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The Junction City Times has an
article this week on local politica
in which it says that “before the
defalcation of Deputy Sberiff Day
the powers that bs were grooming
¥red Fisk for sheriff.” We are not
swareof the source from which the
Times obtained such information,
put are of the opinion that it is very
gnrelisble.

Among the Democrats and Popu-
1ists who 8o loyally supported the
Usion ticket we bave notat any
{ime hesrd any question raieed as
1o the wisdom and propriety of
pominating Sheriff Withere for the
second term. His management of
the office has  been above
reproach, besides the great loss he
sustained through the crimioal
action of & trusted, but faithless
deputy makes his renominatioa
simply a matter of justice,

It may be well to set Depuly
gherift Fisk right before the public.
Not only has there never been the
last question a8 to the propriety of
renominating Sheriff Withers, but
Mr Fisk never entertained =
thought of becoming a candidate
sgainst the man who furnishes
bim employment. Fred Fisk is an
bonorable man, and would not
uoder any circumstance become a
candidate sgainst his chiel with
whom he holds the peculiarly con-
fidential relatinna that, more than
in any other county office, attach to

that of the sheriff,
R e W

fOME TARI¥F IGNORANCE,

Wallowa Chieftain: The price
of wool is now nearing the mark
that it should reach under the
present tariff laws, The supply
that was rushed in by the manu-
facturers under free trade has at
Jast been exhausted. Nool that
was worth from 6 to 8 cents under
the Wilson law, will be worth 17 to
19 cents per pound under the Mc-
Kinley law.

The present tariff law was passed
in the early summer of 1897, two
and one-half years ago. The sup-
ply that was “rushed” in has held
out a long time, But some excuse
must be made for former low prices
of wool since the passage of the
high tarift act. It might not be
superfluous to inform the Chieftain
editor that wool is worth “17 to 19
cente,” and more, in the world’s
markets where “the McKinley Jaw”
cannot possibly affect values,

———
BRITISH MILITARY MNTRENGTH

The law of Grreat Britain forbids
the Queen to maintain any stande
ing army whatever except by per-
mission of Parliament., And every
year Parliament passes sn army
bill authorizing the maintenance of
an army of osrefully specified
strength.

The army thus maintained con-
sista of regular forces, first reserves,
second reserves, militia, yeoman
and volunteers, The total home
and colonial forces smounts to
063,259 men. The regular forces of
the Indian establishment number
79,163, making & grand tatal of
742:422 men.

This is the army to which the
South African republics have
thrown down the gauntlet. In an
emergenoy about one-half of it
could be sent to South Africa. That
i8 to say, in order to win in the
struggle, the Boers, in the last ex-
tremity, would haye to meet and
overcome British armies aggrega-
ting about 350,000 men.

—

Lady Sarash Wilson of London
probably wishes the Boers had kept
her a prisoner. She was exchanged
for & notorious Boer horse thief and
conviet. The horselsugh is cer-
tainly on Lady Sarah, and she will

never hear the last of the pecolinr
exchaoge. Reports bave been com.

ing that Lady Sarab made things
very uncomfortable for ber Boer

caplors by reason of being the
possessor of & peculinrly gifted
tongue far inveetive, and this likely
socounts for the odd exchange,
They were willing to take anything
in order o get rid of her,
e e e . -y

A recent writer ndvises thosw
who wish to know something of
Nisgara Falls o gosoon, because, in
addition to the water already al-
stracted for power, more and more
is being taken “withn wise oaue
tion g0 a8 nol 1o strain the patience
of grandeor lovers to the breaking
point.” Water to produce 100,000
horse-power is about to be taken by
a Canadian company and the time
is within computable distance when
all that remains to be seen will be
a dry wall over which the river
once poured,

The tarifl on hops under the Me-
Kinpley law ia 8 centea pound. One
of our leading Douglas ncounty
growers recently sold his crop for
4} cents a pound.—Roseburg Re-
view,

The farmer's wheat that is being
#old for less than forty cents a
bushel is ‘“protected” against
“foreign competition” by a duty of
twentv—~five cents a bushel. Such
protection i# & fraud and exists
only on the paper on which the
tariff law is printed. He finds the
genuine article of  protection
though, supplemented by trusts,
when bhe buys many of the neces.
saries of life.

A very good renson [or the enact~
ment of the Oregon libel law i
given by the Baker City Republi-
can., It saye:

“There is a stringent law agaiost
publishing the names of debtors in
any form that is public, und even a
dun written on & postal card and
sent through the mails subjects the
sender to a heavy tine, The law
contemplates that a man is nol
nbligel to credit another and, if he
oes o, he has his recourse at law
«nd cannot injure the debtor in sany
other public way.”
e —r

An old resident of New York re-
calls the time when he saw on ad-
joining buildings in Burling Slip
these three signs: “Daniel Tie-
mann, Paints and Oils;” "'Peter
Cooper, Glue;” “Uyrus W Field,
Rage.” Tiemann became Mayor of
New York; Cooper founded Cooper
Institute; Field organized the
Atlantic Telegraph Compaay. Kield
and Cooper were millionaires long
before they died.

——

The Salem Journal may find out
that a strict libel law has a place
among®the statutets of Oregon.
Here is the offense:

“A humble little cow that can
produce her weight in golden but-
ter eyery year outranks even a
member of the Oregon legislature
as & producer of good.”

————

The flow of gold to Europe causes
uneasiness among financisl mag-
pates, Ifit continues for o few
months Republican leaders now
wrangling over the question of who
Mrote the gold plank in the Chicago
platform will not be so anxious for
the honor.

Now that Mr McKioley has come
out for Secretary Root as his side
partoer, on next year’s ticko;l.
Teddy Roosevelt is more certain
than ever that he dose not wish
second place on the ticket.
———————————

When Congressman Terry, of
Arkansas, wished to call an utters
ance by a member of the House an
untruth he gimply said: * I'he gentle-
man thinks what Patterson dreamt;
Patterson dreamt a lie.”

The British soldiers ecculd uot
have wished for & botter Chrisimas
than that furnished them in South
Africs. Plenty of fighting with the
thermometer 102 in the shade.

Bath Lord Roberts and Kitohener,
who are to lonk sfter Joho Ball's
intereats in Soath Africa, are Irish
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uth l\.l"il\.‘ril was talking edarnestly to
thee ghrl whis sat next ber ln the traln

Pam Nonbampton one June day.

"Nk everything is over between John
Baker and me," she was saying vehe-
wenly, “"Frances, 1 seot that gentleman

an luvitation to the junlor prom. two
months ago. and be not only npever an-
swered the letter, but went to the prom.
with another girl, Bueh rdeness! 'veo
sont tack all his presents and never want
ta wee him agnin. Buat, for that matter.
! sitppose 1 shall, as 1 get home. He lives
Just pext door and always goes howe s
soon ws college s ont.”

“Why, Ruoth,” suddenly ejucnlated her
friend, looking out of the window.
“Here's your wtation, Hurry, dear, or
you'll be Iate. Goodby, and we'll peet
ngnin at Bwith in Beptember.”

“Posr John Baker, Jr.! 1 pity him
wheti they meet,” she added to herself,
as she watched Ruth selze her umbrella
and suit case and huery off the enr.

Farrington, the driver of the old sellow
conch that congeeted the Hetle out of the
way town of Thomdale with the rest of
the world, was looking up and down the
platform. His old eyes brightensl when
be saw Ruth. “Ben hopln yer'd come on
that temin,” he eried, taking ber baggnge
checks, “Jump right in. There's only vae
other passenger, and [ reckon you kuow
him™

He opened the coach door, aml the girl
stopped I, With a ernck of the whip
they were off, almost before Wuth had
thwe to recognize in her fellow passengoer

Joha Baker, Jr.

“Good evenlng,' she sald coldly,

“Giood evening,' was his equally chilly
reply. John Baker became at once ab-
sorbed in the evenlng's news. The couch
Jolted on over hills and hollows,

“'Pears to me,” remarked old Farring-
toti, putting his bhend In the window, “ye
aln't got so mueh to say to ench other as
usual. Your folks goin to meet yer at the
village, Mixs Huoth?*

“They dou't expect me tonight,” Ruth
answered brightly. “But Jerry always
votmes down about this time for the mail,
and I shinll ride back with him."

“John goin with yer?"

“If he likes," she said, stily.

*1 shall walk tonight. I'm pot golng di-
rectly home,” canie deeldedly from Johin
Baker, buried behind his paper,

“Oho!™ sald old Farrington, softly. He
shook his head once or twice, but said no
more, “Don't see your wagon hereabouts,
Miss Ruth,"” he ventured to rewmark as he
handed down her suit ense at the end of
the route.

“It will be right along, and I'm in no
hurry.” And she sat down on the post-
office steps to wait. John Baker strode
off without a word.

The minutes passed, bot no wagon
chme, After a time the postmistress
camé to the door. “You ain't waiting for
your Jerry, 1 hope, Miss Kenyon,” she
sald, “for he sald this morning he wasn't
coming agaln today."

“Phank you,” replicd the girl, with
rather a vexed laugh. “Then 1 must
walk.” She picked up ber suit case and
started down the long, dusty road, The
apirits of our college girl drooped as she
plodded on in the hot summer twilight,
trom thwoe to time shifting from one haad
to the other her heavy dress sult case
She began to think resentfully of all sue
had ernmmed into it at the last moment,
particularly of 17 different photographs
of the same Yale sepior, all of them dated
before that junior prom.

Theu there was a sharp step bebind
her. Looking quickly back, she confront-
ed-John Baker.

Siuth™ he sald aogrily, “they told wme
you had started, so 1 followed. 'This Is no
place for a girl to be alone.” e glaneed
about at the gathering darkness, “Let
me carry that sult case. It's too heavy
for you."

Ruth Kenyon suddenly straightened
like & ramrod, aud her eyes flashed, but
she made no answer, John Baker's wrath
bluzed higher. “Miss Kenyon, I must
find out what all this outrageous treat-
ment of me menus. . 1 will not stand it
any longer!™

“I will not diseuss that matter now,
Mr. Baker,” she broke in. Baker wiped
a perspiring brow and gave up in despnair,

The walk seemed endless, but at last
the Kenyou bouse appeared at the end
of a long pasture, which was separated
from the road by a high stone wall. Be-
tore Jolin Baker uotloed whut she was
guing to do, Huth had turned, placed her
suit ease on top of the wall and climbed
up herself.

How it happened, nelther of them ever
clearly kuew. lnstantly there was a roll-
ng sound, n crash, and & mwoment later
John was over the wall lfting the girl's
prostrate figure from the ground, In his
sxcitement he fargot everything exeopt
that the girl he loved lay motionless bes
fore him,

“Ruth,” he oried, brokenly, “are you

hurt badly? Speak, dear”
At his words she staggered *o her feet.
“l'm not hart much, That case made
me slip,” she sald, but her lips were pale
and trembling. “Thank you," she add
ed, a8 he banded Ner a letter which lay
on the ground whes she had fallen, In
the bright moonlight she read the address
written in her own handwriting, Mr.
John Baker, Jr., Yale university, New
Haven, Conn,

“John!" she erled, suddenly facing him.
“Light n match.” And & minute liter
“John Baker," she sobbod, “it was all
wy fuult. I thought you weren't n gen:
tleman for mot nuswering my invitation
to the junfor promeuade, when I never
malled the letter. It must have been in
that suit case all this time. Can we ever
be friends again, Jobhn?"

“No," eald he, springing forward with
a ery of joy. “We ean't be slply
triends. It's got to be something more
than friends this time, Ruth™
John Bakér paused on his front doors
stop before going in that night to ook
up at a bright light in the house oext
door, “Poor girl, she did hurt herselr,”
he sall gently. “And It was all on ac-
count of that pluguey suit case, But I
wis desperate, and it gave me & chance
to tell her how 1 feol nbout us two, any-
way.” He laughed softly, then opencd
the door and went in—HBoston Post.

Tack and Tact.

He stared at her with bulging eyes
Rhe had a boxing glove on her left hand
gnd n hammer in her elght,

“Mony dear,” he stammered, “wh-what
are you xoleg to do?’ R
“ldiot,” she snapped, “I'm going to
drive tacks."—Cleveland Plain Dealer.
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AT LAST.
I mot bave her in the bouse; T tell
you 1T will not—and with that Lelpless
little baggage whinlog sround her too!
Where would be my quiet and comfort ¥

“Horatlo Heath!"

The pale taced woman looked up—one
stern, swift glance. They were a strauge
palr, this brother and sister, living alone,
far out from the busy, gossiping village.
There had been a younger brother, long
ago. A falr halred, blue eyed boy, the
pride apd pet of the family, and to him
the partinl father was going to leave his
farm and money. The elder brother, Ho-
ratlo, was strong muscled and miserly.
e alrendy owned a good bit of land and
was clalming his wages regularly every
Year,

Haouab, the one daughiter, was provid-
od for by belug the helress of a malden
aunt, asd so old Parmee Heath, whose
practienl, hard working wite had died
when the little Edward Ewverett was
born, mwade an ldol of that falr browed
baby; loved and petted him beyond all
reason, had bl oducated g the best
schools, and, as a crowning plece of ox-
teavagance and folly, actually brought
bhome a secondhand plano and would it

for hours lstening to Everett's low, mu- |

sleal voice and simple accompaniwents
as he sang and played in the twilight.

Presently the boy sounounced that he
wus golng to be married,

Within a year the father died suddenly,
and neither will nor money coold be
found In the house. There was a thor-
ough but uscless search made,

Horatio and Hunpali chiose the apprals-
ers, and all the real and personal estate
wis divided luto three parts and spprals
ed according to law.

Everctt was to take his portion and
leave., And thus It eame about that Ev-
erett and his young wite were ldunched
npon the world with only & few husdred
dollars between them mud absolute waut.

Ten years went by, and a rumor reach-
ed the old Henth farm that Everctt was
dead and his wife and child were coming
back to the village for assistance.

*1 suppose they might come here,” sald
Hananli doubtfully, and that provoked
the grumble with which this story opens,
They did not live bapplly together, this
stern facod sinter and quarrelsome broth:
ar.

Horatlo Heath went down to the long
mendow alone to see If the fences were
In order, so that he could turn the cattle
in without fear of thelr finding thelr way
on o the rallroad,

“That pesky wall and bank,” he grum-
bled, “is nllers a-cavin in, and 1 bave it
to mend, for they never think o' touchin
it. 1 woulds't mind It If it came down
on to the track some day and stopped the
trains for awhile, lung enough to let "em
know their duty.”

Even us he spoke the treacherous hank,
washed by the henvy spring raing, came
slipping down, and a. heavy bowlder
striking Lim unexpectedly threw him on
his face,

“Help, help!” he sereamsd, writhing
about and trying to rise in vain. “Help,
help!” ho enlled again, nnd a bright little
face peered over the erumbling, shelving
bank.

“Are you hurt ¥ asked a childish voice.

“Yos, I'm nwfully hart,"” he groaned,
*“Go tor help, do, aud get me out of this."

“Oh, dear me, there comes the train!™
piped the little volce. "I can see it slow-
Ing up at Mendow station. Where's a
stick?" T must have a stick. Let me
have your cane.”

And, suntching off her little red petti-
cout, she tied it to the stout walking
sticlk the farmer hod dropped and went
fiying up the track in the very face and
eyes of the andvancing engine,

Fortunately they saw her in time to
stop the train, and a strong armed fire-
man pleked up the Hetle ereature as she
stood trembling with excitement and ex-
ertion nnd just ready to fall.

She told them of the eaving bank Just
aronnd the ciurve and the man with his
head on the rall,

They soon rescucd the farmer from his
perilous position and found that both legs
wore broken and his collar bone dislocat-
od. When they were tnking him home,
hie would have the little heroine who had
saved his life go, too, but she had slipped
awny #nd was nowhere to be found.

Of course in a place like that the little
stranger could wot long remain hidden,
and it was known all over the village
long before It reached Henth farm that
Horutlo Heath had been saved from a
horrible death by his brother Everett's
lttle danghter. For Horatio Heath was
raviong in the delirlvm of a fever.

Suddenly waking out of a long, lethar
gle sleep, the siek man, staring in the
doctor's fuce, nsked :

“Where s that child ¥

“She is down in the village,” sald the
doctor soothingly, not quite sure it his
patient was sane even thon.

“1 hnve seen her bright eyes looking at
me day and night,” said the man, “1
want to see her. I'll give her armfols of
gold, whole grmfuls."

“1'Il bring her bere I you would like to
see her," sald the doetor,

“Oh, T would be #o glad—so gladl™
muttered the siek wan. "I belleve I
ean't die without seeing her onee more,"

Bo the next day the little girl stood,
hushed and frightened, in the sick room,

“Tell the gentletnun what your name
is," sald the doctor,

“Lucy Heath, sir,” was the reply.

“Lucy Heath! Mother's pnme! Who
are you ™ questioned the sick man wildly.

“It’s your brother's daughter,” the doe-
tor sald, answering for the child,

“But your father is dend," persisted
the sick man, “and you are very poor.”

“My papn was a teacher, amd he's not
dead n bit,” was the resolote reply.

But Horatlo Heath had met with &
change of heart while he struggled there
between life and denth with the horrible
wound of the coming train ringing in his
ears. And he would not be satisfied until
bhe had brought his brother buck to the
old place nnd shared his wealth with
him.~New York News,

Conts to Fit Hunchbaokas.

A curious illusteation of the advance
of the cutter's art Is shown nowadayw
in the making of clothes for hunchback
men, Forty years ago, ax middle aged
persous ean rocall, the cont of a hunch
bnck man wus likely to fall more or less
logsely from him, while now his coat la
made to fit him, as far as Bf goes, ns
well as any man's, While the tailor over-
comes many ordinary defects of man in
fashloning his clothes he cannot, of
course, overcotie this one, but he can ent
garments that will mnke the least of It
und will Gt the wearer with the same ap-
pearance of trimness s that which char
aoterizges every gurment designed with
care, and that is what be (1
York Bun.

Her Gratitude,

LAAAAAALARRARAALRRARAAARA

The snow lay very deep that year at
| Clinton Beeches, and old Schoolmaster
Rufford was more feeble than  usual
And, whar with Murla's sewing belng
Interropted and a new milliner and dress
maker having set up nt Beeeh village,
times were very bhand,

“Yoit must get e sotne niore weood
Rilly,” she sald to ber little brothe
“I'e fire nearly went out this morning
| when you were at school, and the snow
was ton deep for me to get ont to the
| wood plle.*

“*Wood plle's all gone" saukd Hiily, bit
kg n semicircular plece out of his bread
~*been gone for a week."

“CGraclous me!l"  orind Murin
“And where has all the wod eome franm
that we've béen burning?™

“I've been ripping the thorns off the
| ghost house fence,” observed Billy, “l
isaw the other fellows doing it, o why
"shouldn't 1?7 And I've chopped up all
| the wood n the stable,”

“But, Billy, that s stealing!” sald
Maria.

“No, it aln't,” asnounced Billy, with
| the alr of one who felt himself an au-
thority on the subject. “The old fellpw
that bought the ghost house lns sold
the property to the rallway company,
and they're golug to lay o lioe of ralls
right through the back garden, The ol
1hnuw would have been pulled to ploces
long ago It folks badn't been afraid of
the ghost, and 1 may as well have o
l;mll ut It as any one vise'

“1 nm guoite sure that John Gregory
will lend us wood until 1 am able to or-
der a tresh load if you go down and ask

-m-nunmg
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“Here he comes now," sald Billy, who
had been flattening his nose agninst the
window glass, I think you'd botter
borrow It yourself."

“Comin this way,” said he, “thought
I'd stop and inquire how the old school-
master is."

“Pa's pretty feeble,” sighed Maria.

“He'll soon mend aguin onee the spring
sets in," sald John, encouragingly. “Any-
thing 1 ean do for yon, Marin, down in
the village?"

“1 need some more wood," sald Marla,
wisttully, “but 1 cnn't puy for it before
pa’s annuity money comes in.

“Oh, get out!" sald John, “Pay for
It, indecd! When our woodland is suf-
ferin—yes, metunlly sufferin—to be thin-
ned out. 'l send you down a load, Ma-
rin, when'—

1 em not a beggar!"” said Marin Ruf-
ford, with some pride,

“Well, It you find a lond left at your
shed door ope o these days, you'll
know what It means,"” sald he. “Don't
you want to run down the road a plece,
Maria? I'm goln to the ghost house,"

“To the ghost house!”™ said Marin Ruf-
ford, “What for?"

“After a blg winhogany chair that was
left there,” sald Johu, “Ol Dawton s
a corlosity collector, and he's bought It
for 85, Ile's got me to tike it to the stn-
tlon, He's goln to send it down to a
place In London where they expect to
sell It for wach more. 'm toll folks are
goln clean eraxy about such old things."

“Hallo!" crisd Billy, jumping down
from the window seat. “We burmed up
that chalr, Marin, the day youn wanted
the oven bot Inst week."”

He turted a somersault out of the roon,
and poor Maria, with downcast eyes nud
burnlng cheeks, was foreed to explain the
whole thing to John Gregory,

“Well, it this lsn't a fix," said that in-
dividunl, with a long low whistle, “How
am I to feteh the blg chalr down to the
rallway station I there's none to feteh 7

“Oh, John, John, what shinll we do?”’
groaned poor Marla. “Do you suppose
one of Grandmother Roffurd’s old chalrs
wonld do ns well? There's half a dozen
of them that have stood there ever since
I was a child, They're dreadfully old
fashioned.”

And the result of the inspection was
that one of Grandmother Rufford's high
shouldered old chaims was cheertfully
brought down stalrs and litted into John's
cart.

John Gregory camo up again within a
week or two,

“Well, Marin,” sald he, "I've got a
custonier for another o' them old chalrs,
There's & lady In London has seen that
one aud offered $25 for It, but It was be-
spoke. 8o when old Dawton told me o
It, says I, ‘T know where | can get an-
other of the same pattern, or as near ke
It us can be.! Says he, 'SBend It to my
shop then.! And If you're willin to sell it
on those terms"—

The old Rufford chalrs were brought
out of thelr dim receptacle in the gare
ret and sold, one by one, to eager dil-
ottanti—a battered old wardrobe wos
“fixed up” by John Gregory, and a spin-
dlo legged table followed close sud hard
upon it, until Maria's wood pile and flonr
barrel were replenished, n new carpet
was bought for Grandfather Rufford’s
room, and the rent and the grocer’s bills
were triumphantly paid.

“Tt's as It we'd found a bag of gold,"
sald Marin, with tears in hor eyes, “Aud
it's all your dolngs, John."

“If you're really so grateful to me''—

"Well

“There's a why you might show It."

“T can't think what you mean, John."

“Well, it's not for lack o' explainin
1" slghed the faithful John, “I want
you to marey me, Marla, Isn't that plain
enough?"’

“Oh, Jobn, when you know I can't
leave pal"

“Well, then, let me come here to lve.
I've .?u wish to part you from your fa-

r,

“Well, Jobn, If pa is willing"—

John rose quletly, but resolutely. e
grasped the vegetable pan and lifted It
carefully off the fire,

“John," eried Maria, “what are you
golng to do?"

“To kiss you, Marin."

*“But, John, the potatoes aren’t dune,”

“Let the potatoes walt,” sald John,
“I've  walted long enough."—Loondon
News.

A New Vernlon,

“T have a very Interesting German
friend,” sald a well known business man,
“and he nmuses me very much by tryiong
to use American slang like o pative. One
expression that particulurly eanght his
fancy was ‘By Jiminy.' Dot his version
I8 erigiual, though he doesn’t intend It to
be. The nearest he ean come to it ls ‘Dy
Jimmy,” and thut's shat be always Lays,

“I'hie other day ! hud n letter from him
that shows that his slang vocubulary is
Inerensiug. He wan describing some goods

t were unusually fine and sot what
everybody woull be lUkely to have, In
fact, to quote him, they were something
that couldn’t be bought by every ‘Tom,
Dick and ) Ve Dgtrolt Free Pross,

AN INCORRIGIBLE.

“Cousin Perey has returned from his
wiunderings,” announeed Mrs. Branden
berg, Inylog down her paper. "1 do
wish, Mortiroer, that he would marry
and settle down, But I fear he's lncor-
rigihle,”

Me. Brandenberg lnughed. "1 suppose
you've already picked out the girl, and
Porey will inve hor for dinner and tea,
for ball aud luncheon, at charming letle
tete-ntete weetings, ete., until he'll have
to give in from sheer helplossness and
wihrry her

“1 fall to understand you, Mortimer,"
panhil hiw wife nl“-nuij.

Wome, now, don't get angry, Floss;
it you know you love nothing half so
well av making a4 mateh for people wha
wie tow stupld o arrapge one for them
pelves,  Hut you miust confess there are
Just twao peuple you cannot do anything
with, I'ercy nnd Yieginin Tarelton

“3o away, Mortiwer, and doo't be so
willy. 1 tell you they wore made for each
other, and 1 am only dolug my duty in
bringing them  together,” sl M,
Brandenbere, tossing ber head detlantly.

inug yer own geit, missts” roplied
her husband sllingly, “and weet with
defent,  But ' wager that is all yon'll
mevt”

“What'll you wager ¥ guerisd the lttlo
woman hriskly

“The prive of your portrait painted by
Chatean he responded. contident that
he wonbd never linve to pay it

The!  And 1T Intend to win” Mra
Nrandenborg oried glectully Just as, by a
strnnge colellenes, the door wis thirown
opet wnd Vieginka Tarelton was ap
uouneed.  Mr, Brandenberg cast a quie
gical glanee ot hils wife
from the roomm, but she was alremdy vm-
Lracing ber dearest Vieginka and did not
notloe i, Miss Vieginls was a rather
ptately young womnn of vight or ulne aud
twenty, bhandsowe,  aeesaplislied  nud
very wenlthy; but, having boen ralsed by
A wahlen aunt who hod met with o dise
Cappointment n beve inoeardy e and had
In conpguenee turned nte 8 veritalile
man hnter, Miss Vieglnla had bowt led
to beHeve that mien at best were ant rast-
worthy crentures.  Hesldes, shie was oon-
stantly hauntsd by o fear of fortuhe
bonters amd was almost anappronchable
to all unmarried men

l"lum-)‘ Binndenberg, who was vory
fomd of ber, hd made several unsnecess
ful attempts to wake her nppy for lite
by marrying bher to some venturesome
suitor, but Vieginda fought shy of all such
well meant nid

When, therefore, her fricnd began to
recount the muoy attractions and virtues
of her cousio Perey, Vieginia lstened hut
coldly. Flually, being rather bard push-
e, shie turned at Loy,

“Laok Nere, Flossy,” she sald, energet-
leally, “plégse say nothing more about
men wnd wareylog o we. Ul have wone
of It!"

“Mareying!” exclaimed Mrs, Branden.
berg turtly. “Why, Viegiuln, pardon me
It 1 wny what seems uncomplimentary,
but Percy Pentacoast would ot muarty
you nor any other wotoan under any con-
shdesatlon.”

“And why not, pray?" demanded Vie
glnia, quite huffed,

“Because,” ber liostess repllsd solemn-
Iy, “Porey has just as Intense o loathing
for matrimony as yoi have, 1 never knew
noman s insanely opposs) to anything as
b dx toommrringe. Aod it's 0 shame, too,
for Perey is wo companionnble, enormons-
ly wenlthy, bhas traveled the world over,
paints, pluys divinely: in short, T know of
nothing that be is not master of,™

“And potling conld induves him to mar-
ry? Are you sure, Floss?” Vieginia In-
fuired cautlously,

“Quite sure,” was the decided response,

*Then,"  said  Vieginia, drawing a
bireath of rellef, “you mny Intrduce him,
Floss."

Mes. Brandenberg secmed suddenly to
lose all Interest in Cousin Percy. She
stifled a yawn before replying carelessly:
SL owlll It 1 ever get o chanee, but Perey
so seldom goes out, But perhaps 1 could
arrango it doubtfully.

Misgs Virginia's feathers were ruffled.
8he colored up angrlly. “Pray don't put
yourself out on my account. It's of not
the slightest interest to me” sho sald
stitly, nnd then plunged animatedly Into
1 discussion of the new play. But when
shi hnd taken her departure Mres. Bran-
denberg laughed aloud as she sald to her-
welf:

“Point one scored.”

The doy was an eventful one for Mra,
Mortimer Drandenberg, for Miss Tarel-
tan b haedly left the house when Percy
Pentaconst ran In to pay his respects,

“You came just too late to meet oge of
my most Interesting friends,” his cousin
sald as she greeted him warmly, atter
which she hiroke Into praises of Vieginia
and kept it up until Percy intertupted
her wureasticnlly.

I fuet, sho's o perfect fomale para-
gon, 1 suppose,” he sald,

“No  returned M. Brandenberg,
looklng sad, “far from it, Percy. Bhe
would be If it were not for the unnaturl
antipnthy she baa for marringe. 1 wish
it wore possible for you to mect her,
Porey, for you have so many vongenial
tastes and pursuits, and you would be
perfoctly safe in her soclety nnd could
enjoy it freely, knowing that even if you
wished she eould not be induesd to marry
you."

“You wish it were possible, What do
you mean by that? demnnded My, Pea-
taconst, stung lnto Interest ot last,

“Oh, Vieginin has built such o Chinese
witll about herself that she's almost inae-
comible,” shie roplied,

“I've sealed some pretty high walls
and broken through many others,” Mr,
Pontacoast sald eather sulkily, “and if 1
wanted to make myself agroeable to nny
womnn [ would do so, whether she willed
it or not.*

“You're game, Percy, my boy, ot
you'll not likely be tempted In Virginia’s
cowe, ns you'll probmbly not weet her
And then, haviog secomplished hor end,
the wise woman changed the subject,
When her cousin loft her, ho was pledgoed
to attend a wmall dinner the next week,
which she gare In his honor, aud, slogo-
larly enough, he took Miss Tarelton o to
dinner,

“Mortinier,” snld Mra. Brandenberg to
ber husband two mouths after her dinner
party, “you'd better arrnnge with Chat-
rin for my portralt.”

“What?' erled Mortimer, jutnping up
In wurprise.

Y1 wan sure [ ocould do 16" salid his
wite, dimpling with delight, “There are
more ways than one to galn an end, my
dear. Vieginin wrltes to antounes hee
engagemnt to Perey.  ‘She fears 1 will
be shocked nuwd surprised.” 1 am, dread-
fully! And the fair plotter broke into
such nn jreesistible peal of langhter that
ber husbapd, defeated as be was, bad to
Joln in.~Chicago Herald,
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