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oared nothing for blm—sho kmew she ously, 7did you aver w., an awl? Yoo
didn't, Ho wan & plessnt fively muke me think of one wotne-

Tdes dhe wonldn't ety o blonde, k- | His faoe ginled n Hitdde, His oulh had
way, Then he win lob serions, oo wfirmer look w he walked in stlonce by
Hproachy,"  She wasn't goloe to marey b slile to the gute,  Hisititing a mo-
n guidehoned.  Bowides bio 1 oo adl of ten yent whils st coquettisd with hor pada-
your oldor than sho—migh: a0 woll b pol and abilfted o wild flowers um. |

bor grapdfuthar, Noo Jwoi Ronshinw,
for wiything bat n friend, vius out of the
quastion.  Lew Hunter wis more to hor
uiknd, npdl seeretly 1o Homsold, ihe owned
that My, Jeroms Arthur, the tmor ut 8t

Poul's, wa neber 10 hor taste thay | ed

withor, But Mr. Joroms Arthor was is
yot only o vugue possibility. Bhe had
pot it ousoally i domon Wimies or so.
Tlan she rensonad.

o the dugn went by, and the lotter | thst

and Jaok went almost ont of mind, Og-
ciudionnlly 8 remurk or tone of volee, or
» markod in pamn Pyvirite book
Ehey Tl yoidd, worild reenll hbn,  Then
ey would ati, and she wonld idly
wondor If b got Ter lopter, and when
wnd how he would write.  But the spee-
ulation. was ooe of indifferonce. It
troublid bornot.  The teme was all too
UneT Wil P
ahie bogui to meet nud sing dusts with
Jerome Artlmr ut the howses of friends,
while Fred Kensol wis in constsnt
nttondance for loctures, conoerts snd
driven,  Thorefore, if Misi Floanor's
tlone did norafly, it at Toast did not drag;
and s apent viry fow hones either in
ennnl or in serious refloction,
Mibs Juno Mosrs wais sometimes anx-
fous for the Miturs of her nives, aud took
condon to remind hee of the ultimate
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minr,
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Pewring bnto the dark (oy povt or lite munt
tnnant,
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Loaw updergrounil aa my aphrli dosoonded
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~Juobn it Diirsd b dn M1 I

ELEANOR IN LOVE.

Bho bald in ber land the latter. Should
sho send 4 That momint wie one of
thowe wintfully critieal opocka of exis-
fenee npon which mry swiog, se upon &
hingge, the door af destiny.

Elennor Armatrong stood in doubt,
Why? 1t wis o dittlo thing, just » feiend-

*ly lottor to dudle Renshuw ont in Texas,
What mattor? Why should she hesitate?
Hlsanor eonld not tell. S whe lin-
i, imly presciont of thut swinging
door of destiny,

Bl had written lis onme norom the
emvelope; ahould ihe complote the nd-
drows mnd lok bt go?  Bloos woeon qulok,
podtive nature, given 1o the obadience
ol tmpulee. 14 was vexing (o b so pioe-
wlad over so dlight a thing,

At adeldent, i soele It wi, doolded
tho guostion. A enllor way snnounoed.
Hhe desomded to thi drowing room, and
the letter wint to the box, gaibered up
with the rent of hor mndl by the hand of
the maid;

UTE was (entloy," aald Elunor to her-
poll fn an afturthonght,

After nll uothing conld tome of i,
Bhe was under no dbligation to Tuok
Ronslinw, ot toauy ofloe s, in fact,
Thou ahe wondeesd Jdly It dhe ever
whould eare for noy of thay—one more
than annthor—for Elonnor Armatrong,
while no beanty, had graoe and sparicds,
and a mbtle personal magnetlsm which
drew abent bor plonty of sdairors,

Bhe fovored them wll by turns,  Lost
etmmer 1t wis Lew Huoter,  She went
Donthig with' him ap 0 lovely Choooras,
whoro thay stmored, plaved tenols ind
elimbed sountry vods and hille,

E win wo atronge and good nakared,
s mndo anhn good alpensatoek,” she
woolly explained 1o hor annt, Miss Jane
Monrn, who was hier carsful chiperon.

This vour, Tast prist, 1t wis Jack Ron-
shivw, ot the same gitiee, Ohosorna—
Silenr ol devsiny town," Eleanor said,
ST eonild pover tite of (6" Jack did not
danoe, oavod notling for tennis, and Lad
no expueinnee with oars: but b road
pootry benutifully, wand gould tell her
aharming old fdyla wy they walked by
the river,

Ho fnterested hor in o way that others
A1 mot; and vob behad sl desndfully
ntemee cnrnestigss whont him that he
poritively feightaned lior somptimes, she
wald,

Now the summer was gone, Juak wis
in Texnn, and Rlewnor wan in har eity
home with only Anntdang snd memory.
Yes, thare was alwayn Fred Keosel, He
lived in a handiome hotse up in the
suiare, velth nsty sl mother pd siaters.
He wan the alilest triond of all, sod was
always at hand, sonietimes more than
Hleanor winshed, Por in the last vear
linir frank, onrestrained good fellow-
abip had in some way tuken on ncolor
foo atrong for ordinary  friondahip, and
Eloanor often fonni herself nnoom foarta-
s and 11 at oasn whon Frod was noar,
Hhe would declire thesir wis oloss—aho

T the window dpmn—and where
wiw Annt Jane? Or il me it %
trost dlie complained of his paoe; wl
didl Bio g wo?  Oolin't ho' wilk ap like

‘othor mant < Poor Fred un i
tho wonrt of many thorna |

necestity of o clioles mnd o Jodiermns st-
thenent in 1ife
girl, with loughing sudueity, avorred
that Aunt Jane herelf win to be oons
gratulated npon lier own mergiful preser-
vation from such s climax! That good |
Indly roeelved the lvely wallien of her |
nisce with the good hnmored toleration
of nmother cat under the attnck of &
Lroliosome kitben,

YBut, Elountr, my done,” e would
purr, “yon lenow you onanob slways go
ot An thin way: you renlly must muke s
choioe,"

“Mnko n choice—how uhall 1 do it,
wuntis!  Advertise far seuded propossls
andl wward the eontract to (e highont
bidder, ar put the candilates in s bog
and raflle for them?

“Doo't by wheurd, ebild,” responded
Mis June; yon know whnt T monn, of
courne.  Duennfeaid you will go through
Hhw entire pusture wnd then tajoe up with
& erooked sick."

UWell, | hmven't soem  mny  quite
atraighit enowth to suit we yer”

SWell, well, wy deas, 1 only talk to
you for your own good, 1 have boen
ulraid yun wmbesed it when yoo didn't
e up vwith Josinh Hawltins,”

“odigioh Hawkind'—and ‘missed it
indond!” rotorted Elennor, < Whst did 1
i but an autiquated old pig with
dywpapils and squenky shoss. [ trowt 1
an not raduud 1o nite s Jow an obib,"

Mo, o, child; don't fly du o pession
oo i dsn't Jadylie. 1 am ooly sfraid
you will pever do uny better, thit i alL"

“ilio wuy Teetter? 1 whould think T
oonld hardly do worse fhoy marry »
wan for whom 1 hadn't o sperk of
lowe!™ ol the il eves flaakiod.

“Well, thire, thore,” soothed the e
vt mstornid gut, dan’t lotn talk sy
more ahout 1L"

YN, but you musta't begih i, knd
Pleiwe doti't seold we wny tone, dear,"
mpontbed | Blowoar, with u leitbonish
enbeaoe.  Aud wo the didlogue would
ond.  And the putmn days want by,

Novemnber emne on, and nolotter from
Juck. Eloanor begat to think uboat it.
Bometimes Whe witched, balf ueon-
meonsly, for the pestainn, with n it
wting of disafyuintment wheu e went
by. Yol hor litimaey with Mr. Jerome |
Artlur gprow npace; wod she wis guite |
Tosiinntod by Dis tender tones nnd dirle,
Ppossionube wyes,

Diveamnbor—uo lotter,  Eloanors fogl-
ing of mere question of the onuse piased
into the stage of positive pigue. Her
pritde was tonolied.  Not oven 1o write
o hiwr, b deiawe sy lottor of hem unnn-
wwarnd, when uny othor mnn wonld hsve |
writbon two, Well, i Jack Renshaw |
Ll o venobe fiden of her wodring the wil- f
Lovw for b be bid ot rend his p's and
q'n dorrectly, thist wis all,

Boshe rang more and sweeter dustn
with derome Arthor, soiled wore gre-
clonsly on Lew Hunter, and. completely
Aneslod poor Fred Koneel with her nflla- |
bility, On At whole sho was rather |
glad he U0 ot weite—so ghie wolilo-
quiged—for inimmnel ne she carsd nothe
ing for Juek, and never could, & vorre-
dpondites would b stapid sud ouly lesd
R

Of courss bie oarsd for hier—tlut is,
well, of conese he did! Thes, fu proof
of that ot lor wind reverted to the
whght Inat pomimer When they parfed at
the gutet of the uld Garmbouse whisre o
wtapped. Ty hid tadeon flde st wilk
by the river: They had fheo sought the
top of the lodges” to wateh the s del,
Finally, in the twilight' they had wis
dored bock to ey goodby nt the pate.
Aok wos  potug  fomorrowe and  ghe 6
week Diter,  Their eonversastion was
broken and dntermittont as they came
down Hie gray roud, g

“Perhups this muy bo onr lust walk
forever," spoke hild low, eprncst voloe,
S8honld poul chve 114 wery, Eloanor!

O, don't bo so solotan,” exalsimed
Al 0P eourse we shinll have mare—
dogiminisxt sammer,!

He dutninod hor gontly by the arm,

HBub wounld yon eare if wo never did,

ke youtt

Wherengpin the spirited | g

euniily from one huod tuto the other:
“oodhy, Eleanor," vory gravely.
“Gondby, Jack,” vivacionsly.
s thin sll—csn vou sy nothing aleed"
“Why, what shoald Ty shié laugh.

:'!h,r that you ente—a little—for onr

sty endod—if you do,” takding hee

hund,

“But whatif | don't® withdrawing
by,

iy,
He Jookod at her challenglng face »
mament, serioualy.

“oodby," b anid, mnd tamed and
walked wway, Eloanor teipped lghtly
over the thrahold up to hee room, flung
off hor luit, lumedistily wat down, and
wyon, true to the inexplicably contra-
diotions of girlhood. erind,

Sho remernbersd 14 now with & smile,
half of dneredulity, half of self com-
terapt, Why did sbe ery? Troo again

to the inexphicabilitien of girlhood she forpnt

did not know,

Thres woeks alter the parting scene
whe had recsived o Iotter from Jack in
Texna, parely friendly, tut the clodng
prengriph of which was this, *May T ex-
pect an nmewer, nod may | hope that you
do magreit, it n Lttle, the snding of one
wmmer Idy1l" So Eloanor had writbon
hor ruply warlly esohewing fhe sabject
of “ragrat,” however, and that was the
litter to which she had reccived no re-

ly.

The winter days wors on,  From fn-
diffurence to eariosty, from curiosity to
plyne, aud now from pique 1o anxisty
and fitfu] depression her fosling had
pussed. From a careloss dresm of se-
wurity in lis rogard gho had wwakened
to doubt and unessy question.  Had he
uever oared himself for their smmmer
1Y OF coure sbin didn't, she stoutly
mnintiined to herwdls, but womeway the
growkig convietion of bis indifference
was extremely uuweloome o her,

If thw truth must be 10ld, bur auxiety
wore on Mins Elownor, wod she even
moped u littie, dismully wometimes, at
twilight in her room, and pretended she
hod o hendache when Fred ealled, She
lroy by degress cut of the dovts and

ntly declared it bored hor 4o sing.

of fdimds anid Mr, Jeroms Arthor fm-

plored, but whe was obduyate, Nelther

puamiciite glinces nor bendir tones hiad

power to move her more. Then she

smubld Lew Hunter and privately voted
him stupid.

Miwy Menrs notios] eapricionsness of
appetite, il was anxiously solicitons.
Lhid Eleanor sloep well nights? Hud ihea
puin in hee wide? A dizey hesd? Was her
fongrue coated?  Aud wonldn't she have
on u porous pluster or wonliln't she tale
narse tonle bitters? To all of which Ler
mipow objeeted with Inughing contempt,

“What do_yon think about geing to
Chogarta again this snmmer? inguired
Mius Messrs of her niece one morning the

(following June, They were sitting nt

Drénlefist, il Eleanor was dallying with
Her caflon spoan,

"Ou, Ut wtopld Hithe town, no.  Any
plave Du there,” wis the guick response,

“Why," sadd ber want, in mild s

rriar. =1 thought you Hled ik so much
st yenr. 1 o pore the farm hiomss was
ooul, the vegitatilis frosh, and yon know
you thought the river soonsry was de-
Tightdu),"

At wention ol 81k river senery Elea-
nor wal conselons of o pang ot bee hewrt
likee paine but sho iovweeed carelisdy ;
“Loe tres of things somotimen. Tiboald
Iilee o olunge.”

That evening as she took down her
Yot hadr it hisr wont's room, . before e
tiring, Abe sudd suddealy, wnil with a
Bittle nervous Butber, “Yeu, Jot's go to
Choetrun, mtintle; son know you ke i,
il the Kensls sev going, snd it's as
good s woy place, after all.”

Miss Jine Moseirs roveived the propoxi-
thon without sarprise, haviog hsd twen-
£y yoars' experipnoe with the foctasting
inglinations of bur ndoos,  Bo'in ws we-
rungml, Ny

A wonth lnter found thew settlisd,
There Wi numerous gy young pod-

! Pl Frod Kensel, bis spter and Jerome

Arthur among the rest, and Elsanor
walked wod drove aod sought out ler
ol hannts by the river.  Bul thore wis
o diok, n hapnting memory, aod 8 wist-
ful pain which her heart sought fo yuin
to ignure,

One nlght s werey hall dogen of them
wite playing tennis in the field near the
farm house which wad the tewporary
bome of thelr ohoige, whon o varrisge
pussing, the driver raised bis bhat snd
drow up,

“ack Repshw!” exclaimed (wo or
thrve, remgnising sod mmaning toward
him, rickets 1 baad,

Elaunor tolt s {f stunned, bug, being
possssnl of Loo muoh ot wnd pride to
ullow Bormell o s dlsconcerted, e

approsohed with the others and offsred | ™

D b, Ho Tonned  from the carringe
in greoting thew all, sud Bleoy felt,
when b took her linnd, thay his eyoes
wore mekdog Lge own,  Bot ahe conld
neatoely Jook ap, Her ol foarless oone
tidaneo wis gone, sud she blokled  half
anurily ab hee disdvantage,

Jick Renshaw recognized, top, the
differanoe, ol domithing intuitiye di-
roelod Wiy eeply to the gesenl {mpor.
tunfty whether he would nob be with
thawm Befure the season was over:

Y, cartpinly, 1 thiok I ghall” wos
s raply. pa e drow bis relng and drave
n..

He Wil wold thiean thint o telegram |
brnght him from Texiul n month ago to |
e boddeidde of Wi mothor, whio was et
fendly i1l, und whose only son e was,
Hor home was in an adjuindng town,
Sl i pow vonvalosonnt, and. e was
o returh santh in September, |

That night Elwnor pleaded wonriness
and retired early toher o, Hot sl
conld not sladp,  She did not try, With-
out n light, jod in Her flowing wiapper,
e it longe, Arenming in the wids weut
window; dreaning of all things, of lust
wommor and of the dull, gray fatars, |
But throngh every vision there moved
ono ceutral fignro,  All else rovolyed
wbont that, One fuee hannted her mem-
ary, ot vaite thrilled hor heurt, |

Hhe ross ab last nnd nérvously puced
the floar, Why should abs think of Jack
Rendhaw? Why coulil she not shut him
out of mind? She—Eleanor Ar
=who always had sailed on the crest of
the wave, to find herself now chopping
dismally in the trough. It waa too ex-
asperating.

Vel again und aguin the ssoe vision
hagut ! her memory, and evet and ever,
against ber will, the same
forced an ankwer, Why sould ghe not
him?  How well ho looked!

Tind she nover notiosd his fine o

What esse and self possession were his!
Why had sbe besn so blind before? And
80, and #o sbe vexod herself us the night
hoors wore awny.

Within a weels Juck was back at Cho-
corun, & goest at The Elme, the village

Where o Engtlsh Toes Are Sutted,

cdgtuins ouly m monuivent.  Hik bones,
am everyliody knows, feit it Stentford.
apon-Avon, and Milten s hodired only
Ty bust. The mathor of * Paradise Lost™
i bnried in the Churoh of 8t Ciilos
Cripplegate, and: there s no ronson to
doubt that the dean and chapter of his
day wonld have refused him the Hiiitof
sapultvre i the ahbey whon he disd hud
it bewnt thim waked for, Even no lute as
th begning of the Fighteanth oeutary
the phruse, “second to Millon alons,
whieh hud bewn proj is A opitaph
for the post Phillips, wia *rolsd ont" by
Drean Speat, who regardod the name of
Milton ws too detostable to nppenr in s
building dodicated to religion, .

Thirty years later not only Milton's
unme bt the bust to his memory was
wdmitted, althongh the secompanying
Ansoription was not of » felioitoms char-
acter.  Byron  was setually reftised
burial in the abbey; Goldamith liss' in
the procinots of the temple; Gray was
buried fn the country churehyard, that
ot Btoke Poges, near Slongh, in which
he wrote his immortal “Elagy:” and of
more modern bards Wordiworth, Ten-
nyson's immediate predecessor in the
lsuremteship, s buried “by Rotha's
strenm” in Girasmere ehtrchyard, whils
the heart of Shelley and the hody of
Keitts are intarred in o Protestant ceme-
tery at Bome,

Posterity is the only sure judge of

Of Stakeapoure Weathihuiter abbyy

inn, Eleanor saw lim oonstantly, wag Ppoetical renown, and who cun donbé
obihged 1o do so, sinoe hnmag’n:uml that were Keats and Shelley to dis now
favorite, althongh not given to gines, | they would ws s mutter of conrse be

His nititude towsrd hor was porples- #ccorded n place where Browning
ing. Politely indifferent, he neither 88U Tennyson lis. It isnsufe predic-
shumned nor songht her, Elosnor was, tion, however, that our descendants will
e alwass, gay.  But her guyety was fit- not bold us of the Nineteenth century to

ful; vow bordering on extravigunce, as

Fred; now relupeing almost to sobriety,
as when khe sotght the kitohen to assort

e dully stige shie and the Kensel girls
proposed willing up to the village post-
affice for letters.  They were jolned on
the way by Fred, snd at The Elms by
re-enforsements, including Mr, Jerome,
Arthur and Jack, At the postoffice de-
livery Kitty Kensel voluntered to eall
for letters for the company.

SMr. Jerome Arthar, one; Mis Grace
E. Murris, two—thireel more than your
shars, Grneo  Morring Mim Porsis G, A,
Prutt, two .and » card;. Miss Catharine
Isuml-—!hal’mzl Miss Eleanor
Armsirong, etter—oh, see!
and # dead letter, ool |

YA Sed letter? O, lethosee!™ eripd
all the girls, hoddbiug together,

Jaok Reushaw stood st Eleanor'sright,
looldng gaistly on.

Hekold hie rony chusek dotl 1
A palidod grow her lily I:;nllli
Bhio disre tot runil Wik mystle voll—
ran on the giddy girl who had deliversd
the letter,

Bleanor finshed and wrenched the on-

velope In Lungghlog oontempt. |

blume for sdmitting into the ! gor-

when alie dishod affer a hay cart with nor tho remuins of thesuthor of “Morts .

d'Arthur” uod “In Momoriam."—Lon-
don Telegraph. 0

to two
of one of the big transatlnutio
;:hnt you intend to visit. Shnkespoure's
rth "
“Ob, yes,” was the answer; “we shall
£0 to Stratfort by all means, You have:
been thers of conrse?™

| No; I never have hoen,  Very fow

English people go thore, but it is s great
resort for Amerioans.”

“Why is it thut English psopls take
o little interest, compuratively, in the
town whioh produced so great i geniog?”

“Well, | cannot acconnt for it, except

posibily on the theory that one is never
€0 likely to visit whut {s always within
one's reach mn ure those who go to s
sirauge country with the special objsct
of sghtseeing,  Why, on thih very
stenmer | hive met an Amerlean who
told we that, althongh his home i olo
to New York, b hus tever visited your
Matropolitun Museum of Art in Central
park except once, whils tie has been
nnnber of thmes to the Britial m

S i T dure vt shis exclaimed |

Thy inclused letter foll to the floor,
with the adiressed sde consplenously
uppermost.  Juek etouped nnd restored
it to ber; inevitably rending the super-
soription wi e did so,  Eleanor ot that
moment roud it wlso,

4. B Benshuw"—nothing less, noth-
ing mare,  In amasement und eonfusion
she mised ber eyes fo his, which were
engerly regarding hor  The lghtning of
reoognition Hushed betwoen them,

There it wus, hor own better of i year
agro sent to the deall letter offlee on ae-
count of o wufinishod wlilress, She re-
momberad it ull, She hid weitbon hin
nume, nothing mwore, bt duy when she
wi honitating tomnd the letter. A enll-
er had intirrupted and mudo her forget.
Then the walil bad mailed it s i wos,

Bo Jack lsd never beard from her,
wod ehe bad never beard from Jack
aenin.

Eleanoy lustily thrast the letter {n her
pocies and hurrded from the offics, fol-
lowed by the chattering citpany, whos
attention war aleendy cuught by auother
matter,

Jaek soon tonk bis placy by ber side
on the himewand woy, Nedther spoks
until they canne to whers the old path
lesd ot Froun Lo sudn roud: wod theough
the resdow aliaige the eiver,

Tlhie shindows wors long wnl cool, and
the golden sunsst light swept down the
deptin of the quiet water lke 4 reflected
ky. |

“Eleanor," suid Jnck, pansiug b the
furmy “1 thiok I osee bow it nll was; T
think Tundierstand. Do @ noty"

Hor henrt beat thiok mod fast, She
wonld not trust herself to speuk; shn |
ouly louked away to the sky.

“Hhall wo wilk by the river tonight?
ho continded, “aod would you cate now,
w1 woukdl, nov i Tittle, but with all my
wonl aned for wll sy life, 7 we nover hud
walkd together againt” J

Elouncr 1ifted ber eyen 1o his with »

Lok wiideh wuswirdl b fondest hope,
by tared and went down the dver
th,
“Biit really, Juck, you do make me
think of 400wl soiistitiisi—yon look s
very nolemn i wisd!” dlie sidd, with
flnsh of ber old audacity, us they cumi
agnfn in tho bwilight down fo the furm.
botse gnte. — Elmirn Telognun,

e Dido's Pay,

Comuander MeCalis, of the navy,
who wus couvicted of tyrmnnical and
eruel ponduct towand Nis men and fues

lor three yours, has seon two
copnandess Mmﬂnh}
sl it i eidd that be s

.—Detroit Froy Pros

Ho.—p |

Bud roy Uy o the Louvre, Now,

fanty that if he lived W fow hundred
miles from New York, snd occusdonully
went there o ‘see the wights,' be wonld
havo o el wmore intimite knowlidge
of tho museum thun lie his now, when
it in within hix reach every day, or at
least every weel."—New York Tribone.

Bome Horrors of Unaokery.

The old proverh, “Any port fo n
atarm, hus often found practical (llas
tration in the empirieal trestment of
disess, Time wos whin even vegulie
practitiouers in the wrt of Lealing fne
eluded in Lbetr: professionnl armamang,
aloug with many simple remodios of
real valne, other mattars, the very men-
tion uf which wight almost suflice o ax-
gotder iness.  We iy feel thankfol
thast we have now enters] tpon s later
and mygre sclontifiy ers, and that stueh
oxte Ty drugs as L' yrimnrds,
doen' Tisal, suails, und ther syen more
ropuikive hurrors, do notyow find a plage
w any pharmacopei, X

Thore still exists, bowever, 0 spotios
of medical folklore, aud some of its pro.
seribed wisdom avallable for use in ill-
ness {8 of the most semnrkable Jind,
Times of panie, by throwing u popole-
than 1o Lt entait on e own TEONTCE
for tredtment, ste bpt to crénte ndie-
sound for thess survivals of s dork age.
Thix happenod lutely in Gurmany, where
o toad cooked with muoh care ws swials
Jlowed an m cure for cholern,  Asto tha
resnlt we are not informed.  Most of us
wunlil probably ehoose to snffer rather
than tling sttempt our own rebief,— Lot
don Lanvet,

Tuking 1t Fasy,

“My poor Eugeniv," bigan Guorge
Band to Délacrodx, 1 am afraid [ have
gob ad news for you."  “Indeed,” sald
Delacroix, withoot interrupting his
work, iod just giving ber one of his
cordinl smiles in puise of wuleome,
“Yes, my dear friend, I have carefully
consulted my own heart, and the npshot
fs—1 griove to tell you—that I foel I
cannot sud could never love yon,*  Dal-
serolx kept on painting, “Is that &
fact?” he bakil, Vs, nuE 1 usk you to
paFdon me dnd give me credit fitw my
eandor—my poor 1 w

Delnoroix did not budge from his:
onsel. *Yon are angry with me, ire you
not? You will never forglve mor® ' Caps
tatuly Iwill. Only I wint you to
quiet for ton minutes, I have gob o bib

| of sky hera which bis oaused ma & good

dual of tronble; it 46 jist coming right.
Go and sit down, or els taky a

walk and be back In tén mintes” Of

A




