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CONQUEST»/ CANAAN 
By BOOTH TARKINGTON, 
Author of - Cherry," "Monsieur Beaucaire." Etc. 
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*. 'Not a bit, replied lsiskew. "Ho 
v. went east to college last fall." 

'-Do tljp.v mnUo t)io bovs worn tlnvn 
clothes?- persisted Bradbury- "Is It 

• some kind of uniform y" 
'i dou't care -what it Is." said Jonas 

*Tabor, "If I was Henrv Loudon 1 
v wouldn't let him wear 'cm urouud 

here." 
"Ob, you wouldn't, wouldn't you, 

i» Jonas?" Mr. Arp employed tbe accents 
of sarcasm. "I'd like to see Henry 
Louden try to interfere wltli Gene 
Bantry. Fanny'd lock the old fool up 
In the cellar." 

The lofty vision lurched out of view 
"J reckon/' said the colonel, leaning 

forward to see the last.of It—"I reckon 
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It 1WM that of a tall gentleman endur
ing his nineteenth whiter. 

Henry Louden's about tbe saddest 
case ot abused stepfather 1 ever saw." 

"It's Ills own fuult." said Mr. Arp— 
"twice not huvln' tieusu cuougli not to 
marry. Him with a sou of bia own 
too!" 

tfes," assented the colonel. ''iiKir-
ryin' a widow with a son of hor own, 
and that widow Fanny!" 

* Wasn't it just tbe same with her 
first husband, Bnntry?" Mr. Davey 
asked, not for information, as he im
mediately answered himself. "You 
bet it was! Didn't she alwnvs rule 
the roost? Yes, she did. Slie made a 
trod of Gene from the (I113' lie was 
born. Bantry s bouse was run for bin), 
lite Louden's is now." 

- And look," exclaimed Mr. Arp. with 
satisfaction, "at the wav lie s turned 
out!" 

"He ain't turned out at all vet. He's 
too young," said BucUalew. "Xiesides, 
clothe9 don't make the man " 

"Wasn't lie smokin' a elgnrcct!" oi led 
Eskew triumphantly. This was final. 

"It's a pity Henry Louden can't do 
something for his own son," said Mr. 
Bradbury. "Why don't he send him 
away to colleger' 

"Fanny won't let him," chuckled Mr. 
Arp malevolently. "Takes all their 
spare change to keep Gene there In 
style. I don't blame lier. Gene cer
tainly acts tho fool, but that Joe Lou
den is the orneriest boy I ever saw in 
an ornery world full." 

' He always was kind of miscbeev-
ous," admitted Bucknlew. "I don't 
tlnnk he's mean, though, and it does 
seem kind of not just right that Joe's 
father s money—Bantry didn't leave 
anything to speak of—lias to so to 
kcepln' Gene on the fat of the land, 
with Joe gittlu- up at half past 4 to 
carry papers, anil him goln' on nine
teen years old." 

"It's all lie's lit for!" exclaimed Es
kew. "He's low down, I tell ye. Ain't 
it only last week Judge 1'ike caught 
him sliootln' craps Willi Tike's nigger 
driver and some other nigger hired 
men In tbe alley back of Pike's burn." 

'ion ever hear that boy Joe talk pol
ities?' asked Uncle Joe lliivoy. cross
ing a cough with a chuckle. "Ilis 
liead's so full of schemes fer running 
this town, and state, too. it's a wonder 

.It don't bust. Henry Louden told me 
lie's see Joe set around and study by 
the hour how to save $3,000,000 for the 
state in two years." 

"And the best he can do for himself," 
sadded Eskew, "is dc]Jvei-ln' the Daily 
/Tocsin on a second hand Star bicycle 
:nud gamblln' with niggers and riff rail'! 
None of the nice young folks invite 

ibim to their doln s nny more." 
•: ' That's because lie's got so shabby 
lie's quit goln' with 'em," said Uuckii-
lew. 
' No, it ain't," snapped Mr. Arp, "It's 

because he's so low down. lie's uo 
more 'n n town outcast. There ain't 

iitry one of the girls 'II have a tiling to 
E^.7:v.-^do with bim, except that rip-rarnr tom-
MjK* boy next door to Louden's, and the otli-
R2a« ei"s don't have tnueli to do with her 

' neither, 1 can tell je ilnt ine I i-
;> . 
Mr v. : Colonel Fhtcioft caught him suri'ep-
feig tltiously by the arm. "Ssli. Eskew t" lie 

' ••' whispered. ' Look out what you're 
sa^s* sayin'." 
fetes ' You needn't mind me." Jonas Tabor 
V'. • spoke up eilsplj. ' I washed mv hands 
IrnSc of nil responsibility fur linker's branch 
ijfeii of the family long ago. Never was one 
3;*.of 'em had the energy or bruins to 

mak<» a decent livin'. lu'siiuiiing with 
Roger—not one worth his «.-.lt I set 

, Koger's son up in business, and all the 
• return lie ever made me was to go 

iuto bankruptcy aud take to drink, till 
ho died a sot. like his wife (lid of 
sliaiuc. I done ail 1 could when I 
banded him over mv store and I never 
expect to lift a linger for 'em again. 
Ariel labors mv grandnlcee. but she 
didu t act like It. and vou can sav any* 
tiling ,\uu like about her lur what I 

. eaie. 'Ilie- last tune I spoke to her was 
f a year and a Uult arj. ami I don't 
, reckon 1 11 ever trori.'c to .igii-i " 

"How was that. Jo ' i|tili*lr In

quired Mr. Davey, who. being ths 
oldest of the party, was the most cu
rious, '•-IVliflt happened v ' 

'She was out In the street, up ou 
that high bicycle ol' Joe Louden's. II,; 
was teaehln' her to ride, an' she was 
slttln' on it like a man does. I stopped 
and loid lier she wasn't respectable. ; 

Sixteen jeai-s old. gom on seventeen!" , 
"Tlbat did she say?" J 
••Laughed!" safd Jonas, his voice lie-

coming louder as the recital of his 
wtongs renewed tlic.Ii still,, in li,* soul 

sti®s."Laughed!" i 
"What aid you 0oV 
"I went up to lier and told her sho 

wasn't a decent girl and shook the 
wheel." Mr. labor Illustrated bv seis
ing tho lapels ol .Too Havev and shak
ing him. "1 told lier if her grandfather 
bad any spunk sIiimI yit au old fash
ioned hidin lor hcbavlir that wav. 
Aud I shook the whf*el Again." Here 
Mr. Tnboi*. lorgoUluu In the wrath in* 
cited !>v (he recollectiou that he had 
not to du with an Inanimate object, 
swung the gasping and helpless Mr. 
Dave.v rapidly back and forth In Ills 
ohmr. shook It good and hard!" 

'•What did she do then?-' asked refer 
Rradburv. 
' I- eli off on me." replied Jouas vio

lently. "On purpose!" 
"I wisht shed killed ye," said Mr. 

Davey in a choking voice as, released, 
he sank back in Ins chnir. 

'•On purpose!' repeated Jonas. ''And 
smashed a straw hat I hadn't had 
three months! All to pieces! So it 
couldn't be n\'ed:' 

'•And what then?'' pursued Rrad
burv. 

"Sho ran," replied Jonas bitterly— 
"ran! And Joe Loudon—Joe Louden"— 
lie paused and gulped. 

"What did he dor' I'eter leaned for
ward iu his chair eagerly. 

Ihe narrator of the outrage gulped 
again aud opened and shut his mouth 
before responding. 

'•lie said if 1 diiln t pay for n broken 
spoke oil his wheel he'd have to sue 
me!'' 
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CHAPTER II. 

MA I.N street, already muffled by 
the snow, added to its quie
tude a froxcu hush where 
tho wonder bearing youth 

pursued his course along its white, 
straight way. None was there in 
whom impertinence overmastered as
tonishment or who recovered from the 
sight in time to leer with effect. No 
"Irab's boy gathered courage to en
act 111 the thoroughfare a scene of 
mockery and of Jov. 

And now that expression be wore— 
the indulgent amusement of a man of 
the world—began to disintegrate and 
show signs of change. It became fine
ly grave, as of a high conventionality, 
lofty, assured and mannered, as he ap
proached the I'ike "mansion." 

It was a big. smooth stone faced 
house, product of the seventies, frowning 
under an outrageously insistent man
sard. capped bv a cupola and staring 
out of long windows overtopped with 
ornamental slabs. Two cast iron deer, 
painted death gray, twins of the same 
mold.- stood 011 opposite sides of the 
front walk, their backs toward It 
and each other, their bodies in pro
file to the street", their necks bent, how
ever. so that they gazed upon the pass-

| erb.v, vet gazed without emotion. Two 
[ large calm dogs guarded the top of the 
j steps leading to the lront door. Tiiev 

also were twins and of the same In
teresting metal, though honored be
yond the deer by coats of black paint 
and shellac. It was to be remarked 
that these dogs were of no distinguish
able species or breed, vet thev wore 
unmistakably dogs. The dullest must 
have recognized them as such at a 
glance, which was perhaps enough. It 
was a hideous house, important look
ing, cold, yet harshly aggressive, and 
It sat In tbe middle of Its flat acre of 
snowy lawn like a rich, fat man en
raged and sitting straight up In bed 
to swear. 

And yet there was one charming 
thing about this uglv house. Some 
workmen were Inclosing a large side 
porcli with heavy canvas, evidenttv tor 

; festal purposes. Looking out from be
tween two strips ol the canvas was 
the rosy and delicate face of a pretty 
girl, smiling upon KtJirene Bantrv as 
he passed. It was rut obviously pret
ty face, all the youth and prottlnoss 
there for your very first glance, elab
orately pretty, like the splendid pro
fusion of hair about and above it, am
ber colored hair, upon which so much 
time bad been spent that a circle of 
large, round curls rose tihove the muss 
of It like golden bubbles tipping a 
coronet. 

J he girl s fingers were pressed 
thoughtfully against her chin as Eu
gene strode into view. Immediately 
her eyes widened and brightened- lie 
swung along the ience with the hand
somest appearance of unconsciousness 
until he reached a point nearly oppo
site hot. 1 hen lie turned his head as 
if haphazardly and met her eves. \t 
oiiue she threw out her hand toward 
him, saving nun a greeting, a gesture 
which as her finders ha:l been near 
her lips was a little like throwing a 
Kiss. He crooked an elbow and with 
a one, two, three military movement 
removed his small brimmed hat ex
tending ;t to full arm's length at the 
shoulder level, returned it to his head 
with life guard precision. This was 
also new 1o Canaan. IIo was letting 
Mamie Pike hare If nil at once 

Ihe impression was as large as he 
could have desired. She remained at 
tin; opeuuiK in the canvas and wateh-
cd him until ho wagged his shoulders 
round the next corner .and disappeared 
into a cross street. As for Lugeno he 
was calm w-JMi a great calm and very 
red. 

He had not covered a great distance, 
however, before his gravity was re-

J placed by his lormer smiling look of 
{ .lie landed gentleman amused bv the 
| innocent' pastimes of the peasants, 

I though there was uo one In sight ex-

| ccpt a woman swooping some enow 
i from the trout steps of a cottage, and 
j sho, not perceiving him. retired in-
! doors without knowing her Toss. He 
| had come to a. tbiiilv built part of the 

town, the perteet ijuiet ot which made 
I the sound he heard as he opened tho 
, picket gate ot his own homo ail the 

more startling. It was a scream, loud. 
) frantic and terror stricken. 
| Luyene stopped, witn the gate hall 

open. 
] Out of the winter suoklon ol* a grape 

iit'bor at one «<de ot ihe /our square 
j brick house a brown f aced girl ot sev-
i enteen precipitated herself through the 

air In the midst ot a shower ol torn 
cardboard which sho throw before her 

! as she leaped. She hi upon her toes 
and headed for the g.ite at top speed, 
pursued by u paJ« young man whose 
tluu arms strove spasmodically to 
reach her. Scattering snow behind 
them, hair flying, the pair sped on like 
two tattered branches before a higi 
wind. lor. as thev came nearer Eugene, 
of whom, In the tensity ot their tiigiit. 
thoy took no w>!e. it was to be ween 
thai both were so sluibbilv dressed as 
to he almost rugged. 

Ihe girl ran beautifully, but a fleeter 
foot was behind her and, though she 

dodged and evaded like a creature "ot 
the woods, the reaching hand fell upon 
the loose sleeve of her red blouse, nor 
foil lightly. She gave a wrench of fren
zy. The qntlque fabric refused the 
strain, parted at the shoulder seam so 
thoroughly that tho whole sleeve came 
away, but not to Its owner's release, 
for she had been brought round by the 
jerk, so that, agile as she bad shown 
herself, the pursuer threw an arm 
about her neck before she could twist 
away and held her. 

There was a sharp struggle as short 
as it was fierce. Neither of these extra 
ordinary wrest lers spoke. Thev fought 
Victory hung in the balance tor per 
haps four seconds. Then the girl was 
thrown henvllv upon her back In such 
a turmoil of snow tlmt she seemed to 
bo the mere nucleus ot a white cornet. 
She struggled to get up. plying knee 
and elbow with a very uuguish of de
termination. but her opponent held her, 
pinioned both her wrists with oue hand 
ami with the other rubbed great haud-
tuls of snow Into her face, sparing nei
ther mouth nor eves. 

Vou will!' he cried, ""iou will tear 
up m.v pictures! A dirtv trick, and you 
get washed for It!" 

Half suffocated, choking, gasping, 
she .still I ought ou. squirming and 
kicking with such spirit that the pair 
ot them appeared to the beholder like 
figures of mist writhing In a fountain 
of snow. 

More violence was to mar the pence 
of morning. Unexpectedly attacked 
from the rear, the conqueror was seiz
ed by t lie nape of the neck aud oue 
wrist and jerked to his feet, sunul 
taueously receiving a succession of 
kicks from his assailant. Prompted 
by au entirely natural curiosity, he es
sayed to turn his head to see who 
this might be, but a twist of his fore 
arm and the pressure ot strong fingers 
"under his ear constrained him to re
main as he was, therefore, abandoning 
resistance and. oddly enough, accept 
ing without comment the indication 
that hl^ captor desired to remain for 
the moment mcoguito. he resorted 
calmly to explanations. 

* She tore up a picture of mine," he 
said, receiving the punishment with
out apparent emotion. "Sho seemed to 
think because shed drawn it herself 
she had a right to.' 

I here was a slight whimsical droop 
at the corner ol his mouth "as he 
spoke, which might have been thought 
characteristic of him. lie was an ord 
looking boy, not ill made, though verv 
thin and not tall. Mis pallor was 
t-leai- and even, as though constitution-
.iJ, the features were delicate, almost 
childlike, bul thev were verv slightly 
distorted, through nervous habit, to 
au expression at once wisttul aud hu 
nioioils; one eyebrow was a shade 
lusher than the other, one side of the 
mouth slightly drawn down; the eye
lids twitched n little, habitually: the 
hue, blue eyes themselves were almost 
comically reproachful—the look of a 
puppy who thinks you would not have 
beaten him if you had knowu what 
was In hia heart. All of this was in 
Ihe quality of his voice, too. as he 
said to his invisible captor, with an 
air ol detachment Irom anv personal 
feeling: 

' \\ hat peculiar shoes you wear! I 
don t think I ever 1 elt any so pointed 
before." 

The rescuing knight took no thought 
of offering to help the persecuted 
damsel to arise: instead he tightened 
his grip upon the prisoner s neck un
til, perforce, water—not tears—started 
from tho hitter's eyes. 

Von miserable little muff!" said the 
conqueror. "What the devil do vou 
mean making this scene ou our front 
lawny 

MMi.v, Its Eugene!' exclaimed the 
helpless one. ' l hev didn't expect vou 
till tonight. "W hen did von got In?'' 

"Just in time to give vou a lesson, 
my buck," replied Hantrv grimlv. "In 
good time for that, mv playful .step
brother/' 

He began to twist the other's wrist, 
a treatment of bone and ligament in 
the application of which schoolboys 
and even freshmen are often adept. 
Eugene made the torture acute aud 
was apparently enjoying the work 
when suddenly, without anv manner 
of warning, he received an astounding 
blow upon the left ear. which half 
stunned him for the moment and sent 
lus hat flying and himself reeling, so 
great was tho surprise and shock of it. 
It was not a ship, not an open handed 
push—nothing like It—but a fierce, well 
delivered blow from a clinched fist 
with the shoulder behind it, and it 
was the girl who had given It. 

'•Don t .vou dare to touch .Toe!'' she 
cried passionately. "Don't you lay r 
ilnper on him!" 

l urloiis and rod. he staggered round 
to look at lier. 

Vou wretched little wildcat, what 
do yon mean by that'?" he broke out-

lion t you touch Joe: she panted. 
Doa t you — Her breath caught and 

there w as a break iu her voice as she 
laced him. She could not finish the 
repetition of that crv. "Don't you 
touch Joe!" 

But there was no break in the spirit, 
that passion ol protection which had 
dealt the blow. Both boys looked at 
her. somewhat aghast. 

Lugeue recovered hlmscif. Ho swuug 
round upon his heel, restored his hat to 
his head with precision, picked up his 
stick and touched his banio case with 
it. 

••( arr.v that into the house." he said 
jndiilercntJv to his stepbrother-

Don t you do It: said the girl liotlv 
between her chattering teeth. 

Eugene turued toward her. wearing 
the sharp edge or a smile. Not re
moving his eyes from her face, ho pro
duced with deliberation a fiat silver 
box from a pocket, took therefrom u 
eigarette, replaced the box. extracted 
a smaller silver box from another pock
et, shook out of It a fusee, slowlv lit 
the cigarette—this in a splendid si
lence. which he hnallv broke to say 
languidly, but with particular distinct
ness: 

•Ariel l abor, go home!' 
Ihe girl s teeth stopped chattering, 

her lips remaining parted; she shook 
tin; hair out ot hor eves and stared at 
him as if she did not understand, but 
Joe Louden, who had picked up the 
banjo case obediently, burst into 
cheerlul laughter. 

••ihat.s II. Oeue.' he cried g.'ivly. 
-J hat s the wav to talk to her!" 

•*S(o\v it. you young cub/' replied 
Eugene, not turning to him. "Do vou 
think 1 ni trying to be amuslng r' 

1 tl iii t know what vou mean bv 
•stow it. * Joe began, "but If'— 

"I mean." interrupted the other, not 
relaxing his faintl.v smiling stare at 
the girl—"I mean that Ariel Tabor Is 
lo go home, lteally we can t have this 
kind ol thiug occurring upou our front 
lawn!" 

I be tlusli upon her wet cheeks deep
ened and became dark. Even her arm 
grew redder as she gazed back at him. 
In Ins eyes was patent his complete 
realization of the figure sho cut. of this 
liar.- arm. of the strewn hair, of the 
fallen stocking, of the ragged shoulder 
ot her blouse, of her patched short 
skirt, of the whole disheveled little fig
ure. He was tbe master of Jhe bouse, 
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and he~Vas senffing her-bojhejTaTirbe-
haved children are sent home by 
neighbors. 

The immobile, amused superiority of 
this proprietor of silver boxes, this 
•wearer of strange and brilliant gar
ments. became slightly Intensified as 
he pointed to the fallen sleeve, a rag 
of red and snow, lying near her feet. 

'•Iou might take that with you?" he 
said Interrogatively. 

Her gaze had not -wavered In meet
ing his. but at this her eyelashes be
en u to wink uncontrollably, her chin 
to tremble. She bent over the sleeve 
and picked It up before Joe Louden, 
who had started toward her, could do 
it for her. Then turning, her bead still 
bent so that her face was bidden from 
both of them, sho ran out of the gate. 

Ariel ran along the fence until she 
came to. the next gate, which opened 
upou a walk leading to 11 shabby, me
andering old house of one story, with a 
very long, low porch, once painted 
white, running the full length of tbe 
front. Ariel sprang upon the porch 
and disappeared within the bouse. 

Joe stood looking after her, his eye
lashes winking as bnd liers. "Yon 
oughtn't to have treated her that way," 
lie said huskily. 
' Pick up that banjo case again and 

come on," commanded Mr. Bantry tart
ly. "Where's the mater?'' 

Joe stared at him. "Where's what?" 
•The mater!" was the frowning re

ply. 
'•Oh, yes. I know! ' said Joe. looking 

at his stepbrother curiously. "I've seen 

m 

you dare to tmtc/i Joe!" #?ic cried. 
It In stories. She's upstairs. You'll be 
a surprise. Vou're wearing lots of 
clothes, Gene.'* 

'I suppose it will seem so to Canaan/' 
returned tbe other weariedly. "Govern
or feeling fit?'' 

"I never saw him." Joe replied, then 
caught himself. "Oh. I see what you 
mean! Yes. he's all right." 

They had come into the hall, and'Eu* 
gene was removing the long coat, while 
his stepbrother looked at him thought
fully. 

"Gene," asked the latter in a sof
tened voice, '"have you seen Mamie 
Pike yet?' 
' You will find, my young friend," re

sponded Mr. Bantrv. **lf you ever go 
about much outside of Canaau, that la

dles' names *re not supposed to bo 
mentloued indiscriminately." 

'It s only," said Joe, ••that I wanted 
to say that there's a dance at tholr 
house tonight 1 suppose you'll be go-
mgV' 

"Certainly. Are you?" 
Both kuew that the question was 

needless, but Joe answered gently: 
' Oh, no, of course not/* Ho leaned 

over and fumbled with one foot as If 
to fasten a loose shoestring. "She 
wouldn t be very likely to ask jne." 

"Well, what about it?" 
"Outy that—that Arle Tabor's going-" 
"Indeed!" Eugene paused on tbe 

stairs, which he had begun to ascend 
"V cry interesting." 

"I thought," continued Joe hopefully, 
straightening up to look at him, "that 
maybe you'd dance with her. I don't 
believe many will ask her—I'm afraid 
they won't—and if you would, even 
only once, it would kind of make up 
for —he faltered—"for out there," he 
finished, nodding his head In the direc
tion of the gate. 

If Eugene vouchsafed any reply it 
was lost in a lotid, shrill cry from 
above, as a small, Intensely nervous 
looking woman In blue silk ran half
way down the stairs to meet him and 
caught him tearfully in her arms 

"Dear old mater!" said Eugene 
Joe went out of the front door 

quickly. 
''"frr 
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FEMININE INFLUENCE. 

JVonliere ). JJ More Felt and I.e.. 
Heeoffnlied Than In France-

There is still in every Frenchman a 
great deal of the oriental way of look 
lug at woman. 

And the French wife knows it but 
she goes on helping her "man," be she 
duchess or mldluette. She will forgive 
again and nguluj she will let him 
squander her dot und will learn how 
to do with fewer frocks (the delight 
of every Frenchwoman) In an ever 
pitiful attempt to patch up the fortune 
and happiness be has wrecked. If she 
happen to be a shopman's wife lie 
needs no bookkeeper or manager; she 
^ I" be there from morning till night 
the slave of the ledger, careful of ev
ery centime, while he, too. often will 
leave the heavier part of tile business 
In her capable hands and turn Ills at
tention to a domino party at the near
est cafe. If she be a peasant's wife 
no Oue ou the farm will slave harder 
than she. 'I here is scarcely any labor 
which she will not undertake. 

Iu every sphere womnn is too often 
the man of the house. Nowhere is 
feminine influence more active, more 
felt and less recognized than In France 
and nowhere among the civilized na
tions is man more dependent 011 wom
an, more attached to lier and less re
spectful.—London Mull. 

S]»eed of Soondv. 
"Judge David Torrence of Iierbv, 

Conn.," said a ?*ew Haven man, "ut
tered many an epigram from the bench 
In a case concerning a noise nuisance 
a scientist was once testifying before 
him about the speed of sound 
' 'Sound,' said the man. 'travels at 

the rute of 400 yards a second-' 
" 'All sound?' asked Judge Torrence 
" 'All,' replied the scientist. 
"The Judge snilled. 
" 'I'm sure you're wrong,' he said- 'I 

have noticed a great difference be
tween the speed of certain kinds of 
sound. Thus, "slander travels at the 
rate of quite 1,000 yards a second; flat
tery, HOO yards, while truth makes on-

leet a second, and, slow as Its 
Ittxf&f&jtl is, truth often fails to reach 
tbe goal, no matter liow short the dis
tance.' "—Indianapolis Star. 
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On Barton's 
Reef 

By GEORGE ETHELBERT WALSH | 

Copyright, 1006, by George E. Wnlsh p 

ADEAD animal ain't gluor'llv 
wurth morc'n what Ills pelt 
will bring In the open mar
ket, miuus the Tees an' com

missions of them rascally agents who 
come down here to swap trade with us 
an' get tho lion's slinre. an' the Jack
ass', too—me an' the rest of the hunt
ers down here belli' mostly tho Jack
asses—but a live aulmal Is an onsnrtain 
commodity that has what Captain Ken-
nelly calls "possibilities." I'm meunlu' 
bv that tlint an old diamond back rat-
tiers skin an' teeth an' rattles ain't 
wurth much more'n $5 down here, but 
a livo rattler shipped up north In a 
cage may bring $25, an', ng'in, It mav 
be knocked down for an even hundred. 

So Captnln Kennelly ain't never been 
In tbe klllln' blsnoss. An' I was brung 
up bv Captain Kennelly! "Live an' let 
live." that's been our motto, an' we've 
•waxed fat—tbe captain weighs 200. an* 
[ ain't far behind—an' wealthy, not 
millionaires exactly, but mlddlln' well 
to do. 

M e ain t never regretted beln' kind 
an' consld rate to the animals nil' birds 
—never except onct, an' then the cap
tain said 'twas my fault. I ain't dis-
putln' bill) In that, but there is room 
for a ditf ence of opinion. 

Wed been up tbe Culoosahatcble oue 
winter tryiu' to bag snakes, birds an' 
other creepin', erawlln' an' flyln' crit
ters when we got wind of a mighty big, 
sassy mountain lion rondoovoonr up 
near IVadln' Landln'. The captain de
cided at onct that we'd bag tbe critter. 
Mountain lions was bringing pretty 
handsome prices then—the Floridy va
riety beln' a little underpriced, for they 
ain t no blgger'n a good size dog. 

The captain an' I sailed up the Cn-
loosahatchie an' went campln' 011 that 
big fellows trail, an' before a fort
night we had him clip an' clean aboard 
the Martliv Ann, tied toe an' nail an* 
a-roarln' in a box on deck as though 
be d like to eat us alive. We was 
mighty tickled at our prize, an' we fig-
gered on a couple of hundred apiece 
when we landed him north. 

The Martliy Ann warn't much of a 
sailboat, but she was a lubberin' old 
cruft that did dooty for us lor well 
nigh a dozen years. When we set sail 
down the Caloosahatchle the captain 
says: 

"Steve, can't you take the Marthy 
Ann to Churlotte Harbor alone? You 
can hand the critter over to the rail
road people there an' get a receipt for 
him. I want to get off at Fort Myers 
an' run up a spell to sec Cousin 
Obadiah. lie s real sick, they say." 

I warn't goln' to stand In tho way of 
the captain's seefn' his sick consul, so 
I answered with alfermnshun an' said 
I d run back to Fort Myers In a couple 
of days an pick him up. Tbe captain 
was mighty pleased, but when I landed 
him at Fort Myers lie sort of susplsli-
toned somcthiir an' said: 

"You think you can manage It alone 
all right, Steve?' 

"111 land this old patriarch In Char-
lotto Harbor before nlglit or I'll drown 
him In tile gulf tryiir it," 1 answered 
promptly. 

I didn't know that I was maklu' a 
pretty sure guess of what I'd be doln' 
before sundown. 1 lent hove olt from 
the dock an' turued the Xiartliv Anu s 
nose toward the gulf. 1 ain't much of 
a deep water sailor, but I knew the 
coast up to Charlotte Harbor tol'rablv 
well an' I dldn t have no misgiviu's. 

That lion was mighty quiet-Ilke at 
first, but when we got away from the 
land an' he began to sniff the salt air 
of the gulf he sort of got oucasv. lie 
was gettln' out of bis element, an' he 
felt sort of homesick. Mebbe It was 
seasickness. I dunno which. Anyhow 
ho roared an' whined an' scratched to 
beat the band. lie jest kept ine com 
pnny with his noise, an' I didn't have 
no time to get lonesome. Onct or twice 
he got so scratchy that I took a look 
at his cage to see if 'twas all right. 

Barton's reef is jest ten miles sou' 
west of Charlotte Harbor—« nasty lit
tle, treach'rous shoal that sticks out of 
water at low tide an' keeps out of 
sight at flood. 'Taiu't charted, an 
sometimes a ship trips up on it an' jest 
nachnrally rips herself to pieces tryin' 
to get off ag'ln. 

I don t know what made me forget 
Barton's reef, for I'd been rouud it a 
dozen times, an', come to think of it 
now, I'd beeu nigh wrecked 011 It onct 
or twice. I ain't got uo excuse to make 
except that Hon must have made me 
forgetful by bis everlastln' roarln1 

First thing I knowed a pulf of wind 
keeled the Marthy Ann over, an' before 
I could ketch her up ag'in we struck 
sometliin'. It was only sand an' mud 
but the keel stuck there, an' the next 
wind slambanged the old lubberin' 
craft clean over on lier side. 1 wasn't 
lookln' for the sIiock an' pitched head 
foremost through the air air landed 
'bout twenty feet away. 

When I went down Into the water 
expected to hnd bottom somewhere 
less than a mile or two. but tbe sudden 
way In which I stopped showed int 
that J was on Barton's reef. I \y.ik 
standln' ou my head In 'bout a foot of 
water. There was some mud. air that 
made sticky standln', but when I final
ly got my head out of it an' the water 
cleaned out of nose an' mouth tbe 
Marthy Ann bad drifted away in deep 
water. 
I ran after her, but she was lioldlu' 

her own so tantall'/.In'-ilke that ( 
couldn't gain an Inch. I swam roun' 
for some minutes, an' then to save my 

life I turned back to the reef. I could 
see the bare back of it jest sliluin' 
above the gulf not morcn ten yards 
away. I ain't much of a swimmer, but 
I made double quick time to that reef 

I hadn't thought much 'bout that Hon 
all this time, so excited was I over tile 
loss of the Martliv Ann, but now 1 jest 
gasped for breath au' hove a sigh of 
reilef. If I d lost the Marthy Ann. I'd 
saved tbe I1011. There- he was crawlin' 
out of the water upon the reef as limp 
an' frightened as a water rat with 11 
dog ou bit* trail. His big cage was 
lloatln' away Willi the tide, runniii' a 
close race tor shore with the capsized 
boat. 

I haw how tlilmrs had lKippened-
'I he Marthy .Aim li:td (lumped (lie cage 
an' lion Oil the reef, air the blow had 
bust open the flats, air there you are! 
'Ilie lion was tree to go air come-
When I swam to the reel' he had full 
possession, but he was so wet an' 
frightened that lie jest sat tlie.-e 1111' 
shivered an' tviare.l. 

'You gie.tt, lii:. onery cow:ia1." I 
says, sliakin my list at bin.- "You 
ain't got away yet. air I'll keen you 
here until the captain emies fur us " 

The reel warn t more than tilly feel 
long and twenty wide, but there was 
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room enough for both of us. I crawled 
up an' tried to dry my clothes. At 
first the lion noticed nothing but roared 
for help. Then he got a sight of me 
an' slunk to the other end of the reef. 

"You keep there," I says, feelln' bet
ter by talkin' to him as if he was a 
human beln', "au' don't you come on 
my end." 

We both felt better after we got 
dried off a bit. Tbe sun was pretty 
hot an' It scorched the water up like 
a hot Iron. First thing, then, that big 
critter began to lick himself, au' then 
he eyed me out of tbe corners of his 
eyes. 1 didn't partie'lar like the way 
he did It. It seemed as if he grinned 
an' theu shook his head to show me 
that he warn't hurt. 

Well, I suppose nothln' would have 
happened If the tide hadn't come up 
an' made Barton's reef look like a 
turtle's back. The water jest rose up 
higher an' higher, an' every minlt we 
had to move closer together. 

The lion didn't like gettin' his paws 
wet an' was for retreatiu* toward me, 
an' I didn't fancy closer quarters with 
him an' jest stayed as near my edge 
of the reef as I dared. 

Xow, as 1 have remarked, tbe 
Floridy mountain lion ain't no kind of 
a fighter, but wheu he's coruered I've 
some respect for him. I saw -right 
away that trouble was a-brewln'. 
When tho reef got too small to hold 
both of us one or t'other had to git, an' 
I didn't fancy beln' the one to go 
a-fioatin' adrift ou the gulf In that 
latitude. 

"Now, you great big yellow cuss," 
L said, addressin' his lionshlp, partly 
to keep up my courage, "I ain't liuntin' 
for trouble, but if you seek It I'll do 
my best to make things mighty on-
pleasant for you on this little sand 
speck." 

Right then a change come over the 
critter. lie seemed to accept the chal
lenge an' began to growl and crouch. 
I jest faced liiin an' got ready for his 
spring. But tbe tide coinin' lip from 
behind lapped a wave over his tall an' 
made him turn roun' like a shot. He 
crept au inch closer an' watched for 
things to develop. 

We hadn't more'n five feet between 
us, an* I was tremblir.' most as much 
as that big brute when somethlu' 
bobbed up near tlio reef. We both 
looked at it, an' when-I saw It was the 
lion's old wooden cage fioatln' back 
ag'ln I jest made up my mind to jump 
for It. It was a pretty hefty box an' 
big enough to carry me. 

I edged away toward It, an' when it 
was as nigh as I thought It would come 
I waded out In the water an' made a 
grab for It. By lyln' slantwise on It, 
with my feet iu the water an' my head 
'bout three feet above it, 1 was 
tol'rably comfortable, an' I addressed 
myself to tbe marooned critter ag'ln: 

"Now you kin have tbe reef an' all 
that goes with it. I'm off for the 
Floridy coast or a trip to sea. Any-
thin g's better'n beln* drowned on that 
reef or beln' chewed up by a cowardly 
lion." 

I guess my words sort of startled 
him, for he growled an' whined an* 
r.eomed anxious to accompany ine. He 
was sort of sorry at my desertin' him. 
At any rate he crouched down on the 
reef, his tall in the water an' his head 
mighty close to the other edge of the 
reef, an* then I saw him spring an* 
shoot through the air just like a sky. 
rocket, 

There was a crash an' dlsturhlu* uu-

/ pitched headforemost through the 

duhishlou of the gulf. I saw stars an' 
sharks au' numerous oilier onpleasant 
{Lings. When I got a grip on the /Ioat 
In' box ag'in I war. Inlf drowned, an 
that old lion was haugji* for dear life 
on tbe other side ef it. lie was 'bout 
as frightened as I was. His paws was 
within two feet of my hands, au' I 
could feel his breath fanuin' my cheeks, 
but he warn't fer l!gbliu' any more. 

We liadu't improved our position* 
much, for that wabbly old craft warn't 
built for rwo. Both of us. couldn't 
keep our balauce at onct. Wlieu the 
Hon was up I was down, an' wheu I 
bobbed up above the gulf his head 
went unacr. We went seesaw-in' like 
this for some time, neither one able to 
catch his breath. 

Theu It occurred to that tarnal crit
ter (hat I was #ryfif to duck him, an' 
lie began to hit out at me. suappln' air 
snarlin' fit to give one the shakes. 
After pa win' some of the hide off my 
hand be got more brave an' tried to 
climb over on my side. That was his 
ondoin', for the box tripped cloau over 
an' landed both of us in the water. 
The box floated away, an' we had to 
make a swim for it. 

• I got there lirsl, for I had begun to 
scent sharks. 1 dreaded 'em worse'n 
all the lions in Floridy. I jest yelled 
an' jumped up on the box an' tried to 
hold my feet l.i the air. 1 kicked an' 
splashed to frighten Ihe lion away, but 
he was game. He came on like a pad
dle wheel, churnin' tbe water into a 
terr'blu foam. 

He struck the box ag'in with a baug, 
an' over we went onct more, turnin' a 
clean somersault In the water. 1 went 
down pretty nigh to the bottom of the 
gulf an* then bumped up agin the box 
so hard that I had a headache for a 
week alter. 

The lion was there ahead of me, an' 
he took a turn at figbtin' me off. I saw 
he was gettln' on to the game. The 
box was a good boat for one, but too 
small for two. One or t'other had to 
keep off, an' as possession Is half the 
law tbe big yellow cuss was golu' to 
hold on to his advantage. I couldn't 
get a hold of the box without gettln' a 
swipe that ripped up a yard of human 
hide. 

I saw somcthin' in tho water a little 
way ahead that made matters worse. 
It was a shark ooniin' to see what all 
the disturbance was 'bout. He was 
sailln' along like a revenoo cutter after 
harbor thieves. I knowed theu 'twas a 

question of sliark or liofi. 
An' I chose the lion! If I could knock 

him off, tho shark might be satisfied 
with hlui an' leave me alone for a spell. 
I jest made for that box au' put up tbe 
fight of my life. It was give an' take, 
an' no quarter for the vanquished. 

My. how we spit an' tore an' cuffed 
each other! It was like a cat an' mon
key tied up In a bag. We didn't stand 
on any rules, but jest fought fit to kill 
an' never knowed how much we was 
tearin' each other to pieces. 

But I hadn't forgot tbat shark. I jest 
kept a weather eye on him an' tried to 
twist the box roun' so he'd come up 
under the lion an* not on my side. I 
guess the battle would have gone hard 
with botb of us an' the shark would 
had a dinner of lion meat an' human 
legs If reseoo hadn't come In the nick 
of time. 

I heard a voice call over the water In 
the captain's drawl, "Hello, Steve! 
What you trylu' to do? Don't kill that 
lion. Part of him belongs to me.*' 

I jest twisted roun* mighty scared, 
for I thought 1 must be a-dreamin', 
an' there was Captaiu Kennelly In tbe 
Marthy Aun, sailln' straight down up
on us. 

"Good Lord, captain!" I says. "I'm 
nearly tuckered out." 

Then I dropped tho |iox an* swam for 
the boat. 

But, If you'll believe It, that old yel
low critter was ahead of me. He just 
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My, how xvc spit an' tore an' cuffcd each 
oUicr! 

leaped from the box to the deck of the, 
Marthy Aun an' was ragln* an* roarln' 
up an' down it when I crawled aboard. 

"Steve, this is bad work," said the, 
captain. "I thought I could trust you 
better'n that. If I hadn't felt susplsh-
ous 'bout you an* come down jest In 
time to find the Marthy Ann fioatln' 
away on her sides we'd lost our prize 
tiu' the boat too." 

I didn't have breath for any reply 
iheu, but I felt mighty like explodln* 
an' sayln' sometliin' that would hurt 
the captain's feejln's. But I didn't, an* 
later I forgot all 'bout It In the excite
ment of capturin' au' eaglu' that old 
lion ag'in -the cause of all tbe trouble. 
He seemed to think he owned th« 
Marthy Ann, an' we had a long ttteale 
to convince lilui of his errors ^ • 
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Maker n Difference.*5*" * 
"George told me today he loved me 

more than his very life." 
"Nonseuse. All the young men say 

that." 
"That may be true. But they all 

don't say It to me." 

tie removes the greatest ornameut of 
frlcudihlp who takes away from It re* 
spect.—Cicero. 

THE PASSION PLAY. II 

It. Orfcfn, According to the Tradi
tion of Oberanwieriran. 

According to local tradition, the ori
gin of the Oberammergan Passion 
play was as follows: When in the yenr 
1033 a deadly plague threatened to de 
populate the districts of Parteuklrchen, 
Esclieloke and Kolilgrub, which are 
separated from Ainmerthnl, or the val 
ley or tbe Aninier, by a rampart of 
mountains, the Ammertlialers succeed
ed for a time in protecting themselves 
against the dread contagion, but one 
day a native who had been working ail 
Rummer at Kscbeloke evaded the quar
antine and entered the Ammertbal by 
a secret path in order to celebrate an 
annual cliurcb festival with his fam 
lly. Two days afterward he was t 
corp.se, and iu less than three weeks 
the plague had carried off eighty-four 
of the Ammerthalers. 

Despairing of nil human succor, the 
terrified survivors addressed them-
selves to God and registered a solemn 
vow that if he heard their prayer and 
removed the scourge they would, rep
resent, every ton years, "for thankful 
remembrance aud edifying contempla
tion, and by the help of the Almighty, 
the sufferings of Jesus, the Saviour of 
the world." 

Not a single person died of tbe 
plague after the vow was made, though 
mauj' were affected by it. The first 
representation of the Passion ploy In 
fulfillment of the vow of these simple 
villagers took place nt Oberaiumergau 
in tlie following year, aud It has been 
repeated every ten years without a 
single omission. 
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