Obadiah Oldway on Art of

Hdppicking

OUR HOAXVILLE CONTRIBUTOR DISCLOSES THE SECRET
OF MAKING BIG WAGES AT LIGHT WORK

OAXVILLE, Or., Sept. 0.—{Mr. Edi-
tor.}—I"'m all alone this afternoon,
and peace reigns suprems, as Shake-
speare says I'm a-feelln' pretty well con-
siderin’ the circumstiances, but at the
same time 1 don't know what this world
is a-comin’ to. Things keeps a-gettin’
worse und worse as time goes on. Women
nin't got no sense of duty any more, but

I've made up my mind It aln't no use to
say nothin’. and my days is glidin' swifl-
Iy by to the time when Hanner will be &
lone widder and a sorrowin’ with a great
an] mighty remorse for the way she's
doue gone and jeft me for the fleetin’
things of this world,

A week or two ago she come to me and
says, says she: “Obadiah, bein' as Becky
Ann's pa has got hsr the planner, it
stands us In hand te glve her some les-
pons so's she can play for oompany and
sich.”

“HManner.,” says [, “vou know as weil
as | know that we ain't got the means
to throw away on planner lsssonn. Taxes
i» high and crops is poor, and we're goln®
down hill lke sixty. 1 don't belleve in
no such hifalutin things ar planners ne-
kow, and Backy Ann's pa is doln’ a wrong
thing encouragin’' of L™ :

“Well." says she, “Becky Ann says she
wants to go hoppickln’ to earn money for
ber music jessons, but 1 don’t ke the
jdea of her agoin’ without some of the
rest of us, and | told her so."

“Now see here, Hanner” saya 1, “you
ought to be glad If the girl has took &
potion to earn something for herself. 1
think it would be a good thing If her and
Bammy both would go and make a lttle,
even If It wasa't but a few cents; it
would be quite 2 help In buyin® clothes
and sich.”

“Otadiah Qldway,” saysz she, "“be you
plumb eraxy that you'd send them two
youngones down there alone to the hop-
yard? 1If they're a-goin’, I'm goln' too,
mark that"

“What do you say, Haunner,” says L
“10 us all a-goin'? I'll bet I can pick
hops along with anybody., and 5 cenis
i= n big thing when It comes to you every
lttle while durin’ the day.”

Well. Mr. Editor, she didn’t much think
we could make anything, but the chil-
dren, they put in and begged so hard
thut we finslly up and went. We took
our camp outfit and our team and went
down-country somewheres nigh Indepen-
donde, where there's more hopyards than
yott can shake s stick at. as the poet
ERYS.

I never see such & lot of dust in all my
barn dass as we got into down there
We had to camp right by the side of some
more folks as was forever a-movin’
around and stirrin’ of the dust whenever
it did take & motion to settle. Tt gor he-
tween my teeth, and T could bear it
grit whenever 1 chawed, but that wasn't
all 1 had to contend with,

The moming’ after we got there. 1 had
to g2t up o start & fire outdoors in one
of them alr consarned sheet iron camp
sloves as you have to turn bottom side
upwards to get the ashes out, and It was
a0 derned foggy It chilled & feller to the
bone. and to cap It all, I couldn't find
the matches. After 1'd nigh sbout wore
myself out, Hanner she got up and
bustled around and found them, and got
breakfast und mads such a commotlon
that 1 lost my appotite before I'd et hall
enough, and then we went off to the
pickin’.

The folks had Kinder poked fun at me
mbout my plekin’, and so I wouldn't plck
Ints the same box with the rest.

“No, sir.” says ], “you'll be claimin’
that you done )l the work and I'm just
a-goln’ to pick by myself 10 show ye that
1 min't no small nubbins if I am gettin®
along o yemrs.'”

Hanner and the children had went and
spent a lot of money to get ‘sm some
leather gloves and rubber nipples to put
on their hands, but 1 recioned my hands
was tough enough to stand off the hope

Well, Mr. Editor, [ began to pick on
the row that the yard hoss set me at, and
1 declare my hands was so ndmb 1 could
hardly move ‘em, still T got along mid-
diln® well in spite of havin' to stop every
litile Bt 0 blow my nose—it beats all
nalur* how chilly it gets down on the
river, As | was a-sayin’, I got along
middling well, and was a-pllin° the hops
into my barrel pretty lively till the sun
come out., then it just seemed as If 1
couldn't make no show at all. 1 must
have got kinder confused or something,
or else the yard boss had give me the
tangledest row In the whole fleld, for It
wasn't Jong till everybody else was way
yonder ahead of me. Every lttle while
some bloomin' fool would sing out “box-
ful™ and *‘check,” and by 10 o'clock they
was a~-whoopln' and =a-yellin® &ll over
everywheres,

1 picked =uid pleked, but it Just scemed
as If there wasn't no bottom to that old

barrel. Jt wolld get just so full and mo
Tuller. L
When noon come, Hanner, she comes

Obadiah, ain't
We've got five

wlong and says: ““Why,
you got & boxful set?
checks already.”

“No,” says L, “I ain't got a sight of 2
check yet, and 1 ain't likely to have as
long as I'm shoved off here to myself,
with this old barrel like the bottomless
pit, and the poorest row in the yard to
pick on.” .

At that she dived her arm down into
my barrel and begun to stir up the hops.

“Quit that” says I; “my back’s tired
enough now withoot stoopin' down 1o
pick up what you're z-splin’ over.”

“Obadiab.” says she, “you want to stir
‘em wup., that’s the way the rest of the
plckers do. Make 'em dul as big as you
can, The sun wilts "em. and a-pickin’ by
yourself this way you can't make nothin’
if you let 'em seftle. You'd better pick
with the rest of us this afternoon, and
all of us together can get & boxful be-
fore they hive time to wilt much. There's
lotz of familles here doln’ that very thing,
®nd they tell me thst's the way to make
money ai L™

“HBeen a-spendin’ your time a-gossip-
in'.” says I. “while I've been a-workin'
Jike = Turk all the mornin’. Tl pick
where 1 derned please.” 1 was bound to
show her that | wasn't goln' to  be
laughed at for taggin’ around after her
before all them hoppickers

After dinner I went out again, and kepl
at it. Along toward evenin® the boss come
up and says he: “You're behind on your
zow. You'll have to keep up or I'll have
to get somo one to come sand help you
out™ *“You mind your own business'
says 1. *I sin't sxkin' no help of you
nor no one else az 1 knows on."

“That may all be,” mays he, “but you'll
got mo far behind that the othare will be
on the other side of the feld before you
get through with your row, and we've got
to keep the work up somewhere near
even.,” Then off he went &» If he was the
Usar of Russia and aowned the earth, with
Japan throwed In. Pretty soon here be
come back again with an Infun family
snd set ‘em to work with me. That riled
me to the uttermost. “‘SBee, here, mister,”
saya I, “1 am a decent and law-abidin’
citizen, but T'Il be hanged ¥ I am s-goin'
to plck hops mlong with them Injuns. If
you =in‘t got more respect for old age
than that, give me my bire and I'll go
and leave yc¢ with your kinfolks to
finish up what you picked out on pur-
powse for me because it was the worst
mess In the whole yard, and thinkin' be.
casse I come from a distance I woukin't
know any better. If there was a speck of

snanhood about you, you'd be ashumed of

yourssif

Yeu, sir, | walked right straight at him,
for 1 wunted him to know that Obadiah
Oldway couldh’t be run over by any
whipper-snapper boss of a ane-horse hoo.
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'L BE HANGED 1F I'M A-GOIN' TO PICK HOPS ALONG WITH THEM

that had to b+ run over, but nevertheloss
he measured up my hops and sald ax how
there was about half & box, but he'd give
me a vheck seeln” as 1'd worked all day,
I guess he saw he'd carried things foo
far, and thought he'd better compromise
the matter before I reported him to head.
quarters.

By this time people had begun goin' to
camp, and I went over to where my folks
was. They was gettin® ready to guit, and
had mude 8, they sald. You can see, Mr,
Editor, how 1 was fmposed upen, for
there I'd worked right along without stop-
pin’ to talk to nobody and had only &
cents, but [ didn't say nothin’.

That night my hands and face smartsd
so I could scarcely sleep a wink. Them
pesky hopvines had scratched and pl'soned
me wil T felt like I'd been soalded
Hanner, she got up and worked with me
and rubbed me with mutton taller, but
oven that didn™t help much. 1 tell you, I
was glad to see mornin’ come.

While Hanner was w-gettin® breakfast I
elipped off down to the pasture for the
team. When [ got back the children was
a-eatin’, and Sammy says: “Why, gram-
pa, whnt are you a-goln' to do with the
Lorses™

“I'm a-goln’ home," says 1.

“Home!" says Hanner. “What for, 1
want to know?"

“Because T want 1o, says 1. 1 sin't

a-goin” to stay bere and be treated Hke s
dog. There ain't anything in boppickin’,
nohow, so hurry up snd swaller syour
victuals #0's we can losd up.”

The mene that followed s o sad to
be told outside of the famlly. The chil-
dren made such a fuss and the way
Hanner belitiled me was & strain on bu-
man ears. She threw out that it was me
that wanted to come to the hopyard, and
she didn’t, and now that she was there
she was a-goin' to siay tll she made

INJUNS,
yard. He ‘lowed that the boss bad to | enough to buy a new store carpet for the
stand everything, snd he wua the one | parior to kinder tch the planner, and

wound up by telMn’ me not to talk so
loud, for the other campers was all a-
lismenin’.

“Let "em Usten.” sayws I; “vou can stay
if you want to, but I'm a-goin* back to
Hoaxville, carpet or no carpet and the
planner be derned.”

Well, the upshot of it was that I went,
and bere I bBe. There wasn't a thing to
eat cooked in the houske when I got here,
and bein' as T ain't never cooked none, I
don't make many  fancy dishes. We've
got plenty of milk and cream, though,
for the day T got home T told the man
we'd got 1o do the milkin® that he nesdn't
come any more, as 1| had to come back
home anyway, and | could do the milkin'
my=elt

The hardesi of the cookin® Is to make
bread: I've tried to get the holes into it
like Hanner does. but somehow [ ain't
got on to it yet. 1 tried stickin® It with &
fork, but when 1 get it baked there aln‘t
any holes left. 1 reckomn they sort of
evaporate in the oven. The last few
times I've just took some cream, good
and thick, and stirred flour into it and
baked It that way. It does pretty well
with a little =alt. Hoppicking won't last
much longer, and 1 guess 1 can manage
some way until Hanner gets ashamed of
berself and comes home.

Of course, they'll ull make quite a bit
down there, If the boss don't get n apite
tt "em Uke he did me. T'd a-stayed If 1t
hadn't been for that, for we need the
money, but as the business s carrisd on I
don’t think there's any honesty in It, and
my oconscience won't let me upbold IL
Yours truly,

OBADIAH EVERAT OLDWAY.

P. 8.—As 1 was a-comin’' home from the
hopyard | come by a fence as had some
Balvation Army printin’ on it. and one
text =ays "Ralsin’ hops s of the devil”
and~T says right out: *“That's the livin’
truth if ever anything was." O.E O,

Two Views of a Racetrack Plungér

New York Bun.
’ VE heard m lot about the wps and

ll downa of the regulars who make a

B business of following the horees,™
anld a jewelry saleseman whosa territory
embraces the Pacific Coast, “but I never
had such a ciose, first-hand view as 1 had
at San Francieco more than a year ago
and st Sheepshead Bay only the other
dey.

*The story had e beginning at San

Francisco & year ago last March. Ope
rainy. gloomy evening during the month
I dropped into A Kearney-street pawn-
shop to price some valises that were dis-
played in the window.
I was looking over the stock when a
tall chap who locked considerably up
aguinst it came into the pawnshop. De-
spite the raw weather, he wore no over-
coat, and his clothese Jooked shabdy and
thin for the season. His collar waas
frayed and his cravat appeared to have
bhad = Jot of wear.

“He needed & shave badly, His shoes
were broken at Lthe sldes. He was a good-
looking. weil-built man; but he had &
gaunt, underfed appearsnce, and there
wos u certain cast in his eye that attract-
ed my attentlon as soon as he entered the
pawnshop. » 3

“But the fact sbout him that chiefly at-
tracted my eye was that he carried u
very fine Gladastone alligator bag—just the
article that 1 was looking for. It had
hardly been used at all, as I could easily

see, and I judged It to be worth at
ieawt I50.
“When fts owner placed it on the

pawnshop counter 1 was surprieed to ob-
serve that on one side, In small, neat goid
letters, was a Hdlly stamped set of inl-
tiais, three of them, exactly corresponding
to my own initlals

T take ten on that” said the gaunt
chap to the pawnbroker.

*The pawnbroker shook his head with
the aggravating smile of some men who
follow his businesa.

“*Five,’ he sald.
loan on vallses.'

* ‘Just look this one over.” sald the man
without an overcoal ‘"and see If it calis
for any 5 loan.’

**Oh, 1 can see that it's & good tag, all
right,” sald the pawnbroker, “but we
can't get anything for bags. Thev're n
drug, like fiddiea. Besides, your initials
are stamped oR 1. That spolls it for me.
The leather's scraped away for the sten-
clling. and there's no erasing stenciled
letters. Five Is =lL" 1

“The man with the bag looked for'a
moment as if he would have liked to jump

That's all we ever

over the counter and grab the pawnbroker

by the throst. But he swallowed a gulp
or two of pretty vislble wrath, and 1 could
see, with what an effort he restrained
himself.

“He was perhaps thinking of the blg
amount of interest money he had paid out
to pawnbrokers fn his time and It made
him =ore. But, as 1 say, he kept his anger
down, and he started to stake the pawn-
broker to a lttle talk.

"It was ss good & talk of that sort as 1
ever heard—the talk of an educated misr
protty nigh down and out.

“He had been with the horses in Ban
Franclsco all Winter, it seemed. The
horses had got bim, as, of course, they
gel everybody who steys with ‘em long
enough.

“"He wanted to get East for the begin-
ning of the Eastern racing season. But
e was all in, and he needed a front to
enehle him to go out and gat the price
of the ride over the mountains to the At-
iantie seaboard

“He couldn't do much with a five spot.
But wilh u 310 note he could go down the
bay and get enough tog stuff to put up
some kind of an exterlor,

““That was the way It stood with him.
He'd be getting the bag out Inside of a
month—there was no manner of doubt
a5 to that. Would the pawnbroker let
him have the sawbuck?

“No, the pawnbroker wouldn't.

“ “There’s no use In talking about 1t°
maid the thres-balls dealer. ‘I'm staked
to talks like that 3 times a day. I1¢ I
listened to ail or half of 'em I'd have to
go out of buaines. Five for the grip, arld
no more.’

“The gaunt man with the grip plckeg
it up—and he was pretty ashy about the
mouth, too—and walked out without an-
othex word. T followed him out. That
Erip he was carrying seemed to havedbeen
made to order for me, Inltials and all,
and, beides that, T wasn't unwilling to help
the man {f he cared to be helped my way.

“I'll give you § outright for that bag,'
I said to him, halting him In the misty
drizzie.

“He twrned around and looked me over
for & minute, and then he passed over the

ALl right, pal’ he sald, ‘and thanks
to you.'

“I handed him over a 520 bill. He took
the money with a nod and dlsappeared
around a corner. [ carried the bag to my
hotel nnd have bean enjoying the use of (t
ever since,

“Well, at BSheepshead Bay the other
afterngon 1 was being pushed and hauled
down the line of bookmakers, helplessly
trying to get a peek at the prices agalnst
the horses In the Twin City handionp, so
as to get a littte piking hollday bet down,
when a tall chap. dressed to the nines—

& matter-of-fact tone:
“ *Caughnawagn's peop
him for this race—if you're playing them,
that is.' and he was sway again

“I only visit the racetrack occasionally,

*But all the same. T couldn't drive out
picture of him

1 fell to wondering how long It "ud be be-
fore he'd land that way again

“Never, 1 hope, of course. But you
know those ponles and what they do to
folks who stay along with them."

PROVERBS ABOUT
RUSSIAN CZAR

DIPLOMATIST who has been at the

Russlan Court for a long time has
collected mome interesting Russian prov-
erbs concerning the Csars. Here are a
few:

“The Cear hlmself can get muddy 1If he
steps In the mud."

“Even the crown of ths Czar cannot cure
headache.”

"The Czar's cows cannot have more
than two horns.”

“An getive Cear puts wings upon his
Ministers' feet.”

“A Czar who limps can nevertheless
mike some long strides.” .

"A drop of water In the eye of the Czar
corts the country a great many handker-
chiefs

"“A Czar in the desert Is only a man.”

“When the Cazar s a rhymster poets are
unhappy.”

"When the Czmar makes you & present
of an »gx he expects of you & hen.”
“When the Czar wishes to cut
thongs the people should furnish

ekins. "

"Even the hens of the Czarina cannot
by ey

"When the Czar squints the Ministers
are one-eyed and the people Blind.”

“The Czar never hurts his finger but
what everybody carries his arm In a
aling."™

“That which the Csar cannot accom-
plish Is only accomplished by time.'

“The Csar can disturb the earth, but he
cannot move It from it axis.”

“The Czar knows not misery because he
does not live In a cabin,”

“The arm of the Czar is long, but it
cannot reach Yo the sky."

“The valet of the Crar belleves he has
some right to the crown.™

“The wvolve of the Czar has an echo
even when there are no mountalns.

“The ukases of the Cmar are worth
nothing if God says not ‘Amen.' "

““The horse which has once been mount-
ed by the Czar neighs continually.”

OurRed-Headed Kid

(Continued from Page 33.)

_omne
their

cold, s0 1 just gave him one to pick up
the satchel an' march, an' he didn't walt
for the count, nefther. An' dad knew
when he was licked, too. Say, they was
casy, wasn't they? That's him now.
ain't It

He was bleeding to death, and | thought
the doctor would never come., It seemed
pretty tough Juck after what he'd done.
His parent was lying on his back, cursing
like an Irish Gatling gun, and when I got
to_a point where I had to do something
or muke a fool of myself, I hunted up
Willlams, and we kicked them both on
to their feet and put them fof the lock-up.

When I got back the doctor was making
his examination. It was a solemn crowd
that steod wround and watched him. Bob
was the only cheerful one in the lot. For-
tunately the bullet had gone clear through
#0 there was no probing to do,

When the last bandage was fixed Bob
tried to get up again, and had to be held
down while Doc Richards explained to
him that he would probably bleed to death
if he didn't le atlll, Then we put him
on an improvised stretcher and took him
up to Martin's. I waylald the doctor,

“Will he get well, Doe?™ 1 asked.

“Yes,”™ sald the doctor, i think so. He
lost & lot of blood, but he's pretty tough,
and with Mre. Martin and the girls to
nurse him he'll be 'around before long."*

I walted till I got a block from the
house, and then turned loose one long, up-
roarious yell, and doubled for the bank
with the news,

"Well, say,” sald Tom, "“isn't that kid
about M rats fine, though? Lay on,
MacDuff. He'll be president of a bank
while we're still footing columns. You
see If he Isn't.'”

“I alwaye did think that boy had some-
thing In him,” sald Harvey., “He sort of
looked like it to me the first time I saw
him."—{Copyright by 8. 8. McClure Com-
pany.) x ’

Adventures of a Commuter.
MeLandburgh Wilson,
BEnch night o small commuter goes
Whers € 1 fields m-blossam He;
He takes the traln in Mother's arms
And speeds away for Lullaby,
The talry town of Lullaby,

No scenery bedecks the routs

To please the weary traveler's eye;

Hea only hears the station sung
And knows he I In Lullaby,
The dreamy town of Lallaby.

Some nmights he hies him back too soon,
And then it la, with sudden ery,

In wild alarm hs sceks a traln
To go once more (o Lullaby,
In Father's arms to 1Nliaby.

What's this? A tack is on the track! :
The train, derailed, rolls down the bank!
Canductor calls the matiof out,
He hears he (s in Blanky Blank!!
The torrid town of Blanky! Blank!:

The accident at once brings ald
And helpers 1o thelr resous Ay

Commuter takes another train,
And starts again for Luliaby,
The sleepy town of Lullaby.

e
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_CLIMBIN’ UP DEM RAZOR STAIRS

AN ELIZABETHAN ROMANCE NOT TO BE CONFOUNDED

carry off o maiden from England the south
to his selgnourie in the Isle of Jersey.
Withal he was of a kind heart. He

that Mkened it to m hyena's.
hereditary shoe-shiner to.the

Queens’ of England, and had the
of never belng tagged while touching wood

iIn Rosin. As body servant, he had one
Despair. an amiable cut-throat, whose
upon the sea had made

Aepredations
bn.hofnammmuathmu
CHAPTER 11, -
Angels de la Lomiere Rouge was but

Intely escaped out of a convent In Britt-
any, whers she hed fretted the.Mother

2

spring of running water.
toward the beehive in the mornings to
milk the bes she looked, In her stralght-
front, as dainty a milkmaid as ever sung
& gles or flirted with & shepherd,
CHAPTER IIL

Angele was at her knitting In the dove-
cot when a shadow fell across her feet
and gave her corns a twinge. Looking up,
ghe saw that It was de Rosin.

“Lady.” sald hs awkwardly, but with
& simplicity that bespoke his good heart,
“I am shoe-shiner to the Quesn her

Angele muspected what was coming, but
she could not fles, for the dovecot waa
ten long feet above the ground.

“Also I may never be tagged while
touching wood on my estate,” continued
de Rosin.

“You can never be It, then," answered
Angele with ready feminine wit.

Pausing to meditate upon this sally, de
Rosin's face grew purple with the effort
of attempting to think. Soon he gave up
the hopeless task and remumed his wooing.

“I have three dovecotes,” he went on,

sald the fattered suitor, now convinesd
that the girl was influenced by the catu-
logua of hix

“WIlit be mistres of all these™ he asked
with & great smile.

“Nay, that cannot be.” replied Angele.
“1 love Michel d"Albina.”

De Rosin staggered. "“Thou hast turned
me down cold, thenT" he muttered,

“I love another,” said Angele, standing
tiptos on, the dovecote and kissing de
Rosin's check,

"Bhe gives up the Queen her shoe-
shiner.,"” muttered the huge seigneur In
Aamazement.

CHAPTER 1IV.

A safl hovs In sight over the horlaon. In
the bout belonging to the sall was Michel
d"Albina. Angele knew {1, although the
boat was yet 20 leagues away. Climbing
upen the dovecote, ahe waved her sm-
broldered kerchlef to the daring maciners.
"He must have obtalned a paas from the
0. R & N." she murmured, “for his
pouch has been bare of gold pieces these
many days.”

The boat came nearer. Shoe distingulshed
Michel 4"Albina leaning over the side, A
rock jumped up and struek the boat abafy

the binnmcle. The crew fell Into the
water, closed her eyes. When she
opened t she saw de Rowin riding his
horge Into the [foaming Dbillows He

enught Michel by the neck and dragged
him ashore at full gallop.

T present him to you,” cried de Rosin,
throwing' the man whosa |ife he had
saved a2t the feet of the girl who had re-
Jected the Queen her shoe.ahiner.

“Mike!"" cried Angele, and fainted.

CHAPTER V.

Angele now finds herself at the Court
of Ellzabeth, a negessary proceading If
Elizsabeth i» to be dragged in for the
amusement of the reader. Needlesz to
say, the Earl of Lelcester meets Angale
and would buss her. ‘“Nay, nay, my Lord
Lelcester, don't molest her,” cried the
Queen, and the court roared merrily at
the monarch’'s fest, which a historian
noted down for lnter use in Punch.®

Stung with fury at belng made the butt
of the royal wit, Leicester turned upon

WITH SIR GILBERT PARKER’'S “LADDER OF SWORDS
CHAPTER 1. “Then you shall not lack squab ple.”’ an- | de Rosin. who had come from Jerssy to
Roland de Rosin was a most sweet | swernd Angele. befriend Angele.
villain. Right weil did be love to draln a| “No, nor muscadella to wash it down,” “Art & barber, sirrah”™" he asked the

Jerseyman, espying a shoe-brush In his
hand.

“1 am the Queen her shoe-shiner” an-
swered de Rosin, in  the patols of the
period.

“Well, cut nv monkey shines around
here,” sald the Earl

The allusion to a monkey stung de
Rosin, for he was in good =coth not un-
like an ape In appearance.

“"Rats!" he exclaimed.

“Tomorrow morning Id the courtvard ™
questioned Lelcester,

“It's a go,”" answered de Rosin.

CHAPTER VL

They met at daybreak. Lelcester hnd
A cunning thrust out of Italy. He ran
his sword two feet into de Ro#n at the
second pass. “Ha, my Kuropatkia, how
ke you that?’ cried the Earl. But da
Rosin was belng hauled awsy in a cart
fHrasn by ten horses.

CHAPTER VIL

"How do you like my halr, child™ asked
Ellzabeth of Angele.
“"Tis axcellent well arranged repliod

the tearful girl, with diplomatic indirect-
ness,

“And Mury Queen of Scots, Is she &s
tall am» me?" asked the Queen, with rival
distegard for grammar.

*Bhe seemed lrs=x to me,"” answersd An-
Erie, with the mental reservation that
Mary had been seated the only time =ha
had seen that Queen.

“In sooth thou shalt marry thy Michel™
sald the Queen.

CTHAPTER VIIL

Disguimed ns Dr. Dowie, Michel had won
his way into the palace. While tending
de Resen's wound. Angele entered tha
room. “The Queen commands me to
marry three ™ she shyly sald to Mlchel,

“And thou?" said Michel

“I am a loya! subject’’ answersd An-
gele.

“Bravo!” cried de Rosin, “even If she
does lose the Queen her shoe-shiner.™

“But we galn In sunsiine’ oh=erved
Michel, with true Hibernlan wit, and §f
you don’t belleve it you cun see the isls

of Jersey on any good map.

BROTHER MASON SAVED PRESIDENT DIAZ’ LIFE

Dramatic Story of Protection Amid Grave Danger and an Example of Yankee Quick Wit.

Brooklyn BEagle.

OW THE fate of the Mexican Re-
H public once hung on the Masonie

hanor and fidelity of a Brooklyn man
is the point of a remarkable political story
that has been revived in every Brooklyn
lodge by the recent visit to the Mexican
capltal of & member of Kings County
Lodge, F. & A, M.

It s the story of a eouniry made stable
by the strength and ablilty of oné man,
and it contaips every element of herole
manhood, unguestioned bravery, pasaion-
ate politics and grim bumor, running the
gamut from the fate of a nation to that
of a flstic encounter In which future Pres-
fdent Diazx was sent sprawling across the
deck of an American steamship by a pur-
eer who proved to be the greaest friend
he ever had.

The facts given below are vouched for
by leading Masons in Brooklyn and are
In detall as vorrected by Rev. T. Morris
Terry, of Kings Countyf Lodge, a veteran
member of the order and a past master,
Ths member who {8 responsible for the re-
vival of the story, becauss of recent hon-
ors extended to him both In New Orleans
and In Mexico City, ls nnother member of
the same lodge, Johr Jerome Farley, an
expert connected with the Goodyear (shoe)
Machinery Company, now of 133% North
Front street, Columbus, 0. Among those
who have been prominent In an Investl-
gatlon of the story & Fred L. Jenkins,
the head of the Veteran Masons, of 452A
Hancock street, Brooklyn.

Mr. Farley, however, though his recent
visit to the Mexican lodges hrought foarth
the story, was at the time of the series of
events that are hereinafter told & babe In
swaddllng clothes in Brookiyn. Just who
the real hero was is not yet dlsclosed, but
on the statements made to the Bagle yes-
terday it seemes certaln that hisx jdentity
is known to some. ]

In the early 'Ts Prestdent
not known as a patriot. Patriote in Span-
ish-American Republles are  successful
revolutionists. Rather he was a fugitive
beyond the confines of hi= own land, and
few who saw bim about the cafes and at
the festivals of New Orleans paid much
more attention to him than did men of
later yeare to Cubans who talked Allbus-
tering in Philndeiphia before the war with
Spaln.

At the time there was plying between
New Orleans and Vera Cruz an American
merchantman, taking to the war-racked
nation eotton, grains and foodstuffs and
bringing back the tropleal products and
the mineral wealth of Mexico, The pur-
mer of that vessel was & young man from
Brookiyn. |

Price of $50,000 on His Head.

The purser did not know Diax, nor did
he know that there was a price of $50.008
on the head of any man In New Orleans,
and the full knowledge of what such &
munificent headplece means did not come
back to him till later years, when, tried
by fire and not found wanilng he came
to his reward by the hand of the man
who, on that eventful night, he met as an
exile in the Loulsiana metropolls.

Whils walking along one of the city

Diaz was

mirests, thinking of the =mulling In the
morning, the purser wns accosted by a
friend who Introduced a quiet-looking

young man whom he asksd the purser to
make & passenger with him on the mor-
row. The siranger wore & magnificent
Masonle emblem.

“He (s o fugitive,” sald the friend, "and
mus{ return before It s too late.”

“But T can't take him. My ship and my
cargo might pay the forfeit,” sald the pur-
ser, shaking his head,

“But you must take him. He ls your
brother and his very Ilfe is at stake.'
was the stern nnswer.

The purser wnvered and then consented,
promising to protect to the utmost the
atranger In his cabin from sples and Mex-
lean officlals who might be watching for
the “rebel’ leader

On the morning when the ship was pass-
ing out of the muddy delta of tha Missis-
sippl, Diaz, who even for years afterward
wna unknown to the man who was be-
friending him, was seated at fhe purser's
desk. He had been writlng on a long, nar-
row strip of paper. Toying with it as the
ink dries, he turned 1o the purser and
slowly said:

“You have helped me, but 1 must tell
you something. | am in your power. Thers
i= a prize of 550000 on my head. To earn
that all you will have to do Is to hold me
till we get to Vera Crux and deliver me
to the military. Senor, you may do that
if you like.”

Dramatic Climax.

The young purser looked steadlly st the
man before him, startad to say something
and then stopped. Clearing his throat he
slowly and with s voice choked with emo-
tion answered:

1 don’t befriend o man to batray him.
1 took you aboard. If I can, whatever the
cost, | am golng to put vou on the heach
in your own couniry.”

Dias's ayes filled with tears, and all the
fire of his ardent nature was in his em-
brace as he exclatmed, fervanily:

“Thank you."*

The scens was dramatic, but no master

of stage craft ever completed another such
with 0 strong a climax.

Handing the purser that long, narrow
strip of paper on which had been written,
the Mexican safd:

“Here's a check
would pay you."

Again the young purser looked at the
man before him, almest angrily, thix time,
then selzing the paper he tore it to bita
that were borns away by the lazy, slug-
gish gulf winds and lost In the wilderness
of blue waters., His answer was:

“I would not take you for money. 1
won't take money for saving you.™

The next In & serles of Incidents In this
game—where the life of a nation rather
than the life of 2 man was at stake—hagp-
pened off Vera Cruz, where the American
ship came to anchor.

“You must put me ashore,”
future ruler.

“It's death, man,' pleaded the purser.
I can't do (L If you are captured I will
be taken and so will the ship. And they
will kill you™

“1 must go! 1 will go! | will swim it!"
young DMaz cried with that determination
that afterward made him what he &
toduy.

“IU's madness, man. You wiil
The harbor is full of sharks
never reach the shore™

Dinz was obderate, however, and that
nfternoom  he divested himself of his
heavier clothing, girded on a knife to de-
fend himself against not only man-eating
sharks, but man-hunting soldlers, and
sprang overboard.

Taking to the water, he headed toward
the beach, and the friend who had pro-
tected him so far watched him with his
glasacs as he rose and fell with the waves,
now tosaed on their crests, now hidden
behind them as they broke In combers on
the sandbars.

Quick Wit Saved a Life.

Suddenly iMaz turned back and seemad
swimming with redoubled effort to regaln
the ship. Through the hreakers thers
plunged a boat and from it came the glint
of sunlight a= the red rays struck on tha
drawn swords of soldiers. The mun had
been s¢en and was pursued.

The race was an excliing one, but thes
swimmer had the start and was alongside
as the purser shouted to the men in the
fo'castle:

“Line the starboard rajl! Lower a ne!”
and made a place for tnat bit of the ri-
diculous that so peraistently seems to en-
ter Into every affair of moment.

As Dinz slexed the thrown rope and was
drawn aboard the patriot soldlers wers
already coming up the gangway. The sit-
uation wnra powerful, and & false move
would bave meant death to the young
min.

Yankee wit, however, saved the dny.
Seizing the wet swimmer by his frowsy
hafr and giving him & beavy blow behind
the ear, the purser threw him to the deck,
and, with an oath, pounced upon him and
grabbed him by the throat

“You drunken dog! You hound! I'll
tench you to Jump ship. I'll teach you to
try to drown yvoursslf,”™ he cried.

Then, leaping to his feet, the purser
gave orders to put the man in Irons, and
turning o the astonlshed saldlers aaked
them what he could do for them.

In broken English the leader explained
that the country was In the throes of a
civii war, and sald that all ports were
being watched for rebels, who had been
driven from the country, but who might
at any time return. Beeing a man In the
surf, they thought that hes had been
caught, but were gind to know they were
mistaken, and that Senor El (Maptain had
got his drunken sallor back. With many
other apologies they went awny

The next danger that menaced the young
man was when two lighters came along-
side to talle off the cargo. These had
aboard, besides thelr crews gmissaries of
the government, and it was with a good
deal of diMceuity that the situation was
met,

The work of loading was mads as slow
as possible, and it was long after dark
when the scows were fillled. Hiding the
fugitive as best they could. the officers of
the vessels Invited the crew to share their
hospitality, while Diaz was rowed off into
the darkness and put ashore further down
the coast. This effort was successful,
but It Interruptsd for vears the friendship
that had sprung up botween the humbls
purser and the great Mextcan leader,

The Purser's Reward.

A few years ago, however, there ecame
the climax, and it waa brought about with
all the dramatic effect of the modern melo-
drama. The sallor hero of this story
chanced to go to Mexico, and among the
pluces he.visited was Mexlco Clty. As
he alighted from his traln he was sud-
denly arrested by military ofMcers. Belng
Innocent of any wrong, he grew indignant
and begged to be Informed of the cause
of his detention.

“This Is an outrage; send for the Ameri.
can Consul” he cried. But the =oldiers
only the more pushed him along toward a
carringe drawn by gayly caparisbned
horses and gave the order to the driver to
procesed. Bands played and the hole polol
along the streels waved their sombrerog
| and shouted, Being arrested with martial

equal to what they

begged the

drown.
You will

hohors wns something he did ngt under-
stand.

His amuazement grew as the proces
drew up in soldlerly ranks hafore
plaza and the Amerfean was politely
sisted to alight and escorted Into the
tral room of the pulnce, where there stoud
before him, dressed In a finely-fitting
frock coat, a thicksst man of small stat-
ure, In whose eyes he saw a look of
friendly recognition,

An officer in uniform, still like the stage
this story goes, then broke the ¢louds

“El Presidente.”

The friemd of yeurs ago, the exiled rebel,
the brother In trouble. was Preshdent
Diaz, for yeara the head of the Mexicun
Repubiic. It all came back to him, sven
the head price was explained.

“But how did you know |
asked the Amerlcan

"My friend, never since the day 1 left
you have 1 falled to know where you
were. | have followed vou and watehed
you prosper. You saved me and vou saved
Mexico. T eould do no less than wait for
you to come back to her

Recently the Masonic papera contained
the unnouncement of tha honors hestowod
gpon an American, but Brookiyvn was not
connected with the matter till the New
Orleans and Mexico City lodges sent com-
munications to Rev, Mr. Terry about the
visit of Brother Farley.

The Masoaic announcemsnt was haw-
ever, that the 3.0 which Moatad sway
on the warm waters of the Gulf stream
0 vears ago was pald later us A present
and that an American Mason, the fricnd
of Presldent DMaz was holding a resnon-
sible office under the Mexican
ment,
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MASTER OF GRAFT.

Machen Robbed His Partners and
Government as Well.

Willlam Allen White in MeClure's

When one turns from Beavers to Machen *
In the Postal Department it I= as thoush
one walked from the room where the
Young woman with pig-talis down her
biack was practicing one-and-two-and
three-and-four-and on the plano into the
room wherein the master was piaying a
sonata. For If ever there was mn artlst
in graft, one who reduced graft to «
really beautiful handicraft, It was August
W. Machen.

He not only robbed the Government. but
he robbed his partners who were rohhing
the Government, and would have rabbed
himselt soonor or later If he hadn't heen
caught. He came from Toledo, 0. in
FPresldent Clevelund's second term, snd
wis made superintendent of the froc-de-
Hvery service in 188%. He loft an unsavory
reputation in Toledo. whera he had been
Assistant Postmaster, ond was a bunk-
rupt—which i not particularly to his diz-
credit—but In addition to that he was a
deadbeat. He was A borrowing awindler
in Toledo, and as Assistant Postmaster
was In league with money-sharks to enl-
lect usurifous Interest from postoMes om-
ployes. How he imposed himself om ex-
Governor Casmpbell and ex-Congressmian
Ritchle, who Indorsed him. 15 ape of a
thousand similar atorfes of politles. He
wis morally Incompetent for the piace
he held, and was ltving by his witz when

he got it. No raliroad compans or in-
surpnce company would have given him
responsibie smployment. biut the Gov-

ernment gave him one of iis most impor-
tant places. Before leaving Toledn he In
augurated a grand borrowing carnival
and cleaned up about 00 using the fact
that he desirsd to move hix famlily
“’Millngl'_»n.ar— an excuse. Little of
money wax repald, and those
pald only got their money after threat-
ening to sue, although while they were
trying to collect their dues Machen wan
robbing the Government of thousands of
dollars & year. In Washington he bor-
rowed money on forged morigages, and
filehed from the Government by muking
an appointment date back several months
from Its acteal beginning, and by forging
the Indorsement on the warrant and pock-
eting it. But these were mere jim-cracka
and cornices to an edifice of graft that
wis the admiration and marve] of official
Washington.
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The Pony That Knew Best.

“Jim, dear, I think that the pony knowe
better than you what to do In this case
sald Jimmy's mother,

Jimmy sat on bhis lttle Shetland pony
and wns kicking hls heels into its sldes,
trying to force the pony to wads
brook. But the pony only shock
rough head and tried to go across
lttle rustiec bridge,

“Get up, you!" sajd Jimmy, forcing the
pony into the brook. The pony &narted
and plunged. The water came up to
fianks and then up to [ta shoulder. The
next minute Jimmy was shouting “Huo,
Ho!" with all his might, for the wager
was over the pony's back and Jimmy was
getting very wet with lce-eold fluld,

But the pony would not “Heo!"™ I
spiashed through the hrook, and It was
wei and shivering Jimmy who admitted
to his mother with sobe that she was
right when she sald that the pony knew
better than be what to d¢
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