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Belasco Atmosphere
Clouded With Powder
and Tobacco Smoke.

>~ |

BY CHARLES DARNTON.

'M Blazeaway, the Banditl' - !
Zing! went the orchestra, frightened out of {ts strings. |
“Aw!" sneered Blazeaway, stepping to the footlights and withesing the

Pllsener-toned leader with a glance, “that don't Lelp me none.”

Bhie was quite right. Delasco himselt would have agreed with her, For, you LB Directolre craze In fashions has | !nto the long Directolre shape, while tta :
ree, ghe was the bold, bad road agent in a burlesque (the kind that wears tights) “ spread to the hands and the Directoire clamp, whith. fits the Up 4
of “The Girl of the Gollen West,” and she was past all help. The Belase i | ) k ey , the finger somewhat like a thimble an
P elasco atmos | womaa who s strletly up to date Is i
phere was clouded with powder and tobacco sinoke, but with Wartield {n *The ' having her fingers can bg purchased at all beauty shops y
Musie Master' at the Avademy of Music and the Rentz-Santley Survivors in mado over Into the [ %! Pring the desired point to the ends !
Ul GRE WL e Godden Vestt right next door aj the Olymple, Fourteenth latest Directolre|©f the hands.
street was certalnle full of Belaseo influence ' — shape. Iliose who object to the strenuouy :
Yet even  “The Musle Master” |THIS 15 THE PUREST IS A LOVELY NOW THAT OOLDIER WHY, 1T'5 In all the tash- '"‘"“;}’l"‘ ;’f banduge und;flan:n caneo
couldn't  he.jp Blazeaway, the Lady DIAMOND IN THE s \ LOOKS NICE BuT HI$ L\EUTENAN]. lonable beauty | COmplsh the same effect, but In & muclh
Handit. She had (o rely on her ready-| |e N TONE . IT MUST v o shops apparatuses | '078er timo by doubling the massage
fire repartec 1 OUNTRY- I RE WORTH A NIFORM  QNLY COS have been Installed | @nd exerclse, The hands wheg soaked
4 ; ) LKE NICE | 2} ABYPINS ) In very hot water will also 1p%e flesh.
Aren't you the party of the first ' LOT OF MONEY for the remodelling | 4 s
part™ demanded tne fearless Sheriff, ; of my lady's hands, Water neated almost to the bolling
without turning a hair of his false but any woman point has done much in helping me t¢
whiskers, who will spend |acauire the Directoira hands,
1'4'[-\"'.' ul“B(TM lllgzo,aw'a)'. “1 was a ::?:I al;‘nqti":lrcrt)l'rl:\i In the next lesson Mrs. Brown Pot
RiE:G0Stna Srstipart, R ter will tell EVENING WORLD read
It wasn't an easy matter to catch which I give below) .o %5000 "to obtain the Directairt {
her. She was always there with the SAfY edaily Loliow figure .
lines—some In answer and more in the latest fad right in her own home. ' e e
tights. Take, for another example, her It you havae slort, stubby fingers you ¢

encounter with the heéavy-weight lleu-
tenant who led the Amaz
good old Ama——,

“Who are you?"
lHeutenant,

“L am the bandit, still at large,” was
the deflant, though smiling, reply,.

“So I see," observed the sarcastio!
beauty, ve-r-r-y large." |

“Well,” retorted Blazeaway, measur-

n march, the

piped the Imposing

ing the full-blown burlesquer wity ] |
)".OU‘" - ’ "o ‘NSPEC{' THEY J / minutes' rotary massage morning and | things
; : MESS HALL Y0 . evening will do much to eliminate this | § That I go to sleep and dream—
£ ‘ent.  Whe i
r“:\(11:1@:c1‘1t' “or:‘t When l!“dldlint sln el MAY COME ALONG | objemionable feature. When the hands | {Of the baby that llves in the
“a‘”nn,','o';:]:n ’“,‘;‘se ‘:’,’;‘l “""'_m'] puti have been thoroughly massaged with a Radlator,
ey b L) | good cold cream throw them above the The buby of Mrs, Steam.
Golden Vst with a revolver. But no - b
. ! head, touching the tips of the fingera to ~-Colllers
A blocd was spilled. The Lady Bandit! ’ h This exercise done ten times |’ e )
Isabel Miller as Blanche. wasn't put on the shelf to give the 2 geney l _e ore . »
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HOH' MY NEW SEAL
‘COAT LooKS FINE !
IlL TAKE PEARLE
QUT FOR A WALK
JUSTITO SHOW

T oFF!

GLAD You LIKE MY
NEW COAT = T
Cost $10,000 !
LETS GO FOR

(0N, IT'S BEAVTIFUley |
MR. MONK!  XbU
HAVE  EXQUISITE,
TASTE !

EXCUSE ME, MR, MONK. ¢
UM GOING TO INSPECT
THE MESs HALL!

SHUCKS! TLL GIVE
AWAY ALL THESE.
CLOTHES AND BUY
A UNIFORA !

By R. W. Taylor %’
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! been made popular by the

"The E(i'e—riiﬁ’g World Daily Magazine. Wednesday, January 13, 1909,
| The Million Dollar Kid
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Mrs. Brown Potter’s
: Beauty Lessons
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© Prepared Especially f

FIRST LESSON.

How to Acquire the Fashionable
‘ \Directoire Hands.

By Mrs. Brown Potter.

must prepare for a strenuous time, for
the fat hand does not lend itself easily
to the long slender Unes which have
Directoire
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morning and evening will taky off flesd
from the fat hand; but time s needed
to accomplish this.

Now that the massage and exarcise arq
over the hands are ready to recelve
splinters.  Two surgical splints boum
tight around each finger will traln them

gown, Imaglne a long, lithe figure

'ahieathed in a Directoira robe with fat,

fingers emerging from tight
The whole effect of the gown

short
sleaves!

| 1s ruined, o to preserve tha continulty |

of line In a costume one must acquire |

| the Directoirn hands.

The Steam Family.
By Georgia Wood Pangborn,
1 hear tham moving about,
A man with a stick knocks,
And children whistls and shout,
And a baby cries in the Radlator-

S OMEBODY llves In the Radlator;
hard and qulck,
The baby of Mrs, Steam; -

sheriff a handkerchlef scene. Fvervthing was on the level. They insist npnn’

that at the Olvmple, Belasco can have the blood of any road agent that comes ! a o)

his way, but the girl {n the golden vest can't use it. A golden vest gathers no M M t ’ D .I F i e

| —-| May Manton's Daily Fashions,

The girl herself didn't cut muelh emotion. In fact, the audience seemed to AYLOR

think her rather cold, To be sure, ona of the minor cow ladies started a lttle
. pomething by crying: “Here comes the boss herself—let's give ner a hearty wel- HE boy's sult that
} come!” But you know how it |s when this sort of thing comes from a \-olun'nr' hmade with

in the ranks of the chorus. It sounds llke an enthusiastic reporter proposing 1] knickerbock e ¢ ¢

three chears for the city editor at 7.02 on a frost-bitten morning.

However, the "boss” had her health,
Any one could see fMat. She also had
her golden vest. This was equally ap-
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' My “Cycle of Readings” ¢ e

By Count Leo Tolstoy

Translated by Herman Bernstein
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and the long blouse in
Russlan style Is a fae
vorite one. It {8 bee
coming; it is comforte
able; it ls satisfactory

parent. It was an eighteen-carat from eve int of
stunner sure enough, but between our- (Copyrighted by the Press Publishing Compeny, the New York World, 1008,) (Copyrighted ! RY constantly to destro rself cvery desire to dominate, be- y ) Lellds o
selves {t had nothing to do with the I by Herman Berratein fi2 o cestroy, YRAA Houraclf svery Tl oy can ity

plot. Speaking of the vest, It i{s only
falr to say that nothing cama off, If
Mr. Belasco ever wants to write a play
under his vest he can go right ahead
and do so without fear of a lawsult,
Aside from a song about “The Girl in
the Golden Vest" there was nothing
that could be copyrighted, '

Everything ended happily in “The
Great Bull Iight, with the most
buxom of the burlesquers turning
Epanish in honor of the occasion. The
only member of the company who ran
any risk was an “eccentric juggler.”
His eccentricities led him Into tossing
apples to people in the audience with
the request that they throw them back
so that hie might catch them on a fork
held in his mouth. The hit made by
the juggler was as nothing compared
with several made by the enthusiastic
men and boys who found themselves
armed with apples. |

This part of the performance began
in & friendly spirit, and for a time ‘tho Charles D. Weber, Eccentric Juggler. |
apples that came to the juggler's fork were all to his glory. A woman in ar
lower box finally started the trouble by accidentally hitting him in the ankle. Her
{utention was good, but Ler alm was bad. This gave a boy In the gallery a bright
idea. With the speed and accuracy of a baseball pitcher he hurled his apple at
the Juggler and scored the hit of the evening. The hastening frult came too fast
for the gentleman with the fork, In the julcy language of the delighted boy n?
soaked him in the eyve. Other apples followed so fast and furlously that the
juggler suddenly lost his taste for frult. As he backed out of range you couldn't |
make out whether he was bowing or dodging.

The crop of apples at the Olymplc is very fine. It !s even batter than the
crop of "ptaches.’”

|
|
|

The italiclzed paragraphs are Count Tolstoy's original comments on the subject,

Humility.
H

UMILITY is an indispensabdle condition for per
fection. “Why should I perfect myself since I
am good as I am?!"

JAN. |
Y child, do your work humbly and then you will 13.
deserve love. The higher you are, the humbler
you should be. Many live In the helghts and in
fame, but the mysteries are revealed only to the lowly.. Do not seek any-
thing that is beyond your power. But think respectfully of that which is
prescribed for you. Do not be inquisitive in matters that you do not need. ’
As it {s, more than you can understand {s open to you. |
Many are decelved by their vain opinion of themselves; therefore, do |
not boast of knowledge which you do mot possess.—Ecclesiastes tApocry-’

phal).
I

UT Jesus called them unto him and sald, Ye know that the princes of
the Gentiles exerclse dominion over them, and they that are great ex:
ercise authority upon them. But it shall not be so among you; but

whosoever will be great among you, let him be your minister; and whoso- |
ever will be chief among you, let him be your servant; even as the Son of

Man came not to be ministered unto, but to minister, and to give his life a 2

ransom for many —St. Matthew, xx., 26-28, |

E who {8 offended and can calmly bear the insult and does not return it |
—he has achieved a great victory in life.

F some of your friends reproach you and some of them praise you, g0 |
nearer to those who reproach you and farther away from those who |

)

T ware of frivolity, do not seek fame and praises—all these may only
ruin your soul, Beware of the thought that you are better than
others and that you are adorned with virtues which you do not find in otherd

like you,
A anything of others. He is content with his lot and never complains
of Heaven, he never blames others fo: his fate—therefore, when he
finds himself fn & low state, he submits to fate. An ordinary mortal, seek-
ing earthly bllss, falls into dangers.
When the arrow does not hit the target he who shoots it blames only
himself und no ong else, Even sy does the wise man act.—Confucius,

LTHOUGH a wise man {s exacting toward himself, he does not demand

E who takes up the plough and keeps looking back is not sure even of
the kingdom of Heaven.

CALL all the evil you have committed. This will help you not to
commit any evil. If you will recall tho good yow have done, {t will

hinder yow from doing more good.

o
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Pitfalls in Speech.

'R language!
This toast was onr» glvar a* a banquet of colleze presidents, Pc-haps
the very man who originated It was he who, enjoying a walk among
the Gloucester wharves, fell Into conversation with a hardy fisherman.

“Do you catch many mackerel this year?' queried the reverend

-

i»

professor.
“Well," the son of Neptune replled, "‘we selns some.”
“Pardon me,"" sald the shocked professor; “you mean you saw some.™
“Not by a jugful!” cried the fisherman. “\Who ever heard tell of sawin’ a fish?

Coplous indeed; but heaven keep us from its pitfalls!

|

|
|
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Boy's Sult—Pattern No. 6208.

terlal, f:om ik op
velvet for occasions of
extreme dress, or from
any cf the washable
fabrics that are used
for boys' costumes, In
the illustration serge '~
trimmed with a stitch
band of the samae, |
woollen goods Inclu
cheviots and ma
mixtures; sh e pherd
checks are llked an
much used, and tr
sult made from velv
velveteen or cordure
Is extremely handsome
With the coming of
warm weather, mohaly
and silk will be In de-
mand for the dressy
costumes, and linen,
galatea, madras, khaky,,
and the llke, will con-
tinue to be favorites
among the washable
maierlals.

The quantlty of ma-.

, terlal required for the

six-year size is 4 5-8
yards 24, 3 1-4 yards 32,
or 2 3-8 yards 44 inches
wlde,

Pattern No. 0208 {g

cut In sizes for boys of four and six years.
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& physical touch that suddenly en-y “Not whils you love me.” 'was happy this afternoon, and, being “Sing, littls girl, oh, sing away!
! | You with tha valca so lignt and gay!

wraps them like a flame. So it was! He kissed her agaln before they much of a dreamer, this fresh enterprise
| N | Y {3 a heart that laughter cheers,
®ith Burrell. ~ The sweet burden of |stepped out on the river trall that|awoke in him & boyish pleasure. Then Ml s a heare that's Tull of teare.

this glrl in his arms, the sense of her | wound along the bank. A hundred yards ' Necia had teased him as he came away, | ,‘j.’{‘\.'.*:{‘;;"l';i:’?,afQI‘:J}'{.J-’"

Is drive im crazes. Hees nose an' ears| “Wal! Wal! Dere's no troubls 'bout 'llka he was her aqual or that she loved
i3 look lak’ holes In beeg red sponge, an' dat,” exclalmed Doret, fervently, “No|back at him, You know! The other fel
'\heu eye are close up tight.” Iman w'at's livin' could treat her bad.|low came from a nelghboring town, and
‘He dled before you got him in, didn'tiShe'l too good an’' too purty for have ' he wasn't the same kind, for he'd

* &YNOPSIS OF PHRECEDING CHAPTERSA.
John Gale, post trader at Flambeau, on the |
Yukon, has an Indlan wife, Alluna, and one |
beautiful daughter, Necla. The girl has

just |glelding lips, the warmth of her ca- beyond they were hidden by th , / ! " " < v

poturnad home from a inlssion school. Lieut, | 2 y the groves and begged him, as was always her| ., " he? | bad husban', knocked around more, and was a better
rrell, loc tary o y | ressing ha momen | X Whew!" sald Gale, slipping out of | ™ | o A 5

I};v. &In:’"tﬂr.mli;y)mt;?&i?-}:?:s"hx:‘u;re‘cq & hands, momentarlly unleashed |of birch and fir. custom, to take her with him, no matter | his pack-straps, “the skeeters is bad.” Tes. He was good man, t0o, Some Qe is, is she?' Gale turned on him |/iar but he wasn't right. No, sirl Ha

|8 leaping pack of mad desires, and it |

tion. Poleon Doret, Gale's young French

“l"?;n‘h mcrvbt‘ly loves .\‘"m. ’l‘lu;rgu 1;.\:}:1. | was she who finally drew herselt away
wit orror that Necla (s a half-bread In. ;
dian. Runnion, a desperado, whom l!urrell|w remind him smlilingly that he was |

has ordered out of Fiambeay, eturs, 1n'Wlltln‘ time. I
company w & professional ** man'’ My

named Btark. ‘'No Creek Lee,'" a prospector, "My lips will bs hers when those |
!lndl“ o‘oxid. nmd 4 l-n!tl\.“ !'rnn'lul"‘.:ln:k‘n;u. {I; |mines are worked out,”” she said. *No, |
tells Gale a ‘010! who rt thither wit e

Tes to stake claims, Necla tels Burell the |PO'" and she held him off as he came |
secret and persuades him u:or.'ntlr‘wre w(lgr;,towards her agaln, Insisting that It

'é On 1
| they were going they must be off at

her by a short ecut, hoping

soene of the gold atrike In time to atake out

prior claime. |once. and that he could have no more!
| klsses for the present, '"But, of course, |
|n is a long trip, and wa will have to |

|sit down now and then to rest,” she{

|added, shyly;, at which ha vowed that |

|he was far from strong, and could not |

{walk but = littls way at a time, yet

CHAPTER 1V,

(Continued.)
An (Untroddcn Valley.

EITHER of them knew how long | .
N they stood thus, but soon he even though it led to Canada.

grew conscious of the beating of| Then get your pack made up,” she
her heart agalnst his breast, as she Ordered, “for we must be well up
lsy there llke a little fluttering bird, | toward the head of Black Bear Creek
and felt the throbbing of his own heart before it grows dark enough to camp.”
swaying him. Her arms, her lips and | Swiftly he made his preparations; a
her whols body clung to his in a sweet /madness was upon him now, and he
surrender, and yet there was nothing took no pains to check or analyze the
Immodest or unmaidenly about it, for | reasons for his decislons. The thought
his strength and ardor had lifted her of her lovellness In his arms oncs
and drawn her to him as on the sweep fmore, far up auwiong the perfumed
of n great wave. wooded helght, as the silent darkness
Bhe drew ler face fres and hid It |stole upon them, stirred in him such a
against his neck, breathing softly and |fret to be gone that it was like a
with shy timidity, as If ths sound of |fever. He slipped away to tha bar-
the words she whispered half fright- | racks with Instruotions for his cor-
ened her, | poral, but was back again in & moment.
“I love you. T lave you, Meade.” | Finally he took up his burden of
It may happen t,“nt a man will spend | blanket and food, then said tc her;
months in (riendly and charming in- | **Well, ars you ready, little one?"
timacy with a woman and nevsr feel | “Yes, Meade,” she answered, simply.
the violence or tenderness of passion ' “And you are sure you won't regret
§il whare comes & psychic moment or MT* . . ...

PR

Two hours later they paused where | whence or whither, 8o long as there was
the foaming wateérs of Black Bear adventure afoot. Well, it would not ba
Creek rioted down across a gravelled |long now before he could say yes, and
bar and into the sitent, aweeping river, he would take her on a journey far
standing at the entrance to a wooded, '|onger than elther of them had yet
grass-grown valley, with rolling hills | taken—a journey that would never end.
and domes displayed at its head, while | Had not the gods looked with favor, at
back of them lay the town, six miles ||ast, upon his long novitlate, and been
away, Its low, squat bulldings tiny and |pjeaged with the faith he had kept? Had
toyllke, hut  distinctly  sllhouetted | not this discovery of “No Creek” Lea's
against the evening sky. [been providentially, arranged for his

“Is It not time to rest?"" sald the 80l- | gwn especial benefit? A fool could ses |
dier, laughingly, yet with a look of that this was a mark of celestial ap-
yearning in his misty eyes, as he took  probation, and nons but a fool would
the girlish figure In his arms. But she question the wisdom of the gods. Hadi
only smiled up at him and, releasing he not watched the girl grow from a |
his hold, led the way into the forest,  slip of thirteen and spoken naver a word |

He turned for a moment and shook ©f his love? Had he not served and |
his fist at the village and those in It, guarded her with all the gentle chivalry
1:‘“5&an(’ l“;"a':”{e:?: l‘lrl\‘]r'(;]llr: l’l:e ‘"'rlh of | of an olden knight? Of course! And|

1l P A {

}n:JoI:ml h\ia mm'mmnn' n;“'" l,l\'and-l;r} | here was his reward, a gift of wealth to |
hand, they left the broad reaches of the Crown his service, all for her. Now that
greater stream behind them and plunged ' she was a woman, and had seen him |
Into the untrodden valley. [tried, and knew he was a man, he would
tring his burden of prosperity and lay it
at her feet, saying:

| "Hers |s another offering, my Necla, |
[and with 1t go the laughter anud the
|music and the heart of Poleon Doret.'”

Sacre! It would not take her loug to
|wake up after that! The world was
very bright Indeed this afterncon, and
{he burst agaln Into song In company
"with the volces of the forest people
"Chante, rossignol, chante!

Tol qul & 18 cosur gal;
Tu as le cosur a rire

CHAPTER V, l
A Story Is Beg;m.

“It's fopny t'ing how two brown eye
‘aa changin’ everyt'ing -
De cloud she's no more on de aky,
An’ winter's jus’ lak' spring
Dey mak' myv pack so very light,
trall. #he 8 not so jong-
walk it t'oriy mile to-night
For hear her sing wan son
t now I'm busys mek' fortune
S T A L e, pa's wom, |
n [ me yass, (] |
our: I'm ow de "!ﬂ*‘ Sl

“You bet your gum boots,
Poleon. "Dey’re mos' so t'lck as de sum-
mer day kill Johnnle Platt on da Por-
cupine.” Both men wora gauntleted
gloves of caribou skin and head har-
nesses of mosquito netting stretched
over globellke frames of thin stes]
bands, which they slipped on over thelr

hats after the manner of divers' helimatay, |

for without protection of some kind the
Insects would have made travel Impos-
sibla onca tha Yukon breezes ware left

Ibehind or once the trall dippsd trom

the high dlvides where thers was no
moss, .

“Let's see. It was you that found
him, wasn't {t?"" sald Gale,
“Stre t'ing! I''n comin’ down for grud

in my canoe, w'en I see dis feller on
de bank, walkin' lak' he's {n beeg Lorry.
‘Ba Gar!' | sav, ‘dera's man goin' so

fast he'll met hese'f comin' home!" Den |
he turn roun’ an' go tearin' back, |
wavin' hees arms lak' he's callin’ me,
till he fall down. W'en [ paddle close
up, I don’ know ‘Im no more dan
stranger, an' me an' Johnnie Platt is
trap togeder wan winter, Wat you
t'ink of dat?”

“l saw a fellow killed that way at
Holy Cross,” interpolated the trader,

‘“‘Hello,' I say, 'w'at's da matter? An’
bden 1 ses somet'ing 'bout ‘Im dat lonk
tam!liar, Hees face she's all swell' up
|an' bleed!n' lak’ raw meat.” The French-
man curled his upper Up tack from his
testh and shook his head at ths remem-

trader camo toward him through

oj'g:llmo
the open: grove of bireh, for he

ROLEON DORET sang gayly as the
thus:

i B

brance.
“Jesu, dat's ‘orrible sight! Dem fiy

I 1lke to mee catch hell I'm goin' turn 'im
loose 'mong dose skeeter bug."

“Holy Mackinaw!" efaculated Gale.
"Who'd ever think of that? Why, that's
worse than dropping water on h!s skull
till he goes crazy, llke them Chinamen
do."

The Frenchman nodded. “It's da
wors' t'ing I know. Dat's w'y I lak' to
geeva It to my enemy."”

“Imagine fightin' the 1ittle davils till |

| they stung you orasy and pizened your
eyes shut!"

| Gale fell to constdering this, while
Poleon filled his plpe, and, raising his
vell, undertook to smoke., Tha pests
proved too numerous, however, and

| forced him to give It up.

“Ba gosh! Dey're honggy'™

“It will be all right when we get out
of the woods,'” sald the elder man.

“I guess you been purty glad for
havin' Necla home again, eh?" ven-
tured the other after a while, unable
to avold any longer the subject upper-
most in his mind,

“Yes, I'm glad she's through with
her schoollng.”

“She's gettin' purty beeg gal now.”

“That's right."”

“By-an'-by &he's
aoma fallar—wipt?"

1 supposa g0, She ain't the kind to
atay single”

“Ha! Dat's right, too. Mabbe you
i don't care if she does get marry, e¢h?*

“Not It she gets a man that will treat
her right.”

goin' marry on

PTL tam' {f I ever have had enemy w'at 1 with a strange glare In hils eyes.

“Them's the kind that get the he-devils,
| There's something about a good girl
that attracts a bad man, partlcuiarly 2
sha's pretty; and it goes double, toy—
the good men get the helllons. A fellow
can't get so tough but what ha can
catch a good woman, and a decent man
usually draws a critter that looks llke
| & sled and acts like a timber wolf."
“Necia wouldn't marry on no bad
man,” sald Doret, positively.

“No?' sald Gala. '"Let me tell you
what [ saw with my own I knew
a girl once that was just as good and

eyes,

pure as Necla, and just as pretty, too-|

yes, and a thousand tlmes prettier”
“Ha, ho!' laughed Doret, sceptically,
“She was an Eastern girl, and she
[came West, wheba men were different
to what she'd been used to
early days, and It was a new country,
where a person didn't know much about
Iis nelghbor's past and cared less; ane
although there wera & heap of girls
thereabouts, they were tha kind youll

always find In such commur 5, While
this one was plumb differ Man!
Man! But she was different. & Was
a woman! Two fellows fell in love with
her. One of them lived In

camp as her, and e waa a
leastways everyvhod: but
he wasn't wisa to all tha fancy tricks
that pretty women hanker after; and, it
being his first affair, ha was right down
buffaloed at ths very thought of her, 30
lm just hung around and slept late 10

eald ha wa

T et e o e PP, B4t B might dream about her and feel

Those wera |

| was sure a wrong guy, as {t came out,
I but he was handsomer and younger, and
|the very purlty and Innocence of tha
glrl drew him, I reckon, being a change
| from what lLie had ever mixed up with."
o'y don' dis good man tak' a shoy
|at him?" asked Poleon, hotly.
| “First, he didn't reallze what was
| zoing on, being too tled up with dream-
izn;. [ reckon; and, second, nelther man
|didn't know the other by sight, llving
las they did In different parts; third, he
| was an ordinary sort of fellow, and
hadn't evar had aany trouble, man ta
man, at that time. Anyhow, the girl up
and took the bad one."”

“\Wat does de good man do, eh ™

“\Well, ha was all tore up about it
nt away like a aick quall hides

but he we
out."

I “Dat's too bad.”

“He heard about them now and then,
!and what he heard tore him up worse
than the other had, for the girl's huse
band couldn't wear the harness long,

and, having takeu away what good
thera was in her, he made up Ig deviltry
for tha time ha had lost, She stood It

| pretty well, and never whimpered, even )

whan her eyes were open and she saw
what a prize-package she had drawn,
Tha fact that sha was game enough to
{ ¢or him and vet keep herself
without complaint mada tha man
o He tried to break her spirit in
thousand wavs, tried to make her the
camie as he was, tried to make her 8
| bad woman, llke tha others he had
known, It appeared like the one pleas-

t was to torture her.
L nil o (To Ba Continued.) s
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