
Retch v. Who", the OIJ One?"

about her. but she was dressed expensive enough
—

furs and silks and sparks in her ears. Looked like
one of the sort that had been up against a long run
of hard luck and had come through without gettin'
sour.

While we was arguin*; in drifts Mr Danes himself.
Inets a glimpse of his face when he first spots the
the old girl, and it
ever Isee a mouth
;-h\it like a safe
door and a jaw
stiffen as if it had
turned toconcrete,
his did.

•What does this
mean, Maria.'" he
says ween hi
teeth.

•'1couldn't help
it. Fletcher," says
she.

"
1 wanted to

see you about lit-
tle Hertie

'

"Huh!" grunts
Fletcher 'Well.
Step in this way.
Mc('abe. you ran
come along to. >

I want stuck
on the way it was
si: 1. and didn't
hanker for mixin"
up with any such
reunions; but it
didn't look like
Maria had any too
many friends han-
dy, so 1 trots along
When we're shut
in. with the drap-
eries pulled. Mr
Dawes plants his
feet solid, shoves
his hands down
into his pockets, and looks Maria over careful

"Then you have lost the address of my attor-
neys'" .says lie. real frosty

That d..n't .lull Maria at all She acted like she
was used to it "No." says she; "but I'm tired
of talking to lawyers Icouldn't tell them about
Bertie, •.•':\u25a0 lonesome I've been without him
these last iw<> years Can't Ihave him. Fletcher?"

A!»>ut then Ila-gins to get a glimmer of what it
was all about, and by the time she'd gone on for
four or five minutes Ihad the whole story. Maria
was the ex-Mrs Fletcher Dawes Little Bert was
a grandson; and grandma wanted Bertie to come
and live with her in the big Long Island place that
Fletcher had handed her when he swapped her off
for one of the sextet; and settled up after the decree
was granted

lie.itMi' that brought the whole thing back, for
the papers printed pages about the Daweses; rakm'

up everything, from the time Fletcher run a grc»cery
store and lodgin' house out to Butte, and Maria
helped him sell flour and canned Roods" besides
makin1 beds, and |ugglin' pans, and takin' in ishin'
on the side: to the day Fletcher euchred a prospector
out of the mine that gave him his start."

You were satisfied with the terms of the settle-
ment, hen it was made." says Mr.Duwes.

"1 know." says she: "but I didn't think how
badly Ishould miss Bertie. That is an awful big
house over there, and Iam getting to be an old
woman now, Fletcher.""

Ws. you are," says he, his mouth corners hum'
a little.

'
But Bertie's in school, where he ought to

be, and where he is going to stay. Anything more?"
I looks at Maria. Her upper up was wabblin'

...nit-, but that's all "No. Fletcher." says she. "I
shall go now

She was just about startin", when there's music
<>n the other side of the draperies. It sounds like
Corson was havin' his troubles with another female
Only this one had a voice like a brass cornet, and
she was »in' it too

Why can't Igo in there '
"

says she "I'd like
to know why! Eh, what's that

'
A woman in there?"

And in she comes. She was a pippin, all right. As
she yanks hack the curtain anil rushes in she looks
al>out as friendly as a spotted leopard that's been
stirred up with an elephant hook; but when she
sizes up the comp'ny that's present she cools off and
lets gu of a laugh that gives us an iv'ry display
worth seem'

"Oh! Fletchy, who's the old one 1
"

says she
Say. Iexpect Dawes has run into some mighty

wbrryin' scenes before now. havin" been indicted
once >>r twice and so on, hut I'llbet he never
bucked up against the equal of this before
He »pens his moutfa a couple of times, hut
there don't seem to be any language on
tap The missus was ready, though

"Maria Dawes is my name, my dear.''
says she

"'Maria!" says the other one. lookin'
some staggered. "Why

—
why. then you

—
you're Number One!"

Maria nods her head.
Then Fletcher nets his tongue out of tangle

"Maria." says he, "this is my wife Maizie.""
Yes?" says Maria, as gentle as a summer night"

I thought this must he Maizie You're very young
and pretty, aren't you? Isuppose Vt>u go about a
lot? But youmust be careful of Fletcher He always
was foolish about staying up too late, and eating
things that hurt him Iused to have to warn him
against black coffee and welsh rabbits He willeat
them, and then he has one of his bad spells Fletcher
is fifty-sis now. you know, and

— "

"Maria!" says Mr Dawes. his face the color of i
boiled beet, that's enough of this foolishness'
Here, Corson* Show this lady out!"

"Yes. I was just going, Fletcher." suy.s she
Good by. Maria!" stilus out Maizie, and then

lets out another of her soprano ha-ha's, holdin' her

sides like she was tickled to death. Maybe it was
tunny to her; it want to Fletcher

"Come, McCabe." says he; "we'll gel to work."
Say. Ican hold inabout so long, and then I've got

t< >blow offor else bust a cylinder head 1"d had about
enough ofthis

"
Come. McCabe

"
business too. "'Say.

Fletchv." says I.
""

don't be inany grand rush. Iair.':
so anxious to take you on as you seem to think

""What's that?" he spits out."
You keep your ears open long enough and you":'.

hear itall," says I;for Iwas gettin' hotter 'n' hotter
under the necktie. "Ijust want to say that I've
worked up a grouch against this job durin' the Li-:
few minutes Iguess I'llchuck it up."

That seemed to go in deep. Mr. Dawes. he !>r:r;^ .
his eyes together until nothin' but the wrinkle keep ,
'em apart, and he gel the hectic flush on his cheek
!mnes. "'I don't understand," says he.

•This is where Iquit." says I. "That's all."
"But." says he. "you must have some reason

"
"

Sure." says I;*- two of
'em. One's just gone out.
That's the other," and I
jerks my thumb at Maizie.

She'd been rollin" her
eyes from me to Dawes,
and from Dawes back I>
me. "What does this ft-1-
li>w mean by that?" say.->
Maude. "Fletcher, why
don't you have him thrown
out"'"

"Yes. Fletcher." says I.
"why don't you? I'dlove
:•>be thrown out just now

'"

Someway. Fletcher was-
n't anxious, although he
had lots of bouncers stand-
in' idle within call He
just stands there and looks
at his toes, white Maizie
tongue lashes first me and
then him When she gets
through 1 picks up myhat

"So long. Fietchy." says
I

"
What workIput inon

you theother day I'mi;uin'
t>» make you a present <>:
IfIwas you. I'dcash that
check and buy soraethin"
that wouldplease Maizie

"

'"D'jer annex another
five or six hundred up t<>
the Hrasstonia this aftei
noon?" asks Swifty. when
Igets back

"Nix." says I Ail I
done was to organize a

wife convention and get myself disliked That ten
a minute deal is off. But say, Swifty. just remember
I've dodged makin' the bath rubber class, and 1 :a
satisfied at that."

IT was the dv en who first taught
th<- Colonists the cultivation of maize, while
'!n-\- themselves used no other implements for

it. raising than a .hell, the shoulder blade of a buf-
falo, or perhaps a wooden mattock. No greater
luxury or one n did they know than that
of feasting on il \u25a0 roa ted eai . while a little of its
pan hed meal with water from the river made usually
their midday and evening meal It was from n

K|tiaws taught the white women the
art o| making bread As .\.!l as with maiz<
Indian women were experi m> Suc-
cotash is .i •1111 ti which they contributed to the
d'olonisi \u25a0' table The vine \\!.;< h (jrevi lustily alwuit
every wigwam is now called squash

In the uses ol plant stimulants and tonics these
men were well vei i<| Undoubtedly they were the
first to itti id from the bark ol dogu 1 trees
a powerful substance, iince known as comin,
which they administered foi .imilar ailments as are
to day treated with quinine The dogwood, more-
over, was their almanac, since il bloomed nist at
the right time for planting their com The) recog
nized .. i .11 t.i, as .i timulant, and delighted in i
mild sori ol drink prejiared from itsI

F' >;\u25a0 the painting oi their faces, the dyeing ol I
feathers and ba »ket ;, the i hildren of the f< »re Iused
those plains which were abundant in colored ju< >l these, one generally employed was the exq
bloodroot Sangninana Canaaensis) ,which to them
was known as red puccoon It is found in plenty
from Florida well northward The little laurel,
called also Lambkitl (Kalmia angustifolia), was re
nownedly useful to the Indians Water distilled
from n-. leaves was a ilrink meted out toenemte >; or
should one among them be so cowardly as to court
death, the drinking of laurel water won it easily

The Indian tobacco (Lobelia infiata) was early
appreciated by the reil men for smoking Al-
though it, terns and leaves are somewhat poison-
ou ,still the red men dned them to use in their
pipe , their flavor being noi dissimilar to that
o| tobacco. The medicinal uses of the New Jerse)
tea, <>r redroot (Ceanothus Americanus), were
directly learned by the white settlers oi the moun-
tains from the Cherokee Indian- They reserved

it t~<>r those afflicted with diseases of the spleen
Through the Atlantic States the plant, perhaps

which is imom closely associated with the primeval
inhabitants is th<- yapon //• x called .ilso
South Sea tea Itis ihe spe< les of holly fi
the Indians annually made their "black drink At
some place where the shrub was known
liiuti'iatii\u25a0»•. there was held in the >i>rini> \u25a0

A the red men and their families from miles .
A fire was built v crude kettle hun- ovei
and .m itni \u25a0 • \u25a0 \u25a0 . \u25a0

•

therein with water As the brew became strong,
each Indian in turn tt»ok a drink, an ortly!
.i-he ex|»ected, became violently ;ick F i

ree days together the whole company
Irinkingofthe brew and then lieingsick Al

'

when they thought their systems sutncientlycleansed, each one k. as emblem
ney, jsprigof the holly, laid it over I. ,nd

\u25a0 him ;elf remade, n v

Orchids as Papoose Fttod

THE vvildorchid :.I , >.\ hi< h spi \u25a0

tuberous roots, wereassiduou
-lu.iw > as produ< tive of a substance highly nu
ing tor their pa] ses Another •

.oho-,:., ( aulophyllun
the Indian herb do, tors pai
cause they employed itfor the k I ;,nes

Thmk ot tin- savage roving the woods; of the
impromptu m.-.ils h<- enjoyed of wild str
wild raspberries, wintergreen berries, .in<l \u0084

spicy st>rrels and fragrant leaves he knew so «
pull the sweetness of some acorns navorin
venison, or laid by for us,- during the winter, the
relish he had from nuts of every kin.l that grewwithin his range! Delicacies ever concerned him

hown by tin- habit of prolonging them hevond
their natural season The leaves of the creepingsnowberry (i'kiogt-tu-s Itispidula), having an ammaticflavor, have tickled no doubt many vi Indian'spalate; yet the true delicacy which the

prepared from this plant was by using its. white
berries, small and tedious t>> gather, from which
they made an amber colored jelly, a d:sh reserved
for high occasions

The striking wayside plant, joepfe weed (Eupih-
:'mm purpur*um), throwing out masses oi crimson
purple flowers in the late autumn, still commemo-
rates an Indian herb doctor calling himself ]<><.• I've.
who in New England settlements went about curing
through its potency, typhus fever The beautiful
butterfly weed, or pleurisy nnit (Asctipias tuberosa),
is still closely associated with its early Indian com-
panions From us colored tlowers they extracted
a sugarlike substance, useful in many ways. while
a brew from its roots was deemed excellent for the
relief of all sorts of inflammations, especially pleurisy.
Although the American Indians have never been
lauded .is a cleanly race, they still were young in
learning that the sap oi bouncing bet (japamxria
ojficimuis) would form a lather when mixed with
water, and greatly facilitate the removal >>f dirt.

Usually the workings of the plant world were
regarded with awe It was for this reason that so
much superstitious conjuring entered into their
otherwise crude but wholesome use of medicinal
herbs Seldom were they content to allow the
drug alone to effect a cure, preferring greatly to
invoke some spirit to help along the achievement.
So also they construed all sorts of legends about
every day phenomena

Should two red clovers spring up where white ones
formerly had grown, they became at once indicative
of the blood of red men slam inbattle. The falling
of a leaf, the crackling of a twigat an inauspicious
moment, often caused the savage, feeding his mind
on wonders, to turn back from his whole day's
course. His regard for the gracious piat world
through which he passed was great. Ofalt!at ad-
ministered to his comfort he partook fr. hr, yet
he seldom ravished wantonly; and for this reason
wild tlowers did not vanish when left to the com-
panionship ofprimitive people Flowers were never
picked by them for their beauty, or to adorn their
wigwams, but simply for their known uses They
never transplanted them. nor. through cultivating
and trimming the forests, trod them farther into it.
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