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"Hi!" he shouted in her ear Mrs irum-
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"1 \u25a0 ibly.
\u25a0 yon ham':. : iith a

vi-w V iv hain't 'arf sharp,
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"Lor",cap'nT' she said with a smirk.
"I'd like your \u25a0 s imethink—on goin'

"Caught wot?"

"Itis tru-." affirmed Qncle Allen Sparks, "that
it is never too late to mend, but it is soinetlnH-a
tuo late lv iii,a eoud job."

"Courtin1 a gal," he roared.
"Wen you was at sea?"
"Not a gale; a gal—a woman." She dropped

a plate with a crash.
"More fool you!" she said, severely."'' '" ought Ito tell er?" be inquired, ig-

noring the protest.
"T>;i 'er wot?"
"Iwant tr, marry"
"Kh?" she cried, with sudden interest.
"I—want

—
to

—
marry," he shouted.

"Marry!" cried Mrs. Grummidge, with a gasp.
"Oh, cap'n! Inever thought of such a thing!
But as it's you as harska me!"

—
Fhe Hang

herself upon the captain's manly breast, with
one bony arm tight round his collar. She still
held the wet dishcloth in her hand, and in her
excitement she squeezed it so h.ird that a per-
fect torrent ran down the back of his neck.
.The rest of the scene was too puinfu! to dwell

upon. Within twenty minutes Mrs. Grummidge
was richer by a couple of sovereigns and th«i
captain was poorer by a housekeeper.

"I'd write an' harsk Jack." ruminated the
good man, mournfully, "but Iwasn't never no
'and at writin'." Then he had another bright
ilea "Th.^ very thing!" he. told himself; and
off he rushed to the widow's.

"Good evening, Mrs. liiley,"he said.
"Good evening, captain." She commenced to

get out th^ half ounce.
"I

—
Ididn't come for "baccy," he laid. "The

fact is, Mrs. liil-y.Icame for—er— . .. Ice." Sha
laughed even more pleasantly than usual.

"Fancy you cotnin" to me." she said, archly.
"Is'pose it's about

—
tobacco?"

"\u25a0N"1 o," he confessed, "cr
—

not exackly.
—

cr
— well, the fact is. it's about courtin*."
"Courtin'! Lor', .aptain! As if Iknew any-

think about it!"
"It's like this 'ere." he explained. "A friend

of mine" He coughed deprecatingly. A
pertikler friend o' mine wants to go ."tin" a
lady."

"Then." said the widow, "whydoesn't beT"
"'E don't know exackly 'ow to give 'er a

'int."
A youthful customer appeared at this juncture

and was served with an ounce of acid drops.
Then the widow returned to the tobacco end of
the counter.

"Are you sure she doesn't know?" she in-quired.
"

'E-fer— 'asn't told 'er." The captain mopped
his brow with the red handkerchief which had
put tne crows to flight.

"She might guess," she suggested. "Does 'cgo an' see her often?""
'Bout four times a day," he confessed."W'y doesn't 'c arsk 'er right out?"" 'E don't know egzakly 'ow to do it,"said the

captain in a muffled voice.
"There's lots uf ways," said the widow, lean-ing her elbows on the counter and resting her

chin upon her hands. 'Can't you think of a
way. captain?" There was a provoking gleam
in !:• !• black eyes

"Wot." he asked doubtfully, "wud be the
usual Mns'.'"

"LorTcaptain. I'aven't been through it a
hundred times." She shrugged her plump
should

"'E thinks horful deal of "er." he said, sol-
emnly. ""E might tell her that, mightn't' 'c?'

-
"Yes," she agreed. "Certainly 'c might."
Mr.Brown, the sexton, came in and twaddled

about the crops and the parson's new pony.
After waiting live minutes the captain bowed
and took his departure.

"I'llnever 'aye the 'art to say it," he muttered
to himself. "I'll"aye to give it up."

All next day he kept away from the village
and smoked from his store. "I'llnever go there
no mor.-," he vowed. "It ain't no manner of
use." But in the afternoon he went.

"W'y. captain!" said Mrs. Riley,"I wondered
wotever "ad 'appened to you."

"Did you, now?" he said with delight, "didyou?"
"I was ntin' to ask you for somethink, too."
\u25a0•Marrers?" he replied, promptly, "or peas?

Or"
"No, no!" She laughed "Advice."
"Ay:" His knees trembled, and he looked

round for the shop chair.
"It's gone

—
to be mended," she told him. witha suppressed smile. "Won't you come inside,

captain?"
"You're werry kind, ma'am,* he said, ner-vously. She lifted the counter-flap, and he fol-

lowed her into the cosey little parlor. He felt,
he told Brother Jack afterward, as if he was
ridUigon a lee shore in a gale, with a weak bow
anchor.

"Anybody could be werry oomferable 'ere," heremarked, when he had sat for a minute or twoon the sofa.
"If thej got on with me," suggested the

widow.
"Nobody couldn't "elp that." stated the cap-

tain, with conviction. "I don't believe you
wasn't never out of temper in your life."

"Nonsense, captain!" She sat down on the
other end of the sofa. "I'm out of temper now."

"Ah!" said her admirer, uneasily.
"It's about a friend of mine, an' a gentleman.""

E ought to be ashamed o' 'isself." said th"
captain, ferociously. "Wot's 'c bin an' done?""

'B don't do nothink," said Mrs. Riiey, "only
"angs about. That's were it is." The captain
dropped his cap suddenly and picked it up
again."

'Asn't "c given 'er no 'ints?" he demanded.
"It depends on what you call "irits."
"Sent her marrers. say. an" suchlike?"
"Ye es," she admitted. "I believe 'c 'as."
"Come to see 'er reg'iar?"
"Sev'ral times a day; but sti'.i" Sh»> shook

her head over unnamed deficiencies.
"Maybe," said the captain, tremulously, "

'ed
like to make 'isself a bit clearer, if '•- knowed 'er
mind.""

'Ow," said she, innocently, "Ib V to know it
'\u25a0\u25a0 wont arsk >r'."'

"Couldn't she give 'im a "int?"
"Not," the widow said firmly, "unless she was

fjuit**certain that "c wanted one."
"She might reckon on that," assented the cap-

tain, uith unmistakable emotion.
Mrs. Riley studied the floorcloth intently.

Then her gaze wardered up the opposite wall,
until it rested upon a bright colored calendar,
with a picture at the top, profes.sing to repre-
sent the balcony scene from "Romeo and Juliet."
As Romeo had only the tip of one toe upon the
ladder, there were obvious reasons why he
should put hla arms round the almanac Juliet's
neck.

"That is a— very pretty picture," said the
widow, with a Incoming blush. The captain
dropped his rap again and edged along the sofa.

"Mrs. Riley," h<- said, "if you was on a bal-
cony, an* 1 was on a ladder"

"No, you wouldn't!" The captain edged quits

"Mrs. Riley." he whispered, "if you'll so :m"
look out o' the top window— l'll tak«- the liberty
o' borrerin 1 your st^ps!"

IXCLE ALIAS'S PHILOSOPHY.
From The Chicago Tribune.

but that of the Mission. But all this was onlyj
the bravo exterior. In a little while it was'
known sbe eras QL Within two months she was
C^ad. The wise doctors gave thi caus-3 as
O"jick •\u25a0 'T.^uniption.

Tuo days afterward two m3»i rrovei cautious-
ly dov. slope of the cone shaped mountain,
it the foot of which stood the Mission, Bot'i
were u.rrri'-ii. and both crept crouchlngiy from
bcaM-r to bowlder and from bush to bush, as
U they feared detection. As ihey did so the bells
cf the Mission began to tolL The sweet toned
sound from 'he little bronze .bells

—
cast In old

Epaia—came up the mountain, and the two men
stepped and looked down at a funeral procession

SSSsIiiK .;\u25a0-•. 'y along the country road to the
P*Teyard n. short distance away. For one of
tVrr! thai funeral was a magnet. Following the
h&Lrse can •• a waeon in which sat a number
of ynung girls clothed in -.volte, and behind it—

asy buggies, wagons and a motley description
cf vehkv-s filled with p*-*?Lie.

Tbe man in the rear intfntiy at the
novmg =;.- ;acle for a time, and th=n his eyes
\u25a0»"acder-;- .-• archinely over the mountain slope.
Saddesiy he stood erect and brought his gun to
hs shoul \u25a0:-. -; for the first time he had discovered
tae other rr.an. leaning against a slanting rock,
Jkh twenty •• el away.

"Hands up, quick!" he shouted, "or I'llIre."
"Ca.r-a.yr burst from Pancho' s lips, a." he

Sade an. -:.--.. Nt :\u25a0 seize his guv.
"Don't: n;kii:you."
Slowly pau rho's hands went up. Howard ad-

vanced to iisartn him. It was Pancho's turn;

"You no conn
"

;•• cried. "Dio.-i: You not lake
Ec alive."
Howiri bi ... xhe two looked at each |

other steadily. :;. Mission bells rtiH toMod. j
6n3 the funeral pr cession wended its way along
the country r<-a.;2.
.£faj»_.must go wr.J, me, Pancho. I'm sorry.

botjX,|nust do my duty."
"l*ayI gor cri,-ii i'ancho, his \u2666'yes blazing

wiltj^x \u25a0 •you think a l'ara-j go to

t, Pancho. old man. If you'reI**
\u25ba\u25a0- \u25a0\u25a0:. Pr ,ye it."

•-'I Ino hold up stage" Tou!
Ta -"

L
'

Ino say it. Idid hold him
low is a when the damned'

Pancho got? The gringos geelty.*r ' •:•\u25a0• Pancho no bandolero.
Psacby ,:;\u25a0;.- take a little of whit is take from*'"'

•-- Every one say Pancho,

n^*7- -VJna mia. d-:-ad. You Fee
Sawn th-r. \u25a0:• \u25a0;;.••, take Helena to the gray». I***'•' '

fraid death. Wh-n they put
Hei,^ ,;.., ... .... Kraye> pancho 3je li>o Tqu j
»«tch. &••.. r .. _ ... ..
3^ Dr entering the graveyard.~ut !'A \u25a0-'•'\u25a0 • • you to ki:J youreelf.-

"Jf>u not ail. -a r Pancho laughed derisively.
oat you iriak- r.,-stake. Pancho no keel hhn-

Helena mia aay that is wrong— s.iy es
~a-'O Inot do what Helena rnia nay not do.Tou ked -„ B fior/. |
"Ikfljy.-j"-

Si. Beftnr, yoy keel me, or—lkeel you. Igot
''rht to do that

"
Eat, Pam'ho. Pancho." Howard almost
a"":' :> •- \u25a0 °i»»- in the other's face the

KCfes res.jive and the plan to effect it, "you
aot make me do it No, you willnot, Pan-

~"; 7 !
'

\u25a0
- J; !-..-:..t w.iild not want

'.^" 'I t- She t mid want you to live and'
lh'v' -*' '\u25a0 pleaded for the. other inan'B"^ fc".-'

-:; -
-\u25a0:.: :,r his own nerves.* '

''
;":

"''
his 'ace in lhe d'^ction

\u25a0-'\u25a0-:•• and the people .standing
n grave. Even at that distance

r' :": ux>on tfae coffin which was
ally lowered. To him cam« the ca--

last notea of the bells. Suddenly
n..*-'; : -:and his hands dropped from

beeT** 'A " '''' ls head Bpoa Vlhii:h the 7 had
i,H

'*
"Now!" he cried, as he made a

\u25a0 • ;.

i-... '.
lX;: '—— were stin-

but The Rhot from
-W \u25a0 sue reverUrrated thirbush the bill*

"Ithr»v, out the box all right enough," Sam

TS3 say.:::, with great unction, 'but it was
-ry oid fa \u25a0:. The right one was on behind,

tied cd :-\u25a0
''•' \u25a0'\u25a0 blankets. The fellow was

jest ai>cut the build of Pancho there"
—
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Bill watched his brother till he had gon*1 ovf>r
the hill. Then ho walked indoors with an air
of resolution. "Marrers an' peas." he muttered.
"it shall be."

Th"n be brushed himself carefully, and set
out with a. jaunty -.- to the village, where the
widow Riley kept a smart little shop in which
t</bac/-o. sweetstuffs and penny novelettes pre-
dominated. After a few remarks upon th«
weather, he invested in his usual half ounce, and
repaired to the Waterloo for his usual whole
pint. Then he returned for another half ounce.

"Just for the mornin'," he explained.

"Thi-' a others."

i - er?"
-

artfully.
'

"A mattei
fully. -

said th»- isly, 'dessay they-
\u25a0 —

-
.

a pig—-
"But >\u25a0\u25a0''.! ain't."
"No." He sighed. "That's where it is." They

smoked another couple of pip*4s in silence.
""Well, mate," said Jack, "I must be goin'.

So long."
"So iong, Jack."

From The Kin?.
It was an early summer evening, too warm

to walk, and lust comfortable for talking. So
Captain Bill and his brother Jack sat content-
edly on the shaded bench In the captain's gar-
den, overlooking ten miles of sea. from Sheppey
cliffs to Southend. They smoked two pipes
apiece over the situation in China, and two
more over the decay of the mercantile marine.
During the fifth ripe after lea, the ancient
female who "did" for the captain .shuffled by
with a grunt, and toiled slowly across the fields
to her home in the village of Minster. The
captain followed her retreating figure with a
shake of his head.

"Gits more contrary every day. she do," he
remarked, feelingly. "Wus an' wus!"

"Wot you want." said Brother Jack, "is a
wife."

The captain relit his pipe, and looked thought-
fullyat a trail of smoke struggling between sky
and sea,

"Lady of Lome five minutes late," he ob-
served, casually.
"I s'pose now," inquired Jack persistently,

"you've some one in your eye?"
"I won't say," admitted Bill, "hut Imight

'aye."

"Keeps a baccy shop?"
"You don't mean to say as people 'as been

talkin'!"
"'Talkin'!" retorted his brother. ""Wen you

gives me a couple o' pound o' baccy, orl in 'arf-
ounce bits: Wot's the need o' talkin'?"

The captain sighed as one confronted with
an insoluble problem.

"You goes in," continued Jack, wagging th«
stem of his long clay pipe in admonition, "in
the momin', an' 'a? 'alf an ounce." The captain
n<VMi-d. "An" in the afternoon in' 'as another."
The captain growled assent. "An' in the even-
in' an' 'as one more."

"Sometimes two," he said, solemnly.
"That "ere big chest wot came off the Saucy

Jane is 'most full already. You'll 'aye to set up
a shop yourself soon if you don't stop it."

The captain refilled his pipe slowly.
'"Ow am Igoin" to stop it? That's the pint."

Jack smiled the superior smile of twice married
wisdom.

"Harsk 'or wer. she'll 'aye the chest moved
up to the shop?"

"S'pose she n't?"

A BROAD DINT.
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