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Alan Ware was 20 and Mary Wat-
son was IS when they ran-- away to
get married, because Mary's brother
objected to the visits of his prospec
tive brother-in-la-

Bruce Watson objected because
his own life was soured. He was five
years the senior of Mary, had inher-
ited the family estate, had doubled
and trebled it in two years and was
a rich man. Then he ran across a
beautiful but frivolous girl, who
lured him on to love and eloped with
a circus actor, leaving Bruce the
laughing stock of the town. From
that moment Bruce Watson shut gut
of his heart all human sympathy. He
was tyrannical with his sister and
she submitted, except when it came
to Alan Ware. She loved him de-

votedly and ran away with him to
get married.

"I cast the unworthy creature out
of my life forever," pronounced
Bruce, and he kept his word.

Thenceforth he interested himself
no further in their doings than to
coldly listen to a friend, who told him
of the poor but happy truants, who
had settled down on a little leased
farm 20 miles distant.

The years went on. Bruce Wat-
son became a recluse. He lived in a
sumptuous manner, his gains in-

creased, he had leisure to indulge in
such fads as appealed to his fancy,
for he practically had nothing else to
do. He toyed with nuniismatips. He
had a very unique collection of coins.
Fie bought rare old books. Those ef-

forts at banishing ennui filled his life,
but there was no real happiness or
interest at base.

He heard about his sister frequent-
ly, in a casual sort of way only, how-
ever, for he turned a deaf ear to par-
ticulars. Her husband had turned
out a steady, industrious man, and
Mary a contented, sweet-temper-

woman.

Once, driving along a country road
in his splendid equipage. Bruce
passed them, but as erect as a statue,
as cold and unfeeling as ice.

So nearly half a century passed
away. Bruce Watson was an old
man, shriveled, snarling, unhappy.
Time had as well touched the clear
brow of Alan and had faded the sun- -
ny eyes of Mary. Through all the
years, howevjsr, love had grown.

"They Shall Have a Real Golden
Wedding, if I Get Jugged for It."

They had no children, but those of
the neighbors were there frequently,
visitors and fast friends. , They grew
poorer and poorer as the years wore
away. Ofttimes the larder was emp-
ty; it became a struggle to round out
the year free of debt. They had in
later times adopted a bright and af-
fectionate orphan girl, little Lois,
who gave them of the fullness of her
heart and was a cherished compan
ion of their lonely life.
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