lYNOP!IB.

Hlm“loﬂ Gregory's
hnt finds him absent
r at & camp mesting
lai.lur in mearch of him,
rvice and s asked to
ton, superintendent of
trom the tent. -
a wonlithy man,
chlrll work, and &
ﬁtnn becomes
F‘rnrr and wllule :;"’f.
Of h.l‘. hnltll her hand an
posn by Bapphira Clinton, sister of Rob-

. ehairman of the school board.
&.‘ uuur gho wants & home
nnn olr, Grogory's privats

takes a violent diglike (o Fran

advises her to go awny wt once.
hints at m twenty-year-old secret,
Gregory In agitation unks Grace to
va the room, ran relitos the ntar)'
%r?ﬂ' (regory married a young girl a

H.Ah

lr ‘ltt

ngfeld  while attending college nnd
n deserted ber. Fran & the ohild of
At marrage, Gregory had married his
Present wife three years before ihe death
Fra !- mnﬂ'wr Fran takes n lking to
ra, ory. COregory explaine  thnt
n is Ihn daughtery of a very dear friend
wha s dead, Frun ngrees to the stoary
rs. Oregory insists on her making her
ome. with them and taken her (o her
armn. Fran declares the secratary muat
. Orace hegine nageing lacllos In an
ort to drive Fean from the Gregory
home. Abbotl, white taking & Wil alone
at mlriui ht, finds Fran oun s bridge tell-
ortuns by cards, She tella Ab-
t thlt #he s the famous llon tamer,
ran Nonparell, Bhe tired of cirous 1ife
and sought & home. Grace tells of see-
ing "l'u! come home after midnlght with
Rhe rlu-m part of the story

-urpflm he rest from Abbott
t : Bohﬂc‘l:nlo to m:
ngfie o Investignte Fran's story.
enlists Abbott in her battle agalnst
Fran offers her services to Oreg-
AR FOCTELATY during Lthe temporary
nmm of Grace. The lntter, hearing of
n's purpose, returne and Interropts a
hing wscene hatwensn father and
ter. Fran goes flshing with Mra,
t'!'l brather, Ahbott, whose relen-
an puperintendent, s (o _be declded
lt daay. fAnds her sitting alone in a

. /

HShe
to

CHAPTER XV.—Continued!

She slipped her hand ‘nto his
“Didn’'t 1 have a mother? Oh, these
mothers! + And who can make mother
wishes come true? Well! And you
Just studled with all your might; and
you'll keep on and on, till you're , .
ont of my reach, of course. Which
would have l‘l:li'.‘ﬂd your mother, loo.”
Ehe withdrew her hand,

“My mother would have loved you,”
he declarad, for he did not understand,
#0 well as Fran, about mothers' lking
for mtrange youn; ladles who traln
lons.,

"Bine wuuld you," TWan asacrisd,
with more reason.

Abbott, consclous of a dreadful emp-
tiness, took Fran's hand again. “I'll
never be out of your reach, Fran"

8he did not soek to draw away, but
gald, with dark meaning, “Remember
the bridge st midnight.”

“l remembor how you looked, with
the moonlight sllvering your ftace—you
Wors Just boautifal that night, Hetle
Nonpareil.”

“My chin i# so sharp,” she mur
mured,

“Yes,” 'he sald, softly feeling the
warm little finkers, one by one, an If
to make sure all were there. “That's
the way I like Wt—sgharp”

“And I'm so rigicuionsly thin—

“You're nothing llke so thin as

when g:u firat came to Littleburg,”,
ba . =I've noticed lmw you

are—have besn--[ mean . .

“Filling out?" cried Fran sleuruilr
“Oh, yes, and I'm so glad you know,
beoause since I've been wearing long
dresses, I've been afraild vou'd uever
Ild it out, and would always be think.

Ing of me as you saw me at the be
gloning. But I am—yes—filling out.”

“And your little feet, Fran—"

“Yes, 1 always had a small foot.
But lét's get off of this subject.”

“Not until 1 say something abhout
Four emlle—oh, Pran, that smile!"

“The subject, now," remarked Fran,
“naturally returns to Grace Nolr,"

“Plagus  Fran!"”

“T'll tell you why you burt my feel-
Ings, Abbott. You've disappointed me
twice. OH, If I were a man, I'd show
any meok-faced little hypoerite 1f she
pould prize secrets out of me Just

s 1L woit's dresses and long halr,
you think It an angel”

“Meaning Miss Grace, | presume?”
remarked Abbott dryly. “But what is
the secret, this time?"

an't 1orrmet von with the searet
that 4 meant to apply for the position
Of @secretary as soon as Grace Nolr
* was out of the way? And T was just
about to win the fight when here she
came—hadn’t been to the olty at all,
becnuse you told her what 1 meant to
do—handed her the secret, like a child
giving up something It doesn’t want.”

“You are very unjust. | did not tell
her your plan. 1 don't know h?w ahe
found It aut*”

QUEER WHIMS FOR FUNERALS

Englishman's Coffin  Made of 4,000
Matchboxes—Unusual Burial
at Sea.

An epormous crowd gathered at
Chester .4 few months ugo to witness
the funeral of sn electrical engloeer,
Who wos carvled (o the cametery in
B coffin that Bad been laboriously con
structed Ly himsolf out of 4,000 matoh-
boxes. 'These, with their tops visible
aud advertising thelr respective mak

- @m, ware yarnished over and strength-
goed inside with wood. On the coMo

n w“ an electric buttery , says
'

Tit-Eits,
Soms years ago & malden lady died
mbvl. ln Francs. who
orted to bave been a cham-

“From you; nobody else knew it."”
“Bhe did not learn it from me*
“ewAnd that's what gets me!—you

tell her everything, and don't even
know you tell. Just hypnotized! An-
swer my questions: the morning after
I told you what I meant to do—stand-
Ing thera at the fence by the gate—
confiding In you, telllng you every-
thing—I say the next morning, didn't
you tell Grace Nolr all about it?”

“Certalnly not.” ,

Abbott tried to remember, then sald
casually, "I believe we did meet on
the street that morning.”

“Yes," sald Fran (ronigally, “1 be
leve you did meet anmpwharn' of
courge she engaged you In her pecul-
lar etyle of Inquisitorial conversation?”

“We want down the streel logether,”

"Now, prisoner at the bar, relute all
that was sald while going down the
street together,

“Most charming, but unjust judge,
not a word that I can Aemember, o it
couldn’t hava heen of any interest. |
did tell her that since she—yes, | re
member now—sinee she was to be out
of town all day, I would walt until to-
morrow to bring her a book she want-
od to borrow.”

“Oh! And she wanted to know who
told you she would be out of town
all day, didn't she?"

Abbott reflected deeply, then sald
with triumph, “Yes, she did. She asked
me how I knew she was going to the
city with Bob Clinton. And 1 meraly
sald that it was the understanding
they wers to select the church music,
Not another word was said on the sub
Jacr"

“That was enough., Mighty neat. As
roon ns she saw you were trving to
avold n direct answer, she knew 1'd
told you. That gave her a clew to my
leaving tha cholr praoctice before tho
rest of them, B8he guessed sgmething
Important was up. Wall, Abbott, you
are certainly an infant in her hands,
but 1 guess you can't help It.”

Selfpride was tonched, and ha re-
talinted: “Fray, 1 hate to think of
your being willing to take her posi-
tlon behind her back."

She crimsoned.

“You'd know how I feel about It,"
he went on, “If you understood her
better, 1 know her duty drives her
to act In opposition to you, and I'm
sorry for it, But her religious ldeals—"'

“Abbott, be honest and answer—is
there anything in it—thia talk of do-
Ing God'a will? Can people love God
and hate one another? 1 just hate
shums," she went on, becoming more
exalted. "1 don't care what fine names
you give them-—whether it's marriage,
or education, or culture, or religlon, if
there's vo heart in it, it's a sham, and
I hate i, 1 hate a lie, Bul a thou-
sand times more, do 1 hate a life that
1a a He™

“Fran, you don't know what yon are
anying*

“Yes 1 do know what I'm saying. Is
roligion golng to chureh? That's all 1
cnn se@ in 1. 1 want o belleve there's
something else, I've honestly searched,
for 1 wanted to be comforted, 1 tell
you, I need (t. But I can’t find any
comfort in mortsr and stalned-gines
windows. | want somethin that
makes & man true to his wife, and
‘makes a family live together In bles-
sed harmony, something that's good
on the dlreats and In tha storoes, some-
thing that makea people even treat a
show-girl well. If there's anything In
i, why dossn't father—'"

She snatched awey her hand that
ghe might cover her face for she hnd
burst into passionate weeping, \\'h_.
doesn’t a father, who's slwave talking
about religion, and slnging abour It
and praying sboul it—why doesu't thal
falher draw Wis daughter o his broast

cloge, close to his henrt—
the only home she seks for—that's the
home she hug o right to, yes a right
I don't eare how fur she's wandered-—"'

“Fran!" eried Abbott, in great dis
tress. “Don’t ory, littie one!" He
had no intelligent word, but his arm
was full of meaning as it slipped about
her. "“Who has been unkind to you,
Nonparell?™ She let her head sink
upon  his shoulder, as she sobbwud
without restraint. “"Whut shams have
plerced your pure heart? Am | the
cause of any of these tears? Am 17

“Yes,” Fran answored, betweon her

before the hearse on the way to the
cemaotery.

A lady who left Liverpool some time
ago by the Lucania croesed the At
lantle on & unigue misslon. A promi
nent New York business man, who
dled recently, directed ln his will that
his remaine ghould be cremuted and
the ashes scuttered on the waters of
the Atlanile'from u Cunard steamer.
The Lucanls, belng the speclal favor
ite of the decessed gentloman, was
selocted, and tho lady In question, at
a time fixed, so that simultaneously
the family could attend a memorial
service In: New York, cast the nshes
from an urn into the ocean. A cer
tiloate was given by the captain of
the Lucanla stating the latttude and
longitude In which the ashes were
committed to the deep,

One Black Sheep Needed,

A revival of religlon was In prog-
ress In p town where Peter, Paul and
John were coal dealers. John was the
come under the Influence of

He was hon-

lm
preaching.

el ud sincere about It and jolned

the church.

A week later Paul was

= o l'

that's |

,1'T don't mean that

'>
A

sobs, “you're the cause of all my
happy tears.” She nestled there with
a movement of perfect trust; he drew
her closer, and stroked her halr ten-
derly, Mlﬂ?‘ himself,

Presently’ she pulled herselt to
rights, lifted his arm from about her,
and rested it on the back of the seat—
a frlendly compromise, Then she
shook back her hair and ralsed her
eyes and a falnt smile eame Into the
roay face. “I'm so funny,” she declared,
“Sometimes | seem s0 strange that
1 nead an introduction to myse!f.” She
looked into Abbott's ecyes fieetingly,
and drew In the corners of her mouth.
“1 guess, after all, there's something
In religion!"”

Abboit wae 80 warmaed by returning
sunshilne thut hig eyes shone, “"Dear
Fran!" he sald--It wag very hard to
koeep his arm where she had put It
She tried to look at him steadily, but
somehow the lght hurt her eyes. She
could feel Its warmth burning her
cheoks.

“Oh, Fran,” cried Abbott 1mpul-
glvely, "“the bridge In the moonlight
was nothing to the way you look now
—g0 beautiful—and »o mueh more
than just heautiful M

“This won't do,” Fran exclaimed,
hiding her face. '"We must gel back
to Grace Noir immediately.”

“Oh, Fran, oh, no, pleasa!”

“I won't please. While weé're In
Sure-Enough Country, | mean to tell
you the whole Lrull sbout Grace Noir”
The name seamed to settle the atmos
phere—she could look at him, now,

“l want vou to understand that
something 18 going to happen—must
happen, just from the nature of things.
and the nature of wives and husbands

and the other woman. ©Oh, von
needn’t frown at me, I've seen you
look that olther way at me, so | know
you, Abbott Ashton."

“Fran! Then you know that I-p"

“No, you must listen. You've noth-
ing lmportant to tell me that 1 don't
know. I've found out the whole Greg-
ory history from old Mrs. Jefferson,
without her knowing that she was tell.

sor Ashton’ In my hands-—and | mean
to tell you that hilstory. You know

AR AN -
i
She Had Burst Into Fassionate Weep-
ing.
that, for anbout three years, Mrs, Oreg-
ory hasn‘t gone ta chureh—"

“You must admit that it doesn't ap
pear well™

“Admit ItT Yes, of course 1 must
And the world cares for uppearances,
and not for the truth, That's why It
]mmrh-mna Mra, Gragory—and me—aid
| that's
| will condemn you: just on gecount of
| appears ances, For these past three
| thie church has meant to Mrs,
| Grogory a building plus Grace Noir
Mrs. Gregory got
| Jealous of Gruce Noir—I don't know
| how to axplain—you can't hundle cob-
webs without marring them.' She
prused.

“Jonlous of Miss Grace!”
Abbott reprovingly.

“Let's go back, and take a ruuning
jump right into the thiok of it. When
Mr, Gregory eame to Littleburg, a com-
ploete stranger—and whaen he mar
rled, she was a devoted church-mem-
ber—always went, and tooR great in.

vanrs,

exclaimed

influepced to abandon the world and
the flesh, and he, to, becams an en-
thusiustic suporter of the good work
Potar, however, held aloof from the
meetings. Noue of the invitations of
nelghbors or brothers seemed to have
any effeot. Rinally the clergyman
called and made n personal appeal,
Pater was rough and ignorant snd a
little Incllned to profanity, bul honesl
snd frank In speech I not In wct
He fnally clinched his negative argu
menta with the clergyman in
raply to a guestion he sald John
has become a Christian and Paul has
becomo a Christinn and i 1 jolu your
church who the eXcusg me, par
son, will welgh the coal!™

when

Correction.

The Clnuaminson Belmitar will say
LOmorrow:

“Wo much regret that, ln our re
cent artlole endtled, ‘Ages of Celebri-
tles," we wrongly gave the age of the
famous actor, John Draws. As Mr.
Draws has poluted out to us, a trans
position of figures made us say that
Lo was thirtysix years old, whereas
hie is, of course, sixtythres ~

-#’-—-I - -CJ-\ - —
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Ing anything—she's a gort of ‘Profes-

why 'm afraid the school-bouard |
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terest in all his schemes to help folks
~~folks at a distance, you understand
. Bhe just devoured that relig-
fous magazine he edits—yesa, I'll ad-
mit, his religion shows up beautitully
in print; the pictures of it are good,
too, Old Mrs, Jefferson tool pride
in being whewsled to church where she
could see her sondindaw leading the
musie, and wherv she'd watch every
gesture of the minister and eatch the
sound of his voice at the high places,
where he crled and, or nevertheless
Sometimes Mrs. Joffergon could get a
lozen ands and buts out of one dis-
course, Then comes your Grace Nolr."”

Abbott lstened with absorbed aiten-
tion. It was Impossible not to be in-
fluenced by the voice that had grown
o mean so much to him,

“"Grace Nolr I8 a person that's su-
perhumanly good, but she's not happy
in her goodnees; It hurts her, all the
time, -because other folks are not as
good as she, You can't live in the
house with her without wishing she'd
make a mistake lo shiow lLeraalf hu
man, but she never doek, ghe's Always
right. She's so fixed on being a mnar-
tyr, that If nobody crosses her, she
Just mnkes hersell & martyr out of
the shortcomings of others.”™

“"As for Instance—?"

“As for instance, she sufferod mmar-
tyrdom every time Mrs. Gregory
nestled in an arm-chalr beside the cozy
hearth, when a Ladies' Ald, or a Hally
wWas beating its through shiows
drifts to the Walnut Street chureh. Mr,
Grogory was llke everybody else
about Grace—he took her at her own
value, and that gave the esgquation: to
him. rellgion meant Walnut Street
church plus Grace Noir. For a while,
Mrs. Gregory clung to church-going
with grim determination, but It wasn't
any use, The Sunday-school would
have hutton contests, or the Ladies'
Ald would give chicken ple dinpers
down-town, and Mrs. Gregory would
be a red button or a blue button, and
ghe would have her ple; but she was
always  third--in her home, o al
church, she was the third, It was her
husband and his secretary that under-
stood the Lord. Somehow she seemed
Lo disturb conditione, merely by befng
present.”

"Fran, you do not realize tha: your
words—they intimate—"

"“She disturbed conditions, Abbott
She was like a turned-up llght at-a
segnce, Mr, Gregory was appalled be
cause his wife quit attending church
Girace sympathized In his sorrow It
made him feal toward Grace Noir—
but I'm up against a stone wall, Ab-
bott, I haven't the word to describe
his feeling, maybe there isn't any

“Fran Nonpareil! Buch wisdom
terrifilos me such suspiclons!™
In thie moament of heaitaney
conviction and rejection, Abbott
oddly out of hurmony wilh his Httle
friend. She reallzed the offect she
mugl necosgsarily be producing, yet
she must continue; she hod counted
the cost and the danger, If she did
not convince him, his thought of her
conld never be the same.

"Abbott, you may think 1 em ralk-
ing from jealousy, and that I tried to
get rid of Grace Noir so 1 could better
my condition at her expense, | don't
know how to make you see thet my
story Is true. It tells Itself. Oughtn't
that to prove It? Mrs. Gregory has
the dove's nature; she'd let the enemy
have the spolls rather than come to
hlows. She lats him take his choloe—
hare I8 she, vonder's the secrelary
He isn't worthy of her i he chooses
firnea—but hin hesitation hus proved
him unworthy, anyhow. The old lndy

her mothor—i8 o Aghter; she'd have
driven oul the seeretary long ago.
Mys, Gregory's e scoms
he ean want har, after ['ve
myself, ' not make
interfore

Ahbott played delicately
mere husk of ils asiounding reveli-
tion: “"Have yvou talked with old Mrs,
Jefferson shout—aboul 1ILT"

“Hhe's too proud—wouldn't admit It
But I've shyly hinted
It'e not the sort of story you could
pour through the funnel of an ear-
trumpet without getting wheat mixed
with chaff. She'd misunderstand—the
nelghbors would get it first—anyway
she wouldn't make a move because her

wav

to be—'If
glven him

h movement to

with the

however,

between |
felt |

But |
|

daughter won't. It's you and I, AH
bott, against Grace and Mr. Gregory.”,

He murmured, looking away, '"roq
take me for granted, Fran."”

“Yen." Fran's reply was almost o
whisper. A sudden terror of what hel
might think of her, smote her hearty
But she repeated bravely, “Yea!"

He turned, and she saw in his eyes
& confiding trust that seemed to
hedge her soul about. “And yon cam
alwayy take me for granted, Fran; and
nlways is a long time."

"Not too long for you and me,” sald
Fran, looking at Lim breathlessly,

“1 may have felt,” he sald, “for some
time, In a vague way, what you have
told me. Of course it is evident that
he prefers Miss Noir's society, But I
have walways thought—or hoped-—or
wanted to feel, that It was ouly the

LITTLE FIGHT “ON THE SIDE”

American Soldiers in Trenches Before
Santlago Stop Firing to Witness
Most Amusing Scrap.

A "sorap” belween au Irlshiman and
a Teuton In the American trenches be-
fore Banltago, whila the battle was on.
was 8o funny that the soldiers stopped
firlng at the Bpaniards to watch the
dissenslon in their own ranks, says
& volunteer in an exchange.

Private Cassidy of company B. Six-
teenth U, 8 infantry, Private Mueller
and Corporal Mulraney were facing
the foe side by side when Cassidy was
hit by a Bpanish don's bullet and sent
to that “bourne whence no traveler
returns.” Mulraney was so busy
pumping lead toward Santiago that
he fallad to note hls comrade's death
until the poor fellow was being re
moved from the firlng line. Then he
saw Mueller in the act of appropriat-
ing two cartridge belts, one filled and
the other almost empty. Now ammu-
nitlon was to be had in abundance
that morning. Every soldler In the
regiment wae supposed to have all the
cartridges he could shoot away, re-
gardless of accuracy of aim, so it
galled Corporal Mulraney to see an-

| other—and a German at that—taking

possession of what once belonged to

common Lie of 'I"l'”p‘.f(ill'

“It was not the truth that you |
cling to, Abbott, but apponrpnees.  Ag |
for me, let truth kill rather than live |
a8 n sham. If Grace Noir stays, the |
worst is going to happen. She -may |
not know how far she's going. He
may not suspoct he's doing wrong.
People can ‘make anything they want
geem right in their own eyee. Buot T've |
found out that wickedness Isn't stas |
tionary, it's got a sort of perpetual
mation. If we don't drive Grace away,
the crash will come.”

“Fran—how you must
Gragory!"

“8he breaks my Heart.”

"Dear falthful Fran! What ean wa |
do 31 say we, Fran, observe.”

"Oh, you Abbott Ashton
what | thought you! No. no, you!
mustn’t interrupt. 11l manage Grace
Noir, If you'll manage Bob (linton.”

“Where does Bob Clinton come in? |

"Grace Is Lrying to open a door so |
he can come In. [ menan a secret in
Mr, Gregory's past. She suspects thag
there's a seeret In his past, and she |
Intends to send Wob to Springlield
where Mr. Gregory left that secret
Bob will bring it to Littleburg. Hell
hand It over to Grace, and then she'll
have Mr. Gregory in her power— |
there’ll be no getting her hands off |
hlm afh,-r that."”

= don't moan
(.rogury did wrong when he waq|
young, and that Mice Noir nuspecf.l|
jrn

“Bob will bring home the secret— |
and it will ki1l Mrs, Gregory, Abbott

and Grace will go off with him—1I |
know how it'll end.”

“What Is this secret?”

“You are never to know, Abbott” |

“Vory well so he it But 1T don't
belleve Mr. Gregory ever did very |
wrong—he is tov good n man.”

“Isn't he dally breaking his wife's
heart?” retorted Fran with a curl of
the lp. 1 eall that murder,”

“Bot still!—But |1 can't think he
reallzes It

“Then,” sald Fran satirically,
just eall it manslaughter,
think of his wife's meek

don't vou recall thal look Iln her
eyeg of the wounded deer—and the
thousands of times you've seen Lhose
two together, at church, on the street,
in the library—everywhere
seeing only each other, leaning Llnuer,
smiling deeper—ue If doing good
meant getting close—Oh, Abbott, yvoy
know what I mean ~don't you, don't
youn?"

"Yes!" cried Abbott sharply,
yvou are right. | have boen-—all of ud
huve been—elinging to ummarnncel.
Yes, 1 know what vou mean,

“You'll keep Hob Clinton from teld |
ing that secret, won't you? He's to go
tonight, on the long journey —tonlght,
after the board meeting. (t'1] take him
threa or four days. Then ha'l) t‘or.u.
back .
'‘But ha' ll never tell the seoret.” Ab
bott declnred i mouth closed &t
by & spring

(TO BE
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CONTINUED.)

More Iin His Line.

Signor Marconl, the inventor of
wireless telegraph, was seated at din-
uer beside n lady who pushed

U'nfortunately, the Iadv had mie
taken the Ilnventor for his compatriot
Mascagnl, the composer of "Covalleria
Husticana.”

“Oh, slgnor,” she exclalmed, *1
would so love to hear you play your
beautiful intermezzo!”

“Certainly.” Marconl replied, guick.
ly. “I shall be delighted, if you have
a wireless plano."”—Washington Star, |

' MARRIAGE LAW IN ITALY

Ceremony ls Only Legal When Per
formed by Mayor of Place
Where Couple Reside.

marriage by law s & elvil
only legnl when performed
| by the mavor of the place in which the
couple to bhe ra
|-~I~I|- or his assessaor, and 1t must bhe
performed in the elts
|  Some hotels and not
In Rome ar the
needy
spurious to thelr names, Duke This
and Prinece That, who are always on
the lookout for money, says the Chris-
tian Herald. Alded, It may be, by
some one In the hotel or pension, thay
get pcquainted with a rleh Ameriean
family with marriageable daughters.
To one of these love I8 made and mar
riage Is arranged.

Buch have no diMoulty in finding a
priest to perform thelr ceremony It
I8 done. Then the adventurer deserts
the girl, and she has no remedy. Some
few years ago a young girl was so
treated. Her pssudo husband, having

In Ttaly
It'm‘.lr:n-!

who desire married

chamber
a few pensior
constant resort

Oof

— iy

-

| aly
andventurers with titles real or |

e |
secured her money,
ried civilly amd
woman with whom
The victimirzed
trayer and his

provocation she
left unpunished
wrly b

left her and mar
legally an_  Itallas
he was In love |
girl ghot dead her be |
wife. Hecognizing the |
Had recelved, she was
Another girl similb
druyed commicted salelde
Legal QOplinion,
A cat ¢its on my buck fene
and he yowls and

Now, I don't want have
trouble with nelghbor Jones, but
this thing has gone far enough, and
1 want you to tell me what (o do

The young lawyer looked se solemn
as an old sick owl, und sald not
word

“l1 have a right to shoot the cat,
haven't 11

“1 would hardly say that" replied
young Coke Blackstone. “The oal
daes not belong to you, as 1 under

4 "

‘No, but the fence does”

“Then,” concluded the light of law,
“1 think it safe to say you have a per
fect right to tear down the fence."—
New York Presa,

avary
hight yowls and

vowls o

| dered the

' eould

 handle, which Is operated by
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“If ye had anny respect for the dead |

ye'd lave thim carthridges alone,”
Mulraney with n
that wounld have
| into surrender.
yoz, ye Dutch

sald
reowl on his fRee
seared a Spaniard
“It isn't the Hkes of
duffer, that

I'll thank ye, an' with a bad grace at
that, to pass me thim belts before |
take a punch at your dirthy iace.’
“Dot vas all right,” replied Mueller
defiantly, his phlegmatic blood stirred
by the heat of battle, “Cassldy vas a
good feller, all right, andt he toldt

| me 1 could haf dose ammunitions ven

he vas—"

“Ye lie, ye Duteh robber!”
Mulraney, dropping his rifle and shak-
Ing hiz fisg under Mueller's nose
“Ye'll put thim carthridees down this
minniy or I'll make vez wish a Mauser
had sthruck ve instid of me fist,"”

“I vas no lar"” retorted Muellar.
also dropping his rifle, “undt T can vip
any Irish dog robber who—'

This pointed allusion to the fact
that Mulraney had once heen a “strik-
er” for his captaln was more thin
Mulraney cared stand, and his
brawny arm stralghtened with stun
ning effect on Mueller's cheek. Al
most ag quickly the German's fist
landed on Mulraney's nose, and then,

to

| to the wonder of their comrades on
vetther side,

the
together, striking, kicking and biting |
with complete indifference for the
fierce battle In progress. Hefore eith-
er combatant had Inflicted any par-
tienlar harm upon his opponent a
voung lteutenant interfered and or-
men back to their places,
with the assurance that each would
sulfey geverely for such a flagrant
hrenoh of dieninline

For a lew minutes both men pulled
their triggers with a falr degree of
regularity, nptwithstanding the con-
stant exchange of eivilities which they
nof forego but Muiraney
changed the situation suddenly when
he discovered that no commissioned
officers weare noar enough to balk his
gcheimae ANCE

I ve're not a coward ye'll roll
down the hill a bit of a ways behind
the trench,” Mulraney muttered to his
foe, “an’ whin | meet ve at the botiom
may hivin hev merey on ye before
t'rongh wid ye!"”

Mueller looked to the rear and saw
A steep slope of nearly Ly feet and a
tangled growth of shrubbery at the
bottom. He glanced along the line
fn both directions and #aw no shoul-
der straps nearer than a dozen flles,
and then accepted the challenge by
casting himself out of the trench and
I awiftly rolling toward the shrubbery
TDofore he had traversed half the die-
tance Mulratey was descending in the
same fashion, and a resumption of
+ hostilities Yy upen
his arrival foot of the slope,

It might stated parenthetically
fhat a hiw reparated Mulraney
sent them back once
wore aces ot the Arlug line
where they seted llke good soldiers
the real of (I Alter the fighting
was over Mulraney lost his chevrons
and severy] months' pay, and Mueller
guffersed even worse punlshment.

n'

gnsued Immadis
at the
he
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Fixing It.

“Why were you late
eamp last nlght?° asked the leutenant
of a private at Camp Deunleon, near
Cinclnnat!

“Traln was very late, sir'”

“Well, Hw next time the train's lam
tuke care 3. come by an earller one.'

Expadlance.

Few can afford to take the position
taken by the captain of n company of
guerrillas, Tho
tain, at the head of a company of 300
men when Informed that the enemy,
numbering GO, was approaching,
sald:

“Waoll
and if we
'em."

‘m
we'll

boys, we'll look
can't lick "em

var,
Jine

Lawa
ilar 1’1:4-1'5‘-

Boiler Inspection
Ihirteen stal
tlon laws

&8 have

To Destrov Airships

French army have de
slgned a Aeld gun for fring at ale
ghips that ls carried in the rear of an
automoblile, ean be almed almost ver-
tically and Is provided with mechan-
fem to relleve the anutomoblle of the
recoll shock

ChOgiINewrs

Electric Torch,

An electrle torch patented by a
New Yorker |s supplied with current
by a generator contalned (n the
the

can fall |
| heir to me friend Cassidy's belongings

eried |

two men went down

In returning te |

story is that this cap- |

POWER IN HANDS OF BOARD

City of Cleveland HMas Scheme Which
Is Largely a Copy of Methods
In Vogue In Europe,

The charter commission has pro-
vided for a city planning board for
Cleveland under the new form of gov-
ernment. Its exact authority remains

robably to be bestowed by legisia-

., though Its utility in a modern
metropolitan community s unques-
tioned. A city planning conference
has just been held in Chicago. Among
those in attondance was a Oerman
expert who told how the cities in his
country, and in particular how Ber
lin, controlled urban development so
as to avold some of the evils too fa-
miliar in the United States., Herlin
was divided Into sections or zones and
strict regulations sstablished aa to the
height and character of the bulldinga
which might be erected in each. Some
things endured by the people of Ger-
man clties might not be so acceptable
in this country, but the general policy
of more rigldly regulating the manifes.
tations of growth could be copied prof.
itably, American citles have grown
haphazard, The skyscraper fad has
| T vioil in New York., The tenoment
house evil might have been prevented
In large part had government as-
eumed more control over the utiliza
‘tlon of private  property. Narrow,
crooked streetea are a menace and &
reproach. Cleveland takes a step for
ward in providing the machinery for
city planning. The city has accoms
| plished much already In this direction,
| but the further possibiiities are unllin:
| {ted,

|START THE CHILDREN RIGHT

Early Training in Matters Concerning
Rural Improvement Would Mean
Much in a Few Years.

To traln children In rural improves
ment dens means to train children ta
gee, to observe the beautiful in na
ture, to become interested in plant
| life. It means to awaken in the child
mind a desire to Hikve a plant, a tree,
or a garden of his very own, where
he can study out the mystery of “how
to make things grow.” When we have
| fnterested the indivldual chilld in the
Individual plant we have formed a nu-
cleus for improvement {deas which
may unfold into an asgociation for
creating “beautiful homes” in the
neighborhood, the town or the rural

| community,

i Our public schools are doine a -
great deal with thelr nature studies
to interest children in Improvements,

|bul to the parent should the child be
indebted for ite first lessons in the
industry of tree planting. Children

| naturally love to do things, but they

|'do not love drudgery, How many boys

| have been driven away from the home
| because their fathers insisted on work-

| ing them

work.

| Instead of allowing them to
| How much better if parents
| would lure their children to Industry
'h_v companionship and pleasant sto-
|rit'H. especially about plant, animal
| and insect life found everywhere about
| them. No parent is so well posted
| but he may learn much about these
things while instructing the children

Needs of Window Boxes.

When the middle of summer comes,
window boxes that made a brave show
up to that time begin to look seedy
and several light coats of manure wiik
carry them nicely through the sea-
son. Or, the plants may be watered
weekly with manure water the color
| of weak tea.

The geranium {8 well adapted to
white houses of the conventional type,
und variegated vinea supplants it well,
Nasturtiums, too, look wall with such
a house. It often happens that a box
filled with vines only Is more attrac
tlve when used on a brick house than
one boasting a profusion of flowers
Ivy and moneywort, like einca, are
good vines to grow. If the soll is
made extra rich and the climbing nas-
turtiums used, there will be a wealth

| of follage and not over-much hloom

ODther good decorative trallors
Thunbergin, which grows rapllly and
bas many dark-eyed blossoms in bulf
prange and white, and variegated Jap
anese hop

Pausies may be grown in the porch

| and window hox very early in the
son, /and later replaced with
| nlums and olther plants.

nre
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Sameness In American Citles.
| .# The great feature of American citles
| which strikeés the Huropean visitor is
the gense of sameness and the lack of
individuality. WIith rectangular plan-
ning, it |2 almost inevitable that this
| ghould be the result, and it can hard-
[ 1y be hoped on continuotis street lines,
where oftentimes the main fepture fa
| the double line of telephone posts, to
bo able as yet to create street pie-
| tures such as meet the eye at Rothen.
burg or are being re.created in the
newer examples of English domestla
architecture, notably at Haumpstead
Garden, suburb, where the influence
i onire wrehiftoet and tha
method of eo-operative bullding has
psulted {n street vistas which in thelr
way have o charm akin to that of the
ul clty

mediagy
Just What It ls

After extended Investigatlon we

have reached the conelusion that rip

pling laughter I8 the glggling of the

| girl ono likes,

Cannot Keep It Down.

Merlt may ba kept at the foot of
the class for a while, but it will come
to the head in its own good time.

Dining Room In Turkish Palace.

«n Turkish palaces there s a special
door whereby anyone who desires a
meal may enter.—iandon Spectator,

band holding It

»




