i

I
v
|

Thre

L

ng Tales of Love and Adventure

TN

i

)

%
i Mg

a1
heen
center of
: U Blake's window,
‘ ANRY It wasg about 4
AN A | o'¢clock In the aft-
Ay RV ernoon, and the cup
r' gnl ¢ "|‘ ' had obviously only
{( ; Junt arrived. 11 bad
j been unpackoed
| 458N spoedily by Mr.
Blake, and Lord Morston's gift to the
" Ritle Club was displayed in tremend-
ous splendor, so that all who panned
up and down High street could look
and long.

The news soon sproad through the
little town., The ecup had arrived at
last, and all the members of the local
Rifle Club, together with thelr friends,
were thronging the window of the sta-
toner's shop.

“What a splendid cup!™ “Well, Lord
Morston has really shown his interest
In the Rifle Club at last.” *“A bit of
all right—" These were the ejucula-
tona of the crowd,

Mr. Augustus Pearson, head nales-
man of the boot shop which supplied
footwear for all the villages around
Morston-on-the-Wash, was (old that
the cup had arrived, within 10 min-
utes of shutting up the shop. He af-
fected a quiet disregard of the news,
while at the same time lLis eagerness
was throbbing through him.

Augustus Pearson was a leading
member of the RHifie Club, but he was
not the most popular person in the 1it-
tle town. He “had ldeas,” so the peo-
ple sald. He thought too muck of
self; his life was oceupled In far too
strenuvous u way with Augustus Pear-
son.

At the same time he was somehody
in the town and, though he was not
generally liked, he still had a position
~—one which he was determined to
maintaln and even to Improve,

At 6:30 My, Pearson sauntered out

cup bad Just
placed In the
Mr.
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of the boot c¢mporium and stro!led
down High street. His dutles for the
day were over; he had waxed his mua-
tache with great care and he was now
i young gentlemnan at large,

When he got opposite to the bril-
llantly 1t window of Blake's shop he
stopped, and, hoping that nobody ob-
gerved him, Jolned the little knot of
loiterers in  front of the plate-glass
window,

Certalnly the cup was a desirable
tropfiy for any one. It atood a foot
and & half high. It was obviously, so
Mr. Penrson deduced, hall-marked in-
side and out, and the four riflemen In
“wolid silver”™ which supported It upon
the plinth were a gquudruple incentive
to patriotism and greed.

Mr., Pearson turned into the shop,
and asked Miss Blake If the London
evening pupers had arrived or not. He
knew perfectly well that the London
evening papers never did arrive there,
but he feit it his duty to say some-
thing of the port.

“0, Mr. Pearson,” sald Miss Blake,
“surely you are going to win this
trophy. His lordship’s butler brought
it down this afternoon and, talking
with him, he mentioned your name,”

Mr, Pearson twirled his musiache
and looked kindly at Miss Blake, who
was & dear, wizened old thing. “Well”
he sald, “of course, Miss Blake, sport
is sport.”

Miss Blake nodded.
she answered,

“I'm o glad you agres with me,
Miss Bluke,” Pearson continued. "But
whit you say about winning the eup
is, of course, of course, on—well, on
the knees of the gods. you may say."

“Indecd, Mr, Pearson,” answered
the lady who presided over the station-
er's shop, “indeed, it must be g0, But
If I know anything of our noble de-
fenders, you, Mr. Pearson, will win it.”

“If 1 do, Miss Blake,” replied Mr,
Pearson, 1 hope-—"

“It 18, Indeed,”
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I'HINK & heap of

you, Martin,” Nan
wis  saying, while
she  sprinkled the

thirsty punsy plants,
“and you're a dear,
good, decent follow,
but gomehow, 1 don't

get all exclted about
you as a girl does
when she's In love,

You're such a plachd and practical sort
ol & person.”

Martin Keith looked down at the
pretty ohild kneeling beside the flower
boed and smiled and then he sighed,
“You want some ‘go’ to ‘em,” he In-
terpreted, “Fireworks poppin' to liven
things uwp.”

Nan nodded.

“Well, I'm afratd | do fall down on
that,"” the man sald slmply, *“Besldes,
thig burg (s no good place for heroles
or grandstanding. It's a flourishing,
broad-minded well-protectod town.
They don't serve up Nihilists and
Black Hand socleties for enterprimng
young Don Quixoles. What's a fellow
to do?*

“A newspaper man ought-—

DRAPED the happy
little  bride’s  wvell
untll itg lacy folds
fell softly and car-
ressingly over the
lovely satin  gown;
then | stood off and
surveyed her ert-
caly

We had beean
lwughing gally all
morning, bul now a quletness had
laken posacssion of me, which I could
not shake off,

“You're beautiful, Margaret dears
est,” 1 exclaimed. *I don't think | over
before reallzed how perfectly radiant
a bride could look You're—you're
very happy PPeg, dearest?

“Heaps and heaps  happy,
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darling!™ and then we promptly fell to
crving--this Hlitle sistor of mine, the
voungest of the tdock -und I, the old
esl, Here wore tears of an fnefMuble
joy—but mine—well, 1 eonldn't have

anplyzed them, but they were very bit
ter and very heartbreaking

Yot it was 1 who controllad mysell
first. “Girlie, you musin’t. What will
Tom say Lo gee yYour eyes red?™ Apd
though wo smlled through vur teurs
theré was an wche I wy hewrt which

1 knew would never couss
Tom came in, soon after, and Jhn-
the best man—and after what seemed
to me much needless deluy, we arrived
wt the great cuthedral Hut 1hough
miy beart wus broaking thea, It secmed
us though it would burst wfter he
golemn sud sacred ceremony. Church
weddings, though very besutiful aud

“10 set the world afire? he sug-
gested with just & trace of bitterness.

“Yen,” she Inughed, “and put the fire
oul.

“Who'd pay the damages?”

“Oh, hush, Martin, There you go!
It's the damages, not the story, yon
think of, not what you might secom-
wish. You're—

But Martin Keith had Jifted hig hat
with the grace that was peculiarly his
own and was striding down the neat,
white path to the gate.

In the sunlight garden Nan was ieft
to tepnd  her postes  apd  dream her
pleasant,, pretly dream alone. Bun-
shine had been a part of her life; en-
Joyed, but scarcely  appreciated,
Pleasant weather thut spring was al-
most & mounotony, when It was —sud-
denly & thing of the past a

Clouds, murk and gloom sucoeed
day after day. Raln fell with the
persistence of rainfull when it does
coms In a dry couniry. The papers
began to anticipate trouble, There
was rain farther West—raln, rain.
Their own little place was compura-
tvely safe from flood, but Casson Cily
alrendy was seriously Inconvenlenced

symbolic, are also very trying—when
ane o't merely looking on. Everss
body else wus gay, though; even 1w
wothoer, who kept up splendidly.

“Didn't Murgaret look beautiful®’ 1
sald to Jim, as we were waiting for the
wedding breakfast, slmply because 1
felt I had to say something, and that
wus the first thing that came into my
head 1T had gone out on the plazia to
be alone—it was very warm—and Jim
had followed,

We both  Inughed, much 1w my re-
llef; then there was & pause—one of
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HAT vant Bl
can be sung’

) was Polly's favorite

: quotution It had

..' | been  her  (ather's

I\ ulso, and if we re-
o mwember  rvightly, 12
_9 ! wus her grandfa-
§\y ther's, too. FHach
I.|I generation  seomed

. o And much truth

I s old adage
Perhinps no one in all the three gen-
erations had any more
truthfulness than Polly,
known this saylug, she
have become Mra, Fred Weston.

Had she not
never might
Fred

@ perfectly mslodions volee,
This such compliments
from other young men.
them, too, for she was the best singer
it thelr cholr sond one of the prettiost
girls in the village, which wus fumed
for lis pretiy girls,

guing 1o Mrs
ty, George has gone to Ellen's
proof of iis you and Fred have the house 10 your-
selyes,
yours does uot pop the question to-
night I shall have to take matters into
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As he was framing w pretry apeech
a short, thick-set man bustled Into the
ghop and asked roughly for a penny
packet of notepaper and envelopes.
“Hallo, Gus,” the man sald to the im-
maciulate Mr. Pearson. “What about
tomorrow 7"

“That remaing to be #een” raid
Migs Blake. “Here's your packet of
notepaper, Mr. Jarvis."

“Well, I'll say good night,” sald Au-
gustus Pearson, and left the shop, fol«
lowed toe upon heel by the newcomer.

It was o quartor to six in the even-
Ing and the lights In the few shops in
High street did not Hluminate that
somewhat dingy thoroughfare suffl-
ciently to make It plain 4o the casual
spectator that Mr. Pearson and Mr.
Jarvig Immediately and withour a
word dived down & slde street and in-
to a small publiec house known as the
Rifteman. They sat down together in
the odd little paneled place, and a
blowzy girl brought them each a pint
of beor.

“Now, then, Gussie,” aald Mr, Jar-
vig, “about tomorrow, What's it worth
to me?™

“I'll tell you what it's worth to youn,”
Pearson answered—"provided, of
course, that 1 win the cup—it's worth
o couple of gquid to you.”

“That's all very well,” Jarvis re-
plied. “And you know, Gussie, I'd be
pleased to help you to any sporting
triumph, but I don't aee gulte how It's
to be done, Waddington's a better shot
than you, and Thorne Is a befter whot
than clither. I place you third in the
competition, and third you will jolly
well be. Bo I don't see "

“Of course, you don’t see, Bob”
Pearson replied. “And that’'s why 'm
talking to you now. You're chosen as
marker tomorrow, aren't you?

“Yes, I and my hrother Bill are
marking for the competition.”

“Very well, then. Whut 'm going
to do is, to show you how--*

» S

b -

by high water. Some
traine were derailed.

The Daw river cropt steadily up and
up. The big Melan bridge wus bullt
to stay, but that part of the town
which lay north of the stream was
nearly overflowed. Forty years of ex-
perience with  spring  freshets had
given the townspeople confldence and
only a few of the more timid ones took
flight.

Still the water crept higher, inoh by
inch, foot by foot, and at last swept
completely over the north side, Still
up, and people began 1o carry thelr
furniture into the second stories. Sure-
Iy, they argued, it had reached the
Hmit. At the end of the fourth day of
suspense its muddy rim had slipped
eutrely around the depot st South
First streot; another twenty-four
hours and It blocked all traffic,

Help wus gent across the big bridge
to people in worse plight than in (he
main town, Polleemen guarded ihe

of the mail

passage 1o keep the Interested on-
lookers out of the way and oul of
dunger, Men In boals took food In

wnd took frightened children out
And sl the downponr continued

Those clumsy oues when jyou realize
you are standing swhkwavdly and thuat
your hands seem abnormally large,

“She did make & charming bride,
didn't she?™ 1 put in again, hastily,
trying to make safe conversation,

“Not half s0 aweet as a certain Ht-
tle girl I know could be” His strong
volee trembled a little, apd then
“Dorothy-—won't you? You know
there lsn't anybody else in the world.
There nover cun be o

“No, I won't! BSo therg!”

Smaurting tears sprang (o my eyes. |

Or any
she reccived
Sbhe descrved

that

One night Polly's futher culled her

from the kitchen where she was pul-

ting nway the supper dishes

“Polly,” he sald, “"Your ma and | are
Thompson's whist par-
and
‘Basbiful

If that Willie* of

wWas very bashful apd though he had wy own bands ™’

kuowu Polly since bubyhood, he rover
could got up evuough courage to tell

Polly finlshed her work io the kiteh-

en and went to her room to dress. As

ber that she had sn “Apgel Fuce," or she wus comipg down the siairs Lhe

e two men were gitting close t(o-
gether in the little taproom. Bebind
them was a window which commanded
the private bar. This window, which
was hung with red eprtaing, happened
to be ajar. Neither of the two men
noticed It at all.

“That's just what I want to know.
How I'm golng to earn that two quid,”
Mr. Jarvis replied.

“In this way,” answered Mr, Pear-
son. “You mark, you pull the cord,
and the whitewash brush goes over
the targel. You're chosen to mark
down the score as the bulleis hit the
target. Therofore, what you P“" down
on your sheet stands in the ‘competi-
tiom for the cup.”

“Of course it does,” Jarvig replled.
“HBut what a silly Juggins you are, Gus-
gle, You see, 1 shan't know who's fir-
ing. I shall simply record the shots
upon the pheet, nnd T shan't know
whether It's you, Waddington or
Thorne. You're talking through your
hat, my boy.”

Mr., Augustus Pearson threw the end
of his cigarotte away and looked Lkeen-
Iy at his companion. “I'm not the
feol," he sald.

“Well, then, get ut it.
do you mean, Gussie?”

“Just this. You'll be watching the
impact of the bullets upon the targat
und, as  you say, you won't lknow
whose firing. We ench have 10 shots
for the cup, My first shot [ shall fire
a little wide of the bull, and you will
know it's me, and no one else, for the
reason that you'll see & blue staln up-
on the whitewnsh."

“A blue atain? What do you mean?”

“0, a little {den of my own, which
fs this. 1 bought a couple of hine
pencila yesterday, und I'm golug to
cover the bullets with the blue before
I fire them off. When they get on to
the target you'll see at once whose
shooting. There will be the blue mark
upon the whitewash, and you'll book

i
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Nut #0 much close at hand, (t was the
rain up the river that was causing the
rise. Every one had been ordered out
of the north alde. Some couldn’t, some
wouldo't take advantage of the warn-
Ing. Business was suspended, All
other interest was lost (n the flood
panic which selzed upon the town.
Poor little, light-hearted Nan was in

ngony, She was safe enough, but
Martin  Kelth was In the thick of
things. His work called him there, al-

though Nan koow well It was not only
that, Even her own foolish words were
not greatly o bligne, It was the man's
nutural  bent, Peopla needed help.
His work allowed and even sanction-
od his assistance, and he went about
the business of riaking his life to en-
ter a4 shaking house and lft out an
invalld as cheerfully ans he wuuld
write the story afterward., He was
careful (o keep Nun posted and to
modify her fears,

The great Melan bridge stll held,
but the water was up and over iL,
eighteen feet higher than the oldest
inhabitant of the country could re-
member.

A group of men who had been Lelp-

adn’t wean W say that st all, bur my
tongue—that unruly member was my
undoiug, as so often before, [ prarted
to flee, but Jim caught both my nands
in hisg and made me sit down on the
secluded porch hammock.

“Dorothy,” he began, “five years ugo
today I asked you something. You
siid ‘no’ then, but promised very gra-
clougly to conslder and let me ask you
ugain.”

“Whieh you have done regularly
und pevsistently every other week." 1
pouted

bell vang and she hustened to admit
Fred. She ushered him into the par-
lor and after a while she told bim
where the folks had goue. A pecullar
look eame into his eyea. “Now he will
suy 11" ghe thought, but she was dis-
appoluted, for he simply walked o the
plano and started to play.

For two hours they talked and sang
wlternately, vet Fred said nothing un-
usuanl, He did pot even remark how
well she did in the play the night be-
fore ut the church.

Polly glanced at the clock. Quarter
to 10, it suld. For & desperate mo-
tment she wished It was leap yoar, It
was  certainly an awful situstion,
Frid wore bashful than ever, father
coming home sovon and leap year two
YEArS awWay.

Her heart sank within her and she

we up accordingly.”

Mr. Jarvis chuckled.
gald, “You are a one!"

“1 may or may notl be,” answered
Mr. Augustus Pearson, “But T tiink
that when the occasion arises | can
be adequate.”

“I rauther expect you can, Gussie—
two quid, you sald? 'Onest Injun?”

“Two quid,” replied Mr, Pearson, as
he rose and left “The Rifleman” with
his compunion.

It wan unfortunate that the litle
red curtuln window at the back of the
conspirntors had been open, becaune
Mr. Livermore, the secretary of the
¢lub and also the range superintend-
ent, happened to be reading the paper
in the landlord's sanctum,

He had found the paper rathor dull
and was finclined to be mleepy. But
the voices on the other side of the wall
had dissipated his inelplent slumbers
and made him sit very upright indeed.

“Well, he

. : . . o !

The drill hall at 7 o'cloeck the next
evenlug was full of Territorials, mem-
bers of the Rifle Club and local wag-
pates.

During the day the cup had been
shot for. Mr. Thorne and Mr. Wad-
dington had struggled for the mastery.
Their scores had been signaled from
the butts, and as the two had tied, ex-
pectation as to who should be the win-
ner had visen very high.

Mr. Pearson, who was not cousid-
ered to have a really sporting chance,
was the last mun to fire, He had lain
down, soapped up his aperture-sight,
fddled with the micrometer sage,
touched up his foresight with a cam-
el's balr brush and a lttle lampblack,
and fred steadily at the 300-yard
range.

Time after time the signal had
dipped, ducked and risen again to the
confusion of the champlons. At the
end of the firing Mr. Pearson was ad-
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ing families ope way aud snother
stood on the bridge Thursday moruing
and watched anxiously upstream, The
cloudburat at Millard had eomplicat-
od matters considernbly. A mountain
of debris had lodged against the rail-
road crossing some hundred yards
away and the wuter tore and pougded
by. rushing with freah force from the
impediment.

Suddenly the steel span of the rall-
wuy trestle swayed. There was a
thunder of reverberating iron. ‘Ties
and ralls whirled into the wir and
crashed madly down upon the bridge
below, A long Hoe of ralls coming
hend on struck one stone pler end-
wise and f{orty leet or so of masonry
caved in. Four men were caught In
the trap and went down with the ava-
lunche, -

All who crogsed to the north side
after-fhat made it hand over haud on
the cuble and & busket, swinging diz-
gily over the black waler, slid back
and forth with provislons.

Hulldings of brick or stone begau to
erumple up whare the ourrent was
sirong, the water pressure breaking
in the basement windows and the force

“Not gluce mix wmonths ugoe yester-
day," he corrected. Men are 8o accu-

rate about dates, I'm mnot a bit,
therefore accuracy in anybody else
anpoys me and 1 think annoyunce

showed In my volce when I answered,
“Well, I was confident you had chang-
ed your mind."

“You don't mean that Dot, really?”
and his face went white, “There's no-
body else is there?

“Of course not. I have my work and
my leclures and my books—obh, I'm
very happy.”

I

Knew if she did not
she would surely cry.

“Fred," I am going to got my Luud-
kerchief, be back In & minute,” ghe ran
to her room und threw herself on the
bed. She was about to burst into a
torrent of tears, when clear und
sweet us the tones of au Organ came
the strain of Fred's baritone.

leave the roow

“All that I ask is iove,
All that 1T want is you,

Apd 1 swear by all the stars,
I'll be forever Ltrue."”

“All that I want {o know,
All that | orave above,

By Walt G

judged the winoer with three shor of
a “poasible.”

Now the hall was full, and Augustus
Pearson, sitting modestly three or
four benches away from the platform,
wug the reclplent of the congratula-
tlona of his fellow-members, These
were very hearty indeed, and Augus-
tus felt that, after all life was wortlh
living.

He was indubitably the hero of the
moment, and also of Moraton-on-the-
Wash. He had proved himself to be
the rifle shot of the town, and as one
comrade and another came 0p to him
and smacked him heartily upon the
back-—rather too bheartily, he some-
times thought—he realized thal he
was In the center of the pleture for
the first time in his Yife,

He, Augustus Pearson, was at the
moment, the cynosure of every oye,
the most Important Individuality in
the town,

Augustul had always had doubls of
himsgelf before. In lmagination ho had
seen himself in splendid situations.
winning the V. C. belng presentod by
the king with the Albert medal, and
coming back 1o his pative town lo be
met upon the platform by all the pret-
tiost girla of the village, presenting
Iilm, If not with the freedom of the city,
wl any rale with thelr suffrages and
love.

He had Imagined such happeniogs
in the past, but hud never really be-
Heved they colld be materialized. Now,
howaver, by the axarcise of & lttle fn-
genulty, he was the undoubted cham-
plon of Morston-on-the-Wasl.

Yot he was nol entively happy
Somehow or other his comrades, while
congratulating him, seemed to be a
Hittle rough Ino their regard, ‘They
smacked him on the back with g some-
what Insincere heartiuess. 'They con-
gratulated him with volces In which
the sensitive young man almost lm-
agloned that he detected sarcasw, if

By Elsie Endicott

of its relessed rush undermining the
walls. Frame structures shook and
toppled over, trapping whole families
who had tempted fate by clinging
both figuratively and Hterally to their
rooftrees,

The flood of 1903 went Into history
as unigque in its way., Floods In & dry
country usuully are. For an ionland
deluge it claimed an over amouunt of
suffering, life and herolsm,

Nan  had long since forgotten the
monotony of sunshine and the tire-
some placidity of Martin Keith, Kelth
had mude bis own mark during those
strenuous days. He had saved o life
or two and helped with many more.

At the end of the trouble Kelth
found bimself with & medal and o
ridse lo wages, but in the meant!me,
Just ai the polnt where hope wos al-

t abandoned for those In the dan-
gér distriot and serious inconveulence
was imminent for all, “the raln ceased
and the waters receded.”

Kelth even found time to visit Nan
and aequaint her with numerous small
detalls of the disaster. They were till
oo busy discussing it to bother with
personal affaire.

DY Annette

“Dot, you're crying! Thar doesnt
look very happy.”

"It's a cinder,” I fibbed.

“Perhaps, you don't realize it, Dor-
othy Colemanp,” he declared stervuly,
iguoring the pretended cinder, “bt!l
you are going to marry me. 1 doun’t
intend to stand by and see you orying
like that without hv‘l the right to
comfort you—"

“You play rather high-handed with
fate, don't you?" I lnterrupted sar-
cantically,

“Even if I have to kiduap you," he

Right

Polly laid ber hauds ou Fred's
shoulder and saug in her sweet s0-
prano:

“1 give you all you usk,
All of my love 1 give.
And to you 1 will be truse,
As long as 1 shall live,
You have no need to fear,
I know no sweeter task,
All, all you crave, when you asked, 1
Bave —
I give you all you ask.”

Half ap bour later mother sald as
she and father pussed the parlor win-
dow, “John, everything Is all right."

“How do you know, May" father

All that lh;nnl In this wide, wide asked,
woria, "The light iu the parlor is out."”
All thut I ask of you Is love.” umor":u MLpu
rd

ey
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Dol menwee

"It 4
blmgelr, » b be g i
BRI 1!1115&?:0 Jealoggy, but '
There wy
The bell hag pct e S

tled themselyes jn o'
Mr. Dalton, rh:m“
the rector, ang Lard
Jolly clean-shyyeq I
white halr— rooped -
J After a fow irel e L
e mayor, hi '
forward and Qﬁm :
Always, e suid, b Y] |
tron of and & beltevar |y |
of thia kingdom, 1% wag noy |
ant duly to prepayg the % u
hind becn privileged 1 b
winning whot of Mumum !

This cup had
Fustus Pearson, :m m
tremendous apply :
the hall -and'mhtu:onam
to the applause which |
hoard, but simply cal) Bion thy |
plon shiot of the Rife Club gy

that whicl was
due, N Jont axg

Urged on, 1ol to
hils enthuslastle mll::n
Pearson  advanced towan
[nt:rm A servant came by
the platform |
o Liolding & fargy

Upon the tray Win n Ching
deep cerulean blua, 1 It way
of blue penclls—a douen 3 lay
Moraton bent over {he iy
handed the trophy to Atigusing,

“Aud now, Mr. Poursop” be
hiave no doubt you wij wigh 4y
while the other presealst
mude

When Augustus event
the door of the hall e had
his hand at wll, Al b o
with him, broken and diskeveiad
Wae, was & packel  of
which some one bad pressed
twoon his nock snd his collsr,

When the worst wus well
Kelth was helping the officers
move & quarantined family fros
location, his own turn came
in safety with u boatload ef L
belongings, a  big ¢ollg
loosened ut the rools by the
the flood crashed down gbd fook
with it as it fell.

They fished him out broke
wensible, and to all appesrsnes
After notitying  his family
the doctors went about thelr
pnd found him stil worth p
A very white plece of bl
looked when they had fin
bim, but his owo optimism ¥as
aging. He stood the petting &
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