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'Juszice at Sandy
Bend Courthouse

His Honor Has to Do Some Craw-
fishing—Humble Hiram's
Surpnse.

[Copyright, 1808, by E. C. Parcells.]

- HIS8 court belng wow open In
due and regular form,'” sald
his honor at Sandy Beond as
hats came off nnd dogs were

Kkicked under benches, “the undersiguied

will proceed to say that thece are times

‘In his history as a justice of the peace

| Word reaches me, and T 1s8ue a war

|
|

in and for the four count'es of Wild |
Bill, Blg Wolf, Blue Hen and Rip and |
Roar when he lmagines that he's all |

the law for 10,000 wlles sround. He
swells up over It He gets chesty
He puts on frills and seollops and steps
high, and there's no knowing where he
would bring up If a sudden thud didn’t
happen.

“Several thuds have happened In the
last two years, and two more drgpped
o last night. Two of the cozes T de-
clded last month and thought T was
dolug a smart thing hnve been reversed
on me and | huve got to erawfish. Out

W

“EME THINKH IT'S RATHER SUDDEN."

in this country we know how craw
fsbing burts, we know how it fils the
eyes with teurs and the heart with bu
millatlon. It takes the conceit out of
the Lest of ue and brings us Into o
bumble state of wind for n few days

“When erawilishlug hus to be done,
however—when there haln't any wny
to dodge It or walk over It or twist
around it—=hen we find our gun emp-
ty and the other feller holding a pat
band apd repdy to \Illl'k It for nll ha's
worth—then the crawfishing should be
done lilke o man and not llke a eur
I'in golng to reverse myself. I'm go
Ing to crawl up il backward, but I'm
going to do it without letting any erit
ter among ye know how It yanks at my
heartstrings.

“A few weeks ago an individuoal
known among os ss Sinful Joe ™ was
brought before this court on the charge
of shooting a bullet Into a tenderfoot
from the east who was out here to
cure a bad lver, Binful found him v
ing In the open alr on the hills, and he
not only clalmed ta feel sorey for him,
but to have an Infallible cure for what
alled bim.  The tenderfoot dldn't want
to tike the trentment, ut least not un
til be had written back home to his
paw and maw, but Sinful sighted for
bis Jiver and let deive with a Dullet
Then he took the stranger's outfit and
departed.

“The tenderfoot didn't dle. He wns
found and brought In by Jim Traverss,
and later on n warrant was lssoed and
Binful Joe was arrested.  Heo clalmed
to have done the shooting out of sym
pathy for a feller critter In distyess
aud he polnted to the fact that the
tenderfoot was making a gain in
bealth, but as he bhad loaded up the ont
it and was arrested a hondeed miles
away this court differed with hl}n In
fact, this eourt held that be fiad ot
tempted & murder, nnd he was found
gullty and sentenced to prison for life
I belleve the sentence found untversal
sutisfaction, but vow the Llgher court
comes along and reverses the ma
chinery on me. It don't exactly sny
that when a man thinks another man's
liver Is out of order It enn be hnproved
by shooting a bullet hole In It, but 1
hauls me up on the question of exceed
tng my lawful powers., 1t throws out a
hint that when [ have sentenced a man
to jall for ninety days 1 have reached
the end of my larint

“This court hereby and hereon craw
fahes. It collnpses, 1t shets up lke
an umbrella. Sluful Joe, who sits over
there, with a grin on his face, Is In
formed that he s at Uberty., He can®t
depart right awny. however, After
the other case s disposed of Sinful and
me will be left alone n this courtroom
for about ten minutes. When the ten
minutes are up he can go. He may de
part with a contempt for this court as
A court, but 1 have got money to bt
that he won't have any contemwpt for
me as an ndividonl

“The other cuse la thnt of Homble
Hiram. Most of ypu know H. . He
bas boen golng around for the last five
years asking us to excuse hlm for liv
Ing. He bas been known to mnke a
run for it when a Chinyman got to
talking big to him. He has been ook

ol upon around Sandy Pend na a wort |

o' buman Juck rabilt. Once In awhile
wlhien he has slipped into my Red Dog
saloon for a glass of whisky and drunk
it off with a ‘please forgive me look
on bis face | have wondered If he had
apy deviltry hidden way back some
T had about concluded he
bado’'t when he surprised us all. In
golug over to Panther Creek one day.
oz

i

weeks ago, he tumbled across the
oamp of Pete Cabiff. Pete s liviog
there with his squaw. He s at work

his mine, while his squaw Is smok-
at the deor of the shanty.
“Humble Hiram springs his surpiise
There's & cayuse grazing near by, and
be loads him up with the outfit and
then erooks his fluger at the squaw
It rather sudden, but she

:
:

follers along. Au hour later [Pete
comes home ‘to dinner. [Te finds »
vacnaey apd a veeunm, [le  stops

for ten minntes o do his |

aronud
swoarlng sod Bit the tenll, and three

bours later he overbauls the humble
Another » rmiriee
‘Humble Hiram turns like
bim o the g

porw G =

| He professes to he what he lsn't

rant, and the constable serves It, aud
Hiram and the squaw are bhrought in
She hafn't & party to the affalr in the
eyes of the lnw and ls allowed to go.
When Hirnm s put on trial he mnkes
no defense and returns to bis humility
of demeanor, 1 belleve that the shys-
ter who defended him did say some-
thing about temporary Insanity, but
that's a thing that don't go out in this
conntry. It was ruled out and the

| prisoner convieted on three different

counts—viz, shamming bumility. steal
Ing a man's squaw and shooting a fel
ler being In the left leg. | sentenced
him to sixty years In prison. and yon
remember how his eves fllled with
tears of gratitude, He had expected
no less than o huodred,

“l ask you not ounly as a court, but
as an Individual, und the owner of the
only saloon for a hundrel miles ground,
where the bartender can mix n Man
hattan cocktall without pausing to
gcrateh bis bead nid consult the geog
raphy, to consider the helnovsoess of
Humble's offenses. For years he plays
this town of SBandy Bead low down
Then
he one day rides up to the shack of a
toll hardened wan and steals his oottt
aund puts o damper on lodust'y, Not
antiaflied with that, e carries off the

man's squaw, and when she weens and |

protests he hits her a bat on the ear
The toll hardened cuss pursues, only to
get a bullet o the leg, and Humble
won't even stop to sk him If It hurts
much,

“This court felt Its gorge rise ns de
tall after detall wns brought out, and
when the testimouy wus all in such a
sentence was Imposed as seemed in ac
cord with the cerime. And what bas
followed? Humble Hirnm has appeal
ed the case, and the higher court har

reversed my decislon und ordered a re- |

trinl. Think of that, and this the twen
tleth century!

“l1 shall ecrawflsh, but only quite
some. The reveraal will be entered on
my docket, but when It comes to n re
trial there won't be any With run
ning my Hed Dog saloon, tnking o hand
at poker and ncting as justice of the
peace for folr counties, this eourt has
no time to fool away splitting legal
halrs. Humble Hiram will be returned
to the lockup for a couple of hours,
Then he will be brought out and head
el ap the trall. As he is pussiog the
first cedar thicket an Individoal will
gtep out and accost him aund begin to
dally with him, When the perform
anece |s finlshed justice will have been
done, and Humble will pever agaln

Corulsh, the forter ] of (b grest
eula’ thelr 1 oD
prractie ally unchise 1. bt W R new
order of thin = v fr. Cor
nish wax dead, and ‘he i ors re
garded the n wip had succesle ! him

with susnl nid t} g mek=eper lw
had appointed with sullen hatred

The vii 1 ot nlote In thelr
disapproval of oo

*“You are making = lstake In ap
poluting h * the doctors danghter
had deciar her hrown eyes resting
on the tull young mnn beslde he

“I don't sce why" Robert Cornish

“Homething
y preserve the game

had returned stubbornly
has to be don
These fellows ar
ing In seassp nar

Besides"—his vols

n Inwless set, shool

Ining the
rung de

ont and r
preserves
terminedly it is

“Yes," ahe admitted, “and yet they
have so little It doesn’t seem quite fulr
they should have no rights”

“But I'm willing they should do mn
certaln amount of bhuntin he pro
tested, “only they must observe the
game laws, and they must also realize
that It Ia my property, not theirs"

“Do they know yvou will allow them
& certaln amount of grme?”

Robert Cornish shook his head, *“Not
yet. Duwson advised cotting them off
short until they learn to realize the es
tate Is private property When they
pnderstand shooting 's a privilege, not
a right, they will give less trouble™

Molly shook her head doubtfully |

“1 know them better than yon do”
ahe snld. “They are Inwless nnd lg
norant, but there |a
them than vou belleve, and Dawson
Isu't the man to deal with thew. 1
wish yon would talk to them your
self.”" she went on

There waus a brlef sile

“1 will—If you wish,” he
slvely “1 will do It tomorrow

But on the

my property

more good In

1ld lmpul

morrow two yaforesean

| things happensd, Robert Cornlsh was

come within a bhundred wiles of Sandy

Hend.

“I nm not saylog that thls ‘ere court
sticks rigldly to the statutes made and
provided lu handllug a case.  He may
wibble to the right, and he muy wab
ble to the left His ldea Is that jus
tice mny be done. If there haln't any
justlee In the statutes, then It seems
to be the duty of the court to step in
and Al the gap. He con crawfish with
all proper gruce snd humilty, but he
ean also rise like the phenix bird from
toe ashes and biaf a four Tush through
to the end. We will now adjourn the
court and begin the other perform-
Ances.” M. QUAD,
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There was such excitement in Four
Corners as hnd not been known In
that small settloment for many n day

The guall on the Cornlsh estate were
protected by the gnime laws from April
to Beptember and by Dawson, the
pnmekeeper, at all times, yot one May
morning found Imn O'Connor In the
Cornish preservea with a brace of
gquall at his belt, whereupon Dawson,
summoning the sheriff from Windsor
Bend, had promptly arrested O'Connor
and Jalled him

Buch a thing had vever happened be
fore In the history of Four Corners,
nod publie feellog ran high., A crowd
had gnthered at the one store the place
boasted, and thelr muttered threats
flonlly merged Into open definnee

“1 heerd that Dawson had kinder got
his eye on n couple more o' the boys,"

hinted old man 1"
A ralianty looking fellow leaning
agniust the eounter looked up with a
henvy seowl
“He'd better look out the boye don't
get thelr eves on him first,” he growlsd

rEOn

Aavagely

“A few hirds more or less aln't noth
in' to make n fuss over nobhow,™ put In
a tall, lnnk fellow behind the stove,

“He's got to look fer a little shoot
In",” mumbied old man Plerson

The hard faced fellow against the
connter stralghtens! np and
slowly toward the door. “He might ‘s

movesd

msr I

“HINT, MINS MOLLY,
Yo e

BAID A

well ook for It; It's comin® to him.” be
said menacingly as be slouctel heavily
from the reom

The rongher element of Four Corners
were ueed to depending upon thelr rifles
to eke out an existence, meager enough

called soddenly urgent
business trop and Dan O'Connor bag
ged the quall

It was the evening nftey the excited
diseusslion at the stors that Molly,
prompted by an feeling of
restlessness, corossied the room to the

AWAY oD an

unusnal

window and, stepping out on the ve
randa, wandered
garden. Robert Cornlsh wonld be back
that night., but of course It was no
vague hope of meeting him th

wn Into the moonllt

ened her eyes or led her through the
gate Into the road, made lght as day |
by the full moon overhead |
“Hint, Mlas Molly, hist!" sald n volce
close at her ear |
Bhe sturted violently as a small, vo

kempt figore crept through the hedge
and stopped short In her path

“Don't go an, miss."” sald the boy,
“Don't! They

son below, aw'|

with much excitement
are waltin® fer Day
maybe they might do y

“Walting? For
Rim 7" asked the girl Lrenthless)y

“Yes, mlss
Windsor Bend to meet him, an' when
they're waltin',

¢ some barm."
what? To shoot
The wagou hns gone to

It comes back—well

| miss, down In the hollow."

| her mind
| ehance of eseape

“But it lsn't Dawson the wagon has
goue to meel,” sald Molly In a borri
fed whisper. “It Is Mr. Cornlsh.”

“1 guess It won't make no dlference
to them, miss, whether It's Dawson or
the master himself. They're bent on
blowmd. ™

The boy darted through the hedge,
lenving the girl, white aod horrified, in
the middle of the road For a mo
ment she stood ws If stunned. Then
leaped rlotously to  the
*If 1 ean reach the
Windsor road through the cross path™
she thought desperately, I way be in
time.

She turned through a broken gap In
the besdge, lnto a fdeld beside the road,
und, breaking into a gquick run, roshed
through the wet grass Into the thicket,
evar n high bank, into a tangle of
blackberry whose  thorns
cluteied at her lght dress, through
whose
stones slipped and slid under her feet,
on agnin, lightly, through a
ploweid Aeld, across a diteh, over a
marsh where her slippered feet sank
deep In the soft, wet sod, still onward
with a passionnte thankfulness ln ber
beart as nhe heard the distant ring of

bushes,
another gap, across a wall,

swirtly

bhorses’ houl's

Could sbe reach him?

“"Hobert! Hobert!” she eried desper

| ately

e sounds en

¢ Nearer A light
ftly toward her
eried agnin. Then. as
A tull young man In the cart pulled up
bis horses sharply, she sank, speat and
bresthless, beside the Windsor road.

road cart aw

“lwasbert ™ she

- - - - . . .

e excttement had largely beéen a
matter of tolsunderstanding, and when
rmish had expluined his plan
of sharing the gnme, and, furthermore,

young

had refused to prosscute the ringlead
Four Corners

ers of the
was with him to a man

It is hard to say which of his two

disturbmnce,

next moves—his marringe to Molly or
his appo

tent of Dan O'Connor to

the position of gunmekeeper—evoked
'!.-' 1 re 'nl‘!!l.l.‘.r on

‘Each uv ‘em bein’, so to speak, 8
gealus” wumbled old map

Hlerson

The Sea n Gond Nelghbor to Man.

Let us be thankful that we bave nol
got to wend the sea to school and teach
It to think
Eives us as we contemplate it comes
A ol deal, 1 suspect. from our feeling
that herea Ia one powerful and active
ereature that we bave not got to traln
It will take care of Itself, and we can
tnke care of oursedves and not bother
nbout It It will never want to vole,

The senme of restfulness i

never blnine us for misrule,
shame us with evidences of our selfish
Dess and negloct,  Hestless as It & tur
bulent and untamable, 1t is a comfort
able nelghbor, ns nelghbors go.  Really,
Is there anythiog else on the earth that
takes care of tself? The mountaine
have forest fires and need tund laws
and gume laws, the very ale may be
polivted with smoke and smells, the
eataracts are water power and can be
stolen, the forests are merchandise, the
plains are real eatate. bt the sea s not
property, not '|-t'r1nh.4|.-lc-, not damage
able. It s the one thing that balks
greed and laughs at abuse-the one
thing wheredf there I8 cnough to o
around, and in which no successfal of
fort peed le fearm] to clilm a wonop
oly —K. B Martin In Harper's Mag
Azine

never

BOTGILA RGO Wi
cages n'=ht fooxl I8 necessry, in splte
of the fart that the bodly requires no
feeding when In an Inactive state e
thinks that this nizht food may induce
sleen, partleulurly in the eurly days of
training, when a aan bas been forced |
mne's of what has been
He gives the

IS OO maaL W sue

plus food

I to 1Lmid food, “Always"
be writes, “nfter excessive fatigue,
where, as In 1 u overridden borse, the
bload becomes toxle (polsonous), let
your first focd be bland, Hght, warm

Mquld food— cery ten, milk and
wiarm water thin, weak soup or mere
Iy coplous doafts of warm witem Sec
thit the kidneys and skin act freely be
fore tnxing the stomach to dirpest. An

when you sleep (os you will, and al
too soon) ask =ome friend to wake you
el feed vou over few hours. You |

mizht el gleep nto sh

T. I''s $eckly

r debllity.”

A BlaekLerry Superstition. |
81 of the southern countles of
il quevr superstitions are cur
reut  about lackberries after
Mics pelmas day The country people
gay that on Michaeclmas eve the oll
gentleman “plants hie cloven foot" on
al! the blackberries as yet nngathered
Atter this cate, RBept is unlncky
to p.ok ar ent the fimit. The date upon
which the devil puts his foot down
agninst blackberry eating varies in dIf
ferent districts In some It s as late
at Oct. 10, by which time one would
naturally suppose there were no black
berrles left to stip out, But the story
of his prohibitio® {8 told In many
places.  Great misformune, sickness o
death will surely follow disobedlencs t
his orders. But why his Satanle maj-
esly should concern himself so partle- |
ularly about bhlackberrles when sc
many greater moatters might be sald to |
clalm his attention, none of the stories |
stutes, It may he that he considers |
blackberries too healthy apd wishes te
Imit the consumption.

DBowser Goes
To the Club

Attends a Reception of the L. O.
C. P.'s and Comes Home the
Worse For Wear.

HAS TO MAKE A SPEECH

eating

| Inrge edition.

This Is Merely an Incident of the Even- |
g, Which Proves Exciting to |
the Old Man.

[Copyright, 198, by P. C. Eastment.]
“ U'n church & giving an enter-
tninment this evening,” sald
Mrs. Bowser as Mr, Bowser
renched home from the of-
Rce the other evening, “amd [ have

| prowlsed that we will both attend.

ture, lee cream, cake and so on”

but you will bave

*SBorry, my «

to § 12 reply.

I'bere will be moving pletures, a lec l
y |
you laven't got an appolnt- |

|
|

ment e
jnst what 1 have got. The

L. . €. P's glve n reception this even. |
fng In hon of three of the cabloet
oflicers, and 1 wouldn't miss It for a
a foet, | am on two of Uw!

For g was' sake, what club I1|
that? wver heard you mention 11:
yelor |
I wizleetsdd to mentlon It :

ut | ongsd to the Lively OWd

HE DEPAKTED AT 8§ O'CLOCK.”
Patriots for 4 year |
i It ranks as the leading soclal
Ameriea No one without a
strala of Revolutionary blood o his

wlledoo

velns ean belon

“Hut you haven't got any."”

What!" shouted Mr, Bowser as hls
face turne] red o an Instant “1
haven't gone around gzing about

¥ blood, ns some folks do, Mrs. Bow
ser, but I'd Lave you to upderstand

that 1 had no less t 1 three relative

In the war for Independence. Yon n

have lpeldentally beard of

Putnam, Paul Jones and John Han

l'l'l'k ‘.‘.I |
Wite Was Skeptiend,

‘It's very funny that If those men
were any relation to the Bowsers you
haven't let it out Joug ago 1 don't |
vileve they were I dom't believe
there was a Bowser In the war it
there were any Bowsers ever here theno
they were buying furs or keeplug gro
ceriesa.”

Mrs. Bowser was disappointed at not
attending the church
and spoke with feeling. For a mo
meat Mr. Bowser was stunned. Her
words were wore than sacrilegions. e
gnsped for Lreath as his kuees trem:
bled under him, and then whispeced

“Woman, If & man ob the street had |
Insultedl the Bowsers in that faslion
I would have stretebed him dead at
my feet! History woukl have told you
long ago, bad you read it that une
family ln Americs sacrificed more fot
independence than the Bowsers. Whe
led at Lowsdy's Lane, Cowjpens and
King's Mountain? Who gulded Wush
Ington across the Delaware? Who jed
the charge at Bammtoza® You ean

1Y

(eneral

eulertalnment

| flug your sarvasm at me, Mrs. Bow

Eat Light Feod te Cure lnsommaia.
De. Dabba sdvises up to peefer Nght

ser, but by the thirty thousand thuoo |
ders of thirty thousand earthquakes

diﬂ.ﬂhhmdﬂl&khﬂhdmﬂdm“lm—ldh uxmm-mm-l

| with plnk

cestors!”
“Well, I'll stay home, and you cap
go to your cluby, and 1 hope you wlill
bave a pleasaut thue,” auswered Mrs
Bowser as she turned away
Dropped the Sabject,
Mr. Bowser did uot pursue the sub

| Ject further. He wanted to, but the

thought t'ashed across Lis mind that It
would be just her le to get down
the “History of Ameriea” after he had
left the bhounse and try to fAud where
the Bowsers came ln. She wouldn't be
able to even find thelr nnmes wention
ed and might reopen the subjoct again
When the thme came she offered o
help him get ready, but he waved bher
aslde. He got a bad part of his halr
a bad knot In his tle and his vest wns
butioned up without regard to pro
gramine, but she let him go without
remark She dido't think that the
Cockadoodledos Old  Patriots, after
their hardships and sufferings on many
flelds, would be very particular about
how thelr shoestrings were tied

“It may be 2 o'clock in the morning
when 1 get 10" he said,

“Very well. If you can't find the
bouse some pollceman will probably
know you. Glve my love to the eab
lnet officee -

“Woman''—

But he could sny uo more. e had
sat down ou her bhard, and yet he bad

alma for humanity in general and for
him in particular

“1 know I've no right,” she sald ear-
nestly, “but you will forgive me, won't
you? Your lIfe seems 2o petty, so uar-
row, I want you to feel the stress of
life ns men In the city feel It. The

| strugzle, the endeavor, the thrill of ac-

complishment”

And Holden agreed with her and
suilled upon ber with a ook behind the
twinkle in s eyes that made her come
pear to forgetting her station in life
and her altrulstle alms. genernlly

The sun was near the western hills
one day hefore the stage came hear
ing its quota of dally maill. ‘That she
might not miss the glory of the sunset
Miss Levering tosk her letters amd
magnzines and turned up the rond to
where from her vantnge seat on a rock
» the splendor of the hills
st the flnming sky
were soon disposed of,

she could s
outlined ngn

Her letters
and she opened a magazine nnd ldly
turned the leaves, then suddenly sat
rigld—spellbound—while the letters on
the pnge Lefore her bhurned themselves

Into ner consclousness,

“The critics,” so ran the magnzine,
wplace J. Holden Morse's ‘Under Now
England Skies' among the six grentest
books of the vear. It Is in Its fifth
Alr. Morse Is at present
lu New England, where he I8 sanld to
be collecting materinl for another
and nnderneath was the
autuor's photograpli—a loag, lean face
with a humorous twiukle in the smlil-

novel,"” e

ing eves
This, then
semblanece she had always felt, bot
coulil never define. And she had tried
to broaden his outlook—to teach him
All oblivious to the yellow splendor
of the glowing suuset, Miss Levering

explained the vague re

tie jaugh, shifting her big bunch of pink
roses to her left arm; “1'll dance it with
all of you. [ love the ‘Blue Danube
and 1 never miss " - |

She stood ready and the first of the
four wis just about to swing her off
futo the throng whenu a tall yonug man
with a cleap cut jaw and steady biue
eyes somehow stepped out of the

"THIS I8 MY DANCE."

crowd, disengneed his nrm with a guiet
“This is wy danee,” and swept the gitt
awny before any of the rest of thew
could say a word,

“How could you?" she Protested. "1
didn’t want to dance.”

“You looked ready to start,” he re
torted. “Besldes, didn't you promlse
me two weeks ago?"

"Y‘N. but™

“Then don't spoil It now, It's the same
old tune, Marian, that we've danced te
so often. The sawe old throb and the
same old thrill. and I suppose It will
always Liring the saine old ache, It will
always make wme think of you" He
held ber hand closer,

Bhe gushed painfully. “Please don't,”
she whispered. “Tt lsn't fair, Fred, and
you know yon don't menn It."

“Don't mean it? You ought to know
that T have meant every word I have
ever said to you."

She gave a bitter little Inngh and
looked over his shoulder with unseeing
eyes. “I wounder then If you could ex-
plain to mg just what you meant that
night, two wecks ago, when you tos

| made a promise, a promise that seemed

to me a lttle more important than s
waltz. Not only a promise, but an of-
fer that seemed to me then very sincere

aud beautiful, and which 1 aecepted,
'but 1 haven't seen you since and I
| heard yestenday that you were going

dropped ber head upon her arms and |

eried
She did not hear him till he dropnped

on the rock beside her and plcked up

the open book

“Don't! Please don't™ he pleaded
contritely Forgive me! T never
dreamed you'd enre—that way, I had
to have types for a new work I'm do
what' I wanted so
Surely

ing. I counld get
much better this way you un
ilors

“As for yourself,” his volce grew ten
der, “when I found yvou had the slight

and?

est Interest In me [ dared do nothing
to disturb it until it should take Arme
root."”

‘But yom let me try to help you—t
teach vou,” she exclalmed, Marions with
herself nmd ting him till she looked
np and met his eves

“And was [ not an apt pup!1*™ he an
swered half serionsly, half jestingly
Then as he hent and drew her closer

“At all events | learned one lesson

pretty thoroushly,” he =ald,

{ IN THE LAST |
| WALTZ
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Even a careless glance around the

room showed that it was the lnst. The

throng of dancers was thioning out,

| she exclalmed

away. Why did you come for this
danece In this way tonlizht? Did you
waut to make a spectacle of me before
them all*"

He looked at her in amazement and
almost ran Into another couple. “Bot
1 went to see you the next day and yoa
were not at home, nor the next, nor the
next, and you did not answer my note.
TWhat was [ to think? Ouly that It was

n pleasant evening's flirtation for you,
Then unexpectedly I had this oppor-
tanity to _go west to work with my
uncle and It was too good to refuse,
especlally when there was nothing to
keep we bere, 8o 1 bave bought my
ticket and am going tomorrow, [ did
pot menn to come to this affalr tonight,
bt when 1 thought of this waltz 1 was
determined to have it, so 1 came to say
goodby."™

“Oh, It Is croel to tell me this now,"
“I saw you go driving
past our house with some girl 1 dido't
know, o naturally I went out myself

| tor the afternoon.”

“It was a friend of Sister Clara's 1

| was taking to the station,” he lnter-

flowers were drooplug, scraps of con- |

fetti strewed the
flounees were Joo

Anor,
ng n bit bedragpied,
wlenee marked the
Inanguld movements of the dancers, who
were now cireling the floor to the throb

and a subitle s

frills and |

bing strains of the old but ever Joved |

| “Blue Danube."”

In one corner of the room stood a gir! |
| heart tells you—1 love you.”

cheeks aml hazel eyes,
Around her were four young men all
Laughingly
which showed a
k line opposite that number
“Yes, 1 know.™ sald one In reply to
this, “you woukin't let me write my
name, but you promised just the same.™

Exactly,” sald another

“Same here,” ejacalated the fourth

“Well, I'll tell yon," sald the girl n a
confidential manner that made each
man think she mennt him especially

“Yes?"

“Lat's all sit It out together.™

“No" argned the man who thought
be had the Inside track: “let's take
turns. 1'l1 begic And he started to
on to his word.
“No, you don't,” ohjected the others,
dling him foreibly., “We'd never gpee
her again.”

“My private opinlon ls that she gave
It to sometuxly who hasn't shown up
and she's really waltiug for bhim.”™
laughed one

Bome of the color left the pink cheeka
Could they have guessed how near the
truth his jesting remark caime? Why
had she not slipped away before this
Inst waltz, which she bad purposely
withheld all the evening? As a matter
of fact, she had promised It two weeks
ago, but mueh had happened In those
two weeks, and now—well, no one
shonld lnugh at ber or say she was
breaking bher heart for a man who
dikin‘t care for her. [If she only could
get  through this waliz safely she
thoaght ahe woull hare conrage enough
for anything eise.

“The eal” sbe exclalmed with a ¥s

clalming the same dance
ahi

beld up her card

they asked In coucert.

rupted.

“Then the next two days [ had to go
see Aunt Julla, who was ill. Nobody
told me that you came; 1 wasn't going
to ask, amnd I pever got any note.”

“1 put It in the box on the big elm In
your front yard myself."

“We haven't used that box In years™
the answersd, “You conldn't very
well expect e to write and ask you
If you had written to me, could you?"*
“Well, eonld you expect me to write
galn to you and ask you If you were
ng to write to me?" he retorted.

“What was ln the note?' she asked,
by way of reply.

He looked down on the wavy brown
halr, eauzght a glimpse of the pink
‘heeks nnd the white neck rising from
1 =olt pink gown,

“I'he same thing [ told you before,
Marian, the same thing this musie
tells you, the smne thing your own

The whole room reemned to sway
with the rhyithom of the music then,
the od s of her eruszhed roses filled the
ir, the painfal tension of the past two
veeks was goue, a deliclons sweetness

“seemed to settle on her heart. She

felt his eves npon her, though she had
not ralsed hers.

“Look up, dear,” he said; “look up
If you love me."

The hazel eves were ralsed to his,

“Sweetheart,” she whispered through

her quivering 1lj=

And the waltz was over, *

L] - - . - - -

They walked home slowly under a
full moon. One of her pink roses had

| found Its way to his coat and her hand

wns clasped in his

Under the shadow of the blg trees
of ber yard she paused

"About golng west”— she began ten-
tatively

“l must, right away.” he answered
“but I'm ¢ ming to see you first. Mind
you're at howie tounorrow.”

“But your tleke! "

“TN dgeuge it for next week If
you'll go with me.”

She hesitated. “Make It two weeks
and I will,” she replied.

“Done!” And be kissed her to seal
the promise,

“Prar,” she whispered, “wasn't It a
lovely waite?

Men and Women.
“Men.” sie sakl “are coatinually
asking In the newspapers the goes-

Uons
=Why does a wamas always wast

vo know If her hat is ou straight?

“Why does she sharpen pencils with
her husbaud's razor? |

“*Why will she ruln a Afty dollas
gown In & struggle to save 2 cents at &
bargniu counter?

“1 think It Is about time we women
ghould retaliate on the men with some
gquestions lke these:

“ “Why does a man when he fnishes
with 8 pewspaper always tow It In
& beap ou the foor lnstead of folding
It up neatly ¥

““Why when seat to look for some
thing In bureau or closet does he al-
ways return aud say It isn't there?

““Why Is his Sunday moruning bhead-
ache nlways due to what he ate, not to
what be drank, on Saturday alght?

“‘Why as he laughs at women does
bhe fall to percelve that women fnd
much of the ludicrons In him?¥ *—Min-
neapolis Journal,

Di nglog @ i For Cap

Oune of Pittsburg’s bank presidents 18
a friend and wost unassuming benefac-
tor of ambitious young mwen. He 18’
sywpathetic when listening to cases
which merit encouragement, but can
also dismiss an Interviewer with ad-
mirable abruptness,

A youth on one oecaslon entered the
banker's othee and Jovially announced
that he lntended golng to college. He
Intimated that a little aselstance in the
matter of ohtainlog a scholarship would
be u most convenlent nsset with which
to start on his career.

“Anmd to what profession do you as-
plre?' guestloned the president gra-
clously.

“1 wou't give up,'" asserted the young
man boldly, “untll T am privileged to
place after wy wvawme the letters D. D,
LL. D."

The banker turned In his chalr and
Inthinated that the Interview was at
an end by saying tersely:

“A enpital ldea, ®lr, but one entirely
beyond the resources of this bank.'—
Harper's Weekly

Why He Did Not Resign,

8ir Willlam Wightman beld office lu
the old Court of Queen's bench fur be-
youd the preseribed time, und at last
on the eve of the “long vacation" he
took s sort of farewell of his brothet
juidges, However, when “the morrow
of All Bouls' " came around he turned
up smiling at Westminster hall, *“Why,
Brother Wightman,” sald Sir Alexan
der Cockburn, “you told us that you
latended to send In yonr reslgnatios
to the lord chaneellor before the end
of August.” “So I 411" sald Bir Wik
linm, “but when 1 went home and told
my wife she sald, *“Why, Willlam, what
on earth do you think that we can do
with yon wmessing about the house all
day? So, yon see, T was obliged to
come dowu to eourt agnin.*—Dundee
Advertiser.

An Essay on a Cow.

A cow I8 an anlmal with four legs on
the under side. The tall (8-no longer
than the legs, but It 18 not to stand on.
The eow kills ljes with her tall. A cow
bas Lig enrs thot wiggle ou hinges; sa
does her tall. A cow ls bigger than &
ealf, but not s blg as an elephant, She
s made smnll 85 she ean go In a barn
when no one s looklng. Some cows
are black, and some can hook. A dog
got hooked, She tossed the dog that
worrled the cat that ate the rat that
lay In the house that Jack bullt. Black
cows give white milk; so do other cows,
Milkmen s=ell milk to buy UHttle girle
dresses, which they put water in and
chalk. Cows chew cuds, and each cow
furnishes her own echew. ‘thls Is all
there s about cows.—Judge's Magasine
of Fun,

Securlty.

Jenks—Yod've been giving Borroughs
more money, huven't you?

Markley— Why do you say “giving?*

Jenks—Oh, | suppose he conslders I
merely a loan. What security dld you
get?

Markley—Well, he guve me a mort
gage on oue of his castles In the alr.—
Thiladelphia Ledger.

Complimented.

*¥vaat do you think of my Iatest
prm?” Inquired the young man with
rky fingers.

“It proved that you possess ¢1rtiln|
highly admirable tralts” answered|
Mlss Cayenne, “Its composition show-
od great Indusiry and its publication
great moral coursge.” — Wushington

Nationnl Bank Notes.

The government gnarantees the cie
culnting mnotes lssued by national
banks, but not the deposits. Each na-
tlonal bank Is required to deposit with
the treasury In Washington govera:
went bonds to the amount of the notes
Issued by It, and If the bank falls the
bonds are sold, and out of the proceeds
the notes are redeemed an they are
presented. In fact, the governmmend
redeeins these notes at any tlme, charg-
Ing the amount so pald to Its bond ae-
count with the bank. But while the
government does not guarantee the de-
posits In natlonal bavks It safeguards
them by close Inspection of the condl-
tiom of all of them, so that there s sl
dom o bad fallure of & national bask
—At Louls Republic.

The Bride Complaine,

“l want to complain of the flour you
seut me the other day,” sald Mra
Newlywed severely.

“What was the matter with %
ma’am?" asked the grocer,

“It was tough. My husband simply
couldn’t ent the biscuits 1| made with
It"—Ram's Horn,

No Apparent Evidence.
“In this what they eall the ‘reformed®
foothall ™ asked the shocked matron Ia

“Dear! Dear! The yell dossn't sound
ke [ti*~Chieage Tribune.
His Moneys Worth,
Laundryman | regret to tell you,
wr, h_touofyowdllrtlhh..
Customer—But, bere, [ have just paid
you 12 cents for dolng It up.
Laundryman — Quite right, sir; we
I'nudersd It before we lost it—Har
rer's Weekiv.
Aw Its Papa Ests.
“Ob, yes Nuritch's baby was bormn
with a silver spoou In Its mouth, of

course.”

“It's & curlouns looking child. Takes
After its father, doean't 1t

“No, Indesd. If it took after ita fa-
ther It would have been bormn with &

L

- #T




