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IS is an hon-

est, straight-

forward pic-
ture of the hfe |
in a |
wideawalke |
western town.
It the
readera pleass
ant impression

of to-day

gives

of a type of people and a phase of |
life well worth a closer acquaint-
BNCE.

Itisacrisp, forceful delineation
of the career of William Parker,

A prosperous banker and pro-

moter, whose beautiful daughter, | |

Evelyn, is the heroine of the |
story. John Saxton, an enter-
prising Bostonian, is sent west

to close up some ranch and other
investments for a Massachusetts
trust company. This brings him
in contact with varied typez of
humanity all of whom play an
interesting part in a plot involv-
ing the manipulation of a traction
line, the kidnaping of the banker's
child and other events which go
to make up an inteasely graphic
narrative,

Tuiz Maiwy CHANCE s a
mance of yvouth, of love, and of
honestly It
yet full pathos,

humuor, convincing
realism, admirable diction and
bright sayings. Added to thisis
a rare, common sense touch that
shows the
western life.
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CliarTrRR I,
Waell, sir, they 'm erooked ™
Willinm DPorter, president of the Clark-

gon Nutional Bank, tippen back his swivel

EH RS

chair anldl watched the effect of his doe-
larntion on the young man who sat talk-
fng to him.

“That's said of evory stuccessful man
nowndavs, isu't 1Y askea John Saxton.

“They =y 1'm erooked, repeated Mor-
ter, witu a narrowiog of the eyes, “but
they don’t iy it very lowd, and I guess
they don't any of them waunt to have to

prove it. I'm afraiu those Hoston friends
of vours have given us up as a bad lot,
and they've saul you out here o gev their
money, and 1 don’t Well,
Bir: thot money’s in
time, bat jt’ and
mon#y Lo goel

“1 belie
plenty ol

“YWell,
yir

lame them.

gol o come out
oing W iake
fe.’

¢ they sanpt me

e sand Saxt

= time

hecatize T lind
smiling,

win out,”
“And now what ean 1
0 Start i | golemn-
st the botels in hut
ilsopnt

Wi owant o vou you

you i waria _‘.'#'!

THis town
ot el up
and son'd better stay there till you
Beq ininted, Just ook aver the
eill 1 get rid of these letters and
fros"
[*os
an air of great
lean it
mon varian
gad rapidly

Iy agni

I
et n f
g0t & 1

lope,
Bl
Ill'l] nrs

Il he

we'ye

i

There was

samiit,

1 .
JeLters Io o on

finpir

xton

foron

wias

g
stenographer.  Sa
v ronfl

usiel by 1 banker's

dence and e

Jolin

!_T tlie Noepotiset

Niuxtan had nt ta Clarkson
of Hos-

ity of 2

(T s T

I'rust Campany

it i ; ) to
Loy K¢ = Vonur o]
you what o fooks

The
the top af the milding

ons al
fin the ground-
glass door was inscribed “The l!l?'l“!ur"l

room prove I to be a small

Irrlgviion Company.” The roowm coo-

chalrs. Several maps hung on the wall,
englneers’ charts of ranch lands and irri-
gation ditches.

“It ain't pretty,” =ald Porter, critical-
Iy, “but if you don't like it you can move
when you get ready. The bank Is your
landlord, and we don't charge you much
for it. You've donhtless got your lnven-
tory of stufl with you, aud here in the
afe you'll tind the aecounts of these com-

1

to them, and You're going up
\grinst a prefty tough proposition, young
Man,  You'll hear a hard lnck  story
wherever you go out here just now; ped-
ple your friends money will be
wighty they can’t pay. Many of
the ranch lands your people own will be
That

S0 an.

who owe

SOITy

worth something after a while,
Colorada irrigartion scheme ought 1o pan
out in time, and 1 believe it will; but

vou've got to nurse all these things. Make

vaur  principals Tet yon alone, ‘Those

| foliows get in a hurty at the wrong time

that's my experience with Fastern in-
Tell them to go to Earope—get

Veslors,

¢id of them for a while, and make them
give you a chanee to work for them.
They're pot the ouly llu'l]ll‘ll'.‘i, 1'll gend

the combination of the safe up by the
Lop, and you can ger o bird's-oye view of

the situation Lefore luneh.  Mreo W heaton,
our Lier, i% away to-dny, but he's fa-
milinr with these matters and will be
glad to help you when ha gets home.

W hen you get stuck eall on us,  And drop
280 and go up to the ¢lnb
Take it easy; you can't do it

liwn about
for Iunch,
all in one day.

“1 Jope 1 shan't be a nuisance to you,"

W tap younger me! “I'm going to
it ont on the best ltnes T know how
if it takes several snmmers.”

“AWoll, 1111 ke them atl right," said
Porter, sententiously,

Left vo himself Saxton examined his
new quariers, found a feather duster
hanging in a corner and hrushed the rirt
from the scanty furniture, This done he
at down hy the open window, 'I!I.'-'ll',!i
vhiehh tlie hrveze cool ont of the
great valley : and hepe he could see, far
over ‘e roofs and spires of the town,
(e bluffs that marked the broad bed of
tiie tewny Missouri. Ile was not as
oyt as his last worngs to the banker
imelid, Here he was, he reflected, n
pan of peod edueation, as such things
ga, who had lost his patrimony in a sin-
g veninie,  Hs had heen sent, partly

out of compassion, he felt, to tnke charge
of that were admitted to be
anaost Lopelessly bad,  The salary prom-
fsodl would provide for him comfortably,
anmd 1hat vwae about all; anything fur-
ther woull depend upon himself, the sec-
Company

mvestinents

reinry of the Neponset I'rust

had told him: it would, he felt, depend
much more particularly on the making
avel by benign powers of the considem

able part of the earth’s surface in wlhich
his principals’ mopey lny hidden.  As his
eves wandered to one of the office walls,
the Llack teain of
ral railroad cang
On one ol its not

a grea® reanscontinen-

and held hig attention.

liern prongs lay the re-
first defear,
life are

my

ginn o ¢ his

»oyears of

there,” he
dollars are
Many

np

wonil

meditated, “and

sogtrorod along rhe right of way.”
things enme back to him vividly—how
the wind uvsed to kow! arvound the little

ranch Bouse, and how he rode through the
gren

suow among his dying cartle i
storm that had been hils undoing,
is eyves stil] resting on the map, he re-
curred to his early school days and to
at Harvard, 'There
heartache in these recollec-

lis four Wad
a buriden

None of the professions had ap-
pealed to him, and he had not heedod
wish that le enter the law.
The elder Saxton, who was himself o
lawyer moderdte died before
John's graduation; e had lost his moth-
and his only remalning
who married before

Years
ol

fions |

his father's

of RUCCESY,
r in his yontl,
relative "
lie left college,

A review of these brief and diseourng-
ing annals did nor hearten him; but he
foll back upon the better mood with
which he had begun the morning; he had
. new chance, and he proposed to make

si=ler

Wis

the Lest of it. He put aside his coat and
hat, agd opened his desk. The banker
'n‘llt sent up 911-' u'nm'.»iilni]uu uf 'I']:'u- sn fe

and Saxton hegan inspecting its contents
and putting his office in order.
The hooks and papers began to Inter-

et him, and he was soon classifying
the properties that lLad fallen to his
cars, Ie was so deeply ocenpied that
ha did not !!\.!L"l'\-.”'“ flight of time and

was surprised when a hoy eame with a
HIPRSa L Porter that he was ready
gn to Innelieon,

froem

s’ overdo the thiong, voung

} ol
man,”” anid the banker, amiahiy, as he
clogmd Hig desk, “Don't you mlopt our
Western method of workil E all the hours
there are, 1 do it now becanse my neigh-
lare and eustomers wotld tnlk abont me
if 1 didn’v, and =ay that 1 had lost my
grin in my old age.”

The Clarkson Chib stood at the edge
of the commerein] district, and its brick
valls rose hot and staring in the July

n ax Moviter andd Baxton appraached.

“Iofe we are,” said Dorier, leading
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- | ' ! ony | .
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) lim PPorter led the wansy

wk down Varney strest, carrving his
Lhat in his hawml [le said at the bank
door: “Now you mnke them give you
what you want at the club. ['ve got a
house up hers on Varney street—come

ue for dinper to-morrow night and we'll

With |

talned a safe, a flat-top desk and a few |

mnivs, copies of public retords relating |

| tivated

gea if we ean't ralse a breoze for yon,
1t's hotter than Suez here, and you'd bet-
ter tike my advice abont starting in
slow.™

He went into the bank and Saxton
took the elevator for his own oflice.

CIHADTER 11,

Saxton was not over-sensitive, but the
stiffness and hardness of the elub honse
were not without their disagrecable lm-
pression on him as he sat at dinner tos
ward the close of his first day in Clarks
won, Two of the men to whom Porter
lad introduced him at noon proved to be
follow ldgers, and they exchanged greets
ings with him from the table where they
sat together,  They unsociably rend their
evening papers as they ate, and loft bes
fore he finished, e was watching the
fading colors of a briliant sunset when
a young man appeared at the door, nnd
after n brief inspection of Saxton's back
wallked over to him.

“Aren't you Mr. Saxton? T thought
you tust be he, My name is Raridan,
Don't let me break in on your meditas
tions,” he added, taking the chalr which

thie waiter deew out for him; I met Mr,
I'orter o while ago, and he adjured me
to be good to you. 1 don’t know whether
this is obeying orders'™—Dhe broke off in

a laugh—"that depends on the poiut of
view,"
“You are guilty of a very Christian

aet,” Saxton said., I was just wonder-
ing whether, aftor the sun had gone down
behind that eidegs over there, the world
wonld still be going round."

“The world never stops entirely heve,”
returned Raridan, “but the metion some-
Lines slow. 'Mr. Dorter tells
me that you're to be one of us, Let nm
cougratulate us—and you!"™

Warrick Rarvidan was, socially speak-
ing, the most available man in the ('lark-

gita . vory

«HH LESSON.

UnfaMering fathers who made the day
And whose firm-wrought words Into
decds succeeded,
Comes thera not a volce from your lips
of clay
That other Fourth-of-Julys are need-
ed?

When Privilege fats at the publie purse,
When IRtights are pillaged, or starve un-
heeded,
Then sooner or later, for better or worse,
Another Fourth-of-July ls needed.

'
When the people's tribunes taint the law
Till the stream runs rank and polson-
weeded,
When they pilfer the wheat and leave us
Biraw,
Another Fourth-of-July ls needed,

When the treadmill prisons the child of
toil
Till the baby brows are wan and bead-
ed,
Wheraver such shadow
Another Fourth-of-July

blights the soll

is needoed,
While s tnce still drinks of the bitter
cup
And the earth with the vietlms® bones
s seeded,
The ery of the blood-blotched stones goes
up
That another Fourth-of-July is needed.

For the fearless fathers who made the
day
Far more to the world than the day
thoy deedoed ;
The spirlt still lives, though the lips are
elay,
When another Fourth-of-July Is neaded.
—Edmund Vanee ook,

son DBlue Book, Ile wins a graduate in
law who did neot practice, for he had,
unfortunately, heen left alona In  the

world at 26, with an income that seemoed
wholly adeguate for his Immediate or fu-|
ture needs. He wainined an  office, |
which was fairly well equipped with tha |
literature of his profession, but this was |
merely to take away the reproach of his
husier fellow citizens. Raridan’s oflice
was the rendezvous for a variety of com-

mittees to which he was appointed by
gich unfelated bodies as the Clarkson
Diramatie Club and the Diocesan Board

of Misslons of the Eplscopal Chureh, He
appeared every Sunday at the eathedral,
which was the fashionable church  In
Clarkson, where he passed the plate for
the alms and oblations of the well-dressed!
congregation,

He was ecapahle of guixotism of the
most whimsical sort, Ile had, for a yvear,

ttken his meals at a cheap boarding
honse In order that Le might maintain
two Indian boy= ln school. He was not

at all neerieved when, at the ead of the
first year. they ran away and resumed
teibal relations with their brethren, He
chaffed himself abont it to his friends

It was not enongh to say that Warry
Raridan could lead a german or tie an|
Ascot tie batter than any other man' on
the Missouri River: for he was also tha|
best Wiformed man in that same streni
ous valley concerning the traditdons
the lnglish stage, and was a  fairly
good actor himself, as amatears ga.. 1«
linidd a slight literary gift, which ha eul
for his own amustment, 1is huo-
mor wis fine and keen, and he oceasion.
ally weote for the local papers,
ar mailed pleasant jingles to Lis intimate
friends,

seresds

“I wager thar if vou stuy here a
yopr you'll pever leave,” sald Haridan,
ns they went downstairs together, *I've
lwen about a good deal, and know that
we who live here miss a lot of comflort
and amusement which go as a matrer of
course in older towns. Dot there's n

roominess and expansiveness abont things
out here that 1 like, and [ most
men who strike it early like it,
and are lonesome for it if th Vg0 away.

believe

elongh

“I tlink I understand low vou feel
about it,” said Saxton. “There  were
rimes in Wyoming when Waostern  ife
seemed pretty arvid, bt when 1 went

back to Doston 1 was bSmesick forp Chey-
epne

{To be econtinned.)

MODERN UNDERTAEING.

Methods That Have Greatly Simpli-
fled the Caring for the Dend,
Modern methods of pnidertaking now
enll for the highost skill In
embalming and arranging detail
of hurial.
From

TI:‘-'\-‘ ias

the olil methods of placing a

body o fce, with its attendaut Insani-
tapy comditions, the undertaker has
regched o hizh point of rlention in
embalming. the New York Sun says.
but not content with  the  ulvanesd
methods experitnents are pow pder
way which wll, It is eontended, make |
it unnecessary even 1o make any In-|
elslon v oo body when the emobalming
process Is heing performed
One of the most advanced undertak-
ers in this couniry s at within
the next five vears Qi possible to
em! v iy placing thee ioan alre
o THRITLES 1l fng it 1>1|
L ‘e OF 1l ST it e
I L THE 0w (e work
which 4 now done | ng fuids
1 I. " vl i
Sy irms In N und other
i s have done o relicve
families of 1 very tronblesaome work |
which follows death tn small houses, |
rding Douses opr hotels Ly fiiting ap |
apels where hodle 1 ken until
reads for burinl,  Lu ng is done |
o establishment, b ithes are |
wrnlshedd ! ulred.
Thes zyien o
warfarm attend to
eHis y
Frylng Lggs
I'h nast o = rt of frs
ing epeys I8 the spitiering and flying
of the Lot fat This e avoldel |
by & a Jittle flowur the pan be-
fore adding the opis IMis you will
find to work like vl and espe-
clnlls will the difference e notleed
where there s n Inrge mily to sup-

ply.

The State of New Jersey has Import-
ed five stallions from Great Britain to
enable its farmers to produce & higher
ype of horses

The Crosspatch Man’s
~r~~~~Fourth o’ July

T

The (rosspatch Man was sick agaln,
and this time it must be pretty bad,
for all the morning Meredith had been
watching the gervants spread straw
hefore the house and mufle the blg,
shiny door-bell.

“Poor man!" mamma said, pitylng-
Iy. “He is sick so often!"
“But he's a Crosspatch Map!" mut-

tered Meredith stifily, Then he repent-
ed and looked as shamefaced as a very
Httle boy with a very round, dimpled
face could leok. *“I'm sorry he's ve-ry

sick.” he said, slowly. *“I s'pose ft
hurts even Crosspateh Men."

Mamma did not notfce. Bhe was
having her little noon “gossip” with

papa, and they were still talking about
thelr invalld neighbor,

“Tt lan't quite so bad as it seems, vou
know," papa was saying. “He always
hns the straw laid down and things
muMed when he has one of his worst
nervous attacks., It doesn’'t mean all
that It does in most cases. He is ter-
ritily aMicied by nolze at almost any
time.”

“Nojzn!

§ e

I should think so! That
was fiom Meredith, who pricked up
his ears at the-word. Didn't he Know
how the Crosspateh Man felt "hout a

nolse? Didn't he belong to the Rudd
Stieet Second? Wasn't he captain?
And oh, my. the times he'd seen the

Crosspatch Man n-scowling and a-fum-
ing. when they marched past his win-
fdow!

“But Fourth of July will he a terri-

ble day to him—poor man!" went on
mamma's zentle volee.  That made
Meredith start a lttle,. He had been
thinking about Fogirth o' July, too.

(Did he think much of anvthing else
nowadays?) He had been golng over
in his mind all the glorious program
of the day. For the Rudd Street See-
ond was going to celabrate In a worthy
manner. They were going aven
outdn themselves each  vear—ani
hadn't they had thé proud honor of
belng the noiclest street In eity
for two Fourth o Julys a-running?
Let ‘em fnst walt til] they heard this
Fourth o' July!

tn

t]|n

Tt wns three davs off. That would
glve the Crosspntch Man time to have
the straw taken up and the hell un-
mufMed, for his worst “times” never
lasted more than two or threa days.

“Then he'll have to cotton up his
pars” mused Meredith, phllosophical- |
ly. watching the big foreign servant

that wore a turban go back and forth

past the Crosspatell Man's window
The house Meredith lived in and the
Crosspatch Man's honse were  quite

close topether, ot it was easy to wateh

things

- -

MAKING READY FOR THE FOURTH.

Street Second for the last time, and

dispersed nhis men. He was on his
way home to supper. Golng by the
Crosspateh Man's _house, he heard

voices distinetly fssuing from an open
window, Ie couldn't help hearing, It
wasd so quiet in the streat. Perhaps 1t
waa the ‘lull before the storm.”

“The sahib cannot bear It,” a gentle,
soothing volece was saving, bhut Mere-
dit recognized the Indignation mixed
with the plty In It. “The sahib will
he agaln slek."”

Then came Meredith's astonlshment.
for the Crosspatch Man's volee was
anawerlng, and It was qulte calm and
gentla; and it sald:

“Of course I shall be slek agaln
HFarl! TI've made all my plans to per-
ish. But what can you expect? The
little chaps must have their Fourth
o July. I was a llitle chap myself—
once, Shut the window, Harl. There's
a susplefon of a draught.”
¢t Meredith stood still In sheer amaze-
ment, and watched the turban-man

himself once, the Crosspateh Man was!
And how kind his volee had sounded
not a bit crosspatchy! Then Meredith
remembered how weary and full of
paln it had sounded, too. It made
him sgorry for the Crosspateh Man
sorrier than he had ever been before

“Hea's a-dreadin’ It like sixty. He's
'spectin' to peirlsh,”  Meredith sald
alond. “It's goin' to make him slek
of course—that's what he sald te the
turban-man. An' he was a little chap
once, an' his volee was kind an' tirved
out."”

Then Meredith went home and
perched himself up on the hanlster
post in the hall, to think. That was
where he alwavs thought things—hig
things. vou know. This was, oh, my,
sich a big thing!

“T'm eap'n,” mused Meredith, knilt
ting his little fair brows, 1 can say,

‘Go, an' then ghost,! like the man in
the Bible; but they'll be dreadful dis'
pointed, the Rudd Street Seconds will
be. Still—well, he's slek an® he had a
kind spot In his voice, an' he used to
be a little ¢hap, teo, so of course he
used to bang things an’ make nolses
I don't think he gounded much like a
(‘rosspatch Man."

In a little while, after a little more
tongh thinking, Meredith slipped down
and out of the door, up the street. He
oot together the Rudid Street Seconds
and maide a Hitle speecl, as a eaptaln
may, to his men.

The next dayv the dity and all Amer-
lea celebrated Fourth July, and
Rudd Street was famous again, but
this time for bheing the very quietest
street in all the elty! There were just
a3 many hoys In It, tno, as ever,

The Man's ner-
vous face smoothed and ealmed as the
day wore on, and at last it actually
smiled In a gentle way, as if he was
thinking about something pleasant.

And the captaln aof the Rudd Street
Second and his brave men, drilling
and popping and banging In a diatant

o

(‘roaspatch white,

Unfortunately for an invalil with
the terribhle afliction called “nerves’™ |
Riadil Street wa a roenlar st of i
boys. There were hoys vhore on |
it You ral il Loy whan you
went east, amdd b ran azalnst vou |

| when von went wes! Ity rang up
{in the most nnexpected piaces. The
houges seemed ol runnine over wilil

| boys And really, there was at lexst
one Loy and on an averjige two or |
throee—in every house on Meredith's
side, excent in the Crosspateh Man's
houss Oh ar me uo, there weren't
any bivs there!

On the othey i) I the trent YDl
had ta o t e fifidls . 1|
A1 f '.|I 1 'i_ i)
oh, 3 th sl i of |
cour N () "s' nd AL Ero !
mathen were olid mnid ind thie min- |
i{ste~—oh, o, he w n't an old mad, |

| but you coulin’t expect hi to have
boys in the house, for how could he
ever write hils sermons?

8o It was, ag | snid, an unfortunate
street to have “nerves™ on. And the

Crosspatch Man had g0 many!

The three dayvs In gnon
went away, and it was night—
the very night—before It! There were
only a few hours more, for of course
you dldn't have to wait till the sun

rose on Fourth of July.

hoetween

the

street, were happy, too.—Youth's C'om-
panion.
Fneis Abhout Firecranckers,

The greater part of the almaost
g2 a00,000 worth of firecrackers annn
ally exported by China comes 1o New
York And the nited States stands
next to Chinn In its use of them
Thousands of Chineze men, women
and chillilren work at the making of
firecrackers, for there are no manu-
factoriea there, the work MWwing done
Ly hand 'ney receive only about

THE DAY AFTER THE

close the window. He was a little chap |

:‘“1:...-,9:_

=3

|'s|,-m for making 10,000 firecrackers,
laboring from six In the morning un-
til 11 at nlght seven davs a week. So
a Chinese woman or child works like
a slave for two days to earn what ls
spent on a few bunches of firecrack.
ers by the urchin bent on dolng jus.
tice to the Glorfous Fourth,

MEMORIES OF THE FOURTH.

Ilave wvon ever mused, In sllence, upon &
Aummer's doy,
let vour thoughts run riot, and your
foellngs have full sway,
Ay you sprawled fulllength upon the grass
In soma seclnded dell
And breathed the balmy country alr,
amelt the country smell?
And ns You muse,
And gentiy snoode,
Petween thinks,
You rememisr those jinks,
When spleits were hlgh
O the Fourth of July,

And

-

l.nl..'

There was= Httle Willle Drowning, the worst
of all the Ineys,
lingd # =ute ool cannon that
Einde of nlse
an wouldn't go, he blew

Who made all

And when the chnn
Into the nlazzies,
bt " what teeowe of Willle's teeth has ale
Wialvs el | Eeie
Mow the folks [ooked askance
AL the wents of our patts
When those gintt shvrockels
Went off In our poveaets,
(TR T
What fun the Fourth ls!

‘ When

the red-hot July sun bognn to wink
the cloods away,
We were ont with whoops and shontings to
volebinte the day
| With plece of punk In one band and crack-
ei's I the other,
We'd troop bome later Ao the day for e
wiseil o e MOTHELR
g am I
Wiy smnlj 0 LT .
e hearte were Bohe,
[ Lufurios sllght
| Naob even woslah
On the Fourth of Juls

And as you lle and ponder, the thought
ot e (a0 sou
your yvoungest hoy now
Wiy yat o ised toodo
And the mother wham h
those smnil wounds
the womun wha
sWore yoll Jovedd
But what! flahy
Metiioiry Wing
Wha wahd have thougl

That celelirntes the

hnwle for ta have

dressed
veurs Ago
Ikt

tllnas

Is

you

thie

The Ahsentminded Mnn,
i day does the Fourth of July
this year?"' asked the absents

"Wh
¢conie on
| minded
"On Sunday.”

“Yes,

T,

but what dav of the month?*

—

“GLORIOUS FOURTH."”

Muredith had drilled the 'Reéd




