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OVE AND [. A Story of an Artis

" sasal In her lttle altting-room; and how-
) weary Rhoda might be when ahe
| at It, she Invariably experienced &

a'

was a rough, tumble-down
work and frugal fare had
existed within {ts walls,

's inheritance It almost ap-
if the old order of things was
way and a now ers was commen-

“iOccasiomally only could Rhoda escape and
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awick. He's wantipg to speak with ye; says
‘wrote hitn a line.™ -

. g
™Al right, Maggie. Ask him to come In."

A little, old man, with a rugged, deeply
furrowed face, on which, however, kindness
and good nature beamed, hobbled into the

“What can I do for you, my child? he
asked. “‘No trouble, I hope."

‘No, no, no. 1 want to sell some of the
superfivouas furniture we have in ths house.
A few rooms shut up could be well spared.”

“Superfluous furniture—of course—that 18
my line,” and he looked around, His eye
fell on the picture. “By Jove, there you
have gem. Sell that, and it will keep the
wolf from the door for many a long day.”

Rhoda #0 energetically cried’ “No, no; I
shall never part with that” that Mr. Lu-
cas, who had got up from his seat and was
standing gazing at the plcture, turned and
looked at her in amazement.

“80, #o, but that is foollsh, child. Money
comes before sentiment In this practical
world.” % ; £

“Mr. Lucas,” said Rhoda, by her manner
showing that she wished the subject of the
plcture set one side, *would you mind com-
ing into the dining-room and se¢ing some
of the furniture I wish to sell?™"

He could not refuss to follow her, but

| he did not on that account feel any the

more decided that he would not again refer
to the picture. The client to whom he had
alluded would rejoice in becoming the pos-
sespor of such a gem, and, of course, the
commission he would himself obtaln from
the sale was by no means to be despised.
He knew Rhoda's disposition, however—
knew that she was determined and, as be
termed it, pelf-opinionated. He must use
tact, much tact, iIf he intended to bring
this bargain to & successful tssue, He ap-
praised the furniture she showed him; ap-
praised it, too, at & much lower figure thin
he would have done had he not had the ul-
terior cbject of starving her into seiling
the picture. He sald he would send a cart

- THE FORK OF

WRITTEN FOR THB SUNDAY REPURLIC.
‘m a-fallin’, Saloame. I can see

“*io, mo, child. But the end atn't far off,
Wellie's a-settin’ with him now. I come out
“for a minute's alr."”

Just & minute, dear, on the wall
' here now.” :

stiffly to the pressure

Y The two sisters sat on

wall watching the sun

‘Ely's HIll in a wea of

the Cove murmured

th th a soft, unceasing
Beyond the Cove flowed the Con-
; beyond the river lay the
The dip of oars

- Achah rese with a

- Samd,- tal Jand powerful. with a strong,
“gaw, kind face. He seemed many years
agkmu'wdl."

: l.ﬂehun‘tnu--m
_-“t on, with lips quiver-
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Ethelbert wan running toward her. He
was an older edition of his younger sister,
without ‘her fire. With a swift good-night
to David, Saloame hurried after her
brother.

“Achah, Fell, Saloame, where are you?’

The three crept nearer.

“My will is In my secretary,” he sald,
faintly. *“I've given each of you an equal
share. Bpend it an you pleage.”

Then, after & pause,

“Where's David Compton? You needn't
look =m0 mcared, I'm of sound mind, Ba-
loame, run, fetch him.™

In a few minutes Saloame reappeared
with David, both breathless from running.
The Judge held out his hands feebly. -Du-
vid and Saloame each put one of thelt's in

“his.

. There, David,” he. sald, with & last
flicker of his bitter humor, “SBaloame aln't
quite the girl ahe was when you courted
her; twelve years doea make a girl & Iitthe
older, but If you want her, she's yours.”

Then he fell back, dead.

A month later Saloame was seated oh
the wall by the Cove. The day was Bun-
day, one of those mild, hasy October days
when summer seems to have stolen back
for a last look mt the world. Baloame was
béent over her lap, her cheeks on fire, her
eves sparkling with excitement. Beside her
were & few crayons, some worn brushes
and a handful of twisted tubes. Surely
never had artist a more meager outfit. For
Balcame was an artist: ever since wshe

MMnahlntoholdslhumner_

great happlness had been 1o draw ‘what-
ever she saw or imagined. Bhe laid down
her brush and looked at her picture critl-
cally. It was horribly crude In coloring and
drawing, yet It had the feeling of tranquil
pentiveness, of guiet dreaminess. that be-
longed to the radiant summer day. - David's
slow step sounded on the path. It was the
most marked sign of the Judge's death, the
freedom with which David came and went,
Baloame scrambiled together her work with
& guilty blush, then sald, bravely: ¥

I guess you'll think I'm srofanin’ the
fabbsth paintin' like this. I jest had a

i feelin' I must palnt the water an' the sk¥

the way It looks to-day. 1 couldn't make
myself walt till to-morrer.”

David smiled sympathetically. “¥f his ndy
love had danced a fig on the stairs of the
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on the morrow to fetch away the objects
he had bought, and, having given Rbhoda &
check for the amount agreed on, he de-
parted.

She naturally thought that her treasure
was to be left in peace, whereas the tur-
moll that so frequently gathers around
“Love and 1" wan only just beginning.

Coming home from an oullying part of
her estate, where some broken palings had
been taking her attentlon, she was sur-
prised 10 see & stranger In.the porch, With
excusable woman's vanity she tossed off &
sunbonnet which, though perhaps pletur-
esgue, Was scarcely becoming, and went to-
ward him. He lifted his soft hat and stood
with it in his hand, ;

“Is this Orsett Farm?™ he asked, avith
scarcely the amount of assurance he usual-
ly displayed, since Rhoda looked very un-
like & farmer's daughter, and he thought
“it wan somewhat trylng to a fellow to gx-
pect A milkmaid and meet a Princesa”

“I should llke & rest. Though you dJdo not
believe 11, 1 am very weary with walking.”

8he could not take this gentiemanlike
stranger into the kitchen, and the dining-
room was in disorder owing to the recent
furniture sale, so there was nothing to be
done but to Invite him Into the lttle sit-
ting-room. As she opened the door rhe
called to Maggle to bring a glass of home-
brewed to a gentleman who had jost his
way.

AR

It was not Rhoda’s words that called
forth the exclamation: It was the sight of

‘the picture . before which he stood in =
thapeody.

“It 1= a' gem—perfectly and abeolutely
beautiful-human affection transcendental-
ly handled—Jjove and you!"

He turned and looked at her suddenly,

Bhe crimsoned deeply. Was it the daring
of the Iast three words that won her, or
Was it the near approach Lo her own feel-

ings?

“Are you very fond of thie plcture? he
asked after a short pause,

*1 love it better than anything I possess
in the whole world."”

“l am glad you tove it, for It Ils very
beautiful. 8o like, too,"”

“Like whom

“Yourself, of course.”

Rhods smiled and looked affectionately
at the plcture, in which she too saw the
likonese. Suddenly, however, she seemed
to awake to a sense of the strangeness of
the Interview,

“Why should this man be here? Who was
he? A gentieman, no bore, and yet he had
intruded uninvited on her privacy.” and
once more the resolution of Sam Lucas's
¢lient rose In her mind. Bhe was about to
put a pointed, perhaps a rude, question
when Maggie came Info the reom with the
home-brewed.

Bhe very nearly let the tray she was car-
rying fall cut of her hands when she saw
the visitor. )

“Master Claude!" she cried. "The bonnle
youngster—and to think you've come back
at last!"

“Maggie! Good graclous! I did not know
you were living here,” and he scarcely
looked dellghted at the meeting.

“You know this gentleman,
asked Rhoda, a little sternly,

“Know him—why, It's Mastar Claude Mal-
travers, as owns the Manor House over the
hill. Didn't 1 llve with his gouvd mother
when he was a bit Jaddie?’

“You live at the Manor House, and you
loet your way coming to Orsett Farm?

hat an imposter!”

1“1 did lose my way, and I am no Impos-
ter,” he sald, bravely. Nevertheless, he
looked a little bit sheepish while he spoke.
“l came, as 1 believed to & farmhouse, but
1, found a Perl and a picture.’”

“Which you would like to rob me of.”

Maggle?"

she gzaid, once more remembering Sam Lu-
cas, “for I belleve you are the customer 1

t and an Artist’s Picture.

have been told of, who would give a sum
in four figures for that plcture,”

"1 will never rob you of your picture,
Miss Rhoda. If ever I have any claim to
that picture it will be by your own free
Bin”

“Then you will never possess it,” sald
Rhoda, laughing once more.” She felt hap-
pler about the ownership of her .plcture,
and the unusual little adventure, breaking
;n it did the monotony of her life, pleased

er,

Though Tlaude Maltravers "t.; hard hit
that day, and Rhoda, after his departure,
began to think that the ecavaller with
wings who was gazing on the lady in the
pleture wan rather like Claude, the end was
not to be yet, If ever, As he walked back (o
the Manor House, thinking more -of the
living pleture he had seen at Orseit than
of the painting, he felt almost as If he
\were bounding on alr, so huoyant and Hght-
hearted had this visit rendered him. Like
a bolt from the blue sky, then, wan the ap-
pearance of a grim, unpleasant-looking
man seated In the hall when, whistling &
kay tune, he himself entered the house. Of
the two brothers he had expected tp pre-
cede him In the property one was dead, the
other, a vaurien, had been disinherited.

This man was the vaurien brother’s rep-
resentative. There was to be a fight for
John Maltravers's broad acres. A will was
produced. purporting to have been made
subsequent to the testamentary paper that
aliotted the patrimony to Claude,

But yesterday Claude would have msald,
“Poor devil—let him have the property:
after all he Is my senior and has, there-
fare, a better right to It,"” and he would
have forthwith gone abroad once more in
perfect happifdess and content,

The ¢laim, however, had been put In one
day too late—he had seen Rhoda, made up
his mind he would marry no one but Rhoda,
and so was determined to fight for the suc-
cesslon to the bitter end, and If he were
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successful he would lay his fortune at the
feet of the sweet girl who had held him
captive at first sight.

To carry out this programme he went at
once to London, nor sald a word to the
lady of the picture—how could he in homnor,
since ail In the future seemed s0 uncertain?
Rhoda felt aggrieved at his behavior, and,
though she repeatedly maked herself what
right she had to expect different conduct
from a mere stranger, yet, strive though
eghe did to obliterate it, the image of the
man who had come so suddenly and pleas-
antly Into her life refused to Jeave her
mind. . S

A few weeks after this love-dawdling~
for Rhode was as thoroughly in love as
though she had known Clauds Maltravers
for months—ona day real trouble came. A
heavy bill for stock was sent In with &
peremptory Tequest for payment, and the
exchequer was empty.

She must go to Borthwick and seek an
interview with 8am Lucas; something munt
be done at oncgs

Her hat on her head, ready to start, she
was standing before the picture taking =
jast farewell of the happy life of which It
had taught her to dream, when a hand
was laid on her shqulder. She turned round
with a scream, fully belleving for the mo-
ment that she was being arrested for the
debt she owed. It was Claude Maltravers.

“My darling, you will not sell your pic-
ture. I have come to claim it, and with it
your own sweet self.”

Rhoda was so thoroughly taken aback by
this sudden storming of the citade] that ahe
had no power to resent it. This was his
way. On (hey contrary, she fainted into
Claude Maltravers's arms. L

When she came to herself it was to turn
coyly away from him, annoyed that he
should st once have discovered how she
loved him.

For Rhoda “Love and I'" was no longer a
dream; it had become a reality.

HE ROAD. A Country Love Story:.

nothin' that'a disrespectful to your father's
memory. But we've walted a sight o' years
an’ he approved our marriage. Don't you

“think it might be some time this fall—say,

Thankagivin' T

Baloame caught David's hands in hers,

“I've got to say somethin' to you. It'Nl
hurt you, dear David, but I must. What 1
want to do is this: T want to go to New
York an' taks lessons. You know I'm a
rich woman now,” with an Innocent Im-
portance, “an’ father said we could do as
we liked with the property. I'm a-goin' to!
‘That is, If you're willin’. Oh, David, It
don’t-seem as if I could be happy even In
heaven If I don't take them lessonn.” Bhe
Ppressed his hands tight; her eyes were like
stare.

David was a little pale and his kind face

‘quivered for s~ minute, ‘but *he answered

gently.
“If that's the way you feel, Saloame,

“thibre aln't nbthIn’ to do but fest-go " I've |

waited considerable long, 50 I guess a few
monthes more won't make much difference.”
And David smiled patiently,

Saloame's preparations were soon made.
A week later saw her standing on the plat-
form at Baybrook Junction, walting for her
first ride In a traln. David was with her.
The misery of the separation overcame
them both, They clung to one another un-
mindful of the other passengers, while Sa-
loame sobbed.

“It don't seem now as If I cared no great
about art."

But who can resist the excitement of a
first rallroad journey? Not Saloame Ly-
man, with her adventurous spirit and her
intense Interest in “the pagentry of human
life.” By the time she reached New York
she feit as if David, Achah, Fell, all the
people of her existence hitherto were dwell-
ers in another worid with which she had
forever severed, connections,

In June, tired but happy, she returned
home. The momning.after her arrival she
called to David, who w seing potatoes
in his m = ; i

“Don’t you want to come see all my
grand plctures”’

David climbed the fence; smiling de-
lightedly.

*“T-dunno but what I ought to get on my
mestin’ clothes If I'm a-goin' to s plcture
show.* :

Saloame laughed, yet dgwn In her heart

she thought: *“T wonder if I talk as baa

an David does? I ‘spose 1 do. I never
kntw no—any—better, an’ of course ha don't

mumumde'

their soclety. ;
“From Pau we visited Eaux-

' Cautersts,Lus, and many other piaces I have

forgotten the names of for the moment,

@rivers turmed to listen, and then glanced

g6

| sparser and of a hardler growth, and thers

i

The plctures wers mostly those severe
anatomical heads and figures which the un-
taught regard with such outward exclama-
tions of pleasure and such Inward con-
tempt. David admired them all unreserved-
Iy, calling them “handsome,’” ‘‘elegant’”
and “real pretty"; the adjectives varled,
not with the merit of the pleture, but in
mecordance with his own Ideas of, diversity.

“Bay, dearle, when's that any— u=|
comin’'?T' he asked, after a minute. *“The
15th o' July's my birthday; wouldn't It he
kinder nice to celebrate round ‘bout that
time?"

"Would you feel awful bad if we was o
put off the weddin® a little longer?"”

“For how long do you mean?' he smid,
alowly,

“THl next June, I know I'm a wicked,
selfish woman,” passionately, “but 1 do
wint just one year more. Seems as if 1
:’n't never live till 1 got down there

~paintin’. I ain't been lke other giris,
you, know, David. I ain't never had nothin®
in my whola life "cept jest scrimplin’ an’'
savin' an' workin'. Maybe, If I'd had &
chance to kinder take my-lot easy while 1
was a-growin’ up I wouldn't feel as 1 do
‘bout It, all kinder hound up In ft. If I
could have jert one year more 1 won't never
may nothln' even ‘bout It again,’” she ended
pleadingly.

Dayid's face was In shadow, sa mhe
couldn't see it; but his® voice shob¥ when
he anawered.

“There aln't very much In my life, Sa-
loame, but fest you. You're all 1 want.
When 1 have fyou, I've got everything.
When you're gpm. pretty near -all's gone.
I've been a-figuring how 1 could put you
up a little kir gt paintin’ room on to my
house, mo as you caoifid keep up your work
same as If yolh was in New York ‘most.
Course there'd be some work. Gram's get-
tin' on in years an’ it takes some care,
but I could do. the heft o' it; I'm real handy
‘bout the house. ‘I guesa that little room
can wait, though. I shouldn’t feel no com-
fort If I thought your heart was |n New
York "stead ‘o with me. Bo I guess you'd
better go an year.”

“Oh, David, if'You knew how happy "twill
mals me.” 2

Darvid cauvght her In his arms.
“My darling!" ‘Ne cried. hoarsely.

That wintér Salt worked harder ghan
ever. Bhe went about, too, in what seemed
to her a whirl of galety, for the Griffiths

took her to gxhibitions, concerts, teas, and
even to the-theater. Saloame meant to

WaS & seversr type than we had been mc-
customed to of late—the vegetation was

wers even patches of snow here and there
on the mountain side, Fur down below we
could see the Hospice that afforded rough
Recommodation for travelers en route for
Bpain or France, as the case might be;
above us the mountaln rose precipitously;
from where we sat it seemed impossible for
anyting to find foothold-on ita rocky froat.
“After a while Mrs. Reés got up and sald
she would just have & look" to/wes If the
path were as bad as it had been, /
She came back presently for one of the
Miss Kennedys, siying she had something
to show her. - : : ;
““Me tool' sald her husband lasily, but

write often to David. but she found little
time. With the spring came a great tri-
umph; the academy accepted one of her
pictures. IL was an unpretentious bit, and
It was put in rather a dark corner. It pas
Baloame’s first success, however, and hence
dearer {o her than any other grester ones
that might follow. She sat amiling to her-
self in the spring twilight the day she re-
“celved the news, when the mald annouhced
& visitor. A little, plcturesquely-dressed
woman entered and thréw her arms around
Baloame. >

“You dear, clever girll! We've just heard
and we're so happy.” .

Baloame hltished “with plegsure, "Thank
you, Mre. Griffiths,” she sald, trylng to be
calm,

“I've onfy~a minute, but I want to tell
you our beautiful plan. Mr. Griffiths and T
Are going to Paria this summer for two
Years to study and we want you to comas,
too. You must! Pare-—-and Paris teachers
—ia just what you need. It won't be ex-
pensive, for we're golng to do it all just
as economically as possible. . Don't say &
word till you think it over. I'm coming
again to-morrow,” and the visitor glided
away almost as quickly as she had'entered.

Saloame was too astounded to move. Oh,
the joyful possibilities of it. All the artistic
nature In her throbbed responaive to the
ides. What would Achah say? and Fell?
and David? At the last name her heart
contracted, palnful thoughts rushed upon
her. fhe looked stralght before her with
terrified eyes. Had the mere thought of
him brought him bodily to her? For there
he stood, and more, he was speaking.

She shrieked and sank on the sofs,

“Why, Baloame, dear girl' I must have
scared you dreadful. ‘I thought you heard
the Iady that let me In say who I was,
There! there! there!—he kinsed her sooth-
ingly and stroked her hair. Saloame was
very pale, She did not. heed his caresses.
“Don’t seem to me you look very peart,
Baloame, I guess you've been a-workin' too
hard an’ overdoin'."”

“] am tired, a little,
at home?"

“Pretty, good. pretty good.” David was
still smoothing her halr. *“'I never see so
forard a spring, my plantin’ all done, I've
bought that meadow over by Judson Fost's
—the one I've wanted so long. Got my
kitchen all painted up, too; it looks real
elick. Gram. she ain’t quite so well; seems
kind o' pernicety 'bout her food an' the
like o' that, but she's real patient.”

How's everything

there & moment, and—just when hls tri-
umphant grasp was within an Inch—fell
over.

“I heard & 'Damn.’-but the' next minute

he stooped on the very edge and bent over, |.

resching downwarda,
* “Taks care!’ I shouted, scrambling up.
*Then & furfous gust came, stronger than
any before, and bringing a shower of pedb-

-bles and mmall gravel in ita traln. Some

of thia caught me sharply in the faces
stinging like hall, and making my eYes
water so violently that 1 could not see for
a time.” e e 1 )

“Buddenly 1 heard a shtiek In a curious,

Haloame listened to these facts of his
daily life, once 80 absorbing to her, like
one in a dream.

“David,”" she sa!d at Iast, while he was
St talking—excitement had made him un-
usually communicative. “I've got some
business to ‘tend to. I want you to go get
Your supper now, an' come back i "bout an
hour to spend the evenin' with me. I've
got somethin’ to tell you. Will you?"

“Course 1 will, Saloame. I dunno as §
could have made mywself come to this awful,
distractin’ place {f you wasa't here” He
kissed her good-by tenderly.

When he had gone Saloame flew to her
own room. Bhe paced the foor back and
forth.

“T've got to detide now. I've got to tell
David to-night. I can't never put him off
another year. If I marry him I've got to
glve up all my art. There aln't no use
thinkin' of it when I marry him. Thare'll
be ths cookin’, an' the washin’, an' the
makin' butter’ an all that, besides waitin’
on old Mrs. Compton, and mendin' for De-
vid and her. I wen't get no time, an” I'll
be too wore out If I do. I'll jest live as 1
uster, never seeln’ nothin' nor mobody, mor
knowin' what's in the world. If I go with
the Griffitha I'll live the life I jest love. 1
can't give it up. Oh, I can't! Il break
David's heart If I go, and it'll: break mine
If I stay. Oh, dear! Oh, dear! Oh, It's all
Jest miserable!™ 5

But he loved ber! And, yes, how she loved
him! She started to her feet. "That's it
That's it! He loves me an' T love him.
There ain't notbin' else llke that! Fame
an’ paintin' an' all, what ars they 'long-
wide love like ours? What if I don't never
paint that great picture that's goin® to help
the world so much? I guess I'll help. ons
man to be good an' happy sn’ that's fest
a beautiful thing to do. Oh, it's love that
makes folks' lives big an' full an’ happy.
It ain’t art nor New York, nor Paris, mor
nothin® like that. It's lovin' a man like
David that means life to & woman, an’
havin’ him love her back.”

When, & few minutes later, she entered
the room whers David was waiting, her
eyes were full of a beautiful light and her
lips smiled.

“David, I'm feelln' real tired an” worn
out. 1 want you to take me home with
you. 'Tain’t no matter 'bout the rest of
the térm. An’ then, soon as ever my pet
out can be got ready—why—we'll bse ma
ried. Wa've waited two years too long.
can't bear to walt no more,

A Tragedy of the Mountains. & v. Akrine

time. He took it off and held it in his
hand, shislding somewhat the lower pert
of his face. The eveming sunlight filtered
through the leaves above and reated on his

of the construction 1

New Book Discusses
the Greatestof
American Indians.

Joscph Wramt, Brilltant Ally of the |

Terien, and Stories of Hin Presents.
tien at the British Court.

Francls W. Jfaleey has writien an {niepe
esting story, tn hin '“The Ol New York
Frontler,”” published by Scribner's, of Jo-
seph Brant. whom John Fiske and Hewry
R. Bchoolcraft have designated as “thy
greatest of all Americans Indlans of whom i
we have record."” =

Brant was . a full-hinoded Mohawk: hag @ .
been educated by white men: had been afe.
tached to the household of Bir Wilikng
Johnson whose Indian wife, Mollle Brant,
was Joseph's psister, and was inumug,-_
associated with the work of missionariey
among the Mohawk Indians before he begen
his Interesting career as the leader of the
Indlans who combined with the Torles In
the Revolution In the work of spreading
terrible desolation along the frontler of 0
New York State. Brant was a man thee- -3
oughly mccompllashed in all the arts of In=
dian warfare, and yet he was merciful
his enemies and especially to his prisonem
He often sald what was strictly true, thag )
the Torles In that warfare were more saws
age than the savages themselves. %

Brant was Lhe inspiring genlus among the
Indians during the entire conflict. and co-

operated with the British In the most ae- .

tive manner. He was well known to all the

prominent English officers, and mads two '
visita to London, where he met the dis- e

tinguished men and women of that time.

He had -interviews with Cabinet officers

in London and dined In houses where at
the same table were seated Burke, Fox and
Sheridan. He pald a formal visit to Georgs -
IIk and declined to kiss the soverelgn's &
hand, on the good American ground that
he, too, was & sovereign. But he had the
Erace to kirs the hand of the Queen. A

LETeAt ball was given in Brant's honor,

where he presented himself in full Indian
costume, with war paint. feathers and tom-
ahawk. H

The story is told that the Turkish Am-
bassador, mistook his painted face for s
visor. and ventured to touch it. thus giving
Brant an oppurtunity for sport. He sprang
back from the company near him, sounded
the war whoop In true native fashion,
glared at the Migister, and flashed his
tomshawk in the air, to the consternation
of every one present, who did not under-
stand the espacity of & Mohawk Indian for
practical joking. That disscluts Prince of
Wales, who was afterwards George IV, en-
tertained Brant, and went with him to
many interesting places in London, whiah
Brant afterwards described as “very quess
for & Prince to go to."” !

In America Brant made the acquaintance
of Washington, Aaron Burr and John Han- -
cock. He also met Talleyrand, afterwards
the War Minister of Napoleon. Until the
last years of his life he kept up a cor-
respondence with the Duke of Northumber-
Jand, at that time the head of the British
pesTage. who, In signing one of his letters
to Brant.. used these words: “Belleve me, -

; to be, with the greatest truth, your af«

te friend and brother." L
Brant spent hils Iast years oh & farm In

his. Mr. J. O. Brant-Sero, now living
Canads, went to Bouth Africs during
war in the Transvaal and served
civilian capacity, but was u

part in the fighting, because

European ancestry ware permitted by
land to do so.

GIRLS’ CLEVER RUSE e
TO HELP HER FATHER. _

“When we first Instituted our tests for

color-blindness.” sald & Northern rafiroad

I had given orders for . the men to report
at my office as they came In from thelr
runs, and one afterncon a big, fovial Irish-
man, who was one of our freight engincers,
put in an appearance, accompanied by his
M-year-old daughter. The child seemed
very shy and timid, and while I wag mak-

ing the tests, clung tightly to ber futher's

hand : _ i
“We were nothing like as strict then a8
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