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IMPSON'S place was but a col-
lection of brown flotsam in a toss-
ing sea of green verdure A

group of low, unpainted bulldings

huddled together bheneath a clat-
tering windmill in a hollow square of dwarf
willow hedge.

From out of the shimmering south came
the old stage road, rising and falling with
the gentle swells of the priirie, passing
the house between long files of purple-
topped ironweeds and stretching its length
on and on, a white scar across the face
of nature, l.*u.; finally ran into the foot-
hills of the north and disappeared.

A solitary traveler plodded over the rise,
ghuffled through the dust to the house and
asked for a drink of water; but even while
ralsing the cup to his lips he gave a little
shiver and slid to the porch floor in a dead
faint.

It is not the way of the plains to turn a
stranger from the door, besides which the
man was burning with fever, and so the
SBimpsons took the wanderer in and cared
for him

After some days of incoherent babbling
the man came suddenly to his wils and
found himself in a cool, quiet room, with
a restful calm brooding over him. He was
weak and weary, his bandaged head
throbbed if he did but move, there was but
a confused memory of a shadowy Nemesis
that had been pursuing him and it was
good to lie still and doze. ‘

A woman tiptoed in and out who had the
comforting touch of a mother. Sometimes
a man creaked up to the bedside, looked in-
tently at him, and creaked away again,
Also, at rare intervals, there was a third
person—a girl who took good care to show
himm no more than the side of her face—a
profile that it had pleased him to study.

At last the man was strong again and
there was apparently no need of prolong-
ing his visit, but there was no place for
him to go, and also, he desired to stay.
Which -desire Simpson, from beneath his
bushy brows, was quick encugh to perceive
and encourage. There was plenty of work
about the place—more than he could do
glone, for he was no longer strong—hands
were scarce. Perhaps he might care to stay;
his s what Simpson suggested, to which

the mother and daughter looked a timid
approval, the daughter railsing her eyes
with a sweet, friendly smile that suddenly
swept away the doubts that had been gath-
ering in the man's mind.

Thus it was that Mark Danvers took up
the reins, instead of the throttie, and drove
steeds of flesh rather than those of stecl.
He heiped to lay by the corn, followed be-

hind the breaking plow and watched the
long ribbons of sod ripple from the plow
point, attended upon the clacking bvinder,
building up a thatched village of wheat
shocks, pitched the perfumed hay, and so
long as he was busy he was happy.

Al other times the thing called memory
suddenly reappeared and cracked its whip
at his heels. Whenever this happened there
was such a desperation in his eyes that the
girl saw it and straightway guessed that
there was a story—guessed that he was 4

fugitive, and yet trusted him, for there was
no gullt, no crafty dece=it—nothing but fear
written upon his brow, Sympathy is the
royal road to love. With a woman it is
also the beginning of curiozity. And so
the girl decided that the story should be
told, and having so decided, bit by bit, aft-
er the artlessly artful manner of her kind,
she proceeded to begulle it from him.

For what man of us can rvfuse what a
woman demands, In the name of compas-
glon, to know?

Mark Danvers had been a rough, way-
ward fellow, with a jest ever upon his
lips and an oath at itg heels, but with a
dominant passion that kept him f[rom go-
lng very far to the bad—the love of his
engine .

The glad thing of life that quivered at his
touch like a proud flly!

It had been the dream of his young life
to drive a locomotive. His star of hope—the
headlight of the engine that was to be his
--had never set,

By and by he ceased to see this headlight
in the perspective. It became a reality, and
he climbed up and rode behind it. It was
something to be the youngest engineman
on the road It was also something to
pull the “Pioneer Limited."

It. was hell to put the Pioneer Limited
finnlhe diteh, and that was what Mark had
one,

The dazzle of another headlight swinging
around a sharp curve—a swift grasp of a
lever—the grind and bump of the air—these
were the things he remembered.

The rest was a whirling chaos until he
found himself thundering at the door of
the nearest signal tower and pleading, for
God’'s sake, to get a special to the wreck.
After that the horror of it got somehow
into his brain, 4&nd he ran on and on—and
that was all. As to the wreck, he had
never heard the particulars.

No doubt it was bad enough; they alwavs
are, but such as it was he had not caused
ft. Some one had blundered, true, but not
him. Sure, the “FPlon#er” had the right
of way over everything, and the other fel-
low had no business on the track, and
there wasn't anything there to troub® him.

The thing that tweaked his heartstrings
was the overpowering conviction that he
must have committed the unpardonabls
done just what he had sworn he never
should do—jumped from his engine—left her
to dash llke a riderless steed into the
abyss of fire.

If this were not so, how came it that he
had escaped with nothing but a knock on
his forehead?

it came right down to the test he wasn't
quite sure he wanted to know the truth.
Along with anguish of uncertainty there is
always the blessed chance, But to Know—
to know absolutely—is sometimes to close
the doon forever against hope.

p - - - - - L] L

The sun had gone down in a blaz f
glory. fresh breeze whispered in  the
willow®and furtively rattled the sunflow-
ers. Away to the south twinkled the lights
of a vagrant prairie fire In the west the
lightning flared in an gureole of flame about
the snowy turban of a giant thunder-head,
and faint grumbiles of thunder cams= now
and lh"!l from behind the clouds, like the
murmurings of ssme discontented Tital

The crickets—the little sisters of the
night—chanted vespers in a quavering
reedy chorus. A katvdld stabbed the si-
lence with its svbillant warning and from
the lake came the sleepy twittering of the
water fowls,

The family was sitting on the porch. The
father smoking, the daughter idly strum-
ming on a guitar, Mark seated in the back-
ground—where he chose to be.

A neighbor jogged up on an awkward
farmr horse and l«ft the mail. There was -a
letter for the girl. A long, yellow envelope
with “R. R, B.” printed in the upper leit-

She drew in her breath with
a sharp gasp, rose tremblingly to her feet
and entered the honse, Presently Mark feit
a touch on his arm through the open win-
dow 2he beckoned him in.

“Read!”" she cried, thrusting the letter
into his hands; “it's from your Mr. Fobes,
I wrote to him; 1 was afraid von wouldn't.
Don't be afraid, it's good news—read.”

Mark held the sheet up to the light and
gazed at it vaguely. “I can't make it out,”
he sald, weakly, “the letters seem to run
all together, Read it for me, Mar—Mar-
jorie.”

And this Is what the letter sald:

“And so Mr. Danvers thought he jumped.
Well, if he had it wouldn't have been no
kiliing disgrace. 1 done it myself. But you
can tell him for me that he didn't, 1 pulled
him out through the ¢ab window with my
own hands after the bump I had to pry
his hold loose from the lever. He had a
prefty stiff Knock on the head. There
wasn't no wreck to speak of. Would have
been, though, if he hadn’'t stuck with his
engine like he did. The old man was ask-
ing me the other day where he was and
when he was coming back. Says I, "Next
month, 1 hear." Yours,

“WILLIAM FOBES."

“P. 8.—The papers said he was a hero.™

“Isn't it too good!” she cried joyously,
“Now you can go back, can't you7"

Mark slowly mopped his perspiring fore-
head.

“Yes, I can go back,”” he answered, jerki-
ly, “but I'm not goiug."”

“Not golng?' She lifted her brows in-
credulously.

He shook his head. *“1 had it all thought
out in case something like this did happen.
When I came along here running wild,
with my headlight smashed, did you peopie
figure on what you were going to do with
me? Didn't you take me in without a
word—without considering your own feel-
ings in the leagt? Haven't you kept me
until 1 was as good as new and treated
me white all the way through And now
that I've got a chance to get back at you
do you reckon I'm the man to puil out
empty, when I ought to stay and help you
people over the grade?

“Your father needs some one all the time
on the farm—he told me 20 himself, and he
gaid he'd be sorry to see me leave An-

other thing he gaid once, ton, mighty near |

put me in the clear, ‘that if—that if—he
could find some one as goml as
wouldn't mind your marryving him,

he mustn't take vou away Ifrom home-—
he couldn't stand that.’

“So you see, Marjorie, I'm not agoing. 1
judge there's other folks can do their duty
besides you. I'd ought to told you long

ago—how matters stood with me, 1 reckon |

vou know that I've loved you from the
firet. I've been carryving the signals plain
enough, and I reckon, too, you know why
I haven't said it right out. Its because |
couldn't bear to ask you until I Knew
what I could offer you. 1 didn't want you
to have a husband with coward Dbranded
all over him. I've got some money at
kome. enough to buy the Mills farm—right
next south. You'll be close home then
that is if vou want me—do vou Marjorie?

fhe took a step backward “Do you |

think.” she eried, “that 1 can't see through

it all, do you suppese that I don’t know? |

Why are vou dolng this? Are you simple
enough to believe that any girl would mar-
ry a man who proposed to her for duty's
sake?”

*“It fsn't that,” he answered. I love you,
and you know it, and I'm staying here be-
cavrse I ought to, and I'm willing to do 1t

glad to do It It isn't anyv use for you to

say anvthing. 1 won't go

“You will,” she flashed a swift smile at
him, “there's no need of your staying., 1
don't vou see Mark that—why you foolish

boy, why don't you ask me to go with

you?"
- - - L - L -
“T.ord. Lord,” he said a moment later,
looking down at her proudly, “your way
js going to be the best way after all. Its
just going around a high mountain by a
pleasant road, Instead of climbing over It

Doy L‘unqﬁcrn Woll.
New York Herald.

Elliott Terry, a thirteen-year-old boy, of
Box Eider ccunty., Utah, is the hero of a
desperate eucounter with a gray wolf. The
lad emereged victorious from the couflict
with nothing more serious than a flesh
wound in the leg. With his flve-yeéar-old
brother, Eddie, Elliott was hunting squir-

rels. He was armed with only a small rifie.
In a clump of bushes the lads were at-
tacked by a wolf, unusualry large Ifor this
State. The youunger boy took flight, while
Elliott gave battle to the wolfl.

The animal, evideutly drivean down from
the mountains by the snows, was feroclous,

The boy fired a shot from his rifle and be-
fore the wolf reached him had discharged

the weapon twice more, All three buliets
tock effect, but not sufficituly to disable
the animgai which leaped at the boy and
fastened nis fangs in his leg.

Elliott, being unable to fire another shot, |

grappled the beast by the throat p 3
mal snarled and snapped, but the
his grip, applying all his streugth with
hands  an effort to strungle his
nist. This style of defense proved

n 4N
1l held
| l...lh

who is perfecily willing to undertake the
one on any occasion whatever, will probably
decline with emphasis even to conslder the
other.

Most Indianapolis women belong to clubs,
and to belong to a club means, of course,
that a woman prepares aud reads papers
on any subject that happens to be allotted
to her. Reading papers is not at all a
nerve-racking process, for with the com-
forting pages of 4 paper in the hand, almost
any lndlanapolis clubwoman would be per-
fectly at ease in addressing an audience of
polar bears. Dut let her lack the paper
and she is lost: her ideas are in confusion;
her ready supply of words is checked and
she falters, hesitates and repeats herself
blurderingly.

The woman who wishes to school herself
to speak, rather than to read in publie,
gsometimes tries preparing her talk or
speech, committing it to memaory, and then
repeating it, holding the pages in her hand
to give her confidence. Sometimes the
scheme works and she goes through her
speech smoothly, having managed to convey
to her audience that ghe |s talking extem-
pore—a thing always to be desired in publie
speaking, as it gives the heart-to-heart
cffect that every speaker craves.,. But now
and then it is a sorry scheme of things,
for the speechmaker forgets or omits some
portion of her carefully prepared talk. She
hesitates, repeats her last sentence while
groping for the next one, plunges ahead
unadvisedly, and brings up against the
blauk wall of confusion. Then ghe has to
sgtop to look up her place in her paper—and
the place is always two or three pages back
or forward of the page which she holds
uppermost. The pause which ensues s
awkward for audlence and speaker, and
when she takes up the thread of her dis-
course again the effectiveness of It is en-
tirely marred,

Iudianapolis, however, does possess wom-

en who can talk at any place and at any
time, and on almost any subject, with per-
fect ease and grace They are compuara-
tively few, of course, but what they Jack
in gquantity they make up In quality Of
the Indianapolis women who speak well in
publie, Mrs. Mav Wright Sewall is the best
known T he Lhigh positions which Mrs
Sewall holds o national and international
organizations of women require her to
speak before large audiences, and she has
an eac¢e of manner in addressing a public
audience that few women posSsess Mrs
Sewall thinks quickly and her sentences
have the brilllancy and the pointedness that
is ot always the accompaniment of the ex-
temporaneous speech She has an inex-
haustible vocabulary, and no matter wheth-
¢r she speaks for an hour or for five min-
utes, she is never at a loss for words in
which to expresgs hersgelf nor does she mar
the effect of her points by repeating her
words and phrases, Mrs. Sewall's voice,
while not large, Is well modulated agd
cleur, her enunciation i unusually distinct
and ghe has the facully, rare among wome-
en, of pitching her oice to correspondd
with the requirements of the hall in which
she speaks, =0 that there is never any dif-
ficulty in understanding her remarks,
The local Council of Women 18 the hest
place in which to get an idea of women
speakers in Indianapolis. The council is
made up of delegales from most of the
clubs of the city, and the women who com-
pose it are, consequently, the reprosenta-
tive club women. The meetings are not
limited to the members and many are large-

1y attended, so the women that speak there |

are virtually addressing the public in doing
g0, Most of the members of the council
are self-possessed In addressing the meet-

ing, and the greater number of them enter |

into the discussions of the various resolu-
tions and business introduced in the meet-
ings. There are few of them. however, who
attempt addresses of any length on any of
the s

ibjects that come up for discassion, | ditors than the ¢lub women.

ana speaker.

Mrs. John W, Kern is another of the
council members who speaks with ease.
Mrs. Kern i3 the vice president of the
council and she presides on ocecasion with
dignity and graciousness, She =speaks
either from the platform or the floor, al-
ways clearly and to the point. Her man-
ner of speaking is without flourish of ora-
torical effect, but s excecdingly effective
in itz simplicity and directness. Mrs. Grace

Julan Clarke and Dr. 1ebecea Rogers |

George are also able speakers among the
council members, exhibiting no self-cun-
sclousness In their manner or speech, kKeep-
ing to the subpect in discussion, and speuk-
Ing congcisely and effectively,

Mrs. Charles W. Fairbanks, who is sel- |

dom heard In Indianapolis, is one of the
Indianapolis women who speak especially
well. Mrs. Fairbanks is president general
of the Society of the Daughters of the

American Revolution, and ghe presides over
the meetings of that body with a graclous-
ness that fulfills all the reguirements of a
presiding officer.

Mrs., Samuel Elliott Perkins, who is one
of the most prominent club women of the
city, i= alzo one of the best of the women
speakers of Indianapolis, Mrs. Perkins's
voice is especially fitted for speaking be-
fore audiences, being rich, full and well-
pitched Mrs., Perkins iz in demand for
talks on literary and artistic subjects be-
fore clubs, and her talks are alwavs de-

' lightful, both in matter and manner.

Others of the club women of the city who
gspeak especially well are Mrs. Clemens
Vonnegut, Mrs., A. 8. Spruance, Miss Ade-
laiae Carman, Mrs. Henry D. Pierce,
Mrg. George Hitt,, Mrs. Alfred F. Potts,
Mrs. G. M. Henderson and Mrs, J. 8. Barth.
Mrs. John L. Griffiths, who speaks charm-
inglv, has the gift, rare among women, of
story telling, The missionary socletles have
members who also speak well, and are at
their ease in addressing an andience, but
thevy are known to a smaller circle of au-
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The One Day

By Edwin Meade Robinson

{Pictures by Charlotte Freligh Paddock.)

XY

What malkes days so differ-unt?
Gee

If 1 was the Presi-dunt,

' but 1 hate Monday!

I'd cut out that one day.
Got to get up early then,

An' go to school-a-wishin'
It was Saturday again,

An' 1 was goin' fishin’.
Who invented such a day?

Blame the blame’' luchh, anyway!

Sis thinhs Sunday’s jest as bad,—
Says she 'most can’'t bear it:

That white dress malhes her so mad,
She'd jest like to tear it!

Has to learn that long one—"Thy
Duty Toward Thy Neighbor ' —
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Club wastes no ti
rOors Straiglt

to t:’..‘-i!_-"_-_-:'

nominations for president.”

“The ones
enough—and
say let well enough alone.”™
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protested Mrs.
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Miss Alice Graydon,
Superintendent of the Boys®” Club

thé other mothers ought to have a chance

don't want
don't see
making a change.'
Finally Mrs.

| if you won't nominate
BEeCTetlary,
beside her,
*All those

“Now, you get up and

who want Mrs. DBryant for

in an audible whisper.
directed,

hesitated )
not im favor say "No,” " There was a dead
Ve l'_\.l'nnE V"
I suppose silence gives consent,”

In the matter of vice president the sentl-

Wias re-electe

'.\[ irgaret
for and Mrs.

Treasurer

was \lj:l'u; :L[.. r's & l:” 1

nominated

another term.
Thearesult
satisian l'.pr_\

had been no casting of

example,
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mothers:

Boys' Club... Worlk of Miss Alice Graydon, the Superin-
tendent...Old Officers Re-Elected Becently

with washing or sewing
; And It Isn't e+ven

nembers, either;

who with her

lovely spring

ys, and
2. Both
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mot d daug ) by of the
«\n. D, | ney o n nnt N lulﬂ-
Bl 10} et LO I 10 dalternoon
h month vay from th needles, 20
they taks Irng in com and one month
!:‘.- sweet-faced black-lad mother comes,
the ne« nonth the daughter. Some of the
Mot come [(rom way over on the West
<i . . . ) - > "
Side; an caves the ninelyv-yvear old

ter whom she looks with tenders

Ui

mother, af
est care, o attend the meetings: and still

another trudges into every mecting with
the littie Jewish baby that is her protege
tucked unds her arm. But they all coms
It they can possibly get there, for the
meetings 100 lght spots Lo be willing-
Iy missed

Beyond it " happiness  the
,\l“l }’.' e C'lul | § 1 ! ]'l - ;ld ] h.t\"
a definite alm, bu he flourishing condl-
tion of this pa cula ub might lead o &
suspicion that dennile ms are scarcely
a4 necessiny 1 ubs, J present the
Mothers are making aprons of gingham,
which they sell at very reasonable prices,
the procecds 1o be reserved to apply to any
object which may appeal to them as necess
sSary Now and then when occasion arises
the club does charitable work and there is
never sickness or death anywhere touchs
ing its circle that something of help does
not come from the little company of
women. A successful fair was given In
the beginning of the club’'s history and a
few entertainments Ay e Lo n carried
through since then, but the club does not
bother ftself much with moneymaking
schemes. “"We're too busy st home, most
of us, 10 care about working up things
here for money, explaing one membar,
S0 for the most part the mectings sre pure-
Iy soclal. There = a little preliminary
business, the members sew on the aprops
or on any of their own sewing that they
happen to bring; them the is a pre-
gramme arranged either by the club or by
the board—a talk, a reading and a so or
two; and then refreshments—for - A
always have refreshments at this club, If
you please. Two of the members take
charge of that part of the programme
and with the sum made up of the small
fees collected from the members at the
previous meeting they serve salad. sande
wiches and coffee, | cream and cake, or
whatever NAppeals to them as partic-
ularly good. There are IWO  eSpe=
cially grand good times each year-
the Thanksgiving dinner and the June ple-
nic; all the Mothers turn out for
those two events and the amount of en-
Joyment crowded into them might make
even a cynic's heart rejoice. Now and then
SOm special study Is taken up by the
maothers; A vear or =0 agoe they had a
little course of basket making, and the
pretty art caught their fancy: the fingers
which work at other harder things caught
deftly at the work, and many a gualint,
smoothlyv-woven basket went home from
thhe Mothers' Club 1'd like to make bhask-
ets again,” hinted one member at the last
neeting, and so eagerly was her sugges-
tion tnken up by the others that there will
probably be another basket-weaving period
in the club. And that is a brief history
of the year's programme of the little club
which is doing more admirable work than
many a more ambitious organization.

QUAINT CHARACTERS.

The club, like all organizations, has its
quaint characters. One of them is 4 beam-
ing little Irishwoman. Surcly there was
NevVer a more Joyous, more eager-to-bes-
pleased mother than this little creature,
with her face shiniug from cleanliness and
cheerfulness For everything she has a
word of commendation. "its a swate song

now isn't it?" she entreats you behind the
back of her hand, and you must have a
hard heart to refuse an answering beam.
“She's been a good prisident, an’ that's
the truth,” she confides again, and though
vou perhaps have never been to a Mothers'
Club meeting before, yvou are enthusiasti-
cally sure of it Another of the characters
of the club is the mother who brings the
little Jewish baby For e¢ight years the
little woman took care of a bed-ridden hus-
band, and at his death she was desolate
with that lonliness that comes to onge when
gn engrossing Jdutsy g suddenly e maoved,
So she took this one of a iittie brood of
Jewish babies, ddenly berelt of a mother,
and the little black-eved creatlure now goes
with her wherever she goes, She came
into one I-f th neeLings last winter “'l{h
the littie mite cl under her arm bé=
neath a 1'd bring it with
me if 1 h rv it under me skirt
to Keen " she sald At the
Thanksgiving inn the nine-months-old
Hebrew sat up and drank coffee and nibe
bled at turkey bones with the Christian
mother as happy as any member of the
CIew
The Mothers' Club is, as a woman, des
voted to Miss Allce Gravdon who {8 the
superintendent of the Boys' Club and gens-
eral guardian angel of the whole institue
tion. *“All the ladi on the board are love-
Iv Christian ladies and we love them every
‘::“."' whispered one n other the ether day
at a mention of Miss Graydon s name,
“Yes, they're all good to us an' we love
¢m all—but it's Miss Graydon's the girl,
Goid hiess her
Mise Gravdon has done a remarkable
work with th Club and the mothers
are devoted to her for the things ghe has
accompli=shed i it \ who without
the club ht hive ru vild, a= well as
[} thelr L il ] Nt Ars Mlﬁ‘.
- " de at the
ng is plannred

A ardiv be cone-
the Janiltor and

; fub, who plays
angel to both boys
ry'e the refresh-
etings, and ail
seon outside

th window 1o
mother or viss
when serving

& mistake,

come out

ready and

- . % he« olf tinall Cedsin 1O Strugahs ".ﬂ"" « t l‘lll
At first the girl had attempted to hold up | '*i. VI IO i o Ao Mg St v 4 But when she wants to dress dolls—"Why ’ . _ s 1w ..,-‘.‘ rood
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