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HAT un oMeer of the law could
be wholly an Instrument of ex-
goutlon  was  exemplified Ly
Bherlf Turner. During twenty

yonrs of vounding up erimivaly of ol
sortn he hind never once allowsd pop
sounl reeling to Interfere with duty
With Ll an order wis not to be 1

pered with even ln the node of exoent
I, sl §F L wis s dptiie of such
offtielul wenknesses ns wympathy and
Igdeedwlon Hhi ) BT uppenrind poan
the surfooe.  Moreover, hoe wos o keen
render of fuces il bad oowetmaory that
wus far rencliling o) relent loss

Bo I clie oottt that the man wha
had BheolT "Toavnei b el hadd
catmer o Toar, nml IF there wops W
portunity  fie doushiog of  twisting
nmong e by cith of ety badldings
or fustiioasen of deop forests he ook
Bdvantage of 1t the ptmost wod then
counted himself o lueky man If he e
['ll|_n-||

The wherl® was Iy o river town work
Ing up an lwportant case when the

levee guve wiy and allowed the over
crowded waters of the Missisuippl to
leap forth In n wild, resistless food,
It did not matter thnt he wis nlmost
upon hin quarry or that g Tew minutes
would have ended o long three manths'
chnse. The flood was not a reapector
of law or of shrewdnows and deter
mination, and he was foreed back, and
the black waters rushed In between
and bore away his success am oaslly ns
they had torn the mighty levee from
its foundations and seattered It over
the fortile flolds of the sugar planta
tlons

But more disastrous than flooded
Belds or thwarted law were the objects

which the mad flood bore upon s sur |

face or drew down from time to tiine
In Ite turbulent depths. The fragment
of n negro eabin, with perhaps half »
doren frightenced faces peering from
Its unsubmerged angles, would whirl
and oddy with the conflicting currents
until some ohstructing rock or tree
would give it a violent jar, when one
or all of the faces would disappear
Floating bits of wreckage of all kinds

HR OAUGNT GLIMPEES OF THME STRONG
DEAKDED FACR

had their unwilling passengers, cats
with big eyes and humped backs, do
wentlc fowls craning thelr necks te
koep above the surging water and eveu
woocaslonal farm animals, whose fran
tie struggles bad galned them this tem
porary point of vantage. Sometimes a
violent upheaval of the water would
throw an object toward the surface,
which would cause one to turn away
with a sbhudder. Hven the tosslng bit
of roof or whirllng timber could offer
uo succor to that Inanimate, hand
clinched thing now,

Bherlff Turner suw one of these ob-
Jects for a brief second as 1t was borne
past bim on the dood, and the sight
drove awny all wolf consclousness. He
was a strong man In other ways than
his profession, and what was transpir
ing before hls eyes made him hurl him-
self far ont Into the mad rush of wa
ters and wreckage,

As he struggled back agaln toward
land with his first prize from the flood
he was consclous of another man bat
tllng near bim on the same errand.
Bevera! timea durlng the afternoon he
notlced Lim taking women and chil-
dren from rafts and tossing debrls,
plunging Into seething whirlpeols after
exhavsted unfortunates who had been
torn from thelr hold and glambering up
banks or upon gecure masses of wreck-
age to leave his burdens In places of
safety, staggering with wearlness, but
strong enough to plunge In ngaln 1o,
the rescue of some one weaker than
himself, Bheriff Turner only notlced
him as thelr work brought them fo-
gether, Ho was too busy himself for
watching. But as the afternoon wore
away, discloslng the man agaln and
agaln, always risking his 1Me, always
gteady, mechanleal, self controlled, he
began to wonder and admlre, as one
brave man will wonder at and admire
another,

And with this admiration there pres.
ently began to mingle a curlous senso

recognition. He only caught mo-
mentary glimpses of the strong, beard-
ed face an the man rose from the wate
with wome one he bad rescued or

work, but these glimpses ‘wWére snongh.
He never forgot a face, and this man
had crossod his memory somewhars--
be could not remember how or when or
whather for good of bad, but It did not
matter, It would nll come to blm when
he had lelsure to turn bis mind Lack |
upon the pist,

And It dld, That night as he was ly- |
Ing on a cot In a small bullding on the
vory odge of the flood he sprang wud-
denly to his feet with o low exclaman- j
tion of rollef. He lLad Ialn down ex- |
hausted, but not to sleep, Now he wan
strong, with syos flashing, but steely,
and with lips close shut and stern, He
was no longer the Lerole wan whose |
lifo wan a free offering for others, but |
A& Nemeals of the law, mechaulenl, fm-
placable, Just, It had come to bim with
a rush, ns bhe had belleved It would,
and, though the strong bearded face
hud cromsed his memory hulf o decade
befors and then only as one Incldent of
a busy day, the scene returned to him
now an Clear cut and vivid as though
he hnd but just coms from the courts
room, There were the white halred
Judge upon his bench and the argulng
lnwyers nnd the prisoner, ealm nnd
collocted, plending gullty In u volee ns
cloar und trlumphant as though aes
khowlodging u deed of duty or vilor
The beard bad been black and glossy
then und the fHgure slighter &nd
stralghter, but the man was the same,
He was ns sure of It an be was that the
aun would rige In the ennt and seét lu
the west. And heére he was o the sama
bullding, sleeping off the exbaustion of
the day's battling with the flood, It
WK Atrange.

Bherlf Turner was n man of action,
Ten yeurs before he had had n war
rant for this man's arrest; now he
would take him officially ns an escuped
prisoner

Leaviug his rvom, he walked l]lrl'n; !
doors down the hall and then rupped
A wondering voles onlled, | L

sharply,
“Couwe In"

A dim light was burning, and as he
eroased the room to the bedside BherllX
Turner looked at the man sharply,
Yes, be had not been mistaken. A
strong face like that wus nol often
seen, and certaloly was not to be for-
gotien

“You nre Clifford Walte?" he sald,

The man started, but did pot nuswer,
| *Of Orange county, N, Y.," the sheriff
went on quletly. I arrest you for the
murder of Pete Bolly, eleven years
ugo'

For n moment the man sbivered as
though struck by an lcy blast, then his
face grew calm and atrong again as
before.

“Yes, | am Clifford Walte of Orange
county, N. Y.” he nnswersd, ralsing
himself to a witting posture, “and 1
executed the miscreant Pete Holly,
whom a bribed Jury tumed loose upon

morsover,” looking the sheriff calmly In
the face, "1 conalder It was a good gift
to the state. FPeople tell me 1 have
dooe good work—1 was teld that yes
terday - but none of It has been of such
real benefit as ridding the country of
such a villain as Pete Bolly, The law

had It not been for his money.
kmow that. Rut of course,” breaking
off suddenly, “that does not affect my
case."

“No, It does not affect your cane,”
coldly. “You will please get ready as
quickly and quietly as possible. A
traln leaves here at midnight. 1 do
not wiah to make a disturbance.”

“1 understand,” dryly. “You fear |

difficult to take meé away. 1 think you
are right. However, 1 will go quletly.
Now | am discovered It could only be
A question of a few weeks at mosat, |
have often had a dealre to go back and
try to clear myself at home, If It were
not for my wife"—

“Your wife?' with some surprise,

“Yes, | cume here without a dollar,
‘and one of the merchants gave me a
position as bhookkeeper without even
asklog for references, Later I bought
him out and put up a brick block, Five
years ago I married his daughter, It
will ba hard for her”" a alight break
eoming Into his volee In splite of his self
control, "Bhe belleves In me

COUNTY, N, X,

oughly, and--and"— He turned ab-
ruptly, and Bherl® Turner, remember-
Ing the scenes of the turbulent flood,
stretched out his bands under a sudden
impulse, then remembered his office
and was himself again,

“Cowe, we have no time to spare,” he
sald barshly, “You must hurry,"

As they passed down the corridow
there came n sudden, dull roar, whick
caused them fo exchange hurried
glances, Then followed a homrse cry
from somewhere outslde.

plupged back agaln to gontloue his

“The levee Is doywn gt Yitegu! Kiy!

the community eleven years ago. And @es

Itself would have done It long before
Toe

bave so many frienda here It might be

“YES, I AM OLIFFORD WAITH OF ORANGE |
"

( %Y for yout TIwedT “Tfle"Nood 1 on & |

agaln!”

“It ls a pity you recognized me,” the
 man sald regretfully. “You and I could’
' do mores work here.”
| “Yeou, we are needed here,' the sheriff

f He looked at bis companion,

and a flush of conselous shame mantled

[ace, Throygh all his years of of-

¢e he could not remember such Irreso-

lutfon as had been his during the last

half hour, Then be threw out his hands

with n sudden gesture an though fling-
Ing consequences to the winds,

“Will you give me your word to come
back when the flood subsides?” he de-
manded, ,

“You, If I am allve,” |

“Then we will go and do what we
ean, It we get through It all right we
will meet bere and go on to Orange
county together. Now come,”

The work was more dangerous than
they had experlenced durlng the day, |
for now It wus too dark to ses the |
binck musses of wreekage untll It was
too Inte to nvold them, And the flood |

“HE I8 DEAD," SHE SALD SBOPTLY.

lasted longer. All through the night |
they battled with the currents and all
through the next day, end when at lust
the water began to subside It left Sher-
I Turper brulsed and helpless upon
one of the baoks, and beside him was
the wan he had recognized, his strong,
bearded face now upturned to the sky,

white and Inanlmate, |

Presently cume the sound of carrlage |
wheels, and a woman hurrled forward, |
clasping and unclasplog bher hands and
sobbing to herself,

“He was 80 good to me," abe mouned |
as she flung berself on ber knces be- |
slde the sllent form, “so good to me |
. and to every one,” Then she ralsed her
bead, and a new light came lnto ber
. |
“He Is dead,” abe sald softly, “but It l
bas been good for me to have known |
bhim—good to have been his wife” |

“And It has been good for me to bave
 known him,” sald & volce near her.
| “He was a brave man.” l

Bhe turned quickly and then came
| ferward nnd held out ber band.

“Yes, he was a brave man,” she said |
' imply, “and you were with him. You |
'are a brave man too. I am glad to
| meet you,"
| He took ber hand almost reluctantly, |
and as he gared up Into her eyes and |
saw the great sorrow there he felt |
thankful it was the flood and not he |
that wan responsible. |

Taking the Hrecks Of by Law. :

There I8 an act of parllament of |
| @George I1. which clearly shows the at-
titude of the English mind toward the
Beottish highlanders in the eighteenth
eentury. In that act parliament sol-
| emnly ordanined that “from and after
the 1st day of August, 1747, no man
| or boy within that part of Great Brit.
| aln called Bcotland shall on any pre-
| tense whatever wear and put on the |
| clothes commonly called highland
clothes—that is to say, the plald, phill-
[ beag or little kilt, trouse, shoulder belt
| or any part whatsoever of what pecul- |
farly belongs to the highland garb—and
that no tartan or party colored platd or
| stuft shall be used for greatcoats or
| upper conts.” The act then went on
| to declare that If the smallest plece of
tartan plald could be detected among
| the garments of any highland man or
[ boy he should suffer six months' fm-
| prisonment und for a second offense
| seven years' penal servitude, The oath
of n aingle witness before a justice of
the peace was enough to effect a con-
victlon, This attempt to "take the
breeks off a highlandman” by act of
| parllament grew Immedlately out of
the terror inspired by the rebellion of
1745, but underlying and re-enforclug
the panle stricken legisiation there was
the popular conviction that the Scot-
tish  mountning were Inhabited by
| “black koeed" enttle thieves barely
emoerged from the cannibal state.—
| Maemillan's Magazine.

| ey
| “I1eft home 'eause me wife made me
| wolk too hard."”

“Waot'd youse hafter do?"

AWhy, | had ter wind de eight dsy
clock reg'lar!™—=New York Amerlean,
Should Not Have Hesltated.

A lnwyer was falking about Eliho
Root's legal tlent, says the Philadel-

phla Telegraph,

“He shone in a conrtroom,” said the
lawyser, “From the beginning of bis
career o shone,

“IHe bad a happy gift of humo too,
One dagy he was cross examining a
young wWoman, |

“iHow old are yon?' he said. |

“The young woman heslitated,

“Don't hesltate,” said Mr. Roov “The
longer you hesitate the older you'll
m“.ll " i
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By 265 Actual Photographs

taKen at the time of the Awful

Catastrophe

This great book which retails at $1.50
and so much desired by every one is now
offered as a premium with

The

Morning Astorian

In order to get the Book subscribe for

the MORNING ASTORIAN atthe regular
subscription rate, 65c a month and 50c

addditional

age.

to cover

Old subscribers can get

cost of express-

this

book by paying the additional charge of 50c.

. Only a limited number of books

will be given away---come early and

avoid the rush.

*e

.00..00,00..0000000000000.......0."000.00000000..000.00.000‘000

.

T———

!0000000000000000000000000000ooo0odooo»oooooo0¢o¢Q'ooootoooooooooooooooooooooqooooo

0009000000000 00000 0000000000000 00000000000000000 04




