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THE CABMAN'S BEST FARE
A STORY OF LONDON LIFE.

BEING THE ROMANCE OF A POOR BUT HONEST MAN.

I've been a cabman ten years or more,
and naturally I've had some good fares
In my time. There was a bishop once
who gave me a movereign instead of a
shlllng, and wouldn't take it back when
I told him of his mistake. There was a
bookmaker who bet me a pound to noth-
ing I couldn't catch a Doncaster special
at King's Cross, and who paid me two
because I lauded him In time, though I
damaged my cab and got my number
taken on the road.

But the best fare I ever drove was a
servant girl. Of course I didn't elagU
her as any better than Indifferent when
I pckted her up at the Great Central
terminus; and if it hadn't been for a
block In the street I should probably
have missed her gItogether. I'd meant
to be in time to meet the 6:30 express, a
favorite train of mine-only the other
day I got a newly married couple up for
the honey-moon out of it-but the blook
made me just too late, and when I
reached the arrival platform it loked as
desolate as only the arrival platforms
can when one train's backed out and
the next ain't due tot halt an hour.

All the passengers had gone except
the one girl, and therq wasn't a cab to
be seen. The porters, all but Sam Ble•-
man, were talking to each other, and
Bamrn was talking to the girl.

"Didn't I tell you there'd be one di-
rectly, Miss?" said he, as I came up.
"Here's the very best driver in all Lon-
don at your service."

She was a nice, pleasant-featured lass,
and if I'd been taking a day off Into Ep-
ping Forest or down at Hampton Court
I'd have been glad enough to let her
share the pony trap; but pleasure sin't
business, and I began to wish I'd stop-peod outade tht station. However, as I
was there, I *uldn't very well tefuse
her; so she got Into my hansom look-
ing as It it wouldn't take much to make
her cry.

"Seventy-four Blank street, Chelsea,"
said Sam as he handed me up her bit
of a box. "I've told her three shillings
Is the proper fare. Halves In the extra
bob, Bill."

I nodded and drove off, not meaning
to charge the poor thing an extra shil-
ltng, but knowing better than to quarrel
with a porter over six pence.

"Come up, horse," said I, as we clear-
ed the station gates. "Perhaps we'll
pick up a swell on our way back; and
anyhow We haven't had a bad day."

I was driving a thoroughbred that
day, own brother to a horse that won a
race at Alexandra Park, and though he
was more than a bit queer on.hls off
fore leg It didn't stop him when he
warmed to his work. He was as sensl-
ble as a Christian, too, and a shake of
the reins was enough to make him do his
bett. But he didn't like pottering about
searching for Iltle streets nobody ever
heard of but those who live in them.
Blank street was one of that sort, and
by the time w'c pulled up at seventy-four
he'd lost his patience and so had I.

"Now Miss." said I, ' speaking through
the trap and rather short., "as soon as
you can, please. My horse is fidgety,
and time's money."

She gave a little scream and Jumped
out as quick as If I'd dropped a lre-
cracker down on her. In her hurry she
managed to get her dress caught some-
how, and when she tried to undo It she
pinched her fingers In the door. "Oh!"
she cried ,and thinking I'd never see
the end of the job if I didn't leni a hand,
swung myself down off my perch.

"You ain't accustomed to hansoms. I
think," said I, as I fumbled about with
her skirt.Iner wsl..•

"I never was in one before." she re-
plied. "I'm very sorry to give you so
much trouble. Oh, dear! I hope your
horse won't run away."

"Not he, miss." Paid 1. "He'll stand
for an hour if I'm not on the box-but
there;: all's clear now. I think."

"Thank you." said she, taking out her
purse. "Are you sure this Is the right
number?"

"Why, yes," said I getting her box
down. "Anyway. It's 74. That's wnat
you want. Isn't It?"

"Yes," she replied. "But if looks like
an empty house."

It did; and it wasn't satisfied with only
looking like onie. I rang the bI hl till I
broke the wire, and then I took a turn
at the knocker, but it was no go. The
girl stood on the pavement with her
shabby little purse In her hbnd and her
shabby little box at her feet, looking so
miserable that I hadn't the heart to
leave her to shift for herself. "Cheer
up, mine," said 1. "I'll try next door.'

A wanpy-faced little woman answered
my knock. "No," says she. "I don't
know nothing about 74: and If I did,
this ain't Ia private Inquiry offl e." And
with that she shut the door In my face.

Then I tried the other side. There
they were more civil, but almnst as Ig-
norant. There had blenn a lady and a
gentleman living at 74. and. for all 72
knew, they might be there yet, only, per-
h aps, out just at present. No furniture
had been moved lately, not to their
knowledge, but then, of ,ourse there
was a sport called "Hlhooting the moon"
S.*nun'f thnl n

And what with false references andl
Pu'h-ilke things you ne ver were sure of
your next-door neilghbor, even Iln n re-
spertable street, like that. Perhaps the
people at the poistffl'oie rtni th ii' eIrner
coull 1ell me. .inlomthing. And that wa-
nif 72 had to Pay.

"Don't give way. my ear," saild I,
seeing thie girl was beginning to cry.
"P'erhapl you've' mode a mistake in the
address."

"Oh. no, I'm sure' I haven't." shie
splhhed. "llHere's the lady's card." Hhe
showed It to me, and It had "Mrs. Stn-
pleton-Poenroe"' In the' middle, and "74
Illank street, ('helsem." dowp In the

left-hand colrner ,al corre'ct tee any cart
I ever saw.
"Did they know you were coming by

this train?" I naked.
"Yes." she rcplled. "When M'rs. Pen-

rose engaged imell she told me exactly

how to coome', and the time and overy-
thing. She and her husband had hwen
ltoipping in the hoar'ding hnuse at lHar-

minigham, where I was houlsmad,. and
I Was to tbe parlor matd here. But, oh,
what bhall I do IIf he'l Ileft?"

"No nleed to think ahout that till
we're sure," more to e'lnmfort her thun
because I had muclth lidoubt. I couldn't
pler a "To Let" 'anywhere aIbouIt, but
tihe windows were very dirty, and alto-
ge'the'r the' place looked as deserted an
a Inst year's nest. "Perhaps the mas-
ter's in the city, the misal Its out uson.
p11Ig. and! your fellow r:r-mtat taking
an airing. Anyhow. 4( you'll keep an
eye on the' cean--the' horse won't stir of
his own accord, I pronmise you-I'll niP
amund to that postuolice and alg."

The postoffh'e was only nle of those
Uttle laces where they haven't any-

thing to do with the delivery of letters:
and they couldn't, or woul6r,t tell me
much, though I cross-questioned the
young woman In charge nearly as hard
as a lawyer once cmas-questioned me
when I wa a witness in a running-down
case.

I walked slowly back, hoping to good-
neas somebody belonging to the place
would have turned up while I was
away: and sure enough when I gotround the corner I could see some one
talking to the girl.

"That's all right, William," says I to
myself. But It waan't, the chap wasonly a policeman.

"Hullo, 10,414." says he. Trust a cop.per to take the number of a cab it hestands within sight of it for five sec.
onds. "What's the meaning of this?"

"That's just what I want to know."
says I. "If you're the officer on the beat
perhaps you can tell me where to find
somebody belonging to 74."

"Ay!" says he, chuckling. "I can tell
you fast enough. In Holloway prison
on remand-charge of general swind-
ling. burely, you're not another vic-
tim?"

"No fear," I replied. "But I'm afraid
this young woman Is. A Mrs. Some-
thing-or-other Penrose has engaged her
as parlor maid."

"Oh! she has, has she?" said he. "Tell
me, my dear, did she borrow any money
from you ?"

"Oh, yes, sir: she did, Indeed." cried
the poor girl, now fairly breaking down.
"Ten pounds the day before she left
Harmingham. I was to have extra
wages for being so ready to oblige
her."

"Ah!" said the policeman. "I thought
so. My lady has been playing'the same
game, or a similar one, all over the
country for some time: but we've got
her at last my girl, and we shan't let her
go in a hurry. It you care to have a
dig at her you can come round to the
station along with me and tell your
story to the inspector. The more of you
who appear against her the longer she's
likely to get, if that's any consolation
to you. It would be to me. I know."

"And to me," I chimed In. "I'll drive
you and the offlcer round with pleasure,
miss, if you'd like to go."

"Oh! no, no," she moaned. She was
sitting on her box at this time, and cry-
ing as it her heart would break. Even
the copper looked sorry for her; and I
felt as If hanging would be too good for
Mrs. Penrose. "I don't want revenge.
But what am I to do, what am I to do?"

"Well, if you'll take my advice," put
in the copper, "you'll let cabby here
drive you back to the station, and take
the first train home to your friends."

"I haven't any friends," aaid siae, "or
any money to pay my fare if I had."

"Don't say that, miss." said I, wink-
Ing at the copper. "There must be some
one down in your part of the country
who'd put you up till you've time to
turn round'; and as for fare, why, they
know me so well at the Grand Central
that I could arrange It with the booking
clerk."

But she stuck out she couldn't think
of anywhere to go. She said she'd no
parents; no relatives, even, that she
knew of; and as for friends, well, a ser.
vant in a boarding house naturally don't
make many of the sort that's useful in
a crisis.

"What the dickens ire we to dot' I
whispered to the copper.

"There's the casual ward," he whisl
pered back.

"Oh! sink the casual ward," said I,
disgusted.

"With all my heart," says he. "But
what else is there?"

"Well, ain't there a refuge or a home
or something somewhere handy?" I
asked.

"Why, yes," replied he. "There's one
in X square; but I don't know whether
they'll take her in; and if they will, it's
hardly the sort of place for such as her.
It's more for-you know."

"Ay, I know," I said with a sigh. "I
might try it, though."

"Yes," says he, "you might, if the
young woman has no objection. Any-
how, she can't stop here all night. Come,
clear off, you boys."

It was a very quiet place, was Blank
street, but a little crowd had collected
by this time. While Robert moved them
on, I told the girl about the refuge; and,
while it was easy to see she didn't like
the idea of it, she said she'd go, and
thanked us both for the trouble we we.
taking.

"Don't mention it, miss," said I, and
Robert he slipped a shilling into my
hand on the sly.

"(et her a decent lodging for tonight,.
if they won't have her," he whispered.
"I think you're a chap to be trusted."

"The same to you, my boy; and thank
you," said I. "You've got my number,
and I'm always to be heard of at Ros-
coe's yard. Lambeth."

"All right," says he. "You'll do the
best you can for the poor thing, I'll
wsRrr a unt. ataln lit5.

As every sone who reads the papers
knows., there are charities and charities,
and that refuge happened to be one of
the wrlonlg sort. I saw a woman just
about as waspy as the one on Blank
street. who said she was the lady super-
intendent, and seemed to doubt the
truth of every word I spoke. She told
me the'y only admitted calqp re(om-
mended by a subslribher; and then she
actually had the impudlenc' to advise
ale --me. mind you, a London catbby-to
be carefutl, because girls were that art-
fuil nowadays, there was no believing in
aplp)l'a ra n'e.

WVell, this se t my buck up 1 always
was ;a hasty sort aof chap, and I made
up my mind to try no more refuges;
Ihlough I've no dloubt that If I'd only
known which to take her to. there were

plenty where she'd have been made wel-
comne andil well looked after. I didn't
Ilk.' the idea of just getting her a lasal-
Ing Iand leaving her to take her chances.
ili'l'r. If she'd no money and no friendsn

it was sullch ia p;reciolus poor line.
"Thtey're full upl here, miss." says I.

going back to the cab. I'd told her tu
sit still till I saw what sortf a piace it

was. "They nay they oplssibly
take you in: but if .ayou dll rI c rlain-
ing the water. I think JlnIW dcaret
body whlo would put Y Up fory nlliht
or two." 0

"You're very good." Tye /he. "But I

must Iwe you a lot Oa • y already,
auln I'vie only a few shllll ti "

"Never mind that. mrm. I interrupt-
ela. "My fare i.nn wait, and the party I
hHVe in my mind won't overcharge you
-ir fart, it's my mother."
"Your mother!" she cried.
"Yes, miss," said I. "If you'll be good

ennugh to trust me that far. I think
It's the heat thing we can do."

"Of conurse I trust you," says she with
a little smile. "Yaou'v e been as kind lto
me already; but I'm afraid I'll be Im-
posing on your gIrad nature."

"Not a bit of it," said I, and to avoid

more words I clambered up and drove
off down the Chelsea embankment and
over Vauxhall bridge to toscue's to
leave the cab. The yardman stared
when I handed the young woman out
and shouldered her bx,.

"Blessed if Bill Taylor ain't been and
got married!" I heard some of them say;
and "I'll be back for my second horse
about nine," I called out, to prevent the
report from spreading among my mates.
I thought even a yardman would have
sense enough to know a chap wouldn't
have a second horse on his wedding
day.

We lived close to the yard; and my
mother stared harder than the men
had done when I came in with the box.
"That's a queer thing to be left In a
cab, Bill," said she.

"'Tain't been left, mother," said I; and
then I explained things to her as quick-
ly as I could, for the girl was waiting on
the landing-we had two rooma in a
block of modern dwellings.

"You ain't angry, mother?" I asked,
for she didn't speak when I'd finished,
only looked at me with a queer light in
her eyes.

"Angry! No," says she. "Only proud
of my son. Come in. you poor dear-
come in. You must excuse Bill for
leaving you there. He never did have a
grain of sense."

Then they threw their arms around
each other and had a good cry, while
I scratcheu my head and wondered at
the contradictoriness of woman. When
they'd done, mother bustled about and
got tea, making the girl help, just to
set her at ease.
Phe told us her name was Jessle Mor-

ris, and that she'd been an orphan.
earning her own living ever since she
was fourteen-Isetherdownas two and
twenty that night, but knocked off a
couple of years when I saw her aft,,r
she'd had a good rest, and a lot nmore
about herself I needn't repeat. I left
her as cheerful as a cricket, chattlhla
away to my mother as If she'd knc.wn
her for years. Mother must have taken
to her pretty quickly, too, for after 1
brought that second horse back about
three In the morning she put her head
out of their room Just to whisper to m•e:
"Jessle's fast asleep: I thought you'd
like to know. Uod bles you, my boy,
for bringing her to me."

Well, I don't think Sere's much mot.
it be said. Jeswle staid on with us for
a week or so and fairly earned her keep
by helping mother give the rooms a
thorough cleaning, and then mothler
found her a place with a family at Brix-
ton. We didn't lose sight of her. When
I'd time I'd look her up, and when
she'd an evening out she'd come down
to see mother, who wasn't as active as
I'd have liked her' to be. Of course I
fell in lov- with her. No one uc#sng h.r
homely way with the old Ily could
help it: but I dildn't speak to.' nearly a
year, partly hcr.,use I didn't know
whether she'd have me, and partly Ie-
cause I coulin t see my way ti prlvld-
ing a comlorta)le home for the two of
them.

After my uncle Thomas died, thougb,
we were much better off. He left me a
nice little legacy, and I set up a han-
som and a couple of horses of my own,
that thoroughbred being one of them.
Then I felt I'd got a decent poeltion and
a chance of putting by som,,thIln for
a rainy day: so, one Sunday evenrmn
when I was mseing her home to Brlxton,
I said: "Jessie, poor mother's getting
quite feeble, don't you think?"

"Yes, Bill. I do." says Jessie, looking
down and blushing, as it she guessed
what she had in my mind.

"She'd be better for a daughter's care,
wouldn't she?" I asked, hoping the hint
might be enough.

"Of course she would. It's a pity you
haven't a sister," says she so sharp that
I was sure she didn't care for me. When
I got home I must have looked as glum
as I felt, for mother would have it there
was something the matter, and after a
bit she wormed the whole story out of
me.

"Oh, you donkey!" says she. "The
young men in my day didn't ask girls
to marry them for their mothers' sakes.
Tell her straight out you love her, it
ever she gives you the chance again,
which Is more than you deperve.

I took mother's advice, and things
came right next time; but what was
msaid I can't exactly remember, and
wouldn't put down if I could. By-the-
by, that policeman, he never made any
inqulries about 10,414; but after we'd
been married a year I came across him
again.

"Hullo! Sergeant," says I, pulling up.
"I think I owe you a shilling."

He looker sour at first, thinking I
must be chafling him, but when he rec-
ognised me he c me up and shook hands
quite friendly. "No, no," says he. "that
was my share. By the way, what be-
came of that girl?"

"She's married," says I.
"Then I hope you got your fare?" says

he.
"Yes," says I. "Ieastway, she made

me a present, and only the other day,
ton."

"What was it?" he asked.
"Twins," says I; and it would have

done you good to see that bobby laugh.
He gave me another shilling for the
other twin, and offered to stand god-
father if we weren't provided. We were
not: and he not only did his duty at the
christening, but at a little spread we
had afterward he found a name for my
store by calling on the company to
dring long life and haplness to me and
My Best Fare.-Chambers' Journal.

bMAY UTILIZEI LIGhlTN INl.

Curious Calculations of Power That Now is
Wasted.

It Is just possible that one1'of these

days, instead of making electrhlit., for
ourselves, we shall learn to lnp the inm-

mense store of tile electric fluid that

pervades the higher atmoslphere: that,

In fact, we shall be able to "harness the

lightnlllg." Pro
f ssor Trowbridge shows

that a discharKg keeps inl the aine, path
for the thrtee hunlldrdth thtousndlh part

of a 14'seconld, and hi' belleve'1 tha1t a

"stepl-down" trunsformer-a devi\'he by

which the volinKge of the dlacharge

would be redalced might render It fit for

the service ofi man. Anll aver'age thun-

lelr Iclud fia estimlateld to olutanl l tlhullt

3011 horse power of electrical energy.
A flash of Itghtning a qluarltelr o it

mile long practilally means on hleetro-
Imolive f)orce of mInllllin4 of vola. I•i'k
lnlinKg 1In 1the basis that i f•lsh oieurll14

when the elrt(tlt 141raln nll the' illr

electrl' eeIn. iK. ub hi1 •u1111 m111 f tlihe
strained Jilh jus t oni thle point of flash-

I| nK s ab ,out 71.1 atonI.NN1 ftllt-t tn o .1, Inl

o0therl" wol'd , the enle'l'gy' 1."quIrd to

raise ta ton 70,I1HI.IN0 feet high. Vihet-
'

-

c'lllan I IIIIW rvintl itn . thllnk elt how

thin I'nall-11111 ll, u Is lo"wer can h* l o'nu: ht

ldown 1to er.tllh seuln Illdlied. Iand they.

talk ofI e0llllollyin) K somlll nluiilllihltl 1o f .1'
,'ranklln', kite, at nill events for rexiirt-

mnentall wlork. IIf they should Sullteled,
the eol'ralnlg oTf illlglhtlig flsh's uIIy
lome to hIi It proftltlle octcupllation

Inttloklyn Eangl.

Seek Elsewhere.
Mr. Aldrich disarms criticism by the

quatrain which closes his latest volUIII'm
of poems:

If my Ieat wines mislike thy taste.
Andi my hest service win thy flown.

Then tarry notl. I bid thew haste:
There's many another inn in town

-Literary World.

A COMPARIMON.

On o'er the pastures, where the moun-
tain flowers

itarring theo ward trim garden beds out.
show!

On through sweet pine woods, cross the
torrents' Row;

On o'er vast boulder mounds, while still
the hours

Make labor lightsomel For above thee
towers.

Unseen as yet, the peak; on o'er the
rnow!

Nor heedless trend its smoother plain,
for lo,

The blue abyssese awn, the avalanche
lowerst

Irale yonder beetllng cliffs, where now
the sun

Deats fiercely, hew sure steps in walls
of Iee;

What though with toll-worn limb and
laboring breath.

Hold bravely on until the heights be won.
lo run's life's tale; childhood, youth's

paradise;
Hard manhood, weary age, the goal of

death.
-II. T. I., in The Spectator.

THE COLONEL'N DA UA/HTER.

He had read dime novels, had Haun-
ders. He had read them as a boy In
New York. In the afternoon, as he came
home from school, he had bought them
from some street-corner vender of "pen-
ny drtadfuls," and had gloated over
them as only a small boy, born and bred
in a great city, can gloat over tales of
the west. He had not been discrimi-
nating, of course, and had a natural
leaning toward the most blood-curdling
recitals; but he had chosen always
something in some way connected with
army life.

The army to him was a beautiful
dream, a highly varnished picture, and
to be part of it-a major part, of course,
something like a general, or at the very
least a colonel-had been from the first
his one ambition. But destiny in the
shape of parents of stern and old fash-
loned mold, the kind that thought andacoipted it as a convenient creed that.
havlp infictel life upon their offspring,
tbhy were entirely at liberty to ruin
that life-this destiny ordained that he
sho$d have a profession other than that
of arms; in short, that he should be alawfer.

Ngw Saunders was of an age to judge
for himself, and he knew that he wes
not the stuff of which lawyers ee made.
Not the slightest vestige of eloquence
had he; he was blunt and truthful to
a dre. He disliked a lie for its own
ask . All this and more he told his
pa ts, but he was answered by the

which has retarded the world's
p through so many generations,
the he was their son, and they knew
bet what was good for him than he
oog. poasibly; that they were older,
a therefore wiser. Saunders, more
fre a sense of duty than a fear of
bel disinherited of his father's goodly
estgt•, accepted their decision and be-
gatLhe reading of law.

About this time he ches for a ohum
a youth whose only possible recom-
mendation must have been that he could
beast of army relatives. He had visited
In his sallow gosling days at a garrison
and was full of highly spiced tales of
the wild daring and fascinations of a
soldier's life. aounders would drink in
all these stories, and despite his valiant
efforts to forget them and put tempta-
etlon away, they would come back to
him as he sat over the inexpressbly
stupid folios relating to the law.

One summer this chum of his invited
Saunders to visit him at his country
house on the Hudson. Saunders went
and spent the happiest two weeks of
his life. For it was there that he ner
Madge Kean, the bewttcb.Sg. little
daughter of Colonel Kean, of the Tenth.
Saunders caught his first glimpse of her
as he walked with young Milton up the
driveway. Madge was armed with a
Flobert rifle and was teaching the
young son of the house how to aim and
pull the trigger. There was something
in her very pose, in the fact of her know-
Ing how to shoot that appealed to Saun-
ders at once. He could not see her face,
but nevertheless he said to Milton that
she was a "mighty pretty girl." Milton
replied with pardonable pride that the
young lady was his cousin, who had just
come from the far west. was of the
army and a "darned pretty little flirt."
Therefore, before Saunders had even
been Introduced to the fair Madge, he
was perilously near to being in love.

When he stood beside her and Milton
was saying: "This is my chum, Sun-
ders, Madge; Miss Kean. Saunders,"
when her bright eyes flashed from under
her long lashes-just like an untamed
mustang's, as Saunders mentally com-
mented-when she smiled and put out
a hand all smutty with powder, Sun-
ders thought her the most bewitching
woman he had ever seen. And Madge.
in her turn, made note of the fact that
Saunders was tall. blonde and extreme-
ly handsome, with that unmistakeable
air and refinement of a New York gen-
tleman. She determined he would be
much better material to expend her
fascinatkons on than that milksop of a
cousin of hers. She was glad he had
come. and amid so. Saunders answered,
in ia tone that carried conviction, that
hel also was glad he had come, and
Mtadge blushed through one of those
clear' tanned skins which change color
with every emotion. Not that she was
shy antd schllglrlish in her blushes;
they were nolt a result of timidity.

'upld did not hit iaUnide.rs' heart with
the' tIraditUonal hhlel arreow this time.
II wits the stiny Ilullets of lead which
wenti from the muzzle of the' Flobert
stlrlight to the bIll's-eye of the target
that made the WoIundl s which are In-
edlttled cllner or la It r on e've'ry mlln.

Hy the time, the' weer leartridgel box was
ellnplty Saunderns Wic c Ilt IPele'nI.Mty n'mlitteln.

In the course' of the inext fl'utlght he
eanmi to that point where he would
have' even studied Ilw with pIleasur.'
hadi she expressed an dnmitatl ttn tfor law
Illllldentsl. HIut she di not lie Ihad .on-

tcdFd to her all his btttleed amc itl•hons;
hadi tIolld her holw his s1otl yea.rllnedl for
shoulder strap:; and she. In turtn. tIold
him that the Ilfe' 1f tihe' shIl'dr was the
lity Iion

e woerih livingt.
Ih" wasM to old foer We'est 1i c Ii: why

dlthi't ihe try fitor citvil lppoiltice'lt?•

Thlls hia never n Ill'red to hiII: Ih

would think it over. ie lskled her sM nlti
qtlestlns aind iconthl'de sene of 1cice blears

f lgarrislon life to her. S he lugIhed at
Illht and told him Ihe' I a1s ci "leiar hl
te.nderfootil.'' i" I llf it hd c o been fIor the
tIced' of Voice in whlich riee' eatl it, r,

the reuKisc. halrf-ftlc i sc .iult helt
mlc ctanK eyes, 14$cluders tciid have'
ee'n ter'rily clut up ie t I t weHlIrnful

worit.
"'ienderitfut - tndeitrfot''i ." le•' after all

hl' hdl read cill the' s
t i
ubjetl . ('-t it he

IhI hist leunrce of iinformatic ' I had?
Ihe cdid not ask Madlte thIs, howeveri; Ihe
ne'veer put fcrth any of ills ideaecs in Ithe
subjecet again tol her; lilked for no fur-
ther information; he knew he was miss-
Itg golden opportunilties for enlighten-
ienlt, but he died nit c'arelrt h e laughed'
at. Ii* wils aware that nothing would
Seo much Il•jure hinm in her eyes as Ito
make himmelf ridiculo'tlus. Andl Madge
In that fortnight exerted, first. every

charm she possessed, every power she
could command to bring him to her
feet.

Having sucoeeded In this, she used
quite as much skill in keeping him from
asking her to marry him. Mhe didn't
want to be married; she didn't even
want to be engaged, and he was only
the pastime of a summer's Jaunt. No-
body took such flirtations seriously; that
is nobody with any sense. If he couldn't
see that she was in fun it wasn't her
fault, was it? Whe wasn't accountable
for his being deflcient in powers of per-
ception, was she? A New York man
ought to know how to take care of him-
self.

Well, the little summer play was over.
Haunders went back to town with the
secret determination to cut loose from
the grind of the law reading to go Into
the army. He had not told Madge of
this; somehow, looking back on it, he
hadn't told her anything that he had
meant to; he had been halt afraid that
she would laugh. It would never do to
have her laugh.

Of curse, there was a big row at
home when he announced his determin&-
tion. Hut the breath of free air that he
had drawn in from contact with Madge
made him nee that he should have some-
thing to say in the matter of his own
career. lloreover, he had the strength
of love to uphold him. H11 surprised his
parents by asserting his treeibm of
action, and whenu they made it tow dis-
agreeable for his self-respect to allow
him to stay under their roof he left it,
with paternal and maternal maledle-
tions following him. HIe tarted in to
obtain a civil appointment, and lemned
more, before he realised his failure, of
the nature of human beings and of the
struggle for existence than he had ever
known before.

It came about that he obtained no civil
appointment, and he knew that his
father had done his best, covertly, that
he should not obtain it. This one thing
he could not forgive. Meantime he long-
ed for Madge with the whole power or
his heart. He wrote to her and received
no reply. So he supposed that she had
not got his letter. The thought that shq
had ignored it did not come to him. The
final refusal of a commission was a blow
from which he did not recover for some
days-he lost heart for a time; but he
read in an Army and Navy that Miss
Kean had been desperately ill. That
afternoon he enlisted au a private sol-
dier and the next morning wore the
bue.

This was not being a colonel or a gen-
eral, but men had risen from the ranks
to suddenf fame and honor In the books
he had read. Besides, he was at his
last penny. A little wave of disgust ran
over him as he learned that $1I a month,
with clothing, bed and board, would be
his share of this world's goods. He en-
listed with that vague notion which the
average citizen of that day had, that
officers and men inhabited peIsec lly
the same quarters; that the ba k-
room was a sort of happy family cage,
where shoulder straps and chesrrns
were side by side. He had not Mspped
to think that the west was wide, and
that he might be assigned to a poet sev-
eral thousand miles from the one which
his lady love lighted with her presence.
It was not until the deed was done that
this came to him, and then he could
only hope and pray.

As luck would have it, he was sent to
the very post where Colonel Kean was
stationed. This did not exactly surprise
him; he took it as a matter of course
that Providence should Interfere In be-
half of a Saunders-petna of the hbe•
somuet and most popular fe,1,ws in his
set. He wondered what his friends at
home thought of his escapade. Then he
settled down to the discomforts of use-
ond class accommodations In a railway
car. Fortunately for him, the garrison
to which he was ordered happened to be
very near to the railroad and he wee
spared the cross country t•• of a hun-
dred or two miles.

Words cannot paint the miseries that
Saunders went through. They were not
physical miseries, for he was well fed,
well sheltered, well clothed, not over-
worked, and was spared the humillation
and pain of the raw recruit who learns
for the first time to bestride a bare-
backed horse. Saunders was an old
hand at steeplechase and had little to
learn save a few technicalIties. But he
found that the line which divided officers
and men was as the line which divided
Lasarus in heaven and the rich man In
hell; that beyond a salute and a con-
versation thickly sprinkled with re-
spectful "sirs" and "very good, sirs."
on the part of the private, and with
crisp orders and sometimes oaths from
the oiceer there was no speech.

Hle did not even see Madge for three
days. but was induced to overcome his
predetermination to call upon her. He
saw within an hour after he had stepped
upon the reservation that he would
hardly be welcome. It was bad enough
not to be able to se his divinity: It was
infinitely worse when, at last, he met
her. She gave a great gasp and start.
blushed and returned his bow, with
just the slightest nod and condescending
smile. He saw with dismay that he was
to her simply a menial-that he could
not dare to overstep the line which di-
vided them.

He got over his desire to shoot himself
every time he was given an order In her
hearing after awhile. He watched her
flirtations with a gorgeous first lieu-
tenant in bitternes of spirit, and the
thought dawned on him that she was
not true: but he hoped she would leave
the first lieutenant when he (launders)
should have won his spurs. But even
the spurs seemed far away. He had
come to understand that the jump from
the uniform of an enlisted man Into that
of an officer is a dimeult feat, or was in
those days, and nil chance for physical
prowess presented itself. Morally he
was as brave as only a man In love can
be. lie would have killed himself had
he not beein.

More iourage than to carrrv a stand-
urd Io the canllnOllo ' mlouth did It take for
him to uhby the first order to "pole.."
with a fatigte party, the back yards of
the ofc*icers' qtuarters. To "polh'e" I-

army for cnlllening up, anld it is left, as
t Ketnernll thinlg, lto the prisonern who

hlaptpen to be In the guard ihouset. Hut
at this tnl therel were very few prlsm)n-
t'r. not imire than one oir two. fur the

men had Ibeen uption their good behavior,
it belng Hall n t two monthls slnte. the
ipymnater's Iast visilt and itno cash Itft

to hi expl'nlided upon whisky at thte slt-

ler's. Si Saunders sallied forth in fr-
tigilet' suit otveiti i ls and il tit of iatvsa- -

and he' helped the' other to swe'ep with

stahble ovomsll atnd to shutyvl up In thelt
back yatds.

Inll the ctIolonl's yird he was mercniirfulily
parel'd Ilni'.ttllag latdgel' It wouh, ti hitle

bee~ , lie fell thei Ist Straw--- and Ii' dilt

tnot know that f'ronm ,behind her filmy
curtain she was watchlnr hinn t with
amnlusemtentt and i lity, the whilea slhe
turned ablout ont tilte third finger of her

ltft hanld ii large m oall' ttre m'iig anti iwon-

mdred what hte wouthl ay when he heard
tof her atIprmchinllg ImI iiirlaget to the
lawshing lieutelnuilt.

Thenmi the police par'ty' wet oni Its way.
nid i.ame at last to the yard of that

v,"ir Iieutenanlt. There. ws ai lialr-sheett
oft' note paper ini one of the pile's of dtlust

nitI rubbish which' hadil been swept uip.
Nstmunders Inollled it-noth'ed, thouglh it

w•ls rtumpted. that the wrliting upin it
w•i Mallge's pointed sarawl. lie pliked

it uip anld slipped It Into hits lwket' it

w'as not an honest thing to do,. but he
dilli nt stop to think-he only wondered
wh it it note of hers was doing In this
nmitll's hark yard and what it mean..

Whllen hi' got hack to the itrracks he
tre'd the note. There was enough there-

i to) make him understand that Madge

-- his Madge-for whom he had given up
everything, for whom he had endurd-
ao much humiliation, was to be married
In ,,ne week to that first lieutenant; that
she was in love-desperately In lcve--
with him and did not hesitate to say ce.
Was the man in love with her? If he
was why did he crumple up and throw
away a note for which kaunders would
have given his very soul?

Then launders looked about him with
eyes opened by despair. He saw at last
the barrier of caste In all its height and
strength; he saw what he had done and
shuddered. There were but two ways
out of this unless he waited until his
enlistment was up-four and a half more
years, and that he rould not do. lie
could kill himself, but he was young, re-
member; It was not to, te lightly done.
And- he could desert. To his mind a de.
serter was not what it is to a man who
has been long in the service--all the
disgrace. of it did not occu.jr to him. If
it had ibeen explained to him he could
not have grasped the full horror of it.

4oe he waited his chahce for tour days
and then "holted." as his comrades
termed it. He went away from the rail-
way, thinking he would put those who
were sent after him off the scent, and
after a day or two cir(le around to
reach the Iron road which would lead
him far from all this.
O(n the third clay, as he trudged on-

ward to the rallroad, dodging like a
hunted criminal behind every clump of
meequite. or greasewood, starting at
every prairie dog's bark, he was over-
taken, his hinds tied behind him, and
martched back to the post under guard.

At a turn in the road the party drew
aside and waited for an ambulanre to
pas•. The soldiers saluted the officer

Haunders could not salute: his hands
were tied. lie knew the omfer--it was
the first ieutenant; he was gIoing to the
station with his bride. Madge looked
out and saw the deserter--saw him and
turned her head.--San Francisco Argo-
naut.

THIE HOBRNENHO.

How it Came to oe a ProtesUon Apgins
Evil Spirits.

In Morocco Iron Is considered a great
protection against demons, who are the
lineal representatives, after all, of the
hostile spirts. Hence it is usual to place
a kniafe or dagger under a sick man's
pillow, his lilness being, of course, at.
tributed to demoniacal possessien. Is
India, records a writer in Cornbill Ma-g
asine, the mourner who performs the
necessary but somewhat dangerous
duty of putting fire Into the dead man's
mouth carries a key or a knife in his
hand to keep or the evil spirlt. I
short a bit of iron Is a very useful thing
to have about you at any time, if yoe
des•re to escape the unfavorable atten-
tion of the ghosts, the trolls, the fairies
and the demons generally. This is a
good reason for buying a pocket knlte.
It is also a reason for nalling up a horse-
shoe. "But why a horseshoe in partieu-
larT" you ask, "more than any other
odd piece of Iron?" Well, primarily, the
good luck depends more upon the Iron
uas Iron than on the special shape or
functions of the horseshoe as a orse
shoe.

But there are also many reasons why
the superstition should happen, to fi6
itself more more particularly upon
horseshoes. We must remember that In
england, at least. It is the cattle, the
horses and the domestic beasts in rgem
eral that are specially liable to the hos-
tile attacks of "the lttle people." There.
fore the elves and trolls are meet likely
to be dreadedon tfrmsorin the ountry,
where herses and cattle meent do con-
gregate. Now, if you want to mail up a
bit of Iron a a proteeteo against the
fiery darts of the evil ones on your sta-
bles or cowhouses (whcl is the place
where one oftenest sees them) nothing
is more likely to come handy to your
purpose that a cast borueshoe. Be-
ides, It is obvious congruity for the

place and objectand it an be readily
picked up In the roads almost uany
where. Furthermore, it is provided be-
forehand with convenient holes, by
means of which you can readily hang it
up, either over your own house door or.
over your sheds and stables. These
various advantages of cheapness. ea
and readiness for filrn would have
given the horseshoe a fair start In llfe,
it is believed, as a charm against fairies,
trolls, and evil spirlts generally, even
wthout any other and more special ad-
vantages.

GIRL IN BLWOOMER&

Overwhelms the Camin Who Rea Dew•
Her Phestem.

Even a cabman to no match for the
bloomer sirl. One Scully, who drives,
for a livery firm at Harrison and Pau-
line streets, has found that out, and the
knowledge gives him pain. It happened
after this fashion: Late yesterday at.
ternoon Mrs. T. Iostelman, No. 484 Pal-
ton street, was out on a drive in her
nice new phaeton. Mrs. Bostelman had
a woman friend with her, so there was,
no room in the phaeton for Miss Hattie,
Bostelman. But Miss Hattie has a bl
cycle, and is not dependent on phaetons.
She rode her machine and kept halt a,
block or so in the rear of the phaeton.
Mrs. Bostelman was driving placidly
westward along Washington boulevard.
Out of the north along Paulina street
came a cab going as If It was carrying
some belated fellow anxious to get to
his registering plae. The cab smashed
right into the phaeton right amidships.
ripped off its upper works and piled
them in a mass on the asphalt. Just by
luck neither of the women were hurt.

When the cabby saw what he had
done he whipped up his brast, after the
fashion of his kind, and got out of there.
Mrs. Itostelman and her frliend were left
half stunned in the middle of the street.
mourning over the wreck of th.eir car-
rlage and wishing they could find out
the name of the wretch who had run
them down. Miss Rlostelman c(same up.
"I'II follow the cab," said she. And she
started downl the avenue at ia regular
s.oircher's gait. Ten lllinuts aftel'rward
she came b;ack quite ,ut o,f breath.
She had trailed tihe flee.'lng cab for
blocks ani bloks, shei said, and hfen

she was far enllough away fromn the
paite of the accident shel, had whe.eled
alonglRsid thi ciih aind sweetly askeid the
driver his ulne. And ,caiiy was that
flattered by th," ion , or it ilettyi 16-
year-old hi,yle girl wanting 1 I bie sio-

'lable with him that he' s.hl his iname
was Scully and that he wreked in a
stable at Hiarrl'ilso as•d lI'lullna st reets.

'Whereupon Miss lHostelIan returnid to
her sorrowful mamma. And t'abman
Scully is waiting for the •omlnng of the

policeman with the warrant.-Chlcago
Tribune.

Flourishing Sunday School.
Sunday School Superintendent--I ar

glad to see quite a number of new farce

with us to-day-bright, eager faces, full

of promlse, full of interest In the Sun-
day schol., and rejoicing t hbe here.
And now, before we rclose this little
talk about the lesson and listen to the

report of the secretary I will wait a

moment to sea If there are any points
that have been overlooked. Has any
one a question to ask?

Ieveral of the New Boys--oln' to

have a Chris'mu5 tree this yeart--••
cago Tribune.


