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And lts His Own Wife
Hes in Love Wit

Germans’ Fuiure Ruler and Consort Take Second Honey-
moon After Six Years of Unmarried Life—Unexampled Royal
Felicity Turns Dreary Military Station Into Bower of Ro-
mance—Conduct Amazes Prussia’s Royal Natives.
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s tedlum, and

st a Prince who |
races and cocktalls |

Friedrich Wil-

-¥ 1o outw
weg and raid |
the uxorious|

ha =®hould be sche
Pacificist Bethmann-
Great Britaln. Instead,
Prince
means

does little at Langfulr but plot |
to rejoles his s=ix years' bride
lover-hus-

Fatherlands' {deal
4" says again the local * |
* YWith papa’s Ingenul

the Crown Prince has devised the d:sh.l
“Lomard & in princesse Cecille,” bullt
lobster, mavonnalse sauce, truf-

ten,

up of

whersln they differ. So that with her
birthday celabrations and her name-
day celebrations and her “salnt and
martyr's day,” slim Princess Ceellle
has s very bearable time.

The scene of the imperial second
honeymoon is Villa Dippe, Langfubhr—
a comfortable, smailish house, in style
resembling the undistingulshed sub-
arban palaces of any blg eity. As It
inally had no park for love-sick
love-sick Io, two ad-

orl

of the vuigar.

Friedrich Wilhelm for the most part
scorns to love secretly, Few days
pass that he does notr Joiter, arm in
arm with his wife, glong the lime-tree
road from Langfuhr to Oliva. The
lovers make for the palace orchard snd
vanish among the budding apple troes.
Danzlg’'s professors of the etiquette are
scandaliz=d. Their Imperial Highness,
they groan, brealk tha irrefragable
rule that royaltles shall appear with

office that his

mental commander's
coming cnuses surprise. Instead, bel
pays the barracks so many “gurprine

vislts,” that the soldiers are surprised
when ha doos not pay one. Along
with Him comes falthful “Frau Regl-
mentskommandeur,” tastes the Wwar-
rloes’ leathery bread and asks If they
liks it. The flattered warriors swear
that they do llks {t and sccretly pray
that “Frau Regimentskommandear”
may send them a plate of “Homard &

| Danzlg s wstehing or whether the
only slght-necrer is some rustic Paul
Pry, who crouches in a dltch in the hope

snatching a modest kiss,

idyli and disillusloned Langfuhr Is

wizened earth. It is so pleased that

Bo when they appeared at a local pro-

of seeing Germony's futurs War Lord |

Altogether It 1s a Daphnls and Chloe | gmployees.
pleaned to ses romance restored to the | llke and

| it condones the blot on the :rallmlm--_~—|‘t
that the two sre respectably married. |
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As

ineffaceatls smile and when Crown
Princoss Ceeille dropped ler glove, two
bald heads so collided In pi¢ king 1t op
that aches resigned in Deazig a weok
thereafter,

So pleasant has it all proved that
the palr have planned more delights of
the same eort after the Prince is Te-
lensed from Langfuhir. The Crown
Prines has long sighed for a more
modern dwelling than the marble pal-
ace at Potadam, which was bullt over a

centu ago. Architects reported that
to modernise It satisiactorily would
ecost an enormbus sum. S0 & new
s to be bullt overlooking the
n Lake. It will be an imposing

with ample accommodation for

» Li]
the royal coupls, thers secrelaries and

Hut above all the Crown

Prir y2 18 bent on making it home-
snug inalde and eonvenient
for lovers' strolls outslfe. To  this

wid she goes personally from time t6
ime, to muperintend the architect and
andscape sardeners, fortified by the
eriénce of ler pleasand Langfuht

| Oes, salted cucumber and parsley.|oo ea to geot
heartiess | When the Princess arrived at Lang- | jolning gardens have been tacked on aldes-de-camp and Hof Frauleins. The|ia princesss Cecllle.”
police rules for- |ruhr she found a surpriss in the shapo] to tha small grounds. For receptions, | Imperial Hlghness, hint the professors, “when this loving palr ars parted, | duction of “Rosenkavaller,” all East|days.
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understand why he had slways been

VILLS WESIERY [4L6.
sy Eimer D). Lewers.

to another—always & poorer one.' He

! of tht-]
ywisdged mY
nod in the |
1k room, and
n the s00l-
tabls the
stood out
from a|
the pamphlet
i & ilttle lower

wondering why
of literature,
about

not In A harry
11 tell you about It
h a cow hand we
am—not Bill, nor Billy
am. I remembar the day
blew in on the Overland from the
1 was loafing around the super-
Cave Creek, when
g for & job. The sup.
and shook his head.
office help now,’ he

siar

all
{ namad W

P

in

ths ranch?™ asks the

ror sharp, from

d fat, hy cheeks
waist to his straight
1 shoes. For a moment

I knew what was in
ying to get A men-

roa doubled up

hes of "dobo dust helping to

a rangs Yoarling.

it, Bud,' he saks, turn-

ing ave wo any piace this
B could fiuT
- miss sarcasm in his

cus was to let
down easv, but just then
wped into my d. |
n Mexlcan we've got driv-
ck wazon ought to be fired
slack, as ususl’ 1

1 knew

getling

“That's the only
skinning on the
na's getting slack, as

leerE.

o * snyvs the stranger.
ndent pullsd & book
out L ‘“What mname?T he
asks

meant the stranger hesitat-
the boss stralght in
—William Smith—will

a e says solemn-like.
o boss modded. ‘All right, Will-
And Willlam It was

ay. That's as near as I
anybody come to getting
with hi It n't that he
%k up—was about the humblest
mortal I ever =aw—but he had a sort
dlgmity about him that a man just

“0Of eopurse, !t was a plain case of
having seen batter days, but that didn't
arouse any speclal comment. That's
the way many a good man has mads

to whether it was a|

speculated somo 8§
grand jury indletment a family Tow,
or just n plaln case of embezzlement, |

t wa nover got sny satisfaction out

19
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for

him. s, he didn't volunt
any detalls, and I reckon a man Wo
coms about ms neur questioning
ss he would to asking the Sphinx
the time o' day.

zome of the boys got kind of preju-

row & nom de plume to

koaplng and be
fiy-leat of his Bible. Of

i

writs on

course, | country It's had taste o
be too c al, but that sort of thing
glyes'a man a bad start

boys soon began 10|
3 o wasn't just a
off, we lald a trap for
merning when he went
out to hook up his four-mule team oné
of the boys hung around within hear-
ing. I reckon If there is anything oo
earth thut can Tasp a man’s temper its
r of those warty little bob-
tallsd finnles before breakinat. But our
scheme dldn’t bring results. Whataver
Willlam may have thought about mules,
he didn't say it—In the usual way, at
ienst. One mornlng 1 watched him
hiteh the whole four and start off with-
out bresking the tune of “Lead, Kindly
Light™ he was whistling. After that
we gave it up.

“When he zot his first month's pay
William sent a letter off to Fhoenix,
and in a few Jdays we got notice of a|
box of express at Cave Creek. For a
man to send for & bex by expreas on
payday s usually an interesting coln-
cldence, and we were a littls uncertaln
William was away for & Week

the

“However,

linicg up

about it
on the north range. and hada't left any|
arders about the box: Filnally ome of|

the boys drove down after it. He camae|
back disappolnted. The box didn’t have |
any glass neck sticking oot of the top
as usual. It was square all sround,
and marked ‘booka’

“willtam put his books up on the
ahelf In the cook shack and invited us
all to help ourseives. There wasn't any
great rush after we kad read over tha
titles. Most of them had names that
a man would have to get explalned to
him so he would know what he wns
readipg about. OUme or 1wd ‘Was in
some dago language. There was one
book, by that man Emerson, that I dld
read a good bit of. The only trouble
with him is you havs to keep thinking
hard all the time to keep up with him.
I pever could read him more than a
walf hour without baving to take o nip
io reat my think apparaius. But Wili-
iam wonld pore over that hook by the
hour. On Sundays he could take a

his start in Arizoma, Naturally wel

diced ang him because ho carried
a littls ¢ t and would get ftout
and read ts and mornings, Nat-|
urally ¥ don't expect & man to be |,
strong on religion who has to leave
his right name back East for safe

| Fears.

end have more fun than most folks
co with & twenty-dollar bill at
oney Island.

wasn't long till Willlam got his
na down =0 hla Sunday clotheés
like & bean bag, He began
taking ng rldes horseoback, snd once
in & whila he would tackle one of the
outlaws out in the corral, He learned
the cowman's trick of how to fall when
's throwed and took his punishment
a man. After a few months of
his shoulders began 1o coine up
are and his legs to sng llke the rast
U, day he roped a fresh 2-
year-old buckskin and rode him down
to Cave Creek and asked the boss for
Ha got It, and
on the chuck

uld

t

On

a job on the roundup.
the Mexican went back
WASOn.
“I rode range with Willlam for two
1 gort of took a shine to him,
and I guees the reason was beciuse he
never had much to say, Somehow
there's no place a qulet man fits in bet-
han out on the open range. Gos-
" and talle s for towns. When &
cowman feels himself bustin' with talk
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te sings a few hundred verses of some
fool song to his horse and don't bother
other people.

“All the time you could see Willlam
was studying everybody he met up with.
Ha got to be the best ‘mixer’ on the
ranch in s=pits of his gulel ways. He
would rids 20 miles to & schoolhouse
literary’ or preaching, and he had &
way of gelting sogqiainted and #oever
making himself conspleuocus.

“Sometimes when we would be rid-
tng together hs would talk. ‘Bud,” he
suys to me solemnn-like one day, ‘'why
{5 it all you men constantiy indulgs in
profanity when you have no mars in-
tention of blasphemy than I have?

“well’ 1 says, after thinking it
over, 'l reckon it iz the way we Was
raised, most of ua, not casting any as-
perasions on the old folk either. It
seems to be sort of & custom wa'va got
into. When a man aln't strong on
rhetorle he just punctuates with cusz
worda'

=+and it never hurts your conscience?
he asks

“That was sort of a stunner. T had
never thought about it that way. o |
reckon some of us would be better off
it we had been bhrought up like you
was' I answers. He looks st mo hard
‘And I might have been better off i I
had got some of your bringing up,' he
says. ‘Bud,” hs goes on humbie-ilke,
‘I've lived all my life and never know
the difference between profanity and
blasphemy. I've studled since 1 was
old enough to read—I supposs 1 know
a thousand books—and I never knew

one ImMan. When I left school I
had the rule for everything I
Eucss, I thought I had, anyhow.

But nebody ever told me how 1o danl
with tha aexception that proves the ruls’
He went on as if he had forgot I was
tistening. ‘I thonght I was somebody
in those days. Soma ons who heard
my s=enlor thesis at college called It
brilisnt. Somehow, of late I have coms
1o hate that word. t's always the
brilllant bauble that leads the unwary
sstray: It's good-tor-nothing iron py-
rites that Is the bane of every prospec-
tor. My folks banked on me to win 1
was to be ths big man in tha family.
Understand?

“Ha broke off thers, and somehow
he didn't seem to get startsd agaln
We rode along for miles without speak-
ing, but I guess neither of us changed
ine gubject. We wers doing a llttle
quist thinking of our own—the kind
that don't fust fit Into talk,

“One Spring, February It was, We
weare camping on the North Fork, away
up. The weather hadn’t begun to breaik
yet, and there was still littls skiffs of
snow oocasionally, and the nights were
stinging cold. One day we met up with
& nester—one of thoss boyz with &
pratris sehooner and a half-starved
{eam that's mlways oo the trail look-
ing for some Garden of Eden be has
heard of whers he can ‘take up s He-
tle land’

| “Of course there Was & WOman Along,

and wa soon saw they were in trouble.
The woman was sick, and they didn’t
oven have bacom, let alone any &p-
petizing grub, We helped them what
we could and told the nester he had
better head for town, but he said his
wife was too slok to move just then.

“Ope morning ha came hurrying into
camp just as wWe wWero rollilng out. He
was a thin, bent little man, his ciothes
and beard all faded out in the sun, and
now he was crylog like o chlid. Ha
ssemed to pick out Willlam ns tha one
to go te in his trouble. ‘Could I get
one of you to g0 to the nearast town.'
he asks, ‘she wants—she wantad me 10
%ot e—a preacher.

s your wife worse? I puts In.

“qt ain't her, he says, ‘she dled last
night—after the llttle one came. Sho
was afrald It might go too—I1 promised
her I would have It baptized today.
Sha was funny about rellgion, that
way.! He sort of choked up. ‘I don't
knows as you can make it. I'm afrald
the 1lfttls feller is golog too.'

“I hadn't besn noticlng Willlam, but
I happened to gianca at him as the
stranger fnished. He Was standing
over the little man with his fists
clenched &nd sweat pouring down his

face. 1 meéver bafore nor since saw such
s lpok on a human countenance. All
at omee his expression changad. He

jald his hand on the bent, trembling
shoulder before him.

7 sm a minister of tha gospel,’ he
says, solemn.

1 have often wondered about that
speech of Willtam's. To us who had
known him all along and never sus-
pected him of belng & parson, =ome-
how it seemed tha most natural thing
in the worid, Even as hé stood there
in his old, battered sombrero and flan-
nel shirt, and chaps It wasa't hard to

> /e
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sort of one apart, and no one had ever
crossed the line, In spite of his gentle

Willlam took the water from his big
ssntesn, and the cook scoured up one
of his dough pans for a baptiamal font
They lald the little red-faced chap on
A blanket under the plnons, and then
we took off our hats and stood sround
awlkward while Willlam went through
the 1lttle cersmony. Somehow I had
never heard Willlam's volcs sound Just
ika it did when he finlshed that about
gur!or the llttie children to come unio

a'

“The nester was right—the 1ittle
chap didn't livae. Willlam had stayed
with them, aund along about midnight
ha came Into camp and rolled up be-
side me. ‘Bud, he says, ‘we'va got to
lay off tomorrow,. We've got two bury-
ings up on the Fork—and—and I've
got to preach the funeral.'

“Thare was something In his tone
from. It

that 1 couldn't got AWAY
sesmed to sort of bhaunt me_ mo I
couldn't aleep, and I must hawe Iald

for hours looking up at the stars. Wil-
ilam was pounding around beside mo,
and 1 knew thers wads no sleep ahead
for him. Finally, I couldn’t hold in any
longer.

“owillam, I says, ‘I ain't curious
about what's your private businees, but
I think you better tell me about thls
thing, whatever it is.'

“Has was quiet for s long time, Wo—
not now,” he says finally, ‘I want you
to help me judge.’

“The next day we held tho funeral,
out under the biazing sun in the sand,
and left & 1ittle monument of stones
to mark the gpol

“I am not much of a judza of ser-
mons, but somehow that talk of wil-
linm's sesmed to get to my vitale
Maybe it was partly the plotura of
that poor, bent. faded-out litile man
going on toward tho promised land
leaving his own that way. But, some-
how, it seemed to me Willlam was
preaching a liftla mors than a funeral
sermon. Now and then & note crept in
that seamed to have & meaning of fts
own—a sort of plea like the ery of a
lost zoul. Thers was more than one
cow puncher that shed some good hon-
est tears that «day — and wasn't
ashamed of it neither. I don't kKnow
whether the rest of them understood,
but when Willlam finished, I knew I
had looked !nto & man's soul and had
asen things laid bare that no power In
parth mor hell could drag from most
men,

“After the service Willlam beckoned
to me, and we rode away by ourselves,
‘Bud,’ he saym, ‘1 am mnot Eolng to
bothar you with theology, the theory
of stonement, and all that—but—do
you suppose tha Lord would taks me
back? 1 looked at him close for a
minuts, a sudden feoling coming over
me that, after all, Willlam’s case might
be just plaln insanity.

“¥Take you back? I querien

«Bud,' he says, locking me square
in tha eye, '10 years ago I stariad o
redeem the world or to do my share of
it—and 1 missrably, ut-
tefly. I was sent from ome church

Ways.
“I suppoee that was one of the
strangest baptisms ever parformed. |

paused as If trylng to comprehand the
bitterness of the memory. Do ¥you
suppose the Lord wanis a man back
who was too proud to fall, and hadn’t
the apunk to fght; who Tan &a&way
iike & miserabls craven—and—who
swore before his God he would mever
praach agaln’

“] knew it wasn't advice he wanted
so much as sympathetie listening. Weo
rode along for two hours, him dolng
most of the talking, his ideas milling
around llks a herd on = stampeds,
When we came back in the evening ha
got out his testament and read that
parabls nbout the prodigal son. "Bud'
he says, ‘if words can brand & man,
I reckon I've got that story seared into
my soul’ T tried to head him off,
knowing it wasn't good for his peace
of mind to run on that way, but ha
kept it up. ‘Bud,” he goes on, ‘whan
that little, miserable nester came to
ma with his trouble yesterday, some-
thing seomed to go out of me—since
then I've known it didn't matter about
me. 1 don't want the fatted calf. I've
lived on the husks of humility these
three years—thoy are good anough for
me—but do you suppose he wants ma
back—T" And then he would thresh
1t out all over agaln.

“When wa turned in for the night
he was still thoughtful and troubled.
Along toward morning I folt & hand on
my shoulder and heard Willlam's volce
in my ear.

“'Bud,” he #ays, his voice low and
tense, ‘I have my answer.'

#] am not naturally religlous ner
emotional myself, and I guess 1 don’t
understand those things, but I will al-
ways romember those word of Wil-
liam's. SBomehow, 1 have always felt
like J'd had a peep iunto the gardens
and promised lands he talked about,
and had shared the great triumph in
the 1ife of & man who had come
through tribulations to & place close
up to the throne.

=rhat's why thls annual Teport of
the Rock River ethodlst Conference
of Ohle la popular literature around
nare. I know what you want to ask—
what all us worldly minded people
are always thinking about. It's funny
how things work out. It's bean five
veanrs since he weant back, and now,
when It wouldn't matter & bit to Wil-
ilam where he was put, they have gons
wnd lomded on to him the biggest
church in tha distriet.”

(Copyright by Ehortatory Pub, Co.)

——————
Proof of an Old Adage.

The “Firat Cornet Band of Plalne
vilie” was giving s regular Satur-
day night concert on the four corners.
just previous to calling oo the mer-
chants for thelr weekly payments on
the sgbscriptions for the mew [ustru-
ments.

The bass drummer, who was the lo-
ca’ ecooper, in an absent-minded mo-
ment busted a hole In one side of his
{pstroment, but kept on the Jab,

Hl Higley, who was among the as-
sembled populacs, listened on for &
while after the sceident. and sald the
musle was proof to Mim of the truth
of the old saying that two heads are
better than one,—Julge,




