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is hardly liksly that a god-
dess may die, Then Eastre,
the old Bazon goddess of
apring, must be Isughing In
hear mualin sleeve st people
whe balleve that Easter, har namaesake,
only along oceriain wsirips of
asvenus pavement after church
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It belonge to the world. The
in Chilkoott Pass dlscards
white feathars for brown;
u Brummell oils his
him another aweet-
e skull-strewn fiat
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“Tiger" McQuirk arose with a
disgulet that he did not un-
With a practised foot he
of his younger brothers
t of his way as they lay
the floor. Before & fool-
Ing mlasas hung by the win-
stood and ahaved himself, If
seem to you a lask too slight
& Impressively ehrenicled, 1
you; you do not know of the
be scoomplished In traversing
and chin of Mr. MoQuirk,
senior, had gone to work
re. The blg son of the house
s was a marble-cutter, and
ble-outters wers out on &
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alls y»? aak .4 hin mother,
ot him curiously; “are ye not
well the morning, maybs now?
thinking along of Annle Maria
' impudently expisined younger
Tim, ten years old,
remched over the hand of a
Apd pwept the small MoQuirk
ahdlr.
Ang," cald he, “beyond a touch
~don't-knowswhat-you-call-its. 1
@ there was geing 10 be earth-
mugio or & trifle of chllls and
or maybs a plenle. I don't know
[
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Tiger"
champlon
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‘sfiz

feel. I feel like knocking the
policeman, or else maybe like
Coney I1sland stralght across the

EASTER
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CUFTRIGHT BY DOUBLADAY BAGE CO, I

board from pop-corn to the elephant
houdahs.”

“It's the apring In yer bones' sald
Mrs. MeQuirk. “It's the sap rising. Time
was when I couldn't Mpap me fest still
nor me head cool when the earthworms
bégan to arawl out In the dew of the
mornin'. 'Tls a bt of tea will do Yo
sood, made from pipsissewa and geutian
bark at the druggiet's.”

“"Back up!" eald Mr. MoQuirk, ime
patlently, "“Thers's no spring in sight.
There's snow yet on the shed In Dea-
ovan's backyard. And yesterday they
puts open cars on the Sixth avenus
lines, and ths janiiors have quit orders
ing coal. And that means #ix weeks
more of winter, by mll the signs that
ba.tt

After breakfnst Mr. MoQuivk wspent
fifteen minutes before the corrugated
mirror, subjugating his halr and arveng-
Ing his preen and purple ascet with ita
amethyst tombstones pin—sloguant of his
chosen calling.

Bince the striko had besn called it was
this partioular atriker's habit 4o hie him-
self oach morning te the corner salosn
of Flaherty Brothers, and there esteb-
lish himself upon the sidewalk, with ons
foot resting on the bootblagh's stand, ob-
serving the panorama of the street unti]
the pace of ima brought 1§ o'clock and
the dinner hour. And Me. "Tiger” Mo-
Quirk, with hin athletic seventy inahes.
woll trained in wport and battie; his
smooth, pale, solld, amiable face—blue
where the rasor had travelled; his care-
fully considered clothes and alr of cape~
bllity, was himself a apeclacie not dis-
pleasing to the eye

Put on this morning Mr. MeQuirk did
not hasten mmediately to his post of
lelsure and observat.on. Something un-
usual thad he could nid guide grasp was
in the alr. Something disturbed his
thoughts, ruffied his senses, made him
&t dnoe languld, irritable, alated, diseat-
isfled and sportive, Me was no dingnos

The Real **Hot Weather Malady”

It Is Peevishness.

Steer Clear of It.

r—""'—-ﬂ

By Clarence L Cullen.

other afternoon, .whm the
dar's heat was greatest, ahbout
fifty men and women, momt of

. W T them crosa,
— lined up In front

ticket ofice. Most
of them,
peared, wanted
chairs on parlor
caras for Auantie
City.

The fiva decided-
Iy elvll young
clerks behind the
counter were work-
ing hard
MABNEr WAN Mo
and obliging. Put It appeared
supply of chalm on pirlor ears
tie City had run out. There
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wrought wpon by the heat,
st the clerks. They snarled
spitaful things to the clerka
rallroad and Pullman com-
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clarks, of course, had nothing
to do with the fact that there
more parior car chalrs o sell
sold all they had o sell, and
them out But
and gpoken harshly to, And,
hey, no doutt, peed thelr Jobw,
compelled Lo take all of this
sbuse of supposed-to-be ratlonal
women, all of whom, by the

i
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, Aboutl the anapplenhness of

ofice men, box office
¢ar conductorm, olerks and
M denl of the talk i well
] &

E

were,

of the counter of
an uptown ralirond

demanded that they be wuud|

good season to give that kind of talk a

vacatlon,

very petulant and sxaocting folia,
of tham—whom thay have to mee
They come In for & good deal
malireatment of the tongue-lashing
than ls generally known or
Most of them are very patiant.
would not lsst a day on their
they waere not decidedly padient.
It one of them now and agaln,
| wrought to & moment of heat Irrltation,
| letn an lmpolite word or so out ef his

I

Thelr system, the Individual who has caused

that might very easlly reflact that mid-
summer peevishness s
(which he himsoll cannot ezpect o
| possesw & monopoly,

Aftysand-odd cross men and  The clerks, the ticket ofce men, the

| eonduciors, the gateman and many
others who meet the crowds have pretty
| menn summer jobs, ner are they highly

I:-nhl for thelr work.

| The great majority of them do the

l!tu-n they can, which, speaking el
'Tectively, Is mighty well. There I
| every reason why they should be mivem
& chance for thelr taw marble

And there

— i
MOTHER'S TONGUE.

“Do you realize the power of the
man

mother tongue™' naked the young
! who professed Interest in jiterature.

young woman —Huffalo Expresse

4 —— il -
wood deal of talk, -whmla CONTINUOUS PERFORMANOER.
"I belleve In taking the world as 1§
who have to meet the Public In| find IL" remarked the plutocratic pros

moter of great trusts
“‘l'lu&dl right"” repliad

The men who mest the publie in great
mobs during long hours every day, are
human baluge. The heat affecty them
Just the same a8 1t dosa the fole—ibe

an article of

Is no sense or descency

they were| whatever in gratultously sbusing them,

“Yes, and so docs father,” replied the

the maere
please don't take I oll

tiolan, and he &d nol know that Lent
wis oreaking up phywiologically in his
am,

syst

Mrs, MoQuirk hed apoken of spring.
Beeptically "Tiger'" looked about him for
signe. Fow they were. The organ grind.
ars were at work; butl they were always
presocious hbarbingers. It waa near
encugh spring for them to o penny
hursting when the ekating ball dropped
oL the park. In the miliners’ windows
Faster hats, grave, gay and jubllant,
blossomed. There were grean patches
among the sidewalk debrie of the
grooers.
On & third story windowsill the first
albow cushion of the aeason—old gold
stripem on a erimson ground—supported
the kimonosd arme of & penalve brunetis,
The wind blaw cold from the Bast River,
but the sparrows were flying to tha
saves with straws. A second hand
stove, combining foresight with falth,
had sel oul an lca chest and baseball

woode.

And than “Tiger's” eoye, dlocrediting
these sigrm, fell upon one that bore &
bud gt promise. From = bright, new
Uthograph the head of Capricornus con-
fronted him, detokening the forward
asd heady brow.

Mr. MoQuirkk enisred the saloon and
called for his glass of boek. He threw
his nickel on the bar, malsed the glass,
set It down without tasting R and
strolled toward the door.

“Wet's the matter, Lord BolinbrokeT"
fnquired the sareustls  Bartender;
“wmnt & chiny vass or & gold-Uned
spergne to drink It out of—hey?'

“Bay,” sald Mr. McQuirk, wheeling
and shooting out a horisontal hand and
a forty-five-dagree ohin, “you know
pour piace only when It comes for
givin' titles. TI've changed me mind
about drinkin’—ses? Tou got Yyour
money, aln't you? Walt till you met
stung bafors you get the droop to your
lip, will yout

Thus Mr. MoQuirk added mutabllity of
desires to the etrange humors
had taken posssssion of him.
Leaving the saloon, he walked away
twenty stepa and isaned In the opan
doorway of Luts, the barber. He and
Luts were friends, masking their senti-
ments behind sbuse and bludgeons of
repartess.

“Irish loafer,” roared Luts, “how do
you 407 Bo, not yet hat der dolicamans
or der catcher of doga dons delr duty!™

“Hells, Dutch” said Mr. McQuirk.
“Can't got your mind off of frankfurt-
ere, oan you?

“Bah!" sxolaimed the German, coming
and leaning In the door. "I hat a
soul above frankfurters to-day. Dere
is apringtime In der air. 1 can feel It
coming in ofer der mud of der strests
and das loe In der river. Soon will
dere be bienloa in der islands, mit kegs
of beer under der trees." ’

“Bay.," sald Mr, MeQuirk, setting his
hat on one side, "la everybody kiddin'
me about gentls spring? There ain't
any more spring !n the alr than there
s In a horsehalr sofa in & Sacond ave-
nue furnished room. For me the win.
ter underwear yot and the buckwheat
“".n

‘You haf mo hoetry,” sald Luts.
“True, it Is yot cold, und In der oity
we haf not many of der slgna; but dere
are dree kinde of beoble dot sheuld
always feel dor approach of spring first
~dey ars bosts, lovers and poor
vidows."

Mr. MoQuirk went en his way, still
Possessed by the sirange perturbation
ihat he 4!4 not understand. Bomething
was lacking to his comfort, and |t made
him half angry becauss he did not
know what It was.

Two blocks away he came upen a
foe, one Conover, whon, he was bound
In honor to engage In combat.

Mr., MeQuirk made the attack with

) Quirk.

that |
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the characteristie suddenness and
fRerceness that had gained for him the
endearing sobriquet of “‘Tiger.” The
dofense of Mr, Conover wan so prompl
and admirable that the conflict wad
proteacted until the onlookers unself-
Ishly gave the warning cry of "Cheess
It—the cop!” The pr.oncipals escaped
ennlly by running through the nearest
opan doors Into the communleating
back yards at the rear of the bousss.

Mr. MoQuirk emerged into another
stroat. He stood by a lamp post for &
few minutes sngaged In thought, and
then he turned and plunged into &
w¥mall motlon and newa shop. A red-
halred young woman, eating gum drops,
came and looked freexingly at him
scross the lcebound mieppes of the
counter,

“Say, lady,” he sald, "have you pgot
& song book with this In It? Let's ses
how It leads off—

Whes the springtime comes we'll wander in the
dale, love,
Asd whisper of those hamey dam of pore—

“I'm having a friend,’” explained Mr,
MeQuirk, “Inid up with & broken les,
and he sent ma after It He's a devil for
pongs and poetry when he can't get oul
te drink.”

‘\Wa bavy not" replled the young
woman, with unooncealod contempt.
“But ther: Is & new song out that be-
gine this way:

Lot ws st together in the old armehair;
And while the firlight fickers we'll be eomfor-
able thers.

There will pe no profit in folowing Mr.
"*Tigar” MoQuirk through his further
vagaries of that day until he comes to
stand knooking at the door of Annie
Maris Doyle. The goddess Eastre, It
sesms, had gulded his foolsteps aright
at st

“Is that you mow, Jimmy MoQuirk?"
ohe eried, amiling through the opened
door (Annie Mwria had never accepted
the “Tiger"). “Wall, whatever!"

“Come out in the hall,” sald Mr, Me-
“I want to ask yer opinlon of
the weather—on the level."

':&n you crasy, sure?' sald Annle
Maria.

0 (I

N TIEE Arst place, wo shall not
be curious abouwt Cassopolis,
and nowhere In this chronlcle
will you find an extended des-
eription of s Main street, Ita
Methodist Church, or the court house,
surrounded by & wooden ralling, to

eared thelr horses on markat-day.

Cassopolis is a small town as these
lines are being written,

It was a amall town when Abraham
Linsoln €reed phe elaves, and Cassopolls
will be & amall town Lhe day they are
celobrating the two hundredth anni-
versary of the opening of the Panama
Canal.

Caspopolls Yes In the middls of &
fertile Htate, criss crossed by rallways,
porme of which lead to New York Cl1y,
the home of art, arrogance and allmony.

He came to the ¢ty on the Cannonball
Aosommodation, leaving  Cassopolis
dally, except Bundays. I{ls name was
Hector Moe, and (n appearante he was
exactly the sort of man who would jook
like & person named Heotor Moe,

In his hand waa & yellow multcand,
purchased at the general atore. He was
tall and gangling, lean of body, lantern
of jaw, and his eyes protruded an
elghth of an ioch further than W som-
mon.

Over his persan was draped a suit of
Cassopolls store clothes, black in color,
but shaded here and there with green.

In the smoking ar of the accommo-
dation an underwear salesman gased
intereatedly upon Hector Moe and en-
gagod him In conversation.

“l am going to New York to make
my fortune,” Hector admitted, *“I have
always lived in Casmopolls, but my tal-
ents it me for an enlarged sphere. I
will admit that my appearance (s that
of a jJay. 1 am conscious of the alr of
ruralism that surrounds me. My folks
have tried to dissunde me from going
to the great metropolls, but In wvala,

“I am,” sald the "Tiger.” *They've
been telling me all day there was spring
ln the air. Were they llars? Or am 17y

"Dear me!" sald Annle Marla—
“haven't you noticed 1t? I can almost |
smell the violets, And the green grass.
Of course, thete aln’t any yet—it's just
8 kind of fesling, you know."

“That's what I'm getting at."” sald
Mr. McQuirk, “I've had it I didn't|
recognise it st firet. I thought maybe
It was er~wee, contracted the other day'
when [ stepped above Fourteenth
strest. But the katsenjammer I've got
don't spell wiclets, It spells yer own|
name, Annie Marla, and IU's you 1)
want. I go to work mext Monday, and
I make four dollars a day. Bplel up,
old girl—do we make a team?

“Jimmy," sighed Annle Maria, sud-
denly disappearing In his overcoat
“don't you see that spring Is all over
the world right this minute?

But you yourself remembar how that
day ended. Beginning with so fine a
promise of vernal things, late In the
afternoon the alr chilled and an inch
of snow fell—even #0 late In March. On
Fifth avenus the ladles drew thelr furs
close about them. Only in the forisLs’
windows could be percelved any signs
of the morning smile of the coming
goddess Eastre.

AL 8 o'clock llerr Luts bhegan to close
his ahop, He heard a well known shout:
“Hello, Duteh!*

“Tiger" McQuirk, In his shirt sleoves,
with his hat on the bock of his head,
stood outside In the whirling snow,
puMing st & black olgar,

“Donnerwetter!" ghoutel Luts, “der
vinter, hy has gome back agaln yet!"

“Yer a llar, Duteh,” ealled buck Mr,

McQuirk, with friendly geniality, “it'a

“You want to be careful when you
met to New York,” the underwear sales-
man edvised. “Some of those olly
sharpera may grab your roll"

“I shall take care of myself, never
fear,” roplied Hector confidently.

Filled with the spirit of adventurs
and trembling at the marvellous things
about him, Hector left the traln at
Forty-sscond street. He hurried away,
resding directions on a sheet of paper,
and an hour later he was the undis-
puted tenant of & hall bedroom in a
lodging-house on Lexington avenus
Just off Thirtieth street.

Mr. Mos was young., In & week he
had cast aaide many of the rural gar-
ments. He bought himsalf a knitted
cravat, low shoes, and a speckled walst-
coat. He choked his throat in a collar
that psrmitted no tle-room, and brushed
his hair straight back, instesd of give
ing it the Jumes A. Garfleld part

He began to look upon the twenty-
two years he had lived in Cassopolis as
A misspent youth, Now and then he
sent back to Cassopolis picturs post-
cards of large and ornate apartment
houses, with the words written under
them: “Here's where I liva"

Every time he met foot upon the
broad walks of the metropolis he ex-
perlenced tingling esensations, The
rushing taxicabs fllled him with joy,
although he had never ridden in one.
The tall bulldings brought the tears of
pride 1o his eyen, Ie loved Lo mingle
in the home-golng Jams in the sub-
way, and to paw over the thought that
he was one of them.

The Cassopolis Weskly Breess had
A little article about “Hector Mos, now
a resldent of New York City, but form-
erly one of Cassopolls’ primising young

which the folk of the countrynide teth-

And 1 have In my pocketbook the sum !

bed.
In the courss of time and when

enabled him to tell Third avenue from

man.
The hour was sight of A summer eve
ning. The pursult of folly, joy and
triviality had just begun. The astrests
wers crowded with men and women in
evoning dress, Motor cars deposited
thelr proaperoua loads every twenty

Standing on the cormer with & rapt
look im his eyss, Hector observed the
stranger., Loncl'ness had made him
romewhat mollow, and he was glad
when the strange man evinced an M-
torest {n him.

“This {8 surely a wonderful clty,” the
unkmown began, nodding toward the
crowded atreets, ‘It 1s an old story
W me, but It never falls to impress me.
Yot are a stranger here? *

“I have been here for some time,"
Hector answered in a dignified tone.

‘Hometimea,"” continuad the stranger,
I Aind It dificult to select Amusements,
There are so many Interesting things to
ba done In this great town that ons is
mbarrassed and unable to make a
cholee. Don't you fnd It that way?"
Hector amiled and nodded,
SPo.night,’” sald the man, becoming
mors confidential, “T have felt the stir-
ring of an old spirit In my veins. Thers
was & time when I might have been
desoribed as a gay young dlade, and
many the nlght flirted with ths goddess
of luek. For some strange reason, 1
feel impalled to-night to dally with the
Ilttle whige ball, Do you happen to
know any place that is open? The po-
lice have bescome very atrict of Iate,
I underatand."

“No," Hector answered, feeling some-
what gufily and ashamed of his lack
of kpowledge. “I'm afrald 1 couldn’t
direct you. I know very little of gam-
bling'*

““There waa & famous old room not far
from here.” the man sald thoughtfully,
“I wonder if It might be open to-night.
Do you ever do anything In that Hne?"
Hector reflected.

Truly New York had provided him
with continual amusement. He had
been Interested In everything he had
seon, but, on the other hand, no one
had come to him personally and offered
to provide definita entertainment. The
thought was gratifying.

I might do a little In that line,' he
answered, using the stranger's words
for safety's sake. “Provided the stakes
wera not high, 1 might risk a dollar or
two,"

“Lot us go down the street and see
If we can break Into this place” sald
the man Jovially. "1 feel Jucky to-
night, and maybe I can share some
good luck with you.”

They departed together. The unkno'wn
offered Hector a large, black cigar,
which he accepled like a man of the
world,

Fortunately enough, the distant gamb-
ling house door opened at the name of
the stranger. Bolts rattied, an inquir-
Ing hesd appeared in the squars port-
hole, and & volce sald:

“Mr, Drigga? Certainly you can come
In. And anybody with you Is also
welcome here, because we know that
you are a Kentleman and & scholar.”
Mr. Briggs smiled quletly at Hector,
and that young man wmus Inwardly
pleased at the thought of being In coms-
pany of a man who was recelved so
graciously.

The gambling house proprietor took

springtime, by the watch.”

men.” Heclor cut out the paragraph

Hector by the arm 1lke one who had

Curator Raymond L. Dit-
mar 8 Ingenous Scheme
or Tracking the Wily
Insects to Their Lair and
Capturing Them Alive.

Cricket hunting with an automobile—
that's the |alest reply to the call of the
wild, and the ingenious hunter la Ray-
mond L. Ditmare, curator of the New
York Zoological Park.

Mr, Ditmars 18 about to depart on his
vacatlon, which 15 also his annual gpeci-
man hunt. This year be plans to devole
special attention to the capture of
ericheta, katydids, locusts and the other
squirming, crawly, busay fauna of Sul-
livan County., And he has devised a
plan for thelr creuwmlocution worthy of
Nimrod or the great Theodore.

“You see,'’ he explained, ‘there’s loia
of inpscts that look exactly like leaves
and twigs. Sce this one,” and be plcked
up & specimen from his desk which in-
dead strongly resembled a Ught green
leatf, even the lega sesming like shredded

Ieal Abres.
“These Insects live on trees and
shrubs,” continued Mr, Ditmars, "and

its practically impossibie to locate them
by sight. Thelr song la w betrays
their hiding piace. Yot many of them,
like the cricket, aing only at night, and
one can't go sergmbling after them in
pitch darkness, Om the other hand, a
strong light, from an sutomobile or A
pooket flaah, frightens them and stops
their singing, so that the bunier of
specimens I8 helpless.

“Last summer | was out with a friepd
in & motor car and ws heard a regular
katydid chorus. I gaid: ‘I'll got some of
those fellows.’ And 1 started to climb
& nelghboring tree, asking my friend to
direct his molor searchllght Inte Me

branches.
“Presto! The katydids were stient and
from tisly leafy hid-

:_m On a sudden impuise I struments at work In tum. Thea I
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Hunting Crickets With---an Aufomobile

——
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siren.' He did so; the katydids Ims
mediatoly responded and I made several
cnplures.

“Now, [ have made a fine cullection
of & dosen different horns and whisties
and ratties, which can gll be attached
to & molor car, or, which 1 ean oarry,
working them by mesns of a small
private battery In my pooket. There Is
& differsnt instrument for esch insect
which 1 am curious to capiure. I have
sevaral little ratties and drum arrange-
menta which I ploked up in & children's
toy store. I also have an automablle
siren from which I have removed the
megaphone In order to diminish the
nolese,

“I shall drive my car into a sullable

the ald of my searchlight. secure &
number of valuable specimens. The
musioal vibration wid prevent the ine
seois from being frightensd at the lght
It won't be necemary for me to give
an exact Imitation (o each separste
song so long as my molor siren er other
instrument ls tuned 0 set up the same
number of vibrations ae those sent out
by the insect In gquestion.”

“Have you found any musioal ia-
strument which will atimct fles or
mosquitoss ™' Mr, Ditmers was ssked.

“I'm sure I hope nol'" he laughed.
“If 1 have sccidentally hit on such =
thing it won't remain long Ia my cel-
lection, 1 assure you."

neighborhood and sey my musieal In-

 my Nead: ‘Bew peur meler fool penteatly gantdens (had § o, Wb
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JUBT POGSIBLE.

*1 don't understind wh): we seem
to be growing Ured of each other*
sald a husband of but a few monthe.

“I haven't an idea!” sald the wife.

“"Wall," replied the young man, "Rer-
haps that Is the rewson.'—Lippincotl's.

———
THE DIFFERENCE.

The Manager—There (sn't & aingle
lIine Iin your five-act play that will
live.

The Playwright—EBut I'm not writing
for posterity—I'm writing for plunka.
~Cleveland Plain Dealer.

et

TOO MPULSIVE,
“I admire sverything that ls beauti-

Hector had come to a sophistication that

Fourth by the amell, Fifth from 8ixth by
the nolse and Broadway by the way ths
women carried thelr akirts, he met &

feet along the curba Bteady MNnes
formed and crowded the theatrs efi+
trances,

AT

ERANK A MU SRy,

and put it In & frame over his iron

for

known him years. Champagne,
clgara and dainty salads woere seryved
free from Mttle tables on wheels that
were pushed by colored servants among
the playera.

The rooms were gorgeous In velvels
and eoilks, and Heclor stepped upon car
pets and rugs two inchies deep, He gased
upon rouletta wheels for the first time
in his life, drank of the champagne and
smoked excellent cignra—free.

Some time during the evening Mr.
Briggs disappeired and was seen no
more, and one hour after Hector en-
tered the palace of chance he retraced
his steps down the long stalrway with
A& numb feeling at his heart and a
pockstbook distingulashed by complete
and utter emptiness.

His two hundred dallars was gonal
The gambling house men now pos-
sesned the two hundred that had coms
trlumphantly from Cassopolls, They
could have taken Hector's roll away
from him in the first Afteen minutes
of play had haste been necessary, for
the wheel was acutely crooked,

Btunned, and with his bredn totaly
paralyzed by the ecalamity, Heetor
stumbled from the brightly lighted room.

and reslized the awful truth—thst he
had been skinned allve—flesced—bam-
bovzled—stung—burned to a orinkling
cindes!

‘The laughter of other men came to his
ears, mingled with the clatter of faliing
chips, There was no one td pay him
attention now that his money had gone
from him, and he stood alone en the
pialrway ln suldime milsery.

“0Oh!" he moaned aloud. “"What shall
I do? 1 am ruined! [ will never dare
lft my head. I shall never be able to
return to Cassopolis and face the |eers,
I thought that I had learned the ways
and wilea of this great ecity, dbut 1 am
an innocent sheep, My life s blasted
at one blow, and my future is gone!"
He turned and etared abput him
dumbly. Mechanlcally, end sca-cely
knowing what ha was about, he walked
up the stalrway, passed the awinging,
leather-bound doora behind which lay
his two hundred dollars, and sasing
another stair, he ascended it to the top.
Then, belng & young man and full of
unutterable woe, he sat himself down
upon the rieh carpet and wept coplously.
With his desolated countenance in his
hands, the tears trickled down and
formed MNttle pools on the expansive
footigg,

Heotor wished he was back In Cas-
sopolls with some one to comfort him
in this terrifying moment. He longed
for the handclasp of the postmaster,
the dheerful panorama afforded by
Hicka's red bamms, and the country
buckhoards driving In to church on
Sunday,

Then he dried his fuiile tears and
sum d his bed faculties, At
his back was am fron Iadder, the top of
whioch rested agninat the celling scuttle,
and as Hector gased upon it with aand
eyes a audden and terriflc commotion
startled him.

From the depths, far below, cams a
roaring sound, followed by the crash
of falllng glans, the overturning of tables
and the bauging of lron doers

To Hector, sitting there, the scunds
meant nothing definite, but to those
fenrlesg apirita wbout the gaming tables
any violent nolsse Is but one thing—ths
sound of the door smashing police, the
oncoming of the ralders In uniform.

A close Investigation on the part of
the men at the green cloth would have
revealed nothing particularly alarming
beyond a mas explosion.

Alled a cel-
, which had gone off with
A bang, selzing upon an Inactive fur-
nace, which It hurled through & base-

RING -

I ment windows ; doors were blown In and
' windows out.

But from the door below the spot
where Hector Moe sat mourning a thin
stream of highly excited citizens poured
into the hal. and ran madly up the
stalrway, and before tha surprised
young man couwld remove himself from
their path a fat, hard-breathing person
had dropped on his knoes befora him.

“Lemme out, pardenr; if my firm beard
I'm pinched In a gamblin' rald n’*
gone 't ;

meastire,  Hector took the bila The
fat citisen ran lightly up the trom lad-
der, pushed open the wsouttle

cawled to the roof. A

Moe.

“I am not gulity of any orime, but I
wouldn't be caught here for the workd.
I'm & church dAsacon, and-you know!*
He alipped Mr, Moe a wad of money
|su-l followed the obess man up the
Iadder and through the scuttle,
Hector atood stock-still, stupefied &y

He leaned against a friendly banlster | the rapidity of pamsing events and ﬁm{.

queer crinkle of the billa in his hand.

#tll another man paused before him,
placed money In his hands, and e
cended to safety, There was no mneed
for conversation now,

Thoss who were not yet out of the
rald observed the actions of those who
were sscaping. Hector placed the montey

There was nothing to say.

The last man in ling was whimpering
outright.

“Oh!" he sald. "Oh!

Then Hector looked at
saw—Hrigham P. Feathe
ing chicken breeder of ( polla, the
owner of the fMour-and-f store, the
second asslatant vestryman in the Ad-
vanced Churoh,

“Hector Moe!" muttered dr. Feathor
bone, recogniaing the austere f{satures
of his former fellow townsman,

“For the sake of our old acqualntance
back in Camsopolis,” begmed tlie culpril,
“lot me vut of this! You know what
it would meun down home if T were
caught. As apn ofMcer of the law and a
friend. 1 plead with you for fresdom.
Take this.”

He thrust another roll of bills toward
Mr. Moe, but Hector scorned It with &
wa of his hand,

“No,” he answered sternly, "T will
take no money from you. 1 will per-
mit you to escape, and 1 will ald yeu.
Follow me up this |adder"

Heector ekipped up the lron route, @9l
lowed by Cassopolis’'s leading Nour-amd-
feeder. Together they clambersd over
roofs until they reaclied
Following his leader, Mr. Featherbone
reached the safety of the sireel, amd
then for the Arst timae he breathed
agaln.

“Hector,” he sald, with gratitnde
his eyes, "1 ean never repay you for
this

“It ia nothing,"” Heetor said haughtdly.
“Uome with me and we will have an
fce crean soda. Then go back o Cae-
sopolie.”

When they had finlshed the lco cream

woda Mr. Featherbone ghook hanls taar
fuily with lLils saviar

| “Go home' Hector adyiscd, *
to"n I too linrge for you rubes.*

|  When the unwary cltlzen of Cagee-
' polis had started for the rallway eta-
| ton Mr. Mos hunted u qulet room, where
Che lelsurely countsd up the cvening’s

OMcer—please”
g:u clowely and
ne, the lead-

| recelpts, At 1013, wher

{ ey 13, 1 he had re
{8141, he paused In his plnlll!'l%
Ila:sq‘lomugh to remark:
I '"Them Jdok-Bdie fTarmiers certalinly
"meed & guardini when they rea
‘big town." : % G

Then hie resumed counting. I

HATS FOR EVERY WOMAN.
A London firm has sixty display win-
dows in its store and recently all the
windows were flled with & display of
women's hats. Nearly seven thousand
hats were shown, and It was belleved
that every woman In London could find
at least one to suit har.

_ﬁ-—-—
CHINESE ATHLETE BEST.
In the recent far Eastamn Olymple

et Bt
ou mu say such thin to
ma" she replied. "". have only l.:ln

Flaln Dealan,

sach other a little wuu"-—cm.h!u
I

games at Manlla the best all:round ath-
w“ommw'&
woa B¢ femfiEien; Lho s

wag won by & Fllipino, while the Japam-
ese won the marathon und had a base
ball teum that defeated jhe Filipinos
avery Kame.

—_————
A BIX-FOOT CLOCK.

A aix-foot elock wilch stands §
oMoe 4t Carlinle, Pa., has bu'rr: n.u:.a
by electriclty from the earth since 1870,
A wire runs from the sarth to & magnes
In the clook, and so constant has the
supply of slectricity peen

that the alp:k
has rus wall nigh continuously %
| waa iavented, ___h_“_]::d

“Lamme out of this!" he whimpered.

s Faa !

The fat one thrust a bhandful J
bills toward Hector. Burprised

-

Instantly another man pajuted M,

“OMcer,” he sald, speaking quickly, -

in his varlous pockets and said nothlag -

A firc-eacape |

-




