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Will Thorpe had been sent \\“-st:

three years before. He had been an
Idler and extravagant; at last his fa-
ther, who had always dealt with the
boy rather harshly, refused to nssist
him further unless he entered his iron
foundry and settled down, Angry
words had arisen, and In the end Wil
had packed his suitcase and gone
West with a hundred dollara in
pockets,

His sweetheart, Marfon Vansittart,
had scolded him for his declsion. She
had reminded him, petulantly, that she
could neither marry a poor man nor
wait for ever. He bhad kissed her and
told her that he would return with his
fortune made. And for m few months
she had written. Then her letters be
came shorter and less frequent; finaily
they ceased altogether

It was more than two years since
he had heard from her. And gradual-
Iv the new life had woven Itsell about
him, and he had ceased to care.

Then he had recelved a mysterious,
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Rode Slowly Down the Valley.

unsigned message asking him to be at
the rallway depot at a certaln bhour, to
meet the train. And he had gone, to
find Jim Tremont walting there. Jim
was passing through on his way to
California, he told him, and he had
beard was in that part of the
country. Did Wil know that his fa.
ther was dead and he was the sole
beir to five milllon dollars? He had
better write home gquickly, because ev-
eryone was gearching for him, and he
had only heard of his address by
chance,

“l suppose you'll be back East in a
week, and holding out at the club,”
sald Jimmy casually, as he shook
bands and said good-by.

It was that that made Will think
he had really changed. How could he
gasoclate those elusive memories
which he had almost forgotten with
this life that had taken possession of
hlm?

he

He thought of Norma Gale, the
daughter of the old homesteader
down the valley, How was he to tell

her? The girl, educated and refined
as were all the people of the districet.
was utterly unpresentable in the sort
of soclety In which he had moved.
She had never worn a gown with a
low neck lo her life, She would be
helpless among a crowd of people such
as—Marion Vansitiart!

Yet it never occurred to Wil that
ke could do anything but go., It had
never entered his miod that he was
to stay permanecatly in the West

A man on horseback was riding up
to bis cabln. Wil watehed hilm as he
approached. Visltors were something
of an eveént in the gsettlement, and
Wil knew the rider gs the telegraphist
in the cluster bouses that had
grown up around the depot and was
called a city.

“Wire for you,
nounced briefly,

Will took the message and opened |t
He stared at it 88 If he did not un-
derstand. It was from Marlon, She
bad learned his address, she sald—
probably everyone could discover the
address of & millionalre—and she was
passing through on her way East from
the Ban Francisco exposition. Bhe

of

" he

Thorpe io-

would stay an hour while they changed

englnes, Would he meet her?
“Thanks," sald Will to the telegraph-

tst, and watched blm ride down the

hill.
Yes, he was golng East, and golog

his |

realiged that he was approaching the
homesteader's house.  And at the door
stood Norma, in her sunbonnet.

She greeted him, “Won't you cote |
In and take some tea? she asked
“I hear you aro going FEast, Mr
Thorpe.™

He dismounted, and ho saw
that her lips were trembling. How |
had she known he was going East?
Did news iy as fast in this settloment
as in the great world! And what did
it matter to her?

“Yes, | am golng Fast, Norma,”™ he
answered, taking ber hands in his |
“Te=1 congratulate vou,” she an
sawered quletly But he siw the lo.'\rnl

n her eyes
“You have meant so much to me,”

now

he sald Impulsively. “I hate the
thought of goling And yet—It is my |
duty, | suppose.”

“"Then you must go,” said the girl

She was smiling very bravely
“SWon't you come In?" |
" he sald crudely.,
shall yvou again

softly
ut him.

"No—] can't now

Norma, 1 shall—I
before 1 go”

She podded, and he knew the tmean-
Ing of bher silonce. The girl cared for
him, and In Lher unseophisticated way
He

was Incapable of concealment
saw her walk back guickly into the
cablin.

Marfon's train was to arrive the lol-

lowing morning. Wil rode down to
the depot with a beavy heart. The
old and the new were tugging at It

and he did not know which pulled him

the harder

The traln was pulling In. He had
stood om the platform In a sort of
daze, Now he awakened suddenly,
and he felt his heart beating hard In

anticipation. The men about the plat
ortm were watching bim curfously. He
looked Into the carringes of the traln
A% It came to a halt. He walked Its
length. Marlon was there. Had
she missed her train?

“Still dreaming, Wil
voles over his shoulder.

He started round, to see Marion,
with a party of girl (riends, dressed In
the helght of fashlon, looking at him
with a smile.

“IDear me, | must be very hard to
find,” she sald. "Well! When are
you coming home?”

The hardness of her tones struck
him like a blow. Surely he had
changed out of all recognition If he
had ever thought Marion's volee beau-
tiful. The girl whom he had loved
to the point of Infatuation stood re-
him as an artificial, hard
young woman, without the slightest
charm,.

"1 think It was very wrong of you |
not to write to me for so long."” she
continuned, "But | forgive you, Wil

not

nsked m hard

vealed to

We can forgive a man with millions
enything, can't we, Dora?”
The girl addressed as Dora mur-

mured something. The whole party
wis taken aback. not to say shocked,
at the sight of this man in the cowboy
clothes, And he was a millionalre!
He was Will Thorpe of Harvard and |
Boston!

Perhaps Marion shrewdly divined
the change that had occurred In him,
for she drew him aside.

“Will, 1 know 1 ought to have been
more serious,” she sald, MBut you
can't think how startling and ridicu-
lous you look, dressed lke one of |
thesa natives, Listen, W, and let
me explain. have always cared for

vou Just as much, but I couldn't be |
engaged to a beggar. You see that
for youself, don't you? And every:

body understood that your father was |
gOIng you out of his will, io-
stead of lesving you the sole helr, 1|
am just ax fond of you, WilL" [

Wil Thorpe looked at her with slow- :
She did not reallze
what she wus saying. Had he ever |
been Jike that? Was that the kind nl'l
man that he had been, that she so con-
fdently Imaglned he was still?

S0 when are vou coming bome,
Wil ghe continued. “When are you
coming home to me?” she added|
softly. I

The traln conductor blew hls whis- |
tle. W1l looked her full In the face.
“Never!” he sngwered roughly,

The party wns moving toward the |

1o cut

ly rislng anger

train. Wil saw the look of amazed
indignation upon Marion's face. He
broke from her He mounted the

horse that wus tethered to a post out-
slde the depol. The traln was ltarl-'
ing. Hut Will waa riding for the
mountaln slopes, and his “never” ranul
in his ears liko the sound of a chanted |
chorua.

He flung hlmuslt from his horse ul
the cabin door which hid at that mo- |
ment all that life held most preclous
for him.

“Normal!" he shouted, hnmmarins"
with hls knuckles. [

He heard her foolsteps; he saw her |
stand before him; he cmught her in
his arma.

“Norma! 1 have come home—4o
you,” he cried.

Lisbon's Beautiful

ORTUGAL, the most recent na

tion to be drawn into the muel-

strom of European War,

wins once a part of the anclent
Roman provines of Lusitania, saya
& bulletin (suued by the Natlonal Geo-
graphie soclety,

With a population searcely exeesd.
Ing the combined population of New
York city, Jersey and Newark,
and an area In Europe loss than the
state of Indiana, Portugal has not
plaved a major role in the politics of

Clty.

continental Europe In many years,
naut, In fact, since Wellesley, after-
ward the Duke of Welllugton, land
ad his English forces and. with the

wid of native troops, defeated Boult
ind Muassena, Napoleon's marshals, In
the two peninsular campalgns,

But the colonlal empire of Portugal

is out of all proportion to the im:
portance of the home country In
fact there were, at the beginning of

the war, only three other countries In

Europe—~Great Hritain, France, and
Germany—whose fAags floated over
more territory bevond the boundarios
of the home couutry. The combined

area of the New England and North
Atlantic states would equal less than

ane-fourth of territory under the
dominlon of the tiny republie occupy
ing the western esdge of the Iberinn
peninsula, whose navigators in the Nt

the

| teenth and wixteenth century were the

wonders of the world., Yet all this
vakt territors held by 8,000 colo-
nial troops, supplemented by native

armies
Peasants Are Poels,

A curlous anomaly is to be found
among the peasants of Portugal, who
are classified among the most 1)
lHternte of Western Europe, yet kmong
the most intelligent. Many of the
farmoers—thresfiithe of the population

In devoted o mgricaltural pursults

have & remarknble gift for verstillca-
tion, and many of the poems of the
country are hunded down from goen
eration tn generatjon without being

sants also nre noted
and yet the aunual
exceeds 26 gallons
for erch Inhabitant. Bo groat, in faot,
In the product of the vineyards that
in the eities the varlous qualities of
siid with keener In-

recorded, The pe
far thelr nobriet)

production of wine

willar are disou
terest than the pradeos of wine,
While Portugal's maritime glory Is
a thing of the past, a large number
of Portuguese sl follow the sea for
a Hyvelthood, and the fishing induntry
ja important The Portuguese sar
dines, howover, ure preserved In Ial

| lan ollve oll, although one-fiftecuth of

the cultlyated preg of the pation is
glven over to ulive groves, for the pro
duetion of olls of u clieap grade.

The Portugicse peasant woman s
an lmportant bread winner, but she
racelves for her day's labor of 14
hours in the field only a shilling or
less, whils the men get two shillings.

One of the profiwable and extromely
popular “industries” of the rural pop-
ulation is p plucid laying In walt for
tourists who attempt to motor through
thoe country on (he less-frequented
and often lmpoassable public roads.
With an ox-tenm the pessant walts al
4 favorable spot untll a motorist,
traveling on an snutomoeblle on which
an import tax of 120 hes been col-
lected by the Portuguese government,
sticks in the mud. To haul out such
an unfortunate s often more profit-

Eem il -

UNDERWOOD A,
PERWOLT,

Harbor,

'|u|l‘u than several dayn' work In the
| whoat, malze, or rice fiolds
I Lisbon's Beautiful MHarbor,
| The bharbor of Lisbon, where the
| selzure of the German merchant ships
precipitated Portugal into the war, s
of the most beautiful In all Eu
rope, ranking scarcely second to Na
ples and Copstantinople. The clly Is
| about the slze of Plttaburgh, and bas
been the political center of the na
tion since it was wrested from the
Moors in the middle of the twelfth cen-
tury by Affonso Henrigues, the foundor
of the kingdom. It was the English
who alded Affonso In hin war against
tho Moors, and the followlng century
the two countries effected an alliance
which has existed unbroken during the
| succeoding 700 years, save for such
|npnrall|-- Interruptions ms when Na
| poleon foreed the little kingdom to de-
't‘lnrn war against the Island empiro
|  The Portuguese, capecially those of
l,l.-ih.Jn_ Wra n l!l!'“ﬂurl' loving pi‘l!lllf'.
Thoy are fond of sports of many sorts,
Including the bull-fight, but the tore
ulor in not the ldol in this country that
in nor afe the contests
u# fNarce, soldom If aver
| sacrificed in Portyguese trocsderos
Lisbon nn gresater “night

one

he in Spain,

Huroes are

s uven

city” than was FParis, the strects ap
poaring at thelr busiest usually at 3|
A, m. The principal thoroughfares are

ndmirnbly kept nowadays but as late
ns 158356 a "clean-up” cumpalgner was
n woolul mwiuority when he began
urge the authorities to put a stop
to such practices an breaking horses
in the streets and singeing plgy in the
main avenues of trado.  He also pro-
tosted against keeping pigs allve In
the strects “or tied to the doors,”
while he thought it advisable to put
wn ond to the custom of allowing dead
unlmnls to He for Indefinite periods In

in
o

Lthiy BRLroeLs,
| Thers wre about 100 journals pub
Nehed In Portugal, the majority of

these belng of a polltical nature, and
| minny of them are owned by the lead.
vrs of the various polltical purties,
Ut has been sald that if Lisbon
turns Turk tomorrow all Portugal will
wear the turban,” so when the mon
archy wus ovoerthrown in 1910, after
100 persons had been killed and 500
wounded In the capital, King Manuel
tuking rofuge In England, it was a
matter of course that the rest of the
nation would quiotly sequlesce In the
new order of things, Portugal today
has much the same outward form of
government as our own. Hach par
lHnment {8 supposed Lo lust three yoars;
senntors are oledted for six yoars, and
presidents for four yoears, The head
of the governmont recelves $20,000 &
year. Money, howover, Is reckoned
chiefty In rels, snd, therefore, even
a day lnborer's wages ld swoeet to the
cur, for it tukes 20 rels to make u
penny.

Portugal’'s transcondant contribus
tlon to world history was the colonlzn-
tion of Brazil, the lurgest natlon in
Houth Amerien and the third largest
in the Western homisphers, While
Hrazil was discovered by Columbus'
companion, Pinzou, and formal posses
wlon taken by him in the name of
Hpaln, Cabral landed in 1600, o year
Inter, and proclaimed It Portuguose
territory, FPortugal settled the coun.
try and ruled It untll 1522 when, un
der the leadership of the Portuguese
prince, Dom Pedro, Independence from
the mother county was declared,
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'FAIRIES PLEASE MR, BOOK.CASE,

| “Tho falrios are the bost little peace
makera in the world,” began daddy,
ns he saw that the ochildren woerae
roady to hear what the falries had
oo dolng all day

“Last night,” ho went on, “the book
oase I B nursery bocame very, very
angry o Just talked and muttersd
to himeelf all night. Evory little while
the ehildren would wake up for they
could hear the book-caro scolding
nway Of course they dldu't know
that the book-case was really talking
and scoliling They thought 11 was
only n crvnking they heard but It woke
| thom up over so many tmes

“That was Just what thoe book-case
wantod  He was feeling so angry, he
Just wanted to wake up the littie hoys
anil giris who uloaping In the
nurdoery

Waell,” he creaked, 'l am oo mad

think 1
would be a

wore

mora |
That

wtand here
will just fall down

Lo Hny

“MNow, Don't Be Angry. Mr. Book-
Case."”
good joke, That would make all the

Hitle boys and girin appreciate what
Il am, What would happen to all thelr
favorite pleture books [ | fell down?
Yen, what Indeed ?

""And how about those books of
ahips and pirates and advYentures that
the crentures thoy call boys llke?
What would bhuppen to them (f 1 foll
down and dropped them all? Or the
trrilen they paliot lu and cul out paper
dolls from?

""They would all have thelr covoers
broken and no doubl the pagos of A
| great many would fall out Thoy
would bave fallen out long ago, and
the covern would have bean broken If
they had not had me to hold them

V'Now what makos moe so mad is that
theae chlldron were talking today, and
they sald they could use me out io the
back yard for thelr snowbaulls,
lew eronm and such
winter—and In the spring, dear, dear
me wnd at this the book-cave would
iave eried If he had only known how,
they even sald | eould be used for
wiud ples. They sald they didn't need
me any more. They could put thelr
! hooka In the closet. In the cold, dark,
dreary closet, Poor, dear hooks. And
I have treated them so well and beon
wo fond of them, | will just have to
fall down and lowe my temper and
crush with rage for | am not appro-
clated, Oh, It's very sad,’

| “AH this time the fairles had beon

miOow

in the

noysanne

| Ustening, They had [olt very badly
that the book-case wis bohaving so
disgracdfully and when they saw he

| was really In enrpest they just began
to tulk to him.

| "“They run slong the shoelves and
crawled In and out of the books and
unld to the ook caso

“'Now, don’t be angry Mr. Hook-
cane, It really won't do the slightest
bit of good. And as for that croanking,
It Is most unkind of you, Poor it
tle boys and girls! Wouldn't you let
them have a good night's sleep? We
don't really think you moean to be un-
kind but ses how they are tossing
avery time you creak, nnd they are so
tired.'

“'But,’ sald the book-caus, ‘] have
been 8o god to all thelr books, My
broad shelves have held them up and
I have tuken such cure of thom, | am
hurt becsuse they think that now I
don't need to look aftor books but cam
be uned for snowballs and mud ples to
Ko on my sholvos.'

"'They really love you, sald the 1t
tle falrles, ‘but how they have grown
thoughtlesn. Thoy will love you just
as much later on for bolding thelr
books and In the menntime wo will
keep you eheorad up playing hideand
gosoek betweon your preclous books,' "

Didn't Ask for Ple,

Allen, aged flve, was passing the
afternoon with his aunt In the suburba,
md after hlﬁ ulli peon at play for a
lme he sald:” “"Aunt Mary, mamms
sald 1 wasn't to usk you for a plece of
ple, but she didn’t tell me not to take
it if you offered it to me."




