OM TGNACIO gave out his text:

ou fool, this night thy soul | his gasping, spasmodic way about th

was fat, greasy. yellow-faoed;
Portugal the starving flocks were led | Ing again from thowe fastnesses ¢
well-fod shepherds. “All the fat ones

~Boores or lean, less land. The

: - atalned ginas painted | the nelghboring villa
cheaks with strange colors; the| O g e o
lights twinkling before the shrines | mayor, pompously, eonfidently. *“W

L through clouds of floating Incense shone | have nothing te fear at Camara. Th

~on
© Hut the fat, In the person of Dom Igna-|of march of those flends.™
~ eio. worshiped with well-lined paunca.

. - Bordino had knelt devoutly,

(. ned
.ﬁ-—u and earnestly. ‘Thia | brusquely.
] During the soervice his

.oyes had wandersd to his neigh- | “f am confident of 11,
_the tawdry, painted, wooden | tlon.”
;and saints, decked In|of the table

him muttered something

_from § winp of dirty paper, and|in the wooden table,
at intervals on the mar- | triumphantly, “that 1a th
But now the text caght his|are leagues from their road.”

re,”” he sald

-

story of the rich|away further objection

"Pouf!™ sald the Juls, contdm
*T shil. not.” He caught Dafn

@15~ | may not come, No. I shall not bother
the saints with what can hever happen
Camara is as safe as—as Parls.”
Affonso Bordino rose and went ou
thol | He glanced at the mayor's fine hou

pler ginas re-
A spread table: the gilded frame

npirita,

He was golng toward Miranda that
soul shall be | afternoon, carrying a fow skins of wine
like &|with his mules. He went to the stable,
hureh. | The journay was scarcely worth the few
t was|gmall colns it would bring in payment.

harnessed the two sorry beasts,
raked | fastened on the wine pkins, swung his
ton easily

-

mules showed through thelr skine, from
which the bair had worn in places, leav-
ing sores and great bars paAtches. His
naked feet wera thrust in shoes, to one

i
.

and, while which & huge rusty spur was fast-
minsed the prisst ened, - : '

“the text, not only He loft the avenus of behind
%0 their unbappy and entered & long road, first
' jufgment for thelr with cactus and then with thick woods.
L At & bridge & leagus or so from Camara
,mmi altar he dismountad. Jogging through the
praca ‘was bathed country a brilllant seheme, atil]l hasy
On t™ha sign of in detaill, had entered hia quick brain.
legend “Pao vinho He Iny on his back on the broad stone
enter. He eorlu of the bridge, and, lighting a
pocket vook— thin ecigar, puffed blus mmoke toward
at the smug visage the blug sky as he reflected. In the
& nigh. While he h-!tnul..“ Mor him ‘lhmﬂ:tl 'hﬂnun‘:
door of the mayor's house, across t s gold-framed mirror In ® Rrea
':q.num opened. Affonso entered the|hotiss on the Praca. His syss bright-

" cafe of the posthouss and took hia weat | ened with greed and cunning.
" 4n a shady corper on one wide of fiuddenly the clatter of hoofs reached
. wide door. hiy ears, He sat up on the edge of the
1 lean plge were root- | bridge, below which a noisy stream ran
; la:: - M:t:'ﬂd poultry mcurried | Over great boulders, betwaen banks cov-
hither and thither after specks of corn. | éred with fern and drooping trees. Tt
B orhe church, the long, rambling post-| was the mayor's son on his listle An.
- the priest's dwelllng, the yellow | dalusian cob, riding at breakneck pace—
of the Banta Clara convent, and | riding, thought Affonso (with anger,

™ .| et with the glow of a chearful mecret),
= “m“..'.",".’},.fj”;, 1o the spread tabls in hia father's house.
The muletesr remembered .l\ut‘ in lt.I:u
rrow, squal that dhoovw‘ would imperil his plans.
l::jnt.a' in ml: He whipped his mules into the forest,
and through tha wscreen of leaves
watoched Manue] de Silva as he ppssed
in a cloud of dust
It was too early yst for Affonso to
return to Camara, and his intention of
to Miranda waa abandoned. He

i

eastern
gaze of the passerby, formed the
the praca.

small houses,
colors—pale blues and creams, and pinks,

>

i
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i
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thelr mud-floored hovels. Wider roads, e
. one running north, the other between
recs lay looki up at the sky as the sun
S M- el oom I v m:rchnd “:m the heavens., It was
quite warm. Later in the year the wall
would have been a basking place for
and brown lizards; on summer
fourneys Affonso had often ascared
them out of thelr stiff slumber at this
very place. He chucklsd to himself as
he thought out the detlalls of his
schema, A long draught of wine,
squeeged from one of the skins in his
charge, gave him courage. Only ome
clgar wag left in his pocket; he had
been saving it for night, but now he
stuck 1t between his teeth and flashed
a light from flint and stesl. It was an
indication of his hopes.

At Inst, when the sky was red, he
started up mounted. Ha rode at a
lelsurely pace untll h® reached the ave-
nua of plana trees. Then he dug the
great iron spur into the flanks of his
mule, thrashed the other furiously with
hin whip and goaded the jaded beasts
into a nolsy gallop. If he killed them
now, what matter. JFaster and faster
they flew, terrified, urged on by blews
and cries and the m:-p“ hltln:uo!’ the
spur. Little groups peanants wers
in the road; woman with bankets on
T, o 57 e Tothos | L0 St et

e ™ s, Suests,_ AT |l moion caried thumped on the worn
e N manks; the wine od ro '
" Bis chin on & lean, brown hand. He f{‘ﬂ:‘kbl‘ let out & Mitle stream, ltke
Bt the Eray: Mubble rvely, Aand|biood, which poured down the hide of
A ETAY stubble of his  tWO- | the heast that carried it, and left a red
it says benrd with an ugly rasping sound. | tra() on the road for the dust to drink.
i te,” MMl Bordind gruffly, | wiat matter. Pebbles flew benenth the
se (ke landiord came nedr him. fiying hoofs; the white dust closed be-
P "..'i'i':‘.-'r:'u?.'fi"m’;’ﬁ? 8 mallclons | pina them like Mon, boys and
‘ ng wood wine | women scattersd to [eft and right.

thelr corner, The sermon had wiirred | ~The French! The French!” he yelled.
memories of prosperous days; | “Tpe Freach devils ave e
' mw:.';‘- Jesding allen | “Aynare? Where? When® Ob, mother

» brought pover- | of God! Blessed saints!™
fonso, as to many others. Once| The startled ories and invooations, the
looked forward to speaking to|eager, anxious followed him
oul in some such fashion as the | unanswered. A iittle throng of fright-
in the parable. But two of s | ened pensants clustersd together with
§ bad beetr taken by the enemy, | terror.stricken, backward looks, and then
bty Y in the early days of |yan after him, stumbling and falling

‘struggle.  Another bad fullen down |in thelr hasté to remoh the praca.

" om the Serea de Loulss. Tts | Here evening had gpthersd more peo-

. DOneR, among the atones of the | ple.  Affonso clattered through the

s fanfited him whenever he took | crowd, shou his pews hoarsely, At

road, Now two wers | the house of 1 Juis he flung himseif

enough work for even|from the saddie. He “tors his hat off,

burst in unannounced, found himself,, al-

most breathless, In the room with the
wlided mirror, )

The mayor was alons. He glanced up

y fromm a bundle which hs was

& mbove the mayor's houme, high above
L the weather-beaten facade of the
b church itself., towered the gloomy Serra
e Loulss, its rugged summits plercing
| the blue sky, clouds half velling the
L miadle heights, the lower slopes covered
L with & earpet of dark evergreons.
Affonse Bordino watched the Juls
oome across the praca for his midday
. Elasa and gossip. A long-bodied man,
©  the mayor, with short legs waddling
over Trom his house with a alow, wun-
gainly guit, ilke some overgrown beetle
staggering ~n short hind legs. Affonso
marked his fat, long body with resent-
. ment. But he took off his hat and
. powed Jow as the mayor entorad.

l.mh the cork-conted chalr swait-

bim.,

No offer of & drink from that gquarter,

> As the clock struck, Dom Ignaclo and

S two of the mayor's cronles, the fidalgoes
of Camara, cams In talking and laugh-

y

i

Len

to' the enemy. The Julr was talking in

be required of thee” He| Freheh. Measena had followed Welling- |
ton to Torres Vedras, and was retreat-

8pain;: retreating with a flerce, ragmed,
the earth.,” saild the psalmist in an-| hungry army, killing and burning and
| ofent Tarsel, “shall eat and worship.” | destroying as it swept through the heip-

f course, we ares mafe” said the|

large, hungry eyes in dark corpers. | salnts be praised, we are off the line

A llttle meager gentlsman opposlte
implying
in the responses, crossed | doubt; the mayor turned on him almost

“There In no question,” he essertsd.
Look at our posi-
He planced his glass in the center
"Here is Santarem, and
this (moving the bottls) s Camara*
With a long finger nall he scored a lne

routs. We
He raised a plump hand to brush
“All the sama.”™ sald the other man,

t T
L]

Be5-| quil eye, and added, hastily, *T will give |
de-| two in gratitude. But pray that they

L]
L]

WITH M5 OABREAS HE
PASSED

‘““They ars ooming!’ gusped Affoumso,
his’ heart thumping with excitement and

fear of fallure. ““The French are com~
lns!‘!l-wth-nlaunmdu-rnl-
n“l. .

The mayor'a ghort lags trembled under
the weight of his long, fat body. He
%l one hand on the table for support.
th dry lpa he out questiona.
Afonso answered,’ fearing exposure with
avery word, Perhaps he would stay at
his post; hoping to make terms for
Camara.
“There is no time to save anything!"
erled Affonso. “They are within n
league.”

“I am going: I am going,” gasped the
Juiz, breathleasly. ":{lnnol!" He
shrieked out hia son's name. “They are
here already., They are within a league,
They will be here bafore we have time to
escape, Manuel! Do you hear?”
‘Thers is no tima to save anything, 1
tell you," repeated Affonso, rushing out
befora Manuel could enter from an up-
per room. The people, through whom
Bordine had forced his way, In the
square had already spread the news. His
spirits rose as he thought how easy his
task had been, and how sucoessful, Men,

Tt SLoWpiSED

\

women and children weres assembled,
ready for flight toward the mountains;

some handed in their terror, some

bastily packed bundies. The
nans the Santa Clara convent hud-
dled together llké frightened hens. Dom

Ignacio, moumted on an ass, '‘mrrshaled
the people, a good, shepherd to his
floek in the supreme moment. Turning
Hils head, Affonso saw the mayor's short
legn already gripped saddle; his wife
rode pllllon bebind him, eclutching his
broad, long body; Manuel had taken a
child on his horse,

The sight of his wife and her mother,
bareheaded, In the frightened, chatter-
ing crowd, reminded Affonso of ties he
had overlooked. Bhould he tall them his
socret? Maria wea beautiful still. He
and she ghared many memories of
dances, jaunts to quintag in the moun-
tains, glorious festa days, when bands
played and fireworks fizzi®d In broad
daylight before the church. It would
ba something to see her pride In his
cleverness. RBut then, agaln, women
have curious soruples, He ran risks by
telling them. And Maria was not grow-
ing younger. There were wrinkles

where dimplea had been, gray halrs

him, - i
He harn@®&d  his mule to & heavy
wooden eart which would carry him
away with his spolis. Then ha entered
the s house. Heare In cellar and

seen  now at lelsure.
candla-

ried them to the cart. He dragged the
mirror from the wall, stamped the glass
inte fragments, tried to wrench away
the frame. He must get toold
end leaving it to a more convenlent
time, he ascendsd the stalrcase to the
upper rooms.
gasped with wonder; his eyes narrowed
and glittered with greed, All “was In
disorder; drawers wers fung open, piles
of clothes and ornaments lHiterad the
floor and bed. Here were rich dresses,
fine »llk scarfs, glnss bottles stoppersd
with gold, Ivory fans, richly carved and
painted brooches, gems, chains But
first he munt dress himaelf for his trav-
els. He flung off his old ragged clothes
put silk stockings on his bara legs, and
donned the mayor's best garments,
great scarf of finest slik, changing tint
with emch movement of the light, gave a
pioturesque finlah to hin dreas.

It was now growing dark. Fe lit a
candls in a sllver sconce on the wall,

mingled with the black. Sometimes her
tongue had a rough odge to it. In an
hour or a0 he would bs master of
wealth enough to buy him the love of
any young and pretty girl in Portugsl,
in Bpaln, In Burope. He would ba a
great lord. Maria was well enough In
the mud-floored cabin among the pigs
and poultry, But In the palace ha
meant to buy, far from Camara—no;

but he would be generous, and give them
the two mules to ride away on. Yot
even ag he dragged them towa the

women, who ran with shrill ¢ r of
gresting and questions, towards him,
his intention changed He had forgotten
that he would want a heast to carry off
his wealth, But they could have the
sorrier mule,

“Yen, yen: the French are coming I
saw them neAr Miranda,” he eried,
mounting the trembling women on the
tired mule. T will stay to the last, I
am not afrald.”

He gave the mule a hlow with hia
whip; it hobbled in the rear of the pro-
cesslon that was already leaving the

SQuUArs.
The excited talk, the sobs of women,

the clatter of hoofs, the noiss of hurry-

and filled his pockets with trinkets. The
uilence was growing oppreasive. Heo
wanted to finish his work here quickly:
there was much to do. Tearing a cur-

haphasard, the richer and gaudier con-
tents of the chamber.
huge, fitful shadows as he moved, once
or twice hs started nervously: & little
clock in the room frightened him Into a
panic by sudden striking. ¥e selxed It
in both hands and hurled 1t savagely

square, In ths rooma below.

of light.

other sins

for this.

from its socket.
behind him #tartled him.
sharply; the biood frose

In his wveins,

man eyeing him. In panle terror he
hurled the
farce.
Kinen

gulsed in the garments of the mavor,

turned. The noise had been

Al had missed.

His task in this room was neatly done, |#rma that dripped blood, Affonso
He took the eandie from the sconee, and | hither and thither, sereaming until
fixed It on the dressing table in lts own | mountains
grease, and then tors the wllver sconce | ¢choss. He dropped at last, In the cen-
A® he did mo s noisc | ter of the square, and lay quivering, but

e turned psilent,

sconcd at him with all hia | boys from thejr same,
There was a shiver of breaking | poured Into the house, ransacking de-
He had broken his own Image In | stroying, plling up great stacks of fur-
& curtained mirror—his own tmage, dis- | niture for their bivouno fires,
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within the emply
terrible and menacing to him.
Hmbs trembled; all
have 1eft him; he

the war-mu:f' nre of
uns

roll of Arum.

square. Affonso wutched
He came to hin serses as
near the mayor's house A

hing.

anohasrved,

bulged with stolen goodn
his mhoes, he ran nolselessly, in

clothes, He stond shivering !n the door
way, walcing his chance. At lnst, with
his eyes on the enemy, he ran out.

Affonso gave A squeal of terror as he
! an Into some ohstacle which his cau-

tlous glance, intent only on the Frenoh,
It was his own mule, al-
rendy terrified by the sudden noise. The
animal dashed off across the ‘praca,
dragging after it the heavy cart; all

oyes, turning toward It, saw, in the'llght
of the newly kindled fires, the man raocs

ing for safety.
A troopar, with shouts and Inughter,

not his horse at him, striking with his
tajn from the bed, he poured into it, at|®aber as he

passedl. The blow minsed.
Affonso rolled in the dust, rose again,

The candla cast | Made again for the alley, shrieking, mad

with fear: “Thou fool, this night thy
soul shall be required of thee"” God's
volce seamed thundering in his ears
Death wan at his heels, catching him
unassoiled, At the mouth of the lane &

fnto the mingled heap of wealth and :::':6 Moi;m:::':mrr atopped  him with
rubbish. Vague terror of the loneliness 4
and darkness began to make Itself feit. | don't kill him.," yelied the trooper, amid
He Imagined nolses on the stairs, fn the | Fuffaws-of laughter, He was forced
He was | back at the point of :;:dm:- o]
frighte of everything beyond the rim | ACross the square, pri ‘arward on to
1 ma\ﬂmm b%n: to regrat that|the bayonets of other men.

he had missed confession, There wern|alry, with shouts of glee, hunted him
which might have been|llke a wolf.
washed out, and so laft his soul cleaner | Square was barred.
#till, he worked on eagerly, | ®oring, shielding his bowed head with

*Pon't kill him yet;

He raced
The eav-

BEvery outlet from the
Stumbling, stag-

n
the
anawered with mocking

Some men turned him over with thelr

and his halr rose as he saw a sirange | feet, and looked at the glasing eyes,

With shouts and laughter, llke schaol
the soldiers

An the flames leaped and fall, they

Bordinos leant by the bed, gasping. In | showed a huddled figurs, now in solled
A minute or two self-possession re-|finery, now but a dark®r patch of shad-
but the | ow. In the center of the groal sguare: &
whirring of the Iittle clock as it ran | tiny Tigure, véry still, very lonely—not
down. He bent and fastensd the bun- | unpathetle,

N MISSOURI a sturdy goung man is
redeeming a family name from
scarlet disgrace.

Jesge Jumes, a son of the noto-
rlous outlaw, Is now a full-fledged law-

Year,

A few days ago ha paswed & muccess-
ful examination before the Missouri
siate board of examiners at an attor-
ney-at-law,

His father broke the law—under many
ex ting oir tand some still
plead—but Jesse means to uphold the
dignity of the law, |

In the courts of Missouri, which were
cheated by asesasnination of an oppor-
tunity to give his father a trial, young
Jesso—perhapa he will always be called
“young Wesse™”—in enrolied as & lawyer
along with the nams of T. T. Crittenden,
ex-governor of Missourl, undsr whose
administration his father was killed
by & former ally in outlawry,

Started as Office Boy.

The name of Jesss Jamen 8 enrolled
on this same record with that of T. T.
Crittendén Je, who gave Jesss & posi-
tion as office boy when the lad was 13
yoars old. .

Jense James was handicapped as few
boys are. FHis father had beén an out-
law. He was left an orphan at 6 years
of age, withoul money, and with a bad
name to live down, Boon after the bur-
ial of his father, his mother went to
Kaneas Citv,

Bhe mude a llving for herself and
her two children by msewing. Jeosan
went (o school until he was 13 years
old. When he reached his twalfth year,
the boy decided that he was old enough
to work for his mother. One Bunday
morning he read the following advertise-
ment in the want columns of & news-
paper:

“Wanted—An offlcs boy by T. T.
Crittenden Jr.*

Ferhnps the boy knew that this was
the son of the man who had ocsused
efforts to be mads to capture his father,
which resulted In his father's being as-
sassinated; perhaps he did not. At any
rate he answered the advertisement the
next mo

Secured His First Job.

When he arrived at the Crittenden

office he found that there were 20 other

boys ahend of him. Hes Aid not turn

Away, but mingled them to take

his chance,

Mr. Crittenden, who was busy at his
box eplered, finally

Ldesk when Ahe

JesseJames,Ovtlaw’s Son,RedecemsF

turned to the boys and looked them over
carefully. Young Jesse waa the smallest
of them all and may have been the
youngeat.

He wan a clean-cut, manly looking
little fellow. He possessed a steady
aye, a strong little nose, & firm chin,
and his boyish mouth had a line of ealo-
quence. The head was leonine, the ualr
stralght und combed clean across his
high forehead,

The little fellow's profile, his ex-
presajon, his straight, wiry little body,
all expressed enargy, loyalty, keenness,
ambition and pride. There were other
fing boys in the lot of 21 from which
the lawyer had to plck, but he was
taken with the littlest fellow,

He dismissed the others and called
Josas to his side, After a few words
with the boy he hired him. Mr Crit.
tended testiffes that the boy was faith-
ful to every trust, quist and well-be-
haved. :

A fow yoars Intar Jesass secured &
position In & packing-houss as a olerk..
He wrote a book in defense of his
father. The bbok was publiahed. It
had a big sale. Missourl people, and
especially westéerm Missouri prople—
those who knew most of the days and
deeds and misdeads of Jesss James—
sympathizel with the boy's afforts to
give the real Jesse James to the publie,
to show wherein Tnuch that is oharged
against his father was the imagination
of ‘W-pent blood-and-thunder writers
who had never put foot on Missouri soil
or been farther weat than Buffalo,

When Jesss became 21 years of age
“he had $700 in the bank. And the §700
was In his good friend's bank—8win-
ney's bank. Besldes Jeass owned a lit-
tle cottage In which his mother and sle-
ter lived.

Charged With Traln Robbery.

A lttle later, when Josse had sue-
coeded in taking all care from his
mother's shoulders, of giving her peace
and pienty In her old age, and in edu-
onting hig sister, when he had attained
an honored manhood and was recelving
the complimentas of all good citisens, a
most dramatic train robbery was pulled
off in Jackson county, near Kansas City,

The men who had made IL a point to
loaf wt Jeane's clgar stand wers
suspectgd by the officlals and county
officers, and sevaral of them were ar-
restod. Confessions and allegsd confes-
alons fallowsd. J

Hin mother

A aharge of train
wan proajrated, .

that Jeaws, with ao-
1 ] = - j-l :

It was
__ e .1.

dar of his money by honest; hard work.

complices, had hald up ons of George
Gould's Missourl Pacifie passenger
tralns and robbed the safe in the ex-
prass car of something near $40,000.
Immediately those who had been strong-
est In the condemnation of his father
pronounced him gullty without reading
more than the headiines over the stories
in neawapapers,

Who came to his ald?

Young Jesse Acquitted.

The ex-governor who had sought the
arreat of his father for alleged crimes
and crimes known, the eax-governor's
son who had hired him as office boy and
the banker friend. Jesse's trial came
up. He was ably prosecuted. He was
cleared abmolutely’ of the chargs of
train robbery,

A friend of Jesss, visiting Kansas
City one day, anked a companion of the
war days:

“Has this trial made the boy bitter?

"}t bas mads him stronger,” was the
reply. 1 A » /

The Young man was much saddensd,

againat himself-—he was clear of that,
the public accepted the verdiot of in-
nocence and sympathized with him-—
but the fuflure of his old mo

health. Boon afterward she died.

she died knowing that her boy was an
in:n;:.t. man, and that was a great rellef

In the recent class of 37 law gradu-
ates Jeaws Jamos wtood first. His aver-
age In all branchés was 91 cent.
Jesee (s & self-made man o is
years old, He is worth §10,000. He
an attorney-at-law. He made every dol-

He bhas two children.
He lives In his own house. Fe has
never tasted whiskey. His
among the foremost men of Missouri,
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. WORLD’S GREAT SPRING.

Wonderful Underground Lake in
;Oregon County, Missourl.
From the Southwest.

Month after month papers and magn-
sinss publish glowing accounts of the
beauty and grandeur of the lakes of
Bwitzeriand, the rivers of Germany or
the glaclers of Greenland. Tourists and
globe trottars have stood on the Alps,
“gondolated” in Venlce or climbed the
Matterhorn, but how .many American
tourists know anything of their native
lnnd outside the old schoolbook won-
ders of Niagara, Yellowatone and Yo-
semite? [
In Oregon county, Missouri, ana Ful-
ton county, Arkansas, are grouped Grand
Gulf, Mammoth Bpring and Spring river,
natural oyriosities so  wonderful, so
beautiful and furnishing so0 many open-
ingn for investors that were they hid
in the forests of Africa, or within the
shadow of the mountain of south-
ern Europe, artists d haunt them
with their sketch books and posts would
raya bf_thelr soul-inspiring beauty.
" The Grand Gulf {8 the crowning won.
der of the . Two shallow streams
about one th of & mile distant from
anoh other, flowing in the same direc-

over an eslovated plateau, sudden-
drop Into canyons B00 feet
¢he two ocanyons
half ‘m mile below, where they strikte
& mounialn lying directly acrosa thelr
th. This mountain has been tunneled
the actiop of the

5%

e

form a junotion| La

ground 200 fest deap with crysial water.
Bpanned by an !mmense strel bridgs,
navigated by naphtha laundhes and
flowing ita §0.000 cubic feet of water a
minute over a dam of solid masonry 170
foet Jong and 28 feet Migh, it presents
an sdmirable nieture.

It Is too beautiful for an attempt at
description, and the spring alone sup-
pltes waterpower squal to thousands of
horsepower. It seems to hold lts own
more serene than the pyramfds and as
unchangeable as the decrees of fats.
Nothing affects it. Its purfty remains
undimmed when showers of spring
transform mountain streams into verita-
ble sawera; cloudbursts that drown “wide
valleys and drouths that drive cattle
to the distant lowlands neithér add to

nor take from its constant, nevery-vary-

Ing flow, and the keenest blast of old
winter that ever sealed thé Omarks and
rushed as a conqueror down these aunny
slopes has never yet beed able to cap-
ture and Imprison In its loy fetters a
single wavelet on the placid bosom of
this mighty spring. -

Mammoth apring drives the machinery
of the Mammoth Spring Roller Mills,
the largést mill in a1l north Arkansas
or mouth Missouri; the Mammoth Spring
Cotton Mills and Mammoth Bpring Elsc-
trie Light company, while unnumberen
volumeés of water fall unharnesssd into
the valley below, creating Spring river,
the tinest umor siream In Amerioa.

The H may be grander, the 8t.
wrence more romantic or the lordly
Misalesippi more majestic. but Hpring
river, for the brighiness of its waters,
the quiet beauty of Its wooded banks,
for ita long, decp pools shaded by towsr-
ing eliffs, for its rushing raplda and
its hundred waterfalls, oan justly olaim
attractions unequaled by any stream in

-y r.‘or l:fl'old-

ns springtime nelther mar
its beauty nor add to its volume: the
droutns of midsummer drink not a drop
of its waldrs, and winter, which chalnsy
all ndgbuln. streamas with fts foy fe!-
ters, prisons not =& ourl of Spring

. giant which savcily defied the
Geluge, the drouth and the rude buffets
of old winter Is a submidsive slaye 'n
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the hands of progress, and is now mask-
Iy to turn the 'athe and
e Shutets ' e

The joyous h‘.llhnl of {ts watars 13
a Talse note with
W“ Rtk ¢ a metallia

g
i

E :

:
5t

:

iE

. finshed out, firml

arpund opan-mouthed “t|{g¢ random, fn the dark night. The men

potred Into the houses, flsrce to steal

and siay and outrage. Already, am by

magle, fires were apringing up in the
averyt

;bcr drew
ittle lans

for thim, ran down bealde the house from the
praca. He might siip out and down it
| v 1
In the firat he entered he | tyrneq tmrd.‘:;: ‘:m‘: *l'l‘!:,t:::t‘l!::
ware forgotten, though his pockets still
Kicking off
the
mayor's silk stockings, down the stalrs
—a curjous figure in the fine, li-titting

-




