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CHAPTER 11l —(CoxmiNven,)

The day following there was a sim-
ple funeral, In a solitary burlad-place,
#eldom used, and lying within a short
distance of the spot where the body
wae found. Mr. Lorraine defrayed the
expenses out of his own pocket, saw
that everything was decently, though
#.mply arranged, and himself read the
beautiful burlal service over the coffin,
He had now no doubt in his mind that
the drowned woman was the mother of
the Infant left under his care, and that
by deatroying herself gshe had simply
carried out her desperate determina-
tion,

All attempts to Identify her, how-
ever, continued without avall, In-
quirles were made on every side, ad-
vertisements Inserted in the local
newspapers, without the slightest re-
sult; no one came forward to give any
information. But by this time the
minister's mind was quite made up.
He would keep the child, and, with
God’s blessing, rear her as his own;
ha would justify the unhappy mother's
dependence on his charity and loving
kindness,

80 It eame to pass that late In the
gloaming of the old bachelor's life the
(ry of a child was heard In the lonely
house; and somehow OF other, desplte
Solomon Mucklebackit's pruguoatfca-
tions, the house became brighter and
merrier for the gound. Solomon him-
self soon fell under the spell, and when
a little warm with whisky he would al-
lude to the child, with a comic sense
of possession, as “oor bairn,"

At last, one day, there was a quiet
christening in the old kink, where Mr.
Lorraine bad officlated so many years.
Mygle held the infant in her arms,
while Solomon stood at hand, blinking
through his horn spectacles, and the
minister performed the simple cere-
mony.

After long and tender deliberation
the minister had fixed upoR a name,
which he now gave to the poor little
castaway, who had nelther father nor
mother, nor any kinsfolk In the world¥
after whom she could be called,

He christened her Marjorle Annan.

Marjorle, after that other heloved
Marjorie, who had long before joined
-or 80 he dreamed-—the bright celes-
tial band; Annman, after that troubled
water wherein the miserable mother
fiad plunged and died.

——

CHAPTER 1V,

N A BRIGHT
morning of early
spring, between

teen years after
the events de-
geribed In the first
chapters of this
story, a golden-
haired young girl
might have been
seen tripping down
the High street of the market town of
Dumfries., Her dress was prettily if
not over-fashionably cut, a straw hat
shaded her bright blue eyes, and her
boots and gloves were those of a lady,
Uader her arm she carried geveral
books—school books, to all intents and
purposes,

By her side, talking to her eagerly,
Was A young man about three years her
renlor,

From time to time as she tripped
along with Ler companion she kad to
stop and exchange words with passera-
by who greeted her by name; and«from
many of the shop doors and windows
friendly heads nodded and bright
faces beamed. It was clear that she
was well known In the little sown, and
a geperal favorite, Indeed, there were
few of the residents within a radius
of ten miles round Dumfses who did
not know something of Majorle An-
pan, the foster-child ‘and adopted
daughter of Mr. Lorraine,

Her companion, John Sutherland,
was fair complexioned and very pale,
He was plainly clad In a suit of dark
tweed, and wore & wide-awake hat.
His whole aspect betokened. dellcate
bealth, and there was a sad light in his
blae eyes which told of a thoughtful

spisit lodging within, His manners
were gentle end retiring In the ex-
treme,

“When did you come back?' Mar-
jorie had asked, after some previous
converasation,

“Last night, by the express from
London,” answered the young man,
“I'm golng down to see the old folk
tonight. Shall you be at the manse?”

Marjorle nodded, smiling gayly.

“And how did you like London?" she
demanded, *“Did you see the queen?
and Westminster Abbey? and did you
go (o the great tabernacle to hear
Spurgeon preach?”

“No, Marjorle, My time was shoct,
and most of my spare time was spent
nmong the plctures; but when 1 saw

them, ' thousands thonsands of
eces, it me despalr of
ever betoming & paluter. I thought to

mysell, maybe it would be better, after
all, to btﬂa at home, and stick to weav-
Ing ke my father.”

As he spoke, Marjorie paused at the
torner of & qulet sireet, and held out

ner haagd,
“] muLe EO to my leason. Goodby.”
“How are you going down? By the
wagonette?”
“Yes, Johnnie.”
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lphnn. alone in the world!

“So am I; we can 9o togather. Good-
by till then!"

And with a warm squeeze of the
hand the young midn walked away.
Marjorle stood looking afier him for
a moment with a pleasant smile; then
gshe turned and walked down the
street, She had not many yards to go
before she pansed before a dingy-look-
Ing house, on the door of which was
n brass plate with the Inscription:

M. LEON CAUSSIDIERE,
FProfessor of Languages,

She rang the bell, and the door was
opened almost Immediately by a
Scoteh servant in petticoat and short
gown, who greeted her with a famillar
emile, Anewering the smile with =
friendly nod, Marjorle tripped along
the lobby and knocked at an inner
door, which stood ajar, A clear, mu-
sical volee, with an unmigtakable for-
elgn accens, cried, “Come In," and she
entered,

The room was a plainly  furnished
parlor, at the center-table of which a
young man sat writing The table was
littered with writing materials, books,
and journals, and In the window re-
cess was another table, also strewn
with books,

The young man, who was smoking a
glxaggtte. looked up as Majorie en-
{ered.

“Ah, I8 It you, Mademoiselle Mar-
jorie!” he exclalmed, smiling pleasant-
l¥. "1 did not expect you so early, and
I was just smoking my cigarette. You
do not mind the smoke? No? Then,
with your permission, I will zmoke
on,"

He spoke English fluently, though
his accent was unmistakable, and his
pronunclathon of certain words pecu-
Har. Personally, he was tall and hand-
some, with black halr worn very long.
Liack mustache, and clean-shaven
chin, His forehead was high and
thoughtful, his eyes bright but sunk-
en, his complexion swarthy, He was
dressed shabbily, but somewhat show-
ily, In a coat of brown velvet, shirt
with turn-down collar loose at the
throat, and a crimson tie shapen llke
a true lover's knot. He carried a pince-
nez, secured .to his person by a ' plece
of elastic, disused while writing or
reading, but fixed on the nose at other
times. Through this pince-nez be now
regarded Marjorie with a very dectdcd
look of admiration.

“I came early, monsieur,” sald Mar-
Jorie, “because I cannot come in the
afternoon. I am going home, and 1
shall not be back In Dumfries tiil Mon-
day. Can you give me my lesson now,
please?”

“Certainly,"” answered the I'rench-
man; "I was only writing my French
correspondence, but I can finish that
when you are gone. Will you sit thern,
mademolselle, In the arm-chair? No!
Then in this other? We will begin ot
once.”

Marjorfe sat down and opened her
book#, The Frenchman, taking the
arm-chalr she had refused, regarden
her quietly and keenly,

“Now read, If you please,” he sald,
with a wave of the hand. *“Begin—
where you left off yesterday."

Marjorie obeyed and read aloud In
A clear voice from an easy French
reading-book. From time to time the
teacher interrupted her, correcting her
pronunciation.

“You advance, mademolselle,” he
gald presently. "“Ah, yes, you are so
quick, so intelligent. Now trans!ate.”

In this portion of her task .lso the
girl acquitted herself well, and whon
she had finlshed, the young man nod-
ded approvingly.

“Now let us converse—ln French, if
you please.”

But here Marjorle was at a loss, not
knowing what to talk about. She
finally took the weather as a topic, and
advanced the proposition that it vas
a very fine day, but that there would
soon be rain. Her master responded,
and, urged to higher flights of Imagi-
nation, Marjorie hoped that it would
not rain till she reached home, as the
public wagonette in which she wus to
travel was an open one, and she did
not want to get wet. In this Lrilliant
strain the conversation proceeded,
Marjorie stumbling over the construc-
tion of her sentences and getting very
puzzled over the other's voluble' an-
swers when they extended to any
length. But at last the lesson was
over, and the teacher expressed himself
well pleased, -

“And now," he sald, with a smile,
“we will talk the English again before
you go. Will you tell me something
about yourself, mademoiselle? I have
seed you so often, and yet I know so
little. For myself, I am almost a ro-
cluse, and go about not at all, Tell me,
then, about yourself, your guardian,
your home."”

“1 don't kmow what to tell you,
monsleur,” answered Marjorie.

“Call me not ‘monsfeur,” but ‘Mop-
sieur Leon.! ‘Monsleur' is so formal—
so gold.*

“Monsieur Leon."

“That is better. ‘Now answer me, if |

you please, You have mpo father, no
mother?"”

The girl's eyes filled with tears.

“No, monsjeur—~"

“Monsleur Leon."

“No, Monsleur Leon,”

“Ah, that is sad—sad to be an or-
1 mysel!

N..

have no father, but I have a mother
whom I adore. And you live with your
guardian always?”

“Yes, monsicur—Monslewr Leon, He
is my guardian and my foster-father;
and Solomon Is my foster-father, teo.”

“Solomon 7"

“Solomon is our clerk and sexton.
He lives In the manse. He was llving
there when the minister found me,
nearly seventeen years age.”

The young Frenchman had arlgen
and stood facing Marjorle Annan,

“Ah, yes, 1 have heard,” he sald.
“And you have dwelt all these years,
mignonne, alone with those two old
men?"

“Yea, Monsieur Leon.”

“It Is terrible—it is not right! You,
who are so young and pretty; they,
who are so old and dreary! And you
have never seen the world—mnever trav-
eled from your native land! Never?
You bave lived In a desert, you have
never known what it is to live! But
you are a child, and it Is not too late.
You will see the world some day, wHi
you not? You will find some vne to
love you, to care for you, and you will
bid adlieu to this triste Bcotland, snce
and forever!"

As he spoke very volubly, he bent
hie face close to hers, emiling cagerly,
while his breath touched her <deck.
She blusbed slightly, and drooped her
eyes for a moment; then she looked up
quite steadlly, and sald:

“I should not care to leave my home.
Mr. Lorraine took me to Edinburgh
once, but I soon wearied, and was glad
to come back to Annandale.”

“Edinburgh!” eried Monsleur Leon,
with a contemptuous gesture, “A vity
where the sun never ahines, and it ralne
six daya out of seven, what you call
Scotch mist! You should see my coun-
try, Ia belle France, and Parle, the
queen of clties of the world! There
all I8 light and gay; it is Paradise on
earth. Would you not like to see Pur's,
Mademolslle Marjorie?”

“Yes, monsieur, maybe I should,"” re-
plied Marjorie; "but I'm not caring
much for the town. But I was forget-
ting something, though,” she added.
“Mr. Lorralne told me to give you
this."”

S0 saying, she drew forth a small
sllk purse, and drawing thence two soy-
ereigns, placed them on the table.

“Put them back Into your purse, |f
you please,"”

“But I have not paild you anything,
and I owe you for ten lessons."”

“Never mind that, mademolselle,”
answered the Frenchman. “Some oth-
er time, if you insist, but not today, It
is reward enough for me to have such
a pupll. Take the money and buy
yoursell a keepsake to remind  you of
me."”

But Marjorle shook her little head
firmly and answered:

“Plense do not ask me, Monsleur
Leon. My guardian would be very
angry, and he sent me the money (¢
pay you."

The Frenchman shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“Well, as you please, only 1 would
not have you think that I teach you
for the money's sake—ah, no. You
have brought light and sunshine to my
heart In my exile; when you come ]
forget my sorrows, and when you go
away I am full of gloom. Ah, you
smile, but it is true,”

“Good-bye, now, Monsleur Leon*
sald Marjorle, moving toward the door
for she felt embarrassed and slmost
frightened by the ardent looks of her
teacher,

“Good-bye. You will come agaln on
Monday, will you not?”

“Yes, Monsleur Leon,”

And Marjorie left . the room and
passed out into the sunny street.

(TO BE CONTIXUED.)
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“No Fiah"

Fine as are the salmon of New
Foundland, they are without honor Ir
their own country, as the followlug In-
cldent from Dr, B. T. Davis's "Carl
bou-8hooting in Newfoundland” wil
show: Our way Into the Interior was
over a lovely pond: We had made ar
early start, and left the foot of the
pond just as day whs breaking. W
had not proceeded far when the writer
thought he could occasiamally see the
water break with a splash In closs
proximity to the cance, Beated as he
was in the bow, he turned to the native
who was handling the paddle in the
stern, and inquired whether there were
any fish in the pomd.

“Fish? No, sir, no fish, sir,”

Presently, when about half-way ug
the pond, and just as the sun was peep-
ing over the eastern horison, he saw,
not six feet from the bow of the canos,
a magnificent salmon rise to the sur
face, and with a swish of his tall, dis-
appear. Agaln the writer turned to his
friend with the remark, “Daddy, did
I'understand you to say that there were
no fsh in this pond?”

“No fish, sir; no fish,”

“Yes, but—1 beg your pardon—I a
moment ago saw what 1 took to be a
twelve or fitteen-pound salmon break
the water not six feet from the bow of
the canoce.”

“Oh, that was a salmon. There are
plenty of trout and salmon in all these
waters, but no fish, air. Nothing ocdunts
as fish In these parts but codfish, sir."

"lnm&t:lll‘.” u;ll Uncle Eben, “is so
trick when dey comes acrost er
mu"llﬁ ‘shu’ 'nufl honest dey gets
skyabt an' says he mus’ be playln' a

l

pow'tul. deep game, " = Washingtoy
Bll.ll‘- ‘ _:‘ .'."-
Gum chewing Is not » modern habit.

Way back in the time of the Vedas the
Hiodoo maldens .o gum. Dut
then, they were unclylliaed sad Jmew
no better

+ In Eagjand 511 boys and 489 girls is
the normal proportion of birthe a year
to every thousand of population,

JUBEN Freedom
( from her moun-
tain helght

Unfurled her
standard to the
alr,

She tora the azure
rohe of night,

And set the stary
of glory there;

She mingled with
its gorgeous dyes

The milky baldric of the skies,

And striped its pure, celestial while

With streakings of the morning light

Then, from his mansion In the sun,

She ecalled her eagle bearer down,

And gave Into his mighty hand,

The symbol of her choeen land.

Majestic monarch of the cloud!
Who rear'st aloft thy regal form,
To hear the tempest trumping loud,
And see the lightning lances driv-

en,
When strive the warriors of the
storm,
And rolls the thunder-drum of
heaven-—

Child of the sun! to thee ‘tis glven
To guard the banner of the free,
To hover In the sulphur smoke
To ward away the battle-stroke,
And bid its blendings shine afar,
Like rainhows on the cloud of war,
The harbingers of victory!

FREDICTIONS OF JOHN ADAMS

Extraoct from a Letter to Hb
July 3, 1770

Philadelphia, July 3, 1776.

Had a declaration of Independence
been made seven months ago, it would
have been attended with many great
and glorious effects, We might, before
this hour, have formed alllance with
forelgn states, We should have mas-
tered Quebec, and been in possession
of Canada,

You wlll, perhaps, wonder how such
a declaration would have Influenced
our affairs In Canada; but, if I could
write with freedom, T eould easily
convince you that It wounld, and
explain to you the manner how, Many
gentlemen In high stations, and of
great Influence have been duped, by
the ministerial bubble of eommission-
ers, o treat; and In real, sincere ex-
pectation of this event, which they so
fondly wished, they have been slow
and languld In promoting measures for
the reduction of that province. Others
there are In the colonles who really
wished that our enterprise In Cenada
would be defeated; that the colonles
might be brought Into danger and dis-
tresa between two fires, and be thus
Induced to submit. Others really
wished to defeat the expedition to
Cennda, lest the conquest of it should
elevate the minds of the people too
much to hearken to those terms of ree-
onclliation which they belleved would
be offered us. These jarring views,
wiches and deslgns oceasioned an op-
position to many salutary measures
which were proposed for the support
of that expedition, and caused ob-
structlons, embarrassments, and stud-
led delays which have finally lost us
the province.

All thess causes, however, in con-
Junction, would not have disappointed
us if it had not been for a misfortune
which could not have been foreseen,
and perhaps could not have been pre-
vented—I mean the prevalence of the
smallpox among our troops. This fa-
tal pestilence completed our destrue-
tion. It is a frown of Providence upon
us, which we ought to lay to heart.

But, on the other hand, the delay of
this declaration to this time has many
great advantages attending It. The
hopes of reconcMliation whieh were
fondly entertained by mwititudes of
honest and well-meaning, though
shortsighted and mistaken people,
havo been gradually, and at last totally
extingulshed. Time has been glven
for the whole people maturely to con-
sider the great question of Independ-
ence, and to ripen thelr judgment, dis-
sipate their fears, and allure thelr
hopea, by discussing it In newspapers
and pamphlets—by debating it in as-
semblies, conventions, committees of
safety and Inspection—in town and
county meetings, as well as in private
conversations! so that the whole peo-
ple, In every colony, have now adopted
it as their own aet. This will cement
the ynion, and avold those heats, and
perbaps convulslons, which might
have been occasioned by such a dec-
laration six.months ago.

But the day Is past. The second day
of July, 1776, will be a memorable
spocha in the history of Ameriea. 1
am apt to belleve that it will be cele-
brated by succeeding generations, as
the great Anniversary Festival. It
ought to be commemorated, sk the day
of dellverance, by solemn acis of de-
votion to God Almighty. It ought to
be solemnized with pomp, shows,
games, sparts, guns, bells, bonfires and
Wuminations from one end of the gon-
tiuent to the other, from this time
forward forever, ;

You may think me transported with
mtbuslasm; but I am not. I am well
aware of the toil and blood and treas-
ure that it will cost us to malntain this
declaration, and support and defend
these states. Yet, through all the
gloom, I can see the rays of light and
glory; I can see that the end is more
thsn worth all the means, and that
posterily will triumph, although you
::: 1 may rue, which 1 hope we shall

Wile,

The Day We Celobrate

M there Is any day more dear than
another to the heart of every patriotic
citizen of this beaufful land of owrs,
it {8 Independence Day—Foursh of July
=the day wao celeBrate as comi, mor-
ating one of the moet herole and prales-
worthy struggles for liberty In the his-
tory of the world,

After vears of discourngement and
defeat, years when hope secmed dead,
and when the undertaking of the hand-
ful of brave men appeared in every way
too much for them, the light came,
the clouds broRe away, and the sun-
shine of success gireamed in upon thelr
almost broken and dismembered hearts
and fortunes,

With licerally nothing left to begio
with, with everything sacrificed upon
the altar of thelr country, with the foe
formidable, rich, respected on land and
sea and known and tried of all men,
the outlook for the Colonists was dark
and disheartening akmost beyond pre-
cedent. But then thelr sublime cour-
age never faltered, their determination
knew no ylelding, their hopes were
high and thelr ambitions limitless,
Sturdily, cheerlly and bravely they
went to work to reconstruct and re-
habilitete out of the wreck of the dis-
Integrated remnins of a monarchial out-
post an independent republic—a homae
for the homeless, and o land and a
country that should be of the people
and for the people,

Who shall tell of the hard work, the
dark days, the weary hours, the ach-
ing heads and tired hands that this
day, this red-letter day, the day of all
the days of all the years of the history
of this great nation, represent! Who
shall tell of the anxieties, the appre-
henslons, the sleepleas hours of dark-
ness and the alert hours of daylight
through which that unequaled band ot
patriots pagsed durlng the first months
after the declaration of independence,
when they threw off at once and for
ever the British yoke, denled and de.
fled the mother country, flung Aawny
thelr swaddling clothes and sprang intc
the arena to Aght—again, If need be
to suffer, to toll, to strive to develop
and to bring into a glorious frultion
this wanderfully beautiful Idea of
American independence!

One day, one object, one spirit, one
hope, ons glory, and to make the most
of this day, to fill it brimful of life,
light, good cheer and a good time gen-
erally should be the purpose of every
responsible American citizen who calls
this beautiful country his homs.

And it Is o day for powder and cans
non, bonfire, crackers and torpedooes,
and small boys and games and uproars
fous fun; & day for long wstrolls
through qulet meadows and along
shady lines; a day for soldiery, and a
day for sentiment, and in its honor let
us burn powder and blow horns and
make the very clouds vibrate with the
reflex action of our patriotic enthw
slasm.—New York Ledger,

THE SAME OLD STORY.

As Badly OFf as Before.

The Cynle—Well, T knew it would
result as it has, The Pessiml/st—How'p
thatt The Cynic—Oh, no sconer do
magazines drop to 10 cents than so
many spring into existence that a per-
son Is broke if he tries to buy them
all,

A wooden mopument has been srect-
ed over George du Maurler's grave;
over the place, that is, In Hampetead
churehyard, where the caskel contain-

ing bis ashes has been buried,

JOHNNY'S FOURTH.

It Came & Little Late hat He Made
Things Ham Just the Same.
FI1LIVETO BE A
hundred years old,
I'll never forget
that Fourth of
July! You weee It
happened lke this:
My big brother Alf.
went off to Uncle
Bien's to spend his

fimmer  vacation
an’ ‘bout tvw. weeks
‘fora the Tlourth,

ma went up there too, for Uncle Ben's
her only brother. She took along the
baby, the sweetest little sister that ever
lived—an' father, who'd been away a
spell, was agoin' to meet her, an’ vinit
to Uncle Ben's. BSo you see there
wasn't anybody to Home but me, gran®
ma an’ the hired girl. An' ma told her
'afore she left, thet she might go to
the Fourth o' July, an' she got her an
alfired purty dress, sky blue, ‘twas, to
wear, an' it hed beads sewed all over
it; my, It was a stunner! 1 don't see
why mother can't wear sech dresses
stead of the gray an' black ones she
allus weara!

Well, the boys, on our street, lotted
on a splendiferous time. We didn't
care 'bout the doin's at the center; our
eelebration was goin' to be held In the
baek alley. But what ahould come the
night 'fore the Fourth, but a letter to
gran'ma from father an' O, my! didn't
she feel big over It, she wouldn't let
me teah It, an' hedn’t I'se good a right
to read a letter from my own father an’
he nothin but & boy o' hern!

Well, 1 got up purty early an' gran*

WE HAD A JOLLY TIME,
ma was up too, an’ will you belleve It,
she wouldn't let me go out the door,
an' all the boys were a hootin’ an®

yellin' an’ firin' off amemition llke
sixty! ;
1 thought sure she'd let me go after

breakfast, but she looked at me stern
like, an’ gald: *“Johnny, you must stay
in doors fur your father sald fur me to
keep you right to home, an' I'm goin®
to do my duty by you an' keap you right
under my eye."

Perhaps you don't know my gran'mq
is one o' them sort thet never remem-
bers beln' young! Yes, she forgot long
ago that Fourth o' July was made for
plenies an’ good times. She's also one
o' the kind thet never goes back on
their word, so cryin’, kickin' nor noth-
in' would do no good, an' make her
change her mind one bit, but I sot
down and cried, first an orful mad sort
of a cry, then an' orful sorry cry, an'
then 1 got to sleep an’ woke up most
starved, an' gran'ma glve me a hig
bowl o' bread an' milk, far the girl was.
gone. Well, when night come 1 was
the gladdest boy; fur ‘twas the very
longest day 1'd ever 'sperlenced!

When ma come home, the next week,
1 jest told her all about it, an’ she felt.
80 bad fur me thet she almost cried,
then she went right to the but’ery an'
brought me a big lot o' fire crackers an’
things she got a'fore she went away-—-
you know mothers never forgit a fel-
ler's wants. She told gran'ma all about
‘em; but she forgot—she's got such =&
good forgettery,

Of courss, ‘twa'nmt best to let me
know 'bout 'em fur I'd likely used ‘em:
up ‘afore time. But I went an' got the

July, an' we hed & jolly time; tur

now!

You see father wrote fur her to
keep me to home, meanin’' I mustn't
@0 off to no celebration, an' he would
n't cared, but 'spected I'd go out in
the alley 'ith the boys, an’' mother told
him to jog gran’ma’s memory 'bout the
Fourth of July amemition up In the
buttery! but he forgot to say snything
about M. .

Huh! I guess those old forefathera
knew what they was about when they
‘pinted a day fur boys to make a big
nolse! 'Spect we boys couldn’t stand it
if we couldn’t yell all we wanted to one
day In the year, sn' Fourth of July s
Young America's day, fur a fact. So
& havin' my Fourth on the thirteenth,
was like eatin’ lce creany ‘thout no lce
in it or drinkin’' soda water when the
foam an' fizzle is gone. Bo'f I live to
be & hundred, I'll not forget thet
Fourth o July thet I was cheated
plum out of!” JOHNNY,

One of the most succeastul Fourth of

witnessed was glven by young people
fn an ordinary back yard, and com-
sisted of tableaux Interspersed with
music and recitations. A platform had
been erected at the end of a grape-
arbor, 'The fence, preitily draped,
formed the back-ground, and toot-lights
were arranged in froot of the stage, as
was also a sliding curtaln, On each
side an ordinary clothes<llne covered
with shawls served as dressing-room,
and the audlence was seated down the
entire length of the arbor. Awnlogs'
and tents could be ulllized for these
purposes, however. !

which are so effective In R

here used, and being in open alr dld pot
prove so disagreeable to those presest

a8 s the case when
-Ex. :

neighbor boys over, If "twas the 13th of."

mother made lemonade an' cake an'™
ice cream—tell you I ‘preclate mothers:

July evening entertaloments | ever .




