
foot o Cumberland avenue and she
got info one.

"Lueky she didn't want to chuck
herself in, tooi'-l- . reflected the police-
man. "Some of 'em-do!- "

Next day the round of his varied
and interesting duties called him to
the task of regulating the "setting-down- "

and "taking-up- " of carriages
at the entrance to St. Margaret's
church. The occasion was one of in-

terest. The church itself was crowd-
ed; carriages and cars were there in
a swarm, and the policeman was kept
busy in the exercise of his discreet
omnipotence. So he missed the in-

going of the bride, all veiled, on her
father's arm, and had to take it on
trust, from a junior comrade, that she
was a "spicy piece of goods!" It was
a soldier's wedding; he was an old
soldier, and grew warm at heart when
he saw the uniforms passing in to or-
nament the scene. Moreover, he was
always pleased to have a wedding to
tell his wife about at supper; that
amused her. But even his tale of
the wedding would be held a lame one
if he could not so much as see the
bride.

Fate was land to him and his do-

mestic reputation. He had marshaled
his carriages and cars in the neatest
order before the service in the church
was over; the carriage that was to re-
ceive the newly married pair headed
the line, and he stood by it, hot, but
satisfied. Music pealed muffled from
within; bride and bridegroom came
out and passed between the rows of
his comrades who held back the spec-
tators. He was farthest from the door
on his side and nearest the carriage.
But he saw her directly she came out;
her veil thrown back suffered him to
see the fine, delicately-c- ut features
which had been turned to him under
the Embankment lamp the night be-
fore. This "fashionable function" be-

came much more to him; and he, in
some odd way, seemed to be translat-
ed in a moment into the inside, the
intimate side, of it It was very pos-
sible that he knew something about

it which nobody else in the church or
square knew, save only the girl who
walked there in bridal white. Some-
thing of a thrill possessed him.

Would she see him? He had a queer,
longing that she should. But her eyes
were orthodoxly downcast. He was
grateful to a man in the crowd who
raised a cheer. It met with a kindly
response; the bridegroom was a well-kno-

and popular man. The cheer
made her look up and smile and
glance from side to side.

"Surely she must see me!" thought,
the policeman as he stood burly, mo-

tionless, rooted to the place which
discipline assigned him. Suddenly her
lips parted, as though in eagerness;
then came the smile again last
night's smile, born of humor, not of
happiness and the faintest tinge of
color in her cheeks. Her eyes rested
on him for a moment, and he heard
her voice, though nobody else did:
"You see now why it's better at the
bottom of the river!" she said. As
she passed into the carriage, his hand
flew to the salute. ,

"She did speak to me again after
all!" he was crying behind his stolid
mask.
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BEET RELISH

Six large beets put into boiling
water, cooked until tender, taking
great care not to break the skin.
When cooked put into clear cold
water and the skin will slip off. Set
aside and when'cold chop no too fine.
Add three cups of cabbage cut in'
strings or on slaw cutter. Over these
put one even tablespoon of salt and
allow to stand one hour. Drain. Heat
one quart of mild vinegar with one .

cup of sugar and,, add one teaspoon
of whole spice and one-ha- lf cup of
chopped sweet green pepper. Turn
over beet and cabbage mixture.
Ready for use in two days.
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Ink Spots on - Polished Wood.

Paint lightly with sweet spirits of
niter. Polish with cloth dipped in
sweet oil.
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