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SYNOPSIS. 

Abraham Ron and AngaUns, 
. nave loit their little home 

rh Abe's unlucky purchase of Tens-
old mining stock. Their household 

•old, the 1100 auction money, all 
,Ji«y have left, will place Abe In the Old 
Man'» home, or Ansry In the Old Lad!««' 
home. Both are •elf-eacrlflclng but Abe 
decide«: "My dear thle le the fuat time 
fr« had a chance to take the wuet of It. 
The old couple bid good-by to the little 
Bou»e. Terror of "what folks will say 
•endI them along by-paths to the gate of 
«the Old Ladloa' home. Miss Abigail, ma
tron of the Old Ladles' home, hears of 
the lU fortune of the old couple. She tells 
the other old ladles, and Blossy, who has 
paid a double fee for the only double bed
chamber, voices the unanimous verdlot 
•that Abe must be taken In with hla wife. 
Abe'awakens next morning to And that 
Be Is "Old Lady No. SI." The old ladles 
five him suoh a warm welcome that he 
w made to feel at home at once. 

CHAPTER IV—Continued. 

Bat what was this? Bloesy, leading 
all the others in a resounding call of 
•"Welcome!" and then Blossy drawing 
Iber two hands from behind her back. 
One held a huge blue cup, the other 
the saucer to match. She placed the 
cup in the saucer and held It out to 
Abraham. He trudged down the few 
jateps to receive it, Unashamed now of 
'the tears that coursed down his 
cheeks. With a burst of delight he 
'perceived that It was a mustache cup, 
jsuch ae the one he had always used 
'at home until it had been set for safe-
(keeping on the top pantry shelf to 
(await the auction, where it had 
Ibrought the price of eleven cents with 
ihalf a paper of tacks thrown in. 

And now as the tears cleared away 
lie saw, also, what Angy'a eyes had al
ready noted, the inscription in warm 
crimson letters on the shining blue 
aide of the cup, "To Our Beloved 
Brother." 

"BUters," he mumbled, for he could 
<do no more than mumble as he took 
hi* gift, "ef yew'd been glttin' ready 
1er me six months, yew couldn't have 
done no better." 

CHAPTER V. 

The Head of the Corner. 
Everybody wore their company man

ners to the breakfast table—the first 
time In the whole history of the home 
when company manners had graced 
the Initial meal of the day. Being 
pleasant at supper was easy enough, 
Aunt Nancy used to say, for every one 
save the unreasonably cantankerous, 
and being agreeable at dinner was not 
especially difficult; but no one ehort of 
• saint could be expected to smile of 
mornings until sufficient time had 
been given to discover whether one 
had stepped out on the wrong or the 
right side of the bed. 

This morning, however, no time was 
needed to demonstrate that everybody 
In the place had gotten out on the 
happy side of his couch. EJven the 
deaf-and-dumb gardener had untwisted 
his surly temper, and as Abraham 
entered the dining-room, looked in at 
the east window with a conciliatory 
fin and nod which said plainly sa 
Word»: 
t " Tis a welcome sight Indeed to see 
one of my own kind around this estab
lishment !" 

I "Why don't he come Inf" questioned 
Abe, waving back a greeting as well 
as he eonld with the treasured cup in 
one of his hands and the saucer In 
the other; whereupon Sarah Jane, 
that ugly duckling, explained that the 
fellow, being a confirmed woman 
hater, cooked all his own meals in the 
smoke house, and Insisted upon all his 
orders being left on a slate outside the 
tool-house door. Abe sniffed disdain 
tolly, contemplating her homely coun
tenance, over which this morning's 
mood had cast a not unlovely trans
forming glow. 
! "Why, the scalawag!" He frowned 
•o at the face In the window that It 
Immediately disappeared. "Tew don't 
mean tar tell me he's sot agin yew 
galsT He must be crazy! Sech 
handsome, clever sat o' women I never 
did sea!" 

Sarah Jane blushed to the roots of 
her thin, straight hair and sat down, 
suddenly disarmed of every porcupine 
quill that she had hidden under her 
wings; while there was an agreeable 
little stir among the sisters. 

"Set deown, all hands! Set deown! 
enjoined Miss Abigail, fluttering about 
with the heaviness of a fat gooee. 
"Brother Abe—that's what we've all 
agreed to call yew, by unanimous 
vote—yew set right here at the foot 
of the table. Aunt Nancy always had 
the head an' me the foot; but I only 
kept the foot, partly becuz thar wa'nt 
no man fer the place, and partly becus 
I was tew slsable ter squeeze in any-
whar else. Seeln' as Sister Angy Is 
each a leetle mite, though, I guess she 
kin easy make room fer me t'other 
hide o' her." 

Abe could only bow hie thanks as ha 
jnt his gift down on the table and 
took the prominent place assigned to 
fcla. The others seated, there was • 

solemn moment of wsSStBS bowed 
heads. Aunt Nancy's trembling voice 
arose—the voice which had jealously 
guarded the right of saying grace at 
table In the Old Ladies' home for 
twenty years—not, however, in the cus
tomary words of thanksgiving, but in 
a peremptory "Brother Abe!" 

Abraham looked up. Could she pos
sibly mean that he was to establish 
himself as the head of the household 
by repeating grace? "Brother Abe!" 
she called upon him again. "Yew've 
askt a blessln' fer one woman fer 
many a year; supposin' yew ask it 
fer thirty!" 

Amid the amazement of the other 
sisters, Abe mumbled, and muttered, 
and murmured—no one knew what 
words; but all understood the over
whelming gratitude behind his lnco-
herency, and all Joined heartily in the 
Amen. Then, while Mrs. Homan, the 
cook of the week, went buetling out 
into the kitchen, Aunt Nancy fslt that 
it devolved upon her to explain her 
action. It would never do, she thought, 
for her to gain a reputation for self-
effacement and sweetness of disposi
tion at her time of life. 

"Son, I want yew to understand one 
thing naow at the start. Yew treat 
us right, an' we'll treat you right. 
That's all we ask o' yew. Miss Elite, 
pass the radishes." 

"I'll do my best," Abe hastened to 
assure her. "Hy-guy, that coffee smells 
some kind o' good, don't it? Between 
the smell o' the stuff an' the looks 
o' my cup, it'll be so temptln' that I'll 
wish I had the neck of a gi raffe, an' 
could taste It all the way deown. 
Angy, I be afraid we'll git the gout 
a-livln' so high. Look at this here 
cream!" 

Smiling, Joking, his lips insisting 
upon Joking to cover the natural feel
ing of embarrassment Incident to this 
first meal among the sisters, but with 
hie voice breaking now and again with 
emotion, while from time to time he 
had to steal his handkerchief to his 
old eyes, Abe passed successfully 
through the—to him—elaborate break
fast. And Angy sat in rapt silence, 
but with her face shining so that her 
quiet was the stillness of eloquence. 
Once Abe startled them all by rising 
stealthily from the table and seising 
the morning's newspaper, which lay 
upon the buffet. 

"I knowed it!" caviled Lazy Daisy 
Botto voce to no one in particular. 
He couldn't wait for the news till 

he was through eatin'!" But Abe had 
folded the paper into a stout weapon, 
and, creeping toward the window, de
spatched by a quick, adroit movement 

fly which had alighted upon the 
screen. 

"I hate the very sight o' them air 
pesky critters," he explained half 
apologetically. "Thar, thar's another 
one," and slaughtered that. 

"My, but yew kin get 'em, can't 
yew?" spoke Miss Abigail admiringly. 
Them tew be the very ones I tried 

ter ketch all day yiste'day; I kin see 
as a fly-ketcher yew be a-goin' ter be 
wuth a farm ter me. Set deown an' 
try some o' this here strawberry pre-
sarve." 

But Abe protested that he could not 
eat another bite unless he should get 
up and run around the house to 
'Joggle deown" what he had already 
swallowed. He Jeaned back in his 
chair and surveyed the family: on 
his right, generous-hearted Blossy, 
who had been smiling approval and en
couragement at him all through the re
past; at hie left, and Just beyond 
Angy, Miss Abigail indulging in what 
remained on the dishes now that she 
discovered the others to have finished ; 
Aunt Nancy keenly watching him from 
the head of the board; and all the 
other sisters "betwixt an' between." 

He caught Mrs. Homan's eye where 
she stood in the doorway leading into 
the kitchen, and remarked pleasantly: 

"Ma'am, yew oughter set up a pan
cake shop In 'York. Yew could make 

fortune at lt. I hain't had sech 
meal o' vlttlee sence I turned fifty 
year o' age." 

A flattered smile overspread Mrs. 
Homan's visage, and the other sisters, 
noting It, wondered how long it would 
be before she showed her claws In 
Abraham's presence. 

"Hy-guy, Angy," Abe went on, "yew 
cant believe nothln' yew bear, kin 
yerT Why, folks have told me that 
yew ladies— What yew hlttln' my 
toot fer, mother? Folks have told 
me," a twinkle of amusement In his 
eye at the absurdity, "that yew fight 
among yerselves like cats an' dogs, 
when, law! I never see sech a clever 
lot o' women gathered tergether In 
all my life. An' I believe—mother, I 
hain't a-sayln' nothln'! I Jest want 
ter let 'em know what I think on 'em. 
I believe that thar must be three hun-
derd hearts In this here place 'stld o' 
thirty. But dew yew know, gals, folks 
outside even go so fur 's ter say that 
yew throw plates at one another! 

There was a moment's silence; then 
a little gasp first from one and then 
from another of the group. Every one 
looked at Mrs. Homan, and from Mrs. 
Homan to Sarah Jane. Mrs. Homan 
tightened her grip on the pancake 
turner; Sarah Jane uneasily moved 
her long fingers within reach of 
sturdy little red-and-whlte pepper pot. 
Another moment passed, In which the 
air seemed filled with the promise of 
an electric storm. Then Blossy spoke 
hurriedly—Blossy, the tactician-
clasping her hands together and bring-

CHAPTER Vi 

Indian Summer.  
Miss Abigail had not banked In vain 

on the "loreslghtedness of the Lord." 
At the end of six months, instead of 
there be:ng a shortage in her accounts 
because of Abe's presence, she was 
able to show the directors such a 
balance sheet as excelled all her pre
vious commendable records. 

"How do you explain It?" they asked 
her. 

"We cast our bread on the waters," 
she answered, "an' Providence Jest 
kept a-eendin' out the loaves." Again 
she said. " 'Twas grinnin' that dona 
it Brother Abe he kept the gardener 
good-natured, an' the gardener he Jeat 
grinned at the garden sass until it was 
ashamed not ter flourish; an' Brother 
Abe kept the gals good-natured an' 
they wa'n't so niasy about what they 
eat; an' he kept the visitors a-laughln' 
Jest ter see him here, an' when yew 
make folks laugh they want ter turn 
around an' dew somethin' fer yew. I 
tell yew, ef yew kin only keep grit 
ernough ter grin, yew kin drive away 
a drought." 

In truth, there had been no drought 
in the garden that summer, but almost 
a double yield of corn and beans; no 
drought in the gifts sent to the home, 
but showers of plenty. Some of these 
came in the form of fresh fish and 
clams left at the back door; some in 
luscious fruits; aome in barrels of 
clothing. And the barrels of clothing 
solved another problem; for no longer 
did their contents consist solely of 
articles of feminine attire. "Blled 
shirts" poured out of them; socks and 
breeches, derby hats, coats and negli
gees; until Aunt Nancy with a humor
ous twist to her thin Hps Inquired if 
there were thirty men In this estab
lishment and one woman. 

"I never thought I'd come to wearin' 
a quilted silk basque with tossels on 
it," Abe remarked one day on being 
urged to try on a handsome smoking 
Jacket. "Dew I look like one of them 
sissy-boys, er Jest a dude?" 

"It's dretful becoming," insisted 
Angy, "bewtiful! Ain't it, gals?" 

Every old lady nodded her head 
with an air of proud proprietorship, 
as if to say, "Nothing could fall to 
become our brother." And Angy nod
ded her head, too, in delighted ap
proval of their appreciation of "our 
brother" and "my husband." 

Beautiful, Joy-steeped, pleasure-filled 
days these were for the couple, who 
had been cramped for life's smallest 
necessities so many meager years. 
Angy felt that she had been made mi
raculously young by the birth of this 
new Abraham—almost as If at last 
she had been given the son for whom 
in her youth she had prayed with Im
passioned appeal. Her old-wife love 
became rejuvenated into a curious 
mixture of proud mother-love and 
young-wife leaning, as she saw Abe 
win every heart and become the cen
ter of the community. 

"Why, the sisters all think the sun 
rises an' sets in him," Angy would 
whisper to herself sometimes, awed 
by the glorious wonder of It all. 

The sisters fairly vied with one an
other to see how much each could do 
for the one man among them. Their 
own preferences and prejudices were 
magnanimously thrust aside. In a 
body they besought their guest to 
smoke as freely In the house as out 
of doors. Miss Abigail even traded 
some of her garden produce for to
bacco, while Miss Ellie made the old 
gentleman a tobacco pouch of red flan
nel so generous In its proportions that 
on a pinch it could be used as a chest 
protector. 

Than Ruby Lee, not to be outdone 
by anybody, produced, from no one 
ever discovered whare, a mother-of-
pearl manicure set for the delight and 
mystification of the hero; and even 
L&iy Daisy went so far as to cut some 
red and yellow tissue paper into 
squares under the delusion that some 
time, somehow, she would find the 
energy to roll these Into spills for the 
lighting of Abe's pipe. And each and 
every sister from time to time cor crib 
uted some gift or suggestion to her 
"brother's" comfort 

(TO BE CONTINUEL > 

ing Abe's attention to herself. 
"Really! You surprise me! You 

don't mean to say folks talk about us 
like that!" 

"Slander Is a dretful long-legged 
critter," amended Miss Abigail, smil 
ing and sighing in the same breath. 

"Bary Jane," Inquired Mrs. Homan 
aweetly, "what's the matter with that 
pepper pot? Does it need flllln'?" 

And so began the reign of paaca In 
the Old Ladles' home, 

&T\J oir 
mm travel-

By CARL 8CHURZ VROOMAN. 
PON entering Italy every trav
eler Is confronted by a ques
tion, upon his answer to which 
depends in large measure the 
success or failure of his trip. 

That question is: "What ars you will
ing to omit?" 

Not in a lifetime can one see every
thing, and if his stay Is limited to a 
few short months he must be discrimi
nating during those monthe or disap
pointed at the end of them. The most 
rational plan, therefore, would seem 
to be to devote approximately half the 
allotted time to one city In order to 
know at least one small region inti
mately. With the insight Into Italian 
life and the sympathy with the Italian 
spirit thus gained, the rest of the 
country ought to prove an open book 
which can be glanced through, even 
hurriedly, with both delight and profit. 

Of course when it comes to deciding 
which city Bhall thus be studied at 
leisure and made the key of the rest 
of Italy, one can only say, as did 
Schopenhauer when told that the Jewe 
were God's favorite race: "Tastes 
differ." 

Florence Inspiring. 
Venice rising from the sea, clad in 

mystery and beauty, Venice with her 
unrivaled school of colorlsts, truly Is 
u name to conjure with. On the other 
Jiand, from the standpoint of universal 
history, present day politics and com
parative art, Rome's advantages are 
incomparable. But it is to Florence, 
the home of Giotto and Dante, of 
Petrarch and Boccaccio, of Savonaro
la and Michael Angelo, that one ehould 
RO to find the most Intimate and char
acteristic expression of the soul of 
Italy. 

On arriving in Florence one Is apt 
Ut first to be not so much inspired as 
dazzled and bewildered by the art 
treasures on all BideB. Every church, 
hospital, orphanage, monastary or mu
nicipal building is crowded with price
less frescoes and adored with Inimi
table creations in marble and bronze. 
On every crumbling wall or celling 
where to early Italian or renaissance 
artists had been given a few square 
yards of available space, one is amazed 

To his myriad disciples, however, on 
all matters, from a knotty question in 
history to a Judgment on art, he Is 
consulted as final authority. His as
terisks are their guiding stars. Where 
he puts two stars there they pause 
and admire; where he puts no stars 
darkness reigns for them. 

A more serious blunder, however, 
than that of these conscientious "star-
gazers" Is made by sightseers who, in 
their efforts to take a short cut to cul
ture and see galleries wholesale, deliv
er themselves body and soul into the 
hands of the misinformation dispens
ers commonly known as guides—those 
blind leaders of the blind. 

The hordes of these disgusting crea
tures who haunt the museums, 
churches and galleries of Europe are 
made up for the most part of the ref
use of the more difficult or more 
crowded professions. They are dis
abled day laborers, hotel waiters out 
of a Job, retired cab drivers or other 
unfortunates. 

On the Wrong 8lde. 
I once heard of a guide, provided 

by a well-known tourist company at 
Parts, who, after having conducted a 
party two-thirds through one of the 
rooms of the Louvre, explaining about 
every fifth picture as he went, sud
denly stopped, consulted some notes 
and said: 

"I beg pardon—you'll please retrace 
your steps. I've—er—made a slight 
mistake. I've explained the wrong 
side of the room." 

The statement, "I don't know any
thing about art, but I know what I 
like," 1B one which seems to come au
tomatically to the lips of the initiated 
traveler on finding himself called upon 
to discuss pictures with an artist or 
art critic. These knowing creatures 
dread this little prefatory remark as 
much as a sea captain does that 
equally absurd query of passengers: 
"Captain, how many times have you 
crossed?" A famous Scotch artist, on 
hearing this artistic credo for about 
the four hundredth time, said, "Dlnna 
say thot! Dlnna say thot! The beasts 
of the field ken as mooch!" 

Nevertheless, whatever profession
als may say to the contrary, the attl-
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How the Rain Bores Hoiss. 
Whsn rain falls It does not actually 

soak into the earth, but bores its way 
In, forming tiny tubes, says the Reho-
both Sunday Herald. These tubes are 
so small that It would be impossible 

to And a complets history of Israel, 
the life of St. Francis, or an entire 
system of philosophy presented with a 
dramatic power, an «motional inten
sity and a beauty of ooloring which 
make a direct appeal to the profound-
est depths of ons's being. 

As a rois, however, during the first 
tew days this appeal touches no re
sponsive chord in the majority of 
people. The ideas expresssd and the 
mental attitude Involved belong to a 
bygone age. Before the average man 
can come to have any real and proper 
appreciation of Mark Twain's "squlnt-
eyed Madonnas," those primitive yet 
quaintly charming creations of the By-
zantlne and early Slennese schools, or 
even of the poetic productions of the 
renaissance, he must rebuild In his to Insert a hair in one of them with . , ,. . .. 

out bursting its walls. Sometimes the imagination the mental world of those 
tubes are bored down to a depth of romantic epochs. 
four or five feet. When the surface 
dries the water evaporates from the 
tubes, just as it would from a pipe. 
If the tube Is twisted It takes longer 
for the water to evaporate. 

If one takes a rake and stirs the 
ground after each rain he breaks the 
tops of the tubes and the water will 
stand In them for months. In this way 
the farmers of the West, on seml-arld 
lands, store the rainfalls one year 
and raise a crop of wheat every other 
year, there being sufficient water in 
two years, but not enough in one, to 
raise a crop. 

Church, Stats snd Poor. 
A book on "The Church, the State 

and the Poor" has been written by an 
English vicar. The book Is compre 
hensive, tracing the subject of pref
ormation days. The author regrets 
that during the growth of collectivism, 
under which he classifies what Is 
called "Christian socialism," the 
church has trusted too mocb to the 
state to better the conditions among 
the poor. Now there is a revival of 
Interest in the welfare of the poor on 
the part of the church. The writer's 
contention is that a firm belief In the 
Christian creed is the only Inspiration 
and guide to any effort to solve "the 

problem." 

This can be dons most agreeably by 
reading the annals of old Florence, the 
legends of her saints, the tales of her 
warriors and statesmen, the wild bo-
hemlan lives of her artists, the marvel
ous history of her workmen guilds, the 
"divine" and human comedies of her 
poets and the story of the life and 
death of her reformer-prophet, Savon
arola 

The most valuable guide-book as a 
supplement to Baedeker Is that of the 
late Grant Allen. Mr. Allen had a 
sound historical sense and a conta
gious love of the beautiful. As a hand
book, Kugler's "Italian Schools of 
Painting," ha vins no competitors, la a 
necessary evil. But travelers today 
in particularly fortunate In possess
ing the Illuminating little series of 
volumes on ths "Italian Painters of the 
Renaissance" by Mr. Bernard Beren-
l»n. 

With these writers and numerous 
lease«' lights available for cloeronss 
It Is difficult to understand the willing
ness of so many travelers to limit 
thsmsslves to the prosaic, not to say 
archaic guidance of Baedeker. Un
questionably the omnipresent If not 
omniscient Baedeker makes a valuable 
serrant, but 1 can affirm from sxpe-
rlsnos that be makss a bad master. 

tude involved In this hackneyed phrase 
is the only rational attitude for the be
ginner. It Is a form of mental honesty 
without which any real esthstio devel
opment Is Impossible. By knowing 
and enjoying and enjoying without 
shams what you really like, yet sver 
striving to learn to like the best Is 
the development of your esthetic na
ture possible, and In no other way. 

One fact of peculiar slgnlflcancs to 
Americana stands out large and lumi
nous In the lives and works of all ths 
great masters of Italy—the faot that! 
supreme greatness Is Incompatible! 
with hurry and fret. It took Orcagna 
ten years to make the Incomparable 
marble canopy In the church of Or Ban 
Michele, and it took Ghlbertl twenty-
one years to make the gates of the 
baptistry at Florence which Michael 
Angelo declared fit to be the "gates 
of paradise." 

These men demanded only a living 
and a chance to do their best work, 
but that gave them immortality. The 
highest work never has been and never 
will be done by men who do their 
work primarily for the money they get 
out of It, rather than for the message 
they can breathe Into It Men whose 
time is too valuable to work and work 
and wait for an inspiration, must turn 
out hack work, a loveless, unnatural 
product of which, however perfect In 
technique. Is yet a monstrosity. None 
but meesengers from the heart have 
ever touched and Inspired the hearts 
of men. 

One other thing we can learn from 
Europe, which, unfortunately, Europe 
has not yet learned tor hersslf, and 
that Is the uselessness and utter ab
surdity of seeking lasting s&tlsfaotlon 
or happiness In even the highest es
thetic delights, exoept as infused Into 
and made a part of one's serious du
ties and labors as a human being. 

Beauty Is the expression of one1« 
love for his work. What we love we 
instinctively adorn. *A decoration Is 
an embodied caress. But no art can 
replace the ethical purpose; no skill 
can sanctify a selfish or impure Im-

Dr. W. A. Hulbush, 
PHYSICIAN AND 8URGEON 

Great Northern R. R. Surgeon 

HalvorBon Block 

John W. Colburn, 
LAWYER 

General Law Practice 

Land Practice a Specialty 

Teton County 
Abstract Company 

Choteau, 
Montana. 

Irwin G Kartack, 
LAWYER 

Jacobson Block CUT BANK 

Charles N. Thomas, 
U. S. Commissioner 

Land Filings and Proofs 
NOTARY PUBLIC 

Cut Bank, Montana 

Anker O. Torrison, 
LAWYER 

Collections 
Farm Loans Jacobson Bldg. 
Real Estate Cut Bank, Mont. 

Frederick Hull, M. D. V., 
Graduate Veterinarian 

Deputy State Veterinarian 

Conrad, Montana 

John J. Greene, 
ATTORNEY AT LAW 

Irrigation Law & Land Practice 
a Specialty. 

Conrad. Montana 

AUCTIONEER 
A. F. RICHARDS 

Ask for open dates at 
Pioneer Press Office. 

Bob's Smoke House, 
RA8MUSSEN & SONS 

Pool Hall and Barber Shop 

Cut Bank, Mont. 

J J. MILLER'S 
Shop Near J. J. Miller's Livery 

Blacksmithing and 
Machine Work, 

Horseshoeing 

CoL Ed Buckner, 
the Ever Ready 

Auctioneer 
Will Help to Arrange 

Your Sale 

Call or write 

ETHRIDGE 

Livery and 
Transfer 

J. J. MILLER 

Feed and 8aie Stable» 

Good Turnouts on 
Short Notice, 

Water hauled to all parts of 
the city. 

Telephone 32 


