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ad though you were alone, Why, it wiil
keep at least one hand busy keeping
that gun trained on me. Who knows
put what "1 might jump on you any
second? Ob, I dou't Wntend to.” This
{ast as the burglar ralsed the revolver
a little more threatgningly. “Only you
will be forced to aUmit that my pres-
ence here duveés complicate matters,
won't you?™

»] understood that you were out of
town,” replied the burglar, who uD-
derveath an ugly countenance had a
pair of cool. calculating eyes that look-
ed as though their owuer might also
have a sense of humor. .

“That's where you made your mis-
take, my good fellow.” sald Crowley.
leaning carelessly agalust the side-
pboard and relighting his cigarette from
a miatch taken from a tray there. “I
am forced to stay here and toll while
my family enjoy themselves without
the pleasure of my soclety. But, say,
drop that gun, won’t 'youl It makes
me nervous. Let's decla ruce and
talk this matter over, - 's some
| of this silver that was given us when |
we were married, and if I could only
persuade you to leave that—want it for
sentimental reasons, you kmow, But
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ralncoat collar turned up about hik
ears and bis -erstwhile shining opera
bat dripping witf the rain which bad
fallen upon it Mr, Crowley might not
have walked up with such assur
ance at such an bour ln the night, but
well he knew that no angry wife was
walting for him “behind the locked
doorlrudyt.oukohhnwtastb&
canse he had falled to come at 10:30
or even earlier. Not only the lady of
the house, he kpew, but all the other
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“Stand right where ye are, pardper,”
warned -the owner of the gun from the

WPAND RIGHT WHERE YE ARE  FPALD
NER," WAKRNED THE OWKER OF THE GUN.

wther side of the dininy table. “Stand
.ﬂ:ht'm ye are or I'll let this gun

Crowley was not a coward, nor was
he a fool. Takenm thoroughly by sur
he recognized that the drop was
stood still, perfectly stil)
body was concerned, but
was working with ligbhtning

i

be banged!™ he ejaculated
“How did you get
in here?,

> By ‘the door, the same way ¥you
" came.; Most any old key will it that

walked | gun, I
- wr Ifli' what h:llw' there

swered the burglar.

and gave we the whole box.”

glar sald. “Perhaps you think you can
play with me, but you can't.

thing
don't want your w

EBArs.

we've got a few pictures and some al-
leged masterpleces of sculpture that
you might take along if you are de
termined to carry off a plece of my"
home. Théey never did come up te my
classic ideals anyway. Put down your
ﬂ.qﬂﬂlmmm-;
and slowly
jowered the® cocked revolver, where
lpou(bowlupv‘ldthotnlht.
“There, I,Teel better,” he sald. ‘Do
you drink?" bhe next asked
“Sometimes—not now, though” an

“At any rate, have a cigar,” he next
urged. “These are unusually fine ones.
Wealthy friend of mine imports them
And bhe
proffered the box of cigars.

“Now, you just look bere”™ the bar

1 came
here to get a load of swag, and I don't
intend to go away without it or some
just as good. L mean money. |
nor your cf
1 want to know what you are
golng to do and what you have got to
say to me before | lock you lu (hat
pedroom unti]l somebody comes _lo:t
you out tomorrow,” '

Crowley lald aside the cigar he was
about to light and pulled back a chair
and. sat down. looking Intently at the
other man.

1 don't know jusi what to say to.a
man lke you," he began slowly. “I1
@on't know as 1 ever before talked to
a real burglar—te a man ‘who sneaks
into the houses of other people for the
purpose of taking things that den’t be-
long to him. No; my friends sre all
honest; they are gentlemen. Bo If ]
don't seem to go at this the right way
you “will have to excuse me. Won'l
you be seated too?'

The burglar sat down, still looking
across at COrowley and with the re
volver clutched in his hand.

“Put your revolver in your pocket,”

commanded Crowley. “1 don’t intend
to touch you, and I probably would be
a_very poor mateh fof you at any rate.
{ don’t earry a gun myself. I don’t
have to." :
. The burglar slowly shoved the gun
into his breast pocket and buttoned
his coat about It. While be did so
Crowley lighted Lis cigar.

“How long have you heen a burglar?”
he asked.

«1 uin't no burglar,” blurted the oth-
er. *l1 aln't never robbed nobody be
fore tonight, so help me God!”

“Well, then, how does it Lappen you
are Liere? This doesn't look lke hon
est work,”

“it's Decause 1 couldn't get houes!
work. 1 iried to keep honest, but
things wouldn't let me. 1 bad to steal
or starve, I tell you, me and the old
woman and the kids. Was you ever
down and out, mister?”

“No,” answered Crowley.

“Well, | am, and 1 Just had to do
something. A friend of mine who does
a turi like this once {in awhile put me
wise to this little place and sald there
was no chance of geting caught, and
g0 | tried It. Bo help we God, 1 didn't
want to steal. But there’'s the old
woman and the kids and the rent. 1
Just bad to do something.”

“And so you turned thief,” sald
Crowley .scornfully. “l presume you
were sorely tempted; but, my good
man, | would have preferred starva-
tion to this. Think of it! To your
dying day now you will be unable to
Wthqtmautthhf.-mto
be spurned aside and scorned by every-
body as unclean. A thief, 1 say, one
gpy steals that which somebody else
has worked hard to earn. Why, my
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days of bard abor and nights of
them away just use
be has bad bad luck and has been

“Say, boss!” interrupted the other.
“Fsay I ain't no thief. I'm an honest
man.”
“An bonest man! Bosh! You're a
thief from this hour forevermore.
e minute yon go eut of that door
with- something In your posseasion
that isn't rightfully yours you become
a thief, a mean, despicable thief, un-
able to look the rest of the world
squarely in the eye because you know
dupd?nlnymlluﬂthtyoum
not honest, even though everybody else
may think you are
“Ah. my good man, how much better
Is a'¢lean conscience than worldly pos.
sessions! How much more 1 enjoy
these things which are mine because 1
sarned them by honest work than will
rou, who will have acquired them dis-
honestly! What would your wife say
'f she knew how you came by the
money with whick you will buy ber
and her children bread tomorrow? Do
| you think she would taste it or per-
mit ber children to? No, not if she
is the mother she should be, mot if
she Is an honest woman. She will
shrink from being the wife of a thief
{and will recoll from the very thought
of Ler little ones eating food purchased
st the price of bhonor.” .
| Crowiey was getting warmed to his
subject now, snd the. words

!\‘iq

burglar was visibly affécted by
turing be was getting, and at
tion of his wife and children.
escaped from between his set
be bowed his head in his hands as
to shut out the plcture which was
ing painted for his jmagination.

“God belp me, boss!" he brokp
“] didn't mean to be no thief.
want to do it. 1 didn’t know
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“WIiLL TOU A OCHANCE TO

. STRBAIGHTEN OUTY' ASKED CROWLET.

do. 4 want to be honest. I waunt to

be honest even now. What shai 1

do, boss? What shall | do?

“Will you accepta chance to straight-

en out?” asked Crowley.

“Yes, sir.”

*“Then walk out of here the way you

came I, but not like a soeak. Holl

ap your bead and remember that you

have been-saved from yourself and

that you are =till an honest man; that

you are ne thief; although in a few

minutes wore you would have been
one. I give you my word that I will

pot report this visit to the police nor
make any attempt to have you arrest-

ed. | want to give you a new start
In life, and here is $10 to help you!
along. Take that home to your wife
and bables and tell them that it Is
honest money, earned by honest hands
and by honest work, and that they need
not be afraid of it™

And Crowley pressed a banknote
into the hand of the now thoroughly
cowed and repemtant burglar, down
whose checks a few tears were trick-

ling.

" “God bless you, sir” he sald. *This
is the first kindoess I have had in
many & dayl If there was more gen-
tlemen lke you there would be fewer
of us go crooked, 1 guess. I'll take the
$10 to the missus, and it may tide us
over until I get a job again. God bless
you! God bleéss you!" v

Crowley went as far as the hall door
and there gripped the band of his vis
itor warmly.

“Never forget what 1 have told yo
tonight,” he added In parting. “Keep
your good name, and don’t do any
more dirty work. It ain’t worth while.
Good night!”

Behind the closed door Crowiey lis-
tened to the almost nolseless footsteps
of his departing guest, standing érouch-
ed, half fearfully, over the doorknob
until be felt assured that he had reach-
ed the street safely, Then he sighed
with rellef atid went back to the din-
Ing room and lighted a fresh cigar.
meanwhile critically surveying - the
sideboard and cupboards which the
burglar had been about to ramnsack of
their valuables.

“Well, of all things!" he ejaculated,
smiling at the fumcy. “To think of
being miStaken for the boss of this |
ranch and by ome of my own kind too;
too green at It, though, to recoguize
the signs. And that sermon just fin-
ished him. He'll go to Sunday school
pext Sunday, I'll bet, and he's aiready
home saying his priyers beside his
wife and kids. Well, 1 guess there is
rome class to Jim Crowley as a preach
er when he wants to be or he's Gen-
tleman Jim for nothing. Poor -cuss!
I'm glad | gave him. that tenner. 1

guess he needed it..all right. and It's
worth that to get him out of here and
leave this swag to me.” y
In the midst of this amusing train of
reflection he paused, as If to recollect
himself. - :

ther. 1 inust go to work.,”

And suiting his action to his words
he began transferring the sllver in one
of the drawers of the sideboard to the
pockets of a set of flannel cases which
be carried closely rolled up In the ca-
pacious lining of his coat. -

Languid Larry's Luck.
Gentleman—What would you do with
a nickel if 1 gave you one?! Tramp
(sareastically)—Git a new rig. mister,
an’ some supper an’' a night's lodgin’
an' breakfast an’ dinner termarrow.
Gentleman—My good fellow, take this
quarter and support yourself for the
rest of your life—Boston Transcript.
¢ - — -
i *  Expensive Oufiook.
“My wife Is named Hattle, and, by
fiminy, she waots a new baf every
month.”
“Gosh!
“How so?
“I'm engaged to a girl named Ruby.”
~Loulsville Courfer-Journal.

v 1n Half Mourning.
“1 don't understand you, Linda. One
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taste. He | ‘the pure and
poets, like Wordsworth and
Tennyson wad in: bis prime at
time. At Christmas time Phil bhad gly- :
en me a blue -gold bound edition ; feeling
of bis works with a steel engraved r."i........?'" """
' One
young man, and heé was very band: | after
some. His “Locksley Hall” was then found myself in a city uot
a favorite, and ev one with any | ™y old bome. It was Chrisfinas
poetic taste at all was reading It and the snniversary revived memories
Philp and | osed to read together, | Of the’past - | determined to visit the |
and since | owned a copy of Tennyson spot where | had passed my childbood | =0 "0 CCF Sl e, One does | Do
A few bours' travel brought me there.
and there were In it some gems on mmm‘lm“.'.wl
which Puilip apd | ‘agreed the book m-.wmmm‘h:
was at the time n pdart of our intel- | hands, Mine was vacant; bers was
lectual lives My litlle biue and gold | occupled. Going to the latter, a lady ; :
edition—Ulue cover and gt edge—was | eame to the door, of whom ] asked to s 3
very pretty. but | fdney mow it was | be allowed ”-“th::.; ?:‘m m’
(he mssociation that gaveglt its beauty | FoOma. explaining ones | yiesable his
for me. And lis 1t vt often the smso | Deen intimate with a family that them |y S B |, g e AN
clation that makes certaln bits of j | ived thers She kindly admitted me. mmmﬁ this par- | One morning while trudging
ernture especlally dear Lo us? ~| The fumiture was the same as of | ¢ and especially the one With the |along within tes or twelve milles of
There was one fige/ (hat Phllip and | YT 1 stepped up to the Ubrary and | yiseable lips, sat with them for some | the Italian border be saw an Austrian
1 considered the eni e the whoid | Woked over the books Preseatly my time without meeting any excuse for [ officef with several soldiers stop an
book, and | bave siice-scen- it mess | ®7¢ CAUgHt & bine snd- goid copy of s0. One of them dropped @ |automobile and say something to some
tioned by Utferateurs as one of the Tenayson. A vague ided came to me but before Ned could pick in it, and they gotout. Then the
maﬂmmwm-_“m"ﬂmm it up the girl recovered it her zﬂt his men in it for a
This is the rst stanss: . |'with it Taking ¥ from the shelf, 1 | Though he watched for an ' | chauffeur, a machine sped away,
Tears, Mle tearss _ | opened it at the frontisplece and saw | none came. At last an idea came 10 | leaving the women i the road
'lrknovnolwhntbw-lll-, the familiar picture of a young poet | him. ‘ Ned Inferred that the machine had
omvf::m There on the fiyleaf I saw the words, It occurred to Brewerton to put this | been taken by the Austrian govern-
Rise in the heart =+ “To Marion, from Philip, Dec. 25, 18~" | party off their guard by pretending to| ment and hastened to offer his sympa-
And gather in the eyes Beneath thls was the number of & | be a forelgner and ignorant of the | thies. He found a despairing group. *
e Shent A o Mhmm English language. He spoke Jerman | And to his astbuisbment they were the
And thinking on the daye SHUE G S s of & poem— | indifferently and French tolerably. | duenna and the girls with whom be
That are ho more. . “Tears, idle tears. When the guard took up the tickets | had passed through the St Gotbard
One morning 1 was in the conserve- | ThEt poem always seemed to me to Ned asked him some questions in Ger | tupnel. Forgetting: that be was sup-
tory gatberiug some. flowers to deco- “"L‘ﬁ"““““"""‘m foan. This was sufclent to indicate | sosed o0 be & German, be aaid in good
rate the living room mantel Philtp | * 1 not try to express It. The | his nationality. Later when the duen- | A merioan Buglish:
came in withoat ringing, & was bhis | Pealisation of what Marion had for =, | ga sked i’ fa Bugthh bow Meay | “radiss, can I b6 & any assistasce
custom, Up to*that moment it bad the fact that for thirteen years | had | minutes were required for the traln 0 | o yout” 5
not occurred to me that this period of Wm--“-“‘“”mﬂ" pass through the tunnel be replied 18 | wgp my goodiess gracious!” ex-
happy youth would ever end. Indeed, | of ! ,""'““'""'"“"’*’ E:“"‘h“".“"" onderstand | .imed all the girls in & bresth.
I bhad not realized how delightful it oy ; ' s beaven's sake,” duen-
was. Phil brought me news that. it ,,',:L“:.m?h“‘m'“ O the.§ T leswsnsl fhe. Singuss 0 e . et s o weing 15 0T
had passed forever, He had been of-  VERE T8 WECR T e and o i | C 1) “It 1 ten miles to the itallan bor-
tered a position in & western city and “mm';'m“"““m e “LAIL” sald one to another, "yOU'Ve | gop= ropijed Ned. “If you are able to
was to take his departure immediately. | &/ =0 o o 0L “:'.t u‘“‘"m.; lost your bet that be is Itallan. walk # | think we can get a convey-
How | strove te uvold showing the dwmzblv:nud.:u. “"‘Z"'““""’“"M"' ance of some kind there.”
shock the announcement gave-mel It | o o " " Bl o b “fﬂ"'- “But we baven't a dollar with which
scemed that I feel the blood leav- me that Marion had pinned | “T knew he was Cerman. He is my | o, yjry 4 conveyance.”
By sy choekh o 8o beautifully a flower—the rose | bad given ber at | jdeal of the principal character In Wag- “Don’t trouble yourseives about that.
described in the poem I have quoted, m.m..?r‘;h who b ner's opera of ‘Lobengrin,’” sald an- |, o oy e -y
“rose In my heart and gathered in my B o Lt S et Under Ned's guidance and protection
eyes.” But lest Phiip should ses them. ""&"« you be induced to | These remarks wore made In & oW | ., 0 ity oot out for the Italan bor-
[ turned away from. him. pae tlrhﬁf' tone, with continuous glances ut Ned, der, striking it on a raflroad north of
There were but a few minutes for “Certajnly,” she replied, “you are | who was apparently intent on the | vl =~ myey succesded tn getting
the parting. We had not been lovers— welcome te it. We bought everything | spiendid scemery through which the | o oo to Milan and thence to
at least if we wers we had not.known In the house from the former owner, | train was moving. He did not hear all Qoitn y
it Phil put out his band to a plant including the books, for which we paid that was said, but he heard er to ALl skpimnts’ wate paid by Nef wnesl
beside him. plucked a rose that had | @ song” teD im that e was &5 object OF IV | ", L) reached Genos, whers they
Just passed ‘bud to bloom and alml’“”"'-""“-'-'““"“"' M‘“'“mmw- | found that certain Americans i I
g e oa.. He sid up wen, bt SR . e Mﬁ.&ln-nt mmmﬁ
I knew that he meant it to. be expres- | “I can put you In & way to get it” M","‘""“““‘“'M"',,m,ﬂ' o nprurived
sive of his regard for me. My band | On the day before Ohristmas I wrote | FORe. o pairly vy S
wis pressed by his, and be was gone | on my cayd “To Marion, from Philip,” mmmwnmm%.m‘ufﬂ
ek e the hoes whence he had come, | adding the later dats. Then T put the | 4 waw-Jodsiey from e wechiveers | K0 LlO ) puseade of each and
and reappearing with his beongings ba | book of poems in & box, nid the card | S5, (At DOLEIV UG SLE i of you e setd fo them. “on
entered n carriage standing at the gate | on it and sent it to Marion. The same z' S o ox- | condition.” g o
and rode away, evenfug | @irectsd my Steps to her L:C0o VOt TTheY SaTEC dack, o)) ex- £ .
E can see Blm now. though half new home 1 found it an unpreten- | Sooe wu"w*m:umﬂ
century has elapsed. waving bis band | yous one. 1 was glad of it lm;mr # 4
to me as he passed out of sight. becotne and it st 1 m;mumm me which one of you kissed me
. 59, JECRpErORS, Marion was | o000 the clouds wis & watter of #¢ | in the St. Gotbard tonnel”
The dearest thing in the world next | y¢f)j for me I wished that-l could give 2 :
to Phil was now the rose he tisd given | po “erugho i by rh-p-::lm Jtuw::m' “Never!” exclilmed all the girls at
3 Mg ¢ S5 & $hort CHIFIR- W | marir: ageattied b y g e _—
::m:rnﬁmwm:mu Belng admitted by & maid, | gave her | one.” ‘She made several com- | “Very well; then you'll remain in-
Diog the stet to's Ayleaf o8 :r'ym i fcal remarks Ned whilch he Beard | Italy.” . : '
o o » When Marion came down smile | and - d ber companions to | Finally Jack broke the déadlock. “I
‘l-.m “ . - A Iﬂ!lohm *‘“ . e . K Sl M ﬂm.h' it was our chap-
mw"mmq‘n Juder 1t § | TW&led koew | Thets is o station nedr the soutbern } eeon.”.
wrote the number of & ' : entranee to the St Gothard temnel| There was a burst of langhter, and
book. On that page ws "““*“nm“mm Brewerton gave in, pretending to take
Phil and 1 had into the moun Jack's confession for a reaf one, though
St wm be knew that she was the gullty per-
Al this may - e irie and thetr dueuna Gecupled
to those. Y oo om . on the return voyage.
an old bon
B, ¢ n the ok & groat deal. Th
Jong Nfe. I some  record of ax
present generation, , them, but Ne
¥ading sentiment o it his pa
beautiful poem, has .
deeply as we did
heart is the same, b
mercial spirit of th
man sensibilities?
Though Phillp




