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BE STRONG.

Be strong|
We are not here to play,

to dream, to drift,

We have hard work to do, and loads to i3
Shun not the struggle; face it. *Tis God's gift

Be strong!

Say not the days are evil—who's to blame?
Aud fold the hands and acquiesce—0 shame!
Btand up, speak out, and bravely, In God's name,

Be strong!
It matters not how deep
How hard the battle goes,

intrenched the wrong,
the day how long.

Faint not, fight on! To-morrow comes the fong.
—AMaltble D, Babeock, In “Collected Writdngs."
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By Consular Process
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THE consul at Antlgula was not

particularly enthusiastic over

his post. It was Ananclal rea-
Bons rather than ineclinatlon that kept
him there. Indeed, had the financial
part of the equation been less imper-
ative, he would have packed up lls
few helongings, said good-bye to Poti-
phar—the sole person on the const, by
the way, to whom he would have
cared to sny good-bye—and embarked
In one of the frult steamers for God's
e ey

From a purely consular stavdpoint,
Antlgula was not an exclting post,
From the standpolint of nature, it was
quite the reverse, In the years he had
dwelt In the tumbledown, wormenten
shack which served as consulute, he
bad passed through two earthquales, a
voleanie eruption, several epldemics of
Fellow fever and hurrlcanes so numer-
ous that he had long since lost count
of them. If he had grown somewhat
skeptieal of Antigula as a place of
abode, It must be admitted that e had
some reason on his slde.

But on the particular afternoon An-
tigula was displaylng her best slde.
Potiphar's dinner had been excellent,
and with a black cigar between his
teeth, the consu. lolled on the veranda,
enjoying the cool, sweet breeze that
came in from the water. The palm
trees rhythmieally swayed thelr tufted
heads to and fro; the blue sky was
flacked with fleecy white clouds; the
bluer water of the bay sparkled Irrl-
descently In the sun and tinkled pleas-
antly on the pebbly beach,

The. consul, with his feet elevated to
the veranda rall, succumbed to all tha
soolhing Influences about him and
nodded somnolently. Ocecaslonally le
roused himself to puff the black clgar;
Jbut the Intervals between hls puffings
grew longer and longer, untll the spark
on the clgar had died to crisp white
ash, The consul slept,

When he opened his eyes it was late
afterncon, for the shadows of tha
palms wera stretehing out toward the
water. He blinked his heavy eyes, and
suddenly became consclous of helng
watched, He turned. In a chair drawn
close beslde him was & man—such a
figure of @ man! The face—evidently
young—had long been stranger to a
razor; the halr was long and matted;
a torn felt hat perched Jauntily on one
slde of the head; for clothes there was
a soiled shirt and faded, tatternd
trousers; and the feet were encased In
the remnants of a palr of canvas shoos,
This was the sorriest specimen of
bencheomber he had ever enconntered,
thonght the consul drowslly as he
rubbed his eyes,

When he rubbed his eyes he fully
expected the fantastle apparation to
disappear, but when he looked again
it was still there, So he stralghtened
bimself in his chair and sald; “Hejlp"

“How do you do?" eald the man.

The consul sat up.

“Where the thunder did you come
from,” he sald, *“I didn't know there
was an English-speaking white mun
nearer than the plantation—that Is, not
one that would want to come here to
the consulate,” he amended.

The man grinned his appreclation of
the consul's last clause,

“Oh, 1 guess I'm on the beach, all
right,” he sald ensily.

The consul looked him over agaln,
and found no cause to dispute this
statement.

“Well!" he sald In a tone which
clearly {mplled that if the other had
any business with him he had better
come to it at once.

Whatever the business that had
bLrought him thither, the man was evi-
dently at loss how to begin. He re-
moved the disreputable bhat, and ran
his hand thoughtfully several tlmes
through the tangled mat of hair. His
brows were drawn Into a perplexed
frown., inally, be leaned toward the
consul, coughed and sald:

“My name |8 Robert Brant."

“Alh! That Is important,” sald the
consul dryly.

“Yours 18 Grayson, I belleve,” the
man pursned.

The consul nodded indolently.

“1 believe, Mr., Grayson,” the man
went on, “that, as consul here, you

"5

look up lost things for American citi-
zena sojourning In this country—find
'em for the parties who have lost ‘em,
don't you?"

“H'm,"” sald the consul, “that duty
isn’t specified in the regulations. How-
ever, when such cases present them-
selves we do our poor Lest In the mat-
ter.,”

“I see,” sald Brant “Er—would you
he willing to help me find something
I've lost?"

“What bave you lost?" sald the con-
sul, eying him keeniy.

Brant leaned forward stil] further in
the chalr. His dark eyes returned the
consul's gerutiny unflinehingly.

“My nerve,” he sald, not without ef-
fort,

For a moment the consul thought the
man was stark mad; but the steady
e#yes, the absence of all nervons symp-
toms, quashed this suspiclon Immedl-
ately,

“I suppose you haven't the least {dea
where you mislald it,” sald Grayson
fronleally.

The man smiled. It was an {llumin-
ating smile. It transformed the un-
kempt features. The consul, much
agnlnst his discretlon, was aware of &
sneaking Hking for this dereliet,

“I wasn't always Ilke this, you
know,"” sald Brant with his eyea fixed
on one of the bursting shoes. *I came
down here an engineer. The mines
brought me. It would be tos long und
tedious to tell how 1 went down the

“"WHERE IN THUXDER DID YOU COME
rmu?li

scale. My appearance represents gulte
thoroughly my present condition, This
country plays a man some pretty
seurvy tricks, doesn't it

He ralsed his eyes to the consul's
and smlled agaln.

“lI didn’t mean to be making ex-
cuses for myself,” le sald apologetic-
ally.

“That's all right," sald the consul
generously, “Fire away!"

“When | came down here from the
States," sald Brant very slowly, I left
a girl back there, The thought of o
glel anywhereOg-l ,, cmfwyp
glrl ke her onght to keep a man
stralght anywhere, I came down hera
to muke my plle and marry her. At
firat everything went smoothly, 1
wrote her encouraglng letters—truth-
ful letters they were, ton. Then mat-
ters began to grow rather complex
for me. The country was getting lts
hold on me,"

He paused. The consul nodded com.
prehendingly,

“Still T wrote encouraging letters,"
Brant went on. “Things would
stralghten themselves out, 1 told my-
self. But they didn't. 1 began to go
down hlll. 1 didn’t reallze how thor
ofighly T had lost my grip; and I went
right on gending letters to her, telling
her how well I was getting on; until
at last I was on the beach.”

Brant paused again, The straln of
this narration was beginning to tell on
him, He wiped the beads of perspira-
tion from his forehend with a grimy
bandana.

“I sent the last of those letters three
months ago, he said earnestly, “Man
allve! I sat on the beach, pennlless,
an outeast beach-comber, and I wrote
her how tremendously well I was get-
ting along, and that as soon as I could
find & minute's lelsure I should come
back to her. KEven then 1 dida’t real-
fze it fully. I thought I could pull
back to respectabllity again.”

“You certalnly were optimistic,” sald
the consul grimly.

“Optimism Is & chronlc diseass In
this God-forsaken country,” esald
Braut. “You drift straight to ruln,
dreaming great dreams and hoping
great hopes,”™

He thrust his hand into the pocket
of his ragged trousers and drew out a
letten

“This," he sald, “came by the last
frult steamer—thé one that goes on
further south. IU's from her, She says
that as I ean't léave my wogk—Iimag-
Ine ‘my’' work!—to come to her, she
Is coming down here to marry me
Rhe 18 coming on the Southern Oross,
due here to-morrow.”

*You've written her not to come, ot
course,” sald the consul with convie-
ton.

Brant smiled wearlly.

“You forgot the steamer this letter
came on two months ago doesn't stop
on Its way north. There Is no mail
north untll the Southern Cross goes
back., She is coming to-morrow."

“Good Lord!” sald the consul ex-
cltedly, as the truth of the matter
dawned vpon him,

“Now.,” sald Brant with more de-
termination than the consul dreamed
Lis could muster. *I want your help,
First, I wan't you to lend me & razor
and some clothes, If you will. I'll meet
her to-morrow In fairly respectable
gulse; but I don't dare trust myself
after I see her. I want to bring her
here to the consulate, and 1 want you
to tell her—here, before me—what
manner of man I am.

He opened the solled shirt, and from
the inside unpinned a few bills,

“I made this working with the na-
tives on one of the plantations. It's
the passnge money back, I want yon
to send ber back to the States. Wil
you?"

The consul was lost In thought for
some tlme. The other walted patient
Iy,

“See here,” gald the consul at length,
*I stand In prétty well with Toro and
his enbinet. I think I can get you a
place on the rallroad the government
Is bullling——"

Brant held out a deprecating hand.

“Rum and the coast have played a
merry game with me,” he sald mean-
ingly. “You'd better send her back
tirst. Then I'd like to try again."

The consul suddenly seized Brant's
hand.

“I'll do my best for you,"” he prom-
ised.
L ] L] . L ]

Antlgula behaved herself the follow-
Ing day. At sunset, Brant and the
consul stood on the beach, watchlng
the great bulk of the Fouthern Cross
glide to her moorings through the
glassy water. The palms stood out
sharply against a eky of red and gold,
and far to the east dim little stary
were struggling to peep out of the pale
blue sky.

Both men stood sllently on thie shore;
Brant calm and stralght, his eyes on
the unruffled bay; the consul, with one
Lhand holding his hat, the other nerv-
ously pulllng hls mustache.

Presently the glg was lowered from
the steamer’s slle with much screa-
ing of the davit-blocks, Without n
word the consul walked back to hls
Iittle shack and entered the room that
served him as office.

Some moments lauter he heard tha
trend of footsteps on the veranda and
a girl's light laughter, The consul ross
and involuntarlly squared hils shoul-
ders,

Brant entered and with him was a
dark-eyed, laughing girl, The consul
experienced a sudden  overwhelming
gense of helplessnoess,

Ile was vaguely aware that Brant
wns speaking words of Introduction;
vaguely aware thut he had taken a
goft little hand In Lls own, and that he
was looking into # palr of happy, un-
clouded eyes, Then there was a steain-
ed sllence until Brant coughed nerv-
ously. The consul cleared his throat,
reddened to the roots of his hair, aud
began:

“Miss Kent, I want to say a few
words to you nbout Mr, Brant and—
and—er—this const. 1 fear you have
been decelved, or at least that matters
have been more or less overdrawn to
you,"

The girl's eyes grew wide with n
troubled, questioning look. Grayson
set his teeth,

“He has decelved you brutally,” the
consul blurted out,  “You must go
back to the States."

“1 don't undersiand you. Wa are to
be marrled here. 1 shall stay," sald
the glirl bravely.

“1 tell you he has decelved you*
said the consul savagely, *“You must
go back."

The big eyes grew frightened. Her
lip quivered. Then she caught one of
Brant's hands In both her own,

“Hobert,” she crled, “what does It
mean? No matter what has bappened,
[ shall stay with you. He doesn't
speak the truth.'”

The consul felt himself weakening,
He devoutly wished the earth might
open and swallow him,

“1f ft's the yellow fever and the
enrthquakes, Robert—they told me
about them on the boat—I'm not
afrald of them. ILet me stay,” she
pleaded.

Then the consul hedged miserably.

“1 moe our little ruse has falled, Mr.
Brant," he sald pleasantly, “I think

despite the fever and the earthquakes
you had better let Ler stay. If you'll
pardon me, I'll take the diligencs over
to the plantations and fetch the En-
glish parson.”

There 18 no account of the wedding
in the consular reports from Antigunin;
nor I8 there any record of the reln-
statement of one Robert Brant, Ameri-
cean  cltizen and erstwhile beach-
comber, But then, consular reports are
Hmited affalrs.—Utica Globe,

LOCATING A BOOM TOWN.,

Early Days in Guthrie Were Exciting
to an Eminent Degree,

A, I, Huston, who has practlced
law at Gutlirie slnce the opening of
the territory, in recalling incidents of
early days tells this story of lLow
Guthrie was first selt ed;

“I made a berole effort to be the
first man on the ground that day, Lut,
despite all my endeavors, I found a
whole city full here aliead of me,
Just as 1 crossed what (8 now Division
street, golng east from the Santa e,
1 first met Joln Goloble; he was en-
guged In an animated discussion with
a surveyor and A number of other gen-
tlemen upon the guestion of the right
of settlers to take lots east of that
section line. All of the others were
surveying, staking off and clalming
their lots, but John was just arguing
the polnt, and making no attempt or
effort to take a lot himself, 1 do not
know whetlier he has ever got sne
since or not, But as a debater John
estoblished a reputation then and there
which entitles him to high rank.

“A pecullinr affinity manifested tgelf
in those early days between the men
from Knnage nnd the men from Texns,
They organized n machine and eap-
tured all the offices In East Guthrie,
When it appearad that there wera not
offices enough to go round the mau-
chine, being untrammeled by constitu-
tlonal  Hmitatlons or consclentions
seruples, made new offices.  Colonel
Tomn Boward, of Kansas, nnd Judge T,
J. Lowe, of Texas, were among the
prinelple manlpulators of the East
Guthrle machine,

Not gppearing to have been properly
appreciated by the machine myself, [
assumed the attitude of an antl, and
of a representative of the common peo-
ple, In a short time, however, when
I was notified that my services wers
required In the administration of the
government of the city, I felt con-
stralned to look with less susplelon
and critictsin upon the official acts of
good men and soon we were all work-
ing together for the advancement and
up-bullding of the community. We set
up courts for the preserving of the pub.
e peace and the protectlon of prop-
erty, and while the physical boundnri=s
of the government were the city limits,
yet we assumed and exerclsed Jurisdie.
tlon between Kaneas and Texns on
the north and south, No Man's Land
on the west and a United States court
at Muskogee on the east.—Iiansas Clty
Journal.

WHAT DO YOU MEAN BY 'LOVE"?

The Landlady, the Paychologlst and
Bome Others Attempt Definition.
“What I8 love?' was the burning

question asked by the company of

Immortals.

“Love,” sald the landlady, “is that
power so subtle as to defy analysis,
which draws two people together who
cannot afford it, and enables me to Ml
my third-story front."”

“Love,” sald the soclety woman, "8
the alllance of two famllles In such
a manner as to produce the fewest off-
spring and then cut the greatest
swatl"

Sald the psychologlst: *“Love s
thut set of sensatlons which, finding
thelr way through the afferent nerves,
stimulnte certaln gangllonis centers of
the oceipital portion of the braln, nod
extend upward through the higher
arens of cerebral consclousness, It s
purely subjective In its action, nnd
while It has no regular synthesls, he-
Ing extremely diverse In all of Its as-
pects, It seema to be subject to some
higher definltive law as yet under-
mined.”

Sald the college graduate;
is the supreme folly."”

Sald the octogenarian: “Love I8 eter-
nal."

Raid the theologinn: “Love Is that
divine foree, coexistent with Jehovah,
that has dwelt In the hearts of men
glnce the shepherds
their flocks, and which enables us to
force every onge to belleve in our own
particular views, even If we have to
dot 1t with the edge of the sword."

Suld the nctress: “Love 1a the an-
gel—wlith plenty of money."

fald the bachelor: “Love
amusement.”

Sald the married man: “Love ls the
dearest thing In the world. It's the
only thing that prevents me from llv-
ing within my income.”

Snld the widow: “Love Is constant
in its change."

Bald the dressmaker: “Without
love I should go out of husiness, Love
pays all my billa."—Life,

“Love

When a preacher ls golng to be
away from home on Sunday, he has as
muaeh trouble snenking away from his
congregation as & woman has in get
ting away from her children,

have watched |
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“l can always tell when you are RO
{ing to tell a Ne” sald Crege to Legi.
“How?" asked Legg.
your mouth,” suld
Toples.

"l see you open
Cregg. —Town

Old Gentleman (to small boy, who
I8 nursing a skinned knee)—DId you
{fall down, lttle chap? Small Roy—
Yer dido't think I fell up and bashed
agin a cloud, dld yer?

Barnes Tormer—I am in a quandary.
I hnve been offered un engagement by
two managers, and [ don't know how
to act, Bue Brette—Well, don't worry.
They'll soon find [t out.

“And do you think,” he asked, “that
men progress after death?” “Well,”
she replied, “If they don't, it would
almost seem useless for some of them
to die"—Chicago Record.

Mother—Willlle, what's Tommy cry-
Ing for? Willle—Ounly because he
doesn't want to learn anything. I just
took hls sweets and showed Llm Low
to eat them, and he screamed.

“Thomas, spell weather,” sald the
teacher. Thomas— W-l-a-p-t-h-t-h-l-
e-i-r,  Teacher—You may sit down,
Thomas. You've given us the worst
apell of weather we've had this year,

She—But If you say you can't bear
the girl, why ever did you propose? Ile

Vo nys by

—Well, Ler people lave g
good to me and it's the only way I
could return thelr hospitality,—Punch.

Miss Cutting—That dog of yours
seems to be remarkably Intelligent.
Softlelgh—Ynws, Indeed! l—aw—
[Could not begin to tell you all he
knowa. Mlss Cutting—No, of course
|nnt.—!\'ow Yorker.

Bizzer—I regret to learn that your
son Reginald falled In his graduating
examination at Harvard. Buzzer—
Reggy could stand that if only his crew
had not been beaten In the boat race.—
Ohlo State Journal,

Gentleman (to man on horseback)—
Why, my man, how do you expect to
get that horse along with a spur on
one slde only? Horseman—Well, sir,
If 1 gets that "ere side to go, aln't the
other bound to keep up?

“What & polite little boy you are,"
exclalmed Miss Anne Teek, “and do
you always take off your hat like that
when you spenk to ladles?’ “No'm,”
replied the polite lttle boy, “only old
ladies."—Phlladelphia  Press,

“I think I'l] take thls bracelet,” snld
g lady whose hushand had suddenly
amussed a fortune. "Are you sure it's
made of refined gold?' *“Oh, yes,” an-
swerad the Jeweler, “Beeause | do
detest anything that lsn’t refined!” satd
the lady.

The Unecle—Well, here's the money
you've been botherlng me for. Now,
remember the old saylng that “A fool

and  his  money are easlly parted.
The Nephew—I don't know about
that. I've had to coax you for more

than a week for this,

“I wonder why the groomsman at a
wedding Is called the best man?”
queried the leap-year girl, *I suppose,™
rejolned the old bachelor, “it 18 be-
cause he hins shown his superior In-
| telleet In not poging ns the vietlm In
the tragedy.”"—Chlcago News.

She was elty bred, and had the usun)
fear of cows. “Why," she asked, when
the danger was past, “did you take me

|neross this lot?'  The swall conntry
Ind ehuekled T thought it would be
Il'un." he snld, “to see you try to cllmh
g tree.”  Then alter another chnekle:
I".\lul It wans " —I"iladelphin Ledger.

“Yes," sald Mrs. Wordsworth; “the
family are most Interesting  Jolin
dunces divinely, Tom slngs Hke an an-
gel, David 18 a famous foothunller, Su-
sanne palnts with great taste.” “And
Henry ™  “0Oh, Henry! Well, he's a
rather dull sort of a fellow, you know,
He only works and supports the oth-
ers,”

“Joln," sald the' bargalo-hunting
half of the matrlmonial trust as they
pat at the breakfast table, “1 wish you
would let me have $25 this morning."
“My dear,” replled the meek and
lowly hushand, “I wish you would
break yourself of the hablt you have
of dreaming that I marrled an helress,"
—Tit-Blts.

Buiployer—You are having n declded
fiirtatlon with the girl who has chnrigo
of our telephone wire? Truthful Clerk
(with cold chills runulng up and down
hls spine, and with visions of Instant
dismissal)—Y-e-e-5, slr;  but please,
sir—— Bmployer—Well, keep it up.
She will glve wmore attention to our
lealls If you do,

The small boy wns having his face
| bathed by a sister, who perhaps show-
ol rather more enthuslnsm o the mats
ter than was altogether necessary, for
the vietlm wriggled In her grasp. “Let
me go,” he sald gasplngly, when he
' had shaken off the folds of the bit of
Turkish towellng used for a face eloth,
“I can't ses why you wash my face,
any way; | never use it"




