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| "Why? Desry mé, Edward" sald
Hepzibah, recovering Lerselt a little,
“how you do talk, and how you do look

Old Blazer’s Hero

By DAVID CHRISTIE MURRAY.

| At a body over a little bit of civility like
I'thnt: The poor thing's never goue und
sent It back agaln?"
“What Is the menning of all this?"
! snild Blane, stern and eold.

" ahnking herselt back Into cournge by an
| effort—"the meaning of it 1€ ne 1 wanted

HED ONICAGO

“The menning of it." waid Hepzibah,'
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CHAPTER XIV.—(Continued.)

“A pretty market you've brought your
plen to, miss!™ said he.

Of the two hie had been rather more
eager for the marringe than she had.
1t had been half to plepse him, and be-
canse hix consent seemed partly to sine
tity the effart, that she had imposed
upon herself the task of drawing the
prodignl from his evil wnys,

“Yon spenk,” she sabl, “as It 1 had
been to Wame*’

“I reckon,” he sald, with some asoer

Ity, “as when o gell's husbinmd erons awany |

from lier after no more than three
months ns there's pretty likely to be
some wort of n reason for it

Muary's reply to this was disingenuous,
or ot least shie felt it to be s,

“You have no right to say he has run
awny., He has lert home on business,
There s hix lettor."

“H—m." sakl Hownrth, afier having
deliberntely rend the letter through and
handed it to his wite. “Thinks he's go-
Ing to be prosperous, does het Well, I
hope he may. Bat it Jooks very much
aw it 10 got a burden back again ox 1
thonght 1'd got rid on”

Thix was intended to mean no more
than that his danghter should come home
with a due and proper sense of her own
poor deservings and of the parental
magnanimity. In point of fact, it was
Hownrth's way of appronch to a friend-
Iy understanding, but there are methodn
of appronch which have the look of re-
trent, and this wans one of them."

“You need not fear, father,” answered
Mary, “that 1 xhall be a burden to you."

“No?" snld Howarth sativieally. “Well,
that's a blessin', anyway."

“It's uever been my way to be one o
them complainin' crentures an ud made
you belleve as all the wortles |' the
world wns on thelr backe and none of
‘em on my shoulders,” sald Mrs, How-
arth, “HBut If I've held my tongue It's
piver been for want o' tronbles to talk
about, If 1'd heen one o' them as does
the talkin' ensler than the sufferin', 1've
had enongh to put up with this Inst five-
and-twenty year, and if 1'd been one of
the complninin® sort 1've had plenty to
complain about. Bot that was niver my
farhion, and I'm not a-going to alter my
wuys nt my time o' litfe, But this 1 will
u,,_n

And the henrers howed themselves be-
low the voenl storm,

CHAPTER XV,

The mother's tearful protestations
hardened the girl's heart.  Bhe would
have asked for hrend and they gave her
a stone. The mere right to live without
labor, with reprouch for the wages of
idleness, hnd no enticement for her, and
the mannine of giving the stone was as
vterile of feeling ns the gift itself,

“In this all you have to sny to me?"
she asked, with definnce in the tone and
In the eyes.

“"What d'ye expect we shonld have to
sny to yout" asked her father. “Hay ax
we're glad to see you chucked over by
your husband, and sent back to be a
welght on our old age?"

“I whould never be a welght on your
old age,” she nnswered, “I will work
for myselt nod never ank you for n

“You'll make a nlee hand at workin'
for yourself," sxnld the mother,

From the parents’ polut of view It
was absolutely necessury  that  Mary
rhould be convinesd of her own unwor
thiness, nud shonll demand ald before
they were justified in giving It; and, to
do them Justice ns they deserve, the cons
ple were much readier to give nll the help
that wax required than they professed to
be. But they hnd made it u condition
that the help should be asked for, and
thelr danghter had made it a condition
on the other side that it should be offered
hefore she would accopt it.

“1 shall never nxk anything from you,"
she snid,

Howarth's heart was a little tonched
at thix, and he was nlnost on the polnt
of saying that the help might be had
for the askiug. HBut he deferred that
kindly impulse, and the girl went on,
with fiashing eyes and heightened color:

“I have done no wrong, If wrong has
been doue at all T am the sulferer by It,
nud you have no right to come here and
wlk to me ax if 1 were left alone In the
world by auy fanult of mine”

“Pride and hnnger,” sakl the mother.
“ape poor compunions, Polly, nnd yon'll
find that out afore long. [ don't see
as we've made much by coming here,
John," she ndded, nddressing her hus-
band, “and 1 think we may us well go
home nguin'

This monoeuver was designed to do
nothing more than to bring Mary at once
to terms, It had n contenry effect, for
Howarth riking, to poiut his wife's
speech by n show of willingness to ebey
her, Mary andvanced to the door with
more than netunlly necessnry vehemence,
and thwwlng It wide open, stoml on one
piile, with heaving boskom nml pale face
ond scorntul oyes, as her parents left the
TuO.,

“Her won't be long o'  that  mind,
Jahw," sald the mother, ns the two came
upon the street together,

“Her'd better not be, for lier own
sake,” the bullder nnswersd,

Aund so they mude thely conselences
tolerably ensy, and walted for the next
overtures for peave to come from their
daughter, under the profound impression
that they had mude offer of the olive
branch and that the offer had been re-
fused,

In the meantime the little maid, hav-
ing received permission to go home, start-
@l off o apprise her mother of the fact
that she had lost her place, The mald
was garenlons, s malls are at times,
and she Liad sueld n budget of pews to
open nx she had never cgrried betore,
Bhe told the wondering t|l|1 woman, her
mother, how Mr, Hackett had run away
nobody knew whither, aml now AMrs.
Hackett had no money left, she wns
quite sure, and how the shelves were
bare In the larder; aud how, when she
had geked It she should eall on the
buker or the butcher or the grocer with
orders, her mistress hond nnswerad yuiet-
Iy in the vegative. And it chanced that
while the maid was telling this doleful
story Iepsibah arrived upon the scone in
senrch of a further consignment of fruit
for preserving, nnd wos at once made o
partaker of the news,

“Do you mean to tell me," psked Hep-
gibah, “that there's nothing to eat in
the house?"

“There's barely as much,” sald the
mnid, “ax'll serve for tea time."

The kindly Hepsibah sat miserably as
toulshed ot this intelligence for a mis-
@te, and then bLrightened, J

L% lie thinks hinself,
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“It Ineky for him," whe said, “1 spoke
my mind to old Jack Hownrth o'remdy
this morning, for 16 1 hadn't 150 hin' had
to ha' gone to him now, for all o hig |
ot look here, my
denr” she ndded, growing saddenly eot-
filential, “this affair of Mres. Hackett's
ain’t a thing to be talked nbont"”

SNoS sndd the mnkd  solemunly; she
wontld not bronthe o worl,

The mald's mother, who was perlings
the most inveternte gossip i the town- |
ship. promisod o similar seeroey,

Al now." sald Hepzitinh, “have yon
loft your place, or are you going ek |
ngnin

“I've got to go back for my things" |
stbd the maid, “aml 've come to got
mother's wheelbarrow to bring ‘em home
on, "

“Well, then," snid Hepzibah, “yon be
there in holf an hour in the back Kitehen,
and 1 shiall come aronnd to Fou and have
something to say to yon,"

There wns an nir of benevolent mys
tery nbout Hepzibah ns she wsald this
which exeited the euriosity hoth of mnid
i mother; but she contented herself by
mysthe nods nnd smiles, and having se-
cired her supply of feait, depnrted, Bhe
left the hasket nt her mistrexs’ house,
and ran with o gaunt and Jerky gnit, nt
which anybody unaequainted  with the
nnture of her ereand might have laugh-
ed, o her mother's,

“Han that rabbit ple been cut luto
yet ¥ shie demnnded breathlessly,

“Ne,” walil her mother. 1 was r-keep-
in* it for to-morrow.”

Hepzibnh marched stralghtway to a
cupbonrd in the ecorner of the kitchen,
and there possensed herself of a sub-
stantinl ple, which she procesded to fold
up In n snow-white cloth, which she se-
cured by hinlf a dozen pinse drawn from
different parts of her own person, The
old womnn looked on at this for a while
In dumb astonishmoent.

“What on earth,” she asked at last,
“heest goln' to do with the ple? It isn't
llke yon, Hepzibah, to come and steal
your mother's victnaly"

“1'I get time to-night,” sald Hepaibah,
“and come up nnd make a new nn; but
1 want this now." And to the old lady's
Infinite astonishiment she took up the
paxtey and marched off with. ft, still
breathless from her run,

Bhie bore It straight to Mrs, Hackett's
house, nnd, entering by the back door,
confronted the malkd, who was alrendy
there awalting her, -

“Now, mind you," wmald Hepzibah,
warning the mald with great solemnity,
“what you have got to do now has got
to be handled very proper and polite.
You've got to take thix here ple to Mra.
Iackett, with Mrs. Blane's best compli-
ments, and to say''—and here Hepaibnh
begnn to blush amd had some diflenlty in
encountering the mail's glance—"you've
got to say ax Mre, Blape had two o
these made, expecting company as never
enme, amd ax she's afeald an 1) grow
stale upon her hands, nnd as xhe hopes
that Mrs. Haockett will be wo good as to
neeept of i

Now, thix Is by no means an nwneom-
mon form of rural elvility; but It hap-
pened, unfortunately  for  Hepribah's
trand, that Mary Hackett and  Mew,
Blane hind never been on terms to offer
ench other this wort of homely rostic
Kindpess, And when Hepaibah hod gone,
nnd the maid, nothing doubting the story
she hind to tell, but being fully able to
divine the real intent of the gift, ap-
proached her mistress with the ple amd
Hepzibal's tiale together, it seomed to
Mary's ontraged feelings the cryelest in-
sl she hod yet received. Bhe was n
little crenture: but for n mere Instant
she seemed to tower, nind she stomd over
the trembling mald like a statue of In-
dignation, 1t cost her nmch trouble to
quiet herself, but in a little while she
suceeeded, '

“Puke the ple back to Mrx, Blane with
my best thanks for her kindness," she
snid, “and tell ber that 1 cau mnke no
nse of it.'"

The mald, charged with this message,
which seemed to her mind to make the
deadliest possible breach of politeness,
would willingly have abandoned the ple
by the romdside, nnd indeed lingered a
good five minutes in front of Mrs, Blane's
house before she dured to ring the bell,
When at lust she plucked up courage to
do thin, and was rehiearsing Lier speech
in preparation for Hepxzibah, the door
opencd and u beurded face appeared,
kindly In expression by nature, but look-
ing at thin moment stern and white
enonigh to frighten the maid's wits away
nltogether,

“What Ix it, my dear?’ he asked her
gently, seeing thut she wan alarmed,

“1t's not my fault, If you please, sir,”
skl the mald, “but missus won't keep
the ple. nnd she skends It back to Mrs,
Blane with her best thanks."”

*Oh sald Blane; “and who is your
mistress "

“Mrs, IHockett, if you plense, sir,"
sl the ki,

Ned Blane deopped the ple dish, which
went to pleces within its cover, He
stooped  with  an expression  of grave
prdn 1o reeover It amd stood with it in
hisn hands=—n wet and stieky  moss—uos
he looked down ot the girl,

“Mrs. Blane,” he sald, “sent this to
Mrs, Hackett 7

*You, sir,”

Phank you," sald Blane quietly; “that
will do.”

The girl, having discharged her cy-
rand, made the best of her way back,
gl that it was over; il Blane, having
closed the door, walked steaight into the
kitehon, where his mother gat n her cuss
tomary place by the side of the hearth,

“Mother, he  sald, depositing  the
wrecked ple on the table and turniong
Hpon her in grave reproof, “his s an
fusule,"

“Lawk n merey!” ered M Blane,
“whot's an insolte” \

*Your semding this ple to Mrs, Haeck-
et

“Ple to Mrs, Flockett!” sald his moth-
er, In grent astonishment., “What's the
Ind talking about, in the nome of won:
der? I've sent no pie to Mrs, Hackett!”

At thix fustant Hepaibal, who had
heen nttending to some duties in the rear
of the house, bounesd suddenly into the
kitchen, nnd hearing these words stood
tennsfixed with o sense of her own guilty
deceit, Dlape looked up ot her and read
the truth in her faoce ut o glunee,

“It was you," he nsked, “who sent this
ple to Mrs, Hockett?"

Hepzibah paled and held on to the
latch of the door for support, “¥ou sent
it as coming from my mother?' Hepai-

m [ to do the poor ecreiture i Kindoess ns

her pride wonlidn't stand,”

Riano taened ax pale ns Hepzibah had
been nodnnte enrlier,

“A kindnesst' he askel
¥ menn !

“Moenn!" salil epzibah, half erying
with the shoek of her recent detection
and the weetehsd sense that she was
giving Intense pnin 1o the one erenture
shio loved hest on earth, “What honld
I mean, bhut that the poor creature’s
starving ¥ -

“Dwenr me!™ sald the lymphatie Mres,
Blane, In a volee s moeh moved and as
expressive of tendor Interest nx if she
bl sskod n question alont the wenther,
SApe vou tilking about Polly Howarth,
Hopmibinh ¥

The pore man tarned abont and &ood
for n minute with one hand on the table
near the broken pasty, A eavious little
wisping gl eseaped him. 1t was so
wlght that 1t Al not attenet his mother's
netfes, bt Hepribah went white agnin
amd miade o movement townrd him with
her hands ontsteetelied, ns if e wonld
faln proteet and soothe him,  He seemed
to hiear the step helibnd, and, as if to
avold it, he walked from the kitchen
withont looking Lelind him and went
heavily up Yo his own room.

“What de

CHAPTER XV

A man's virtnes and offenxes are al
winys i neeonl with each other.  Thin
dogma  Is neither =0 profonnd nor so
shinllow by n good half as it may seem
nt first sight to diferent minds, The
mean man's virtues are menn, the brave
mon's viees have at least the credit of
lwing conrngeons,

I'his being admitted as it must be, it
bhecomes a metter of profound surprise
to deteet Ned Blane in the act of fors
gory. Yet, when he had sat in his own
Wwulroom for some half honr he arose and
shook himself, and set gbont that tnsk
with nn alr of resolntion. He took pen,
Ink and paper, and having xet a page of
lis own handwriting before him, he bes
gan to write In a legalklooking hand,
piusing every now and then to make
sure of the form he commonly employed
for a given letter, and then painstak-
ingly avolding n likeness to it. The let-
ter, when completed, ran thus:

“Keston Bquare, Brocton.

“Madam—I am Instructed by Mr, Wil
lium Hackett to forward to you the en-
colosed, Your obedient servont,

“INO. HARGREAVER"

e addressed an envelope, and then,
having onlocked n deawer in his dross-
ing tahle, tonk from it a twenty-dolinr
il and folded It up and sealed it with
the letter.

“I have business in Brocton, mother,”
lie snld ar he entered the kitchen with
the forgery In his pocket. *“1 shall be
ek before dark Iif 1 enn eatech the bus,
bt it 1 don't manage that, you're not
o sit up for me."

Hepribah looked at him with a timid
inquiry, and as he left the roomn arose
nud followed him, laying a hand upon

his nrm.
(To be continued.}
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Not His Forte.

Clyde Flteh, the playwright, says
that n well-known New York manas
ger wan recently much annoyed by the
persistent  applieations for a  “job™
wade to him by n most pecullar looking
andd seedy Individual,  Thne amd thne
ngaln, It appenrs, the manager had res
ferred this person to his stage mnna-
gor. “Talk to Blank,"” he would say,
Interrupting  the man's attempts to
nnme his qualifieations,

Finally the seedy man In search of
a Job did*see Blank, the stuge mnnas
ger, who at that thoe was In the thea.
ter, listening to the efforts of candl-
dutes for the chorus, As there was a
nwmber abhend of him, the pecnllar
woking  Individuonl  would, between
wongs, Interrupt the stnge mnnager
with his requests for a Job, Exasper
ated, the stage manager at  length
turned 1o the planist and bpde him
play an necompaniment for the strang-
er. With some hesituney the applicant
for n Job employed what volre he had
In song., 1t was as bud s bad could
be,

Disgusted, the manager stopped him,
“And you have the audacity to ask for
a job!” he exclalmed, wrathfully,

“C‘ertalnly,” replled the man,

“Why, you can’t sing a litle biti*
sald the manager, astonished,

“I don't claim to be able to sing,*
replied the seedy Individual, calmly,
“And I don't want to sing. 1'm n stage
carpenter. I was only singing to please
you peuplel”

Queer Matted Fir Tree,

“One of the grentest naturnl curios-
itles 1 ever uaw Ix the matted fir trees
of North Carolinn,” sald . R. Rall, of
Raleigh, In the Washington Btar, *I
have never found a botanist who counld
explain the phenomenn, but there s n
grove of fr trees on the slde of Mount
Mitebell which when they attain the
helght of elght or ten feet hegin to
twine thele branches ad  form flat
tops, They grow In this way until
the tops ave perbaps twenty feet In
dlnmeter and these have In some In-
stances  combined with the  tops of
other Hke trees anmd o person can waolk
for n conslderable distance upon these
taps,

“Phey are undonbtedly o species of
fir, but wholly unlike the other tirs
whileh arve plentifol In that section ex-
cept In appenranece of follnge, [ have
taken severnl sclentisie out to see these
trees and have not yet found one who
hind ever seen or heard of a shnllae
growth, They ocenpy an nrea of only
n few acrens and are fouml nowhere
else In the North Caroling Mountains,"

No Accounting for Tastes,

The pretty ghel lert her seat and
went over to the other side of the ear
to get away from o passenger who
smelled strongly of tolaceo,

1 don't see how a wan can bear to
put a nasty old” pipe Iu his mouth!™
she mutteraed,

But she muttersd it
tinetly.

Bhe was holding between her rosy
lips the battered old B-cent coln with
which she was about to puy her car
fare,—Chleago Tribune,

rather  Indls-

Respect for the man who I8 & bet-
ter financler than yourself doesn't in-
dicate that you would be willing to let
him run your business,

Only those get to bheaven whe

hnd

. .

bah was silent, and looked am if she
were charged with murder. “Why
[did you :
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2. R. CARTER,

J. B. CARTER,

Z. R. CARTER & BRO,,

Wholesale Dealers in

(rain and Hay

Halsted and 16th Sts.,

Telephone Canal 27. CHICAGSGO
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M. P. Byrne Construction Co.

CENERAL
CONTRACTORS

Sewers, Water Works, Conduits, and
Electric Plants a Specialty.

88 East Washington Street.

J. J. VANDERBILT

DEALER IN

Hay, Grain
and Feed

Baled Shavings and Salt.

Washburn-Crosby Go’s Gold Medal Flour

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.
Corner Michigan Avenue and 112th Place.

J. BR. SMULSKI & CO.,,

868 NOBLE STREET,

PRINTERS,

“QAZETA KATOLIOKA,"” the Best Advertising Medd
um among th~ Polish residents of Chicago and Amerien.

ASK FDR VIENNA. -

NEW ENGLAN
LIS
BREAD. OREAM OF MALY.

AT ANY SROCERY,
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Coune’s Bakeries,

164-168 Madisen 8¢.. and 179-181 Lake 8¢

e
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)

has revolutionized trade
methods broadly and brought
to the individual opportuni-
ties of business growth never
before possible.
Why not enjoy the advane
tages and profit of the tele.

phone
Yourself ?

THE BEST SERVICE
AT LOWEST RATES:

Chicago 1-‘Tepl|olle Co.

FRAZER

ASK
g

The Best )
Axle Grease (SajEescies
- b M Chicago,

8t. Louis.

TAKE NO OTHER,

AXLE GREASE

For Omnibuses, Carrlages, Wagons,
Drays and Threshing Machines.

FRAZER LUBRIATOR GO., MANUFACTURERS

TELEPHONE NORTH 270

WILLIAM EISFELDT

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
AND EMBALMER

FINE LIVERY
86-88 RACINE AVENUE

CORNER GARFIELD AVE.

D. M, FULMER, Pres. WM. C. KUESTER, V.-Pren. & Tres,

WM. J. N, SCHROEDER, Sec.

FULMER, KUESTER, SCHROEDER CO.

MANUFACTURERS AND DEALERS IN

LUMBEIR

LATH, SHINGLES AND POSTS
Mill=work and Interior Finish.

CEDAR POLES AND POSTS MORTOR GHOVE. LLiNOIS
Telephose Lake View 599 Mills: Welllagtes, Mich.
14581478 LINCOLN AVENUE, CHICAGO.,

W. A. HINKINS

PROPRIETOR OF THE

firie Livery and Boarding Stable,

199 TO 201 ERIE STREET,
CHICAGO.

Telephone North 1078,

Strictly High-grade Carriages, Broughams and Light Livery

E. MUELHOEFER & BRO.
UNDERTAKERS.

112 and 114 Clybourn Avenue,

ANK YOUR
GROCER
FOR
THESE
BRANDS,

NONE BETTER.

The J. C. Grant Chemical Company,
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