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“Well, Molly!”  Mrs, Briggs klased
bor danghiter sgaln tenderely, “1'm gind
o get you buek, It wis unreasonablo
In your Uncle Page to keep you for
months. 'l never apare you #) long
again* »

“That len't the ouly thing Uncle Page
Is unreasonable ubout,” Mary replied,
following ber mother to the bugky.

Mre. Hriggs sald nothing wore unti)
they wore Jouging wloug the plensant
road, Then she turned wlith & doubt
ful pmlle, “Wo muy as well have It
out nnd done with, Molly. Of course 1.
know you mesn that your unele Is un
reasonnble about that schoolteacher,
but he's & good Judge of men.” "

“Ha In too prejudieed to Judge falr
1y, Mary declared, “And he prejudic.
o you ngninst Allen top, If you ounly
wilted untll you had become pequalns
ol with him, mother"—

“I would peyey consent to your aar
rylug o mere schoolteacher!” M,
Briggs broke in, -

“Allon hasp't taken It up as a lfe
profession,” Mary hastenod to explain,

“Tlme be's pottered around at eoun-
try school teaching n fow years he'll be
spolled for mnything elve,” Mrs, Briges
ausertdd, “und T ¢an't bave you ted to
that kind of a man, dear.”

Mary was sllent, and ber mother
sortitinized her face, finding It thinner
than it should be And pale, now the ex-
citement of thelr moeting bad passed,
That made her nuxions,

“Yon camn't really have cared for
hlm, Molly, so as to make you unhap-
py! You hnd never seen him untll you
waett up there, and your father and I
were two years, off and on, making up
our winds."

“I think It Is diferent with some,"
Mary wald shyly, her chooks pluking.
“It seemed as If we had known each
other always, from the first, and 1 saw
bim constantly, you know, til Unele
Page Interfered, | care for him more

an 1 enu ever eare for any one else,
but 1 conldn't defy you, mother.”

“1 suppose he was angry over my let-
ter?' Mrs, Briggs sald tentatively,

“No, he wasn't aogry, but he felt
that you were unfalr In not giving him

HlE FLUNORD OUT OVER THE WHERL.

& chaunte to show what was In bim. He
weut awuy, as you bad forbidden me
to see lilm, and 1 bave known wothing
of him since,” Mary sald wistfully,

Mrs, Briggs felt a sudden contempt
for the young man who had obeyed her
mandates so completely without n
struggle. However, it only proved him
& poor thing, unworthy such a prise as
Mary, and the dear girl was young.
Bhe would get over it and be happy ln
the love of some man who was & man.
Buch & one was at hand, and Mrs,
Brigge considered him so deslrable as
a sondn-law that she already regarded
him as such prospectively,

"Well” she suld finally, “I am glad,
Molly, that you hold no grudge agalnst
me, 1 told you about the judge's ngph-
ow, o fine, moart young fellow, Mrs.
Brown has a couple of girl cousing vis-
iting bher, and the Hondersons have
several nice young men among the
boarders. Our little town will be gay
this summer, and I've fixed up a bit,
#0 you can do your share of entertaln-
lng.“

Mary shrank, exclalming, "Oh, moth-
er, I want to stay quletly at home with
you!"

“And have people saylng you're mop-
Ing over a disappointment?’ Mrs.
Briggs spluttered.

“I don't care what they say. It's no
use, mother. 1 gee what you mean for
me, but I ean't forget,” Then, 'with a

wan smlle, “I am not behaving very
well, mother, but don't mind it, and
$et's just go ob ns usunl”

“And don't flng me at the Judge's

nephew,” she andded’ moutnlly

“T have nsled the nephe and Plor
for thls evening.” Mprs, Do -
presently, "but 1 enu sonid Jolin to tol
them you nre too tired,

“John, the new. haud?™ Mary cop
mented abgently.

“Yes, and he's a wouderfu! uannge:
There he 18" Mra, Briggs polated witl
her whip as they ronnded the hows
corner,

Mary glanced Indifferently at the fg-
ure beyond the grove, then with a low
ery leaned forward, gazing lntently,

“Johnt" she repeatell, turnlog a be-

uounl

wildered face to hef astoniatied *moth.

“Why, Molly! What Is 1t?" Mre
S youss

The youug wmau took off bis nat apg
tossd back hin halr with o
gesture, Aol with o sliriek Mary jerked
up Dobbin, plunged out gver the whesl,
dirtod to.the barbed wire foucs, drop
ped fut, rolled pmoothly ubder |t and
fow, wtill slirtakivg nerow the wmendow,

Pamnlysed with dreadful fear, Mrs,
Briges suzoll heiplessly. There could
be but one hideous explanation of the
astotnding seend-—-Mary wan suddenly
selzed with tul derangement—alo
hsd taken that miserable afalr 4o
Lisart; shio had brooded over her tron
ble; hot whole expression showed that,
and now, baving 1t all brought up
agnln—ob, horeible! It was her owa
mother who had—

“Ob, lordy, lordy!" Mrs, Briges
monned, bueklag clumally ont of the
buggy and futtering along the fenee
Mke n hen at the gurden plekots, but |
she could not roll her plump fgure uw
deruenth, She would have to go around,

and that poor chilld rupning beadlong,

HEALTH AND HABITS,

P P——— »
Tisene Income and Hzpenditare Muost
Be Made to Dalunoe.

The day must come st some future

period  of  soclologieal  development
when the lustinot of self preservation

il overrule the perniclpus habite and

customs of the present day fashlons
and necessity, Men will dome to learn
fhat tisue Incowe and  expenditure

must be adfusted to o better balunce if |

the human muching s to be kept in
#moathly working order; that excess of
¢ithor Is a physiologienl sin which nas
ture will surely nvenge eifher on the
fndividunl or on his descendants; that
sustnined \:?rk of the best quality ean
only be performed when sffort s kept
well within the marglo of accomplinh-
ment; thut lucurlons ddiencss and artl-
felnl excitement, when cartied beyond
the limits of o lealiby eounterpolse to
the dally routlte of active duty, bring
about thelry neurnsthenie nemesls os
surely as overstrentous endeavor, and
that the comipg generation can be ft-
todd to battle with the Inecreaslng com-

portoctly wilil, She wis now disap | Pexities of life ouly If endowed with
pearing in the grove. In her frengy| PoUes that are strocturally perfect
abo would rush ot down the hill be.  8od with nervous centers capable of
youd, and the ereok was high, | producing throughout an average dura-

“John! John!" Mrs, Briggs screamed |
frantically, “Cateh ber, Jobn!"

John upparently understood and dis
appenred In  the troes, while Mrs. |
Briggs, shnkivg with sobw, serambled
{nto the buggy and lashed Dobbin nto
a run with a suddenness that fung his
beels to the top of the dastibonrd, She
#lid to her knees In the box and plied
the whip, walling nloud st every jump
of the horse. At the pasture lane abe
turned #o aharply that the buggy tiited
nguinst the post, nearly tipping her
ont, but whe only urged the astonished
Dobbip on, her Imagination pleturing
her darling already at the bottom of
the wwirling stream. She dashed
through the open gate of the potato
feld.

Bhe could not walt to take down the
bars of the small oat pateh that lnter
vened, but squeezed throogh and ran,
panting broathlessly, too exhausted to
eall, Boon she caught sight of John,
He hnd Mary safe. Her ahused knees
wenkenod at that, but she struggled o
thew. John elasped Mary close fn his
aron, and she was laoghing shreilly
orylng hysterieally, “Oh, It In Allen; it |
in Allen!”

“Yes, honey; you," Mrs. Briggs qua-
vired, “Oh, lordy, lordy! Come to the
house with mother, deary. Don't let ge
of her for your life, John, I've besn
wicked cruel to her— Yes, honey; yes;
it's Allen.”

“It's Allen, Allen!" Mary relterated,
her face on the young man's breast,

“Ob, lordy, londy!" moaned Mrs
Brigm, the tears streaming. “Humot
her, John, Help me get her to the
house, then bring the doctors. Yes,
ho-honey; ft—It's Al-Allen.”

“Mra. Briggs" — John patted ber
shoulder comfortingly—*you needn't be
frightened. Mary s all right. It &
Allen—Johin Allen Bmithers, Instead of
John Bmith. I wanted to prove to you
that I wasn't a mere good for nothing”

~Mrs. Briggs sat down suddenly—"and
I hope you have changed your oplulon
of me and will accept me as your son
inlaw”

“For I'll never, never have anything
to do with the Judge's nephew!™ Mary
declared aggressively,

Mrs. Briggs started, then burst into
peals of tearful, choking laughter, 1
guess we'd better stop and wee where

we're al,” she gasped. “I'm the only
one that's crazy, it seems. Who Wlntl1
you to have anything to do with the|
Judge's nephew, missle? 8o, you young |

scamp, you're Allen, are yon? And!

I've been planning for weeks!"
Then, with fresh shrieks, Mary fell

erled and langhed together, while John
Allen looked on, grinnlng foollahly,

Persons who keep close watch on

hour of noon Is tha most critical pe-
rlod of life. At that time the human
feame undergoes werlous changes. The |
stomuch bas dispatched the morning
menl and sends scoutlng parties 1o |

you've worked a slick game on me, but |
I'm suited. Why, it's the very thing|

upon her mother, and they kissed andi

Noon aa Nature's Dining Hour. 7

]

tlon of e sullcient energy to enable
the wachine 1o, perform satisfactorily
the work whereto It hian been set.

A. more vigorous  publle sentiment,
fostered by an example of greater self
deninl and . more rigld adherence to
simplieity of life on the part of those
who set the pace and lead the fashions
of the day, would do much to arrest
the downhill rush of the multitude;
pronouncad social dlsapproval of the
Immoderate wse of sleahol and tobaceo
and the stern forblidding of both under
the age of puberty would shield the
nervous centers from two of thelr most
dendly enemies, and, though It might
nt first grate agalnst popular feeling,
the Introduction by the legislature of
an enactmont whereby some form of
compulsory milltary serviee was: ex-
acted from every healthy young man
woulld muaterlally contribute to the
preservation of active minds in vigor-
ous hodles to those who are destined
to make or mar the future histery of
thelr fatherland. —Guthrle Rankin, M.
D, In Detrolt News-Tribune,

CHILDREN'S GAMES.

The gnme of hare and hounds origl
pated In England about 1640,

Leapfrog is mentioned In the works
of both SBhakespeare nnd Johnson,

The game of hide and seek came
from Europe about the beginning of
the seventeenth century.

Blind man's buf found Iits origin
with the Greeks, among whom It was
often Indulged In by adults,

Bkipping rope Is a childish pastime
of anclent origin, In place of rope &
vine stripped of leaves was originally
used.

The.splunlng of tops came from the
Greeks. Reconds show that this kind
of fun was In vogue at the time of
Virgil.

Kite fiying Is about two centuries old
I Europe. Probably It originated In
Chinn, where the practice of fiying
kites is very anclent.

The game of seelng who can hop the
longest on one foot eame from the
anclent Greeks, among whom. it was
practiced by the youths for wagers.

Cathedral's Title Chaln,

Thery is one thing lu particular In Bt
Patrick's cathedral In New York that
you eannot see ln any other building
in the city, If indeed In the country. It
Is o framed sheet of paper hanging on
the wall of the southern entrance that
contalus the complete chaln of title of
the property on which the edifice
stands from the tlme It was fGrat sold
uotll the church authorities bought It
The only reason for Iis belug there so
far as any one knows ls to put a stop
to the old story that the property was

]orlslually purchased by the church for

A dollar. To settle this polnt the chaln
of title shows bow much was paid for
It In the begloning, and from that

themsolves are of the oplnion that the | point on each change of ownership Is

accompaunied by the price It was sold
for.

A Quaint 0ld Town,
Balem, N. C, Is one of the oldest

search of another. The eyes and brald | towns In the United States. Driven
are ob the lert, and there Is a sort of | out of SBaxony more than 200 years ago
all goneness pervading the anatomy | on account of religlous persecution and
that sharpens the faculties and puts a | led by Count Zinzendorf, the followers
new cdge on the teeth. It Is nature’s | of the Moravian church journeyed to
dining time, and everything about the | North Caroling and, settling at the foot
healthy man or womnn ls attuned to | of the beautiftl Blue Ridge moun-
the demolition or enjoyment of what is l talng In the western part of the state,
called n “good square meal" Those | founded the town of Salem, Among all
who pay heed to the prompting of na- | the changes brouglit about by the proc-
ture at this divine hour have thelr re- | ess of time Salem has always preserv-
ward (o good appetite, good temper | ed its individuality and the atmosphere
and excellent digestion, which s con- | of the long ago. A visiting globe trot-
duclve to all the good that flesh s helr | ter once remarked that the only thing
to, But those who, following the im- | lacking to make It a complete repro-
perlous dictates of fashlon, defer the | duction of an old Saxony town was the
hour of dining until all natural long- | clatter of the wooden shoe, Salem Is
{ugs are dead and have to be resurrect- | the twin slater of the modern town of
&d by sdventitions alds lay a train of | Winston, and the two are commonly
evils and discomforts which sooner or | Mpoken of an Winaston-Salem, yet to
later become the plague of thelr lives,— | ¢ross the rallroad track which marks
London Telegraph, | the dividing line between the two is to

step from the twentleth century into
the seventeenth.—New York Press.

Unrecorded Dreams,

A Palite Bdltor,
“Why (did you tell that poet to hiteh |
his wagon to.a starf” |
" " { The subject of dreams I§ one of the
e Thay """"';T:l the editor gloom- | yogt ntricate and perplexing In the
_7'10:{“; ‘_“t;" Loy ':r':;:' of saying I | entire fleld of mental philosophy, and
wished, he'd get o earth.”—Rx- | 1t has not yot met with that amount

held that “whether we recollect our
dreams or not, we always dream.” To
bave no pecollection- of onr dreams
does not prove that we 'have not
dreamed, for It can often be shown
that we have dreamed, though' the
dream has left no trace wupon our
memory

enough to make an angel weep.”

“I don't see you shedding a tear,” he
retorted, and his ready wit saved the
day,

I've never any plty for concelted peo-
ple, because they carry thélr comfort
about with them,—~George Ellot,

change, of attentlon which Its |mpertance [
He Got Her: would seem to demand. Bif Willlam
“Oh,” she sald, “)’(Ilﬂ' conduct fs Hamllton, the goeat mehpb}’llﬂlnu
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265 Actual Photographs
taken at the time of the Awful
Catastrophe
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This great book which retails at $1.50
and so much desired by every one is now
offered as a premium with

The
Morning Astorian

In order to get the Book subscribe for
the MORNING ASTORIAN at the regular
subscription rate, 656c a month and 560c
addditional to cover cost of express-
age. Old subscribers can get this
‘book by paying the additional charge of 50c.

"

Only a limited niu:nber of books
will be given away--come early and
avoid the rush.
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