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MISS IARDENG'S LAST GAME
IBy IFiredleirsc M. UpUna sin /Ldisarms

BEFORE narrating the story o:

|S my last game with Miss Hard
ing Imust make a note of i

peculiar incident that happened yes-
terday. Carter and I were playing
a game with Harding, who was ir
high spirits over a four-point rise it

the stock of his favorite railroad.
"That means a cold two hundred thousand foi

me. Smith." he said carelessly, as ifhe had won a gol
hall. "IfIhadn't neglected my business the othei
day to play golf with you children I should have
closed out a deal at a figure which would have nettec
me that much less profit. As it was Ifooled around
with you. Carter and the 'Kid,' lost a few dozen balls
to you, an automobile to her, and during all that time
the stock I intended to sell was legging it up toward
par. That is what we keen financiers call good judg-
ment. Watch me lambaste this ball!"

The . same cow that swallowed his ball the pre-
ceding day had broken through a fence and was wander-
ing about the links. By some strange fatality Hard-
ing's ball seems to have an affinity for that bovine
Itbounded toward her find stopped a few inches from
her nose. It was the longest drive Harding has
made since his famous first shot, and he was wildly
excited when the cow began to nose about it

"Fore! Fore, there!" he shouted, waving his clul
in the air. "Let that ball alone, you slab-sided,
broken-horned derelict! She's got it, Carter, and
she'll swallow it sure as somebody made little green
apples. Drop it! drop it! She's swallowed it again!"

Grabbing an iron club from his bag. he started
for. that cow, yelling like an Indian. .She regarded
him complacently until he was within a few yards of
her, then lowered her head, pawed the turf and lowed
menacingly. Harding threw the club, but missed her
horns by a slight margin. Then she turned and beat
a dignified retreat.

Harding recovered the club and started after her, and
by fast work overtook the cow as she was crossing
the brook. A resounding blow with the shaft of
the club on her flanks accelerated her speed, but he
managed to hit her six times before she reached the
putting green. There Harding hit one more blow,
and then paused and watched the cow as she ambled
toward the woods to the right. We supposed he
had resigned himself to the loss of the ball and his shot,
but when we reached the green he was standing over
a mangled object which we- recognized as a partially
masticated golf-ball. It lay within a foot of the
hole.

"Fairly good for my first shot, eh?" smiled Harding.
"Four hundred thirty yards, so the card says."

"Do you claim that as your first shot?" demanded
Carter.

"Well, I should say I did," rejoined Harding."
i'ye hit it only once.

"

"Did the cow drop it there?" Iasked.
"That's what she did. I've got her trained."
He studied his put carefully, and ran the scarred

and mangled sphere into the cup.
"Inin two." he declared, throwing back his shoul-

ders. "1 reckon that's the longest drive and the
l"-st score ever made on that hole."

"You made it in eight." asserted Carter. "1
dislike to dispute \u25a0 gentleman's score, but it took

you c x a c t 1 y
eight strokes."

•!•: i g h t
strokes?" ex-
claimed Hard-
ing. "How's
that?""

You hit the
cow six
times.

"

insisted
Carter,
who is a
stickler
for rules.

"and your drive and
put make a total of
eight."

Harding laughed
so that one could
have heard him amile, and after defying Carter to prove his claim by

the rules insisted on counting two for the hole, andwe offered no objection
"Imade ,ilonger drive than that," asserted Carter,

Rho is a monumental liar "1 was in Rio Janeirotwo years ago The links there are along the shore
-! the bay, and at the close of a tournament we hada driving contest. Did you ever see a frigate-bird?"
fie asked, turning to Harding

"Never mind if 1 did or not; go on with your

The Ex-
citement
Had Ad-
ded New
Depths to

Her Eyes

story." said Harding rather impatiently "It start;

well.
"

"All observers and naturalists art- familiar witli
the wonderful rapidity of Sight, keenness of eye and
voracity of the frigate-bird,

"
continued the unabashed

Carter. "The only golfer of whom I stood in fear
was a young Scotchman who had made three long
drives, and in order to heat him it was necessary
for me to put out one at least two hundred twenty-
fiveyards.

"The soil was all sand, and there was practically no
roll to a ball. The moment my club Struck the ball
Irealized that Ihad hit it too low for a long carry.
It soared into the air and had just started to drop
when a frigate-bird darted at it like a flash, catching
the hall squarely in its l>eak. I do not suppose the
bird retained it more than a few seconds before ascer-
taining that its prey was indigestible, but the line of
its fnghi was straight out on the course. At all events
the ball dropped five hundred sixty-eight yards from
the tee, the longest drive ever made in Rio Janeiro."

INt-vcr Dreamed ItPossible for .» Woman to Play

So Remarhable a C...11..

"Did that drive win the match for you?" asked
Harding, without the- suspicion of a smile. Carter
stupidly said it did.

"It you ever have to work for a fiving, Carter."
sai<l Harding, "come to me and I will give you the
job of preparing the statements of earnings of
the X () & G Railroad The weak point-, \u0084t
your story an- first, that Rio has no golf course.
and second, thai it has no fritfa'e-l.irds Even at
that the treat is on me."

\u25a0*-

This is Miss Harding's lasi da
at tin' Woodvale links, and I sha
return to the city at the end of th
week. She sails for Southern Pram
in a few days Bui unless I tins
tell the story of our List golf j^am
of the season Ishall spoil the clima
of this last entry in my diary.'

I am going to play as well a
I know how this afternoon, Mr
Smith." she said, as we stood o
the first tee.

"Didn't you do your l>est yes
terday?" Iasked

"You may judge of that whei
we finish the round." was lu-
reply
Inever dreamed that it was pos

sihle for a woman to play so remarkable a game
Woodvale is a long, hard course, hut Miss Harding
made the eighteen holes in ninety-two, and was not
in the least favored by luck. Only on the extremely
long holes did 1 have the advantage over her, anil
she won four of the short ones and halved three in
bogy figures

The day was warm and pleasant, and we paused to
list at the far end of tlie course, where we seated
ourselves on a grassy knoll and drank in the glories
ot tin- day. that wen- so patent on every hand The
mild excitemeni of tin- game had added new depths
to her Krl"i"ious eyes and tinted her cheeks with a lus-
trous shading that added to her entrancing appear-
ance.

The thought repeatedly came to me as Iwatched
the ran- grace of her every movemeni that a nymph
from Diana's train had been translated to earth for
he purpose of teaching her mortal sex the physical
(OssihiKties of perfect womanhood

LaMDay

Imustered up courage to say something toeffect, but wended it clumsily. It was n<--
what Ihave just written It is one of my mtsl
that my bright and poetic thoughts come to me
hours after the psychological moment for •
has passed. Icannot recall exactly what [
only know that Iframed some stupid comi lii
on that sentiment

She brushed and then
laughed. "You seem
to Ik- fickle in your
Opinions, Mr. Smith."
she said.

"I am unconscious
of that defect, in this
instance, at least,"
Ireturned, puz-
zled to grasp her
meaning."

You held a far
different opinion
of us unfortunate
women not many
weeks ago.

"
she

declared.
Why. Miss

Harding, Ican -
not understand

—"

"Permit me to refresh your memory
"

-:.\u25a0
terrupted, "Who was it that inscribed thi
ment: 'I know of no agony more acute -i..-: I
condemned to play go] with women ;.

scratch men are waiting for yon'?"
Ilooked blankly at her. bat for the fife of i

not say a word
"And who was it who wrote 'The artist

depict the woman golfer as graceful and attra
must draw from imagination rather than
models A woman shows to better advantage '••

ing a steep Might of stairs than i' any j..
posture in striking a golf ball." Have yon

-
who was the author of those strange sentiments?
asked Miss Harding

Irecognized at once that these idiotic statei
were lines from one of the first entries thai Imade fa
this diary

"I wrote that." I admitted; "but it was before
Imet you Inow renounce every word and fin
it. and offer a humble apology to the sex you ~.. g] \u25a0

ouslv represent.
"

It was by far the besi thing Isaid, and Iwas well
satisfied with it Miss Harding laughed bewitchi .
whether at the compliment or my bewiHermei
do not know.

How on earth did you learn that i wrote tri I
in my miserable diary?" Idemanded. '!•\u25a0•
happen to be a mind-reader as well as a nymph .:
golf magician ?"

"None of these." she declared. "The day . : \u25a0

my nival, and before I had seen you, or yon i
it seems that you were seated on the veranda
posing those reflections Mr Carter and ol
called yon to play, and you were so interest I I

you left the diary where it was
jumped for your clubs, and
ill about it until the steward handed
the boot: to you later in the day. li
he meantime an inquisitive young lady,

who shall be nameless, was so :
lite as to read your dissertations
copied the extracts I have recil" you. and later revealed then
me Of course they interested
greatly "

A light dawned upon me
"Was that the leas, yon played

abominably the first time you i..
me?" Iasked
"I was curious to see it you wouM

be so recreant to your declarations a
to ask me to play again after such
exhibition." she said demureh
ping the toe of her boot witl < rv..<-i:
"You have no idea how hard

is to play so wretched a game when ki
'hey could do better; but ! enjoyed even mini
of it."

"So did I. and I should have
asked you to play again if you
had played twice as bad, "

I
declare. 1.

"I should like to read your
observations after thai golf
event." said Miss Harding"

Would you- Iasked eagerly.
Sometime, perhaps —sometime

Ishall •\u25a0

'Let us go on and play i:i."
she exclaimed rising hastily, and
1 did not have the nerve to

finish the sentence Ihad in mind.
I have decided to spend a

few months in Southern Prance
Copyright, i,i'\ Ir-Icri 1 t'pfcui A lin.C

I Have Dec ie1«
- <

to Spend •• t~«-w
Months nt FrMU•

He Hit Her Six Times Bt-f r»-
She Reached the Pullii,,,

Green


