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it was Margaret who dropped omer |
book and came fylpg over the sands |~
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He put the little one down gently,
anld turned away. a
n & moment there was a patiering masterp
of soft footsteps behind him, . o
“Won't you let me thank you—71
Oh.rmn. It Is you! Don't yonakw'

me "

“Yos Margaret, | know you, but I i :

(hought { Bad beiter koep awdy from || Comerca's sematlity wea marked
you, I've treated you badly, preclious rolanity Cameren foond 8o tak It
badly. But I ean't stand by and see P y -
you anothér man's wife"

“Aunt Margarot! Auntie! Me want
‘00!" piped & childish volee. Alan
Doan gave & great start. His heart
beat wildly.

“What? he orled. “You are not
the child's mother? You are not Mr.
Bannlster's wife?™ ’
“No. No, Alan. Jim Bannister mar
ried my sistéer. I—I knew you wauld
came back, and | walted!"

“Your uncle found out after you had
gone," Margaret sald, as. they made
thelr way slowly bomeward a good
hour afterwards, “that he was quite
wrong. He had made a mistake in
|the accounts, and you were perfectly
honest. He Dbitterly repented his
words to you and would have writ:
{ten if he had known where to address
|yon, He told me so himself, And to
show that he was convinced that he

E

To the utter amasement of the entire 't'h

his reputation for
all others at the
slonal expressions
on the part of others sounded like the
tinkle of a cow bell beside the rum:
bling flow of chosen words from Cam-
eron when he was annoyed.

fg!

if demure lttle Mrs, Parish, the social
editor, ever heard Cameron swear.
They dreaded the

COnsaquences,
though nobody could really tell just
what the result might be.

Cameron was a confirmed woman
bater. He declared women to be the
supreme nulsances of the earth and
imposaibilities In business,
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BOOKS—BOOKS

We have published some good ones spec-
ially suited for farmers, Books that will help
every farmer to make more out ofhis farm

Bes

roled with my best friend, an uncle,

“AND I HAVE BEEN WAITING,"

were worn and stained. He wore no
ahirt, for the old tweed jacket was bul-
toned up o the neck, On his head was
& batiered sofl felt hat; on his feet a
pair of coarss soaman’s shoes,

He stopped as be drew near the re-
spectable man with the black bag, but
he did not say a word, Baunlster
looked at him. Thelr eyes mot, and
the unspoken appenl was more elo-
quent than any words could have been,
Plainly the man was a dereliet.

So clear was the expression in the
man's face that Bannlster answered
bim as Iif he had spoken,

“Sorry 1 bave nothing for yon."

The man's swarthy cheeks flushed,

“Did 1 ask you for anything?" he
sald. ' Then the next Instant: "1 beg
your pardon, 1 am wrong. [ dig,
though not in so many words."

“You look as If you needed help,”
Jim sald awkwardly,

““Ihon my looks only tell the truth,”
sald the derelict, and as he spoke he
smiled, The smile startled Bannister,
This was the face of a cultivated man,
of what one ecalls a gentleman, dirty
and unshaven as It was. He felt that
he could not offer this tramp a copper,

“I am sorry,” he sald hastily, “but
I can't stop to hear your story to-

night—"
“Did 1 offer to tell It?” sald the man
calmly, £

it- "
olling
1 quar-

“No, Yet 1 should like to b
“l don't seo the object of my
ft. It Is a very common one.

He treated me unjustly, or 1 thought
he did. So I ran away to Australia to
geek my fortune, and 1 found—this."

He ended with a rueful downward
glance at his tattered ralment,

“8o you made your way back to the
old country?' Bannlstur sald, absently
fingering the coins Ion his trousers
pooket,

"Yeg—and to the o.d town, And now
that | have got here I can't find the
courage to speak to a soul, You see, |
worked my passage home, and |
gearcely think any of my old friends
wonld now be pleased to see me.” -

He gave a short, bitter laugh,

“But you must have some rolatives?"

“Only the uncle I told you of. He la
dend- I have seen his grave in the
churchyard. And the old house is in
the hands of strangers.”

By this time they weru moving on
side by side, for Bannister was anxious
to get home,

*] ghonld llke to ask pour opiolon
about one thing,' said &n derellot, ab-
ruptly, -

"Well, what is it?"

“In books, when & ma 1« goes off as |
d1d, there Is generally 16moe one that
eares for him. Now hew long do you
think a girl would bs lkely to walt
for a fellow, never getting word or
rlgn from him all the time? zVo'a.ld
ﬁ'f F!r Ikely to walt five years, do you

ak? f

Jim Baonigter coul! have laughed

supper,” sald Bannister, handing him
a silver coln,

The tramp looked from the money |
to the giver, |
“l should like to send this back to |
you when 1 can,” he sald, “WIUl you
tell me your name?"

“Yon peedn't mind, but my name Is
Bannister, We are staylng here for
the rest of the month, Good-night™
He waved his hand and was gone,

The tramp leaned over a gate, think-
Ing, He could see the chimneys of the
house that had been his uncle's, the
house he had hoped would one day be
bis own, It belonged to Charley Hud-|
son pnow, Bo he had been told in the
town,

But Margaret had preferred him,
though some called him a ne'er-do-
well. Was It possible that she had been
walting for him all these years?

The very thought made his heart
burn, It seemed impossible, It was
too much to expect from any girl, Yet
that man—what was his name? Ban-
nister—hg had seemed to think it quite
Ikely. e must find out. He must
got some deoent clothes so that he
might make Inquiries, Bome one in
the town must kunow what had become
of her,

Another thing—hes must send bnck
that money to Bannister as soon
as posaible, Bul how was he to fiud
him?

to repay the money for weeks, He
turned and began running after Ban-
nister as well a8 his clumsy shoes
wonld let him. A little alead there
wns a bend in the road, and he felt
sure that once around that corner he
would cateh sight of him,

He turned the corner, and saw Ban-
nister, but he was not alone, A girl
in a light gray costume was coming
rapldly to meet him, Two echildren
darted from her side, and outrunning
her, threw themselves Into their
father's arma., .

The two, the man and the woman,
came closa together. 8he held up
her face, and he stopped and kissed

lt! .

It was not till then that he saw
her face. Margaret!

His heart stood still, He would not
But, of cdurse, he could not know,

Was it Margaret? He did not feel
quite sure, now that her back was
turned to him. But he felt that he
must know at onoe.

At one side of the road there was
n thick hedge, and a fleld on the
other side of it. The tramp ran back
o the slta, climbed over it, and then
ran, under cover of the hedge, 8o as to
pass beyond the little group. There
was no dificulty about it, The hedge
gcregned him completely, Hecould
#ee them coming slowly along,  The
woman had her d on her compan-
fon's arm, and she smiled into his face

sloud, mmldunmnumu
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He Knew the man's-name, but
not his address; and he was only o |/
summer vigitor. He might not be able | 8

had misjudged you he left you a half
share of ournhln&rt: had, The house
is yours, aud the with it."

“Why, 1 thought Charley Hudson
wis (o have that. He was the favorite,
you lll:lO'."

“Yes, but your uncle thought he
oged you some reparation for think.
Ing you bad cheated him, and =0
driving you away from home. He died
almost four yoars ago. My sister had
been married some time before that.”

“And you, my dearest? What bave
you been dolng?"

“Oh, 1 live in London now. I have
puplls. And, I have heen—walting."”

He turned suddenly and caught her
to his breast. “Please God, my little
girl,” he whispered, as he stralned her
yet closer to him, “our waiting days
are nearly over!™
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EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY,

Mother of Captain Gridiey, of Dewey's
Flagship, Holds Reception.

Mra Ann E. Gridley held a reception

at her home in Washington, in Decem-

ber, in celebration of her elghtieth

birthday anniversary., The parlors

were decorated in red with palms dis
tributed about the rooms, making &
prefly appearance,

Although an octogenarian, Mrs, Grid-
ley is a well-preserved and active old
Iady, and discourses interestingly up

MRS, ANN K, GRIDLEY.
on the remarkable changes which have
come under her observations of sev-
enty years,

Mrs; Gridley ia the mother of the late
Capt. Gridley, who commanded the
flagahlp Olympia of Admiral Dewey's
fleet in the naval action of Manila

believe it.. Had not the man said—7 | Bay
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Beals Hanging.

“iames," sald the teacher, “do you
know what capital punishment {8¥"’
“Yes, ma'am,” sald Pemmy, “It's
when a fellow is naughty, and hls
motber shuts him up in the paniry
where ghe keeps the cake and jam.”
~—

It 48 calculated that there are 2,108
women journalists In the United
States, 1,200 in Germany and 600 in
England, Contrary to general lmpres-
glon ,only 7 per cent of these are en-
gaged in writing or editing fashion

absolute
That should intrude into newspa
per work and so hamper man's per
formance of his duties in & worthy call
ing he regarded with sincere contempt
and unblased scorn. .
Mrs. Parish, on the contrary, was a
gentlewoman to the tips of her fin
gore:— Her slow, deliberate manner of
speoch bespoke her gentle Southern
ancestry and gave some indication of
her fine womanly character.
Despite his profound antagonism to
ward the gentler sex, Cameron thought
enough of his position onm the paper
not to offend Mrs. Parish.
One day, however, he came into the
office from a baseball game, The home
team had lost, the day was hot, and,
as If to add to Cameron's 11l humor, he
found Mrs, Parish at the big table in
the center of the room, her exchanges
completely covering what little space
might have been left for anyone else.
With one sweep of his arm Cameron
sent the papers fiying to every corner
of the room, saying:

“To hell with all this rot!"

Everybody heard. Every man in the
room held his breath, expecting a
scene. Mrs, Parish, manifestly sur
prised, looking calmly, first at the pa
pers, then at Cameron, and in her slow
gentle voice, as if she were repeating
herd charming “Good afternoon!” she
sald: '

“That's what I say, Mr. Cameron
‘To hell with all this rot!" But you
know if 1 don't do it I don't get my
dinner., But just the same, 1 feel as#
you do, and when 1 go to some of these
soclety people’s houses and they com
pel me to talk with their servants
rather than ses me themselves, | say,
“To hell with them!'"

Cameron looked like a man over
board. He gathered up the papers from
the floor one by one. A sheepish look
that had never been there before came
over his face, and when he had care
fully plled the papers on the table be
fore Mra, Parish he said, loud enough
for the emtire room to hear:

“You keep your papers here when
and as long a8 you please, and the firsi
fellow who interferes with you I'll kick
him full of holes.”

SHE WORE ONLY SANDALS.

nent Singer Who Does Not Believe
in Wearing Stockings.

It iz not consldered proper to enter
high soclety In Pittsburg without

without stockings at a reception given
by soclety women of the East End,
Madame Maria Sandal-Bramsen, head
of the vocal department of Imstrue-
tion at a fashionable musical school
and wife of F. Celoste, of the Pittsburg

slp wagging.

lieve In wearing stockings, and has
not worn them since, when a girl of
fourteen, her caught the fancy
of King Oscar of Sweden, who paid
for*her education in the Conservatory
of Music at Christiana. Mme. Bram-
sen came to Pittsburg with her hus-
band six weeks ago.

sical Institute, when a
movement
closed a bare and dalnty little

|as they talked. It was Margaret her

Pittsburg Society Shocked at Emi-

stockings on. Becnuse she appeared

Orchestra, has set the tongue of gos-
Mme. Sandal-Bramsen does not bes

Since then she has been in popular
demand at soclety funetions, but no
one ever suspeeted hor antipathy to
hoslery until this reception at the Mu-
careless little
of the singer's gown dis-

foot in-
closed in & sandal of ancient pattern,
;

The Valae of an dere,

According to a statement prepared
by a statistician, to sustain one person
on fresh meat, 22 acres of land are
required. 1f, however, this same
amount of land be devoted to wheat
eulture it wounld feed 42 people; If to
oats, 88; and if to potatoes, Indian
corn and rice, 176 people,
-
A Happy Problem.

Pardon me, but 1 ought to tell yon
thart Jones has run away with your
wile,

Husband (bored)—Why run?

e

Goldfield, Nevada, has 250 incorpor-
ated Mining Companies, and instead
of the barren desert of four years ago,
is a bustling, bustling, up-to-date city
of 8,000 inbabltants.
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