e ————————

e — e s ———— ..

————

A
A e

?‘-‘u.-, o,.' bl e, 4y o

LB e e T 800 Y el

L TR TS T E L=

- S
gy

§ e {4l

it .'..",‘.“"‘?,"".""?""""_' - -y

CHAPTER ¥V.—(Continund,)

"Pardon me—" Zelda bLrought her
Borse to the curb—"but I've loat my
way, Can you tell me

The gir]l stepped to the curh and da-
goribed the easlest way acrogs town,

She wus small and trim of figure and
hind veory blue e¢yes

“Thank ¥ou.” sald Zelda,
giaried forwanrd.

“You are Migs Dameron” the teach-

and Zan

er suld, hesltatingly.
“Yes' Zeldn turned toward her in
|urnrise,

“It's been a long time since I saw
you—as mony as a dozen years" The
.};il'] smiled and Zelda smiled, too,

“T wish 1 could remember. I'm sor-
ry. but won't you h#lp me?”

“It was when you were a lttle girl—
s> was I, but I was older—and my
mother took me to see your mother,
and we played, you and I, that Is, In
the yand, while our mothers talked
You wore a red dress and 1 thought
¥ou were very grand.”

The blue eyes were looking into the
dark ones, There wns a moment of
hesitation and serutiny. Then Zelda
put out her hand,

“You are my cousin. Ollve—ls 11—

Meorriom —please don't tell me that
Isn't right!"
“Yes; that Is just _right™

“I'm going to take you home, If
sou'ré ready to go, Cousin Olivee I'm
badly lost and don't remember the way
you told me to go. It's so exciting
meeting a long-lost cousin!”

Ollve Merriam debated an Instant,
In which she surveyed her new-founi
cousin  doubtfully. She had started
home when the battle at the schools
house door gave her pause. There was
no excupe for refusing. Zelda had gath-
ered up the relns, and walted,

“Do come! Zan lsn't dangerous—and
neither am L*

“Thank you. TI'l have to come now
to show that I'm not afraid.”

The boys lingered at a safe distanes,
and as Zelda drove past them at the
corner, several of them snatched off
thelr caps and grinned, and Olive Mer-
rinm called good-night to them.

As Zeldn followed the route indiont-
ed by her cousin, she was busy trying
to find a lost strand of famlly history
that proved elugive, She did not at all
remember her mother's brother, Thom-
as Merriam. She had never heard her
aunt or uncle speak of the relationship,
and she surmised, now that =she
thought of I, that here must be anoth-
er of those breaks in the famlly con-
nection that had alrendy revealed mag-
ged edges. It was growing late, and
she put Zan to her best paces, untll
presently they came out upon a broad
paved thoroughfare,

“That's better,” Sald Zelda. “'m
sure 1 should never have found the
wiy out alope. T don't belleve I was
ever down there before, Please let me
«drive you home. 1 haven't the least
dden where that |s, so If I'm golng
wrong——"

“It's Harrison street” 8he describ-
ed the route. “You're taking a lot of
trouble about me.™

“No, It's the other way around, I'd
never have seen the court-house clock
again If it hadn't been for you. And
then—" they approached a cross street,
and Zelda checkad the flight of Zan
and bent forwird to see whether the
coast was clear—"and then"—she loos-
ened the reln and the anlmal sped for-
ward agalon—"I'vé been looking awful-
Iv hard for a friend, Cousin Olive, and
I waunt you!”

*You are kind—but you don’t under-
stand—a Jot of thlngs,” sald Olive Mer-
riam. “You and I esn't be friends,
There are reasons——"'

“I don't care for any rf_*uson.u" sald
Zaslda,

"Hut they're not my réasons--they'ro
other peaple’s! Thnt's our house thers,
where the shades ure up and a light ls
in the window.”

“l don't care what other people say
about anything"“—and Zelda brought
Zan to o stand at the curb in front of
Olive's doer,

“I'd ask you to stop——" hegan Ol-
fve.

“I'm going to stop,” sald Zelda—"to
see vou qulite on your threshold. Zan
stands without hitching, usually. 11
take my chances.”

Harrison Is only & street In minia-
ture, A post wrote a song nhout it
that made it the most famous strest
fn Marionan. The houses thers are
chiefly one-story-and-n-half cottages,
and In one of these, which was saved
from Intrusive summer by a
double line of hollvhocks, and which
had st !ts back door at seasonable
times n charming old-fashioned gar-
den, lived Olive Merrinm and  her
mother

Ciliyve

eyes In

threw apen the door and Zelds
into a sitting-room—the house
nad no hail—where a conl fire burned
fly In o grate. The room ran the

| woodwork

1éneth of the house; the
etalned
dull f=d and covered with rug

stepped

wits white; the floor was pine,
58 made

A student lamp with a
siood on a table In the
of the room. There were maga-
xines and books on the table, and
shelves In the corneérs held other honks
An eldérly woman looked up from the
paper ehe had boen reading as the door
opened, A cane lzy on the foor beside
her and told the story of the lines of
pain in her face

~Mother, this in Zelda Dameron. She
has Lrought me home™ sald Olive.

“She dldn't want me to at all, but 1
made her let me”™ sald Zelda, crossing
the room and taking Mrs. Merrlam’s
hand.

The woman bent her eyes—they were
blue like Ollve's—upon the girl with a
grave questioning.

“You are Margarét's dnughter—you

\r:l- {
n shade

are Ezra Dameron's Jdaughter” sghe
said

“Yes; and I 4ldn’t know about you
st all untll 1 found Olive tp-day. And

I didn't know that any Merriams any-
wherte llved In a house like this. Why,
It's & home. I'm golag—but tell me—
that | may come back again.”

There was something so slncers and
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wistful In Zelda’s tone ns she apoke,
standing between the firelight and the
lnmplight; something, too, In the glince
of appoeal she gave the littla room, that
broka down the antngonism in Mrs,
Merriam's eyvea, Bhe put out her hand
agaln,

"Yea; 1 hope you will
shall be glad to see you."

Clive followed Zelda to the steps, and
saiw the runabout turn in the narrow
street and whirl away. She watched It
until Zelda's erect figure passed like a
flush wnder the electrie Hght at the cor-
ner and disappeared Into the dark be-
yond.

“"What miracle i3 this?" asked Mrs,
Merriam of Ollve *Nothing short of n
mirncle would atcount for It.”

“I met her down at the school-
house, Bhe had lost her way and ask-
ed me how to find Jefferson street. 1
called her by name—ehe seemed to re-
member me, and then she insisted on
bringing me home, She seemed rather
pitiful; she sald she was lonesome and
wanted a friend.”

Ollve sut down on a stool at her
mother's feet. She was afrald to show
too much Interest In thia new-found

come. We

cousin. Mer mother was clearly puz.
zled and troubled; the moment was
diMoult; but she felt that It was Ime

portant to determine thelr future re-
lations with Zelda Dameron now.

“She Is very like her mother. It
gave me o shock to ses her. Moargnret
had that same Impulsive way, In any
one else It would have seemed strained
and theatrical, but no one ever thought
of It In Margaret. Every one always
sald, when she did anything o little
odd, that it was just llke Margarit
Dameron. Your foather hadn't any of
that; he wasn't like the rest of the
Merriams, He tried to be on good
terms with Ezra Dameron. though
Ezra never appreclated (t; and the rest
of them dropped us for countenancing
him. Buat Zelda—what do you think
of her?"

“S8he didn't glve me time to think.
She charmed me! [ never saw any-
body llke her in the world, She huas
such an air of mystery—that doesn't
seem just the word, but I don't know
what to call {t. She's adorable!”

CHAFPTER VL

Rodney Merriam and Morrls Lelgh-
ton walked up High street to the Tip-
pecanoge Club, which ococupled & hand-
some old brick mansion that had been
bullt by the Merriams who had after-
ward lost his money. Merriam ususlly
went there lnte every afternoon to look
over the newspapers, and to talk to
the men who dropped in on their way
home. He 'helonged also to the Ham-
iiton, & much larger and gayer clubd
thit rose to the height of five stories
In the circular plazs about the sol-
dlers' monument at the heart of the
city; but he never went thers, for it
was noisy and full of politics. Many
young men fresh from college helong-
ed to the Tippecanoe, and Mearriam
liked to talk to them. He was more
constant to the ¢lub than Morris,
thoughr they often went there together.

A number of men were sitting about
the fireplace In the lounglng-room.
The lazy blazing logs furnlshed the
only light. A chorus of good-evenings
greeted the two men In unmistakable
cordiailty, and the best chalr In the
room was pushed toward Rodney Mer-
riam.

“Mr. Merriam, Captain Pollock: and
Mr. Lelghton.™ -

A young man rose and shook hands
with the newcomers, Merrlam did not
know most of the group by name. He
bad reached the age at which [t seems
unnecessary to tax the memory with
new burdens, It was, he held, *good
club manners to speak to all the men
you meet In a ¢lub, whether you know
them or not. The youngsteérs at the
Tippecanoe were for the greater part
college graduates, just starting out In
the world and retalning a jealous hold
of thelr youth through the ties of the
club.

“Captain Pollock has been telling us
sbout the Phillppines,” sald one of the
group: “We've been trying to find out
whether he's an Imperinlist or how
pbout jt, but ha won't tell.”

“That shows his good Judgment,”
sald Merriam,

“It shows that I want to keep my
job,"  declared Poloek, cheerfully,
“And I'll be caghlered now for certain,
if 1 don't get back to the Arsenanl. Ma-
Jor Congrieve expects me for dinner."

Ioker, who had brought Pollock to
the club, shook himself out of his chalr
und the others rosa.

"Il see that you find your way back
to the reservition.” sald Baker.

“That's very kind of you. And T'm
gland to have met you, Mr. Merriam.™

It was o soft volee, and as they went

out into the hall, Merrlam looked at
the owner of it with Interest. He was
n s1im young fellow, with friendly
blue eves, brown hatr. and a slight

moustache. His ecarringe wns that of

the drilled man. West Ppint does not
give a degree In the usual academis
semse; but ahe writes gomething upon
her gradustes that Is much more use-

ful for purposss of [dentification. Frank
Foliock had been the shoriest man In
his ¢lase; but his scant inches were all
poldierly., The young man with whoem
he had spent un hour at the Tippecn-
nee Club hud been gathered up by Ba-
ker, who had met Pollock somewhers
ind taken n fancy W him. They alil
left the c¢lub together except Merriam
and Leighton, who went to the news-
paper room. But Merriam stared at
the evening puper without reading It
and when he got up to go presently, he
stopped at the club register which lay
open on a desk In the hall, He put on
his esye-glasses and scanned the page
The Ink was fresh op the last signa-
ture:
"Frink Pollock, U. B. A"~

Rodney Merriam then walked to-
ward bis own house, tapping the slde-
walk abstractedly with his stick.

The next morning he called for his
horse early. He keépt only one horse,

for he never drove; butl he rode pear!v

"every dany when It wos fatr,

His ronta
was usunlly out High street toward the
country; but to-day he rode down-
town through the monument plasa and
then struck east over the asphalt of
Jeffernon street, where a handsome old
gentleman of 80, riding a horse that
wis remembered with pride at Lexing-
ton, wis not seon every day. Rodnoy
Merrviam was thinking deeply this
morning, and the shurp rattle of his
horse's bhoofs on the hard pavement
did not annoy him as {t usually Jdid.
Arsetal 15 o word that suggests dira-
ful things, but the Argenal that had
boen maintained through many peaco-
ful yours ot Matrionn, until the town In
its growth léaped over the government

sltone walls and extended the urban
lineg beyvond It, was really a pretty
purk. The residences of the officers

and several mussive storehouses were,
at least, inoffensive to the eye, The
native forest trees were aglow with au-
tumn color, and laborers were ocollect-
Ing and earrying away demd lewves,

Merriwm brought his horse to 0 walk
as he neared the open gates. A pri-
vate came out of the lttle guard-house
and returned Merriam's salute, The
man gazed admiringly after the mill-
tary figure on the thoroughbred,
though he had often seen rider and
horge before, and he knew that M@=
Merriam was a friend of Major Con-
grieve, the commandant. The soldler
continued to stare after Rodney Mir-
rlam, curious Lo ge¢ whether the visitor
would bring his hand to his hat as he
neared the flag that flapped high over-
head. He was not disappointed: Rod-
nev Merrlam never falled to salute the
colors, even when he was thinking
hard: and he was Intent upon an ldea
this morning.

The mald who answered the bell was
not aure whether Major Congrieve wos
at home; he had been packing, she
sald: but the commandant appeared ut
once and greeted hila caller cordlally.

Major Congrieve was a trifle stout,
but his gray civillan clothes made the
Lest of o flgure that was not what 11
had been. He was bhald, and looked
miuch better In a hit than without it

“You'll pardon me for breaking In on
our picking. 1 merel came to register
u kick, I don't seem to know an of
the local news any more untll it's stala
I've just heard that the Arsenal has
been sold nnd I want to say that It's
nn outrage to tear this place to places.”

“It |s too bad; but I don't see what
yvou Are golng to do about it. I've al-
ready got my walking papers, The in-
cident 18 closed as far as 1 am c¢on-
corned "

“o give ua an active post in ex-
change for the Arsenal Is not to do us
a kindness. We've got used to you
gentlemen of the ordnance. Your re-
pose hes been an [nspiration to the
community.*

“No |rony!
been so good to me and mine
we've hud no chance for repose™

“But the Spanlsh War passed over
and never touched you. 1 don't belleve
the powera at Washington knew you
wers here”

*Oh, yes, they did. They wired me
every few Hours to count the old guns
In the storehouse, untll T knew avery
plece of that old serap iron by heart.
If we'd used those old guns In that war,
the: row with Spain would have been
on a more equinl basls"

“I suppoee It would™ sald Merriam,
who wias thinking of something else.
“But I'm sorty you're going to leave.
We never guite settled that little gues-
tion about Shiloh; and I'm convipesd
that you're wrong about the Fitz-John
Porter case.”

“Well, posterity will settle thosa
fnuestions without us. And would you
mind walking over to the office with
me——"

“Hless me, T must he going! This
wus an unpardonable hour for a call”

“Not In the least: only I'vé wnother
enller over there—Pollock, of the qunr=
termaster's department, who has Leen
sent out to take charge of the new post
site, He's & nice chap; you must
know him."

“I'l be very glad, some other tima"
gald Merriam.  “Which way does he
come fromI"

“Ile's a Southern boy. Father was
o Johnny Rel, Another slgn that the
war 8 over and the hatehet bucled”

“Pollock, did you say? Tennessos
family ? 1 seemi to remembier the nnme*

“T think so. Yes. I'm sure. [ looke
ed him up In the reglster”

(To be continned.)

The town has alwayvs
thist

A Wonderfaul Sanke,

Snakes on the pampas of South
America have many enemies. Burrow-
Ing owls feed on them, and so do hor-
ons and storks, which kill them with
a blow of their pavelin beaks. The ty-
rant bird plcks up the vounk snnke
by the tail.and, fiying to a branch or
stone, usea the reptile as a flall until
its life is battered out. The larga }iz-
ard of the pumpas, the iguana, Is a fa-
mous snake killer, It smites the snake
to death with Its powerful tall, Mr,
Hudsgon In hls “Naturallst in la Pla-
ta” tells this story:

One day a friend of mine was riding
out looking after his cattle. One end
of his lnsso was attached to his anddle,

and the remalnder of the forty foot
line wag allowed to trall on the
ground., The rider notlced a large

ignana lying apparently aslesp, and,
although he rode within a few lnches,
it did not stir., But no sooner had the
rider passed than the tralling lngso at-
tracted the Hzard's atiention, It
dushed after the slowly moving rope

and dealt It a successlon of violent
blowe with its tall When the whole
of the Iasso, meveral yards of which

had been pounded In valn, had passed
by, the Igusna, with uplifted head,
gazed after it with astonishment,
Never had such a wonderful snake
crogged Its path belore,

Ml Tos Material,

“Now,” sald Mrs. Dresser, “don't
you think my new hat I8 & perfect
dream ™

“Well, no,” replied her husband: ""to
be &8 perfect dream the bill atiached
to It should also be merely a dream.™
—Catholle Standard and Times.

Dates Bll!"i.
"Who bullt the first Dreadnought?™
“Noah."—Kansas City Jourpal.

and then It's no use —Spurgecn

Never say die till you sre deafe yu

WHEN FACING DEATH

6T. LOUIS ARCHITECT'S MELPER
TELLS HOW IT FEELS,

Odd Things Came to Mis Mind ms He
Thought He Would Surely Fall
From Tall Bullding.

8t. Louls, Mo.—Have you ever faced
death ?

Do you know what It means to be
coufrented by the grim destroyer,
what great perfl will do to your ner-
vous system? Probably you have had
some close calls in your day and know
something of the emotions of a per-
son who thinks his time has come.
If not, the following Incldent related
by George Bush of thias city may glve
you an ldea of the thrill of facing
death:

“Being an architeet's nasistant, it
was my duty to measure bulldings
which were to be altered or enlarged,
and one windy day | went to see one
of these, which was a three-story and
bassment brick house with the usual
area and ralllogs In fromt of It. Ad-
Jolning this was a little higher bulld-
ing and It was necessary for me to get
the exact dimensions of the brick
wall and chimney that projected above
the roof of the house I was measuring.

“T found & very large and heavy
skylight In the attic, which reguired
all my strength to push up and out to
open. It was held open by a pivoted
stick of wood and by climbing through
the opening | saw that I could stretch
myself out on the roof and by holding
fast to the edge of the skylight open-
Ing with my right hand I could reach
out with my left and measure the
gable wall with my six-foot folding
rule.

“l was sprawled out In this manner,
face down on the slate roof, with my
left arm and the rules extended at
full length, when I suddenly became
consclious that the wind had shaken
the akylight loose from the stick that
held It open and that it was falllng
shut, If I did not withdraw my hand
Instantly It would catch and erush It
If I pulled my hand out 1 would fall,

“When I first noticed that the sup-
port had given way the skylight had
slready begun Its descent and it had
not more than four feet to fall. Dur-
Ing the time that It fell those four feet
I had ample time to review the conse-
quences of losing my right hand If 1
held on and the result of failing three
storles If I let go. There was nothing
at the edge of the roof but a little
half-round gutter held up by a few
holdfasts,

“It occurred to me that it might be
possible to pull out my right hand and
Insert my left, as it would be better
to lose my left hand than my right. [
also discussed with myself the possl-
bllity of being abie to hold my place
it I withdrew two or three fingers and
sacrificed the others; but I concluded
that they would probably be cut clean
off by the edge of such a heavy sky-
light and that I should slide down to
the street anyway.

“This ldea of the [nsufciency of
mangled fingers to support my welght
on such a sloping reoof suggested that
It might be better to stlek my arm
Into the opening and that perhaps the
injury to It might not be s0 severe as
to require amputation. [ distinetly
remembarad trylng to reecall whether
the muscles should be firm or relaxed,
and thought it best to hold them firm.

“Auw well ns I can remember, the
ouitecome of my deliherations was a (de-
termination to change hands and to
sacrifice the left Instead of the right,
I had no sooner come to this conclu-
slon than It struck me that there
wottld not be time to make the change
and that I might lose my hold alto-
gether. It seemed to me that I had
alrendy changed my opinlon as to the
respective merlts of the two hands at
least a dozen times.

“All this time, remember, the sky-
light was falling shut. As ! look back
at It it seems |ncredible that I did not
spend at least bhklf an hour thinking
over the pros and cons of the situa-
tion, but It must have been less than
a fifth of a second, My final resolve
was & determinstion to hold on, as
there was no time to change hands,
and to trost to the shreds of my man-
gled fingers to hold me on the roof

“Put when the crush came and the
skylight actunlly fell shut my hand
was not in the opening. [ was sllding
down the roof on my way to the etreet
balow,

“The edge wan at least ten feet be-
low me and | was galning speed at
every foot

“1 dlstinctly remember the ralling
around the area and also the absence
of any cornice on the eave of the
roof—nothing but a rusty old drlp
gutter, The thing [ conld not remem-
per, although 1 made desperate efforts
to do so, was whether or not thal area
ralllog had spikes In it

“l knew 1 should fall directly upon
those rallings and the splkes bothered
me, The minutensss with which I re-
called everrthing about the house—ita
pnumber, the alterations that were
mada In It, the sketchen wo had pre-
pared, the new Idéas we had talked
aovar—al! these things wera reviewed
in the affort to reeall In  conunection
with one or other of them something
that would answer the guestion, Were
there spikes on that rafling or not?

“1 suddenly became consclous that
{ wna no longer aliding down the roof
It was exactly lke waking out of a
dream. [ then realized that my toes,
in dropping over the edge of the
slates, had caught omn the little balf-
round iron gutter.

*“In another minuts the skylight was
pusbed up by people who had beard
the crash and come up to see what
the matter. They sooa bauled
me to & plsce of safe
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Some Woes of Diet Treatment Victim

EW YORK.—Three weeks ona lm.

ited dlet In an enaeavor to repair
the internal damage done by a runa-
way appetite ocouldn't obliterate the
memory of three-lnch steaks and milk-
fed clams and all the while that James
McGowan sat in front of a mirror In
the Memorinl hospital at Orange
assuming
Polalre proportlons his mind kept re-
verting (o menu cards he had met. He
talked constantly In his sleep, the bur-
den of his oratory belng “with mush-
“dishes

watching his = walstline

room 20 cents extra,” and

marked X are ready.”

Try as he would he could not erase

recollections of times when he had
compelled the cook to beg for mercy.
He read whole reams of antifat fletion

and dld everything possible to dis
courage his appetite, but it wasn't any
For breakfast, luncheon and din.
ner he has been allowed a walnut, a
sprig of lettuce and ten drops of di-
He tried hard to con-
vince himself that he was overeating
and hegged the hospital authorities to

use,

luted water.

cut the menu to one course.
But his dreams were haunted with

sides of beef, acres of French fried
He
stood It as long as he could, but yes-

potatoes and showers of gravy.

terdsy morning at preclsely a quarter
of four v'clock, after the last of a regl
ment of savory squabs had marched
directly under his nose, each squab
carrying a Jullenne potato for a mus-
lket, he sat up In bed and in clarion
tones demanded that the nurse bring
him two yards of porterhouse steak,
hall & peck of French fried potatoes
and such vegetable brick-a-bruck aa
might be necessary to accompany the
eteak on its journey,

“Nothing doing in the steak line,"
sald the sleepy nurse. "Go back to
bed and Tll glve you another walnut."

“Im done with walnuts,”" sald Mr,
McGiowan, “I've enten so many I'm
beginning to feel like a squirrel, It's
James for a little broiled cow and fix-
Ings."

The nurse assured him that It was
against the rules to allow dlet patients
to break tralning. 8he left the room
just then and her patient embraced
the opportunity to take himself by the
band and make a dash for freedom
and regular food,

Polleemen McManus and Almond
saw the white-robed figure and sneak-
ed up behind It with drawn clubs, Be-
lleving It to be the ghost of some
misgulded commuter, they were get-
ting ready to soak It on the head
when Mr., McGowan saw them.

“Gentlemen,” he pleaded, “have plty
on me and get me something to eat.”

“What you need Is something to
wear,” sald McManus. “What do you
mean by frightening two honest po-
leemen out of a night's rest with your
night-shirt drill?"

Lawyer’s Odd Plea Sets Negro Free

EW YORK.—M. Bourke Cockran's

eloquence won the acquittal In the
court of general sesslons of Victor Nel-
sot, a negro, accused of the murder on
March 28 last of Claude Humphreys,
another negro. Cockran was nssigned
to defend Nelson by Judge Malone.
The hiry gave Its verdlict at 8:45 p. m.
All Its members requested Mr. Cock-
ran to give them a copy of his address
In defense of his ellent.

“l can searcely expect you to treat
this negro ke a peer, Then treat him
like a dog,"” sald Cockran In hls sum-
ming up of the case. "Yes, treat him
llke a dog, If you must. A dog that
bites wantonly we kill, but & dog that
bites In defense of hla own master's
home we protect. Men have given
their lives in defense of such a dog,
Glve my cllent the samt shift you
would glve such a dog."

Mr. Cockran began his address to
the jury by reminding the jurors that
with one exception they had sald
they wete not prejudiced agalnst a
negro.

“We accepted this one man with an
avowed prejudiee,” sald Mr. Cockran,
"because we belleyed he was honest In
his avowals that he would be falr In
any case,

“But | am sure that you all feel
a prejudice against a negro. 1 feel
the same prejudice myself. [ once
stopped In s hotel, where there were

private baths, [ started to take a
bath and found that a negro was
using the tub. Do you think that [
bathed in that tub afterward? 1 could
not. It was prejudice that | eould not
rid myself of, and I do not feel that
such prejudice can be avolded.”

The kiling, according to Mr. Cook-
ran, was the outgrowth of the social
and economic conditions In this coun-
try. He sald that his cllent, while a
high school graduate, had tried to se-
cure decent work in this country, but
had finally found himsell driven to ac-
cept work as a sculllon, in the bhouse
where Humphreys was introduced to
him. .

Tnals of Gn'l at the Musnc Counter

LOUIS.—"Young woman,” sald

T
s a motherly individual, holding two
weary arms,

small chlldren In her
"will you play "When the Roses Bloom

Agaein' for me, please?”

The musle counter young woman,

perched on her stool, selected the
plece mentioned among a heap of oth-
era and prepared to “reel” It off.

The shabby woman llstened atten-

tively until the last notes died out
8he ogled the children in the mean-
timae.

“Thank you very much,” she sald,
and strolled slowly off.

“There,” grumbled the girl behind

the musie counter, "that s only one of

the things that we've got to put up
with. There are a hundred others, and
a8 soon as | cean get In the ribbons’ I'm
going to get out of the musle, once and
for all. The work is worth twice as

much as any other job In the store.
People think that you are there 1o en-
tertain the public |nstend of to gell
goods. | feel safe In saying that fully
60 per cent. of the people who ask for
n concert do not buy a slngle ten-cent
song."

Whereat the musie counter girl
whirled on her steol, dashed off a few
chords on the plano and looked around
just In tlme to cateh the eye of an
old gentleman who was studying & st
attentively, Heaitatingly, he asked:

"I want to get a list of songs—hera
they are,” he began, Then there en
sued a long search for them. The
songs were old ones and they weren't
on hand, so the old gentleman asked
if the lady would play over a dozen or
s0 In order that he might “mateh "em®™
as near as possible,

Large store managers realize that
the peaple at the average music couns
ter are busy, hard-worked individuals.
There nre g0 many things to contend
with aslde from the knowledge re-
quired of musle lists, nnd the abllity te
play the plano. That Is why the sales-
man and snleswoman In this depart
ment avernge higher wages than a)
most any others in the whole store.

‘Cubs Mascot Tamed After Wild Chase

HICAGO.—DBruno, a black cub bear

Inte of Montana, maescot of the
Cubs baseball team, was tamed a fow
days ago.

Bruno escaped from his cage home
in the basement of the Monroe club,
West Monroe and Green streeis, and
ran amuck on the West slde, creating
& panic among pedestrians and chil
dren, snapping at cats, growling at
chickens, and attacking stray dogs.

Two baseball “fans” were in the
midst of a heated argument over the
merits of the Sox and Cubs when
Bruno, running at full speed and pur-
sued by & acore of club members, pe
destriana, policemen and children,
wndely upsst the Box fan

“Pretty good team we have, ah?™
asked the Cub fan of the Sox sup-
porter, who was brushing the dust
from his clothes.

“Oh, 1 don't know."

“Well, that was our mascot, And
the team Is traveling about as fast as
Bruno, added the Cub rooter,

“Then the team i golng some,” ads
mitted the Sox fan ns he turned and
watched the bear mascot disappear ln
a cloud of dust

Bruno, elosely followed by the small
army of pursuers, continued to fight
everything that came his way, until,
bleeding from & dozen flesh wounds,
the animal fell exhausted st West
Adams and Morgan strests.

The cub was penitent, and showed
no desire to romp and play until one
of the club officials bad tied a red
ribbon mbout its neck. Then Brune
brightened up, but did not try to es
cape agaln. The cub wis to make |ts
first publle appearance- at the West
side ball grounds as mascot of the
Cubs In the afternoon




