
" I t’» no dltfiritlt, tills beiu^ tho tii 1 r> 1 
Dollght," she s lg h d .

"W hat la It, Delight Diirlliig?” 1 ask 
act, using bur family nam e lo r an aii 
Jectlve, a iuotln»l which iiloascd u., 
greatly, and longing to com fort lie: 
dow ncast sapphire eyes with kis'-cH.

“As you know. Dick C o u rten a :. my 
g rea t-auut Delight was u womlerful 
woman. As a little girl al:e mails 
samplers. L ater she spun m il wove 
and  was never known to get angry  or 
speak 111 of au.v one, or to he vain, in 
covetous, or worldly, or anything she 
shouldn 't have been.”

”1 dou't w onder she never m arried,' 
I rem arked.

"You are  quite Impertinent, D irk.’ 
said Delight reproachfully. "SI e \va;- 
a perfect woman and lieautlful.”

"And your second aun t Delight la a 
beautiful woman, and yon are  her 
fresh  cheeked replica. She Is also a 
foolish woman to have renounced tin-

H E li H E A P  SANK TO MY bH O U ipE K .

pleasures of the world and to dlsparagi 
the holy s ta te  of m atrim ony. My pool 
fa th er”—

I paused. I bud no right to give 
aw ay dad 's  secret, albeit an  open one 
b u t Delight was nodding her pretty  
head savagely.

"I should like your nice fa ther to lie 
my uncle, but uuutie m ust know best, 
and  I m ust try  to he like lier.”

“Delight D arling," 1 said fervently, 
“your blue eyes were m ade for behold 
lng love's visions, your little pink ears 
for beurlng love's m essages and your 
lips for kisses. Your feet were made 
for dancing and”—

“I believe I could learn as easily!" 
she exclaimed.

“Of course you could," 1 answered, 
smiling a t her flushed cheeks. "And if 
you will let me touch you 1 will take 
you to  the charity  m asquerade next 
week.”

Delight gasped, but her eyes w eri 
full of longing.

“1 am  going to reasou w ith your 
au n t,” I declared."She sits in the garden m aking trou ­
sers for the widow Jones' little boy,' 
said  Delight.

"She ought to lie m aking trousers for 
her own little Imy,” 1 m uttered us 1 
strode out to in terview  her.

To my surprise I found the Becoud 
Miss D elight quite susceptible to my 
argum ents. She closed the Interview 
by saying:

“B ut d on 't let the child know 1 suid 
so. She will enjoy the pleasure wore 
If she deems it stolen.”

A strong sentim ent indeed for the 
p retty  but austere Miss Delight Dai 
ling to hold.As I w as dressing for the masquer 
ade a tap  came ut my door, followed 
hy a ra th e r portly “Q uaker grandpa. 
My eyes followed the outlines of hi- 
figure and  fell upon a peculiar sc:, 
ring  which I recognized.

" I f  you dou't w unt to lie known 
d ad ,” I suggested, “b etter let me wear 
you r ring.”

He complied so quickly th a t I dlvln 
ed  th a t he d id n 't w an t to  be known 
H e w asn’t vary talkative, and, as I had 
troubles of my own. 1 w asn't Inclined 
to entice him Into conversation. 1 was 
glad, thongh, to see th a t be was gnin 
Into aociety again Dud loved goo 
women In an age of chivalry sort of 
way, and I hated to see him w aste his 
tim e on perverse Miss Delight Darling

L ate r Deligbt and I, masked and 
robed, atole down back stree ts  to the 
charity  ball, she tu rn ing  my father’s 
ring  round and round on my linger, for 
she held my baud as if it alone could 
save her from destruction. I whistled j 
carelessly under my breath  to give her 
nerves a  chance to be quiet.

She begged not to dance, though she 
had proved an ap t pupil, so we. a lady 
In scarle t and a Itoninn senator, sa t lu 
a corner and watched the m errym ak­
ers.

“Why, there 's  another lady In scar 
let!” she exclaimed. “The costumer 
said she had sold another like this. I 
w onder If she feels as reckless and as— 
as happy as 1 d a ”

“Probably this Isn't her first glimpse 
Into fairy land .” I answered. "She 
doesn 't dance like an old tim er though. 
Do you notice the Q uaker with her?" I

“H e looks fam iliar." she said curl- , 
ously “I  w onder who he Is.”

I was doing some woDuerlng on inv 
own book, too, but I w as most eon 
corned «boot the lady in scarlet w ill 
him.'

By aDd by 1 took my lady Into th< 
d im ly  lighted conservatory and pressed 
her scarle t gloved hand. A fter a long , 
tim e shg shyly retu rned  the nn-saute.

“ D ave you a cold?” she asked con 
struiucdly. "Y our voice doesn 't sound 
natu ra l tonight.”

"Perhaps. I h ad n 't thought about It 
L ittle girl, ure you very, very happy V”

"Yea,” she adm itted.
“Of course you nre, end you are  d o  

lug rU bt to lat happy. But this Is only 
the froth. The real substance Is a 
home uud an honest m an's love. I t it 
as natural for you to love us fo r these 
orchids to blooui. Delight Darling, an 
I the mun yon love'; ’

H er head sank to my shoulder. From 
her dark  hair cante perfum e o f violets.

“ If you m ust know It, Richurd Cour­
tenay, I think you are  a king among 
men, uud. renouncing ull 1 have held 
to  ho most w orthy, 1 will do your 
will.”

It d idn't sound like Delight’s spelt 
tim etty of expression, but the sen t! 
m eat was so satisfactory  th a t 1 was 
alsm t to lift the scarle t mask to prove 
to her th a t her lips were m ade fo r ju st 
w hat 1 hud said, when two ghosts and 
the Queen of H earts  entered and ohvi 
ously hindered the dem onstration.

The full of the m asks was the coup 
tie th ea tre  of the evening, to r four 
people a t least. I t  happened th a t we 
stood close to the Q uaker and the otliei 
lady In scarle t—my farher and—my 
own little rosy, girlish Delight. 1 look­
ed in am azem ent a t the 111 tie lady on 
my arm. Then I know my face grew 
purple.

"L ei's  get ou t of here,” 1 chortled, 
••or I ’ll explode!"

Into the conservatory, where niy suc­
cessful love m aking had lieen executed.' 
I hurried  my Indignant companion, the 
small and decidedly fusdnutiug  au n t of 
uiy little Delight.

"Now, Dick Courtenay, explain your­
self!” the little lady commanded, bet 
eyes dangerously dark, her cheeks 
m atching her dress.

“Oh, the joke Is too rich tu explain," 
1 wheezed, w iping my eyes, "lilt down 
here. Miss Delight, till I bring my fa ­
ther."

She sprang to g rasp  my arm , but ' 

fled. I m et tn.v fa th e r ju st d artin g  In.
“Oh, boy, w hat a fool I've made o, 

myself!” he groaned. "I’ve proposed t< 
the wrong woman, and she's accepted 
me! Confound m asquerades anyhow !'

1 pushed him into thu conservatory. 
"The righ t woman is in there, dad. If 
you 'll tix It up with her, I'll a ttend  to 
the other one."

"Oh, Dick,” caroled my own Dcllgh' 
as I led her to the shadowy veranda 
“ I’m going to he your m am m al”

"And I'm  to he your uncle," I an 
swered, "hut don’t tell me you knov 
It was ray dad all th e  time.”

"Of course I did." H er eyes wen 
dancing w ith mischief. “And I know 
he thought he was talking to uunth 
though I d idn’t know she was hen  
And, oh, Dlcl; Courtenay, I have jus 
begun to live In Ibis lieantiful, mom 
swept, rose colored world!”

And with the surety that m atters 
were being "lixed up” In the conserve 
tory mid the yielding of the th ird  He 
light to my arm 's em brace 1 realized 
th a t I, too. had ju s t begun to live.

Only Two Continents.
An Englishman, smoking a pipe, snt 

In a club ca r on a western train . Then 
were several traveling  men near b; 
They were discussing themselves am' 
telling how good they were.

"I suppose,” said one. “that I havi 
about as long a trip  as any one in the 
business. I go from Bostou to Sai 
Francisco tw ice a year.”

"Ob.” said another. "I can heat tint*
1 cross the continent tw ice every yea. 
ami I take In Canada."

The Englishman listened Intently 
He was Interested. "Hy the w ay.' 
said one of the drum m ers to him 
“w hat Is your business?”

"Oh," tlm Englishman replied, "m 
name Is Douglass, and I come iron 
London. I am a traveling  man my 
self.”

"W hat Is your line?”
“Carpets.”
"H ave you got much territo ry?”
“Oh, not much,” the Englishman re 

plied modestly. "Only North America 
and Africa.”

Cense, Indeed.
C urate—I hear your husband ha 

signed the pledge. Has he kept it to 
the letter? Parishioner—It w asn 't a 
letter, sir; It were a card. C urate—I 
mean has lie kept Ids pledge Inviolate '.- 
Farlshioner— No. sir; I’ve kept It In 
lavender in a draw er. C urate — l ’u, 
afra id  you don’t understand me. W hai 
I mean Is—has he broken the pledge 
since he took It? Parishioner — lie  
hasn 't touched It, sir, I’ve kept It 
wru Plied up hi paper, and  it's  us good 
as n ew .,

Then the cu ra te  gave It up as hope 
less.—London Express.

Why They Cried.
"I say, m am m a.” said little Flossie, 

“why did Mrs. Brown cry a t  the wed 
ding today?”

"Oil. because her dear daugh ter was 
getting  m arried and leaving her."

“And why did Mrs. Jones cry?”
“Oh, because her dear son hag left 

her.”
“ I see. And why did Mrs. Smith and 

Mrs. Simpson cryV”
“Oh. because they have ever so many 

daughters to get m arried uud no sign 
of any of them going off."— Pearson 's 
Weekly.

English Sunday Laws.
D ie most nhsnrd of British laws Is 

undoubtedly th a t forbidding a man 
pursuing bis trade on Sunday Apart 
from tbe moral a - f le e t  of the esse this 
law Is constantly lir >keti. and the case* 
being reported feint an excellent adver­
tisem ent for Hie lawbreaker. London 
Telegraph.

A d v i î !  t»  th «  P e p p e r .
Do n o t j-qp en nor knees 

W s.-n  th e  q u e s tio n  you  pop, s tr . 
I f  you . a ll  i n u r  life  O n y  r kn t * you w ill s to p . s tr .
D o you lov e  m e?  -n o t th u s .

F o r  a n  a n e w ' - -nny fa ll h e r ;  
f lr  m ay  a sk  !lt« to  so lve 

A il th e  d o u b ts  th a t  nesaU  he r.
“ W ill y o u  r-g irry  m efl — t h a t 's  

C o ing  - t r a  ;- it to  ti  e  Issue.
I k e 'l l  r o l l  "Y es"*—o r  “ N o !"

A nd so M ess you  o r  " d ish "  you. 
—<A. H. W. in Boston r ruvmcrtpC

HOW CAN I FORGET?
I  re m e m b e r , I  rem em b e r.

W h e n  I w a s  b u t a  lad,
D o w n  on th e  old p la n ta tio n .W h a t  jo lly  Joys 1 h ad !

I  u sed  to  m ilk  th e  se v e n  cow s,
A n d  sw ill th e  s ix te e n  m o th e r ly  bows, : 
A nd g iv e  th e  e ig h te e n  h o rses  ou ts.
A nd  sh u c k  th e  c o rn  fo r  th i r ty  sh o a ts . 
A nd  fo rk  th e  h a y  io r  fifty  head  
O f c a t t le  b lack  a n d  b ro w n  a n d  red ,A n d  fo d d e r  se v e n  h u n d re d  sli ep  
E a c h  n ig h t  befo re  1 w en t to  .-deep»

A h. th o se  w ere  h a p p y  se a so n s  
W h e n  I  w a s  b u t n  lad!
I  hu d  so  m a n y  re a so n s  F o r  b e in g  g a y  a n d  g la d !

I  u sed  to  rise  a t  th re e  o’clock 
A nd  feed  th e  seven  s o r ts  of .stock A nd  ch o p  e lev en  c o rd s  o f  w ood 
B e fo re  m y a p p e ti te  w a s  good.
A n d  a f t e r  b r e a k fa s t  d ig  a  d itc h  T ill a l l  m y  m u sc le s  g o t th e  tw itc h .
A nd  hoe th e  c o tto n  a f te rn o o n s  
A lo n g  w ith  s ix  o r  se v e n  coons.

O h. w h a t  a  sw e e t e x is te n ce .H o w  ja m m e d  w ith  d a ily  jo y .
A w ay  off in  th e  d is ta n c e ,

W h e n  I w a s  b u t  a  boy!
F o r  ev en  a f t e r  su p p e r  tim e  U p  In th e  lo ft I u sed  to  c lim b  A nd fo rk  dow n fo r ty  to n s  o f h a y  
T o  feed th e  a n im a ls  n e x t day .
A nd  a f t e r  th a t—a h . c h ie fe s t  joy  F o r  a n y  h a p p y  h e a r te d  b o y !—
I tu rn e d  th e  g r in d s to n e  (su c h  repose!) 
T o  s h a r p e n  fo r ty -s e v e n  hoes.

I  rem em b e r, I rem em b e r,T h o se  boyhood  p le a su re s  yet,
D o w n  on th e  old p la n ta tio n !

A h, how  c an  I fo rg e t?—R o b e r ta s  L ove  in Ju d g e .

H is Absent Ducal Mind.
The G rand Duke of Saxe-W elraar, 

who is th e  next heir of Queen Wil- 
belinlmi, is a wealthy young prince, 
tw enty-eight years of age, unm arried 
end has In Germany a reputation for 
perpetra ting  “bulls.’* Once while vis* 
itizi.sr a public school he noticed two 
boys of striking sim iliarlty  In appear* 
mice.

“ Why, w hat a rem arkable likeness!”
be exclaimed. “These lads m ust sure­
ly he twins.’”

“Yes, your royal highness.” rem arked 
the principal, mid he beckoned the two 
frightened youngsters to  him.

“All,” said the prince, placing his 
hand on the head of one of them, 
“w hat is your nam e?”

“ Heinrich.”
“And how old are you?”
“Six.” answered the boy.
“And you?” he said, tu rn ing  to the 

o ther lad. -Hari>er*s Weekly.
Hallo! Hello! Hollo!

Drown (after a late night a t the of 
flee) — Twenty-seven - forty - seven Ge 
rat’d, please, in ish.—¿¿ketch.

Why 3ho Died.
Teacher (to class in Shakespeare)— 

Now, Henry, w hat w as the cause of 
C leopatra’s death?

Pupil—Indigestion.
T eacher (angrily) — Ilen ry  Perkins! 

W hat do you mean hy giving me such 
an absurd answer?

Pupil—Well, anyway, she died be 
cause she had a bite before retiring.— 
Boston Evening Transcript.

Proper For Him.
“You announced 'the tex t of your ser 

mon,” said the cranky old deacon, “as 
‘Let not your right hand know what 
your left hand doeth.* ”

“W ell?” replied the new* minister.
“Well, It should have been, ‘Let not 

your left hand know w hat jo u r  light 
hand doeth.’ ”

“B ut I’m left hande*/.” — Catholic 
Standard and Times.

Described Him Exactly.
“You’re looking for new quarters, 

aren ’t you?” inquired K idder a t the 
b reakfast table.

“Yes.” replied the ta lkative boarder.
Why?”
"H ere’s an  ad. in the paper thai 

•iliould in terest you particularly: T o  
en t; nice room for gent w ith gas.* 

Philadelphia Press.
Little Knowledge T hat I« Dangerous.

w

Brown I only knew my wife six 
weeks iiefore I married her.

Tomkins T hat’s nothing. I only 
knew mine six weeks after. Sketch.

Flying Streak.
G unner So the rich I>e Bullions live 

up in that magnificent mansion?
Guyer—Yes, and they have a yellow 

streak In the family.
G unner—You don’t say! W here In It?
G ayer—Why, that was It that Juat 

•w ept by like a cyclone. Their racing 
automobile la painted yellow, you 
kuow. Chicago Newt.

July 3rd will be the annual reunion of the Polk County Pioneers. Interesting features will be an address by Hon. Til mon Ford, of Salem, an open air banquet at noon, the 
awarding of handsome prizes to the pioneers, sports innu­merable in the afternoon, and a concert by three bands in the evening.

Big Industrial Parade on the Fourth of July.

Three Exciting Baselall Games on the 3rd and 4th.

Plenty of Excellent Music by three Brass Bands

Hon. H. L. Benson, of Klamath Falls, Orator of the Day

$250 For Grand Fireworks Display in the Evening

Steam Merry-go-round and all the other concomitants of a bangup and firstclass celebration, unequalled heretofore on the West Side. Grand Ball at Coloseum at night.

COME TO DALLAS FOR THE TIME OF YOUR LIFE
*

\


