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Maria’s
Fishing

She Had a Novel Way 
of Doing It

B y  C L A R I S S A  M A C K IE

“I  cau g h t It w itn  fa th e r 's  old boat 
book, and  I fished fo r It from  th e
b u tt'ry  w indow ," re tu rn ed  M aria defi
antly.

I stared . “F rom  th e  b u tte ry  w in
dow ?" I repeated  incredulously.

“ Yes,” she  said  crisp ly  and  closed 
th e  conversation  w ith  th a t  iuonosylla-

I hie.
As th e  m eal progressed  I noticed  

th a t  M aria d id  not ea t an y  o f th e  fish, lu  fact, she a te  very little  d inner, but T he Countess Melikoft was s ittin g  in 
! she d ran k  severa l cups of s tro ng  green ber boudoir in Moscow, R ussia, when

tea. I could not help asso c ia tin g  her 
gloom w ith  th e  a d re u t of th e  bluefish 
on th e  table. T here w as a  m ystery  
connected w ith  th e  ca tch ing  o f th is  
fish th a t tan ta lized  me.

As 1 sau n te re d  around  th e  frostb lt-“ ’T a in t no fishing w ea th er today ,” 
said  C ap ta in  B arnabas F ish  w hen I 
expressed  su rp rise  a t  bis idleness one 
crisp  O ctober m orning.

“Too m uch sea?" I inquired .
H e nodded and  sc ra tched  his g ray  

s tubb ly  beard. “W ind’s been east fo r uose’ w as dolorous enough. I w en t 
th ree  d ay s  now, and  th a t th ere  oily roll out of tile g a te  and  w alked along  th e  
w ould  tu rn  my dory bull u p ’a rd s  in no \ ^ellLe by Lucy s flowers, 
tim e. No. m a’am , yon can- tell Miss ; " Your ch ry san th em u m s a re  lovely. W eeks’’— M iss D rake .” 1 v en tu red  sociably.

“You can  te ll h er yourself, cap ’n,” Lucy tu rn ed  to w ard  me. "T hey  a rep re tty ,"  she  adm itted , her weak eyes 
filling w ith  tears.

“You have a  cold?" I asked.

A n Orange A HUSTLING TIME
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Five men sa t around  a supper table 
in a faw ner's  kitchen a f te r  a hard  
day s work in th e  cornfield.

T here w as Moses B right, the fa ther, 
fifty live y ears  old uud a w idow er; 
there was Abraham , aged th ir ty ; 
there w as Leviticus, aged tw enty  
seven: th ere  w as Phile tus. aged tw e n 
ty live: th e re  was Aaron, ageil tw enty-

cam e Miss M aria 's  sh a rp  voice from  
th e  gate . “ H ere I be!”

“T h e re 's  som e roll on today ,” he said, 
looking aw ay  over th e  g reen ish  g ray  
w aters  o f th e  bay.

“ F irs t  tim e  1 ever suspected  you w as 
a fa ir  w ea th er sailo r,” sniffed M aria 
scornfully .

“ I t  a in ’t m e; i t 's  th e  fish,” explained 
C aptain  B arnabas hastily . “ I a in ’t  
a fra id  o f w ea th er.”

“ I sho u ldn 't th in k  th e  fish would be 
either, they being m ore used to th e  
w a te r th an  you u re .”

“T hey  w on’t  b ite ,” exp lained  th e  cap 
ta in  w ith  d ignity.

“ F iddle!" snapped M aria so sharp ly  
th a t C ap ta in  B arnabas jum ped  in his 
sea boots. “ IIow  is i t  I ’ve sm elt fish 
fry ing  over a t  Lucy D rake 's  every 
n ig h t th is  w eek? Somebody m ust 
ca tch  ’em —I’ll find out who it is." She 
tu rn ed  aw ay  and  w en t up th e  g rav 
eled p a th  to  th e  little  w hite  house th a t 
faced Q uince harbor. A fter she  had 
slam m ed th e  side door I stole a  g lance 
a t  C ap ta in  B arnabas F ish.

L eaning  ag a in s t the p icket fence, 
his hands in th e  pockets o f his blue 
flannel trousers, his blue eyes sq u in t
ing across th e  bay a t th e  black line 
o f b reakw a te r. C ap tain  B arn ab as  seem 
ed ind ifferen t to  th e  an g er o f the 
plum p little  wom an to w ard  whom I 
w as su re  bo nourished  n secre t a t ta c h 
ment.

“Som ebody m u st ca tch  fish fo r Lucy 
D rake ." I w hispered softly . “I won 
der who It is!”

A red flush crep t from  th e  cap ta in ’s  
su n b u rn t neck np to his ea rs  an d  d is
appeared . “M iss T elham ." he said  sol 
em nly. “ it’s me!"

“ I th o u g h t—you sa id —th e  ilsh would 
not b ite !” I gasped  ind ignan tly . I was 
loyal to  M aria, fo r she w as a line soul 
in  sp ite  of her affected  crustiness. 
Lucy I »rake I d id  not like. I tu rn ed  to 
the gate , bu t th e  cap ta in  lifted  a huge 
brown h and  to check my dep artu re .

" I t  m ay seem q ueer to  you, m a'am , 
a f te r  my prom ising  M aria I 'd  b ring  her 
the first ketch  o f flsh, bu t I had  to 
take them  flsh to  Lucy D rake!” 

“W hy?” 1 asked  bluntly.
“Becuz.” he said, w ith  d iscourag ing  

brevity.
"You could easily  have b rought some 

to Miss M aria as  well,” I said  d isap 
provingly.

"L uck w as ag ’in It.” he re tu rned  
gloomily. “You m ay not believe it. 
Miss Telham . bu t I tieen ou t every  day 
fo r a week past, an d  I a in 't  cau g h t but 
one flsli each d ay—and th a t  th e re  flsh 
I  had  to give to  Lucy D rake ."

"T hen  you have been o u t fishing th is 
m orning?"

“Do I look like a fa ir  w ea th er sailor, 
m a 'am ?” he asked coldly. “ I w en t out 
a t  d aybreak , and I cau gh t one fish, 
sam e as usual, and  I suspect th a t you 
and  M aria will soon be ketch ing  the 
sm ell o f fry in g  fish from  Lucy 
D rake 's."

I tu rn ed  my bead to w ard  th e  n ea t 
w hite co ttag e  n ex t door to  M aria’s. 
Surely  I could d e tec t a sm ell o f fry ing  
fish!

T he w histle  o f th e  flour mill sm ote 
th e  s tillness o f th e  day.

" I t 's  d in ner tim e." observed C aptain  
F ish. and. w ith the sam e nervous haste 
exh ib ited  by all Q uince H arborltes a t 
th e  hour o f noon, he nodded briefly and 
plunged dow n the beach to w ard  the 
dory d raw n  up  on th e  sand.

H e s lep t and  a te  and  m ade his home 
on board of his schooner, th e  Indus, 
nam ed a f te r  a ship  in th e  C alcu tta 
tra d e  o f w hich he bad once been m as
ter.

A h a lf hour a f te rw a rd  1 w en t up  th e  
path  in to  M aria 's  house, sniffing ra th 
e r  guiltily  a t  th e  smell o f fry ing  blue- 
fish. which seem ed to  em an a te  from  
Lucy D rake’s little  kitchen. To my 
su rp rise  I cau g h t a g lim pse o f Lucy 
D rake 's  th in  nosed face a t  th e  w indow, 
and she w as dabbing  n handkerch ief 
ag a inst her eyes

W hen I en te red  M aria 's house I w as 
Instan tly  hungry. On th e  oval table  
In th e  low d in ing  room w as a p latter. 
On th e  p la tte r  w as still sizzling  a d e
licious looking bluefish, brow n and 
crisp  from  th e  fry ing  pan. T here  w ere 
a plate o f corn bread and  a dish of 
cream ed potatoes and  o th er good 
th ings

Miss M aria flew in from  th e  k itchen, 
her cheeks a b rig h t crim son and  her 
Alack eyes snapping  w ith  som e inw ard  
excitem ent.

"I w as Ju s t going to call you to  d in 
ner. Miss T elham ." she said  shortly . 
As we s a t -down she  bobbed her head 
and o tte red  a h asty  and  ra th e r  u n 
gracious benediction  over th e  flsh p la t
ter.

"H ave som e fish?" she asked  shortly . 
“I f  you p lease So yon got one, a f t

e r  all?” I rem arked  
"Tes. I got i t .” she said  significantly . 
"W ith  a silver hook. I suppose,” I 

said, w ith  an  a tte m p t a t  bnmor.

th e  curd of Colonel M icbalovsky was 
banded her. She d irected  th e  serv an t 
to  ad m it him.

"My dear countess. " he said. "I have 
come to ask a favor. K now ing you to 
be in tim ate  w ith the Im perial fam ily , 

teu  garden  I becam e aw a re  th a t  Lucy th a t the em press esteem s you highly. 1
D rake wag m oving listlessly am ong should lie obliged if  you would use your | ’wu Not a son had le ft home yet.
her gorgeous ch ry san th em u m s. H er ' influence to secu re fo r my nephew  a “A braham .", said  th e  fa th e r as th e
delicate face, w ith  its  long, th in , p ink com m ission lu the navy meal w as finished, " th e re ’s a w ldder

"Colonel, you o v e rra te  my Influence j woman nam ed (’arsons bought the 
I I am  not Often bidden to the palace. T ay lo r place. She brought w ith  her a
| Indeed. 1 fancy 1 have been fo rgo tten  j span o f bosses, four cow s, sixty  sheep,

there. eight hogs and  fifty bens. She's a
"H ow  can th a t be when G rand D uke | hustler. Site can mow and  plow and 

V. is to  d ine w ith  you th is  evening .” chop wood.”
“W ho told you th a t? "
"W hy, th e  d uk e 's  m ovem ents a re  nl- 

1 w ays known H e in fo rm s the police

East 33 B 7118

No, oh, no, b u t I have suffered—a of his engagem ents in o rder th a t they 
loss." She cam e close to. th e  fence \ may provide fo r his safe ty ."  
and leaned over, speak ing  freely as  j "Do th e  police consider pub lish ing 
though g lad  o f a listener. j his w hereabou ts providing for bis

"1 um so rry . Miss Drake. M ay I safe ty ?" 
ask  w hat i t  is?” j “They have not pub lished  his eom-

"My fish," she  w hispered. "T h e love- i ing here. 1 w as conversing  w ith  one 
liest bluefish you ev er saw . T he c a t j of th e  police officials about secu ring  
s to le it.’’ [ my nephew  an appo in tm en t in th e

“W hat c a t? ” I  asked  m echanically . arm y. T his man know s of my ae- 
” 1  am  not su re  w he th er i t  w as my j q u a in tan ce  w ith you and  said  to me: 

Snowball o r M aria W eeks’ G inger. | 'G rand  Duke V. d ines w ith  th e  couut- 
You see. it w as ail ready  to  fry  fo r ess today, i f  you see her and  ask  her 
d in ner—se ttin g  rig h t on th e  sh e lf In j influence in th e  m a tte r  she will un- 
tb e  b u tt'ry  w indow , and  th e  w indow  douhtedl.v secu re a prom ise of the np- 
w as wide open. W hen t w en t to  g e t i po iu tm en t while he is a t  the t a b le . '” 
it it w as gone.” She spoke as  trag i- “W ell, my d ea r colonel. I am  w illing 
call.v as th o ug h  she  had lost a  d ear | to  oblige you if I flail an  opportun ity , 
friend. but you m ust not rely too m uch upon

•’A bluefish?” I w as th in k in g  guilt- | me. I w ish you w ere to  be a m em ber
ily of th e  one I had  ea ten  a t d inner, 
and  I had a  m en ta l vision of Miss 
M aria leaning from  her b u tte ry  w in
dow and coolly fishing for Lucy 
D rak e’s fish w ith  th e  la te  Mr. W eeks' 
boat hook. I w an ted  to laugh, i t  w as 
all so funny  an d  so unaccountab le .

“W hy should M aria s t—M aria’s  ca t 
stea l your bluefish?’’ I asked  to  cover 
my em b arrassm en t.

“To eat. I would not have cared  
only”— Lucy b lushed  pain fu lly  and  
tu rn ed  aw ay  h er head.

“ It is too bad. I’e rh ap s  C ap ta in  
B arn ab as  cou ld  ca tch  a n o th e r one.” I 
suggested.

“ H e doesn’t seem  to have very good 
luck fishing.” sh e  said  and h urried  in to  
th e  house w ith o u t cerem ony.

I w alked dow n to  th e  end o f th e  row  
o f low. com fortab le  bouses th a t s tra g 
gled along th e  beach road, and  th en  
tu rn in g  w en t back to m y board ing  
place. D inner would be cleared  aw ay  
by tills tim e an d  M arla ta k in g  her nf 
ternoon nap. I w an ted  a nap  m yself.

W hen I reached  th e  fro n t door the 
g a te  clanged noisily  and  I tu rn ed  to 
see C aptain  B arn ab as  tram p in g  heav
ily up  th e  g raveled  path . H e cam e u r 
th e  s teps  an d  stood, grim  an d  unsm il
ing, beside me.

“ Miss W eeks to  hom e?” he asked  im 
politely.

“1 believe so. Come in an d  s it down, 
cap ta in ."  And I u shered  him  in to  M a
ria 's  s ittin g  room.

To my su rp rise  she w as in there , s it
tin g  very pale an d  unhappy  looking In 
a  big rocking chnlr.

“M aria!" th u nd ered  C ap ta in  B a rn a 
bas. And w hen I would have fled M a
ria  beckoned m e to  rem ain. T herefore  
I hovered n ea r th e  door, feeling  very 
uncom fortab le .

"D o n 't you 'M aria ' me, B arn ab as  
F ish ,” said M aria coldly.

"M iss W eeks, w h a t did you do i t  I 
fo r?” he dem anded , fixing his b rig h t 
b lue eyes on h er snapp ing  black ones.

"D o w h a t fo r?” M aria 's  tone w as 
surprised .

“ You see my schooner dow n th ere?” 
C ap ta in  Fish pulled  back th e  w indow  
cu rta in  and  pointed  a horny forefinger 
n t th e  graceful lines o f the Indus, an 
chored  opposite th e  W eeks cottage.

"1’es, I see it. I d on 't see how I can  I 
help seeing It, p lan ted  righ t th e re  In

of o u r d inner party . I would in v ite  
you except th a t th e  g ran d  duke, as 
you know, m ust have a list before
hand  o f o th er guests  w herever he goes, 
an d  now th ere  is not tim e.”

"I have no especial d esire  to  m eet 
him. But since you a re  to g ra n t m e 
th is  favo r is th e re  nothing  I can  do 
fo r you?”

"N othing th a t  I th in k  of.”
“ 1 have ju s t received a  box of fru it 

from  th e  south. W ould you like some 
fo r your tab le?”

“ Indeed I would. F ru it a t  th is  sea
son is n o t to  be had."

“I will bring  it  before th e  d in n e r is
over."

“C an you not send it?"
"Send it! No. Do you suppose I 

would tru s t a se rv an t w ith  w ha t can 
not be bought fo r love or m oney? He 
would e ith e r ea t i t  o r sell it and  say 
th a t he had been robbed. I shall 
briug  it myself. W hat o’clock will 
your d in ne r be served?”

“ A t half p ast 8. W e shall be ready 
fo r f ru i t  by half p ast 9. T he g rand  
d uk e does not like to  s it  long a t  tab le; 
he is a very busy m an."

M icbalovsky le ft her sho rtly  before 
th e  d in n e r hour.

"So th e  police to ld  my cousin th a t, 
did they? 1 know; better. T he police 
do not tell such secrets. Alexis got It 
elsew here. But w here? H e certa in ly  
could not have got i t  from  any  o f th e  
d uke 's  household. T he colonel would 
not use It fo r any o th e r purpose th an  
th e  p retended  one. B ut th e  d uk e 's  life 
Is in  d an ger every  m om ent from  revo
lu tion ists , and  If It is know n th a t  he 
is to  d ine w ith  m e to n ig h t he m ay be 
assa ss in a ted  e ith er com ing o r going.
I will send a m essenger suggesting  
th a t he s tay  aw a y .”

She w ro te a note s ta tin g  th a t  his ex 
pected v isit w as know n and  begged 
him not to  come. B ut be replied in 
person.

"A h. countess,"  he said  gallan tly , “do 
you suppose fear w ould cause m e to 
forego th e  p leasu re o f d in ing  w ith
you ?"

"D id  nothing  happen  on th e  w ay?”
“N othing .”
“B ut I fe a r fo r you r re tu rn .”
“B anish  it  from  your mind. I am  

here to  enjoy n p leasan t even ing  w ith  
you. L et us th row  fe a r to  th e  w inds.”

T hey dined together, an d  d u rin g  th e

"W hat o f it?" asked  Abraham .
“ You w ash up. g rease your boots and 

h air anil go dow n and  ask  her to  m ar 
ry you. You are  th ir ty  y ears  old. and 
i t ’s tim e you w ere m arried."

A braham  got ready and  departed . 
Moses B righ t was boss around  th a t 
house. T he young m an arrived  ns tile  

j widow w as s tra in in g  th e  last pail of 
I milk. H e sa t down on the doorsteps 

w ith  his back tow ard  ber and said  
never u word. l i e  w as in g rea te r fear 
tb an  as if a bull had been chasing  him 
across th e  meadow. T he widow took 
notice of him a t once and  then ignored 
him for a long teu m inutes. T hen she 
stopped sing ing  to say to him:

'G et out!"
Those w ere blessed w ords to  A bra

ham. l i e  got. He fa irly  flew for th e  
first fo rty  rods. W hen he reached 
home he found his fa th e r s itting  in 
th e  door, p ipe in m outh, and  sa t down 
on th e  n earby  w ash bench. Ills  b ro th 
ers had gone to  bed. I t w as live m in
utes before th e  fa th e r took th e  pipe 
from  his m outh  to  query:

"W h at'd  she  say?" ‘
“ ‘Get ou t!’ ’’
T h a t w as all. T here w as m ore corn 

p lan ting  n ex t day, bu t h a lf  an hour be
fore q u ittin g  tim e the fa th e r said  to 
Leviticus, who w as w orking  nex t to 
him:

“Abrnbniu don’t  know  enough to 
craw l u nder a h aystack  w hen it 's  ra in 
ing  p itchforks. You go over th e re  to 
n ight and  sp a rk  th a t  w idder.”

A fter su p per L eviticus w ent. I t  w as 
e ither su icide or go. H e found th e  
widow m ilking th e  la s t of her four 
cows. She looked up as be en tered  th e  
barn y ard , b u t n either spoke. The 
young m an stood w ith  his back to  the 
fence and  chew ed on n s traw , !tud she 
hum m ed the a ir  o f a hym n as she m ilk 
ed. W hen she had finished she rose up 
and  asked:

"Jack." said  Deacon H enderson to 
his d augh ter, Jacqueline , "a  new m in
ister is comlDg to occupy th e  pulpit 
m ade vacau t by .loruegau. whom you 
drove oat o t tt."

"Papa!'
"Yon know very well th a t you flirted 

w ith him, then refused him ”
"But i d id n 't d riv e  nim aw a y .”

"W hen be handed me Ills resignation  
he told me th a t It would be im possi
ble for him to live near you aud  to r 
get you.”

Jacqueline hung her head.
"T his young m an who Is com ing in 

Ids place lias Pecii accepted  a t my in- 
Kigution because he is painfully  Home
ly. He has fiery red hair and freckles; 
be is long boued au d  disjointed ."

"W h at has th a t got to  ijo w ith  it?"
“A g reu t deal. It ts Impossible for 

you to  let a  handsom e, a ttra c tiv e  man 
nlone. 1 expect Mr. Mulduon to repel 
you by his ugliness. We a re  getting  
tired  of hun ting  up m inisters fo r you 
to  m ake fools of aud drive aw ay  We 
a re  going to try  one of a different 
kind."

“W hy not get an old m arried  m an?"
"Y'ou know very well w hat th e  sal

ary Is. If we should do as  you su g 
gest we would have a family to  sup 
port besides the m inister, und we nre 
too poor for th a t."

“Well, papa, if Mr. Muldoon is as 
hideous ns you say 1 d on 't th ink  yon 
will be p u t to th e  trouble of g ettiug  
an o th er m an on my account.”

T he first Sunday tlie new clergy
m an  preached Jacq u eline w as ind is
posed and should not have gone to 
church, hut she w as so curious to  know 
bow homely he really  was th a t she 
w ent to h ear and  see him. H e w as 
hom elier th an  he bud been painted. 
Besides Ills n a tu ra l blem ishes th ere  
w as an  artificial one. W hen a boy be 
bad fallen against n buzzsnw. which 
had left a frig h tfu l sear on his left 
cheek. Then when preaching, having 
m ade a point th a t especially pleased 
him. he would smile, and  th e  con to r
tion his face took on w as expressive 
o f a pain 111 his stom ach.

At first it (lid not seem  to Jacq u eline 
th a t she could en d ure  to  look a t him. 
But he had u rem arkab le  Intellect and  
th e  g ift of expressing  his Ideas In 
w ords. For aw h ile  she listened to him 
w ith  her eyes tu rn ed  aw ay. By de
grees she w as enabled  to en d ure the 
sigh t of him for a few  m inutes n t a 
tim e, and before th e  end o f his ser-
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“Any m ore id io ts in  th is  neighbor- | mou sbe hB(j q u ite  fo rgo tten  his ugll- 
hood?"

“Y’es—no—yes!” stam m ered  tlie  young 
m an ns lie m ade for th e  h ighw ay and

fro n t o f Lucy D rak e  s cottage. M aria (jin n c r th e  countess asked  th e  d u k e  for 
w as jealous. Now I began to  under- t |le ap p oin tm en t as  sbe bad prom ised.stand . "A t w hose request do you iisk m e for

“ I w as s itt in g  ou t th e re  Just before th is  favor?" he said  lifte r prom ising 
d inner, and I h ad  th e  glasses. I w as th e  com m ission.
looking a t you r iiouse. I w as”— C ap
ta in  B arnabas b lushed and c a s t about 
fo r an  excuse »for his lover’s foolish
ness. “ I w as w ondering  if  M iss Tel- 
ham  had gone fo r a w alk. I w as look
ing. when I saw  you. M aria W eeks, 
stea l L ucy's fish off h e r—w ith  a boat 
hook!" Did C aptain  F ish  chuck le?

“My cousin. Colonel A lexis M iehalov- 
sky .”

“Colonel M icbalovsky?"
“Y’es. Do you know him ?"
“Only ns colonel o f n reg im en t.”
A t th e  m om ent n d ish  o f exquisite  

cu t g lass  was b rought in on w hich 
was mellow fru it, su rm ounted  by a

M aria blushed an d  then paled. “ I t  large orange. T he d ish  w as se t on 
w as my flsh.” sh e  said  o bstinately . , th e  tab le  betw een th e  tw o, and  the 
“You had prom ised it to  me.” I countess w as tak ing  tlie  ornnge from

'I prom ised one to her every  d ay  un- th e  top  of th e  pyram id when th e  serv- 
ti l—until she colleeted her in te re st an t said  to  her:
money. She's been bard  up. F ish  a in 't  "Colonel M iehalovsky begs th a t  be 
so te rrib le  hurdy . but th ey ’re  b rain  may speak  to yon a m om ent, i t  Is 
food anyw ay, and  you know  I.u ry  about th e  appointm ent. H e w ishes to  
D rake  a in 't got any  too m any brains, ¡change his request."
She needs ail th e  fish she can  ea t."  1 B ut th e  countess d id  not h ear On 
T he cap tain  w as try in g  to cover liis tak ing  up th e  o range she noticed a 
own k indness w ith  a clum sy Joke. "I small spo t where It had been plucked
prom ised her a fish every  m orning. I 
th o u g h t It would is- easy  to ketcb 
1-plenty of 'em . but. d ra t it all. I never 
cau gh t but one every  day. and she 
needed It. M aria!" H is tone ended in 
tin apologetic note.

M aria W eeks arose, conscience s tr ic k 
en. “ I took her fish—and  she 's hun
gry. I m ust go an d  see her a t  once. 
She m ust come to  supper an d ”—

"I will go and  ask  her. Miss M arla." 
I said  hastily , an d  as I w ent I b eard  
C ap ta in  F ish’s voice grow ling o u t 
som e question  and  M aria 's im othered 
shriek  o f dism ay.

from  th e  tree  She held th e  o range 
nnder her nose aDd noticed a pecul
ia r  odor Then suddenly  sbe saw  a 

j tiny flash such as m igh t come from 
fhe fu se  o f a firecracker. T here was 
beside ber a finger bowl th a t  had lieen 
placed on th e  tab le  w ith  th e  fru it 

j T he countess quick as  a flash Im 
m ersed th e  orange in th e  w ater. W hite 
as a cloth, she told th e  d uk e to run foi 
his life

! "N ot w hile yon s it s till,” he sa id  
When th e  bomb w as cu t open by the 

police It w as found to  be an orange 
»kin filled w ith nltroglyceriD

“Oh. B arnabas! I could n ever keep b*d burned w ithin  an eigh th  o f an 
bouse on th a t schooner!" inch o t  th e  con ten ts

l knew  M aria had caugh t an o th er Colonel M icbalovsky tried  to  ew aiw , 
sort of fish th is  tim e. b a t “ *• cau g h t so d  s e a t to  Hlberie

borne
It w as po tato  p lan ting  nex t day. At 

the supper ta b le  th e  fa th e r  reached for 
a th ird  slice o f fried  pork null said: 

“P hile tus . ile up  and  g rease up. F our 
cows, s ix ty  sheep, e igh t hogs."

P hile tus tu rn ed  pale and  lost his ap 
petite, b e t be obeyed. H e found tile 
widow uproo ting  burdocks in tlie fron t 
yard , and before be could say  an y th ing  
she nsked:

"A in 't th e re  an o th er kid nam ed 
Aaron?”

"Y’es."
"Then run hom e and  send him  along 

and I'll s ta r t  an  in fa n t asylum  with 
him !"

Aaron w ent and  cam e back to  shake 
bis bead and  h ea r bis fa ttie r call him 
a d inged idiot. T h a t n ig h t th e  four 
sous en te red  in to  a conspiracy, aud it 
w as a t  th e  b re a k fa s t tab le  th a t A bra
ham said:

‘‘F ather, th e  W ldder P arso ns is a hus
tling  w idder w om an. Two bosses, four 
cows, s ix ty  sheep, e igh t hogs and  fifty 
hens."

"W aal, w h a t o f it?” w as asked.
" I t 's  you r tu rn  to  go spark ing ."
“Boy, d o n 't gim m e any  su ss!"
“No use to  bluff, fa ther. You either 

go spark ing  o r we qul^ tlie  farm ."
T he old m an w as given th e  day to 

consider th e  m atte r. W hen supper was 
over and  w itho u t a word to any one lie 
slicked up a bit and took th e  highway. 
Tlie w idow  s a t on her doorsteps, sm ok
ing  h er pipe. She bowed aud  m ade 
room beside her. Not a w ord w as said 
fo r a long m inute. Then Moses clea r
ed Ills th ro a t an d  rem arked:

"T hem  four dough headed sons of 
j mine seem to th ink  I'd  b e tte r get mar- 
I ried ag 'in . And being as you appear to 
tie nlone In th e  world and  being I 
think I'd  lie h ap p ie r"—

"Oh. I don’t know ." In terrup ted  the 
; widow, d raw in g  aw ay a bit. “ I’m 
alone in th e  w orld, but I seem to be 
having a p arty  good tim e "

"B ut them  fool sons o' m ine!"
"Yes. I know. It 's  d readfu l to  have 

a lot o ' Idiots around You d on 't say 
It's love a t first sight, do yon?”

"N-o-o. not sknssly . but I'm  a hus- 
| fling m an. and  you are  a bustling  wo
man. a n d —an d ” —

"And yon th ink  we ought to  hustle 
In tills ra se?"

"T h a t's  ab o u t It."
"T hen  you come along th ree daya 

from now. a f te r  I finish p lan ting  my 
ta le r s "

Anil when th e  fa th e r got botno and 
found his fo u r sons w aiting  and  g rin 
ning he said-

i "Two homes, fou r cows, six ty  sheep, 
eight bogs” —

But w h a t o f th e  w ldder?" w as ask-
T he fuse "S he’s mine, and  ss  she d on 't like 

ehlidren  every  last one o f von can pre
pare to  hustle out o ' th is  aud  take care 
of y o u ne lv ea!”

ness.
T he next Sunday she w as obliged to 

begin all over again , but th e  process 
o f g e ttin g  used to looking upon him, 
bis fiery red hair, his scarred  cheek 
and  w orst o f all th n t d readfu l sm ile 
a t clinching an  argu m en t, requ ired  less 
tim e th an  th e  Sunday before. More
over. Ills Intellectual p a rt began to In
fluence ber. W hat com prehensive ideaal 
W hat heart! W hat n d ifferent w ay of 
looking a t th in g s from the cu t nnd 
dried theology th a t hnd come down 
th rough  the cen turies! How her heart 
bled for those whom he p ictured  d riv 
en by th e ir su rrou n d ing  circum stances 
Into crim e. “T he ch ildren  of th e  poor,” 
be said , "nre sen t lo jail, tile children 
o f th e  rich to  dancing school."

Anil so he accounted  fo r th a t grow  
ing crim inality  am ong the children  and 
youth  of the land, filling m ore nnd 
m ore the colum ns of th e  new spapers. 
Illu stra tin g  th e ir Inevitable course by 

j such graph ic w ords ns those quoted.
| Jacq u eline  w ent borne from  church  

nnd all the rest of th e  day w as th ink  
Ing on th a t fearfu l procession of little  
children  w ith but one path  before 

j them , and thn t lending to crime. And 
j m ingled w ith th is  p icture  was tlie face 

o f th e  m inister, hut one engaging feu 
tu re  In It—sym pathy  lighted by pro 

i te s t ag a in s t th is  hum an Injustice.
F or a tim e Jacq u eline  tried  to  stop 

her enty ag a in s t tills childish wall 
Any effort to relieve It seem ed hope 
less B ut she w as at last won over by 
th e  m in is te rs  exhortation  to w ork un
der tlie  Insp iration  of fa ith  and leave 
the rest to  Providence. And so u nder 
his d irection  she becam e the lender of 
an  association  of women w orkers in 
the field of charity . W hile the hand 
some, gen tlem anlike pastors ot her 
church  had d iscoursed to her from 
the pulpit upon theological p rin c i
ples th a t had been w rangled over for 
ages and nt o th er tim es had poured 
soft nothings Into her willing ea r th is 
" fr ig h t"  by a sym pathy  fo r his fellow 
beings bad unconsciously walked by a 
s tra ig h t path  to  her heart. T he hair 
was still a fiery red; the sear, th e  ex 
rruc ln tiiig  smile, were as  hideous ns be
fore, but not lo her. for sbe did not see 
tbem  They had been obscured by a 
divine light th a t em ana ted  from  the 
spiritual part of Ibis repellan t Imdy 
line day the deacon, Jacq u eline 's  fa 
th er. said lo ber:

"Jack . I have noticed th a t you are 
tak ing  h g rea t in te re st In th e  work In
spired  by Mr Muldoon I brought him 
here th ink ing  th a t his ugliness would 
protect him. I fear th a t It bus failed ' 

"F a th e r .” said  the girl Im pressively, 
•when again  you choose fo r such a pur 
jioMP a homely m an to occupy the pul 
p it of our church I would advise yon lo 
select one w ithout th e  g ift of Intellec 
tu a lity  snd  th e  div ine a ttrib u te s  of a 
real C hristian  If you Intend to  warn 
me It Is too la te But th is  tim e It Is 
he who toss won the gam e not I. Last 
evening while here be asked me to be 
his wife, and I gladly evoaented .’’
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You can quench your in
ward fire with just as good 
“ hootch” at the following 
OPEN SHOP bars, and not 
have the enjoyment les
sened by a big union card. 
These life-saving stations 
are classed as not being fair 
by labor publications. Web 
ster says fair means ‘ ‘ pleas
ing to the eye—beautiful.” 
We claim that these places 
qualify according to Web
ster-

Hof brau :•128 6th St. j*I
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Houvre •:*•4th and Alder rj

|Perkins aJ*5th and Washington *jj
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