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Baster

Dinner

By OLIVE HARPER

Capyright, 1906, by A Prew A

AY, dearest, don'l
forget to draw
the duck!” call-
od handsome Al
fred Lowton as
he was halfway
down the stalrs,
His bride of a
month had left
the door of thelr
bandbox of a
U]lL!J l’:l;;'-'
she hung fondiy
over the balus-
ters, as she nl

- ways did to see
the last of her blessed one, her “old
sugar,"”

Lizzie heard the retrenting footsteps
down the long hall, the very striking
of the mmbrelln against the wall send-
ing happy little thrills through her,
She sighed heavily as she returned to
the daiuty little flat, Was not her
dearest and best gone, not to return
until 3 o'clock ?

He wos to bring nn old friend with
him to dinner. She had not cared to
leave her dear little flat, her paradise,
rither, even for clinreh, and Alfred
had decided that e was signally bless-
od In baviog sueh an angel for a bride,
oup not given to tlnuuting shows, even
on such a day, when all other women
were showing themselves off in their
uew gowus and hats. He was the hap-
plest and most fortunnte mun In all
creation. Aud now Jim, dear old Jim,
ls chum and lifelong friend, should
have o taste of felicity In seeing thele
home aml making the acquaintance of
the Incompnrable Lizzie, the one wom-
an in the whaole world.,

Lizzle faivly flew about the little

. place, putting dainty touches here and
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and "he” was an editor, So his part-
Ing request did not seem strange to
her, She was to draw that fine fat
duck that lay before her. She would
and even admired the aesthetic taste
of her dear *old sugar.” The duck
alone had a sort of waxy look, so she
made an artlstie group of a bed of cel-
ery flanked by some carrots and red
apples fo add to the ecolor scheme.
When they were arranged to her taste
she brought her drawing board and
sat down contentedly to draw the
duck. She just washed [n the colors
to be finished at lelsure later, but
made a careful study of that duck and
succeeded in geiting a very good
sketch of it in all its futness,

As she surveyed the work of art she
felt very well satisfled, It was a regu-
lar “duck” of a duck,

8he had everything else prepared—
her vegetibles on the range, her salad
all made and In the [cebox. They were
to bave fruft cake and ice cream for
dessert. At each plate stood a tiny
floss chicken pecking at n colored egg.
Conld snything be sweetor? And the
tall glass In the center of the table
held a bunch of fonquils. And, oh, how
happy she was! She bad looked in the
cookbook, and It sald that exactly
twenty minutes were required to roast
the duck to a turn.

The man with the oysters disturbed
ber at her drawing, but she hurrledly
sketched fn all the sallent features of
lier picture before the fateful twenty
minutes, when the duck sghould be
placed In the oven. She snlted and
peppered It snd lighted the gns, Then
she get the fat and interesting duck in
the oven and left It for twenty min-
utes. Everytling else was progressing
finely, and in tive minutes it was really
quite hot,

8o she left the duck to s fate and
went to add a few finlshing touches to
her tollet and a last one to the pretty
table. Then her dearly boloved cume
with his friend. After the pregentation
Alfred nsked:

“18 dimnner nearly ready, dearest?”

Lizzle looked at the cleck. Yes: It
wus fifteen minutes since she had put
the duck In the oven, so by the time
they had finished thelr soup and oys-
ters the duck would be just pight. She
would turn off the gas.

“Yes, | think so. I will see," an-
swered the nuxious lady.
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ALFRED STARTED TO CARVE THE DUCK., B

there and making the tiny dining room
Jook too sweet for anything, as she sald.

Then Into the kitehen went the brave
little soul to wrestle with pots and
pans and the cooking of that wonder-
ful dinner,

She had been an artist in black and
white while on one of the dally news-
papers with a strong leaning to colors,

Just then the Yee creaw caipe, sud
Alfred took it from the dumb waiter
with the alr of one who hnd entertain-
ed friends at dinner for at lenst fifty
years,

They sht down to their=oup and then
had their oysters. Liszle's cheeks were
the lovellest piok us she placed the
pretty vegetable dishes on the table

To the souls that are in bendage,
That his trath may make them fres
InI the white l:_t-n[ l:]l.. tl:'lh‘llhl-
the new lifs o
Sunlhn symbols that proclaim him
Christ the King

In the souls that have been quicksned
n the o)

See proclaimed the whitest spirit

That has ever touched the enrih,
i’u in them ?i;‘“mmm

By a mirncle
Still is seen. They are the branches,

He the
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As the world, wills souy cdestial,
Wheels from shadow nto day,
As the soasons mark ita turnings
Round the spiral of its way,
As the winier melts in sunshine
And earih's frash robe comes to view,
As in Natore's
Comes the new,

So fram glory unte glory
Through the hidden world of mind
Ses tha Whita Christ move forever
In the souls of humankind.
And before his magic presence

Evil, strife and
While the race fiads

error cease,
balm and healing

In his peace.

ona toe suind Dowl ol e slaeboard,
Oh, it wns grund to be murried and
have a home and guests to dinner!

8he bronght In the duck.

It did not look Just like other roast
ducks that she had seen, but the book
liad said twenty minutes.

Alfred took the carving knife and
started to enrve the duck. e thought
there was something  wrong with It,
hut he dissembled. With a grand ale
he sald he had always liked ducks.
The avor wus excellent. He made
another attack, but his knife made no
impression on the fowl, He sharpened
the knife, und yet the duck refused to
be earved. It seemed to have the re-
gistance of rubber, und he finnlly re-
marked:

“I am afraid the duck I8 not done"

“T cooked It twenty minutes,”" re-
plied dearest, looking worrled,

At this moment the knife penetrated
the upper portlon of the duck's breast

and an avalanche of whole corn rattled
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tragie that Lizzie began to tremble and
turn pale. He said finally:

“Take It away. [ told you to draw
the duck the last thing as 1 went out,
and yon didn’t do it.”

“I did too,” sobbed Lizzie, with the
napkin to her eyes. I did. now,”

Saying this she handed her mortified
husband the drawing she had made.
Bhe still sobbed disconsolntely, while
Alfred banded the drawing to Jim, and
ench let out n ronr of laughter that
could bave been heard a block.

FPoor Lizzle continued to weep,

“Oh, Mrs, Lawton, don’t, There 18
pleaty else, and, besides, Alf, it was
the butcher's husiness to do this,” Jim
said consolingly.

“I'll—I'll discharge that butcher, Nev-
er mind, deareet, It wasn't your fault,
Mistakes oceur to any one, and—ah—
bhaven't you got something else?"

“I—=1 could make an omelet,” sald
Lizzle, wiping ber pretty eyes.

“Well, do, and we'll chat while you
are dolng it

But when Lizzie was alone the
thought of her dismal fallure overcame
her, and s0 many tears fell that she
was half blinded, but the omelet felt
sorry for her and came out of the pan
light and fine, That and bher salad
saved the day, and the lce cream and
cakes were good.

Despite its beginning the dinner was
& very enjoyable affalr, and the next
day the duck got another cooking.

Lizzle mnde surreptitious efforts to
get that pleture away from her hus-
band, but he put it under lock and key.

It was a proof thut she did actually
draw the duck.
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HE stood in the doorway, a frown
wrinkling her pretty forehead
and something of tragedy In her

volee and gesture,

“1 ean't go." she declured, in evident
disappointment,

“Can't go, Ellzabeth?' he repeated,
In perplexity. “You're not {1. What on
earth hos happened ¥*

"My bat"— she Legan and stopped
abruptly.

"Well?™ he querled.

“Didn't cowe,” snid she,

“Horrors!" he exclalmed. He pulled
aside the curtains and looked out on
an Ideal Baster morning. “Horrors!”
he ropeated, while the ghost of a
amile relaxed his firm mouth,

“It's no laughing matter,” sald the
girl, with some warmth.

“I know.” he sald contritely. "Of
courge it lsn't. Haven't you another
hat ¥

The girl glanced at him scornfully.

“Perhaps you'd like me to wenr a
winter hat,” she said.

“Exactly.” he said ealmly, *“I cer-
talnly would, It will be o tremendous
service at the Church of the Apostles.
Menonl Is to sing, and there's to be a
atriug quartet from the Symphony.”

“You don't imagine,” sald she, In
amazewent, “that 1I'd go to the Church
of the Apostles Baster Sunday wearing
my winter hat, do you?”

He smiled patiently,

“1 confess I had no proper renlization
of the enormity of such an act,” sald
he, “Would they put you ont?"

The girl shrugged her shoulders o a
quaint little gesture of despalr,

“That's the man of It," she sald, “Of
course I can’t hope to make you under-
stand, but the simple fact remains that
I can't go.”

“Ail right,” he said cheerfully, and
be resumed the seat he had vacated
when she entered the room.

“But you'll go just the same,” ghe
nald

veliemence.

“I hate to keep you away from
church on the only day in the year you
ever go,” she sald.

“Nee here,” sald he, “we'll compro-
mise. We'll attend service this morn-
ing at & ploce where your hat will not
be conspicuous—at a place, In fact,
where they will never know whether
it is of the winter variety or the latest
Easter ereation. Will you go?"

“Of course 1 will,' she replied.

They took a suburban ear and rode
to the engd of the route. Then they
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walked a mile or so along a secrudeu
road and presently turned into a clump
of wooyls,

Ellzabeth looked about her with In-
terest, then turned to her companion,

“And where Is the church?’ she
asked.

“'The groves were God's first tem-
ples,” " he quoted serenely.

“I belleve you're glad the hat didn't
come,” she sald.

He regarded her with qulet amuse-
ment.

“1 believe I am," he retorned.

“1 don't believe my bat will be un-
duly eriticised here,” she sald, with a
menning glance in his direction.

“And I shall have you all to my-
self,” he sakd, with content. “Let's
perch on the fence and have an Easter
serviee for two. There Is at least one
devout worshiper here,” he sald point-
edly.

They climbed the low fence and sat
down on the top rider. The alr was
soft, and It was freighted with the
smell of warim, wet earth, The sun-
light throneh the hranchos made an
Interwoven shadow fabrle on the
ground. Bird volees piped with & pleas.
ant plaintiveness,

“It's good to be alive,” he comment-

“Isn't {t?" she sald.

“And to be here” he went on.

“Rather than at the Church of the
Apostles?' she asked.

“Decidedly,” he averred.
more cournge here,"

“More courage? she questioned.

“Yes. More cournge to imnke an
Haster confession,” he explained.
“£hall I be given absolution %"

“That depends. It Isn't murder. I8
ity

“More like suleide. T imagine,” he re

rurpea grimly. “Youn won't laugh at it
will you?" he sald, with very apparent
anxiety.

“The seal of the confessloral, you
know," she sald, “Certalnly not.”

He thoughtfully studied n neighbor-
ing tree, The girl was covertly watch-
fng him with curlous eyes.

“I'm almost afrald to confess," he
said at length.

It must be a grievous sin,” she ob-
served,

“1 fear you'll think it is,” said he.

There was silence ngain for some mo-
mentg, Then he stralghtened himself
sl cleared his throat,

“I love you," he sald simply.
the confession.”

The color surged into the girl's face.
Bbe turned away her head so that her
face was hidden,

“Do 1 get absolution?”
anxiously.

“No,” she said, ber head still turned
away. :

The ensuing sllence was decidedly
tense, The mnan broke It

“Anyway, I'm glad 1 confessed,” he
sald stoutly.

The girl made no reply.

“Well,” he sald finally, “T suppose
we'd better go back.”

He helped her from the wall, and
they walked back toward the road.
The man's face was very grave. He
could not see the lnughter lurking In
the girl's eyes,

“l thought perhaps you might have
surmised as much,” he said, and his
volee was grave,

“Well, I bave,” she answered defl-
antly,

“May I ask, then, why my confes-
slon was not granted absolution?” he
said.

“Because—well, becanse It's—it's only
8ins that are absolved.” she replied,

“And we owe It to the hat,” sald he

“That dldn't come"” she laughed
softly. T. BLAIR EATON,
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Coos County.

Itis not often that the people of
Marshfield hns an opportanity to ligten
to an address which eombine the good
qualitizs of elogunence, depth of thought,
and convineing power of truth of what
i# enid, ns wae the case of the address
delivered at the Odd Fellows’ hail last
Saturdsy evening when Willis C.
Huwley of Salem addressed our people
on “The Future of Oregon and Coos
Bay." Professor Hawley receivod close
attention and was frequently applunded
throvghout his address. While in the
city he made many friends and you ean
hear on all sides that “Hawley is the
coming man to represent this district. "
—Marshfield Weekly Advertiser.

“I've much

“That's

he asked

For Bale—Fine seed oats, both gray
and white, 55 cents per bushel, Bup.
gaios in flour. Bes George A. Hall,




