oxrrowness.  She felt that she did not | door,

| wxat to msjudge Henry, and she could
'se® nothing to justity susplolos, dut
bollow  hearts do sometimea wear &

mask, as she knew, and it was just |:

poselble that his was & case in point.
gttooum ahs hoped it was not so,
u ____I.
“Gentioman to see you, maam.”
“Tvecallod sbout taé photogaghs,
“I've the p ,
|::m. that you were kind
..'n
lparting Watson snd raimd his-volcs,.
“The prlos will run rather more.than
ln astiopated, owing to—" He

erept up to the door and cloeed it |

carefully,
“Thank you, Mr. Sweaver.”

“I beg," sadd Mr, Bweever, looking | ¢

roand to see that his bt was mfe,
“I beg, ma'am, that yoi won't mens
thon it. It dom't do to let the serwaiits
know everything. Graclous, why it

m
you ooly knew the amount of fafor- N

In&ﬂon we gat out of 'em you'd be as-
tonished. Yot would, reuily;- ma'am,
You'd be sstonished.”

‘;Wbat news have you, Mr, Sweys-
M' 1]
| T private detactive sighed and
took ot his pocketbook,

“1 regret tO say, ma’am,’” he sig,
slowly, “that I've found out tecrible
news" ‘

“Abont my husband?” gasped yoing
said Mr,
Sweaver.
nlag. You was maried, you and Mr.
Astch—% call im Mr. Aitéh for shhort,”
exphained Mr. Bwesver—“was martied

June 25, Iast year.,”
“Yu, yes; 1 know."

off the ftem. ’

“*Mr. Aitoh Se on the Stock Exchanige; -

his addreas is 115 Copthall Cowrt. He'
has s good many friends, xnd he s~
callied by them Alf-a-Crown. I'nyen't
heen able to find-out,'™ remsrked Mr.

 Bweerer, “why Mr. Altch is.oalled Al .
Do go on” wid Mrs: Hoatohtote: Fi
| e on’n . e,
por troub

1 should have hid some - 1§, -

lite, caly | ‘appened by a bit d'!mdk‘i §
may say. I put it all down h

. in
got the information dom't mutter. 1}
She nodded her head quickly, and

“Has been seen at places of amuse.
ment with 2 young pefwon. Youig

enough te-
Nr. Sweevar looked at thve des | spesk

Mre, Hemthcota, ‘
| ““About your ‘usband,” g
“I will begixx st the begin-

® B8t Paul's, Knightsbridge, on the

» bit, an

ﬁﬁg m.gl%ilm&i

:ﬁ,’ I'll got you
‘t

“1 wposy 1 shall; i
bit mow, 4m'.":ij;’tf'mx

way, » meary maanner with her, -On,

it,” declmred
phasionet:

. ".'-. " HEPOIAYS
g,:w M sxpenie 16 petthig: forth

please iy, mstea® ok
| =Pt down all the horeible” Lasti|-

that you bive-discoverad: Omit nath- 1°

“il w0 to: 1hat, mam: IT°

g ¥ ' ,
“Tll tell you what Il do;: ma”
With your permission I'Il makd &
" bon Thounoots Showed UF. Hneet
‘nto 5 oMt room for the purpos

lisa Sin. with Den sod

poriamt; they are dicid
?; %”;t edl

“Good,” said Mr. Sweever, checkity and-he

|went on Mr. Sweever, in finding out - ptherwin
the particulars of Mr. Altch’s privite j

Lo

it you'l} permiit me, ma'sm, to réad | goms
it off serlaytum—that s to- oerta
.{proper order, it will be a saving of

time and s saving of trouble. How I | w;

ih & © 1K )

Kgely) fi 08 D

sid Mr, Sweever, cofi-

£ Bk ML 208 A

.




