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history of the country and the Indian

wars, There you will find Jhat only »
fow encaped, and the battle ground
wan made famoos In history, It was

made o by p Gorman soldier In Gon-
ernl Crook's command, whoae dinlect
gnve It the name It st bearn, Aftor
thee bnttle wan over, ax the Osrmnn
wipod the porsplration and powder
ntinlne from hin faco, he gald:

ey enll din “Mell'n Dreap,' bhut )
pame 1t ‘Dunder and DMixen,' "™ Sinee
thut time the battle groond sand the
river have horne the nime the Gor
man gave the place, and hilstory hans
ndopted the name un the proper one

Among the fow who escnped were
Chiof Bgun and Dan Follett At the
Inst moment they plinged Into the
raging stream and swam with  tha
eurremt for n long distanes, repchod
the distant shore and then ascoended
w preciplee of rimrocks, and ns they
pawned over the summit they wavied
thelr hands o deflance at thelr pur
FUOTH,

CHATTER XXV
Wakon of Bln and Aleahol,

It Iy meveral dave after the bhatile
of “Dunder  and  Blixen”  Generad
Crook bas sent all of hin men, excem
hin stnff, to the fort and he han gtop
ped nt the Houwge to strmighten
ont the mattary reported by the trap

St

per,

Hertha amd Hammerloy aee at the
Blone Hon Jamea Lyle in ther
Al. Beach has returoed All of the
cowhoyn who escuped the Indian ar
rowx nare thir Thore HNre many
remintsencens o relat Hertha haw
long nge told ithe story of how sahe
wndl Metzeor fell Intao the Bhanda of
Follett, He had come 1o the trapper's
nhode Inte In the afermoon nnd left
n muasngse to the efect that the trap
per  dedlred  ihelr prosenes at  the
HStone Honm and that the hallf-bhreed
wonld eall about ik for tham
They had held a conference hefores
the return of Follett and while they
wiore susplelons of him, It weemed wo
probable that h tory win true, that
they deelded 1o accompany  him
Metzeor nrming hbmself a4 clniming
that be wan w mateh forthe Canadian

Follett ent it the anpolnted thine
hringing twn horss with him, and
Bertha loaving Iullan Byl 1o lond
after hoer fnthi hiee el Motzeer
niupted outl with the Canaddan toward
the Stone House They T..'l\‘ nol gong
fur, however, until they wore sur
founded by the faur biny whio had
necomipanied  Folleg nd  were In
thelr power ! et} vk prn el it e
commnnd wnd horvied them away to
ward “Hell "rag it whieh pluce
L his (LT (4 famil with whnat fol
lowed

It Is varly In the ftornoon.  Gen
ernd Crook | eated ft the bedglde of
A very slek mon In the main room of
Lhee Brone Mo Hi ls dellirious for
long peviods and oo oud for short
Oanes Hils coneclon Moments Wrs
motenta of agony

It Is the Lard of the Desert Ho
lind remnlned #oabopr dering the slege

of the Stone Honse and hnd token an
oith nt the thme that he would nover
drink Intosleants agnin A% AoOmn as
tho slego woas aver nand thoe soldlers
annd cowhovae had gone and the excite
mont dled out, he had eollnpsed For
more than a week he had nelther eat
en nor slept The collapye of his
vourn of digsipation had come Hlin
blonted form was raphly sanuming
Ite naturnl stote He was bt "
pponee, a dry decaving sponge with
all of the suhstance gone He was n
human wreck, made so by gin and al
caliol Mis was not an lkolmted cnae
It wan the same ald story Written
and unwritten  history sabound with
auch storloa

Tt In ton Inte penernl, I Iy foo
Inte' sald the unforiunnte man In

moment of consclimunioss “1I have
taken the onth, T will pnever  drink
nealn, but It woas taken too Iate it
might stimulnte me now for a  fow
Lours, but It would make death the
more agonlzineg.”™

"It In true, Mr, Lyle,” replied the
poeneral. ity offects are alwnys tom
porary, oxeopt the injary it glves
This In permanent, A man may foel

hig Iife may sven
for n briet apell

kood for o moment )
be prolonged by it

but he must suffer the conseguonces
In the end.™

After 0 more oxhausting delirium
the dying man spoke agnin

“It 15 here that T burt worse, gon.
ernl, It is here” he sald, placing his
Land over his heart “If you knew
what lles there, genersl, you would
pity me though 'm the most wicked
man Hving."”

“It I8 et too late to repept  and
Co Justice,” puggestod the warrlor,

“Nol too lute (o repont, 1 know, for
I am doing that fast nd / gullty
aontl ean confesy Iteelf, but It Is too
lite to do Justice they are dead
genornl, they are dead-—my brothor
nnd his ehild are dead!™

Thisg confesgion seomed (o ease the
man for a momoent Then he con
tlnued:  “If 1 conld glve them back
thelr lives, general, and this mockery
called woealth—the halfbread only
took a amaoll portion of what 1 pos
gess—denth would lose many of s
terrors. 1 do not fear i, genersl, but
to meet my God with this load here
ienoral, for many yourg [ have kept

nae

my heart, my consclénce, my soul,
bhenumbea with strong  drink; now
general, it mil falls upon me ke n
nmountain Oh, that it would crush
me, diggolve moe like vapor, extermi-
nate me that 1 ghonld not have to

weet my Maker
“I am able to glve you some relief,"
aitd the voteran solillor, "vou are not
ng guilty as you think.”
“Oh, Lut they are ddead, general
No power on earth can glve me relief
I will tell

now-—Iit g too late vou
how It happoned,” continued  Lyle,
gasplng. 1 hived Faollett to kill one

nnd old Bgan to kill the ather..**

“1 know yon think It happened.” re-
mMied General Crook, “bat it ls not
that bad, Suppose 1 ghould tell you
that they hoth lye?"

"You would moek me, goneral, yvon
would mock me,"

“No, 1 gpeak trathfully, when [ tell
vou that they siill live, naud are hers
at thig moment.” sald the genoral

“Do not tarture me, general, but 1If
they nre here lot me gep them. Let
them tell me that they st Hye

Jim Lvle was brovsht in In o chaly
and sented by the hoddlde and Bor
tha eame and stood by her father's
gln

“Phis lg Jim. Brother Jim." eali the
dving. man. “8penk Jim, and tell me
that you lve aund that this s your

child by your slde.”

The cripple’'s spirit of revenge had
left Bim, With tears in his eyes ho
hurrledly rolated
with which the lLord of
wun not fumiliar, and
Hummersley to his slde,

“Thin, brother,” sald the Erlpple
“la the rightful hely to all of the prop
orly, o s the only child of the de

the Desert
then called

ceaped brother, Willlnm, Here la a
certified copy of father's will, and
AL Beach, whom . you long sinece

thought wis dead, brings tho Instru-
ments to show that  Willlam Ham
mersley, the (rapper, Is no more nor
no lesap than Willlam Liyve, sole haolr
to all of the wealth of the House of
Lyln*

“Tastles han hoen done” anld the
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maid

“They mre here ot this moment,”’
e flel neenl

GYIng man Thanky to the fallure of
Imn Follett m currying out our mur
deroun plans, Thanka to the treach:

ory of old Egan In not slaving the
chlld, Thanks to God, who, | must
now  schnowledge, gulded 1t all

Penth (v nol near g0 bitter, now. |
belleve there s hope, evinn for me.”

And the Lord of the Desert panpsed
Into n wleep nover (0o waken again In
the martal body,

CHAPTER XXVI
Conclusion,

Pressing ap was the military datios
of Geneisl Crook he dectded to  re.
main nt the Stone House another day
umid night. A cowhoy was sent to the
fort with n message to nnpnounce this
[met

The following moming was deolde
ipon for the burial of atl that re
maited of the late Martin Lyle. With
military precislon General Crook had
enignnted munrise as the hour and

reangements were made aceordingly

A pgrave was dug In a small tahle
high up on the mountaln slde
overiooking the place and promptly at
the genornl and hig ataflf and
relntives of the deceased and the
about the place were  as
cmbled at the grave,

Before the body wap lowered thi

rmy chaplain conducted a short fer-
vice and the veternn  gene al, con
teary to hin custom nnd sxperience
delivered o short address, but like atl
things that he did, he was practieal

Intidd
Snrise
the

in |l!ll‘\" "

anid commonsense and spoke to the
proint
“Ehis ls the last tribote” he snld,

that man can pay to man—give him
a decent burial in the earth. A man
ambitions for wealth and power
riined hils life and shortened hisa days
trying to obtain It wrongfully. It is
not meot and proper to sapeak  re-
proachfully of the dead, but his dying
words condemned such a Hfe and It i
waell that we should profit by the les.
Fon.

“His lfe is now familiar to you all

it does ne zood o repeat it here
It there (g yet one ledson to draw
from L

He was known far and wide as the
iord of the Desert.” He prided In
this. This comes from the difference
In clagnes In the Buropean countries
where lords and lndles are creoated by

tngs and monnrchs and by heredity

"There Is no such custom here, The
title g an omply one Every man
here may be n lord sccording to  the
American {dea, If he wisheg, An
honorable, well spent Hfe makes a
man alord, a sovereign, o King here
better thaon  the highest sounding
nmes of the old world, It is not the
tithe, i I8 the man,

“With all of the highsounding
name of 'Lord of the Desort,' he was
Lot noearly so great ns his humble
fuccessor, the honest  trapper, who
has made himself a lord In deod by
Inboring and battling for the right
The assumed lord died a death of
agony from a remorseful consclonce.
The real lord—the true American lopd

cume to his Inheritance honestly
and through merit. Let us hope that
the dead lord has made peace with
his maker and that the Ameriean lord
will never disgrace the honorable ttle
which he has waon.”

With n song by those present and
a prayer by the chaplain the cere
mony over the remains of the "ord

ff the Desert” was closoed.
General Crook wag now roady  to
take hig doparture. Hig frionds had

nssembled about him in the Stone
House to render him thankg for his
siervices,

“I will send that money to you by
an escort upon my arrival at  the
fort, friend Hammersley-Lyle," sald
the general,

“No, send It to some sufe bank In
the eart and deposit It to Miss Lyle's
credit, so that she may draw upon It
for the use of hersolf and her father,”
replied the trapper,

"Not one cent,” spoke
and dauvgnter together,

the father

“Only convey us  to  oivilization,”
sald Bertha, “and 1 will suppont
fiither. Mr, Hanmmersley is the right

ful owner of the money and the prop-
arty and | would not consent to ac:
cept one cont of it"

“You shall have the money and
property, too” repliod tha trapper.
“1 will return to my traps. Your

futher may manage the ranch and you

may traval or do as you llke.”
“What a pity yon are cousins,” sald

Jeneral Crook, “Yon should be loy.

org—youn should be husband and
wife."
“It makes no difference in  Scot.

land,” sald the cripple.

“But it |8 against the law here,” re
plied the general,

“He hag never asked me, anyway,”
snld Berthan embarrassed.

“I didn't think It wus any use," re
plied the trapper with a husky wvoloe.

Genernl Orook at once detected the
ronl gentlment of the two for each
ether,

“It's a bad law,"” he sald, “but it Is
best."

“1 think 1 can relleve all of this
embarrassment,” sald Al, Beach, com-
Ing forward, “Read the will more

the elrcumstances |

carefully.”

The will was handed to Generul
Crook, who read:

“In the name of God, Amen. [ be.
queath to my adopted mon, Willlam

'I.yl. all—"  “"Adopted son, ropeated

General Crook, “Ho this Willinm Lyle
was not the real son of the testator.”

“That Is trus,” sald Leondldas Lig
gett, the former cook of the Lord of
the Descrt, who had stood by in al
lence, I have lotg known the whole
story, | learned It from William
Lyle's wife in Boston, nfter hin death,
I have kept sllent ull of these years
becnuse [ did pnot think an adopted
over the real

won ought to Inherlit
ones."
A further exambuation of tho pas-

pers which Al Beach had secured dis

Willlam Lyle that he was an adopted
fon and that this had been kept

were &l born after his ndoption,

"I mee nothing In the way now."
unld Qenersl Crook, glancing at Bey
tha and Hammersley

“Berthn is It any use to ask?™ in
quired the Lrapper

replied the girl as she took him by
the hnnd,

“Gind you remalned, chaplain”
sald Generanl Crook “You have
buried one lord and now you may

bind another for life before we go”
Within ten days old Egan eame in

squawe and children of his tribe and
surrendered to Genernl Crook,

Fort Warner was abandoned and
the great Indian fighter wan sent to
other fields. Dan Follett was never
heard of again,

Dertha Lyle preferred to  change
her name and she and the, trapper
agreed that Hammersley wad pood
enough. They lived at the Stone

House and gave the ceripple a8 home
the remainder of his days.

They retained in thelr employ all of
the Tormepr employes at the Stone
House who desired to remaln, and
the names of the Hammersleys, ths

Banches, the Byods, the Hopes, the
Metzgers and the Liggetts are still
famillar and honored ones In  the

groent Inland Emplre belt of Oregon,
THE END.

(“The Lord of the Degert” may e
had in book form far 25 cents from the
publisher of thig paper, or by addross-
ing the Metropolitan Printing Co
162 Second street, Portland, Oregon )

VMM"
WEEDS ARE INDISPENSABLE

“I'ie manner In which weeds are
known to lmprove soll forms s remnrk-

uble sclentifie discovery. Thalr roots
extend Iuto the wtiffer and more cowm-
pact subwoll, where no ordinary plant
tan reach, nnd after loosening and open-
fug It up so that alr and water can have
actlon upon I, suck up from below
great  quantities  of potash salts and
plhosphoric aeid. When these weeds are

plowed under or die, these salts and
ncids are left near the surface, where
they can be utilizged by the cerenls and
root crops which lUve apon them. For
Instance, wheat and potatoes Uourish
well where these weeds linve gone be-
fore aml done the work of getting the
necessary food for them frow the sub-
soil and the air,

“Much land 1= of no value until these
weelds come In pod make it so, This Is
particularly true of sandy solls and re-
¢lalmed marsh lands, which are def-
eleut In potash, a thing necessary In
all farming land, On these the deeper
rooted legunies, such as gorse. broom,
alfalfn, lupines, sulla and the perennial
beans are of great value. Thelr roots
not only reach down very deep and
bring up potash from the subsoll in the
mannor deserlbed, bot their lopves ke
great quantities of altrogen from the
dalr. Now, when a soll 8 rieh In pot-
ash and nitrogen It 1s good soll, and as
these plants dle and leave thelr gath-
éred potash and nitrogen on the surface
the sandy and marshy  solls  become
good land,  All the farmer hug to do Is
plow these rotting weeds under and he
has good land on which he can ralse
cerenls, root erops nmd tobacco—that
hardlest and most wearing plant upon
soll.

“The government has Indueced farm-
dre o ry Florlda boggar weod, One
experiwentor reported that by plaonting
It in his deld and plowing voder the an-
nual crops for two successive vears
the s0il bhod been completely changedd
In texture and color. Another farm-
or discovered that a crop of beggar
wead turned under will, when decom-
posed, retinln near the surface In ready
reach of the roots of succeeding crops
not only all the nitrogen that It took
out of the atmosphere, but ulso what-
dver fertilizers were subsequently ap-
pllek. A third reported that all hls
flglds produced more luxurlous crops
after haviog been glven over one sea
son o A rank growth of this weed,

“To find out how much chemical vals
ue this weed really takes from the ale
und the subsoll, the government plant.
ed n sandy fAeld (bare of any of the
gquulities on whieh ordinary cereals and
vegetables thrive) with beggar weed,
aud when the crop was at Its belght
barvested It, root and all. The crop
was then reduced to ashes and the re-
wult nnalyded. 1t was found that every
ton of beggar woeed ashes contained 608
pounds of lhwe, 230 pounds of phos-
phorle acld and 4582 pounds of polash,
Twenty or tweuty-five tons of beggar
wead hay were required to make one
ton of nshes, but every acre ylelded four
tons of beggar weod., It was figured
out that a four-ton yleld per acre,
which I8 Ao average, one nere of bege
gar weod would yleld 150 pounds of nl-
wogen, worth 15 cents a pound, or
$22.00 worth of nitrogen and potash
iud- phosphorie weld worth 8526, mak.
Ing n total of §22.70 worth of fortiliz-
log echemleals taken from an acre of
woll worlh nothing at all.—St, Louls
Btar,

covered a written acknowledgment of | 1 know not the kingdom lmmortal;

A That Death's not & wall but a portal,
woerat. from the other children who |

“There is nothing lost by trylng!" |

with hig fragment of warrioras and lhrl

MORE THAN A DHEAM.

Live up to the highest that's In you,
He true to the volee in your msoul,
I#t love nnd your better molf win you,
And follow them on to the goal.

Afar in the path of Fndeavor
The temples of Happiness gleatn,
They wtand ns & promiss forever
That heaven s more than s dresm.

We fall in the momenta of weakness,
Borne down by the passion of sin,
Acknowledge the wrror with meekness

And strengthen the guard from within,
The lontn of the brate we inherit

Must cower and shrink from the light
That flows from the throne of the spirit

And shiows us the path 1o the right.

Yot feel in my inermost soul

Through which lics an infinite goal.
I know not the glory supernal,

Nor paths that the angels have trod;
Yet pomathing within in eternal

And grows in the sunlight of God.

1 know with the wisdom of Borrow,
Tha lessons I've learned by the way;

The freaits that we gather to-morrow
Are grown from the seeds of to<day.
Life's page we have blotted and check

ered;
No power on earth can restore,
We write an Indelible record,
To Wlight or to bless evermore,

With voices soraphie and tender
Our loved ones are oalling afar,
With Heght that is golden in splendor
Truth shines like a mysticnl star,
The weil of the RBilence in riven,
The banner of Hope is anfurled;
And Love, through the portals of heaven,
Ilumines the night of the weorld.
—DDeniver News,
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LI MAN BOYXNE, tha boss team-
© ¥ter, was sitting by a coal oil

Inmp fo his best room, He bad
taken off his shoes and his coat, and
his coarse woolen socks and his hick-
ory shirt showed that he was not a
mnn of airs, He war deep In hix news-
prper, of which It was his hablt to read
every wond, Including ads,, and he had

filled hisx old clay pipe for the third
time when the rap nt the door caused
Lim to shout: “Come n!" |

“GGood evening, Mr. Hoyne,” sald the |
stalwart, well-groomed young man i
who came o !

“She's ont.” growled the old chap, |
resuming his reading.

“I know she ls, sir.
called.”

The old fellow put down his paper
and leered over his spectacles,

“AL least,” resumed the young man,
nervously, “I camwe to talk to  vou
albout her, sir. We want to get mar-

That's why 1

rled.” He sat down, looking flushed
nnd excited, and the old man stared at
bim a minute before he Legan:

“Well, suppose you do? Have you
the means to keep her decent? How
inueh have you saved ¥ Three hundred
—that'll buy the furniture. How long
did It take you to save that?

“A little over a year, I—"

“A yenr! You must be an  awful
spendthrift. How much do yon get?”

“Thirty n week since the beginning
of this year. I['ll get a rojse—"

“SWhat!” shrilled the father, putting
his linnd= on his knees and peering at
the lover., *“Thirty dolinrg 8 week—a
bachelor. all alone, and have only three

HOUNDED HIM AT

FATRER-IN-LAW
HI8 OFFICE,

hundred left! How the devil—do you
drink ¥*

“Oh, no; It Isn't that, sir; T just live
pretiy well, You see, 1 wasn't figur-
ing on getting married till I met Mar-
gy, and you see l've always been used
to having everything."

“Do you own a plate, a house or
anything?"

“No, sir.” ”

“You must be daft, then, Where
was vou golog to live? At the Audl
torlum, maybef"

“Oh, we could get a neat fiat for a
Hitle money, and—"

“And pay rent? You're a fool, my
boy, 1 won't give her to you till you
got a house, 1 don't care I it's only
twe rooms, so It's your own, to keep
her In"

Margy's volee slnging was heard
then from the rear rooms, Boyne re-
sumed his paper, Jog Btewart, mut-
tiring “skin-flint, miser,” and other en-
dearing epitheta directed against his

wonldn't let him in, feigning to be out

| eruel, and she eried a good deal. Lut

mrw father Inlaw, bul wisely '
ping “sre quiet, walted for Margy |
to come In. That was his first but not
finnl offort to get Dad's consent. He
enme aghln - on  Haturday evening, |
wlhile the girl was at market, and the
crusty old drayman, with a conrse
frankness, suggested that he bad a
"tidy little place” In the West Side,
three rooma and a summer kitehen, |
that he would sell to Btewnrt If he
renlly meant to marry the girl at all
The meanuess of this proffer struck
him like a blow, but he aald he'd think
ahout It, and he dld. He talkpd It over
with Margy, a wholesonlsd, winsome
girl, who had bwen ftralned for a
school-teneher by the eanny old man,
who “knew the value of money.”

“Let's try It, Joe," ghe langhed, “It's
a runty old cottage, but we'll fix It
np. Dad won't be hard on us for the
payments, and perhaps by the time It's
pald for we ean sell It nnd get a nlcer
hame."

Btewart, thoroughly despising ol
Boyne, bought the place on time pay-
ments and signed about sixty notes at
£25 ench, lstening with suppressed ha.
tred to the miserly old man who had
thus unloaded $£1.500 waorth of frame
ghanty and cheap ground upon his
own daughter's hushand For the
wedding took place witliln & month.

.

“Yor MUST BE AN EPEND-

THRIFT.”

AWFUL

When the cottage was painted and
furnished and the young couple was
well Installed, the old man would
come 'round durlng the day to see
Margy, but Joe's batred of him rose
fo the top pitch when the first note

fell due and old Boyne, 'n  person,
cime to the office to collect it. Afier

ant that Joe comdn™ help takiny
Boyne's boney hand.

“He's given me back all you pald
him, Joe,” eried the wife, shaking a
budget of bank notes st them; “he
was only foollng us—foollng us It
belng seonomical.”

“I tell you, Joeo Stewart,” began the
old drayman, when they sat down to
supper, “there's no use to make money
If yon don't save it, When I was
your pge—""

And then for the first time old
Boyne's lecture on economy seemed
Interesting to them all—Chicago Ree-
ord-Herald.

A VICTIM OF PRIDE.

Rooster Could Not Bear to Livo When
Hin Prestige Was Gone,

It has been sald that the reason of
Napoleon's defeat was simply that he
thought he could not be defeated. The
New York Mall and Express repents a
conversation overheard on & suburban
train, which tells how a Napoleon of
the barn-yard was conquered.

“Iride’s a terrible thing, I tell yon,”
remarked a passenger to his  seat-
mate,

“Yes?" mald the other man, good-
naturedly.
“Yes. This young fellow"—pointing

to a news dispatch In the evening pa-
per—“cutting away for the other slde
of the world just becanse the girl
made & fool of him reminds me of the
Langshan rooster we had up at our
place. He was a fine-looking bird, and
he had bossed the barn-yard so long
that he sort of came to think he was
Infallible.”

“That’s natural,” responded the other
man.

“Well, the rooster grew careless, and
one day when he was putting on too
many alrs a cross old hen pecked his
left eye out, in plain view of the whole
flock. You never saw such humilia-
tion in your life.

“It wasn't the loss of the eye that
burt so much as the loss of prestige.
He never was himself again, Every
rooster in the yard made fun of him;
the hens strutted by without paying
the least attentlon to him, and even
the chickens saueed him. He pined
away, his feathers drooped, and he be-
came a regular outecast, speaking
around by himself to plek up stray
grains of corn when the rest of the
fowis had finlshed feeding.

“Ome day I went out to get a plump
hen for dinner. I laid the hatchet on
the block where I usnally cut off the
heads of chickens, and was moving
around to pick out a fat one, when my
wife ealled to me to look. And, sir,
Iving flat on the block was thut old
rooster. He had hopped up there and
put his head down close to the hatchet,
and was walting for me.™

“Did yon kill him?" asked the other
man, as the narrator paused.

“I didn’t want to, but my wife beg-

that ihe yonng man quit speaking"to
his wife's father, and the young wife
herself felt ashamed and grieved to
observe the grasping eagerness with
which he pursued Joe for the pay-
ments,

Month after month the efforts to pay
Boyne came harder, for there were the
painters and carpenters to pay, a bath-
roovin had been bullt into the cottage
and the plumber's bill was n caution.
To make matters harder for Joe, the
little Btewarts began to arrive, and
when the time came to pay the young
husband saw that he'd have to “stand
off” elther the doctor or Boyne. He
paid the docior. His father-in-law
hounded him at the office, at the house,
waited for him st the street corner,
and then serawled a letter in which he
threatened to foreclose If the note,
post due, wasn't pald, Margy almost
biroke her heart when she found out
the truth, but when Dad called she
pleaded with him to give them a little
more time. She showed him her pret-
ty baby and promised that they would
now begin te economize In enrnest,

Old Boyne promised an extenslon,
but harped upon the need of economy
untll she felt like striking him. It was
the same every thne A new note eame
dne, He was Insatiate, gave them
nelther peace nor hope of leniency,
lectured her, scolded Joe even when
the bard-earned money was fortheom-
Ing. It was necessary to reduce all
thelr expenses,  Joe quit smoking and
hegan to enrry his lunch in a collar
box. When he coatrived to have the
money ready for the recurring notes
he sent it by check to avold meeting
the miserly Boyne. By mutunl con-
sent they quit mentioning his name.
Sometimes when he ealled during the
day to see Margy and her baby she

and thus escaping
homily about

the everlasting
“economy." It woas

she knew Joe would fret and fume If
he knew that Boyne had been harry-
Ing ber. And so they came to have
such a terrar of his vislis that Stew-
art bent all his efforts to forestull the
impending paywents and thus keep
the desplsed old drayman from show-
Ing his grizsled fuce elther at the of-
fice where Joe worked or at the little
home where Margy tolled with no less
patienee and far more cheerfuluess.

And when the last note was pald
and old Boyme and his hateful ways
were commencing to be forgotten by
the estrunged duughter and the un-
forgiving Btewart the young palr had
a kind of Informal celebration. Little
Joe In his best blouse and baby Mar.
garet in her high chair were sitting at
table, thelr pretty mother a-bloom In
her pink kimona, when Joe eame home
with the last note—and a big bouquet
of roses for the tea table.

“Well, Margy, we're done with the
old skinfiint, eh? Hxcuse me, sir."

For the old man was sitting by the
fireplace, and when he came over to
shake hands the old face was so radl-

ged me to put him out of his misery.
He wasn't very good eating, but I
made him the subject of a fine talk
about pride, which, as I sald before,
is a terrible thing.™

PEACEAB L—E RESISTANCE

0ld Quuker Did Not Believe in Vie-
lence and Bloodshed.

During the Civil War, the Friends,
because of thelr peaceful creed, en-
deavored to be releazed from the re
quirements of the draft. They were
always reasonable and qulet in thelr
earnestness, and seldom falled to gain
their point. Major Townsend, In
“Anecdotes of the Clvil War,” tells
this story of Isaac Newton, the Friend
who was commissioner of the Depart-
ment of Agriculture:

Speaking once of scruples about
fighting, 1T asked him If he belleved it
necessary to carry out the exact letter
of the Scripture, and under no clreum-
stances 1o resist

“Oh, no,” sald he. “There are other
ways of resisting besldes fighting.”

Then he told the story of having
met & man in o wagon at a4 narrow
part of the road, who, seelng that he
wns a4 Friend, refused to turn out for
him, but stopped directly In the mid-
dle of the road.

Isance asked him kindly to turn out,
but the man grutly refused, Then
Isnae sald, “Friend, if thou wilt not
turn thy borse, I will tarn him for
thee.” 8o he took the horse's hend to
turn him. Then the man jumped out”
and ran forward, as if to attack him,

On this, Ispac selzed him by the '
arms above the elbow, held him as If
In a vise, and gquietly sald, “Friend, If
thon dost resist, | shall shake thee!”

80 he gave him a prellminary shake
ns a sample, and the wan, seelng how
powerful and resolute he was, apolo- '
gized, and turned his horse as far out’
ns he could

“1 did not strlke him,

sald Isaac,

story of Roosevelt,

In refusing to grant a private Inter-
view to n certalan politiclan who Is
nlways trylng w give him advice and
imformation on lmportant matters of
legislatlon President Roosevelt ls sald |
to have remarked: “It s always most
distressing to me to be obliged to talk '
to that man, 1 fnd wyself constantly”
expecting Wim to revert to his arboresl”
ancestors, grow a tall and swing grace-
fully from the chandeller without in-
terrupting the conversation." u

Laust Hemort, \
Jack—Her futher positively refuses to |
give me her hand In marriage. i

Tom—That's tough,
golng to do about it?
Juck—Oh, I suppose there Is nothing
left now but to ask the girl

What are you :

b

Woman may never break Into Con-
gress, but she will coutloue to be'
speaker of the bouse just the same.

Love may be bllud, but chaperons”
seldom are.




