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CHAPTER XIII.—Continued.
— 14—

"Billy. dear, do listen to reason for 
half a second. What are we going to 
tell the president? We haven't got 
the whole story even yet out of him"— 
I pointed In the direction of the dining 
room—“and there mustn’t be any gap 
In It. We’ve got to see Mrs. Delario 
and get her evidence—we’ve got to see 
Claire—”

“He’ll make her say anything."
“You and I can break her down un 

der cross-examination. You see. we 
haven't a thing but his word—”

“And the diamonds.” Billy Inter 
rupted. “I’m taking your word for 
those—you didn’t see fit to show 'em 
to me.”

His tone was a trifle sarcastic, Indi­
cating that there might still he some 
legitimate doubt as to the existence of 
the stones In question. In spite of all 
the adventure over them ; hut I Ignored 
It and went on : “He nmde one slip 
I saw It at the time, and now I can’t 
remember what It was. It went slap 
out of my head and It was Important— 
something about . . . No, I can’t re 
member. It was a sort of key to some­
thing else—"

“Can’t you think?” urged Billy. 
“Every little detail's Important now. 
And lordy-lord—what a story, and my 
scoop 1”

The reporter was romping around In 
Billy’s Inside, determined to push the 
story to a finish; while romping 
around In my Insides was my natural 
caution. Why should we do anything 
to warn the Emperor William? He 
might deny everything and say he 
never even heard of the diamonds! 
Yes, one false step would make Billy 
and me the laughing-stock of diplo­
matic circles throughout the world. 
We must get all our proof before we 
divulged the secret on which the fate 
of our nation depended.

The net result of our hurried col­
loquy wns thut we returned to the din­
ing room and silently relieved the still- 
sorrowing monsieur of his handcuffs. 
Which done, Billy presented him with 
leave of absence from our society in 
the words:

“Monsieur, you are free to go,” and 
added a courtly bow.

I bowed also. Thus we signified with 
all the manners we possessed that the 
Interview, pleasing as It hnd been, 
wus at an end.

Our action—simple enough to us and 
In line with the plan we’d just mapped 
out for getting at the truth—left mon­
sieur as dazed as anything we'd done; 
inexplicably, we hnd abruptly set him 
udrlft, without threats or explanations 
and without—the diamonds. I smiled 
and said, quite as though he’d been 
drinking tea with me: “I'll say good 
night to you, monsieur.” With that, I 
held out my hand.

Monsieur did not rise. He did not 
take my offered hand. He stared—a 
really frightened, childish stare, first 
at me, then at Billy. He hud been dis- 
missed—every second he longer re-

“Bdly Dear, Do Listen to Reason.”
rnnlned marked him a trespasser. Yet 
he remained, glued to his chair and 
dumb. Speech seemed to have desert­
ed him. Twice he essayed It, hut the 
words stuck In his throat and he 
looked to us to help him out.

The clock chimed the four-quarters 
to nine and then the hour. Monsieur 
spoke.

“I have place myself In your posi­
tion as American and I appreciate 
your feeling." he began, and he went 
on to tell us as a man he grieved for 
us; how as a would-he friend he 
grieved for u s; how as the emperor's 
messenger he grieved for us; and how 
I—In the innocent carrying off of a 
slipper from the customs house—one 
of a pair In which his daughter had, at 
his command, secreted a box of dia 
moods belonging to the emperor—had 
brought myself within the circle of Im- 

attaecing all avenging and

never-ending wrath, whether the dia­
monds were lost, strayed, stolen from 
me, or drowned In the sea; wrath that 
would follow me and my name for­
ever, world without end, amen.

“AH right, let It.” I replied curtly. 
“But would it not be better to con­

sider?” urged monsieur. “Ze wrass of 
ze emperor Is terrible. Consider, 
madams, I beg you to consider. Zoze 
diamonds zat you have found in zat 
slipper you have ze misfortune to curry 
off. Consider to give zem hack."

“They were not In the slipper I car­
ried off.”

Monsieur positively jumped. “Zey 
were not In zat slipper?”

“No—on my word of honor as a gen­
tlewoman, monsieur, I tell you those 
diamonds were not In the slipper I car­
ried of?.”

“Mon Dieu!” he said under his 
breath. “Madame Delarlo must have 
zem—In spite of her denial—In spite of 
zat I search ze entire house—and her­
self—and find also ze slipper in her 
wardrobe as she would not leave It If 
she find zoze diamonds.”

But she may not have found them 
—they may huve fallen out and got 
lost—”

Impossible—Impossible,” he Inter­
rupted. “I have examine bose zoze 
slippers—you see It is zis way: My
daughter have glue ze box in one. safe, 
mil on an evening you tell Madame 
»elnrlo to wear zoze slippers and 

Claire have but just time to remove ze 
box nnd she returns it to ze uzzer 
slipper. It Is zat little accident—and 
some words from yourself—zat con­
vince me It Is yourself who has found 
zoze diamonds—"

No, monsieur. When you accused 
me of robbing Claire of Jewelry I 
hadn’t the least idea what you meant.
I suppose you accused Mrs. Delarlo 
of the same thing? Didn’t you accuse 
her of taking Jewels from Claire—Just 
as you did me—without specifying 
what kind of Jewels?”

Out—yes. Naturally, I do not 
specify, for ze reason If she find ze 
diamonds, she know to what I refer; 
hut If you have find zem, I do not tell 
for what I seek.”

Well, that’s It, I do believe!” I ex­
claimed In the tone of having discov­
ered the key to the whole difficulty. 
You said Jewels and she thought you 

meant wlint we should mean by It—as 
we use the word, we think of pins, 
bracelets, pendants, made-up articles, 
ou understand.”

Ah, so zat Is ze way of I t !” he 
rled, popping off his chair In a hurry.
I see It Is some error of idiom of ze 

language zat cause all ze trouble. I 
go Immediately to ze estimable Ma­
dame Delarlo nnd explnin all to her.” 

He took up his hat, which Billy had 
picked up off the floor after the scrim­
mage and laid on the dining-room 
table.

“Oh, monsieur—you a diplomat!” I 
flipped off. “And you think you can go 
to an American citizen after such ac­
cusations as you've mude nnd say: 'It 
was nil a mistake,’ nnd settle every­
thing?”

“But I apologize for ze mistake,” he 
urged, as though his sweet apology 
paid for everything he'd done and 
brought forth a box of diamonds on 
salver, here-they are-thank-you-for-tat- 
Ing-them.

I laughed. “Suppose she won’t ac­
cept your apology?” I asked, and be­
fore he got a reply, I added: “She
probably won't even see you—not after 
the way you treated her.”

“I bet she doesn’t even see yon,” 
Billy supported, seeing my drive. 
“What are you going to do?" He wns 
anxious to make monsieur commit 
himself.

Monsieur twisted his hands nervous­
ly nnd I kept the hall rolling by ob­
serving slyly; “You hnve just told us 
that the most profound secrecy must 
be maintained, so you cannot call la 
the police. But there is one thing you 
can do—" I paused.

He asked breathlessly. “And zat 
Is—?’’

“Go straight to the president and lay 
the whole ease before him.”

Monsieur looked as if he’d fall In a 
faint at my feet.

"Ze president—mon Dleu I" He used 
his handkerchief over his face. “Ma- 
dame—In pity—out of ze kindness 0f 
yonr so kind heart—I srow myself on 
your mercy—I, Do Knvcnol—and I ask 
you to help me in ze recovery of zoze 
diamonds In secret. I ask It for ze 
sake of flalre. 1 ask on my- knee—”

And the man was actually preparing 
to do It, too! But I, not being used to 
that sort of demonstration nnd seeing 
It as anything hut a compliment that 
he felt he had to go such lengths to 
propitiate me—for I like to think my- 
self at least decently approachable on 
common humane grounds—responded 
to his near kneel with a peremptory, 
Don t do It 1“ and a look and gesture 

that showed him he could save the 
histrionics. “How can I help you?” I 
questioned.

"It Is a case for—diplomacy—In 
«leafing wlz ze lady; and I ask—as a 
so groat favor—sat yon see Madame 
Delarlo and discover ze truse from 
her. If she have find ze little box—and 
persuade her to her duty to return It." 

The net result of the remainder of

m
the interview was that monsieur prom­
ised to relieve both Mrs. Delarlo and 
me of all espionage Immediately—dis­
miss his solitary detective who was 
shadowing me—bring Claire to the 
house the next evening for a full con­
fession of her part of the smuggling; 
while I promised to see Mrs. Delarlo 
the first thing in the morning and use 
all my Influence with her.

“I think that is all—this evening,” 
said I sweetly, giving him the hint to 
go.

I at once got Billy's coat and hat 
from my w;ardrobe, where they were 
bidden, and coming through the hall I 
managed to signal him to go aloug 
with monsieur.

They left together—apparently on
the best of terms.

“Tomorrow I’ll decide about going to 
the president,” thought I, turning out

'fOlltlC
They Left Together.

the lights. “I’ve got everything all my 
own way now and nothing is going to 
happen tonight—that’s one thing to be 
thankful for.” And with these and 
similar fatuous maundering» and self- 
congratulations I tumbled Into bed 
without even bothering to lock the 
kitchen door.

CHAPTER XIV.

"The Jewell Are Mine.”
To this day I’ve never quite recov­

ered from the astonishment and cha­
grin when on waking up In the morn­
ing I reviewed the case with a re­
freshed mind und realized with what 
ease De Ilavenol had Imprisoned both 
Mrs. Delario and me In our own homes 
and had us quaking In our boots in 
fear of our very lives!

Monsieur had managed Mrs. Delarlo 
even better than he had me—he had 
merely left a detective In her house 
to watch her by day and lock her up 
by night. In fact, she’d actually In­
vited the detective In proof of her In­
nocence; for when monsieur had ac­
cused her of stealing jewels she saw 
in her mind’s eye—just as I did—trin­
kets, jewelry; and the idea that he 
was referring to seven unset diamonds 
«■aged In her slipper never entered her 
head.

“You have accused me of a shocking 
crime—a crime that offends every prin­
ciple of decency as well as morals,” 
she told him with spirit, “and I now 
Insist that you convince yourself of 
my Innocence before you leave the 
house. Here is the key to my bed­
room—here Is the passkey to all the 
other rooms. Have your man watch me 
while you examine everything—every­
thing—and then you must get a wom­
an to search me."

This unsolicited action, her flat de­
nial nnd his finding the slipper where 
she’d carelessly dropped it in her wnrd 
robe threw the scent on me. In two 
hours monsieur convinced himself that 
she did not have the diamonds and 
knew nothing about them, and he then 
requested her—as the proof of her 
noncompllcity—to let him lock her In 
her room and send for me! And she 
didn’t dare to refuse!

And there you have, simple as 
simple could be, the whole of it. I 
had her side of the story when I saw 
her Sunday morning as monsieur's 
messenger. But I had enough of the 
story before I went to her to feel 
pretty well chagrined: yet sad, too. as 
I thougnt of the disappointment I had 
in store for her when I told her that 
Emperor William owned her “find" 
and how- the diamonds came to be in 
her slipper.

1 confess I didn’t like very much the 
way she’d lied to roe about the uncle 
abroad who had left them to her. 
Still—It was an understandable fie: 
since she’d found the diamonds and 
didn’t know who owned them she felt 
they belonged to her as much as if 
they’d been left her In a will.

Mrs. Delario herself admitted me; 
/*ve a gasp when ¿be saw who it was.

and whirled me Into the seance nOO 
awl locked the door on on before we 
exchanged a syllable. .

We sank into chairs. I felt as If a 
tidal wave had swept from under me 
and left me not even hanging up in a 
coconut tree but sitting still in peace­
ful security. It was she who got us 
down from the high peaks to the levels 
where conversation can go afoot with­
out falling off, by asking. “And how 
are you-after It all?" to which I re­
plied, “But how are you—after it all? 
and we both laughed.

Her laugh died away Into an indig­
nant frown. “You never heard any­
thing like it,” she cried. “He came 
here with a detective—and it wasn’t 
five minutes after you got out of the 
house, Monday—and accused me— 
me!—of stealing Claire’s bracelets!" 

“Bracelets?” I echoed.
“Yes—me.”
I said “Oh,” slowly. I hadn’t ex­

pected she'd grind the word Jewels 
quite so fine.

“Did you ever hear anything quite 
so outrageous?” she rushed on. “To 
come here and say I robbed his child 
of jewelry! I don’t helieve she had 
any Jewelry, anyway—It was all a 
trumped-up story to get something out 
of me; but I was so indignant—” and 
she poured out the whole tale.

“Well, it's all over,” she concluded 
“I didn't care how much monsieut 
seurched—I knew I hadn't robbed 
Claire, and I knew that so long as 
you had my diamonds they were safe 
I didn’t worry after the first day 
or so.”

She said “my diamonds,” and now 
I had to tell her!

“Mrs. Delario there seems to bt 
a misunderstanding about those dia­
monds,” I began suavely.

She gave a start and asked, “How, 
misunderstanding? You meun they’«  
not worth all you said? Well—yon 
didn’t tell me positively they wert 
worth—that.” She seemed to hesitate 
at “a million dollars,” which is what 
I said.

“Oh, yes—I still stick to that—that’s 
the worst of it: they are worth It— 
that's whut made them shining targets 
for that thief.”

“Thief!” she cried. “You saj 
‘thief,’ too! Then he was, after all!' 
She was very much excited, and re 
peated the word several times with a 
kind of joy and ran on rapidly: “1 
wouldn’t tell you what I thought about 
him, but I knew he was a thief. 1 
knew it in I’aris—I knew it In Ant- 
weip—it was in Antwerp—after I’d 
made all the arrangements to bring 
Claire over—that I heard it clairaudi- 
ently, ‘De Bavenol is a thief.’ I knew 
It here—in this very room—the first 
time he came.” And then she smiled 
at me benignantly: “And thanks tc 
you he didn’t get my diamonds, sc 
we’re safe—Claire’s safe—she’ll never 
know the truth about her futher frou 
me.

“Claire never had any jewelry—the 
whole accusation was trumped up to 
get the chance to rob me. But how 
under the sun did he know I had those 
diamonds?”

“He says he put them there—or at 
least Claire did—in your slipper,” 1 
blurted.

Her hands flew to her heart 
“Never!” she cried. “Never in the 
world!”

And he says they’re his,” I persist 
ed, feeling I’d got my opening at last 
I put it that way partly to disabuse 
her mind of the idea that monsieut 
was a thief; partly to save her frorr 
the too sudden shock of the Emperot 
v\ llliam. I saw I’d have to let het 
down gradually.

“They’re mine,” she returned vehe­
mently. “I swore to you ihey were 
mine. I swear to you again—now­
here—in the sight of God—they are 
mine. Consider—’’ her tone was a I 
appeal now, “If they had not been 
mine if i had stolen them from 
Claire—would I have shown them to 
you? Would I have asked you to heir 
me dispose of them?” 1

I was forced to admit. “No—of 
course nof’- i  had already taken that 
into consideration.

heiievo th^r^nt ’V°U that you honestly
BufVwhat*!’F< ynUrS’” 1But what Ive got to ku,.* is, how

tlu»> came to be yours.”
She told me then, hesitating no
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“1 hates kids; 1 despises kids,” said 
Liad Walker querulously, us he rubbed 
» clean pht.'e on the window-pane and 
moke«! at the household g<>«d" "f 
Doodv, the squawnian, going Into the 
log shuck across the street. “Títeres 
eight of them Doody young tins, if 1 

«i., riuht count on them, ’lliey

"isrklfj

got the right count 
‘ ,¡11 round so fast It’s like countln
sheep. . . .  i• Some folks I* all same plg.»ms, ob­
served Bacon Kind Dick, who was mix­
ing baking-powder biscuit in the dish-

P "Er Belgian hares, er French Cana­
dians, er field-mice, er—”

•He's come np off the reservation 
to put his kids iu school. I reckon.” 

••He furnishes the school and we 
furnish the teacher. Personally my­
self" declared Dad. sourly "I <l«n t 
aim to educate eight Doodys after Mils 
year. I’ve paid school taxes antj 
packet! schoolmarms hack and forth 
from the railroad as long as I’m go-
In' to." . .  . .

“Still, them Doodys ought to he 
company for us this winter, with 
everybody movin’ out of the caiup.

"Company! I won’t have nothin’ to 
do with ’em. I hates half-breeds worse 
nor p'lzen. and I don't want them kitls 
to git In the habit of runnln’ .over

fievable by every modem standard 
from every scientific point of v., 
explaining why she’d prevaricated in 
'he first instance about her uncle It 
wasn’t after all. quite what you’d call 
by so harsh a name as lying.

(TO BE c o n tin u ed !)

P/ eP,ra t l°"  for W riter
Read the Bible for illumination 

knowledge and power," said D an.' 
" ‘Gulliver’s Travels’ for “ etatl ann 
Robert Louis Stevenson for style " Anv 
man or woman who will make a'stud'v 
of the Bible, and who will «naTyw 
“Gullivers Travels" and sing RoheM 
Louis Stevenson Into his heart will 
become a good writer, provided there 
U also natural talent to start with.

A railroad In F.nglanJ supplies toys 
for chlblren taking l,.„c Journey* £  
relieve the tnonovonjr of riding.

here. They’re liable to pick up some­
thing.”

"That’s so,” Baron-Rind replied dry­
ly. "They might steal the stove, or 
the bunk, or that thirty-pound hen« 
trap” . .  ,

"Makes no diff'runee; and If they 
start visitin’ here, I’ll tell ’em where to 
get off at.”

By dwelling upon the Doodys nnd 
the manner in which they would over­
run him during the winter. Dud be­
came a kind of monomnnlao upon the 
subject, and each morning when he 
looked through the window-pane he 
demanded with the same regularity 
with which some people comment upon 
the weather:

“Whatever kin a man think of hls- 
self to marry a blanket squaw?”

To his surprise, he was not molested 
by the Doodys.

When the days grew short nnd the 
towering mountains surrounding the 
abandoned copper-camp of Swift Wa­
ter made them even shorter, the long 
evenings seemed Interminable. Bacon- 
Rlnd thought wistfully of the Doody 
family, whose shrieks of exuberant 
laughter frequently penetrated the si­
lence which lay between the two pnrt- 
ni>rs. long since talked out.

“These snows ought to have brought 
the sheep down,” he said one day, re­
garding the white mountains specu- 

! latlvely. “I b’leeve I’ll get Billy Upton 
and take n hunt. I hankers for sheep- 
meat. You won’t he lonesome?” 

“Lonesome! MeV” Dad snorted. “I 
was seven months alone onct, whnr’ 
the timber was so thick you hnd to 
lay on your back to see the sun.”

So Baeon-Kiml packed his camp out­
fit ou a cayuse nnd started with Billy 
Upton for the hills.

Bacon-Rind was a pinhead—Dad 
never had thought of him ns anything 
else; yet he missed his partner un­
commonly. lie hail to admit that.

I.at* one afternoon lie washed a 
place on the window, lower down, 
where lie could sit nnd look nt the 
"Injun outfit” across the way. He was 
lonely; he had to admit that, too, nnd 
It looked kind of sociable to see the 
black heads bobbing behind the win­
dows of the log house opposite.

Dad oiled his boots with hear grease 
anil darned his socks; then, when he 
could think of nothing else to do which 
would enable him to kill lime, he took 
his ax out to the grindstone, although 
It was already so sharp lie could al­
most cut hair with It.

"If Bacon-Kind ain’t bnek pretty 
soon," he said peevishly, "I’ll git worse 
nor the wild man I knowed in Wiscon­
sin. who lived in a holler tree and et a 
deer at a sittin’.”

II.
"Gee, but you're a nawful big man !” 
Startled, Dad dropped the can and 

turned to look at the owner of the 
shrill hut friendly voice.

Recovering from the slight embar­
rassment caused by the steady gaze of 
a pair of black eyes, lie replied: “And 
I’m the runt of the family. Father was 
twenty-two Inches between the eyes, 
and they fed him with a shovel. What 
might your name he?”

“Mnudle Doody. I got a nawful splin­
ter in my foot, an’ ma’s washin' and 
wont lake It out, so I runmd away." 
M ss Dooily Stood like a chicken on a 
«'Old day. holding up a Imre foot which 
»he had thrust into an old moccasin. 
"I lining a pin for you to get It out 
■vitli." she added.

“I*o you want to p’lzen yourself, 
usin' pins?" dernnnded Dad sternly.

"Gee. you got awful blue eyes!” ob­
served Miss Doody, quite unmoved.

She followed Dad Into the house, 
and. pulling up a ehnir. thrust her hare 
foot into his lap. was so entranced 
and fascinated by Dad s unconscious 
grima.es as he pulled at the splinterwl h „ ,|p ,hnt sh( forgot t|Mf

finllh"" flatteringly when he had 

“Ton don't hurt half as much as ma.Vm dnn, llke to h m  Rmlipr ^

“I <ryin’ and veilin’ ” 
ro7 ; : u do“'t llk-  Injuns, nnther, do

. “s "n,,‘ ' “J'uuTtJ
Ilijan,. v 1 

“ I'm g(»*L i ^
M.V brother, he's Kt*

"Ul tbiliii,, ! \
*""1 Hl"1 bilked slug?" 1#™

“Like « 
grimly.

' "  '"it ea„ j,,
I»«>ody pointedly 

" 'V H I' 1 can stn* -wj 
l  olorudy W e,, * 0 , 3  
"‘"K M" \,,i 
an I sing -Aw i 
bis- l»„, in, | (.#n (j"I

“Sl"k
f ih  c

“King ‘Harah«,'« ¿-.«utto
Do«sly.

Dad denied till t h t w . ^ ---
1 key , ||,.(

iiis'vwt,, indites^
"•'»II.' ibeIlar;il1,vŴ H ® j ¡ S E á f l i ,M o n ,hi 

l k
away ! Away to p,,,
To llie Bara boo, awiy 

Almost «„y 
would have agreed that I
scribe«! Ids song rather m 
«si like a hungry coyote 
bunch of willows.

"Sing ll again, and t»,| 
lllttnded Miss Doody, Ilijs 
chair in climb into Duff, J 

She «■nine the next iIitj 
hours, and the next day - 
after that, always bur«|3 
room in a manner whid| 
flight: and each time thes* 
took place between them,

“Sing ‘Baraboo.’"
“Aw you don’t want let 

boo.’ 1
“ 'Baraboo.' Mnke i ¡¡j I 

tons on your coat hurttay«|
“Away to I he Baraboo 
“Trot me!”
"To the Baraboo, bwüj.h 

to tlu« Burabtio-boo-boor 
It was a ravishing song!

III.
“When the snow laysde)fl 

and it comes off cold and 
blow, I feel like bitin’ 
tered Irritably.

It was lonely! Even as lej 
the door of the squaairg 
opened, and Maudle Doody 
over her shoulder likesn-i^^H 
ture, to if 

Into the
Dad’s heart leaped joymiilii^B .̂  ̂ ^  jhc midst of ou 

again us she tunie«l and >e^E|L^r,ltions a car with 
during through the sno' ' :,r5gC¡»ed off the mn'n roa 
pole bridge. 9 toward us. My wife, wh

Yes, she was wading of our car i
• I n f , -  1 !- |0|r> gtathofe«1 her kimono

She always stoppeil t lw S ^  n n  around in front « 
way 1» school to see If that MlMt |a  case the spotlight fr« 
trout was still lying n iiM -K ir akonld he turned In < 
pool below. ion.

She reached Hie bridge andt 
the edge, peering

Dad reached for Ills slut?
In I lie second Hint lie !»* 

from the swaying little

tnndDian
rishness«
lorSLB®

rüidnataffj

of Wrapper.

LIGHT ON
jrtion That W; 
ling to the Cer 

Figure.

ago we drove 
along the waj 

it’s camp was 
a side ron«l, far e 
[ road to avoid

bridge. It disappeared! Hu 
late cry wus like u believe 
open the door and covered 
veiling drifts In leaps and»

When Doody, Hie squama 
Harrison, from the otl« * 
reached the bridge, the icy w 
the pool already bad closed 
head. The widening circles t ad 
he had sunk, nnd the tens" 
were minute-long before be ia 
face was livid with the terrible 
cold which numbed llkei^ 
shock.

“She’s ketclied to somf'M 
gasped.

“Come ou t!’’ yelled Harris*
For reply, Dn«l sank oncem' 

when he rose again a calif11' 
gripped in Ids stiffened finp*' 
the last desperate stroke nt 
was capable, lie dragged Mau > 
to the water's edge. The n«™l 
froze his «'lothes into all Icy 
half unconscious, be staggert“ * 
child In Ills arms to bis own c* |  

“It’s no use," said Hamaon. 
looked nt Mnudle Doody Id"* 
the torn red quilt on Dad9 j 
was under loo long.”

"She’s dead !” The sqiu* 
little in the wrner of her 
went home. j

Doody an«l the seven
followed her. sniffling

It was hours later t'1*' .
approached the cabin, a « "J 
of sheep-meat up«oi bis back.
Ing smile of anticipation "I1' 1' J 
Some sound from within ca
listen. . , ■

“Away to the Barabmeb«  ̂ I
the Bamboo—away-  away J  

Bneon-Kinil grinned and 
feet on the step. ye

“He’s got lonesome anu 
thought. “Dad’s drunk.

“HI, old man !’’ he ye'Iw- , 
The door few open ; and I 

stick of stovewood in one * ^
expression upon his f'1,,p. 
that of a she-benr with ’’“t L, 
above him, shouting tliri’1 
he polnteil to thp hunk ' j

•'What you coinin' ,likV -  
for? Can’t you see she’s #*■'»

Snake’s Fasclnat on a ^
Those who have hail 'nl,r  ̂

ence w ith snakes and bav ^ 
their business to observe  ̂( 
their habits and way- 
natural condition in Hie " '
In captivity, stnte that in " ^ , 
have they known a snake  to  ̂
an iininml In the m an n er  1'
Is allege«! to do. <*no am '■ ■  ̂
of two species many a «' 
surrounded by a crow'' p 
chattering. ex«-ited hir'K 
birds were not. he says 
thp snake; they were <M1' ' 
intimidate tt In order " 
from liiHkf haunt*.

time another m 
inched for the i 
Inguish one smnll 

using. Imaglr 
wife’s horroi 

laughter from the 
ished the wrong 1 
powerful lights «

- ’s thinly clad

New One.
•till out in the con 

hnd just asked Sn 
,e had said, “I don 

I thus they were cm 
she began, “am

here, Sally,” he

[that all the world lo 
, proof Is missing._

¡Sleep
*-----SO

plays 
T )ur r 
>reaki

I h is  ecoT
age has 
like flav 
s a t i s f i e s

Postum  Cerea 
Sold by Grocer;


