A LABOR DAY
ROMANCE

[Originel. )

Neginald  Atwater was what the
firls onll & emteh, Thirty yoars old, |
strong nnd hearty, falely looking,
he possossed $400,000 in his own right
The nearest girl to the prize was Map |
lan Wyman, Marian and her mothier
r-u--ml Just enough Income to end- |
do thew to wove la the best soclety, to |
bolong to the eountry club and to ro |
wirn thelr Invitations by an ocensional
ifternoon tea,

Atwater, during July and  Angust, '
had been flitting about very muJ:.to
his own liking and very much to the |
dietrvan of Marian Wyman, who looked
upon his freedom as she would upon
thint of an oschped ecanary, llllnlllll|
fhat he might at any . time be snared
by some [mpecuanious fortune hnnter.
Blie breathed more freely when he re
tirned to his home and spent his tme
with her elther on her plagza or on
that of the cluby,  This It must b ad-
mitted wus because most of those with
whom he wns Intimate were still In
the eonntry.

Miss Wyman hiad not discoversd the
art of pleasing 8 man. Bhe made the
futnl milstuke of attempting to lnalal
herself pleasing, whereas she should
have made the man pleasing, not to
ber. but to WMmself, Bhe overran her
slender Income by buying articles of
drods she could not afford; she sought
t oonvinee Atwater of her common
seuse, her prodence, her wit—In short,
all the accomplishments that may he
consilercd desirnlile In a wife,

At thin tall end of the outing season--
that I, for people of moderate in
comes ~during the short perlod prior
to Atwater's departure for his honting
cluli, Miss Wyman was very much put
out by the appearance of a couniry
connin, Miss Lucy Trimble. The Wy.
mans were under pecaninry oblign-

tions to Miss Trimble's father, M
Wyman's tmther, for a temporary

loan which was now of five years'
standing, and Invited Luey to be with
them for a fortnight's annual visit In
MHeu of Interest. Khe had been luvited
for the lost two wecks In July, when
no one was al home, but for some rea
pon hind deferred hor visit 1l the 1t
of Beptember.  Her coming halved the
hours Miss Wyman could spend with
Mr. Atwnter beonuse she knew he
would not eountenance her shoving
aside n guest,

What was deficlent as an art o the

one was present unturnlly in the other,
Lucy Trimble had never met so grand
a man as Atwater. Hhe sat In his
premence llke the timid Nitle monse
ahe was, her eyes fixed on hln in ad
miration and wonder, He never made
a remark but she fancled It wust con
taln something of profundity. Bhe did
pot talk te him, but lstened with the
deepest Interest to what be sald, ber
only remarks belng sinoere expressions
of admimtion for hils learniug, his ver
satility. Atwater had been looking all
his life for some one to appreciante iim
an e apprecinted himself. Here was
a simple country girl who not only had
discoversd what others had falled w0
Aiscover, but was suilalently Ingenu
ous not to be able to conceal her np
preciation for him.

“Oh, Mr. Atwater,” she sald, “you
ought to be ashawed of yourself to be
econtent with soclety and hunting when
you would so shine in any profession!
Wbo kpows but you might be presi
dent ¥ .

Atwater lnughed, but he was delight.
o). Ile bad oftgn thought of taking
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Deadly

LaGrippe Caused
Heart Trouble,

Nervous Prostration
and Dyspepsia.

My Friends Know Heart
Cure Cured Me.

Mrs. C. O, Hupd, 118 W, Third 5t, Muscs.
tine in well known Ihwug%nul her
u-cl.Lon:J Jows s an ardent worker In the
M. E. Church. She says: “LaGrippe Ilflm;
with & severe case of nervous depression an
nervous_dyspepsia, which soon affected m
heart. [ auffered from sleeplossncss, head-
ache, extreme nervousness and twitching™of
the muscles. The slightest exertion would
cause tanuu of breath, a numbness of m
an

body o lluu ﬂulu:‘:rlh a.“'.; 'l'ﬂlc:.\:l 3
tlam oooﬂ
!-?l :'l Dr. Miles' nn’gm cured me so

din ble left me.
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Pills and th ufth- erve Liver are
“f:it on ;n ndcht:hdon
1 oAr,
au:uh: ‘ulv‘t ‘q:t ‘::':Io:p 'f' at ﬁl;h:‘
and N cr mth the N uu:l Ie
C arve
Tl:nd mﬁ!} l:.'il sound and 'dl‘.'“ﬂ
act he passed .;J:hrdul examination since
: in wi
P
A Pills b rtal boon
AnSFu o raquontly troubled with siok
d ous lu.&lucka I hava mever
anything that w relleve 0
und leave { 'a
r'—Mr Alice

. mdcmruomnch remedy.”
-'Ill'h heart
ar two
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0 wa comme use Dr. Miles
s slckness with the Army in fwe
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“there.
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up politios, 3:: rofrained from Ootng |
80 bpcauss country gentlemen of |
Amerien do pot run for coungrews s
those of Great Britain stand for par
Bament. Jle was delighted with Mins
Trible and cousidersd bow Le could
repay her for her appreciation,

“I have It he sald saftor a groat
denl of thonght. “Fll Invite Mm, Wy
i and Marian and this Httle chileken
o down to the seashore for over
Labor day, ' ask wmy chum, Bob
Alllson, to be of the party to make it
even between us young onep, while
Mrs, Wyman ean be chaperon” .

From Friday afternoon till Wednes
day mornldg the party sujoyed beth-
sup, MruBDE Uu e TR, e, Bk
Lucy Trimble, who had npever seen
the sen, was simply delighited,

The outing was ended. The party
wore at the station walting for the
last train W go to the city that day or
the party wonld have walted for n
Intor one, Ruddenly Laey Trimble put
her hand to her belt and announced
that she had left her watch at the ho-
tel, There remaloed Ofteen minvtes

train thoe, and Atwater offered
to go and get the wateh, Luey de
elared that she nlone could find it. The
two went together, They found the
wateh and started to return to the sta-
tlon. The train came nlong and the
others, seding them within a short dis-
tance, got aboard. The traln moved
out and the party walted expecting to
see the two missing ones come in from
the last ear., When some tlme Lad
passed and they did not appear Miss
Wyman suggested to Mr. Alllson that
he had better go back and see If they
had got on. To this Mr. Alllson de-
murred, stating that bhe did pot pro-
posé to Interrupt a tete-ntete. When
the traln reached the elty It was dls
covered that the missing ones were not
aboard. Mm., Wyman proposed to re
turn, but there was no traln to go on
il morning.

Of courme when Mr. Atwater nnd
Ymcy Trimble returned they were man
and wife. There could be no other re
wult without the girl's disgrace. Mrg
Wyman always apoke of the matter ns
a deplornble aceident, Mr, Alllson as
intentional with Atwater, while Mar
fan Wyman sald, “1 must admit the
fttle ming played It beantifully.” At-
water pays that he Is rejoleed that an
aecident should have given him sueh
#n adorable wife,

JAQUELINE EASTWOOD,

AN EPISODE OF —
SUNMER BOARDING

{Original ) i

The farmhouse was small, but It was
wonderful how many summer boond
ers It was capable of storing away.
Among others were a girl and bher moth
er and the young man to whom lhoi
daughter was engaged. The lovers
were supposed to have gone to the
rountry for constant coolng, but some-
how, so far as the other boarders were
concerned, they saw very lttle of It
During the firet few days they. took
walks together in the morning, but ui
ways enme back looking bored. In the!
afternoon the girl went to aleep,

On one of these afternoons the lover |
sat on the poreh with another girl

“Ivd you ever walk down that
lane?" she ankod.

“No” hie sald. He had walked it ev-
ery day with his fancee since they had
been at the farm.

“It's very pretty; shaded nearly all!
the way." \
“Would you mind showing It to me?"

“What would she say if sho saw us |
going out together?™ l

“8he won't see; she's asleep.” |

They arose and went into the lane,
she chatting glibly. |

“Don't talk so loud,” sald the young !
man in a half whisper. \

“Why not? asked the girl without
lowering her volee, i

“It plways makes her cross to be dis |
turbed In her nap."

“Oh, 1 see. TI'll speak lower” Rut|
by this time It made no difference, for
they were out of hearing. The girl
led the way to o rustic scat and msat|
down, the man placing himself beside
her.

“I come here every oevening (o beo
the sunset,” she sald. “Isn't the view
a preity onet”

uv.qln ~

“Tell we about your ladylove. Are,
you desperately wrapped up in each
other?" |

“You must judge for yourself, You
have seeh 08 togother a groat deal,”

“ #he wns sitting with her face, he

with his back, toward the houre, Her
eye had caught something, Ile turned
to look, but saw nothing unusual,

“Let's go on to the brook,"” she sald,

He pssented, and they walled on.
Before they came to the brook the girl
led the way from the lane to lm'atk)w.'
When they reached the hank she sald: |

“How provoking! We can't get)
across, and there's 4 much prettier |
view from over there than frow any- |
where hereabout,” !

“Plere's a bridge below.™

“It's too far”

“You ecan step across on  those
stonoes,"

“1'd fall o

“1 oun eifrry you™

“Dear me, no! What would sy
“If that's your only objecti e
she's not heve 1o seo, 1'll underimie it"
And, pleking het up, be erurled her
UCIORA,

They went to the spot whery the vg:
was foe ked at it #0 Jong that

| ——r—————

they chnte M iate tor supper, s
flancee Ald not notlee them, bat sat
munching her food moodily. After
supper uhe and her lover walked lo the
lane, The days were long, and there
was plenty of lght. v ;

“I am fortunate” she sid, “io so
early discovering your flippant char
wter™

“If my charncter s flippant you cer
tainly are fortunate in Anding it out.”

“A man who s caught by every pret.
ty faee during his engagement I8 not
Hkely to make a very constant bus
bund.”

“1 presame you refer to my walk
this afternoon. If you go to sleep and
lonve me to myself’—

“1 was not aslecp when you went
awny. 1 heard her bolsterous talk
nud you trying to keep her quiet that
you might get away with ber unob-
served, 1 followed you"—

“Eavesdropped 1

“Call It what youn like.
earry ber over the brook."

“Well

“Well, you are free to earry her
through life for me.”

He nccepted his fate with resigos-

I saw you

tlon, and they walked back fo the
hiovme, the girl going up to her room,
He #at on the poreh for awhile, then
strolled back into the lane. Agaln be
was followed, this time by the other
Kirl,

“Haun abe dismissed you?" she l‘kd-[

Oc‘fﬂ'u

“It didn't take much of A cause to
moke her do IL"

“I suppose the cause was sufficient.”

“Who's ber correspondent in the
clty |

“1 didu't know she had any 7™ |

“l wans nt the post office the other
day when the mull eame in. Bhe seized
upon o letter addressed In a man’s
hand.™

“You don't mean It |

“I maw her following us whileo we sat
on the rustic seal"

“Why didn't you tell me?

“Ol, 1 thought she wanted an ex-
cuse to brenk her engagement with
you, and—men are so stupid—I thought
you might"—

“(ilve her n chance. And you permit-
ted me to enrry you across the brook
knowing she was looking on.”

“1 told vou she mightn't ke It."”

Iney went on ana sut on tne ruste
seat.

“What Aid you do it for?™ he asked.

Bbe looked down and smoothed her
dress; then she looked out at the view,
then down agnin and smoothed her
-+ |

“Come, tell me your object™—

“You're too good for her, and sbe
Aidn’t want you anyway." |

“Am 1 too good for you?™ |

“That's for you to decide®

He was bending close over ber, H«
kissed her.

l‘.",l.le:.\'f:P STORMS SHALER.

From Brute
Go Man

[Original]

The mutineers had killed the eaptatn,
two mates and won the Alida. The
third mate, Bdward Webster, had giv-
en thern so much trouble, killing two
of thelr nmnbér, that he was reserved
for a death by some prolonged torture.
They were trying to devise something
unigue. When passing an lsland one of
then sald:

“{ tell you, wmates, what we'll do.
Let's take him ashore and when the
tide's out bury Lim up to his neck in
the sand. Then wben it turns be'll
get the slowest drowning man ever
bad™ |

There was a shout of approval to
this, and several of the men went for-
wnrd to drop the anchor while others
lowered a boat from the davits. When
all was ready Webster was put into the
boat and rowed ashore. The tide had
just passed the flood, and it would be

eleven hours before another high was yheio8ed check ns payment of the prise

ter. The mutineers dug a bole at the
highest line of foam and put thelr eap-
tive in it, leaving his head free, hls
arms pinned close to his sides, Filling
in the sand, they stamped it down
about him so that it was impossible
for bim to move. Then they took to
their boat, guying him as they pulled
AWRY. |'

Ho long as Webster had them and the

ship to look at bis wind did not wholly |

pest upon his condition. He watched
them till they went aboard, saw them
ralse the anchor and sall away, keep-
ing his mind upon them till the last
ray of suulight faded from the ship's
salln,

Above the horfzon where the bark
had disappeared hung a dark cloud
lke n sea gull with ountstretched wings,
Then there was a faint flash of light-
ning. “There’ll be a storm,” thought
the captive, “and 1t will shorten this
agony, driving the tide in earlier and
higher, May It come quickly.” + ,

1t was 6 o'clock In the evening, when
Webster was buried, and till miduight
# threeqharter moon salled
black, ragged clouds, while occasion-
ally a flash of lightning added to the
terrible splendor of the scene, It was

the ocean—the black, heaving, tum:| '

bling ocean—its MNIT waves fall-
ing hoavily on the beach with monots
onous reg ularity, that was the, chief
horeor, - Theé cdplive watched the re-
ceding tide, saw It turn and then crawl
. slowly upon him, No,stealthy Songle
bélast could be half so terrible, '

| loosened; he dragged himwelf from bie

the world which he was about to leave !
Alas for Lumanity, the instinet of fhe
brute ereation predominated, With his
sulferiogs was mingled a hatred for
the men who had caused It. At soch
{ntervals ns his mind reverted to nught
but his situation It fell upon methods
of revenge he would delight to Inflict
on his murderers,

Blowly the relentiess ocenn advanced,
Had it life It would not have been Ko
awful. Its unrensoning, Inevitable pur:
pose was {ts grentest horror, He knew
that he was helpless, but conld hot re
frain from an effort to free himsel/,
Had he been able to move even lntinl
tesimally be might In time loosen the
sand about him, It was his Inability
to stir at all that pinioned him,

Hoon after midnight the storm burst,
As the tide rolled In the breakers in-
creased In wlze and strength, Then !
came the dawn of day. By this time
the extreme line of foam encircled the
captive’s neck.

' And now came a ray of hope. Web-
ster noticed that when the first wave
to reach him receded It took with it
annd frem under his chio and left sand
at the back of his neck. Another wave

eame and took more from in front, |

leaving tnore behind. Then as the seeth-
fng fonms passed over him he held his
breath, regaining it when the water
had withdrawn. Each receding wave
plied sand behind and scooped sand in
front. Ha bent forward; his arms were

hole.

He went to the crest of a dune and,
throwing bhimself down, slept. When
he awoke the tempest had lulled, but
the ocean was chafing more fercely
than before. From his elevated pomi-

contest, mn

Then she told :

done and even her

of the story. '

When she had fuished, Cordella
phook her hend. *“I am wsorry, dear,
Miss Wiggs," she sald gently, “but [

oo i,
would searecly take the trouble to ex-
anmine manuseripts of another ebarac-
t*l

“But why not try again? she fin-
fahed brightly. “Our subscription han
expired, and you can send In our e
newnl with the story. Please do, Misa
ww»

Bo Miss Wiggs did try again. Bome-
how as she sat in the darkened parlor
a plot eame to her, an fdea for a love
story, unique, clever, Intéresting. Bhe
tald 1t to Cordelia, and the girl clapped
her hands joyously,

“Oh, It's ever so good, Mim Wigen!"
she said, And when the story was writ-
ten and read to her she gnve it exactly
the same pralse. And pow the stor)y
had won the prige.

. L] L ] Ll L L L]

The back door opened softly, and
Cordelln entered the house. It wan
some time before she discovered Miss
Wiges In the parlor. As the girl enter.
ed the room the woman looked up with
a =mile lighting her thin face.

“See, Cordelin,” she maid, with child.
ish glee. “I won the prizes”

Cordelis 4id not smile. Drawing a

tion he saw a mile to his Jeft a strand.
od ship and kuew from ber rigging
that she was the Allda. He ran down |

| to a point opposite her and saw men

putting off on a raft. It tumbled for a
moment on the curl of a comber, then |
enprized, leaving 1ty crew in the water. |

Webster saw 2 man being drtven to- |
ward a protruding rock. Rushing to|
its outermost edge, he caught the belp-
lems, creature, saved him from being
dashed to death and drew him away
from the turmoll of brine, ADODer
waa thrown senseless on the beach and
was about to be carried back when

Webster dashed In and saved him. A

h?m to barbarously

chalr close to Miss Wigge', sho oprned
the magnzine In her hand,

“I am golng to read you a story,” she
pald slowly, “that was printed severn
years ago” .

Miss Wiggs wmiled at the girl loying-
ty as she lstened to the first “w
words, Then the smile gave way to &
look of wonderment that in turn
chnnged to one of paln. When the
story was ended, she looked up at the
girl with tears In her eyes,

“You don't think, Cordelia”— she be-

s and
placed an arm caressingly around the
woman.

“Dear Miss Wiggs,” she sak! quicl.
1y, “perhaps It was merely a o el
dence or it may be you once read thie
story and then forgot It till It cam -

to
pull you out. That, I suppose, is the
man in me. At all events we're all
Hving who should have been dead.”
There 18 a sequel to this story, a voi-
nme of incidents, but It may be stated
fn a few words. Three brutes became
men., For many a year they salled
with theilr captaln, Edward Webater,
and many a time their watchfulness
saved him from some Impending ca-
., One of them died under &
blow that was Intended for him.
Wi L . ¥ A MITCHEL |

MISS WIGGS’
PRIZE STORY

. [Copyright, 190, by T. C. McClure)

“A letter for you, Miss Wiggs" said
the postman, smiling.

Little Miss Wigge extendad a trem-
bling bhand.

She carefully cut the end of the en-
velope with the scissors and drew out
the letter. It was very hrier:

“The editors of The Story Magazine
take great pleasure in presenting the

offered for the best short story submit-
ted In thelr recent contest.™

That was all, But a dosen pages of
praise could not have pleased little
Miss Wiggs more. It was not a large
sum of woney, to be sure, but to her it
meant a great deal, Ever since that
day three months before when she had
mailed the stary and the required sub-
scription money she had waited and
hoped ‘with all the fervor of her little
body.

There had been little sowing for her
to do of late, and she had watched her
income dwindle away with growing
fear, She had never thought of trying
to write till Cordelia Brown one day
brought her a copy of The Story Magn-
zine to read. Cordelln was seventesn
years old now and well plong in high
gchool, but she bad never forgotten
Migs Wiggs' kindness of former days

When the girl was gong, Miss Wiggs
picked up the magaszine, Almost the
first page to meet her eyes was an ad-
vertisement offering a prise for the
best short story submitted before &
cortpin date. It was then that the idea
of ln&;ﬁ write a story first occurted

s Wiggs,

Sle had 4 tale of, the firgt settlers In
her memory ha down from mother
to ddughter, ns such stories are. More
over, she mu:d a g::d w
elear wind nud § lels

u?;-vn ‘lu#lﬁ ua::ﬂl lm than
that Miss Wiggs should write a story.

And what wes bis chiaf

In.dpe time the story was
Miss Wikes copled

| trtet Brought Growth and Pros

| erty Geeatly Incressed.
About twelve years ago in the county

long blue envelope. -

“My story of the first settlers.”
explainad to Cordella, noting the name
of The Story Magnzine on the envelope.

eves are not very clear today.”

“The editors of The Btory Magasine™
read Cordella, “return the Inclosed
manuscript with muech regret. Wel
written and readable as it i, the plot
ts somewhat hackpeyed, and for that
roason the story (s returned.”

With a soadden suspiclon Cordelia
turned to the manuseript. !

“0Oh, Miss Wigga" she cried, “it was
your story of the old settlers that won
the prize, after all. They have re
turned your love story."”

[ Miss Wiggs smiled through her tears.
“Caordella,” she sald, “we won't have

to write that letter returning the cheek

t» the publishers tomorrow moroing.

| We will take a little outing Instead.”

| LESLIE W. QUIRK

' ALABAMA. PROGRESS.

RESULTS OF BUILDING GOOD ROADS
IN MADISON COUNTY.

| improving the Highways of the Dis-

perity—The Taxahle Value of PFrop-

.'lmng-.tholrmdﬂutﬂdnn\l

saw that something bad 'to be
' said Charles P, Lane in an address de-
Uvered before the national good roads
convention, We could see nothing else
to do but to bulld three
campaign was lnaugurated.
into this great campaign,
lature passed a hill pro
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In the fall, when the roads
Wao hnmediately went back te the
hama leglslature and obtained sanction
‘or nnother election, We trled then In
|'ebruary, and never shall 1 forget that
cunpalgn, made on over
| nod bottoms, and October

Novouber there was a change of mz
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Btlencing Vom =, -
Ven Blumer—I came near being tal:
en for a deer in the Adirondacks.
Mra. Von Blumer~That's singule
mn you're such a bear at home.

Miss Ida M. Snyder,
Treasurer of ibhe ;
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