
"Itain't so preen, do," persisted the
tousled one. "Dere's mighty few
tings so green as grass. Do there is
some," he added, reflectively.

Middleton took this last remark as
a rejection on his own knowledge of
farming. So he indignantly ordered
the tousled boy to leave the barn. The
boy rlouched sulkily away, black
wrath in his heart.

But the bor's remark had suggested
an idea to Middleton.
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When the familr moved to the sub-
urbs Middleton determined to keep
a cov.-. Everything went well until
winter set in. when the cow, after the
manner of her kind, did not eive the
accustomed supply of milk. This con-
duct of the cow's j:irred upon Middle-
ton's business instincts. He consid-
ered it yiure laziness. The tousled-
headed boy whom he had hired to
look after the cow explained that it
wasn't bad-heartedness on the part of
the cow, but a lack of gross that was
responsible for the decrease in the

Middleton milk supply.
"But Fhe has plenty of hay," Mid-

dleton objected. "And hay is just as
nourishing- as crass."

as grass. Ifshe supposed she was
eating grass she would give as much
milk as before, even ifher food sup-
ply happened really to be hay."

"She may be a credulous cow," re-
plied Mr?. Middleton in doubtful tones.

"But how even your flow of persuasive

words can make her believe hay is
gross is more than Ican se?."

But Mrs. Middleton's incredulity did
not decrease her husband's ardor in

his plan for revolutionizing dairy

farming. The next morning Middle-
ton went to an optician and left an

order for an unusually large pair of
plain, green glass spectacles. In the
afternoon, gloatinc over his scheme
for an increased milk supply, ihe

marched triumphantly out to the barn.

Th° cow didn't seem to understand
why she should wear spectacles, as she

had never made. any complaint of fail-

ing eyesight. But after a little .she
became somewhat recon-
ciled to them. Middloton
kicked around some hay, <itiw$L,
so that it would look like
grass thrown on the floor /gggilff
of the barn. Then he
went back to the house
to explain more fully to -g||
Mrs. Middleton the benefits

'™^
which- would accrue froni
his idea.

About an hour later the tousled-
headed boy entered the barn. The
cow was eating the hay, but she cer-
tainly was a much puzzled animal.
Her eyesight showed that it was
green and it looked like grass.

But it was dry and didn't

in the Jeast taste like grass.

By Martha. McC. Williams

HAND OF PROVIDENCE,

He took the spectacles from the
cow's nose, pushed out the . green
glasses and Inserted the red ones. He
replaced the red-glassed spectacles.
Then he hastily climbed Into the hay-

mow and awaited developments.

When the crimson spectacles were
adjusted the cow's peace of mind In-
stantly vanished. To the right, left,

and in front was to be seen only the
hated color—red. Her wrath was
stirred. She made a charge at the

crimson haymow. The only was
that she was thrown back, bruised and
baffled. She glanced around in
anxiety and terror, onlyjo find that all
the objects in the once familiar barn
were the same odious color. Then

she began a mad rush about the barn,
mooing with all the force of her lungs.

The tumult aroused Mlddleton, who
ran from the house and threw open
the barn door. But when the cow saw
a crimson man standing In the door-
way, her terror changed to wrath.
Plainly, here was the cause of all her
troubles. She made a mad charg* at
Mlddleton. He side-stepped with an
agility which would have surprised his
business acquaintances. The cow was
unable to stop- and thundered through

the doorway. Then she turned and
prepared for a second charge. Just as
Mlddleton was planning precipitate
flight an unusuallly angry and vehe-
ment shake of the cow's, head shook
off the glasses. Things once more re-
sumed their natural color.

The cow stood for a moment, be-
wildered at the sudden change in her
field of vision, then began to walk
slowly back to the barn, Mlddleton
saw that her rage was over, but was
puzzled to account for It at all.

"Green is the cojor of a good part
of the earth in summer time," he
mused. "Idon't see whygreen spec-
tacles should affect a cow with sud-

den Insanity."

Then he saw the spectacles lying on
the ground. He picked them up. As
he did so he noticed the red glasses.
He understood what had happened.

"That young rascal must have
changed the glasses. IfIcatch him
I'llgive him a lesson on the evils of
interfering with experiments in scien-

tific farming that he'll remember the
rest of his life."

The tousled-headed boy. hidden in
the haymow, wisely gave no Indication
of his whereabouts. Mlddleton ad-
Justed the green glasses and tried to
replace them on the cow. But that
particular cow had had all she cared
for of spectacles of any sort, whether
provided with red or green glasses.
She shook her head In such, a threat-
ening manner that Mlddleton finally

abandoned the attempt.
"Ascientific experiment that might

have made a revolution In dairy farm-
ing spoiled by the malice of & red-
headed boy." he sighed as he trudged

back to the house.

"Cows ain't so fierce as bulls,"

thought the tousled one. "But dey
don't like red a bit better."

Now the tousled-headed boy still cher-
ished feelings of wrath. When he saw

the spectacles on the cow he. gasped

with amazement.
"Blamed Ifdat guy ain't put glasses

on dat cow to make her think she 13

eating grass." he murmured.
Just then he happened -to slip nia

hand into one of hi* trousers pockets.
Among the usual treasures stowed
away. In a boy's

• pocket his fingers

touched two pieces of glass. He drew

them out. They were red and rOCT-

and with a little trouble might be

fitted Into the «rims of the spectacles
the cow was wearing. And into the
mind of the tousled one crept a sug-

gestion of how he might have revenge

on Mlddleton and a little fun on his
own account. '•

>> t TELL yo', gal—Itell yo' I'd

I rather see yo' dead_ twice over
J[ than- Jlned to Abe Taylor.

Befo'Iwould see it cum about,. I'd kill one or t'other of yo'

withmy own hand. Whar's yo'rpride?
Whar's yo'r shame? Whar's the re-
spect yo' owe yo'r dead mother? Ifyo'

was Jlned up to Abe Taylor d'ye reckon
me an' yo'r brother Bill could hang

around yere agin what folks would
say? D'ye think we could look our
nayburs In the face arter that?

High up on the side of the grim old
mountain, father and daughter sat on
the steps of an humble log cabin .on a
summer's afternoon. He was a man of
fifty, loose-jointed and a typical moun-
taineer; she was a girl of nineteen.

"An'why?" she finallyasked.
"An'- why?" he fiercely repeated as

his eyes flashed.- "If yo' don't know
why then yo' ar' no gal' o' mine!
Heven't Ib}n tellin'. yo* why ever since
yo' was able to understand .things?

Wasn't yo' ten y'ars old when Ibrung

home the dead, body of yo'r brother
Jim? Wasn't yo'fo'teen when Icum
crawlin' home with two bullets In my
body? Wasn't yo* sixteen, an' slttin*
right. yere on this spot when a bullet
flred from the thicket over' thar*
knocked my cap Into yo'r face? Yo* re-
member all these things, Mary—yo'
heven't forgot—an' then yo' ask me
why yo1 an' Abe Taylor can't Jlne up.
Lawd,. gal,butIwouldn't be mo' aston-
ished if yo' struck me a blow in the
face!"

"See yere, pop," said the girl, as she
straightened up, clasped her hands
over her knee and looked away Into
the laurels, "Twenty years ago, befo'
Iwas bo'n, yo' got up a fuss with the
Taylors." ¦ ,'

"They dun got up a fuss with me,
gal."

"Well, there was a fuss. It was
about a mewl or a hawg or suntbin*.
The Taylors an' the Renfrews went to
killin'. Yo', dun for the old man."

"Yes, by ,Idid!"
"An* then one. of his boys dun. for

our Jim?' .„. ¦

"Shot our Jim down like a dawg an'
never gin him no show!" ..

"An* then our Bill dun for one o'
them." . •-.' •

"He did, an' I'm mighty proud o*
him."

"Itwould give me mooch thangks,"
said Cherries. Then Into her cheeks
came a flush such as Sewall had seen
when he gave her the name.

So that is how Arthur Sewall. writer
of. fiction, came to win his Japanese
bride.

'

The next day Sewall gave the tea
at the hotel. His mother had arrived,
and Cherries and the sisters and the
Consul and his wife and a lot of other
Americans were there.

Sewall presented Cherries to the
mother. The "great woman" raised
her lorgnette and regarded the little
girl critically.

"Beautiful!" she exclaimed. "Why
don't you marry her, my boy, and take
her to New York?" She spoke play-
fully in English.

"But what was It, that the Honor-
able Great Woman was pleased to
say?" asked Cherries.

"She asked why X didn't marry you—you be my wife, you know." said
Sewall. "Will you?" And his voice
was earnest.

"Iam very glad to see you again."
said Sewall. gently. Though in his
heart he wanted to say, "Ihave want-
ed to see you all these weeks."

"Yaes?" said Cherries.
"Yes," said Bewail, as he sat down

on the ground beside her.
And then he told her how his moth-

er was coming out from America, and
how she was a very great woman.

"Blgger'n thaet?" said Cherries,
stretching her arms out as far as they
would go. '„:.,V,

"WeH. no." replied SewalL Hardly
that big,butImean that she is a great
woman because she is president of a
lot of societies, and she writes books
and reads papers at clu>>3— and all that
sort of thing."

TCe-us," aaid Cherries— and that was
as near as she ever came to saying
"yes."

"And now," continued Bewail, "I
want you to meet my mother. She will
be here to-morrow, and Iam to give
a little tea for her at the hotel. Will
you and the sisters come?
"It gives me mooch thangks. Most

Honorable Yellow Hair," said Cherries
as she bowed low and showed the most
marvejously beautiful neck, and the
unusual little curls that clustered at
the back. JEWS

/
-^ The girl ,was 'silent' for.a moment,
rocking to -and fro. Then, In the
same culet, even voice, she said: .

"A quarrel lastin' twenty y'ars an'
three or fo' killin's bekase yo' an* the
old man Taylor fell out like two boys!
Yo*ve carried murder in yo'r heart all
these y'ars, an* it's thar' ylt. It'might
hev bin so with"the Taylors once, but
yo' know ;they've wanted peace for
five y'ars past." .

"Bekase they ar* cowards, gall"
"Bekase they've got sense, pop.

They can't see. that the game Is wuth
the candle. .a y'ar ago Imet Abe
Taylor over at Bridge Cove. Iknowed
him on sight, and he knowed me. We
knowed that, we orter hate each other
like pizun, .bekase of the quarrels an'
killlns' but sumhow 'twas Jest the
other way. We see each other agin
an' agin, .an* we liked each other bet-
ter an' better every time. Abe has
bin for makln* friends, an* so hev I.
We 'uns didn't «tart the quarrel. W«
•uns can't feel that these shootin's and
killin's,;Is 'right. Bimeby. me an* Abe
falls in love an' would git married, but
yo' an'

(
;Bill stand in the road. Yo'

ar' my pep an* Billis my brother, but
rnrtellln' yo' straight that Abe Tay-

lor-is as squar" and white as either
one of :yo', an' he's got a' heap less
murder ;in his heart. ¦

'•'I'm lovin* him,
pop—lovln' him wellr 'nuff to be his
wife an' do alla wife kin do, but when
he wanted me to run|away with him
—wanted Itbekase yo1 stood ready for
mcr' killlns—I

•
wouldn't agree. Isaid

I'd;come an* tell yo' all about it an'
hear what yo'. had to;say. I've. told
yo', an' what answer hev Igot?" ;

"You've got my .answer that : I'll
shoot Abe .Taytor. on sight!"- shouted
the father in fierce tone's. "Yes, gal,
if yo' was his wlfe. ten times over I'd
shoot him down. Iwasn't 'spectin'
this treachery from yo', Mary. I've

"That's -it, gal. One o* them var-
mints ambushed me an', put two bul-
lets into my body, an', the lead's thar'
ylt.J I've been waltin' a hull y'ar to
ambush a Taylor In return, but the
durned cowards ar' as cunnin' as
foxes. .The chance will cum, though

—it will shorely cum. Mo'n Bill will
never rest easy as long as thar's a
Taylor left livin', an', thank God,

thar's only two of 'em dodgln". avoun'
on top of alrth." ::.'

"An* then you git almost dun for."

By Hartley Willard

CHERRIES
By John Bridges

And so that was the meeting of Se-
wall and the little woman whom he
called Cherries.

Sewall was a writer of fiction. Ela
friends said he wrote the "fietlonest**
kind of fiction—the kind that doesn't
sell—but somehow he bad managed to
get a book published and the sales had
given him a royalty which he re-
ligiously saved In order that he might
go to Japan.

From that day Sewall seemed to
see her everywhere. In the celebra-
tions in the garden and In the tea
places where he went for refreshment
there was always the vision of the
little girlbe had seen in the day when
the cherries blossomed in the groves.

But it was not in her physical being
that he saw her, for after that first
day he could find her nowhere. He
simply dreamed of her— and, "Cher-
ries" came to be a word that stood
out on every page of the white paper
upon which he tried to.write his Im-
pressions of Japan.

Who she was, he did not know. The
American Consul had presented him
to her, and the American Consul had
gone away to Kobe on a mission, so
Sewall could not ask him the name of
the girl who had xcharmed him out of
his day's work.

But one day, after two weeks
which had seemed as many years to
Sewall, he found her in the gardens
with her sisters, playing with the
paints and the brushes, painting cher-
ry blossoms oh a dainty screen. He
approached and she recognized him
instantly.

"Most August Yellow Hair," she
said, -"it is of pleasantness that my
miserable vision Is.greeted with thy
sight."i

THE
day he landed in Japan he

found her In the groves at Ya-
mato, when there was celebration
for the coming: of the blossom

which Is worshiped in th« April
weather— the blossom of the cherry.

Sewall thought there was only one
name for her and though his vocabu-
lary was indistinct and incomplete, ha
managed to make her understand that
he would call her "Cherries."

"Honorable Yellow Hair," she said,
fallingInto his mood, "it thangks me,
yaes."

(Copyright, 1904. by H. P. Taker.)

bin father and mother to yo' these
many years, an' I'd never believed that
yo' would throw yo'r own pop <oyer
an* side agin him. Yo' couldn't git

Eill to do' it—no, not ifyo' would offer
him all the land 'twixt yere and the
river." J • i

."Ican never make yo' understand,
sighed the girl.' "Ilove yo' as my

pop, and I'm grateful for all yo'r kind-
nesses, but don't yo' see that Ican't
pick up this old quarrel an' hate as yo'
do an1

*
feel yo'r feelina for revenge?

It's the same with Abe. He wants
peace and friendliness. Together we
want a weddin' an* cabin home. I
said Abe Taylor is a squar*. man^ If
he wasn't would he dun agree to cum
over yere this evenin' an' hold out his
hand to yo' an' ask yo' to bury, the
past?"

"Abe Taylor comin' over yere?"
asked the father In a voice hardly

above a whisper.

"I'm lookln' for him every mlnlL"
The father rose and entered the

house and took down his loaded rifle,
and when he sat down on the steps
again the weapon lay across his knees.

"Is It for Abe?" asked the girl.'
"For, shore. I'llshoot him dead In

his tracks!"
'

"Then yo' ar* a coward, an* I'mno
kin to yo'!" •

For a minute they looked Into each
other's eyes— his showing the darkest
passions

—
hers revealing contempt

—
and then they turned their heads.
Thus they sat for ten minutes without
further speech and the westering sun
sunk to the treetops and blazed full
in their faces and half blinded them.
A sudden step caught their ears and
both turned their heads to the right.

"Abe!" gasped the girl.

"I'llkillhim!" growled the man.
Some one turned the corner of. the

house and stood in the full blaze of
the sunset The old, man lifted his
rifle and fired over the girl's.shoulder
before she could raise a hand to pre-
vent. For a minute a smoke cloud
hung, low and obscured the body on
the*ground. Then the girlsaid quietly:
r'.'Pop, you've killed a. man,. but it's

yo'r own son Bill!"
The \old .man- staggered over and

knelt beside the body, and as he knelt,

his face drawn and haggard and his
breathing whistling in his throat, a
young man turned in from the road
and halted close beside the glrL

"Pop .though^ it was you'!" whis-
pered the girl.

Abe nodded his head.
. "Walt .tillIbundle my things and
we'll go."

SHADOWS

Mr.Byram had come there exploring—
he felt the need of a wife rather

than the want of one. Bess, who was
tall and twenty, and the very moral of
gracious statellness when she chose
to be, had captivated him out of hand.

Ending- in a feint of flinging Jemmy
upon the open fire. Amelia Improved
tht opportunity to pull her brother's
hair until he howled. They were
twins, and pretty badly spoiled, as
was but natural, since they had grown
up motherless In their grandfather's
house.

•TO swing rou by your legs, Prudy,
when I'm a man; you see IfIdon't."
Jemmy said, trying to scowl, but grin-
ning in spite of himself. Tom Rod-
man picked the boy up and flung him
across his shoulder, sayi-7 gravely:
"Ihate to do it,bat there's nothing
else tor It. Jemmy, I've been tellin'
you this ever so long I'd carry you
to the gypsies If you did not behave
better. Stop wriggling. You can't
get away. But I'lllet you kiss 'Mella
and t"he others good-by. Be quick!
You won't ever see them again."

"Kiss 'em all yourself. That's what
you're after." Jemmy the astute piped
huskily, as Tom carried him close to
Aunty Bess. His arms 'were free;
Impishly be laid hold of the two heads
and yanked them together, locking his
hands behind the two necks and hold-
Ing them tight, laughing uproariously
all the while. Tom was a gallant fel-
low; he could' do no less than kiss
Bess. If all his heart did belong to
Eweet Miss Prue. And just as he kiss-
ed her, who should come in but Mr.
Byram, the rich distant cousin, who
had been for three weeks a guest at
Fairlaw.

"
'Benjamin the Blatant/ Tom Rod-

man calls him,
'

Bess began, Btillplain-

tive. Jemmy came charging at her
with Amelia hot upon his heels, and
shouting: "You hush. Aunty Bess!
You wanter lose me my pony! Mister
Byram Bays he'll give me a Shetland if
Idon't let nobody say a word against

him in this house."
"Ib'leeve he wants Jem to flcht with

Mister Tom Rodman," Amelia inter-
rupted sagely, her head the least bit
aside, "And Iain't goin' to help him
there," ehe added pointedly.

"
'Cause

Mister Tom eays I'm his sweetheart-
he's goin' to wait for me to grow up.
He thinks I'm a heap prettier*n Aunty
Bess rightnow." :/>«

"How about me?" Prue asked. eIk-
tlir.g more than ever. Amelia looked
reflectively, but Jemmy stuck his hands
in his pockets, set his feet far apart,
and said, sticking out his chin after the
manner ofhis model, Benjamin Byram:
"Why, Prudy, you know nobody will
ever look at you, so long as Aunty Bess
and 'Mella are around,"

"Won't they. Indeed?" Prue queried.
drawing down the corners of her mouth
meekly, although her eyes twinkled.
Jemmy swung on his heel, saying
magisterially: "Course not. Why
you're all freckled same as a turkey

•rc. and haven't hardly got meat
enough to wrap up your long bones."
•*TJpon my soul! Bay, Miss Prue,

shall Itake him out and drown him?"
Tom Rodman asked, coming through
the door as he cpoke. But Jemmy
only grinned at him—Jemmy was nine
and Prue eighteen. They were the
beit of comrades, despite his brutal
frankness. Prue made a dash at him,
•tood him upon his head, then swung
blm by an arm and a leg, chanting:

Tier* b» ccei! Flartn tafl toes!
Vp tfct cblmwy when th» wind blom.

> EMMY was explaining to Amelia:

I'This is the way you make a hor-

\ tus siccus
—

you get a big book
q) with no printin* in it. and then

paste it fullof weeds and flowers
and prass and little bits of bushes but
you have to dry, dry, dry 'em

—
siccus is

Latin for just as dry as a bone.\
"Iwonder, could we put in Benjamin

Byram. esquire?" Bess speculated
plaintively. "Heaven knows he's dry
enough just as he 'stands. Then think
of the relief, ifhe was once where you

could chut him up and off at will."
Prue giggled outright "He does talk

thirteen to the dozen." 6he said. "But
who wouldn't, with all his chance? T

Nature made him a fool of the first
water, and Fate chipped in by Kivins
him a fortune, and a doting family." .

'.'Ladies and gentlemen, . good-by,"
Mr.Byram began In his most ceremo-
nious voice. He got no further. Jem-
my went at him like a catapult, bowled
him down and out of the door, only
stopping when his enemy lay pros-
trate upon the hall threshold. There
the grown-ups came to the rescue, and
so managed itthat Mr.Byram went off
an hour later, somewhat bruised in his
person and self-esteem, but as to his
outer man, whole and speckless. When
the carriage rolled ,-away with him,
Tom Rodman drew a long,breath, and
said, as he. tossed a foreign letter to
Bees: "Your sweetheart Is comin'
home by the next steamer; had a cable
this mornlnV You sec, Ihave

-
been

writinghim things. He trillagree with
me and the late Byram that in all this
there is unmistakably the hand of
Providence." . , ,

"Indeed!" Mr. Byram exploded.
"With my coining,Isuppose, for a text.
Well, young ladies; Isee in all this the
hand of Providence. A 'Just and ever-
watchful God would .notiPermit me to
fall victim to your,mercenary' designs.
No doubt you were -> tetnpted by my
wealth and position, although you are
so wholly Incapable or appreciating a
man of my character—','

"Kindly come outside with me be-
fore you say any more," Tom Rodman
Interrupted, setting Jemmy down with
a thump and putting himself in front
of Bess, who had grown very white
and had eyes of scorching flame. Prue,
contrariwise, had flushed so scarlet It
hid all her freckles. Tom reached a
hand to her and drew- her toward him,
while be went on steadily: "Your
talk needs a man to hear and answer
It. I'mthat man. Bess and Prue' have
no brother, and Mr. Fairlie is past
flghtin' age. But Prue belongs to me,
and that gives me the right to stand
up for 'em. So you come along! We'll
settle this the minute we strike the
turnpike and neutral ground."

"Hush, Tom! Remember he's our
guest!" Bess pleaded. Prue gave her
sweetheart a roguish and heavenly
smile. Amelia looked fit to cry over
the toppling of her aircastle, but
Jemmy turned a handspring by way of
showing his Joy In the "melley." As
he came up standing, be stepped In
front of Byram, swelled out his chest
and said, stoutly:

"Don't you try no crawfish games!
You know you wanted to marry Aunty
Bess! You told me bo, and said I
must court her for you. Iain't very
big, but Ifyou try to go back on her
I'lllet you know Ican shoot my little
gun— and that's more than you can do.
We won't have a regular duel, like
grandpa tells about. Let's try a buttin'
match instead, and ifIbutt you over,
like David did Goliath, you'll propose
to Aunty Bess same as ever and gimme
that Shetland you been talkta' so much
about." ••¦¦:. . 'L --¦'¦

He would have proposed to her the
second day of his visit, never doubting

what answer she would make, but that
his sense of propriety forbade. Be-
sides, it would not do to dazzle her
too suddenly

—
he must let the great

prospects break gently u?on her, as
dawn broke over the 'world. So he
had been nobly impartial in his de-
voirs—so much so he had twinges of
conscience whenever he thought of
Prue. She was hardly more than a
schoolgirl, to be sure, but quite mature
enough to break her heart over loss of
him, if she once let herself seriously

believe she had a chance of being Mrs.
Byram.

Of Tom Rodman he had taken no
/nore account than to set him down
as an Impertinent puppy with a knack
of coming in at all hours— especially
when Mr. Byram least expected or
wanted him. To discover him kissing

Bess in -the face of everybody made
Benjamin the Blatant simply furious.
All the more furious that Jemmy cried
out gleefully: "Mr. Byram! Mister
Byram! Come help me hold 'em. They

tried to skeer me, but I'm beatin' 'em
at their own game."

"Let loose, you little varmint! Shut
up!" Tom commanded. Prue made a
dash at the tangle and deftly un-
twined Jemmy's fingers, letting Bess
escape. Mr. Byram stood speechless in
wrath and amazement, until Amelia,
sidlingup to him, slid her hand within
his and said, with the least toss of the
head: "They ain't behavin' ugly

—
Mister Tom will be Aunty Bess'
nephew when he marries me—and the
Fairies always Was their kinfolk, if
they ain't too far off and. great big
stuffs into the bargain

—
Prue and

Aunty Bess said so the first night you
came."
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••It's ail imagination on th-e part <5f
that cow to think hay is not as good
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