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'Miero are throe things wron? with the above
picture. Every person bringing Into our store
before we close Suturdsiy evening, February 20
the correct solution of the above puzzle will
be given a reduction of 10 per cent ou the iirst
bill of goods purchased of us, regardless of
amount.

Finding one of tho three things wrong will
give you a reduction of G per cent; finding two
w ill give you S per cent, and 10 per cent for all
three.

to make sure your hat was on right
You never see her at all?"

"I'm afraid not," answered Harkless
absently. "MIm Briscoe stopped me on
the way out and told me she had a
t Is! tor."

"Young man," said Bowlder, "you
better go out there rlht away." He
raised the reins and clacked to the gray
mare. "Well. il be mad I alu't In

town for her long ago. Itlde In with
tne."

"No, thank you. I'll walk lu for the
sake of my appebte."

"Wouldn't eucouruge it too much
Hvfn' at the I'alace hotel," observed
Bowlder. "Sorry you won't ride." He
gathered the li ends of the relus In
bis bunds, leaned far over the dash-
board and struck the mare a hearty
thwack. The tattered banner of tail
Jerked Indignantly, but she consented
to move down the road. Bowlder thrust
his big head through the sun curtain
behind him and continued the conver-
sation. "Se the White Caps alu't got
you yet"

"No, not yet," Harkless laughed.
"Beckon the boys "druther you stayed

lu tewn after dark," the other culled
back. "Well, come out and see us if yon
git any spare tinie from the Judge's."
Ha laughed loudly again In farewell,
and tho editor wived bis hand as Bowl-

der finally turned his attention forward
to the mare. When the Hop. Hop of her
hoofs had died out, Harkless realUed
that the day was silent no longer; It
was verging Into evening.

He dropped from the fence and turn-
ed his face toward town and upier.
He f It the life and light about him.
heard tho

' clatter of the blackbirds
above him, heard the homing bees hum
by. saw the vista of white road and
level landscape framed ou two sides
hy the branches of the grove, a vintu
of Infinitely stretching fields of green,
lined here ntid there with wjod lands
aud tlat to the horizon Hue. the village
lying In their lap. No roll of meadow,
no rise of pasture land, relievod their
serenity nor shouldered np from them
to be called a bill,

A farm bell rang In the distance, a
tinkling coining small and mellow from
far away, and at the lonesoiueness of
that sound he heaved a long, mouruful
9'gh. The next Instant , he broke Into
laughter, for anoih' r bell rang over tin?

fields, the courthouse bell In the sipuare.
The tirrt four strokes were given with
mechanical regularity, the prlue of the
custotli iu who operated the bell being
to produce the eft ft of a clockwork
hell, such as he h;id once heard In the
coiirthouse at ItouMi, but the t'.fth and
sixth strokes weie halting achieve-
ments, as, after 4 o'clock he often lost
count In the strain of the eliort for pre-

cise Imitation. Tlicfe vt'us a pause after
thte fixth; then a dttbious find reluctant
stroke, seven; a loiscr pause, followed
by n final rlu? with desperate decision

eight! Harkless looked at his watch.
It was twenty minutes of 0.

As he crowsed the ronrtltouse yard to
the Palace hotel on his way to supper
ho stopped to extfiange a word with
the bell ringer, who, seated on the stt ps,
wns mopping his brow with uu air of
hard earned satisfaction.

"Good evening, Schoflelds'," he said.
"You came lu strong on tho last stroke
tonight." -

"What "we need here," responded the
boll ringer, "Is more public sperrited
men. I alu't klckin' i n you, Mr. Hark-
less no, sir; but we want more men
like they got In Rotten. We wnnt men
that Ml git Main 'street paved with
block or asphalt; men that '11 put In
factories; tn that Ml act not set
round like that old fool Martiir and
laugh and pollywoggle along and make
fun of public spcrrlt, day In, day out.
I reckon I do my best for the city."

"Oh. nolxsly minds old Tom MarfJn,"
observed Harkless. "It's only half the
time he means anything by what he
says."

"That's Just what I hate about him,"
returned the bell ringer In a tone of
high complaint "You can't never tell
which half it la. Look at him now!"
The gentleman referred to was stand-
ing over In front of the hotel .talking
to a row of coat less loungers, who sat
with their chairs tilted back against
the props of the wooden awning that
projected 'over the sidewalk. Their
faces were turned toward the court-
house, and even those hmt la medlbi-tlv- e

whittling had tooked up to luugn.
Mr. Martin, one of his hamls thrust In
a pocket of his alpaca coat and the oth-

er softly caressing his wiry, gray chin
beard, his msty silk hat tilted forward
till the brim almost rested on the
bridge of his nose, was addrusslng
them In a one keyed voice, the melan-
choly wh'ne of which, though not the
words, penetrated to the courtliouse
steps.

The bell ringer, whose name was
Henry Schofleld. but who was known
as Schoflelds' Henry (popularly abbre-
viated to Schoflelds'), was moved to In-

dignation. "Look at him!" he cried.
"lxk at him! Everlastingly goln' on
about my bell! Well, let blm talk.
Let htm talk!"
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"HoJ day, Sir. HoCuuc" was Uio
nnswer. "L-- t ino liuve your note of
witutirawni DtTore you leave town tins
iit'ii-moon.- Tbo young man paused u
moment then extondcd bis hand an ho
naiil: "Shake bunds, won't you? I 1

haven't uiennt to be too tmrj on you.
1 hoie thirds will swin eaalor and gny-- T

to you before lonfr, ntid If If any-
thing should turn up tbat I run do for
you l:i a privute way I'll be very glud,
you know. Ooodby."

TU' souml of the Herold's vlotorj
wout over th Htatu. Hie paper cuuie
out rt'ifularly. Tlio townsfolk bought
It, and the farmers drove lu for It. Old
subscribers came back. Old advertis-
ers renewed. The ilcruld began to sell
In Amo, and Oalnett roiitity peoplo siilv
Beribed. Curlow folk held up their
heads when Jotfnall.-fi- tvus mentioned,
l'nsently the Herald announced u new
connection with lloucn, and with thnt
and the aid of "patent lnsides" began
nu era of three lesues a week, appear-Itit- j

"i Tuesdays, Thursdays und Satur-
days. The riuttvllle brass band sere-

naded the editor.
I Miring the second month of the new

rejilme of the Herald the working force
of the paper received an addition. One
litem the editor found some barroom
loafers tormenting a patriarchal old
man who hud a tuatnilfleent bead and a
grand white beard. He had been
thrown out of a saloon, and he was
drunk with the drunkennefs of three
weeks' steady pouring. He propped
blnivelf against a wall and reproved
his tormentors In Latin. "I'm walking
jur way, Mr. Fisbee,"' remarked the
Journalist, hooking his arm Into the old
man's, ""fluppo; we leave our friends
here and go lioine."

Mr. Hsbee was the. one inhabitant ot
the town ptmwefng an unknown past,
ind a glamour of romance was thrown
about him bj the j;oj--(s-

, who agreed
that there was a dark, portentous se-iv- t

In his life, au opinion not too well
coiillrmed by 'tlie old mail's appearance.
Ills tine eyes had a habit of wandering
to the horizon, and Uls expression was
mild, .vague and sad. lout In dreams.
At the first glance one guessed that
bis dreunis would never bo practicable
in tholr apniiiitlon, and some such

t blni was probably what
Mimed the editor of th Uvta to ntrk
name him, la his own mind, "the White

Klsbee, coming to Plattvllle from
nobody knew where, bad taught In the
high school for ten years, but he proved
quite unable (o refrain from lecturing
to the dumfotinded pupils on arcbav
olop-y- . neglecting more and more the
ordinary courses of Instruction, grow-
ing year by year more forgetful and
absent, lost In his few books and his
own reflections, until at last he had
been discharged for incompetency. The
Unzed old man had no money and no
way to make any. One day he dropped
In at the hotel bar, where Wllkerson.
the professional drunkard, favored liliu
with his society. The old man under-
stood, lie knew It was the beginning
of the end. He sold his books In order
to continue his credit at the I'alne
bar, anil once or twice, unable to pro-

ceed to his own dwelling, spent the
night In a lumber yard, piloted thither
by the hardier veteran Wllkerson.

The morning after the editor took
him home Flsliee appeared at the Her-

ald ollice In a new hat and a decent
suit of black. Heliud received his sal-

ary in advance, his books bad own re-

purchased and he had become the
stall of the Carlow County

Herald; also be was to write various
treatises for the paper. For the first
few evening when he utaitcd home
from the ollice his chief walked with
him, chatting cheerfully, until they
had passed the I'alnce bar. But Fls-bie- 's

redemption was complete.
The editor of the Herald kept stead-

ily at bis work, and as time went on
the bitterness his predecessor!. swindle
had left in him passed away, ltut bis
loneliness and a sense of defeat grew
and deepened. When the rlstas of the
world had opened to his first youth be
bad not thought to spend his life In
such a place as riuttvllle, but he funud
himself doing It, and it was no great
happiness to him that the Hon. Kedge
Halloway of Amo, whom the Herald's
opposition t.) MeCuno had sent to
Washington, en mo to depend on his In-

fluence for reHumiliation, tmr did the
reali.aiinti that tlu editor of the Car
low Cc'io'y ll 'rall had come to be
li('u:i"' HUetexsor as political d. eta-to- r

pr.icluee a pi lit I l;liiy uilivenltu: ef-

fect I'pun re- - ciing man. The years
drifted very flew ly, and to hil l It sem-ci- l

that tiny wc:.t by while he stood far
asi.le and i.nid not even see tbeiu
move. Ho di-- nut consider the life he
liil an etching one, but the other citi-len- s

of Curiow did when he undcrtnek
a war against tho White Caps, denl-len- s
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than die was. They knew more about
them and understood them better than
he did.

There was no thought of the people
of the Crossroads In his mind as be sat
on the sua Uo fence staring at the little
smoky shadow dance on the white road
In the June sunshine. Ou the contrary,
he was occupied with the realization
tli at there had been a man In Ida class
at college wtumo atnbltlou needed no
restrict, bis promise was so treat In
the strung belief of the university, a be-

lief he could not help knowing and
that nvcn years to a duy from his com-
mencement this man was sitting on a
fence rail In Indiana.

I)own the pike a buggy eamo creak-
ing toward him, gray with dust, old
and frayed like the fat, shaggy gray
mure that drew it, her unchecked, de-

spondent head lowering before her,
while her Incongruous tall waved in-

cessantly, like the tanner of a storming
purty. The editor did not hear the
flop of thu mare's hoofs nor the sound
of the wheels, so deep was his rev-
erie, till the vehicle was nearly oppo-
site him. The red faced and perspir-
ing driver drew rein, and the Journal-
ist looked up and waved a long white
l and to him In greeting.

"Howdy do, Mr. Harklessr called
the man in the buggy. "Soakln' In the
weather?" He spoke in shouts, though
neither was hard of henrlng.

"Yes, Just soaking," answered Hark-less- .

"It's such a fe'ypi'y day. How Is
Mr. Kowlder?"

"I'm glvln' good satisfaction, thank
you, u ti l all at home, tiht't lu town."

"Give Mrs. Bowlder my regards,"
snld the Journalist, comprehending the
symbolism. "How la Hartley?"

The farmer's honest face shaded over
for fl second. "He's be'n steady ever
score the night you brought him home,
nix weeks straight. I'm kind of both-
ered about tomorrow he wants to come
In for show day, and skeins If I hadn't
any call to say tin. I reckon h'll have
to take his chance and us too. Seems
more like we'd have to let him. long as
we got him not to come In last night
for Kedgo Halloway's lecture at the
courtbonse. Ba?.: bow'a that" locturw
strike you? You give Kedge a mighty
fine send-of- f to the audience In your In
troduction, but I noticed you spoke of
him as 'a thinker,' without snyln' what
kind. I didn't know you was as cau-

tious a man as that! Of course I know
Kedge Is Lonest"

Hsrkless sighed. "Oh. he's the best
we've got. Bowlder."

"Yes. I presume so, but" Mr. Bowl-

der broke off suddenly as his eyes
opened in surprise, and he exclaimed:
"Iaw, I'd never of expected to see you

ttln' here today! Why ain't you out
at Jud-j- e Briscoe's?" This sp?!cli seem
ed to be Intended with some humor, for
Bowlder accompanied It with the loud
laughter of sylvan timidity risking a
Jnfc". .

"Why? What's going on at the
Jidge'sT '

"Uoln' on! Didn't you see that
strange lady at the lecture with Minnie
Briscoe and the Judge and old Flbbee?"

"I'm afraid not. Bowlder."
"They couldn't talk about anything

else at the postofflce this mornlu' and
at Torn Martin's. She coma yesterday
on the afternoon accommodation. You
ought to know all about It because
when Minnie and her father went to
the deepoe they had old Fisbee with
'em, and when the buckboard come
through town he was settln' on the
back seat with her. That's what stir-
red the town np so. Xotxtdy could Ag-

ger it out any way, and nobody got
much of a good look at her then except
Judd Bennett. He said she bad kind of
a new look to her. That's all any of
'em could git out of Judd. He was In a
sort of a dreamy state. But Mlldy Up-

ton You know Mlldy? She works out
at Briscoe's"

"Yes. I know Mlldy."
"She come In to tho postofflce with

the news this lady's name was Sher-
wood and she lives at Rouen. Miss
Tllibs says that wasirt no uews you
could tell she was a city lady with both
your eyes shut. But Mlldy says Fisbee
was goln' to stay for supper, and he
conio to the lecture with 'em and drove
off with 'era afterwerds. Sol TIbba
says he reckoned it was brraiise Flslse
was the only man In Carlow that Brls-coe- s

thon;;l t had r"ad enough books
to he smart rnoiuh to talk to her, but
Miss Seliny s:t; s !f t'lat was so they'd
have got you l;:sVi d, and so they had
to all Jest about give it up. Of course
everybody got a s ; 1 loo!: at her at the
lecture they set on the platform right
behind you and Halloway, and she did
look smart. What got me, though, was
the way she wore a kind of a little dag-
ger stuck straight through her head.
Seemed a good deal of a sacrifice Jest
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