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A Political Vendetta
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CIIAPTER X1V, [ cold, eritieal, caenlating self,

The foam of passion and frenzy bathed Reason had suceveds] to the furions
Gideon ope's lips, Like o madmnan he | reign of pussion and recklessness, e felt
tore at the bars, raving out ineohi t] that e held the reing of fate seurely in

v and defeat [ Wis grasp, e had moditied his plans, at

His prey had i ¢ same time giving reenforcement to the
Bowited and spores wepr that must eventually enmesh and

Well he knew Do jus the fugitive, Kane.

1 g anid | A sivare of rrusty, w fl':l'l‘.: '||.|a-h‘ thasp
wonld Wt who | assisted  in overthrowing
1 reh = al of the state—weors now

o ROme 10 liligently searching fora trece of

Fear would les
W d purchiase b He econlil nor go far—a bogear—1Top
pursnit,  Oh !l atized, wal after serting his new pro

k], her oits ot work e ealmly witin] over the

Hope regained thor done, the  final results  artaining
it f reckless from the closing up of all the strange
1ie wis out plots he had woven to ruin his snemy and
|, ~':|']: Wi store to 1-.{-' rights "]f" dupeid Albert I're-

e '. ey PR :_1"‘1--. anid ”‘."""f""."" -’:IIH.!hf-‘.'. f"-m':*.

g kW i Al o new Inspiration Hlled the man’s
few  hundre s s% moitiihg ‘ Coomprehendsl that brisk, bright
y el \:.‘ - TE elor e from its thar he could go to Claire and
E 50, ADGE SIeATH NEIFS: IR thenee, but | v that aceident—or rather suhb
l .[.~ : o : e (s ‘ had bronght I\':_l'w to bay, ;uful
. !.. : A ' “‘ i ’ no longer |.I shn continue hor hatoful
dasl u al \ part, nor her father romain in obseyrity,
a ben smoking ]. LR LR tangible evidence sought for
CE .I | O s fis . wersd by Claire that would
1 Jerk and four mys WOras==tR: B surely il Kane in the Everstr
SOERWOARNE OF EME HIAPSH CHCL ".',"'i i "':"'."_: Hops murder, But had he not “eon-
i SIria \ Lo Y'the MAmaloamoied, fgspy] 1"

III i I.! It wonder .'\[II‘] Gideon Hope .c‘ uddersd now as he

“"You uil retorted Hope in :r‘]w‘ how & v Iy :'.“"“'i.h‘”" in his s
iRt el s ki lition he had hidden pure, innocent Claire
J ey 1_‘ ] Tremaine 2o even |-‘| the altar with the

“No, o order, postive—for the good' of| % li=schiomer, but his secret  must  be
the socets.” wrestod from him,

Sl pight And now he could go to Clalre, tell

"See, I have the pawer to command.” her how his plans bad froctified more

Hope exhibited a dise. The man bowed | Speedily than he had anticipated; how
in profound  obelsanes, as he traced its | secret information she had obtained von-

eymbalic inseriptions,

“Turn on the are lehts—qnick!" di-
rected [Tops—"over the whole plant, clear
down the main road.”

“That's queer "

“o it!"”

*You het-
sive incriminntion, er
to '_iil-"fl ",

“Tt does,”

“Then—here

He sprang to a dynamo crank. Soon the
bright wheels were whirring, the sparks
flving.

Magie illnmination prevailed where
grim blackness had reigned, somber and
dense, before,

“Light I exulted Gideon Hope, and ran
ontsiide, darted up the tower ladder,
strained hiz eager sight across the land-

it's n mystory, but the Amal
he handed him over

b
goes !

BCATO,

The erystalline streaks of blinding radi-
ance cut air and sky in every direction,
At last a great welling ery parted Hope's
erdent lips,

There, to the west, making for an in-
trieate network of railway tracks heyond
the works, a black speck was diving away
—RKane,

What must he have thought to be aud-
denly blinded, overtaken hy the fast
and far-extending cirenit of electricity !
He eould not hide or svade—he could only
put on, making off fast as he could for
ghelter, ohseurity, where the jungle of
tracks and trains showed a mile ahead of
him.

Ope look, one sure estimate of conrse,
distanee, pitted powers of speed and en-
durance, and Gideon Hope was on his
trail like the hound on the track of the
fugitive wolf,

(in and on. nearer and
pursuer and pursned were fairly clear of
the plant lights. but the feahler thongh
frequent lamps of the vast switeh-
nrmer, .’l!:d |

nearer—now

I. -I'F".II! (1) :'15![-' ne \‘

wak almost continunlly in sizght.

v fieree oy thrilled Tlope, Tha very
peril of being baflled, the exhilarating zest
of a1t hunting wr, mide this secand
captus 1 more preclons and '-T‘!-.t-"lj'u-ll.l

“1 have yon!™ onted Hope,

A moving train’of freight ears blocked |
the fugitive. e tnrned—at bay. |

IKun oweid his teeth, He |
gianced  wildly for a rock, a
coupling-pin of assnult or
defense

None wns at hand, Iis fingers huzeged
to hi= breast the precious fortune so

snarled and s

abont him

close
nearly won

“Glve it up, fiideon Ilope, his
ng with triumph as he advane-

' aaid

pernte for had courted death |
surrender, Kane ‘I-"Ii-.'i"'l to
A 1 ance af hitter hatred

his unrelenting pursuer, Then

he threw himself pngt the moving trucks
of froight enr, scerambling  across the
= |
’ q | 1 1 tere : g
I res he might 10T acnoss
i lpe that money paclka;
- 1 m ILE gra
I sprang for
1 Vgt froed for v
ing i of A T
Cnd ther i grinding wheel struck it.
o g quirker than haoman groping
ha s
 m evenly, the flange ent it in
’ ane-half fell outside the rail one- | S
b i
Fat natehed up one fragment, Hope
p ’
\ and the s-hemeoer
y Yy sy s on the
1
: '
Whent the train had passed he was no
s e e :
( 18, 1 o * N ahout
' rhtils i g i1l
"R wd " he n rred '
only for t i \ ped his wings
1 hn > wnd] n nf < r—hnlf
i ro - hundred ; t o
. = “y WASTH DAper indd with- |
out n 1 it = he? A skulking, help

=1. "erey Kane, a brief """l"‘.:

if you chooss, but you are beaten, mine

1 shall ruin the pame
" T R R e

At daylight Gideon Hope was bis old

cerning the evil schiominge of the Trust
had enabled him to bring the
magnates to riing how Kane was a hog-
gar and a fugitive!  She eould drop lve
mask, and Albert Tremaine could reap-
pear and, going into conrt with the proofe
of the infamy Hope had se-
cured, ohtain justioe, restitution, riches!
Ie could say to Clajre, too—the man's
heart roused, warmed, as he thonght of
her sunny face, of the new impetus love
had given to life whenever the hroodinz
tragedy of the past was temporarily ob-
.\('TIT'!'[L '
"hat morning [lope went to the house
wherea Claire had been living since se-
curing her position at the works,
He asked for her under the name she
lindd gone by sinee nsspming her new role.
The landlady greeted him, and looked
and  acted cnrious and puzzled, as she
siid ¢

Hil‘,ll]l'«:-:

swindlers'

“*She is not here, sir—ste has gone!”
“Gione " repeated Hope, blankly.

“Yes, sir.,”

*When ¥

*“This morning—early."

“Where?"—a vague sensation of pain
struck the speaker's heart,

*1 do not know."

“Alone?”

“N—no, sir.
will explain.”

“For me?"

“Yes, sir

She went to her room, returned, handed
her visitor a sealed envelope.

Gideon Iope tore it open—an iey hand
spemed to cluteh his heart as he read a
chironicle of unfaltering fealty, of awful
saerifice, of broken-liearted despair.

For Claire was indeed gone, lost, and
Perey Kane had trinmphed,

This was what the brief note read:

“You bade me wed him. if he asked.
heenuse vengeancee, instice, demandsl, Ile
e was ingide a4 moment or two.
e come out wirh a inpanned tin box,
placed it on a T.'|ll|l'. threw back its cov-
QT

Perhaps a note she loft

OIAIMIER
Gideon Tlope st
hideons blight seemed to hase suddenly
strack down conrn I
the sacrifice had been consnmmare],  [e
had driven into the arms, the toils, of his
most hitter enemy the one being on earth
he worshiped next to the memory of his
gainted hrother.
Could aught atone !
A recognition of the daring, utter tri-
umph of Perey Kane, aided and abetted
hy hig own uneonscions o=-operation. anp-
palled the man! At that moment, stand-
ine Blinded and heart-sick at the threshold
of fair Claire Denslow’s recent home, in

A

wl dazed, erushed @ a

we, manhood, resolve

pitiful sabjugation to fate, to doom. he
realized how puny, how shadow-like, woepa

the yanished powers of will and passion

when pitted apainst the relentless, un
wAekling farco of clESTmETATCH.

And now. revonge, hatrod, the fiepes
s f running down n Foe, the elar ;
innihilating a pelitieal party and ohlit-
wpating a ginnt trast—all, all, fac into

ns  mere wredths of

ke, These that had seomed so nued

filmy

were nothing in the face of 1 stern new
TP i

| presantment Claire ! Claire !

e hnd econnted his enemy done for, n
fugitive at his sale will, a eandidate for
nlected ITa had
tune he had

e :."I.'fy‘ 8 when he

from Kane's grasp the
I Carrs i

]

AwWwny aliscnye-

Iy, at d had zone home and nlopt, simil
ng, fiercely confident of holding hlis
tim in the palm of hiz hand

But Ghdeon Hope, shroewd, koen reader
of mind and master of men that he was
1l not weighed aright the boundivas 1
<M} T d ng vharach Fop
IKnne In the apparent J [ =

wspireme eroein t e, the smbezzler
ol as=n n had dealt a Blow, quick and
despn, that hambled, palsied, crushed the
victor of an hour.

If it were a subtle, feroclous stroke of
revenge, the very iron of its cankering
pssonee doprived Hops of  momentary
thoaught and action. If It was merely

lundering afterthonghit of the miscreant

had ke not won what was
iy than fortune, or fame, a radiant,
peerless heing, who typified to Hope all
that was beantiful on earth in life!

Hope staggered from the doorway in

maore

-l

[ which, puzeted and alarmed, stood the
wonder-faced landlady,

“What shall 1 say to him?" he gasped ;
“to Denslow : Claire’s father ™

A mickening sense  of  responsibility
awaved him. When he had undertaken
the sceheme that was to bring Kane and
his thieving colleagues to rmin, he had
promised Denslow restitution.  He conld
offer it now. In such # shape were the
affnirs of the wetal combination, in pos-
woscion of suceh irrefragible evidence pons
cerning  its underhand primarey dealings
was Hope, that in the inesvitable reorgan-
fzition of the wreek Denslow's jnst and
pretentions elaim could not be set agide—

dear to the fond parent's heart—Clpire?

Far while Denslow, in retiremont at o
distance, had consented that his davghtep
should assist Tlope in his schemes, he had
no idea how complotely Clnire had meant
her promise to obey this strange secret
feiend, how far He, the master  mind,
\\'n'[!-l require her to L 'l'-'ll IHl. 'lrlli‘l’ to
et the tolls fast and eMeetual about the
wily wrecker,

When the new and
had opened that

ITope's power, as

nnexpectod visty
IKane within
man to man, the gelf-
confessed mnrderer of Everett Haope, the
and, theilled with strange
new ardor. the possihilities of love and
its rowards appealéd to his soul, and Gid-
eon Hope had hastened to apprise Claire
of a vietory only to faee a defeat, an uns
expected revelation that seemed to sweep
the very gronnd from beneath his feet,
e might find Claire—ah! yes, as he
conld digng from hiding his
arch enemy when he wantel him—bnt
low? A wife!—the bride oz the blnokast
scoundrel the wide earth koew : and he,
the alwoner of this mad, wicked rite, that
ave innocence and shoddering, shrinking

hronght

rikls was PIsE

hivd known he

horror into the keoping of villniny !

The thonght mnddened him-—an  blood-
rivd mist obseured clear vision!  Yet, too
Inte! too late! 1Te had willed the saeri-
Ao, andd as a lamb to the slanghtet pooae
Clalre hadd gone, a very vietim to blind
devotion ani love,

It seemed as if infinite pity banished
all other emotions now-—in his sheer help-
lessness this strong mny winesd ; he eyven
trembied

Blindly, vaguely, heowent from the spot,
socing nothing, earing for nothing, his
dulled mind divecting this eonrse till, tha
shock of the hour losing its first devastat-
ing effoct, the slow return of coherent
thomght might zeadually fit him to realize
what there wans next to be done,

When he had honrding
hotise, high, dlated spirits had bidden de-
finnee to suspicion or and Hope
had not noted that he was followed nt a
guarded distance by a huolking giant of a
fellow whao, in turn, was kept in sight hy
a wiry, ferret-faced creature evidently of
his own ilk.

come to the

feur,

Now. as he left Claire's rocent place
of abode, this double eynosure still loss
attracted his attention. Hope was sheer-

ly incapable of regarding, of analyzing
extraneous environment.

As he thrended a lane Tined with stant
ed endars, the two men eame closer to-

as to the unsteady figure in advance of
them,

When they had come to the most un
frequented and isolated portion of thed
winding roand, the big fellow halted his
compnnion abruptly.

“Cut in among the trees,” he ordered,
in a hoarse whisper.

“Right, boss!”

“(3ot abreast or ahead of him."

“And then?"

*“Take your ecue from me.
manage him alone——-"

“You ean't; he's built for fight."

“IHe don't look it just now,” muttered
the other,

“Kane warned yon: Two do the job,

If T can't

and make no miss!”

“There will be nenel!” wickedly grin-
ned the big fellow.

I1e showed a lead-ended M”_\' in the
prasp of one hand,  This leveled from the
supporting weist strap, he stole noiseless.
Iy townrd Hope. as his compinion durted
In mmong the trees,

As n shatdow swift and
thrown aeross (Gideon’s path, the natoral
oliseryvation,

flitting was

instinet of eaution, of alert

it ans=ed in Iyinm,

e half turned, staring voaguely—a
whistling sound cut the air.

Then—cling !

[1eo experienes] a stinging eontact over
the left exebrow,  The blow stipred  him,

11e pocognized that e was attacked, and
mnrderonsiy

*Yon coward ™
tnke it a
a givnt in boild ; stolid-
ly confident in | wiight and
ox-like ponderosity, he threw himself for-

“nss

The follow was
hi--' sunerior
ward precipitately for a finishing hlow,
[How It cime abont he conll not pre-
eisely analyze, it was done g0 quickly, but
in a fash Hope's arms were about his
own, imprisoning him at the ¢lbows and
rendering the dangling snngshot ineMece-
tive.
tTo be continuml,)
Information.

My wife tald me | to Bargen's

toadny and buy o tiboret,”™ sald  AMor-
ryaft.
“or  moodness™  sake!™  exelnimed
| Damley hat does want with a
| thineg ke thiar?
_ee

“Wihy, what ls o taborst, anyway ?
“Don't you know? That's what an

erdd man ar the minstrel show gses.”" —

Phifladelplia I'ress
U'sunlly the Wnany,
As a pleasant-facdd  woman  pagssed

the ourner Llarris touchied his hat to

Lier amd remarked to his eompanien ;

‘Al my wo I owe o great deal to

Yo mother ! wius the
“Noomy landindy,"—Detrolt
Frilome.
Well Staried,
| I 1 were von" sgald the old
lor 1" either rule or

hach-

tlor to the bwnesliet,

know why
“Well”
why, T

battle!™

wiag the reply, *

‘s 1 already
cuppose that's half the

Atlanina

Kininw

Caonstitation

Probably with n Cold Chisel,
“Dioes your hushand give you all the
money you ne«ly
gives It to me, bhuat
I manage to separate him from [t"—
Houston ['ost.

“1 ean’t say he

bt what of that other e¢lement, faor more |

gether, and then decreased the |i14::lllt'ﬂ|

A SONG OF THANKSGIVING,

—

P'm thankful that the years are long 1=
IHoweyver long they be.

They still are lnborers glad and strong
That ever work for me,

Thig rose | ent with cnreless shears
And wear and cast away -

The cosmos wrought a miillon years
To make It mine a day.

| Thia lly by the pasture hars

| Beneath the walnut tree,

Long ere the lre-mlst formed in stars,
Was on Its way to wme.

The laws of property are lax—
| My neighbor's farm s fipe;
'm thankful, though he pays the tax,
The hest of It s mine.
No sherls cluteh ean loose my grip
On tlelds 1 have nor sown
Or shake my sense of owneiship
In things | do oot own.
'm thankful for my nelghbor's wood,
His orehard, Inke, nnd lea;
Fore while my eyes contlunne good,
I own all 1 can see.

F'm thankful for this mighty nge,
These davs beyond compare,

When hope Is such o herltage
And Hfe a large alalr,

We thank the gods for low and high,
Rlght, wrong (as well we may),
|I7III‘ all the wrong of diva gone by

Works goodness for toudny,

Here on Time's table land we pause
To thank on bended knee,

To thank the gods for all that was,
And s, and Is to he,

I'm thankful for the glow and grace
And winsome bheauty of the Near,

The greptness of the t'ommonplace,
The glory of the [lere.

I'm thankful for man’'s high emprise,
His stalwart sturdiness of soul,

The long look of hils skyward eyes

| That slghtsa n faroff goal.

And so 1 feel to thank and lLless
Both things unknown and nnderstood—

And thank the stulbiborn thaukfulness
That maketh all thines gond

—Sim Walter Foss, In Buccess Maganzine,
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- Mrs. Pettingill's

% Thanksgiving Dinner.

B S e
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“The times Is bad,” sighed Mres. 'ottin-
gill, looking as lngubrious as it was pos-
sible for a rosy-checked dumpling of a
woman to look.

“That's =0," assented her friend, Mary
Aon Dawson,

“P’a saya ‘single misfortunes never come
alone,” " continued Mrs., Pettingill, “1ust,
he lost that little bit o' money he got
(for the medder-land. ) rold him "twin't
sufe to put it in the bank. Then old Brin-
dle up an' died, so we have to buy om
milk. An' now Sam Higginses' young
oneg hev all come down with the measles,
an’ Sam's out of a job: so. of course, pa
ecan't collect rent from him."”

“Seems to me Deacon Pettingill don't
worry much ‘bout his hard luck,” sug-
gested Miss Dawson,

“La, no! He says the Lord will pro-
vide : but I tell him the Lord expecrs folks
to look out for themselves a little,” And
the good woman worked away with re-
| doubled enerby on the bedspread that she
land her friend were engnged in quilting,

The guilting frame was set up in the
“froot room,” and its mistress felt a par-
donable pride in the red and green three.
ply earpet on the floor, and the somber
hair-cloth furniture ranged against the
walls in uncompromising stiffness,

“I declare, Mrs, Pettingill said the
gpinster, after a while, “vou look ull heat
ont. I'm 'fraid you're workin too stiddy.
It's kinder hard on you doin’ this extry
work just at Thanksegivin' time."

“Ef you'll believe it, 1 ain't done noth-
In' for Thanksgivin'”

“What ! ain't done no ecookin'?" gasped
Misas Dawson, to whose New Bneland soul
this breach of a time-honored observance
was little less than sacrilege,

“Not a mite,” replied Mrs. Pottingill,
“I wasn't reckonin' on doin' much, times
bein' so hard; then Joel took a notion
that Lizy Jane must go to his folks for
Thanksgivin® week, so I jest made up my
mind not to worry over the cookin'. |
had cale’lated on roastin' a turkey or a
couple of chickens, but when [ asked pa
which he'd ruther hev, he says, “Jest let's
hev some nice codfish, with boiled beots
and fried pork sauce, sech as we pstor
hev years ago.”

“For the land's snke! \\.h'\', I nover
heard of snch a thing—that s, for
Thanksgivin','  stammered Miss Dawsan.

“Nor nobody else, T guess,” said Mrs,
I'ettingill, bubbling with lunghter. “But,
you see, Lizy Jane just ‘hominantes eod-
fish, so we ain't had none 1T don't know
whens amd her pa's orful fand of it.”

“Dear, doar ™ thonght Miss Diawson, in
silent lorror. "I should say they hed felt
the hard times. I guess | orter go, Poor
sonl " she said to herself, as she watked
homeward ; “she carries it off well, but
they must be dretful poor,’

“I wonder what makes Mary Ann Daw
son act 8o queer,” soliloguized Mrs, Pot-
tingill. *'I s'pose it must be becanse she's
an ont-an'-out old maid.”

“Wall, mother," said Deacon Pettingill

on Thanksgiving morning, *“1 hope you
ain't goln® back on that codfish dinner?”

“Dear, no, pat but it is an orful quesr
dinner,  Tve half a mind to make an In
dian pudding tp Keep the codfish com-
j-:m_\'."

“Just the thing,
with a satistied air,

At that moment there came a rousing
knock at the door. 1t was little Tommy
Tompking, who lived close by, e had
brought a two-guart pail of eranherries,

“Unele John sent ma a boshel of eran:
hries, he said bashfnlly : “an' ma lowed
you might like to of 'em, 'canse
they're Cape Cod ern f

“That was reel kind of yer ma,” said
Mrs, Pettingill, ns she emptied the pail
and filled it again with rosy-checked ap
ples,  “There!  Mebbe yor ma wouldn™
mind hevin' a few of our None-snelies
in' 111 Al yer pockets with butternuts,™
she added.

Before the gonid womnn eonld prepare
Wer codfish and vegorables for cooking, she
saw Farmer Gibson's old white horse and
vellow market wagon stopping in front of
the door.

“Wall, I'm in somethin' of a hurry.”
said the farmer, n little awkwardly, tak
ing n big pareel from his wagon as he
spoke, "1 was on my way home from
Westbury market, an' 1 jest thought meh
be you could use this turkey I had lef
nver.”

“Why, I dunno but what I'll take it of
yver hands,” said Mres, Pettingill,

“1 wuin’t askin' yer ter buy It, Mrs,
Pettingill,” said the blaff farmmer, with
increasing econfusdion. "1 wanter give it
ter yer. I eouldn’t sell it nohow,” he
added, *an' It would jest spile."”

“It certainly is good of yer,”
Pettingill,  “But you must let
you a keg of onr new cider;
right for drinking."”

Searcely was the dinner well under way
when there was another knock, and Leila
Graham, the minister's little danghter,
made her appearance with n basket on
her arm.

*Oh, Mrs, Pettingill,” she eried, eagerly,
“grandma sent us some of her very own
mince pies for Thanksgiving, and mamma
wants to know if you wouldn't aceept two
of them with her love?"

“Wall, T never!" einculated Mrs, et-
tingill. * 'Twas ancommon kind in your
mother,  I'l just Al your basket with
apples and bhatternnts.'

Five minutes later precty Tilla Gralinm,
who lived next door to Miss Ihwson, pre-
sented herself with a heaping dish of hot
doughnuts,

“Mother was trylng a new reecipe’ the
yonng girl sakd, “an' she thought yon
wonlidn't mind her sending you a few, as

"

"

declneed the deacon,

[nste

Vries,”

sald Mrs,
me give
it's jest

you was s0 busy.

“1 swum! that looks somsthin® like,”
snid the deacon as he came home from
church.

His wile prudently from
mentioning the various She
congratnlated hersell that as it wis now
past noon they would probahly be nllowed
to dine in penee, Vain delusion ! Searcely
were they seated at the table when Mise
Dawson appeared, bearing a  delicious
looking chicken pie,

“Youn see,” she snid, hrnmh[.-unl;_ “1

refrained
donations,

WHO SAID PUMPKIN PIE?

THERES
GOIN TER BE
SOMETHING
COMIN' OFR
HERE PRETTY
ﬂ\_-_'-.twu'//

—
knew you hadun't no time for chicken fix-
in's, so I gest baked this pie when T hed
the oven het up.”

“I'n sure you was just as thonghiful as
vou could be, Miss Dawson,” retarned
Mrs. I'ettingi “An' I'll aceept the pie
el yor'll stop an’ help us eat it”

Afier some urging the spinster consents
od, and out of compliment to her the
chicken ple was cut. But ws she glaneed
wt the platter of tlaky eodfish, cooked to
Just the right degree of tenderness, hanken
by dishies of erimson beets, mealy potatoes
and feathery biscuit, she confessed, 1 do
nelieve ' ruther hiey some of that than
And when she had finished her
repast with a dish of Mes. Pertingin's
golden-brown Indinn pudding she declared,
“l dunno when I've relished a meal so
tnneh,'”

“Jdest come here a minnit," snid Mra,
Pettingill, conducting her guest to the
pantry, after the deacon had gone out.

"Now, whatever do you s'pose is the
meaning o' that?" and she pointed to the
trriny of eatables with a look of perplexity
m her rosy face,

"For the lind's sakes!”
ster, hlushing guiltily.

Mrs, Pettingill surveyed her
wonderingly.,

“Why, youn don't mean to say——" ghe
hegan, and then she burst into a laugh,
“Mary Ann Dawson, [ ‘most think you're
ghe dnid, when she had recovered
der breathe “Do 1 look “s though 1 dida't
Hew "nough ter eq1 7"

“I never said any such a thing,” stam-
mered  Miss Ihviwson “1 jest happened
to mention to the minister's wife an' Miss
{iraham "hour your hein' so busy; an' you
know you wias talkin® considerahle 'l;-»llt
the hard times an'—an'—the vodfish,™
faltered Miss Dawson, “But I never
thought ——*

“"La! you needn't take It ta heart'” ine
terrupted Mrs. ettingill, “But | dasn't
tell pa.  Howsiimever, 1 gness | give 'em
a5 good ns they sent. There's one thing
[ ean't make out, though, an’ that is "bout
Farmer Gibson., e lives a gond two
miles from here, so he eouldn't very well
lienr anything,”

“Masbe T can explain that,” said Migs
Dawsan, with a conscious hlush, “You
see, Mr, Gibson and me's calenlatin® o
et mirried hout Christmas time,"

“Well, ef that don’t bear all " sjnen-
lated Mrs, Portingill. 1 puess he'll be a
renl good provider, an' I'm sure 1 hape
vou'll be happy,

the pie*

eried the spin-

visitor

L TOORN,

: Now, s'hose he tisht b
coming over to your house to-night "
1 s'pose he might,"
Iaw=an,
“"Well, of you'll jost sot him to eall an®
take theae Ilig-
4
another word "hont
deolnre,”

returned  Miss

donntions over to Sam
we won't say
‘iT it l.“ wll, ,[ do -ill-.:-l|||1i:!_1'|l
Hringill, after her Friend had gaone,
'_'I.l thar don’t bent all.  And him 8 con
firme! ! bachelder, and her an out-an's
out uld id,

People’s Home Journal.

A Severan Test,
insigtid,

:‘h_ﬂ,‘“]' : The aged hamorist,
who UE bis - fe hnd been penning gay and
frivolous bon ots, shook his head and
murmured, 1 ennnot,™
But you ean, if yon only have the will
to say so0." declared the oditor
. You forget,” urged the nged hiymorist
you forget that the habits of a lifetime
are hard to eonguer.
“1 koow: Lt
tine to reform than right now. "

there is never a hetter
“Nog T odo it the first of the wvear
Listen

: On the first diy of the nest vear
'l take a solemn oath

nevar to do it
ngnin.™

Pt the editor was olvlurnte Ile ar-
;-u---I_ he Chiroatens |i, lie I-:-.I-:' I, he

v insists
o, until finnlly the aged limorist trem-
Wlingly promised. But all that day and
all that night the agal himorist sat at

his desk, now writing a few waords, anmil
immedintely erossing them ont with fovor-
ish haste. At Inst he gronned in wild de-
T "

sphnir, ff 1\ PO Thide h Iy :\HI-L nr ||:|'f 1
eannot help it—1

must do one more !

- L t
1 r'i“fmh s paper to him, he dastiod off ¢
]Iu-_T---\n ers hind best be enreful in dis-
membering  Turkey, loat
Gireeen over the China”

they  spatter

Then, gibhering and grinning In ingane
glee, he dropped his head npon the desk.
..\'nl this they found him the next morn-
ing, cold and =fill. a victim of an insas
tiable hahit.—Judpe,

Soma Men Are Never Sntiafied,

Mr. Newhryde taftempting 1o earve the
turkey) Mary!
have you stuffed this turkey wfth?

Mrs. Newbryde (with dignity ) —Why
with oysters, ne yon told me. '

LETAT | gracions,

what

Mr. Newbryde (again trying to forca
hle knife through) fut it feels like
ru-'l(q or stones,

Mrs. Newhryde—Oh, rou mean, horrid,
crael brute! That is the oyster shells,
You always said the only way you liked

oysiers was in the shells,. B
. oo! hool




