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yh- Huh!

i The mun was suffering with stom-
g ach trouble. and he sought the advice
of a doctor.

“You'll bave to guit drinking.” ap-
nounced the doctor.

“] can't do that,” argved the man

“Oh, yes you can,” replied the doctor.
“Every time you feel a craving for a
drink coming on just eat an apple and
the craving will disappear.”

“But how in S8am HIlll is a man go-
ing to eat eighty or ninety apples a
day?" demanded the man

Gobs of Glooml!
Oh, pity tightwad Mr. Kine!
He certainly looks pained;
He pald a whole dime for a shine,
And then it went and rained.

Here's a Real Sport.

Found.—In orchestrn of the Liberty
theater last week. a fourteen karmt
gold link cuff button. with initials E
F. G. If previous owner will com
munieate | will match him as to who
gets both. Box 140, Bronx Home
News.—Ad. In Bronx Houle News

Is Joe an lcemant
Born, to Mrs. and Mrs. Joseph Crosi
atto of East Brookiyn, Tuesday night
a five pound boy. weighing nloe
pounds. — Exchange.

Do It Nowl
You'll save a ot
Of time, 1 say,
If you will swat
That fly today.

Mean Brute!

“It says here that an archaeologist
has unearthed a loaf of bread in some
ruins in Egypt.” said Mrs. Gabb. *“The
loaf is sald to be 3,000 years old, and
it weighs sixty pounds.”

“I'll bet some bride baked it for her
busband,” growled Mr. Gabb.

Names |ls Names.
R.“U. Stralt s county surveyor of
Muskingum county, O.

8o Have |, Ivar
Dear Luke—Do you know that Iva
Thurst lives on Harrison street, Piqua.
0.7—A Reader.

Firm and Subdued Is Correct.
The bride was dressed In a blue trav-
eling gown of a firm texture, while the
bridegroom was dressed in a subdued
gray.—Buffalo News.

Things to Werry About.
Wireless waves travel at a speed of
186,000 miles per hour.

Our Daily Special.
Every man has a lot of close friends
" “when be tries to make a touch.

Luke McLuke Bays:
One reason why poker is the great

Women do not keep up whth the
news, but they do the best they can. A
woman ¢an alwiys tell you on Thurs-

the wife judges the husband's true
by the amount of infurance he

1

if a woman would talk less
would talk more and she
to do so much guessing.
make some people be
Isehood is as ornery as a

Jove is a grand thing.
weekly pay envelope to
after you get mar
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le with a lot of the suffra-
t they carry thelir platform
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is it that when a man buys a
mechanical tumblebug on wheels be
thinks be bas to wear a leather cap and
gloves and a pair of goggles or people
wouldn”t think he had anything on a

%

have developed into a genius,
his family would have had to
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BEmitheontan In<tittite ever In-
make n collection of American
had better get buay
of the state legisla-
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he Ghs
In a___Mirror

§ Conspiracy to Defraud Nip- §
t ped by Shrewd Lawyer. §

By CLARISSA MACKIE _:

“Harley & Rogers, attorneys and
counselors at law.” )

So read the sign on the door, but the
initiated knew that, in addition to be-
Ing cjever young lawyers, the mem-
bers of the firm were “private investi.
gators,” and to their astuteness was
credited the clearing up of many mys-
terles too delicate for the police to
handle.

- Ope ralny April morning a woman
stood at the door scanning the sign.
She was richly dressed, and down be-
low In the street a bandsome limou-
sine waited for ber.

“It seems so foolish, yet |1 must
know,” she murmured as she turned
the knob and entered.

A clerk ushered her Into Mr. Har
ley's private office, where ber card
had preceded her.

Harley, a bright, clean cut' yonng
man, placed a chair for her.

“You wished to see me, Mrs. Blight?”
he asked.

She threw back her vell and reveal
ed a pale, bhandsome countenance
lighted by large gray eyes.

“It 1s so absurd | hardly know
where to begin Mr. Harley, do you
belleve in ghosts?”

Harley laughed.

“Before we became amateur detec
tives Rogers and 1 dido’t believe In
the supernatural Now we do to a
certain degree. In our business we
have to take everything into comsid
eration, real and unreal.”

“] see,” she nodded. “Then you
won't laugh If I tell you that | have
come to ask you to lay a ghost for
me T’

“] shall be highly Interested. Please
fell me about iL” ,

Mra. Blight began to speak slowly,
buf as she went on a certaln nervous-
ness dominated her utterance, and
when she concluded the words fairly
tombled from her lips.

“] am the owner of a bouse In the
West Bighties,” she said. *It former
ly belonged to my great-aunt, Miss
Emily Winn, who died at an advanced
age ten years ago. ; -
“By my aunt's will 1 was left her
sole helr, and so | continued to occupy
the house until three years ago, when
it became unbearable. Bince that time
1 have occasionally leased it, furnish-
ed, but lnvariably it is soon vacaled.
as no tenant will remain.

“Mr. Harley, the houge is haunted!™

“In what way?"

“The mystery all surrounds a certain
mirror which tused to hang In my
aunt’ssbedrogm. It is a beautiful thing
of Heppelwhite design and is, of
course, very valuable The glass Is

\

MIRROR, WAS
FADED REFLEOTION OF AUNT EMILY!

binckened and dim with age, but 1

have not had it replaced. It seemed
to be especlally ‘associated with Aunt
Ewnily.

“Some tepant removed the mirror
from Aunt Emily’s room, and now it
hangs in the library beside the mpul-
plece. Under the mirror is an old gate
legged table on which is a reading
lamp, and it has been a favorite spot
of mine until 1 saw ITI"

“When was that?" asked the attor
ney. .

“Three years ago. It usually appear-
ed in the evening. 1 would see it as 1
upiproached the gate legged table to
read awlile.

“Involuntarily my eyes would seek
theé mirror, and | shall never forget:
the first time | saw it. | was [N for
days afterward

“There In the dim mirror was the
faded reflection of Aunt Emily's tiny
figure in her binck gown, white lace
fichu and lace cap with lavender rib
bons.

“She was leaning on the gold headed

ebony cane she always affected.”

e

fouid Of énTh other. She lefl aer prop-
erty unreservedly to me, recommend-
ing me fto pension ber bo b
Jane Pray. aud several other faithful
servants. This 1 did generously.”
“And were the beneficlaries satiafie®
with what youn gave them?"

“Entirely so, with the exception of
Jane Pray. Sbhe declared thit my sune
had promised to will the house to her,
put | am sure she Is wrong, for Aunt
Emily pald ber well and made many
handsome presents to Jane, so that the

valuable legacy as the house itself”
“Hardly,” mused the lawyer. “What

became of Jane Pray?’

“I do not know, She took the $2,000

-

MBS BLIGHT CAST A SURPRISED LOOK
AT THE TALL ANOULAR WOMAN IN THE
PETECTIVE'S ORABP

| gave ber and muttered something
about taking boarders.”

“Did she make any threats?

Mra. Blight flusbhed.

“Merely that If my poor aunt knew
the facts she would turn in her grave.”

“H'm!" -ejaculated Harley thought
fully, “Are you staying there now,
Mrs. Blight?”

“Yes, but I shall Jeave tomorrow
cannot stand it any longer.”

“If It is quite convenlept to you Mr.
Rogers and | will call this evening
after dinper.”

“Oh, 1 shall be so glad if you can do
something to belp me!” she cried lm-
pulsively.

“At 7 o'clock, then,” smiled Harley
as he bowed her out

When Rogers came in the (wo men
beld an animated discussion of the
matter and all the restof the day they
dasbed in'and out. witll boyish enthusi-
asm in thls most attractive braoch of
their business.

Promptly at 7 o'clock® Harley rang
Mrs. Blight's doorbell To his surprise,
she answered it In person.

“] have sent all the servants away
for the evening,” she expluined as she
ushered him into the lbrary. J

“Good!”

Quietly, Mrs. Blight explained more
definitely about the apparition she had
seen so many times.

“It may not nppear tonight.” she said
nervously.

“It appeared to your tennuts? be
asked quickly.

“Always—until they left.”

Harley busied himself with his
thoughts while Mrs. Bilight nervously
paced the room, occaslonally casting a
dreaded glance in the dim glnss of the
ancient Heppelwhite mirror.

Suddenly. sbhe paused and turned a
stricken face to bis.

“It 18 here!” she gasped. and before
Harley could reach her side she add-
ed, “Oh, It bas vanished again!”

“It will come back.,” Harley rens-
sured her as he resumed his seat.

An hour ticked away and then an-
other. It was close on 100'clock when
Mrs. Blight., who had resumed ber pac-
ing to and fro, suddenly put ber hand
to her heart, and without turning her
head away from the mirror, spoke be-
tween her motionless lips

“She 18 here. Look bebhind me! Some
one must be there. or there would be
no reflection.”

“Courage!” whispered Harley.
“Watch her carefully and tell me what
you see In the mirror.”

For several moments the woman held
her position, staring. fascinated. Into
the dimness of the [leppelwhite mirror.

“Ah!” she breathed suddenly. *“Is
there no one bebind me, Mr. Harley?
Hasn't the door opened and admitted
a man?

“No?! Rut | can see him behind her
pow, He 18 tall and thin, apd. his
sharp. black eyes look At me over her -
head.

“She does not see him. But bhe
means barm to her. His bands bave
gone out and grasped ber arms. She,
i frightened. Ah! They bave van-
ished! What does it meanT"

Harley .smiled and pushed an inlald
eribbage board across the table.

“If you will play a game of cribbage
with me, Mrs. Blight. | am sure that
within a half hour my partner, Rogers,
will be here with a full expianation of

woman bad no right to expect such & }

| dimiuutive

your ghost.” -

While M. Bligit smiled and did her
best to act the part of a perfect hostess,
be could see that her mind was not
on the game they were playing. Bul

I “And what happened then?"
“She would

'from side to side disapprovingly. and

gradually the image would fade away. |

1 stood it as long as 1 could. | couldn’t
keep any servauts, and finally | counidn’t
remain myself, So | tried to remt If,
with deplorable results. What shall 1
do, Mr, Harley?”

“Have you ever changed the mirror
to another location?”

She laughed ruefully.

times, and somehow or oth-

it fnds its way back to the Hbrary
its accustomed place.”
your sunt have any éause to
displeased with you, Mrs. Blight?
“No, indeed We were devotedly

he
slowly shake her bead |

time mnst Le killed somehow until

Rogers arrived. |
At last came the expected ring of '

the doorbell. |
“Permit me,” sald Harley as he left

' the room

In a« moment he returned. urbering
" In two men and-lwo women.
“The man | saw ip the mirror?™ ex. |
" elntmed -Mra. Blight, antd then as she
saw the woman whose nrm one of the
men held tightly she screamed:
" wAupt Emily! What does this mean "
“H mennx you are the victim of a
eclumer cousplraey, Mrs Blight” sald
Aarler soothingly
“Permit e 10 Jiresent wmy aw part-
wer, Mr  Rogers. ax well an Jim Pun-
dersun, wha ks a1 well known detective. |
“Mps Rlight. If yon wil] regard these '
two ladies you will perhaps recogulse

"
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Blanche Po

Miss

Largest Policewoman, at the

Yol

- Panama-Pacific Exposition

e

Tho. Fair “Cop:tte

T

Francisco. Miss Poyson, who

boots, maintains law and order at “Toyland Grown Up.” on_the Zonpe, at the

Panama-Pacific International Expos!ti
:l: is but twenty-four years of age an

itful a young woman as one will m
Zone. She is enthusiastic over her war
which visit Toyland day and night M

success over crowds of many, thousands of persons,
Miss Poyson have taken great fancy tu the “copette,” and the three have be
come fast friends during their off hours at Toylaud.

Toyland Grown Up, where Miss P«

most costly concessions on the great amusement thoroughfare

a cost of $385,000 and covers fourteen’

read by youngsters and grownups are to be seen there in monster propertions,
and In this land of romance and enchantment, with its glant toys, the glant

policewoman presides with dignity and

your AONts Tormer bousekeeper.”

Mrs. Hlight' ensts a surprised look at
the tall, angular, grim looking womar
In the detective’s grasp. )

“But June Pray bad snow white
heir, and this weman's bair Is black.”
gha protested. .

“Hair dye,” tersely explained Rogers.

Harley resumed his explanation,

“When Jane Pray left your -employ
she disappeared, but she went no far
ther than the house next door. There,
pnder an assumed pame, she has kept
A fushionable bearding house.

“Perhaps you did uot know that Mrs,
Pray had n daughter who Is an ac-
tress. Bhe |s such a charming young
woman that I am ashnined to say that
she has turned her cleverness to a
most 1zuoble vse™

Jane Pray's deep volee cut
was ny feult. She did it for me.

Haorley waved his hapd townrd the
replica of Miss Emily
Wiun. In the glare of the electrics
the resemblance was startliug., but the
makeup was plainly  visible. “Miss
Amy Pray, character actress.” he an-
nounced.

“It doesn’t seem possible,” murmur-
ed Mrs. Blight, looking fromn the two
conspirators to the Heppelwhite wir
ror and back again.

Rogers took up the story.

“It was easy to trace Mrs. Pray.and

In: =1t

her motive was plain enongh—to scare '

you into giving her more money or the
house.

“This afternoon |
enough to engage a room at
Pray's. next door.
nose around a bit and discovered that

was fortunate
MtFs,

in the room adjoining this one in her

house there was a similar wall of pan-
eled oak. .

“In the wall ls-a gliding panel, and
by reaching through a panel behind

the mirror can bé noiselessiy pushed |

aside.
been

Part of fhe quicksliver bas

mirror, and e standing In Mrs.
Pray's room Lbe =meen through the
glass dimly. sliding panels were
quickly ope Miss Amy here en-

acted the parf of disappearing Aunt

Emily —and gthere you are, Mr.
Blight!™ 278

“And It was Jou | snw come In and
grasp her a

“Yes. Comel bere and [ will show

Of course, the “ghost” was Imd for

ever, and Harlgy & Rogers added an-
other leaf to laurels.

Mrs. Blight weuld not prosecuie Jane
Pray and hep clever danghter, She
permitted them to go, and they moomn
vanished from the velghorhood.

But Harley & Rogers were to meet
beautiful Amy In in the course of

" their investiga N

The Heppelwhite mirror, restored to
its original beauty, bangs in their of-
fice, a mute testimonial to the grati-
tude of Mrs. Blght. who had already
expressed herself genercusly in a
check. Fa .

£

Unprisiipied \vreten.
“You simplysenutiot trast anybody!”

&

declared the lady. “My mwald, whom I
Lad the utmost confidence I, left me
suddenly y y aud took with her
my beautiful e brooch.” .

“That s too Bed.” q.p'.lhlh the
friend. “Which oue was it?" e

{37,

“That very
f“ ‘ I

ity one | sinuggled

O Miss-Blanche Poyson belongsth& honor of being the only real specidl
policewoman in the United States,
“Bpecial Police, Toyland G. U.

1 found tine to

" and the Midgets.

Her star, bearing the inscription
7 I8 registered at the city ball in San
stands six feet four inches without her

on. Miss Poyson welghs 235 pounds.
d, despite her official position. Is as de
cet In adong day of sightsceing on the
k and keeps watch on the great throngs
iss Poyson has presided with wonderful
The two midgets beside

)yson reigns, Is one of the largest and
It was bullt at

acres, All the toys of the story books

efficlency.

Decoy Periscopes.

Such things exist’asdecoy periscopes
| —short lengths of pipe held upright on
(a float and looking exactly like the real
periscope. The submarine sets them
adrift for you to find—sometimes scat-
ters several of them.

When one is sighted you cannot stop
to consider whether the little object
dancing on the sea half a mlile or so
distant does or does not mean 250
pounds of high explosive coming
straight at you. Maybe you will see
an aeroplane maneuvering over it in a
way that carries conviction that it
does. You don't dare to take any
chances, and so you train all the guns
| at it

Then the real submarine slinks up
on the otlrer side of the ship and with
| the swift rush of {its-torpedo another
| sea” tragedy 1s enacted.—London Tit-
' Bits.

100 Much Bhadow.

“1 don't seem to be able to raise a
mustache,”™ )

“What's thie trouble?”

“Dunne. Guess the plot is too much
shaded by my nose.” — Kansas City
Journal,

Leather Medals.

Lenther medals were originally con-
ferred as a genulne mark of honor.
wWhen King John of France, captured
at Agincourt, was forced to pay to Ed-
! ward 111. of England a ransom of
8,000,000 goll erowns to effect his re
lense he was left without preclous
metal for coins or decoratienx. So he
found it necessary to pay the palace
expenses with leather money. He also
used leatlier medals when he wished to
confer bouor on some nobleman. The
custom quickly urose of presenting
leather medals as a burlesque distine
| tlon.—Ameriean Boy.

Discretion,

“Mother"—Eisle’'s eyes were rouna
with horror—*that little boy next door
just said the awfulest thing.”

“Come tell mother, dear.”

“Oh, | couldn’t possibly tell
was too awful.”

“Elsle, tell me Instantly.”

Elste backed toward the doer. I
think 1'd ‘better run out iu the garden
and play. 1 feel it coming on' that-1'm
golug to tell.”—New York Most

you; it

Sound Advice.
“1 wish Ingomar to think only of
-."

“l would not distract his thoughts
too much from business, my dear,”
counseled ber mother. “Remember you
will need a great many expensive
things. "~ Loulisville Courier-Journai,

Why He Failed.

“l understand his marriage was a
fallore.”

“Yes: he tried to run it the way be
ran his business.” -

“How do you mean?”

“He was never in the office.”—De
troit Free Press.

1

Gentle Gertrude.
Penelope—Gertrude is a gentle crea-
| ture, isnt she? Percival—Yes; instead
of whipping the cream she just scolds

—Youngstown Telegram.
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.} Jute beside him,

THOU GOEST
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- “And thou wilt return to me, my
husbhand

“Soul of mineé, why dost thou doubt?
Lorinka, I go. There remains but the
night between me and BSakhalin, the
grave of my country. And we be starv.
ing, little Madonna, snd 4 man's work
is a man's work.

“Why do you tremble so? It 1s but a
little mouse gnawing my boot, a4 bold |
Iittle starveling. 1 will return guickly
from America and wait for you in
Italy, where the Russlan police may
not seek me out and the sun always
shines.

“And If thou die, my life?

“1 cannot die, beautiful child, with-
out thee.”

« “And—and some one else—Olga, who
goeg with thee?” “

“Ah, soul of mine, | am thine! My
body goes unwillingly, and my soul
stays with thee. A body without a
soul, 1 wander—a body torn by the
separation.

“Ah, Lorinka, there is but one thing
left to me—the mercy of thy letters—
but thou must guard well the contents.
for they will watch thee.”

“1 cannot let thee go.”

He wrapped his great shouba with
its warmth of sheepskin about her, but
the girl still trembled, yet not with the
deadly cold.

Bhe was a beautiful girl and nearly
as tall as he. Her blue black hair was
in great plaits around her bead.

Her wide black eyes, lidded with
long lashes and the eyebrows arching
delicately above them., were now wild
with terror.

S8he was the bride of a year, and ber
husband was fleeing in the night from
the Hussian police.

There was a voise outside, the wheeld
of a cart draggiug in the mud, and
above it rung-clearly the sliver tones
of the bells of the drusky, which arches
(rom the shaft above the horse's neck.

Lorinka straightened her body tll it
was rigid 1u suspense.

Before the narrow door of the Iittle
but drew up a Siberlan borse, white
aud beautiful ns the snow It stepped
on, with loug, towlug tall and mape
and the peculinr grace of its species.

A girl stépped down from. the loose
hay she sat ou.

She stood bulf embarrassed, half
smillng, ber ghruce lingering over
every feature of Michuel's—the straight
even brows that were drawyn, the
sbadows beneuth the high maxillary
bones; glancing dowh to his neck and
shoulders, which were strong like a
bull's; seeing eéven on the floor at his
feet the old cap. that be had worn six
years when n Cossack, fast freezing to
the ground, and a tiny sllver cross on
its chain ou bis Dreast.

Then her lashes drooped as her eyes
turned to Lorinka, whose dark head,
with its plaits, rested close to where
the cross lay.

Lorinka ralsed her head and nodded
to the little woman In the door, who
seetned to her as the embodied instru-
ment of fate.

Olgu nnd she had been rivals

Olga bad loved Michael long and
would mow drive the tarantas, the
sough cart—perhaps walk beside it part
of the way, us driving was freezing
work, aund Michael, living, would pass
as the corpse of her brother, which
she, poor peasant. wns driving to the

‘hurch—and perhaps be would be a
renl corpse when the long, weary ride
in the cold shouid be ended.

Who else but some one who loved
him would venture it. risk liberty and
help him escape?

Olga would go to Ameriea with him,
for she dared not return, while Lorinka,
his wife, must stay and bide her time

Under the urge of Lorinka’s hands.
lfke a man in some evil dream, he went
vut to the tarantns and laid himself
fiat on its boards. while she pulled a
black cover over his prostrate figure,
placed a bundle of hay beneath his
head and two heavy loaves of ten
pounds each of black bread done up In
with teakettle and
glasses and an old worn Bible.

The white horse and the tarantas
drew out into the white still night and
the vast stephes,

Michael made a little bole in the
cover, and his eyes watched the slowly
receding hut in the snow fleld.

He wanted to Impress her Image In
his soul for dark nights in allen lands,
and be stralnéd his eyes till her white
face and arms, luminous in the door,
seemed frosen there, and he felt that
he, too, was frozen In the watching.

Olga drove into the slumbering vil
lage of Alexandrovska with the reins
In dne hand and crossing herself plous
ly with the other.

The police watched her go past. and
her eyes were ever on the gold cross of
the- domed church at the far end of the
village. *- '

A day brought them into the city of
Habarovska. where the nearly frozen
Michael revived. and they took the
slow traln of the fourth class of the
Ussuriski rallway, stopping at every
little station for hot water for tea, and
In seventeen days they reached Odessa
and took ship for America.

Always Olga stnyed close to Michael
with her paive little smile. biding her
4me and iting with the infinite pn-
“lence of woman

And evar Michnel turned on her dull
syes, lils tall figure never relaxing Into
ease, his black eyes hollow, as if his
soul had indeed stnyed back there in
the snow and whiteness, close to the’
sou] of Lorinka.

Once he was guy—as the ship salled
into the harbor of New York and the
sun flashed its welcome from the tow-
ering skyscrapers, ~ ’

His slow, plogding soul had the new
iand fixed as refuge, freédom. Mberty—
the peasant’s dream,

" Thereafter and for' many days he
abode as an exile, working on contract
down in Mulberry street, making Rus-

+
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it
rh“bﬁtiﬂnhn“s

sian for a Greek firm. ;
lloﬂ=-:nnull¢h

"back to Lorinka.

at night with old acquaintances,

Gradually bhe learned English, bend-
ing over his books late into the night

He saved carefully, sending mouey

Days went by without the mercy of
her letters, and Olga became a soug
bird for joy. but he seemed, as he bad
sald that night on the steppes. a body
without a soul.

Then word come that Loriuka bad
been sent to prison In Biberia for the
vague reason of aldiug her husband to
escape, and during the ensulug fever
Olga tended bim when bis hot, parched
lips called forth In delirfum: “Lorinka!
Lorinka! Liuboff moia!™

That was the ounly happiness that

snatched to her breast—the deiir-
lum of a sick man who saw her as the
form of his beloved—and she waited
and wafched ever after with the mem-
ory of those hours. 5

Bhe knew Michael Michaeloviteh
would be hers Ib the end.

A new gentleness wakened in Michael
toward her, nnd Olga’s eyes grew soft

But he brought bis friend Alexander
Alexandroviteh 1o her, nnd Olga tled
with ber trenrt I bor wouth,

The vext day AMlichael greeted her
with a rare smile. and bher heart trem-
iicd withun her, \

“Ulgas Olza, dorngoin!™ be culled bher.
Lovinka bhas escaped! She cowes by
the next steamer!™

Wild  with delight  that Thumsday,
Mictow] walted down in the bilg gov
ermcut bulllige 2t Bk isinnd In the
roon: that hax been calied the “kissing
putt.” where kiare walls and sapporting
columus bave been known to glimmer
el wpurkle,

The milntutes dragged,
did wot come,

nnd Loriuka

Michael went from oue olficinl to'uu
other. He saw Misbka, from bis old
vibbage Hlie had beeu oun the boat
with Liw. Sbke wost be detained In

the Lullding svtuewhere

He foumd ber seuted ou n beneh in
W smaill rovin

Her eyex stared before her, but she
looked up at the sound of footfalls

Bwiftly the soyl swept pussionately
into them apd she lay in his arms,
knowlng ne world beyond their shelter,
her heart singlng

The doctor, n young mun with white
balr and a sympathetic volee, put his
hand ou Michael's shoulder.

“Her eyes—trachoma.” be said soft-
ly. *“She must go back. Perhaps—
who can tell?—she may soon be cured
nnd then come again.”

Slowly the words sank into the deep
‘Winters of Michael's soul.

His face wus beavy., his straight
brows were drawn,

“She Is my wife.” He spoke brusque-
Iy, his deep volce filled with still pas-
sfon. ] nm a citizen, an Americun
citizen” -

“Perbaps—in a year or six months?”
The doctor's words trickled luto silence.

Michael put his band to his head and
glanced round the room with the same
dull glance with which he had gnzed
at the hllre hut that night on the
steppes, and his thoughts were there
in the bitter cold.

“My very soul! Go back”—

He looked at her nmd Inughed
was a hard, strange sound.

He lenned down and drew her mouth
to diin

And gray =kiex, the expunse of eter-
nal spows. whistling blizzards, the
steppes everlastingly the same  with
their vastness and loneliness, thelr un
dulating waves of lugh grass, the pur-
ple voloshki with its pall of color, the
white kashka with its mushroom
heads drooplug. the sallow drok and
the sllver. timid moon—Riberia, the
dungeon—and she!

Lorinkn’s eyes, charged with dreams,
were on his (

Buddenly and passionntely hoth his
arms shot up In supplication.

“Go bacik!” he erfed, “Da-da Yes,
yes. 1 go. | go—=If It were -to hell!

Where she goes there go 1.”

His hands dropped down again In a
mighty embrace. encireling the wo-
wnan, and in his passionate. primitive
way he took her off her feat.

The steppe. that Russian sea, surged
up before him, but now it erndled them
in the arms of night, with love ke &
rich and lustrous coat shutting ong the
rold. .

“We go together, always togother—
together—together!” he cried fn n wud
rxultant passion.

The hare walls echoed agnin s
agnin nnd again, softly, triumphartly.

“Together!" i

Little Olga. standing near by, dria¢
her eyes. )

She now knew her patient waiting
had been In valn—that she had lost
him forever. i

People and Horses and Things.

Jan. 1, 1915, people were five times
as numerous in the United States as
horses, and horses were five times as
numerous as ules. Texap had over
twice as many mules (7563, as Mls-
sourl. ita closest competitor., Texas
niso led In eattle (5,121,000, having
nearly twive ns many swine (8.720.000)
as mw its closest competNor,

Tact.
“They tell me you think hard of me.”
“Well, since you ask me, | must say
I do think you are a brick.”"—Balt-
more Ameriean

Vagetable Leather,

The Japanese grow a plant which
furnishes a sort of ble leather.
It 4s a pretty shrub calfed the “mit
sumata,” and its inner bark, after go-
Ing through certain processes, is con-
verted Into a substance as”tough as
French kid, so translucent that one
can almost see through it and as plia: y
ble aud soft as ealfskin. . |

- bOll‘MA Phony Joke.
% & phonograph yesterday.”
“That's ‘a good sound Investment.”—
Boston Transcript,

-~ -




