we octikl soe the pralrie
pched 08 amooth 08 6 floor,
4 Hittle Dinny strofled ou and on til
palddock wos only a dot
a5t the blue sky llne. Little Diony
| from ong buttercup patch 1o
witl wiid slirleks of dellght in
glory, He pulled up groat
nom, relled over and over
W of gold and coversl hiy
howers of thelr petals,
ittie heed to Dinny's
b Tha blue dellght of the June skies
aut ns well have been November
ming for nll the plensure reflectusd
L per brown eves. The rinell walls
| to stife her lntely.
ol al) night to take the boy and
e lonely waking hours In tho
But now, with all the wile space
sk anid pradrie nbout” her, her sense
gesolation ned disgappolntment secwm:
seventiatind Instend of  lessened.
was tinnd of thinklug,
e of trying to strnlghiten ler end-
fanele of quistionings: She want-
g to get nivay, 1o find complete rest.
gy wondersd, o spite of the soft
40 of Dinny in hors, 4f things might
pave been VASELY bétter hml she
ot come West to the ranch swith

ﬂﬂ:-nl frotn her gicllsh Uredms of 1t
wow at twenty-thvee. nftep fve
. ghe was wondering If It really
il Not bur thnt Donatd was klnd,
be bt thit he gave her all that he
bul) of limself he could spare froimn
1t was the hopoless stuphd.
e of 11 that wis wenrlng on her,  Her
gwns made up of Inanltles,

After the advent of Diony ol the
dtiunnl surprise that le really wus
jubrw, (hat Lo 10 =mile, that it was o
oth and that he hod tiken s step
pthilng bad ocourred to disturb the
oylng evenness of lier existence. And
anihls all the ol eestnsy of the first
prrigge A0y gone, Mow unessentiul

HE WAK A MAT) DOAN—A WILD SWINLL

was to his existence, How little he
L after Al 8o long na the Mo
tan fnosthly, whether or vot ber

hada stoopel to pleke up Dinny, who
ited that hils bomped nose needed
nwdiate nttention. She st down In
Potteroup bed and  looked at the
Pd. He wae very lke his father, she

POy o exlit when ghe nlways hind

e ining sun ellmbed steadlly to-
But still Rhoda sit with
drowey ol In her Iap and watehe
the hliok spixcle of the ranch houea
10 that she went biek to mors
FAlng that whe plod on to the stw
b with the ohlld to tnke a traln for
e me sl st enlled the place of
dhol—well, pnd what then?

T alis thin conse to exist and b
10 lve, or would the old innnity
e 5n overtake her even there?
BN b worth the trinl, But whnt
fald? How wauld it nffect him?
U e really be disturbed beyond
Fetilnes it wonld make jn his
ol Arrangements, or were there
del swithin him which she did

th AWy toward the east she could
®dsrk line whieh mennt that the
With Donald, weee “sorting” the
It would bo long after dark be-

of the pratele alr, sweet with
MR Sween over flowoer Inden grass,
Winrmting as {8 no other
Nothing In ber east

old compare with this, ehe
The Goéan {taelf would seem

Wity and peace of the pral

rred (o her arms and woke.
4ls hands with cookles and
e Uim ax he ote, answering his
“F 1a abstracted monosyliables.
“7 he erled Inoa sbrill litte

* Siommie. what a4 funny claud
ol lazlly 10 the west: then
: “.' Livr foot, Dbty in her nrma,
= Ind grown suddenly unbvara.
There wha » Slrungs
tha prifrle, Moving up
UE wedl was the ol friitilar
E-r\! clond which for tiie paxg
H4d bewn her constant dread, | heve.

.

Wi snorttng amd wild with fean Ll|
the honvy silsmos her volee wounded |

foud and shrfil.

“T wish'— Misanda wald, tlien stop

| pel, slghing EBhe was #0 litth usad to

Mnng" whe sald, “we nre gFolng to | haring héy wishes come tene.

lle down, with our faces In the gross, |

until the storm passes over us,
then we are golng homwe, nnd mother
WHI mnke Loy a glogerbread mon fur
mapper. Won't that be plee?

As she spoke Rhodn dropped thie hoy
to the gronmd, and then, dropplog be-
glde him, she drew him close to haer
with one hand, shislding anpd protect-
Ing bim with her bods, while with the
other hinnd she clung 1o n stubiliy brler
roor.

Then there were s mad roar, 4 wnd.
den half darkness and s wild swirl of
wind. then gradual qolet nud freeains
eoll with great deluges of ley rain.
When the first roar hind died awny [n
thie Wlistanien Rhoda 84t up, The tor
apdo hid possed betwesn ber nnd the
ranehy hovse,  She pulied off hor skirt
ad wreapped It abouf the chiid, who
was lmp snd apecchless with terror.
She herself whis strangely oaliy,

As the dorkness 1fred o 1ttde she
tried to look off Wwoueh the dyiving
Filn o the hording lne. but she eould |
see nothing,  Bhe Hived the ehlld and
with lilm (. ber arms stroggied in (he
diveetion of the ranch house,  Slipplng,
Fulling. wind whipped s half drown
e, slilveringe swith the coll, she strig-
B Ol o,

Thon throtugh the swirl of the storm

sl heand oof Deéats, then Dontld's
withch shyomn : !
“Rhoda!  RBhoda! Tthodla!™ And her

husband tHirew
wid claspesd thom both In' bis nems:
Are you hurt?  Ob, you poor. poor

gl

Sl Donnld, Donald! she grapol.
Ol now Mo pot burt,  Nelther is
Doy

“Diuny—ob, yes, Dlnoy, too, of

eourae”  And he took the little tellow
froun b and ded Dier toward the Lorse,
I went home for Innel! be pianted,
“to supprise you They sald you were
out Lere. Then the thrnitilo enme, hud
=and T went wad, 1 guess ™

“Donnld,”® sald  Bhode, rnlsing ber
colee abpye the low| of the storm, i |
you really eare so much as thaty  Why, |
Fou even thooght of me before you did
Dinng, Tl you really care so much,
Donuld

Danald looked down Inte her upturn-
ed foce in doazsl ustonlchment.  “Cars,
Hbodn 2 e nsked, “Casel \Whs, what
else do 1 live for®  And he put ler!

o e Lorse with o touch that tarilisd |

bor as of oll, She looked down wt
the chlld o8 Donndd lakl Wim mo ber
logy, ool the tlouglits of the morning,
oAb padt pears, eame ok o her

“How ool I hoave guisnudorsionsd
ot she o | herself,  "Vihat o fgol

W wWomnn bLiet™
Pronahl, leading the horse, could not
hear, but shie smlled bapplly at hiy

Uiek throvgh e blinding raln oua |

liugged e child to her with e -llnl:
Joy of living, |

The Indian of Today, |
Something mwore than four centuries
ltve: gone by sinee Colambis duw il
ot the view of the Ataerichn rod e,
The red wan'e bortzon has broadensd
Inthat time. A young man who e

faor the Booklovers Magazine found thy
warriors of the plalos unlmpresssd by
i pable padefne,

“Why do they call the Fouril of July
‘Indepemlence day® ™ un old warelor
nskixd o they sut by thie cnmplive

The explanntion wus somewlint [neo-

herent. but Ipeloded montion of 5 war |
with Great Britnin; r

Sk,
ikl

I bave been there” re-
Intlan  reminlscently,

Y8,
thie

“Laniden 18 o fne ety |

Then up spoke another brave form

from where b squatted, with deipplig | dropped o f

riln streaking his war palot, Y1 ke

Purls’ better,” |

Tho white man gospued.
SArelitndd wax born in Berlin'® sald
the femnle sphinx st the lard palls,
turning to indieate the child who grein.
ned toothlessly In e hnekgromnd
“SWhleh do yon preefer®™ they nskml,
41t has stopped ealntng” srld the
white man, “und I most be golng ™
Laiter It transplead that obe wos &
Carlisle graduste, and all bad heen
abrond wilh Taffalo BT

Mgeon Fakirs.

The bird funeler took a young pl
geon's benk betwesn his fluger and
thumb, *If I was o pigeon fakir' he
sald, “I'd make this leak curve down-
ward mare. Every duy I'd bend b this |
war, while It's young aml soft, and

when the bisd woulld grow wp It would |

Do

tinve n beak of the corroct shape. |

o the N y i paREeid
fore thew, though, It waould hinve pa l,hnd A R bor Hiere;

through i lot of palin.

*Plgeon fakirs are prefty numerous. |

They have tricks that will add £25 to
$50 to n fine Lird's value. A favorite
trick ls frimming. They cut out festh-
ers of the wrobg color, npd with thele
gelssors they manipulate certaln tnark-
fogd til) fhdy get them hito the pittern
that ls cons o] best, Ther dye the
bird's fedthers too.
gkl and n good recipe. Judges, belng
foxy, often touch n finely caolormd hlrd
With ncld to wes If the color Is faded or
not, Sa tie dye, of st e
nedd proot.

“Eoane men take raupng almond tm-
hlers ind lnease thelr hitide far & cous
ple of hours each dey In 0w
mold.  Thia t
into the blant
winnlog absond tmpb
—New York Pross
e o e

U P,

4 TR

and | musie,

himself from his horse |

}
.‘
|

: |
seribes his adventures nmaong the Shaix |

This work nesds | DI
| Thete

Mirnndn loved eolor and l'ght and

Somewliere In her  pedigree

| there miust have besn a stealn of trop
| It blood, else bow account for ber de.

slres any mwore than for ber siliy black
hale, her Hguid Llack eyes, Lor
ellve =kin touched with scarkey?

fie

Her

P danglog as well wis wholly antuught,

untimed  save by the sweep of the
wind, the Iuiling phatter of ealudrops
on the eottuge roof,  She dauesd only
when she thonght herself wlone, Her
idfather,  he minlster,  thought
fng of any sort 4 deadly sin.

e bnd o heart kind omd e, this
Hent, white balped old gentlomun, and
teuly loved hls one geandebid. 10 wae
Lis eresl, nol Lltnself, shilch foreed
himw to deny Ner the things her youth
cenved.  Fle did not uodesstiod ler
uny wom thea be bod understomd bis
wite, her gromdmotber, who Lagd dled,
leaving behind a baby zivl that grew
np the feminine counterpurt of Its fg-
thisr.

IL was o qquecs, o plteais Jyst of fate
that e b, o womne boen for the
mibssiouiry vnase, suel i pleoe of gulok
silvior as Mirdadn for s dongliter. How
the givl came by the gquleksiiver exeopl
through the grandmotier was n puzsie
of boredity, Fler father was & misslon.
ary, meck inoall things except regand
g hils choseli work, were lie hod a
lon's Leart, & Spartan’s  emdurce
Thus Miranda had  Dbeen lefe belingd
wlhien hee parents weot to the far east
Thut wis ten years bBick—so long ago
they wore little more to bher now thun
men oprlow

Miraudn plcked up her mother's lit
est lettor, The paper was thin, the
writing fine egod erabbed, but she wos
alle to rend an account of the danclng
girle 1o one of the heathen temples.
After the third reading she shut ler

i

| eyes. Her mother hnd dwelt feelingly

upe the horeor, the lmplety of 1t ull,
but somehow there had erept between
the lues enougl of the east to bew el
the remder, She seemed to see 1t nll—
the crowd, the lights, the wrenths of
simukiug incensa, the figures swaying
in thme pnd tooe, Aod ns sbe thus saw
mentally there came to ber o lopgiug
uot to Le reslsted to dance, danee,
dunee, the night awiy.

It was evenlng. Her graudfather
wis dgway ol o speclal serviee In his
mlsajon chapel. She bad Leen left be
limd to finish some slight bousehold
tieka,  Holf nomile down the strect
the Bristen fancy ball was In fuil
Linst. 8he lad o cord to lt—one sho
Dt tiot darod to display, Now, Inksiwe
I, shie miee up ber milnd to go—not-
withistting her formnl regrots, She
would not gooes Mireudn Acton—rither
ns o duoclog gl feom o world un.
kuowh,

Her mother bod sent lomwe o come
plete outiit to e solid ot the Tweilth
Night 8. Barzabas falr, With shaking
s she hpdgled herself into it, then
t here=1t o the glass, The of
ol her, bur It conyinedd: Loe
there unst e farther disgulie, She

ennught e her wiater oolors, guve hor- :

solf 0 dusky  complexion, earmine
clivoks wud  hesivy binck lnshes, She
stalned hor arw, bor aokles, her bire
thront.

BBy the time (it was dotie the olds
wns stiiking 100 In hinlf su hoor ber
grandtather wonld be bome.  For oa

| minute she healtated, then, aluost L

fore shie kuew 11, she hnd golushes over
L sandnls, and, well wrappod 1o hir
fong mnckintosh) wis out In the steeet

IPresontly sl found heeself fw the | pride  she
| Brixtons

Hhrary,  Shie had eroshied
through® nogoat multitode of dures
nearly s i

hior oy, Sl

v ered, Lod, having
i eotrfosy th e
Iy M, Beition, who lial starsd ut
Fiew Al #molled a kindly swoleome, nnd
Jet huie silp away o the erowd

The band was ployiong. 1n the roomn
fod el condithons of folk
diy about. Miranda glane

wind shriink They
eotld
QIR TS i ymst
1 wosle sill 8o heyondd i
adventure, The lbrary wis smpts,
Half unoonsciously she hegan to foot
1t over the polisbied floor, wenving bk
and forth, bending, swaying, balanelng
AP0 o foOr, nETiE Hp, ATINe lawn or
extenided g though In entreaty.

(i, on, on, she bent wnil n\\'rl_l‘"-‘. now
stnmiping one ting foot, now plronetting
with unthught grace, nneonscious thot
two palrs of cyes watchied her from the
ambush of heayy curthins sWing aoross
a deep window seat, They wers mas-
cullne eyes—Tom Brixton and hiy clty
friend, fust baek from globe trotting
They gansl
spellbound tt Miranda, then breathless-
Iy ut each other,

“olt v m mirnele” Tom whisperad at
1ast, “one that shows how Dlond wil

il i
them

ol it
were daneing v amd twe

gl d8nee

tell, 1 kuow our dancer. She's old
Parson  Carter's  granddaughter, the
préteiest giel o the county. Let's go
out and tnke possession of her. We

lepstand, but If the others saw—my!
woulid be n kettie of feh!™
“Hao still] It is rilege to think of
stopping Ler,” Landon, the clty friemd,
i, t rd, “and 1t woald be
stay  Heri,
ot A foor of

gald, lireut

by Lot

leg Lier
fir, dpndlng
m hdsbold with & Jite

sonnd .\flrn::.h stappet, panle

otit of the conituod as |

an Him, he shouted:

wanton! You bave made it certalo you

will burn for this ln everlasting .’

He swung upen bis leel, but torsed |

bnek, saving dully, “1 shall e walting
when you choose to come—home™

Mirbndn  speang  toward  him,
London restratued ber. “You will only
make things worse,” bhe sald. “Listen
Tom Brixton will youch for me—that |
wean you no bavm In what 1 say,
e ke you awns—1io the clity,
the plage for suech ns you,  Hepe |l
will be o burden o you nmd  those
wround you, There you may be buppy
i fomons aon eieh”

“Lot's get out of this” Brixton said, |

openiug n loeked door that fed o his
father's otlice and drawing the minks
ter el Landen within ft, Mirnnda fol
lowasl  thein, wmoving Hke one i a
deean, Thore were low, carnest worls,
whiose lmport she dld not eateh, then
she was whisked oft to the
(LTI P L

She dld not slesp that night,. Next
mornlig she wis cnon tridn speciing
eltyward, wondering if she ever shookia
goe her native town dgali.

Miranda must have b born under
u speclally luoky star, for slie was oy
miltted to oot ek seven years later
1o the suecor of (hose she hud eft bo-
Lo Ileér pascots Dad comie Do, 6l
thele witongeth ol use sapped by the
eruel enst, o rest oy said; o div
mialil those sbout then

Parso
Case, W ien, methods,
hod orowded him from the place lig
loved mo woll,  Now, fortwo years jis
Miranda's bovnty hnd madnthinel bl
He Koew the souree of It althongh he
never wentloned bher nome.  She was
Ho mere Jdaneer, Ut an oetress wha
bl conquersd lier place o the world,
Lundon bad Nyed up to his word—he
had made ber eleh and fomous, albeit
hie had been unable to make her love
litm,

Why, be could not understand.  Tom
Brixton might possibly have enlighi-
ened lm, 1t was Tom who kept Ml
rindd in touch with what went on In
the Hitle brown cottage, and whan e
sl slmply “Come! she koew somo:
thing of what to expect,

But not mll  No faoey eould paint
for lier the mother foce, wan and full
of mother longiug, or show the father,
thin and bowsd, with ot something of
soldier fire In his faded eyes,
father Carter was pliltolly e,
good pnnn hud Uved so sparely ho witi
alimost Bloodlees,

Mirnndn came In to them, not o
oronture of #ik and lnce, but in the
some stufl frock she had worm upoi
her outgoing.  As abe looked from o
to nother ber heirt rose o ber throat
Iustinetisoely she ran and cnught ler
mother I hes arms, kocellng to loy
Lend upon the thin breast and wol
opt, “Loam ndvver goltig away agnio-
W xou will let qne stap."

"No, she lsn't guing, whntever yon
sar Tom interposind,
mon sense person aml knew
were gpitting foo tanse, “Uve
walting for her long enong
s0v 1.
whethier op not (s by rour Jenvil'

“Pake Lor, nithough she 18 not ours
Lo give, Wi waope (e desorters," Mer
Acton suhl, while the two minlsters
laid thele clasped hawds upon Miron

soineliow

all

but fn o happy Key: “Amen! Amen!™

She Didn't ot 1 O,

Anoolid Indy
upon D Gl
dottors. neekbsnds werk oo long for

liop Idens of tinksterin] Bumllity, aod |

bt |

Lat |
I el

. 1
Corter. wan in littie  bettet
measues |

Graml: |
The |

He wis a com- |
things

LT TN
of |
Now I mean to lave her, |

el agtoative, lwpresionnble. 1o
redape the okl sessou of 18
to Nice and took pooius [ g )
g out o the glay, desors
troplicil plants, ol e Moditer
beyond, Gl woa windlow
10 the pleas:
thid had beeti serpteliod on
with' o disiuoid,

1 bive sald that 1 s of an
slonable usture, but this dees
o sutisfoetibeily te elfvet this g
Aarguerite, Bl dpon uie. Bodldes (i
curiosity nntarul toaoy ooe dondere
elreumstinnves w who  Marsuerin
might tey L folt some wystorions ok
Ing of Ler personplity with o s

1 rmnlisd s Nice for the carndval
When the stivets were foll of mrry
wakers 1 osalllixd 1 1o dngle witl
the fo, 1 owalked baek aod Both
Jomthsd by the erawd, (e an boue dl
was nbout o returt ooy hotol whie
I wer two givls sndwiclisd Doty
two mon. My ottention was cialled o
them by rooedy # hondfal of con
fettl—=bits of paper the she of siow
Qikes nud somewbit nesptonbiling theie
—thrown I ms ol of 1l
glrls,  Eer eyoes sclutilansd with mis
clilof. A few seconde wes the periisl
we JookKéd nr edch other; then | was
gl confrontxd with the crowid i
which T bad no interest. T wiillood
streot. Ll the  last merryiker: bud
left it Loplng o see her agnin, b
wik doomed to dsappoiutment,

I want to slesp thinking of the protty
faee of the girl who b coversd me
with contettl and the nest worlng
awole to see the lnoghlng eyes looking
ito mite, apd, to wy sueprise, ey
A1 nov fade nway with toe.

1 spent the coming sumiier nt Phris,
Whoever hns been thore In the month
of June will not e lkely to forget the
gay througm, tho sparkle of sunshioe,
e young leives I tie Champs o' By
goed, the unbversal beightuess, = While
reqding  my  paper one mornlog At
brodkfnst T enmoe upon ng artiele at
varinuee with all this liveliness, Tt
WHE nnoaccount of the ease of Mine,
Thurier, who had murrled an old man
tor fuwily rensons, who had been biro-
tally treated by him and o few weoks
itter her marcinge had been nocusel
by Wmoof idellry. I sudted his pore
pose to get rid of her, and he hirad
peephe to swear to fiets that weee un-
true. By hor ndeoliness shoe expiomsd
the plot wud got o couuter dvarce, 1
wos mueh Interested o the cnse, espu
clally In the Ilogenlous methods by
which the lady proved ber inpocenee
and exposel ber husbapd's vilalog.
The nrtlele wtated that sie was much
Leoken down by hee trying experionee,

A year later T wos lo Parls agaln,
One night at the opern my friend Jean
Chappornl  Detween the wets told me
that he wished 1o presont me to his
consln, 1 was about to leave to keep
an engupement ond  sugarestad king
another opportunity.  “1 Lhave no rlight
1o say w0 he sald, *“ut sle will be
dsappointsd.”  Thin was enough, aod
I went with him to his cousin's hox,

M, Mortel, T ave tho''—

1 beard oo more.  There Lefare me, n
viglon of lovellsess in sl and Inee,
wiig e glel whe bad covered me with
confetth, Bhe had notlesd e sitting

L woeund

ke
vlew, 1 notived e uame
the phne

Tmpirs

't

foe Ly

! I the provegued, ook s st B coukin

s | ®peak to med anee the lnbodaetion,
da's bend, suving with elioked voloow |

The only change 1 notlesd In her 'wna

| thnt hee foee locked the roundiess 1

Lol notlea] whelt 1 badd dest seen 11

Do there was shmethiog o 1t o re
of Lis Hoek ouce enlleg
with o grievance, The |

ilod e of wofale landscape on which
thie sun s shiplog, but over which n
storm s recontly oromsl,

SEOWITE s you for o few mitutes,”

frter o long Buringue on the sin of by Chapporal, “with Mue, Thurler.

[ttmiited | thint  she
brought a pair of sclssors with her

poad wonld e ploased AF hor dear DHS- | puas's
tor would pertoit her to ent thewm down |

1o Ler uotlons ¢f propelony,
This dittor ant only Hetenos patient

Iy, but Binded over (he ul'rl'n-llll.;'lI

white bamds %0 be  operated  upon.
When she hod eut them to e sitiy-

fretlon nnd feturied the bibs It Wutl

i dottor's tern.

“*Now," sald he, “you must do me ol

good turn nlse.”

“Yiw, that T will, doctor. What can
it Lio¥*

Well, you have something about yon
which s o deal tob long wod which
clises me no end of trouble, and |1
sliould ke to see [t sliorter”

“Indeed, donr sle, T will not hesitate,

Whnt s It Hero are the scissors; use |

thicn a8 you please."

“Cowe, then” sald the sturdy divine,
fgoomd aliter, put out your tongue’'—
London Mall,

Out of the Harrel,

A Boston stedtusbip mon wis 8 wit-
ness of this Incldent: A Jlner was on-
londing at one of the Charleatown
docks. A cook's Lefer, o wmnll aml
very blnck negro, was leaulng over the
rll. A Jarge Logshead of molossis
eame ereaking up on the ‘end of the
chnln nnd swung onstesdily to nnd fro.
Finnlly, with a smagh, It stenek the eall
nnd broke into bite, molasses dying
everywhere, There wian a wild ery,
and frowm the wreckage came the negro,
posked from hesd to foot and entirely
unreeognieallé, He danced madly
nbout and shonted like nothing human,
A litthe Irishman, In overnlly, regnrded
the appurition for o momant with
mouth ofwn wwe, and, o lght breaking
"Molks! Fer the
lave er hivin! Malke! Wil yez woe
plint enme put of the hareel v mep-
luwas [ Tt fook the combined offorts
of the superintendent nod hin Asslstants
to convifes 'ut that ho hndo't discover-
ed o new stowaway metbod,

hndd |

1 ment e rotimsd in confaslon.
Al expredsslon of puln cutie oyer the

L oot think! she snld, “that T nm
snlllvg umder false colors.  Everybody
ferovws thae T am Mme. Thariers, though
s undder wny waddet wime
Ehe wus about to explaln forilier
when ©Ioapirad ber the paln of dolng
g0 by telling Ly that 1 koew her
Htory.

Whit she sald to e and 1 to her

Lduring thise few mluutes that 1 was

left wlnge with Lier I have no remoimn
Lenner, 1 owoas wholly tnken up with
nogrent Joy thnt 1 had foond the gir
of whoin 1 had been dreaming sitce
the earnival,

10 leuve,

UALY tousln't sald Cthe lady, “will
sliow you the way to our house, 'Won't
you, Jent”

*Cortilnly, Marguerite®*

I mearied

SN hav's the matter now ™ exelaim-
el Chapporal,  “Have [ blundered

| aguin ¥

“Madomolsslle® T snll “were yon
ever ol Niee hifore the senson durlug
whilch T saw you there?™

“You, hevernl timos"

“IHd you siny ot sny tlme at the
Hotel —-

bt S (1 A

I yom
distnotid ring

O, I owan only ifteen
thnt."

The orehe
left the by

That ull huppenad yoars dgn. Bl ¢
then [ have Loon following Marguerite
whorever she gorn.  Shie will ot warsy
e 8o long ns bher husband lives, but
be s a very old man and feoble, and
I have st honrd A mmor that be
fullen aver o prociples n the Alpy amd
Brokew M4 negk

Tlhe popunt

write your name with a
on the window pane¥”

when 1 dld

tra began to play, and 1

et

JOHN V, TUORER | waek
———

Just before the curtain )
rose Clinpporal returned, and © arose |

—_— e _
2 a elung "‘l-:ﬂ:**.:nhh:';:' SWATEE Spe=let Bl W cemd." A STORY OF "
For a mament shis stood undesided. T | A D . abe panted,
- Fn With (be sid ln ber s on DNCING || 710 5 fon o boaly asn i) THE CARNIVAL | || MUGGERTON |
pRA!RIE what ves would i Le "‘| . the door cume tho old nioleter L hiy * o
WA Poworkms L ‘-Ilu G lrl rusiy Llsek oowt, the pleture of stern, Horiginal] 1Oriainal.]
the “f:’m of tt: tall whet L yet Lealguaut, awaze putd be caugln Thewe nre peopde whe love goom and 1 wis sicting Lo my editorial den pre-
By HONORL WaLLA&T s R tardo? She buked = eight of his granddaughbtor. Thoo o peuple who e culy happy io sunshioe. | niring motter for the Sunday edition
that far ﬁl::?wuw l.l.nll_’ﬂl“ R ‘2 N wive of wrafh awepl him (ato speochi. T pwe ome of the jatter kiad, 1 dotost | wien o Lig mosendar follow who looked
18, by. O H. Batelife W i ) “Miramle, I came to plosk you 0! winter; summnier ts wy dellghit. This Is | jue 4 prize dglitee caiie 1o gud asked
parics 124 b koew that areadr the Lend Conmriphts ihed, b P G, Boswant brand from the burulng—tut, ob, SO0 | geren the ense with those who nre ;.-:-‘ v‘|lu:-lr-l»;\‘:‘::|-‘:‘|t1 .I. ;.-urut thut his renl

(ntentivn wos 1o el e wnd duliled
with L,

“Any expecience? 1 nsked,

“Lats, 1 worked three woeks on the
D Baoe, Thut's after 1 loft college,
a mouth ago”

At wention of college 1 started.

ALY ereitve facalty

“You bet! L can dlug off @ story any
thne

1w tldiklng of runnlog & atiort ato-
ry overs Sonduy. Bl down thero and
1ot e see whnt you ean o'

e took o sent ot @ vouonb roporier’s
desk tud wiote this story

“The alneteenth centiry wns  Just
twenty dyve years ofd, 10 wos the wia-
ter season By the wayside stopd n
botel, with o barroom Just off the of-
tew, e lnudlorl was ibsent, pnd s
diughter, 0 benutdtul glel of elgltecn,
sot sewing Delimd the counter, The
door opetied, aml 4 Folng tnn o rego-
lnr stdwart, walked up to the counter
und  rogistomed e wrote oo fine
roumd band, ‘IMek Tutt, Centeal Qity.
Colo' ™

1 ponsed and Jopksd gt the authoe
In 1525 the Itocky mountains where
Contial Clty 18 loented laud probably
HeVer sedn o white man,

S cowhoy, L, sild Mre, Tutt,
el the foor with Tis hroad brim,
A won BT00 At fero off the boys punchs
' cows ground “Centrl” and 've
come east o blow 1t in'

&l spoke be drew i@ head on the
girl with bis epgle oye aml brought her
down ke pn potelope.  Taling o Key
off b rrek, ®lae bmded Bt ton M, ol
B Wik pbeonit L0 g apetides whon n

puarty chme o smoking long  nines’
mud tonk possesston of the g stove In
thie cer of the room,  Mr, Tuatt

paunsed and watched thein, They soon
got to kleking wp o row, ol the gird
wineted for the telophone to call the po-
e

“yor've fuidde o osllght mistilke” 1
remnrked to the author.  “The tele-
phione  wis Inventsd holf no contury
ufter the date of your swtory.™

o glorel ol grovnd his teoth llke
o lion poked with n long Stek, wnd 1
went on reading,

“Mr Tutt walked up o the lady and
snld:

SULE pon want thise galoots tumbled
out I reckon & enn do the Job'

HaNg, slf ropked the glel softly;
e pever allow any shooting o this
house.”

“ohootin'' exelnimed the gentleman,
What do 1 aeed of o gun with such
muscle?  And, rodling up his sleeve,
he showel 0 Dleops that meakareod o
gomd twenty luchoes.

CAWithont walting for paermbasion b
shetlend e o the mpn nking the most
folee gl stealghitenlng bk erosled
st o sent the fellow snlling ke an fow
Bt slongg e dope (1 e beought up
agniust U boselward.. Mr, ‘Ioit then
tuemed o fiowd the pedt, of the gabig.
1 bappencd thot KW Malne was b
Bie oo, nt that time tralning for i
et wiihy D'an MeCacken, T stgp-
! 1 the front, and 0 ring ‘Wils
] The kKD wps o Fonthisrwolght
wlth faney st rendiing, aml el aiiw-
" Wik woeong e o bl baftado.
\ o he i was dinging aroimit the
s oy Niepke hWis v g0t e elitels
Wi mind, rdsioge him s the ale,
thew Bl ot thie noxt yomm,

Skl et the Nght.  The  gatge
prcked g e pieondelons KD and rag
Bty oty for Doy dldo't Know but the
pradlos pilght vome o aoy minate,

“ O FTow i T thunk you enough ¥
rompnrked alie young indy, golog back

ta lier mewing machioe hohind, the
entnten'
Senlu D opaused to thiok. My recol-

feetlon sweas thnt the wewlng  machine
B Bot codne Into tse before 1860,

ALt moment e ol iman wallked
i

P ther,! sahd e giel, erp's
gt From the will and woolly west
A gane of rowidles camo o w fow mins
e e ond mnde n disturbnoes. The
gotilomin elenned thetn put.!

Henty felond,”  wnld e Iandlod,
Swhat cun 1o for yon? “Anything In
thll Diongse 1s gione oo giod For 1y,
(UGt o populae song.*

SORIpn e s L wlioy, ‘you've
got only one thing T wiant, your deagh-
ter.

SN enther pirt with my uew Colt's
platol or my typewrlting machine, but
1E whie's willing you huve my cousent!

“When they ware murrled the cows
boy  word o woulen sbiet, cobluroy
trousors, boots nnd spurs.  The bride
wore white miuslin'

Having folshed the stary, 1 looked op
at the nuthor.

YD ron foke o full eourse In cols
lego®* 1 pslied,

“Wall, u, 1 was brought in for a
epocinl whon the vheity G want
Into trafnlng for the anoiel football
gonle. 1 ofeft eallege Just before the
axsminntlon ™ b

L W Yol et —

Al tgeeorton

e telcle that 1all everyhody out
opposnd to yonur colleme st season?

“The sntne”

"Why did yon plice the scenn of
your story so far bhack as to time?

SRR yont wee, 1 oaln't tip o what's
molng oo, aml by the looks of you I
thought you might not be either, wo 1
mot 1t baek whore the misttkes wonld

not bo poticml ™
*Tou've made a biunder on every
Hne. Ttow would yon ike to run a

page of sporta?™
“Bully!"

Yory well

Il winet gon In ot 290 8
RARTON WILLIAMSON




